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		Prologue

		

		I guess I’m what you’d call a semi-celebrity now; kind of famous. People, usually high school age girls and guys, recognize me on the street or in the supermarket. Older guys too, the kind of young to middle age guys who aren’t getting blowjobs at home very often or are getting the kind of half-hearted, not-really-into-it suck offs that a lot of women give their guys when they don’t really want to do it, but feel they should, every once in a while; like when it’s hubby’s birthday, or he gets a big promotion at work, or like that.

		I really wouldn’t know what that’s like. I’m not married yet and I don’t even have what you’d call a steady boyfriend right now. I’m eighteen and I just graduated from high school a few weeks ago. But I hear things, and read about them on the net. Women tell me stuff, intimate stuff, hoping I’ll help them fix their bedroom problems.

		In order to explain how I got to be who I am, I guess I’d have to go back to the start of my sophomore year in high school, when I was fifteen, innocent and mostly clueless about sex! But I wanted to learn. I liked boys as much as the normal teenaged American girl. The fact that I was thin and slightly built, with a cute face, but no tits or ass to speak of didn’t help, let me tell you that!

		Guys would notice me, because of my smile and my cute little button nose and my big, brown eyes. But when they’d check me out closer, looking for a big rack, or a hot ass, I was out of luck! I’d tried all the old tricks, stuffing my bra with Kleenex, buying padded, girdle-like underwear, that made my ass look bigger and rounder. But I’d found out that none of it really worked for long!

		When push came to shove, when you were parked out in the boonies with some guy and you were making out hot and heavy, and clothing started getting loosened up or taken off, and he found tissue paper where he was expecting titty, things cooled off in a hurry. I even had one disappointed boy tell me that he’d date me again, if he ever had a cold and needed to blow his nose!

		I was whispered about around school during my senior year, referred to behind my back as Blowjob Barbie, but even that was better than being called Kleenex Kathy or Tissue Paper Tina, or some of the other cruel, put-down names they called me in private during my years as a lower classman! No-Ass Nancy was another one I heard about.

		High school boys can be real assholes sometimes, I tell you! There I was, all ready to fuck or learn to suck, for the right guy, but no one wanted to date me past one date, because I wasn’t built like Kim Kardashian!

		Then Rick Simmons transferred into our school, and everything changed…

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		Rick

		

		“Who’s the cutie-patootie talking to Tom Fuckwad? My best friend at the time, Lisa Porter, asked me.

		We were just on our way to Trigonometry, which was the draggiest class I had that semester, so I was more that happy to stop and join Lisa in staring at Tom Fuller—who lots of kids called Tom Fuckwad behind his back, ‘cause he was such a doofus—in earnest conversation with a guy I didn’t recognize; a tall, muscular guy with collar-length blond hair and a big, square jaw. Tom pointed down the hallway and, from the way he was gesturing with his hand, that he was giving directions to the new boy.

		“Thanks a lot, dude,” the recent transferee said to Tom, hustling down the hall toward us. He stopped his hurried walk when he came to Lisa and I and smiled at me. It was the same devastating, hundred-watt smile I was to come to know so well in the coming months, and it had the effect of nearly stopping my heart and making me tongue-tied as fuck! “Hi, ladies; I’m on my way to Auto Shop. Tom, there, said it was down this way and out the door. Am I on the right path?”

		“Uh, yeah, let us show you. We’re headed that way ourselves,” Lisa responded, taking my future boyfriend by the arm and leading him down the hall with me in tow. “I’m Rick; Rick Simmons. And I’m new. This is my first day,” he said to Lisa, who was short and quite round but friendly, all the time eyeing me, traipsing along behind them like a mute.

		“I’m Lisa, and this is Barbara Hastings, my best friend. She’s shy,” Lisa added.

		“Hello,” I finally managed to croak nervously, extending my hand to be shaken.

		“You shouldn’t be so shy, Barb. You’re cute,” Rick said, pumping my hand like he was delighted to meet me.

		“I…I’m not shy; not normally,” I stammered defensively. “Do you really think I’m cute?”

		“With that dynamite brunette hair and those huge brown eyes? Definitely!” He asserted.

		

		****

		

		“I hope you don’t mind, but you two are the only ones I’ve managed to meet so far, you and Tom, and I don’t see him,” Rick said later that day as he set his lunch tray down on the cafeteria table and pulled up a folding chair, “And I hate eating alone.”

		“We don’t mind!” Lisa assured him with a big smile.

		We were eating where we always did, at the Nerd’s table. We were seated a few chairs away from them, but we knew all of them better than we knew anyone else in school, and it seemed inevitable that we’d be sitting in their midst by the end of this year, the way things were going. Lisa and I were gradually slipping into their orbit, and soon we’d be eating lunch with them, hanging out with them in the hallways, laughing at Nerd jokes and making fun of the cooler, more athletic kids together, while wishing we had been accepted by the cool kids instead of the geeks!

		“So, I keep seeing all these posters all over the place about the dance this weekend,” Rick offered, by way of conversation. “They’re going to have a DJ, instead of a band apparently. Is he any good? We usually had bands back at my old school.”

		“Where did you go before here?” Lisa asked him.

		“Montebello High,” Rick answered proudly. “I was on the starting five on the Varsity Basketball Team!”

		“Basketball…no wonder you’re so tall!” I murmured, not really to him, just out loud.

		“Tall, me? I’m only six-two! I was the point guard! Six-two is only tall when you’re a Smurf, like you, Barb!” Rick teased me. I was five-six, back then and skinny.

		We all laughed at Rick’s Smurf comment, but I really didn’t think it was funny. I was hyper-sensitive about my body, after all that Kathy Kleenex and Nancy No-Ass shit!

		But Rick found a way to set my mind temporarily at ease about the way I looked. He asked me to go to the band-less dance that coming Friday, while Lisa was busy returning out empty trays to the dirty tray stack!

		

		****

		

		I didn’t know what to expect that Friday night, after we had left the dance—which Rick had declared to be ‘lame’--early and he had driven me up Laurel Canyon Drive to a popular make out spot. Would he be disappointed if he managed to get my foam-filled bra cups loose and saw how pathetic my tits were? Would this be our first and last date?

		So far, the evening had gone well. Rick had picked me up at my parent’s house at seven-thirty, and we’d gone to Burger King for a quick burger and fries meal before the dance started at nine. My folks had liked tall, handsome Rick well enough. He and my dad had talked Laker Basketball, while I’d helped Mom in the kitchen. “He’s a lot cuter than that last boy you went out with was,” Mom had remarked as she put away the clean dishes out of the dishwasher. “You watch yourself with him, young lady. Boys like him are often very…experienced for their age. He may want more than you’re ready to give!”

		Mom didn’t know I was prepared to give everything I had to be seen on the arm of a hunk like Rick—we never talked about sex or dating or any of that shit around our house—but I just kept my mouth shut and nodded that I understood. After the kitchen was all ship-shape, Rick and I left for the dance.

		Being southern California, it wasn’t that cold even though it was early October, so we both wore just light jackets, jeans, and logo tee shirts, along with our athletic trainers and no socks. He looked quite the dish in his retro Beach Boys tee shirt, with his long blond hair all tousled and loose-looking. He could have been a Beach Boy, if he had been born a few decades earlier and could play an instrument!

		Now, seated in the front seat of his folks’ old Cadillac—I think it was from the early Two-Thousands—Rick dialed the radio with one hand. The other arm was behind me, resting partially on my shoulders and I had laid my head on his right shoulder as I watched him seek out one of L.A.’s most popular rock stations with his left hand. “There, that’s nice, eh? Not like that hip-hop, jive-ass shit they were playing at the dance tonight!”

		The familiar strains of the Eagles’ Hotel California wafted through the Cadillac. I didn’t particularly like the Eagles—they were so…old school! But I had to admit, they were more romantic than some black gangster rapping about slapping the shit out of some girl that had done him wrong!

		Rick kissed me for the first time that night, and he slid his left hand up under my loose tee shirt as he did so and found my right breast. He eased the heavy foam cup off my tit and found my nipple, all erect and needy, in the darkened car as he sucked at my tongue. Several boys had touched my bare tits in the past, so I wasn’t taken totally off guard when he began to squeeze my nipple between his forefinger and his thumb as we kissed, but somehow, it felt better, more exciting tonight than it ever had before!

		I moaned helplessly and let him push my bra all the way up off of both tits and licked his wriggly tongue even more eagerly as he moved his exploring hand over to my left titty. He seemed to know just how to touch me to make me even hotter, and ten minutes into our steamy make out session, I found myself wondering vaguely if this was the night I was finally going to lose my virginity. My pussy was overflowing with lubrication by then! I could feel how slippery my lower lips were getting as I wiggled around on the leather seat and he kept tugging at my upthrust nipples and lapping at my gliding tongue as we kissed.

		All at once, he sat back in the seat, drawing his magic mouth away from mine and sat there, breathing hard and staring down at my bare breasts, what there was of them.

		“I just love your nipples, Barb! They’re like succulent-looking little raspberries!” He sighed as he ogled them.

		Then his lips and tongue were all over the right one, sending shockwaves of excitement to my untouched clit, which was extending out of its protective hood—I could feel how erect it was! Soon, he could feel it too, because his hand slid down my taut, heaving-with-arousal tummy and below the waistline of both my jeans and panties! He pushed through my mat of pubic fur and found my super-wet slit, plunging a finger into my sopping pussy; the first boy to ever do that!

		He knew his way around a girl’s pussy; he fingered me a few times, then withdrew his finger to tease my stiffened clitoris, flicking that tiny pink bean just the way I did when I masturbated. Huge pulses of pleasure coursed through my whole body: my nipples were throbbing right along with my clit and my pussy sheath! I writhed about on the seat and made no attempt to stop him when he undid my jeans and pushed both them and my panties downward, so that he could access my cunt easier!

		“Oh, please don’t fuck me without protection!” I begged him, thinking clearly for just a second and not wanting to get pregnant while still in my teens. “I’m still a virgin!”

		He chortled and whispered, “I know it. I can tell by just touching your pussy!”

		Rick abruptly went back to sucking my nipples and toying with my clit, as I moaned and moved my ass around beneath him. When I came, shuddering and screaming a few minutes later, he sighed with satisfaction and drew back from me, unzipping his jeans. “That’s you! Now for me!” he murmured, fishing out his hard cock.

		I hadn’t seen one before, except on videos I’d watched on sites like Pornhub. Rick’s wasn’t as big as some of the ones I’d seen there, but it was big enough, towering up over his blond pubic patch, all white and pink and throbbing! I watched it for a few seconds, pulsing with Rick’s elevated heartbeat, before he said impatiently, “Well, don’t just sit there! Are you going to jack me off or give me a blowjob?”

		Not wanting to admit that I was such an inexperienced geek when it came to sex, I didn’t say anything. I just tentatively reached out and fisted the hot, steely shaft, amazed at how soft the skin was, but how hard the hunk of male muscle underneath it felt!

		“Oh, that’s nice—just stroke it like that,” Rick sighed contentedly as I moved hand up and down his mighty cock, reveling in how good it felt to touch it, to hold it in my hand! I learned to stroke it fast; how to move the skin slowly, until he begged me for more speed. I ran my thumb up over the smoothness of his cock head and lovingly smeared the clear teardrop of what I later learned was pre-come over the fleshy surface.

		At last, my curiosity got the better of me. I’d watched dozens of blowjobs on porn sites by then, and had always wondered what a man’s hard prick would feel like in my mouth. Would I enjoy sucking it as much as those porn hussies seemed to? I boldly leaned forward until my face was only inches from the tip. Rick felt my hot breath on his cock and moved a hand over to the back of my head, urging me forward even more.

		“Suck it, Barb! Suck my cock a little, won’t you?” he whispered, sounding excited by the prospect of my lips on his dick!

		I realized in that instant, that this might be my last chance to suck a gorgeous boy like Rick’s cock—given the way all my previous dates had ended. No more Kleenex Katy! I thought as I extended my tongue. No more No-Ass Nancy!

		Rick’s cock felt so good in my mouth, or I should say his cock head did! I didn’t get much more of it than that in my mouth that first time, before Rick was squirming around in the seat, pressing my lips downward as his hips rose up off the seat, to lance another inch or two of his eight-inch cock into my eagerly-accepting mouth! I sucked experimentally as I laved its hot surface with my tongue, and Rick’s breath froze in his chest. He moaned deeply and tried to fuck my mouth, hunching his hips up frantically! I moved away from him, keeping just the tip of his cock in my mouth as I polished it with my tongue and sucked instinctively at the pulsing head.

		“Oh, God, babe; you give an awesome blowjob!” Rick gasped suddenly.

		I was thunderstruck! What I was doing was so easy—how could it be ‘awesome’?”

		He looked stricken as he leaned back against the seat, trying to fight off the impulse to come. At last, he moaned again and whispered, “Here it comes, honey! Swallow it all for me, okay?”

		Suddenly, there was a splash of something incredibly hot and thick against the roof of my mouth, followed by a second, even bigger blast! The ookie stuff pooled under my tongue, a third and fourth gush joined the first two. I had to either swallow or spit it out, or drown!

		Now that it had inundated my tongue, and my taste buds, I realized that it didn’t taste so great; it was pudding-thick, hot, and totally slimy! And it was also slightly sour and salty, both at the same time! I forced most of it down my throat in a big gulp; fought to keep from upchucking it, and succeeded! Rick shot a few more little drizzles in my mouth as I laved him with my tongue and my copious saliva, moaning and telling me what a great cocksucker I was, and I swallowed again, a lot more easily, since what I was swallowing was mostly my own spit by then with just a tiny bit of it being his come!

		“So, did you like that?” I asked in an uptight tone, still struggling to keep my roiling stomach under control, a sickly, pleased-with-my self little smile on my face. “It was my first one; my first-ever blowjob!”

		Rick broke into a really big grin as he gathered my half-nude body into his arms and kissed me. “You’re a real find, Barb!” He whispered excitedly as we broke apart a full minute later. “You’re beautiful, sexy, and you’re still learning—what a babe you are!”

		I got back into my clothes and he drove me home. Me…a babe?

		

		****

		

		Everything was great that fall: Rick tried out for the basketball team, made it, became starting point guard after just two regular season games, and we became an item around campus! Lisa, Rick, and I would walk down the halls or across the quad, laughing and talking, his arm around my shoulder, him carrying my book bag for me; the object of envious stares by some of the other girls in our class, and I was in heaven!

		The only drawback—if you want to call it that—was that Rick’s cock was in my mouth about as much as it was in his jeans! He picked me up for school most days, and drove me home. We’d often catch a burger on the way back to my folks’ house in the evenings and it seemed like we’d always find time to seek out a deserted spot and for me to unzip him and give him a humming suck off! I ate a ton of burgers that autumn and swallowed gallons of semen and the weirdest thing happened—Science will tell you this is impossible, but it happened to me, so I know it’s true, or at least it was in my case! A week after I began ingesting male come regularly, my tits began to grow!

		I had been the next thing to totally flat-chested when school had started my junior year, but by Christmas break, I had a nice set of boobs! They weren’t huge, by any means, but they were nice sized! My tits were a handful for any boy by the end of the semester, even large-handed point guard Rick Simmons!

		We were out at the end of a date one night in December, parked in his folks’ old Cadillac. My blouse and bra were long-gone, tossed into the back seat, and my nipples were shiny in the soft radio light, from Rick’s tongue and mouth. I had his prick out and it was shiny too, from my lips being on it for long minutes by then, when he suddenly slid out from under the steering wheel, grabbed both of my gleaming nipples in a death grip between his fingers and thumbs and began to twist.

		“Oh, God! That feels so wild, babe! Yank ‘em; mash them, just like that!” I begged him in a breathy voice, my titties jerking like crazy in his hands. I have really sensitive nipples, but I like rough handling once in a while as much as the next girl. And tonight was definitely one of those nights!

		Rick had something else in mind, though, but I didn’t know it yet. He got up on the bench seat on his knees, still gripping me by the nippies, and drew me in forcefully into him. His big, wet dick slapped between my breasts and he jammed them together, again, yanking me around by my nipples!

		“Got to titty-fuck those nice boobies of yours!” he growled, “Just gotta’!”

		It felt strange, having his juicy cock gliding between my breasts as he mauled my nipples, but it was a good kind of strange! He was titty-fucking me! A really cute guy was actually doing that to me, and I now had the tits to do it with!

		His bullet-shaped pink cock head was appearing and disappearing below my chin as he powered his hard on between my mashed-together tits. I tilted my head down, resting my chin against my upper chest so that I could reach his peekaboo prick head with my extended tongue and lick it briefly as he hunched up and back. “Oh, fuck, you’re a hot bitch, Barb!” he gasped, “You’re the hottest little bitch I’ve ever known!”

		We abruptly dispensed with the titty-fucking, him plunging his cock up into my willing mouth as he started to come, all but releasing his grip on my throbbing nipples. Excited half out of my mind, I sucked him in and batted at his spurting cock with my tongue, bathing it in hot spunk. I lapped up the spewing jism eagerly and swallowed it, loving the earthy, manly taste by now, and wanting more of the forbidden nectar!

		“Oh, Barb, you suck my cock like nobody else!” he sighed as he moved his big hands up to cradle my head and hold it still, so he could fuck into my sucking mouth like I was an inflatable fuck-toy or something! He drained his fat nuts into me and I dutifully swallowed it all for him, like a good little cocksucker.

		He had fucked me a few times by that time, but I think we knew that he preferred one of my patented blowjobs to even a hot fuck by then, and so did I! Fucking was fine in its way, but sucking dick was what I was really good at, and I knew it!

		I had gotten off more than once when he’d come in my mouth, especially if I had a free hand to flick my bean while he was using me as a cumdumpster. I loved masturbating while he spunked my throat! I went off harder then than I had during the best fuck he had ever given me, and some of those had been pretty spectacular.

		

		****

		

		The second big thing that happened to change my life was COVID 19, and the reaction to it, I guess you could say. Like most young people in southern California, I wasn’t that scared of getting it—the virus wasn’t prevalent among teenagers, for the most part, and if you did happen to get it, the stuff was rarely fatal in my age group. Mostly, COVID was a pain in the butt! Everything that was any fun was closed for a while, and you couldn’t even go to school!

		When the restrictions started to lift, some of the red-hot liberals in Orange County, where I lived, thought it would be great to use the reopening of schools to help alleviate some of the virtual segregation that had evolved in the Southland school system over the years. They talked the local school board in Fountain Valley, where I lived, into bussing in a few busloads of kids in from East L.A. and Watts to eliminate the mostly lily-white nature of the student body at the high school where I went. There was a big uproar about it—Orange County was Trump country, overall--but a few free-thinking liberals, left over from the Hippie Era, who had settled down along the coast years ago and never left finally convinced the wishy-washy members of the school board to try the bussing thing for at least a year; just to see how it worked out.

		Thus, when my Organic Chemistry class started in September of 2020, my bench partner was a girl named Lucinda Sanchez, from East L.A. Lucy was totally a fish out of water in mostly whitebread Fountain Valley, twelve minutes away from Huntington Beach, and all that blondes, bikinis, and Gidget surfing shit! She was dark-olive skinned, a raven-haired brunette girl with tattoos, a nose-ring, and tight, white jeans that her ample ass looked in danger of splitting out at any moment.

		I stayed away from her as much as I could at first, busying myself taking notes on lectures I didn’t really understand a word of, and puttering around at our lab station, making sure all of the glass beakers and pipettes were squeaky clean for the experiments Lucy and I were bound to fuck up! The only thing that saved us, was a tall, gawky kid from the basketball team, a casual friend of Rick’s named Brad Stillwell, who actually understood what was going on in Chemistry and who would help us out once in a while because he had a thing for me and he liked staring at Lucy’s butt in those tight jeans of hers.

		It was around the middle of October when Lucy shyly asked me if I’d like to come to dinner at her place. I quickly envisioned some cockroach-infested, rat-plagued apartment up in East L. A., and I was busy explaining East L.A. was too far away for me to drive on a weeknight, during school, when Lucy cut me off with: “No! You’ve got it all wrong, chica! Brad and I have a place on Slater Avenue, not too far from the school. It’s a two-bedroom apartment in a high-rise; it’s cool, come over and you’ll see!”

		Well, number one, we were still in high school, so the idea of the two of them living together in an apartment was a trip! What happened to the bussing? Also, where did they get the money? Places in Fountain Valley weren’t cheap and they were still high school kids! And I knew Brad’s parents weren’t wealthy, he dressed like a typical basketball jock, distressed jeans and shirts from Penny’s or Target; worn trainers with untied shoe laces! He had been dressing a little sharper the last few weeks, now that I thought about it. But no one was going to mistake him a millionaire’s kid!

		“Uh, sure, well that’s different!” I managed to stammer at last.

		“Seven o’clock on Wednesday night; just you and me and Brad.” Lucy said excitedly, writing her new address and phone number on a piece of scrap paper she had torn out of her notebook.

		

		****

		

		My folks were pretty much oblivious to everything I did, as long as it wasn’t too far out of the ordinary, so my telling them that I needed the car to go over and have dinner with a new schoolmate on Wednesday night didn’t raise their suspicion at all. Mom asked me about Lucy, but I lied by omission, not telling her that Lucy was Mexican and didn’t live with her folks, just getting the car keys from her and hopping in to her minivan to drive over to Lucy’s.

		Slater Avenue is one of the main drags in Fountain Valley, and as I motored slowly down it, keeping an eye out for the address Lucy had given me, I was struck by how close she lived to Mayfair Towers, one of the classiest buildings in town. I could barely believe it when the address proved to BE Mayfair Towers!

		Mouth still open in shock, I swung into the parking lot of the fourteen-story high-rise apartment building and found an open spot in Guest Parking. I crossed the lot and entered the big glass doors leading into the lobby. I found Sanchez and Stillwell listed on the directory, right on the tenth floor where Lucy had said it would be: Apartment 10A, on the southwest side of the building, facing the ocean, fifteen miles or so away.

		I rode up in one of the four elevators, all by myself, and found the door to 10A easily enough, just a little way down from the elevator. I pressed the doorbell with some apprehension—what were Lucy and Brad doing in a swanky place like this?

		The door swung open, and there was Brad, towering over me in an expensive-looking bathrobe affair that looked like a smoking jacket some aristocratic guy in an old black and white movie might wear. His sparse, curly black chest hair was visible under the robe and I wondered if he had anything on underneath the robe.

		Lucy came out of the kitchen and into the dining room, wearing a pair of her usual white jeans and a blouse with an apron tied over them. “Enchiladas tonight, chica, my mama taught me how to make them and they’re oh, so good! You’ll see.”

		The apartment smelled wonderful and might have been even more aromatic but the slider out onto the balcony was open and a brisk evening breeze was blowing in from the ocean, billowing the open drapes.

		I looked around the place and it looked as if it had been hastily furnished with rental furniture from one of those rent-to-own stores; not top-of-the-line, but good enough and brand-new. There was a couch, an end table, a coffee table, a floor lamp and an easy chair in the living room, and a nice dining table and chairs in the dining room. The table had what looked to be a brand-new table cloth, matching placemats, new-looking silverware, and sparkling clean glasses next to the brand new-looking dinner plates.

		“This place is so nice!” I gushed, guiltily remembering the rat-infested dive I had pictured Lucy living in when she’d first invited me to dinner.

		“We just moved in last week,” Lucy said proudly. “We’re still getting used to living out on our own. I don’t miss that fucking bus ride, I’ll tell you that!”

		“And I don’t miss my Ma telling me to take out the trash or mow the lawn, either!” Brad commented, with a big smile.

		“No, babe, you got me to tell you take out the trash now,” Lucy murmured, a sexy come-hither growl to her voice.

		I watched as she approached him, went up onto her tiptoes to wrap her arms around his neck, and bent him down a little, so that she could mash her not small tits into his chest as they shared a hot kiss that went on for nearly a minute. I saw her tongue tip pushing out his cheek as their tongues dueled with one another during the steamy embrace.

		“I…I didn’t suspect you two were an item!” I stammered as they finally broke apart.

		“We don’t broadcast it,” Brad said, half blushing as he held Lucinda in his arms and looked at me. “My folks don’t really approve of her, and her folks don’t have any use for me.”

		“None of our friends would approve, either,” Lucy said. “A Mexican chick and a hopeless gringo like Brad.”

		She shook her long black hair and cuddled back into him. “But I love his big gringo cock and he loves my wet little Chicana pussy, so that’s enough for right now, no?”

		“I…I guess,” I said uncertainly, uncomfortable about talking about things like cock and pussy in front of near strangers.

		“The enchiladas are done, so let’s eat!” Lucy suggested brightly, disengaging herself from Brad’s snuggling embrace and heading back into her kitchen.

		“You can have beer with dinner if you want,” Brad told me proudly, striding over to the refrigerator. “My big brother, Josh, is twenty-two, so he buys it for us. He likes Lucy just fine.”

		“Josh is a real honey, just like Brad,” Lucy said quickly, slipping on a pair of oven mitts to take the square glass Pyrex dish of enchiladas out of the oven.

		I had never thought of Brad being a honey, just a nice guy who was moderately good-looking. He had always struck me as being a bit of a nerd, even though he was an athlete.

		“How are you guys affording this place, it must be really expensive?” I asked at dinner.

		Brad looked down at his empty plate as if searching for another enchilada, and murmured something about showing me after dinner.

		I went back to eating my delicious Mexican meal and sipping my Coors beer. Brad had offered me either Coors or Bud, and since I had heard Coors was mild, I had chosen it. Beer wasn’t a favorite of mine, but I figured, as a girl who had overcome her aversion to swallowing semen, I could certainly learn to deal with beer, so I was dealing with it. I had to admit, a cold Coors did go well with the slightly spicy food.

		Feeling a little woozy from the two beers I had consumed with dinner, I offered no resistance when Brad and Lucy showed me to the couch in the front room and sat me down between them on it after dinner.

		There was a new big-screen TV mounted to the wall across the room and Brad turned it on.

		“This is what we wanted you to see, Barb,” Lucy said excitedly as the picture came on. Brad went to the streaming menu and they had Pornhub as well as Hulu and Netflix listed. Brad clicked on a video labeled Sucking Lucy and the screen lit up with an image of Lucy Sanchez completely nude, with her lips all agleam with some kind of super-slick lip gloss, creeping up on a bed where a good-sized white cock stood at the ready above a moderately good-sized set of hairy balls.

		“That’s Brad!” Lucy whispered proudly. “Isn’t he hung?”

		I had to admit, Brad was well endowed. He wasn’t quite as long as Rick, my boyfriend, but he was just as thick, maybe even thicker!

		The naked Lucy onscreen got onto the bed and walked on all fours to where the reclining, naked, Brad lay. She smiled at the camera and at him, and leaned down to polish his cock head with her tongue. I recognized the same tongue jewelry she wore at school all the time as she gave his prick a thorough tongue-bath and then sucked it eagerly into her mouth and began to bob up and down on it. I noticed that both of her brown nipples had also been pierced, just like her tongue, and wondered how much all that had hurt.

		Brad, onscreen, was huffing and puffing after less than a minute of her hot oral attention. She kept on sucking for another minute, then let his hard cock slip from her mouth to show the camera that she had a mouthful of jism! She smiled, then made a big show of swallowing it, opening her mouth again to show that it was all gone.

		The clip ended and Lucy said proudly, “We get, like, a thousand bucks for each one of those we do, and Brad can come three or four times a day, no sweat!”

		I looked over at Brad, who now had a big bulge under his robe, right where his cocks was, and he was smiling serenely as he said, “I talk to Rick all the time, and he tells me you’re very good at…doing what you just saw Lucy do onscreen! How would you like to do that with me, while we were filming? We’d be glad to give you five-hundred bucks for each time you blew me!”

		I panicked and looked over at Lucy, who was smiling too. “How would you feel about that? I asked her, desperate have her save me.

		“That’s easy,” she answered smugly. “I’d be the one filming it!”

		

		****

		

		“See, Barb, I’m too…ethnic to be really popular,” Lucy explained after she’d gotten up off the couch and brought us all another beer. “A Mexican chick, sucking off a big gringo dick is alright. But a pretty, white chick like you is absolute gold! I sucked off Josh, Brad’s brother once on video, and that added some variety to our usual shit, but not enough!”

		“I fucked Lucy once on video, I even fucked her in the ass once! But it still wasn’t hot enough for the pervs on the net!” Brad said bitterly. “Our videos on porn sites are just not attracting the audience that they once did!”

		“We don’t do anal very often in real life, ‘cause Brad’s so big!” Lucy explained. “So, it was kind of awkward, taking it up the ass that time on a video, just to try and please a bunch of sleazoid dudes on a porn website.”

		“Why do you do it?” I remember asking.

		Lucy just shrugged and swept her hand around the room, as if pointing out the newness of her modestly-priced furniture; the obvious pleasure she took in living like this as high school senior who was all but flunking out of school. “You ought to see the shithole my folks rent back in East L.A.!” she said, tossing her long black hair defiantly. “And sometimes, when I was younger, my mom had to turn the occasional trick down on the boulevard, to help put food on the table. It made my old man ancient before his time, I’ll tell you that! It was killing him, that they had to live like that!”

		I almost pointed out that it wouldn’t exactly be great news for him to learn his daughter was sucking off gringo cocks on porn videos at eighteen, either, but I bit my tongue and kept silent. Lucy’s decision was just that—Lucy’s decision!

		“Brad and I have talked it over; there’s only so much demand to see a Latina with piercings and tattoos sucking cock. But a girl like you who’s so…whitebread, so wholesome-looking, getting down and dirty? The old pervs will eat that shit up with a spoon!” Lucy assured me. “You’ve got nice tits, and great face, no ink I know about. You look like the kind Anglo Princess who might run for Student Body President, or some shit like that! The dick-whackers would line up to subscribe to a site that had videos of a girl like you sucking dick!”

		I thought of my dad and his friends, did they watch that kind of porn sometimes? He’d just die if one of his buddies said to him, “I saw a girl who looked just like Barb, sucking cock on Pornhub last night, Hal!” And what about Mom? She’d shit a brick, if she ever found out!

		“Come on, at least let us show you where the magic happens,” Brad said, standing up and grabbing his beer in his left hand, his right extended toward me. “It’s just in here, in our spare bedroom,” Lucy offered helpfully, also standing up and pointing down a short hallway. “We made it into a sort of half-ass studio.

		They led me down the hallway and opened one of the doors, Brad telling me, “The other one is our actual bedroom and that one’s a guest bathroom, in case you need to use it.”

		Inside the open door was the same scene I had witnessed in the video of Lucy sucking Brad’s cock. It contained a queen-sized bed, a couple of stands for the big lights they used when filming, a nightstand with a table lamp, and a professional-looking video camera, mounted on a tripod. Other than that, and a few sexy-looking pieces of lingerie that looked as if they’d come from Victoria’s Secret scattered around on the carpet and the disheveled bed, the room was empty.

		“This is nice—expensive; I wore it the night Brad and I made the anal video!” Lucy said, hurrying over to the bed and holding up a lacey, black peignoir that was very short; it must have hit lucy just below her chunky little ass.

		“He just flipped it up on my back when he was ready to fuck my ass, and that was that!” Lucy explained.

		At that time, I hadn’t done anal myself, just watched it being performed on various websites. I was scared taking something as big and wide as Rick’s cock up my ass would hurt like hell! And I wasn’t into pain, I was into pleasure! Rick seemed interested in my butt, but not overly so; he hadn’t pushed for anal sex and I was glad about that.

		Besides, doing it in his parent’s old Caddie would have proved awkward, and that was our main venue for sex at the time. We had done it once on my bed at home, when we’d been sure that my parents would be out of town for the entire day, and that had been luxurious fun, cavorting around nude in my bed, sucking his massive cock, rubbing our naked bodies together, fucking like two mad, teenage lovers whenever the notion struck us. All the time having a for-real shower nearby, to wash off the evidence of our youthful indiscretions after we were done!

		I looked at the queen-sized bed and imagined Brad and I naked atop it, his fat dick deep in my mouth, with Lucy filming it all. Could I really do that, cheat on Rick with one of his friends for money and for fun?

		

		****

		

		Maybe it was the beer. Maybe it was that Brad and Lucy wanted it to happen so badly, but about a half-hour later, I found myself in the middle of that bed wearing only my thong panties, with a big smile on my face and Brad’s swollen-to-fulness cock waggling about in front of my head as I lay on my tummy and fondled it for him.

		“That’s good, babe, just kiss it for him a little; kiss the head!” Lucy whispered from her spot behind the camera. “Show us those white-girl lips all over that big cock head!”

		“Oh, man; she’s hot, Luce. I don’t know how long I’ll be able to last, once she starts to blow me!” Brad gasped as my lips made contact with his prick tip.

		“That’s okay, honey. It’s the money shot that’s important,” Lucy assured him. She looked at me and said, “Remember to show the camera that he’s really coming in your mouth, when he starts to shoot! Can you do that, Barb?”

		“I…I guess!” I stammered, licking all around Brad’s fat cock head for the camera while I spoke to Lucy.

		It was thrilling, lapping at the forbidden dick, while all but naked in front of the camera! Brad and Lucy had explained that most porn aficionados liked to see a lot of a girl’s body, even though it was only a blowjob video. Brad wasn’t going to try and fuck me tonight. I was just going to blow him, but my tits were to be bare as well as the rest of my body, while I sucked!

		I didn’t mind—once I had decided to perform on camera tonight—I loved hunching my bare ass up and down on the lush-feeling sheets and rubbing my naked tits all over Brad’s hairy legs while I touched him and caressed his hard cock! He felt and smelled like Rick, but he didn’t look like Rick! Though their cocks were of similar size and length, Rick’s was a tad longer and thicker. And Brad had dark hair, while Rick was a blond, so Brad’s lengthy dick was thrust up over a pelt of curly black pubic hair, while Rick’s was a golden fleece of bright-blond fur. The two impressive male rods smelled the same, however; a musky, mannish scent that wafted into my nostrils as I kissed and cuddled Brad’s prick. I wanted to taste it! To plunge my lips over it, licking as I went! To feel his hot cream gushing into my mouth as I sucked, to revel in its rich, male flavor and compare it to Rick’s!

		Soon, I was bobbing my head on the taboo shaft, lapping as I went, tasting the slight difference between my boyfriend’s manhood and a new guy’s! “That’s it, babe; suck him good! Use that hot little tongue!” Lucy’s excited voice echoed in my ears. “Let’s see those tits while you suck! Show me your nipples!”

		I was gone! Lost in a sensual haze of alcohol and cock and feeling the sexiest I’d ever felt! I found I flat-out loved being naked for the camera, behaving like a true slut-girl!

		Brad was moving all around beneath me, hunching his hips upward, from time to time, driving his thick cock deeper into my accepting throat and moaning at how good that felt. He suddenly threw back his head and roared that he was coming! His cock bucked wildly inside my mouth and then it was spewing out hot come!

		Brad’s jism was not as salty as Rick’s. And it was so thick! It flowed down my throat like hot glue, and it was thoroughly yummy, for come! I sucked for more and was instantly rewarded with another big blast of goo that was every bit as creamy and luscious as the first wave of spunk had been, and it seemed even hotter! Brad’s come was so hot, it nearly burned my tongue—like a mouthful of scalding-hot coffee might have! I gulped it down, marveling about how warm it felt in my tummy, as I licked and sucked for still more of the delicious goop.

		“Oh, babe; you’re one hot mama!” Brad groaned pulling his now-limp dick from my eager lips. “You suck cock like nobody I ever met before!”

		He seemed to realize how that might sound to his onlooking girlfriend and whipped his head up to look at her as he croaked apologetically, “No offence, Luce!”

		“That’s okay, sweetie! She is a hot cocksucker: I can see that, and so will our viewers, if we’re lucky! I just hope this video comes out as hot as it was actually being in the room while she blew you!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		Unexpected Fame

		

		It was. The guys Brad dealt with at the pornsite were ecstatic about my initial blowjob video, and Brad slipped me five folded up hundred-dollar bills during Chemistry on Wednesday of that following week.

		“There’s your half of the proceeds,” he whispered to me, anxious not to draw any undo attention to our illicit exchange. “There’s only one catch. The porn guys said they might want some more variety in the future; fucks and blowing new guys, and like that.”

		I realized that Brad had just asked to fuck me on camera soon, and I felt my face coloring with embarrassment. The fact that I was now a half-assed porn star hadn’t really dawned on me yet. But the five-hundred bucks in my purse and the uneasy, but excited, look on Brad’s face made it real for me.

		“Are you on the pill?” Brad whispered just then. “Porn guys hate rubbers. They want to see a girl getting jizzed when she gets jizzed!”

		“It…it’s okay,” I mumbled, embarrassed as hell. “Rick and I don’t fuck often, but when we do, we like to go…uh…bare!”

		“Same for us,” Lucy, who had been watching our interaction in silence so far, interjected. “Rubbers are so lame! I like to feel a guy gushing inside me, you know?”

		She patted my hand as it lay on the Chemistry work station surface and gave me a smile. I smiled back, but I’m sure it was a sickly, unenthusiastic smile at best.

		“Can you come over and blow Brad again soon?” Lucy asked me.

		“I can be there this Thursday night, not before then. I got a lot of shit to do this week,” I told her, wanting to give myself as much time as possible before I had to suck cock on video again. I didn’t really have a lot going on that week; I was just having second thoughts about cheating on Rick and being a slut on video for a bunch of porn pervs, and just…. everything!

		Shopping cured that. I went to the mall with some girlfriends that week, after school, and those five hundred-dollar bills sure came in handy! I saw a blouse at Macy’s that was just darling, and it looked great on me, so I bought it! It was, like, forty-five bucks, so normally I would have passed, but I had the money, so I figured: why not? I bought a really bitchin’ pair of jeans at Nordstrom, too, and a new tablet at the electronics store! It did a lot things my old one just couldn’t do and, again, I had the money…so, why not?

		Luckily, my folks were pretty stone-age, when it came to tablets, phones, and like that! My dad used his cell phone at work, to order lunch delivered, and like that, but he was no virtuoso on the thing. And Mom was even more clueless, so neither of them noticed my new tablet. The clothes were harder to hide, Mom asked about the blouse, the first time I wore it, but I told her I’d been saving up my allowance and I’d gotten a real deal on it at Penny’s, during one of their big Pre-Christmas Sales. She’s not much of a shopper, so she didn’t tumble to the fact that Penny’s would never carry such an expensive, designer brand in the first place.

		By the end of the week, on Thursday night, I was ready to suck some more Brad-cock for another five bills; I only had one hundred left from my first video blowjob! We had dinner again—this time Lucy didn’t fix such a fantastic meal—we had meatloaf and mashed potatoes that were instant, along with some canned string beans and some just heat and serve biscuits from the oven.

		Then we all had a beer in the front room and watched my initial effort at video sex on the big screen in the front room, and then we were back in the spare bedroom and I was taking off my clothes again. Brad’s dick got just as stiff as it had the first time, as he stared at my bare tits and thong-covered pussy and then I was on my stomach on the bed between his naked legs, licking and sucking his big hard on while Lucy videoed us.

		“Take all of it, why don’t you, Barb?” she suggested after I’d been sucking a couple of minutes. “It will look cool on the screen!”

		I opened my throat as best I could and inhaled all of Brad’s lengthy prick on my next downstroke. He was long, but he wasn’t quite as long as Rick, who was my normal blowjob partner, so I could handle all of him well enough. His large cock head felt huge in my throat, but I was a long way from gagging and puking! I sucked on and Brad moaned and said, “Oh, fuck, Luce, she’s as excellent at this as I remembered!”

		He was gasping at how good my lips and tongue felt on his steel-hard shaft and his throbbing head. He wasn’t going to last much longer, I knew from all my experiences with Rick, and I sensed that they wanted the video to be lengthier, so I let his saliva-soaked cock slip from my mouth and went low, onto his balls, where I licked and sucked like they really turned me on—which I’ll admit, they did, kind of, after sucking his fat cock so adamantly.

		“Oh, yeah, lick those hairy nuts like you really want them!” Lucy coached me. “It looks so hot, with your tongue gliding all over them, just like that!”

		Brad was making largely incoherent noises again as I nuzzled his balls and lapped at them, so I pulled up and swallowed his pulsing dick once again. He sucked in his breath and I knew he was about to shoot, so I sucked really hard and swirled my tongue around his super-sensitive cock head as fast as I could.

		“Oh, fuck! Am I ever coming?” Brad groaned, his prick jerking inside my mouth and the biggest jet of spunk I’d ever imagined splashing off the roof of my mouth. I swallowed and it was a whole mouthful, just by itself and another gush of jism flowed into my mouth right at that second! I opened my lips a little and a spectacular flood of jizz cascaded down his thick cock shaft as it lay in my mouth!

		“Way to show the come, babe!” Lucy whispered excitedly from behind the camera and zoomed in on the pearly-white waterfall of come running down his dick, sliding toward his spit-gleaming balls. I gulped the hot throatful of spunk down and licked after the escaping jism, lapping it up off his nuts like a kitten going after cream.

		Brad fired several more jets of come into my mouth and down my throat and I swallowed them all. Lucy kept the video camera going and captured all of the action. “Show me those nice tits again as you lick the rest of it off your lips!” she urged, just before she shut off the bright shooting lights and the camera. “And smile liken you loved it all as you wave good-bye to your audience!”

		She didn’t fully appreciate how much I did love it all! My nipples were spiking like crazy; my pussy was overflowing with lubrication inside my scant panties; if you had touched my clit right then, with a tongue or a cock, or even a finger, I’d have come like crazy! I loved sucking cock on camera! I loved showing by titties off! I loved being a slut onscreen!

		

		****

		

		And I loved the five-hundred dollars Brad gave me the next Monday in Chemistry class. I slipped it into my purse and thanked him and Lucy profusely.

		What I hadn’t even thought about—what I wasn’t expecting at all—was how many teenage boys were closet porn fans! I was walking along the hallway with my friend, Lisa, the next morning and I heard a male voice snigger, “That’s her! Blowjob Barb! In the flesh!” I whirled around and saw three younger boys, they were freshmen or sophomores at most, glancing down at a cell screen and then back up at me.

		I moved closer to the little group. And, before one of them could hide the screen away, I saw my naked image, with my bare breasts bouncing around, waving at the camera, with a sly, come-hither smile on my face and some of Brad’s spunk on my chin!

		“Yep, that’s her alright! I knew it was; right here in our school!” one of the young miscreants said, grinning at me. “Nice rack, Barb! Not huge, but real nice!”

		He was openly staring at my sweater and my bra-covered tits beneath it, clearly remembering what they had looked like naked, while I was busily sucking cock onscreen!

		Embarrassed like I’d never been in my life, I grabbed a shocked Lisa by the arm and marched her off down the hallway, toward our next class…

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Dealing With It

		

		I had to tell Lisa what was going on—she hadn’t been close enough to the kid’s cell phone to clearly see what they were watching, before the guy stuffed the phone into his back pocket—so, I led her out a door and to a bench on the lawn that ran beside the classroom building and sat her down. I took out my new tablet and showed her the porn website where all my and Lucy’s cocksucking videos with Brad were displayed. Lisa watched my bangs-surrounded face going up and down on the thick cock for several seconds, my eyes wide with lust at how good it felt to gobble up a big cock onscreen, and my little handfuls of bare tits jiggling up and down on my otherwise skinny chest as I sucked.

		“That’s Brad Stillwell’s dick!” I told her, tying to sound casual.

		“What are you doing, sucking Brad Stillwell’s cock?” Lisa wanted to know. “Does Rick know about this yet?”

		“I…I don’t know; probably not.” I mused out loud. “He’d have probably said something about it, if he did, don’t you think?”

		A big load of Brad’s cock cream gushed down my throat on the video just then and Lisa said, “Oh, yeah! I think he’d have said something about that!”

		I told her about the enchilada dinner at Brad and Lucy’s new apartment, and about the beer, and how they’d talked me into sucking off Brad while Lucy videoed it. I told her about the five-hundred dollars they had paid me each time I’d visited the apartment for another dinner, followed by another tummy full of Brad’s hot come!

		“So now my best friend is an amateur porn star!” Lisa offered, sounding very disappointed and judgmental at the end of my tale.

		“With all the money I’ve gotten, I don’t know if you can even call me a true amateur anymore.” I answered wryly. “I must have made and spent a few thousand by now.”

		“Where’d it all go?” Lisa asked.

		I waved the new tablet at her and thrust out my chest, emphasizing the nice, new blouse I was wearing, that had cost almost a hundred dollars at Macy’s. I also had on new jeans; from Dolce & Gabbana I had recently picked up at Neiman Marcus. They had cost over six-hundred dollars, and they made my ass look amazing.

		But Lisa probably hadn’t noticed them particularly. My folks weren’t exactly paupers, so I had always dressed nice; just not quite as nice as I now dressed. Lisa wasn’t a clothes girl, with her pear shape, she couldn’t afford to be! A pair of sixty-dollar Levis on her round little body would have looked as good as a smokin’-hot pair of Lafayette’s, if they even made jeans in her size!

		“How do you swallow all that yucky stuff?” Lisa suddenly asked me.

		“It’s easy! I’ve kind of developed at taste for it,” I admitted.

		“I almost puked when a guy came in my mouth,” she revealed, “I spit it out all over his lap, soaked his undershorts and jeans in come and spit!”

		She giggled embarrassedly and I marveled that she had ever gone that far with a boy—she had few dates that I knew about.

		“He only took me out ‘cause he was sure I was a virgin,” she confessed. He was right; I’d never sucked a boy’s cock before, or let one of them…fuck me!”

		“Did you…you know…fuck him?” I couldn’t help but ask.

		“Yeah, I did. I was curious, you know, about sex and why everyone thought it was so hot,” Lisa went on.

		Puking in the guy’s lap didn’t bode well for the rest of the experience, but I asked anyway, “And was it? Was it hot?”

		“Not for me. It hurt like hell when he took my cherry; forced his prick into me, and then, when we were finally fucking, it was okay, but not great!”

		I thought back to when Rick had deflowered me and kind of commiserated with her. Our first few fucks hadn’t been all that much. I’d thought it was okay, but I loved a good blowjob, with me masturbating while I sucked cock, even more!

		“It gets better, once you get the hang of it,” I assured her, standing up from the bench and putting my tablet away inside my backpack. “Come on, we need to get to class.”

		

		****

		

		By the end of that day, several more boys had let me know, through smug, I-know-the-worst-about-you smiles, that they had seen me in action with Brad’s anonymous cock on the website. Even some of the other girls in school has witnessed my videotaped depravity, and let me know it, through catcalls and grins, that said they had seen me sucking cock!

		I was ready for a real knock-down, drag-out fight when I climbed into Rick’s car for the ride home after school, but he was surprisingly cool about it all. He showed me his phone, which was showing me naked and gulping down a load of Brad’s copious come and said, “Brad told me all about it today, during gym. I was pissed at first, but it’s kind of hot—having a porn star for a girlfriend! Some of the guys asked me if you really gave that hot a blowjob and I said that you did. Brad backed me up on that—after he was sure I wasn’t going to beat the fuck out of him—he told those guys that you gave the finest head you could imagine. They all kind of envied me after that, you could tell; going steady with you and all.”

		He leaned back in his seat, started the car and unzipped his jeans, saying, “Come on, Barb; give me some road head while I drive you home. You’re the hottest cocksucker on the planet, start acting like it!”

		So it was that he drove slowly through the student parking lot, so that everyone who was interested—which turned out to be almost everyone—could see my brunette head going up and down over his dick as he drove. I looked up several times, and he had a real shit-eating grin on his face as he enjoyed what I was doing with my mouth and tongue while he drove slowly along!

		“Oh, babe, that feels so fine!” he breathed heavily as we left the parking lot, and I just knew he was going to come in my mouth already!

		“Swallow it all; I’ve got such a big load for you today. My dick had been hard all afternoon, just dreaming about this moment.”

		There was a lot, but I managed to choke it all down, and I knew he wasn’t kidding about daydreaming all afternoon about creaming the throat of his little teenage Blowjob Queen with half the school watching.

		We didn’t stop for burgers and shakes that day. My tummy was too full of spunk to need any more in it!

		And I got the same sort of hot surprise just when we pulled to a stop the next day out in that same parking lot. I had been sucking him as we pulled into the school, but I didn’t expect him to come so soon. Usually, on our weekend dates, when we were parked out in the boonies, I could blow him for the better part of a half-hour before he shot off in my mouth. But this had been only a few minutes!

		“Hair-trigger, much?” I asked him not only snarkily, but half bitterly as I wiped off my spunky lips with the back of my hand before emerging from the car on the passenger’s side.

		“Got to please my adoring public,” he muttered under his breath as he got out on the driver’s side, still zipping up his pants, beaming as he waved to a group of his jock buddies across the lot, like a movie star getting out of a limo at a premier.

		I had initially feared that I was going to be blacklisted by all my former friends, when they found out about my extra-curricular porn activities, and dumped by my prestigious jock-boyfriend. But that apparently wasn’t going to be the case! Instead, I was to be embraced as a local celebrity—kind of a cut-rate Kim K. or Paris Hilton! I had made not one but numerous sex tapes and everyone, if they didn’t exactly think it cool, was okay with the concept, in today’s celebrity-worshipping society, of having an unabashed slut living amongst them!

		Girls I didn’t even know, from the freshman and sophomore classes, would come up to me in then hallway, nervously introduce themselves, and ask me all about how I’d learned to swallow spunk and keep it down! It wasn’t cool to toss your cookies in your boyfriend’s lap after a blowjob, or to refuse to suck his cock because you were afraid you would! Suddenly I was this generation’s Dear Abby, when it came to being hot or sexy! I was one of the most followed girls on the net and I was right here, in their school!

		I was painfully honest with them—when a gaggle of younger girls asked me all about anal sex and how to take a huge dick up their asses and enjoy it—I confessed to them that I’d never done anal! —didn’t they even watch my stuff on the porn site? One of the girls, who was clearly a leader in that little group, thought hard about it and then agreed that she had never watched an anal sex video on the particular site where I was featured, and they walked away, arguing about whether there was one or not. I winked at the group leader, a thin redhead, as she led them away, and she nodded knowingly back at me.

		I was so wrapped up in that exchange that I almost bumped into the school principal, Mr. Harmon, when I turned around. He was standing very close to me, watching me! I barely knew him, as I hadn’t been the type of kid to get called into his office for some infraction or other, at least I hadn’t been up to now!

		“Miss Hastings, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about your…eh, new internet career,” he said to me in an authoritative voice. “But not here, so publicly. Be in my office at noon today, if you please, and don’t be early. My secretary, Mrs. Vonn goes to lunch promptly at noon, and she always eats off campus, so come right into my office, if you would.”

		It was a weird conversation—very one-sided, for one thing. And why the fuck would I care where his fat cow of a secretary ate lunch?

		

		****

		

		“Miss Hastings, right on time! How admirable,” the principal said as I cracked open his office door and stuck my head in. He was seated at his desk, watching something on his computer screen, what, I didn’t know, as I couldn’t see it from where I was. The outer office, where I stood, was as empty as he had said it would be. The desk where Mrs. Vonn, his three-hundred-pound secretary usually sat, was vacant.

		“Come in, come right in, Miss Hastings; I was just watching some of your videos!” he told me, not sounding angry at all.

		Cautiously, I entered his office and crept around his desk. Sure enough, there I was, cavorting on his big screen monitor, with my tits hanging out and Brad’s thick cock in my mouth! “You look to be quite good at that, Miss Hastings. And I really like your breasts!” the school principal told me eagerly, eyeing my chest bulges beneath the non-revealing sweater I wore today, glancing from them back to my naked tits bouncing on the screen.

		“Well,” said expectantly, “do you want to stay in school and graduate or not?”

		I guess I looked kind of flustered by that, so he said, “Then show ‘em to me—show me your tits and suck my cock!”

		I was really nervous. I had sucked a few cocks in my life, that was certainly true! But I had never sucked a full-grown man’s cock; one who could kick me out of high school if he felt like it! And though I knew that thousands of grown-up men, like Mr. Harmon, watched my naughty videos and jacked off to them, up till now, it had been an abstract concept. This rather ordinary, middle-aged man—Mr. Harmon had to be in his middle forties! –expected me to show him my tits, in person, and give him a blowjob right now!

		“Go over to the door and lock it. Then come back over here and take off that sweater, and your bra, and unzip me!” He commanded.

		Like he had tased me with an electric cattle prod, I sprang over to the door and turned the lock. On my way back over to his desk, I pulled up my sweater, showing him my flat tummy and my bra-encased breasts. When I got back over to him, he impatiently helped me out of the bulky sweater and fumbled with my bra snaps.

		“I can do it!” I whispered angrily. “I can get it off without your help!”

		Slapping his inept male hands away, I deftly undid the snaps and moved the loosened cups down my nice-sized mounds, stopping just short of revealing my pinkish-red nipples. “I used to be almost flat-chested,” I murmured enticingly, moving the stiff cups across my titties in what I hoped was an alluring fashion. “But it seems like the more semen I swallow, the bigger my boobies get.”

		I let the protective bra glide away down my arms, baring my girlish breasts to his avid stare. After gazing longingly at my half-erect nipples for a few seconds, he reached out and grabbed them, twisting my nippies roughly between his thumbs and forefingers, drawing me closer to him. “Unzip my suit pants and get my cock out, you little tease! You know what to do next, you little cocksucker!””

		I did know what to do next! I unzipped his fly, parted the flaps of suit material, and pushed aside his shirttails, until I could see the opening to his boxer shorts, which were just like the ones my dad wore, conservative and boring. His prick was already hard, the big, ugly head poking out of the undershorts’ opening as if it were anxious to be sucked.

		Gliding my fingertips lightly down the rigid shaft, toward his hairy balls, I took his meaty dick cylinder in my fist and guided it out of the fly of his boxers, until it was nestled in my hand like a stiff, pulsing rod of male desire. I examined the principal’s dick and found it to be about eight inches long and unattractive as it could be! There were lots of big, blue veins and it had a wicked bend to one side as the shaft neared the bulbous head; the first non-straight one I’d ever seen! Both of the other dicks I’d fondled and sucked were young and missile-like in their appearance, like pink and white torpedoes of hard male flesh!

		“Well, don’t just stare at it—suck it, for God’s sake!” Mr. Harmon urged me insistently, releasing my left nipple and moving his hand up to the top of my head, pushing downward, as if to force me down onto my knees.

		Obediently, I went down on them before him as he leaned back against his desk, his hard cock leaving my hand and waving about in front of my face. It was even uglier up close—I’d never felt less like sucking a cock in my life as I did, staring at the mottled head, the unattractive bend in the thick hunk of hard meat, the veins—all pumped up with excitement!

		But my unwanted lover was insistent! “Suck it! Suck it, you little cunt, or I’ll boot you out of school for being the slut that you are!” Mr. Harmon’s nasty-sounding voice was like a whip across my bare shoulders.

		I leaned forward, spurred on by his threats and by the way he was tugging at my right nipple! He hadn’t let go of it when relinquished the left one; he’d just kept rolling it between his fingers and yanking at it, leaning forward a little so he could keep his grip on it.

		His full-grown man cock didn’t smell any different than Rick’s or Brad’s. It had that same male, musty odor that all cocks—in my experience—shared. So, I licked it, tentatively, and discovered, to my relief, that it didn’t taste any different either—maybe a little stronger, even more male than the other cocks I’d sucked did, but not disgustingly so.

		“That’s it!” Harmon bellowed. “Lick all around my cock head and then suck it, you little whore!”

		What was this shit? I was B.J. Barb, not him! Where did he get off, telling me how to suck a dick?

		I deep-throated all of him in one fell swoop, shutting him up. All I heard was an appreciative moan as I gobbled up all this prick, clear up to his curly, brown pubes, and sucked hard, my tongue making big circles around his entrapped manhood. As I brought my head back up his shaft, keeping my lips tight around his girth, I heard him gasp and saw his free hand clinging to the edge of his desk as I lapped at him and slurped at his hardness.

		Giving him a steady, slurpy, sloppy blowjob, with oodles of tongue and spit, I expected him to cry out that he was coming any second, and cut loose in my mouth or down my throat. So, I was all kinds of surprised when, instead of doing that, he suddenly reached down and grabbed my jean waistband and jerked me up off my knees! I was further shocked when he yanked his extremely hard dick from my mouth and turned me around to face his desk, while holding onto the waistband of my pants!

		I heard him chuckling as he moved his hand rapidly around to the front of my jeans and undid the button holding them closed, then unzipped them, murmuring, “Want to come in this hot little pussy of yours! Got to fuck you, Barbara! Mmmmmmm, nice little ass! Juicy little cunt!”

		He had my pants and panties down around my knees in seconds, with his manic tugging, and I felt his big, grown-up hands all over my butt, pulling my ass cheeks apart so he could see my well-lubed pussy lips even better! Before I could react, I felt something spongy but hard nudging those lips apart and then he was in me!

		As I’ve said, Rick and later, Brad weren’t much for fucking—they both much preferred a blowjob, so I really hadn’t been fucked that many times before. Principal Harmon turned out to be all about the pussy, and he hammered into me relentlessly for the better part of a half hour, ramming his large, man-sized prick into me again and again! His fat nut sac swung ceaselessly against my clitty as he banged me from behind!

		His girthy cock was gliding in and out across my very aroused clit, and it felt so great I knew I was going to come for this plain-looking, not very attractive little man!

		At last, he stopped jack-hammering my cunt long enough to reach under me and claim a nipple in each hand and start tweaking them as he balled me. Lifting the top half of me off the desk’s cluttered surface, he nuzzled my right ear and whispered, “Oh, Barb; you’re such a lovely young girl, and your little body is just perfect!” He fucked into me twice more, gurgled out his pleasure softly, into my ear, and then spunked me hard!

		I came like a rocket lifting off its launchpad! I shuddered in his arms, feeling the hot outpouring of ball juice splashing up into me in strong, rich jets! When the white-hot cock cream back-washed out of me and came into contact with my clit, pushed along by his still-sliding cock, I squealed with delight and came even harder!

		We clung together for long moments as he drained his nuts into me and I shivered in his arms. “Oh, Barb; you’re such a hot fuck!” he whispered as his now-limp dick slid out of me.

		He reached down onto his desk and plucked a handful of Kleenex out of a box and handed them to me. I stuffed the mass of tissue paper into my dripping snatch, to absorb all of his jism as it began to seep out of me, just as he kissed my cheek and whispered, “I want to see you again, at least once a month until you graduate, right here, in my office. We can use that couch to fuck on next time!”

		I glanced at the old Naugahyde-covered loveseat in the corner and imagined Principal Harmon and I naked on it, fucking our brains out! I nodded my assent almost immediately. “I’ll be here. I want some more of this!”

		I reached back and grabbed a handful of soft, gooey cock and squeezed. He smiled, nodded, and said, “I’ll find you in the corridor, the day I want you in my office again. Sometimes I’ll speak to you, but other times, I’ll just nod. Mrs. Vonn, God bless her, always goes out for lunch, so the coast should be clear.”

		

		****

		

		“Can I watch, sometime when you blow Brad?” Rick asked me the next day, as I got ready to exit his car in front of my house. “You know, when it’s being taped? I think it would be sort of kinky-cool, somehow.

		I won’t get jealous and punch him out or nothing, I swear!”

		Rick held up his right hand, like a Boy Scout, swearing an oath and I just laughed and said, “I’ll ask. But I don’t know what Lucy and Bart will say; it’s pretty weird, when you think about it.”

		“I’m a weird kind of dude,” Rick said, with a disarming grin. He leaned over and kissed my on the cheek, not on the mouth. I had sucked him off on the way home, like usual, so he didn’t want to take a chance on tasting his own jism on my lips.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		Josh

		

		As soon as I arrived at Brad and Lucy’s that night, I knew right away that something was different. The table was set with four plates instead of the usual three, for one thing. And there was a bottle of tequila on the table, along with some salt and a few wedges of freshly cut lime! The usual beers were there, too, but again, there were four of them, instead of just the normal three.

		Lucy, who had answered the door alone tonight, explained the additional setting, “Josh, Brad’s big brother, will be joining us for dinner tonight, and for the shoot. The porn guys wanted a different dick in the mix, and Josh volunteered. He’s seen most of your videos, and he thinks you’re hot, Barb.”

		Seeing my shock and hesitation at this unexpected development, Lucy hastened to add, “I’ve sucked and fucked Josh, and he’s okay! Remember, I told you about sucking him off, when we first started this?”

		I nodded numbly, my mind sticking on the fact that, if this evening went the way Brad and Lucy had planned it, I’d soon be sucking on the dick of some guy I didn’t even know, swallowing his come for the camera, and smiling about it! The whole thing was a lot to take in, for someone expecting a ‘normal’ evening of dinner and videoed sex with friends! I stood by the dinner table, reflecting on how such deviant behavior had gotten run-of-the-mill for me in just a few weeks, when Josh and Brad suddenly stepped out of the kitchen to join us, sipping beers and chatting.

		Josh Stillwell was a few years older than Brad, the same height, six-four, but he was stockier and, to my mind, better looking! While Brad had a little nerd-geek aura clinging to his friendly, doofus personality, his big brother didn’t. He was all man, and naturally sexy! Josh probably couldn’t match Brad at the chemistry table, but he looked as if he could best him on the basketball court or in the bedroom! He was broader in the shoulders than Brad and his big hands looked more scarred and raw-knuckled than Brad’s. I knew from casual conversations at the chemistry work station that Josh worked as an auto mechanic.

		While bookish Brad knew all about how a car worked in theory, he didn’t strike me as the kind of guy who’d ever mess around with a greasy carburetor, or an actual automobile transmission. He’d leave that to less intellectual guys like his brother or Rick, who proudly tuned his own car and changed his own oil.

		Attracted, my eyes drifted down to the front of Josh’s jeans, and to the bulge there. I found myself wondering if he had a big cock, bigger than his younger brother’s? I wished now that I had watched the video Lucy had made with Josh, so I’d know how large he was…down there!

		“You’re even prettier in person than you were in those videos,” Josh said awkwardly, as though he were ashamed to have brought up my porno-girl status. “And I thought you were nothing but hot in those!”

		“Well, you’ll see for yourself, later, if all goes as planned, now, won’t you?” I replied, feeling equally awkward but not letting that stop me. Josh was yummy to look at in his plaid shirt and blue jeans, and I could hardly wait to see what he looked like without them!

		Dinner proved to be some more of Lucy’s delicious, homemade enchiladas, with some scrumptious tacos, beans, and Mexican rice to go along with them. I ate too much and drank too much, not saying no when Brad and Josh insisted I try some straight tequila shots with salt and lime before dinner. Josh explained that the salt, followed by the lime, helped to neutralize the nasty, alcoholic bite of the tequila, and when you followed that with a quick couple of swallows of Mexican beer, it was even better.

		And it was. By eight o’clock, I was floating on a cloud of downed tequila and beer and ready for my close up with Josh’s cock! We made our way to the familiar confines of the second bedroom and I proudly stripped down to my sheer panties, showing Josh my naked titties and firm little ass, while he showed me his well-developed pecs and sleek, manly ass as his undershorts hit the carpet, along with his jeans. He was facing away from me when that happened, so I didn’t see his half-hard manhood until I was laid out on the bed in front of him and staring up at his pelvis as he turned around.

		Josh’s cock was a true monster; way longer than his little brother’s, with a head that looked to be too big to fit my mouth around!

		“Jeez, Josh, you have a really big one!” I cooed up at him happily, wriggling around the bed on my back, so that my bare titties shook for him.

		“So I’ve been told; too big for you, little girl?” He replied with a smug grin, fisting his large cock for me suggestively.

		“Not likely, that’s why they call me Blowjob Barb!”

		“Well, why don’t you come up here and show me what you can do, Blowjob Barb?” he challenged me, pointing his huge dick directly down at me as I lay on the bed.

		I threw my legs off the end of the mattress and sat up right in front of him, like a cork bobbing to the surface. I reached out and took his magnificent prick in my right fist, wresting it away from him and brought the massive head up against my lips.

		“Well, for starters, I can do…this!” I growled, sticking out my tongue and running it all around his gobstopper of a cock head as I stared up at him defiantly. “And I can do…this!” I murmured as I leaned forward, mashing the slickened cock head into my mouth, my tongue continuing to make lazy circuits around the fat, spongy surface. I sucked hard and Josh’s knees almost went, a long, satisfied groan escaping his lips as he fucked into my mouth, like it was a breeched pussy.

		I leaned back instinctively as he took me, his ultra-thick cock head bulling its way into my throat, stretching it wider than it had ever been stretched before.

		“Oh, fuck! Barb, that looks so hot; his huge head gliding down into your throat!” Lucy sighed just then; keep doing that! Keep tilting your head back and pushing your tits out, so the camera can see him fucking your throat!”

		If I hadn’t had such a mouthful of dick just then, I’d have told her that I didn’t have much choice as far as that went! Josh was jamming his cock greedily down my throat, fucking my face frantically, as if he couldn’t wait to get off down my gullet and feel his hot jizz sliding down my working throat, towards my stomach!

		“Oh, Man, she gives great head!” Josh gushed excitedly, looking over at his younger brother. “You were so right about that!“

		“And I just love these hot titties of hers; the way they bounce around when she sucks cock!” he went on to say, reaching down for my tits, capturing one in each of his big hands and squeezing them as he powered his thick-headed cock in and out of my throat.

		I felt my excited pussy gushing out lube as he fondled my sensitive titties and I sucked at his monster cock. Knowing that it was all being filmed and that hundreds if not thousands of cocks would be jacked off while watching my lewd antics somehow made it even hotter! My thin panties were soon soaked with girl-lube, and Josh noticed, saying, “Jesus, would you look at how wet her pussy is? You ought to fuck her, while she sucks me off, bro!”

		That was more than I was bargaining for, but it sounded just right! Ever since my recent adventure with the school principal, Mr. Harmon, I found myself daydreaming about fucking a big cock more than fantasizing about sucking one; a marked change from my previous behavior. That out-of-shape, forty-something old man had made me come better than the last time boyfriend Rick had fucked me, that was for sure.

		Maybe it was that he had a thick, fully-grown man’s cock. Maybe it was the unexpectedness of the fuck itself. I just knew I’d come like a crazy girl and that ever since then, I’d been looking a lot more kindly on the act of getting fucked!

		So, when Brad started shucking out of his clothes and scrambling onto the bed, hard cock in hand, I didn’t recoil a bit. I merely slid back onto the bed and got up onto my hands and knees, so that Brad could bang me doggy-style, while I continued to nurse on his big brother’s delicious cock!

		Brad’s familiar dick felt just right, deep in my juicy cunt, while I deep-throated Josh’s throat-stretching monster! Brad had fucked me once before on camera, a few weeks back, and it had been good but not great. Lucy had commented that we looked good, fucking—just Brad’s long body and his cock showing, never his face, while I had been revealed in all my naked glory, smiling face and all! It was typical in the porn business, I had learned: Brad was merely an anonymous cock and balls; I was the star of the show!

		I sure felt like a porn star now, with Brad’s nice cock inside my overflowing pussy and his brother’s anonymous cock down my throat at the same time! I was licking wildly at the gliding cock meat, craving some hot spunk right about then. Josh was only too happy to give me what I was wanting, releasing my tits and instead grabbing an ear in each hand and squeezing hard, holding my head in place so that he could really lay the meat to my mouth and throat!

		“Ulm! Ulm!” I grunted, his death-grip on my ears hurting and his rapidly plunging dick cutting off my air.

		“Take it! Take all of it, you little slut!” he croaked, driving his long, thick cock as far as he could get it into my throat and cutting loose! Both Brad and Rick had come in my throat a few times, so I wasn’t uncomfortable with the idea of it. I sometimes thought it was the best way to take a big load; there were no taste buds in the throat, so you didn’t have to worry about how a guy’s come would taste, you just swallowed something that was hot and gooey and thick!

		But I rapidly learned that Josh wasn’t his brother or Rick! A torrent of boiling-hot cock cream started to flow down my gulping throat! It was like a river of lava had been unleashed in my unsuspecting throat!

		Josh bucked and moaned and tried to force his exploding dick even further into my mouth. Lucy sighed softly as she continued to video, “Holy fuck, what a huge load of jism!” She raised her voice and told me encouragingly to “keep on swallowing, Barb. It’s the hottest scene we’ve ever filmed!”

		Inspired by the sight of his big brother pumping wad after wad of jizz into my throat and me glugging it down, Brad picked up the pace and the intensity of his fucking behind me. “Spunk her, bro! Give this little bitch all you’ve got!”

		He lifted me off the mattress with his next two lusty fucks and then I felt him creaming me; matching his brother jet for jet, it seemed!

		“Oh, God that was hot!” Lucy gasped as the scene came to an end and the big lights went off. I sprawled onto the bed, leaking come from my mouth in a thin trickle and from my cunt in a thick stream. I felt it running out of my pussy lips and down my ass crack!

		“Man, that was the greatest fuck I’ve ever witnessed!” Lucy said excitedly, collapsing onto the bed right next to me.

		“Me, too!” I panted, proud of what a hot fuck I was and of the particularly obscene performance I’d just turned in.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Rick On Camera

		

		“Okay, I’m officially tired of watching you suck and fuck other guys on the net!” Rick said as we got into his car after school a few days later. “I’m pretty sure the guy doing the fucking in your latest video was Brad, but that guy you blew was new. He had a monster dick!”

		“You’re telling me?” I smiled cattily over at him. “I had to suck that thing, remember?”

		“Did you fuck him too?” Rick asked me, studying my face for “tells” as to whether I was lying or not.

		“No, I didn’t. You didn’t see any video of that anywhere, did you?” I answered him, lying expertly, I hoped.

		Actually, I had fucked Josh that night, after all the video shooting was done. I had been lying there naked, with Brad’s come still leaking out of me and Josh’s still coating my lips. Josh had gotten rock hard again, without me sucking him or even touching his thick cock, and he had mounted me, missionary-style, and fucked the ever-living shit out of me! I hadn’t made any move to encourage him, but on the other hand, I hadn’t made any move to stop him, either!

		His fat cock had felt so good in me—I was really horny that night, after my torrid double-fuck on video, so I just let him have me—and have me he did, balling me like he hadn’t come in a month, screwing his massive hard on into me again and again while his little brother and Lucy watched. “No video!” Josh had told them. “This is just for me and for Barb!”

		And it was. His manhood cleaved me right up to Orgasm Heaven in mere minutes, but he just kept on fucking and I kept on coming! Finally, he gathered himself, pushed it in as deep as he could get it—which was pretty deep, let me tell you—and creamed me for long seconds. His hot load felt so good, way up inside me, and Josh was beaming as he came in me!

		“You’re the hottest girl I’ve ever fucked,” he whispered to me as he pulled out. “Your mouth is perfect and your little pussy is even better!”

		Now, sitting in the car out in my folks’ driveway, I looked over at Rick and asked, “You want me to quit?”

		“Nah, I didn’t say that. I want you to fuck and suck me on those videos! How about that?”

		“Well, I don’t know,” I responded truthfully. “We could make, like, a demo tape and see what Brad’s porn guys say; what about that? I mean, you’re in shape, you have a nice dick, and you come a lot, when you come; so, it should be okay!”

		

		****

		

		It felt a little odd, eating dinner with Lucy and Brad a few nights later, with Rick at the same table. But here we were; sitting at the table, admiring the nighttime view from their high-rise apartment, eating some of Lucy’s delicious cooking and sipping Coors beer.

		Rick seemed nervous to me, but I was probably the only one at the table that could tell it. He was good at concealing his anxiety. A starting point guard who looks nervous before a big game is no good to anyone! He talked a lot, but then Rick always talked a lot. He kept glancing around at the nice rental furniture and saying things like, “We could live like this, baby, if we wanted to, after school is out in a couple of months! You could suck my dick; the way Lucy sucks Brad’s and we could video it and make lots of bucks!”

		“There’s already lots of video of me sucking dick on the net,” I reminded him, “That’s what I’m doing here. The pervs got tired of seeing Lucy blow Brad and they needed a new girl.”

		“Yeah, unfortunately, she’s right, bro!” Brad spoke up. “Variety; that’s the name of the game in the porn business. New cocks, new faces sucking those cocks; that’s what it’s all about.”

		“That may be, but I bet it would still work for a while,” Rick insisted, glancing over fondly at me. “Barb’s a real honey! Most guys would pay to see her gobble a dick, no matter who it belonged to!”

		“Yeah, that’s true,” Brad said, staring pointedly at me also. “But only for so long. Guys would want to see her do a black guy with a huge dick, eventually, or do some girl-girl scenes.”

		“Barb’s no cunt-lapper, or at least I don’t know about it, if she is!” Rick responded, smiling at me. “Still, it would be hot, seeing that cute face gobbling a clit for all she was worth!”

		A cold chill ran up my spine as I said softly, “That isn’t going to happen. I’m not that way at all!”

		Rick said, “Don’t dismiss it so lightly, babe. I think it would be nothing but hot, seeing you and another good-looking girl sucking titties together, or sixty-nining.”

		“Dream on!” I said with what I hoped was finality in my voice, thoroughly turned off by the notion of lesbian sex!

		

		****

		

		Working with Rick in front of the camera was weird, but it wasn’t! I had seen him naked lots of times, and he had seen me, so there wasn’t much new in that. But Lucy hadn’t seen him, and the first time his long, pretty white cock made an appearance in the spare bedroom, she grinned and whispered to me, “Nice one, Barb! I don’t blame you for wanting to suck that fat honey!”

		Rick didn’t help matters by fisting his half-hard dick in her direction and smiling at her suggestively. She was wearing an old tube top that rode halfway down her chubby tits and we could all see her erect nipples through it, standing out, pierced with their little metal barbells. I thought for a minute that she was going to pull it down and give him a real look at her boobies, but she went back to fiddling with the video camera, sighting in on Rick’s ever-stiffening cock.

		He got on the bed, as Brad directed him to, sitting on it with his long, muscular legs out in front of him and a stack of pillows up against his back, for him to lean back on. I removed all of my clothes except for my lime-colored thong panties and got between his legs, lying on my stomach. My head was just above his upward-jutting cock head, where I could lean down and lick it easily.

		“Okay, standard blowjob scene,” Brad said. “Barb, show us lots of tongue, lots of spit, and keep your mouth open when he comes, so the audience can see him shooting right into your mouth.” He glanced up at Rick and said, “Really let her have it, when you come. Don’t hold back. We want to see lots of come!”

		Rick said, “Sounds easy, like a typical Friday night. I’ll spunk her plenty, don’t worry about that; I always come a gallon when I come, and my little B.J. Barb can always handle it all!”

		“I can, at that,” I agreed licking all around his cock head, then fisting his big dick familiarly. “Your come is thick and easy to swallow. It doesn’t taste as gross as some guys’.” I deep-throated him then, all the way down to his furry balls, taking his whole eight inches easily, and smiling up at him and the camera as I released my grip on his fat cock so I could swallow it.

		“Oh, yeah? How does Brad’s taste, honey-girl?” Rick groaned as I ate him up. “Is it as good as mine?”

		“It’s about the same, maybe a little saltier,” I mused as I pulled my head back up his pulsing dick and released it, showering it with tiny butterfly kisses along its entire, spit-gleaming length. “My favorite is Brad’s big brother—his spunk is delicious! All thick and gooey and hot! It glides right down a girl’s throat, even though there’s a ton of it!”

		“W-When did you suck his dick?” Rick demanded, then he thought about it a moment and said, “Oh, he must have been the other guy in that double-fuck video you made, when Brad was balling you from in back!” He glanced up at Brad and added, “Your bro has an awesome cock, dude! Barb looked like she really enjoyed sucking it.”

		“She clearly did,” Brad answered. “My brother, Josh, said she gave him the best blowjob he’d ever had.”

		“That’s my little Barb—she’s the best! She sucks cock like she was born to do it!”

		I was sucking his right then; up and down, tongue twirling, lips drawing hot and heavy against his slick cock flesh. I’d done it dozens of times by then. It wasn’t even sexy. It was more like a job I could do in my sleep.

		But Rick still seemed to like it! I could see his heavy balls tightening inside their hairy sac as I sucked. I licked them for a little while, just to speed things up a bit and to add variety to the video. Rick gasped as I licked them, and when my errant tongue slipped lower by mistake and lapped at his asshole, he jumped and said, “Oh, you are a dirty little bitch, Barb! Tonguing my bunghole, like a real little ho!”

		I accepted his challenge right away! I could practically feel Lucy zeroing in on my tongue as I stiffened it and explored Rick’s musty asshole with it!

		“Oh, oh, fuck; that feels so…nasty!” Rick yowled as I tongue-fucked his backdoor while I jacked off his thick cock. I knew Rick better than I knew any other guy. I could tell my deviant behavior with my tongue up his ass, and the camera, and having Brad and Lucy watching us was getting to Rick. He was going to come, and he was going to come…NOW!

		I rubbed his cock head against my cheek as I tongued him and, sure enough, a huge gout of ball juice gushed against my face and my nose. I pushed the wad of come into my mouth with his spewing cock head and sucked for more, leaving my mouth open so Lucy’s camera could record the spurts gushing into my mouth and over my licking tongue.

		“Oh, man; that’s great!” Lucy enthused. “There’s so much of it! And it’s so thick!”

		“Suck it! Suck my cock, Barb!” Rick moaned, thrashing about under me, working his hips up off the mattress to fuck more and more of his jetting jizz into my eager mouth.

		I drained him completely. It must have taken a full minute, but it seemed like an hour, of him blasting hot come into my throat and me swallowing it!

		“Open your mouth, babe. Show the camera that you drank it all!” Lucy whispered at last.

		Like a good little porn girl, I opened my mouth wide and waggled my come-free tongue, showing all the subscribers out there that Blowjob Barb had swallowed all the cream yet again.

		The shooting lights went out and Brad rushed forward to shake Rick’s hand, saying, “I think you’ll do, hoss! I think you’ll do just fine!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		Something New and Scary

		

		The Porn Guys in Chatsworth that Brad sold all our videos to wanted to see something new and different from us, Brad told me in Chemistry the week after Rick’s debut video. As predicted, the addition of a new and exciting cock to our normal output had boosted viewership, but the professional porn guys insisted that an anal video, featuring both Brad and Rick and, of course, me, would turn the buyers on even more!

		I fumed at the very notion, asking Brad if he’d told them I was an anal virgin! Big, doofus Brad blushed, shuffled his feet awkwardly, and insisted that he had.

		“And what did they say?” I demanded.

		“They said that made it even better, if you’re not…experienced at that kind of sex.” Brad admitted, clearly embarrassed to have to be telling me this.

		“Have you done it before? You and Lucy, or with some other girl?” I interrogated him relentlessly.

		“I have, but not a lot!” he confessed. “Lucy says I’m too thick and too long to do it comfortably. She says smaller dicked guys are better for that kind of sex.”

		“Yeah, and Rick’s even bigger than you!” I reminded him angrily.

		“Only a little bit,” Brad offered, as though offended that I had pointed out an obvious truth.

		“Did your porn pros give you any suggestions, as to the best way to do this?” I tossed out, losing hope that I was going to be able to talk my way out of this.

		“Only that Rick and I should use a lot of the slipperiest lube we can find, and that we should get you really turned on before we…uh…DO it!” Brad mumbled ashamedly, handing me my five hundred dollars for last week’s video adventure. “Oh, and they said a few joints or a few drinks, or both beforehand wouldn’t be a bad idea either,” he added before turning away in utter embarrassment.

		There were two fifties in the usual stack of hundreds. Brad and Lucy had figured that I’d have to give Rick half of my earnings, since he was my costar in last week’s shoot.

		Does this mean I’m going to have to smile pretty for the camera, take it up the ass twice, and have to split the money three ways? I asked myself angrily as I stuffed the money into my purse.

		

		****

		

		Lucy didn’t cook for the ass-banging video shoot. We had burgers from a local burger joint, and French fries. But we did have tequila shots, salt and limes, along with our usual beers. Being a half-assed athlete, Rick didn’t drink a lot of alcohol, so the tequila and beer really got to him. I was a little worried that he wouldn’t be as hard as he normally was and that might ruin the shoot, but once we were all naked in the second bedroom after dinner, I realized that teenage boy hormones were a match for alcohol any day of the week. Rick’s fat cock got hard as a rock as he fisted it and stared at Lucy, who had insisted on getting fully naked with the rest of us this time, and at me. I wasn’t wearing my usual thong panties, as they would have gotten in the way tonight, so I was totally nude!

		Rick’s eyes bounced from Lucy’s revealed chubby brown tits, with their cute little silver barbells, to her plump cunt lips, which were already shiny with lubricant, to my own bare tits, to my pouting pink slit, as shiny with lube as Lucy’s, to my sleek little ass, which Lucy was busily packing with what she claimed was a great anal lube as the nude boys looked on.

		“We should suck her tits and eat her pussy,” Brad suggested to Rick. “The guys at Chatsworth said to get her as turned on as we could.”

		“I’m okay with sucking her nipples, but I’m not real good at licking snatch,” Rick admitted shyly. “I’ve only done it a couple of times, and never with Barb.”

		“What? You don’t know how to eat cunt?” Lucy asked him disbelievingly. “Well, then, you’d better leave that to my Brad. He’s well-schooled in lapping at a clitty, believe me!” she said, hunching her wet furrow in Rick’s direction.

		No one, at that point in my life, had ever tongued my pussy before, though I’d seen it done a lot on porn sites and had always wondered about how it would feel. It looked wonderful, from the way those porn sluts moved around on the mattress when some guy or other girl would lap at their cunts, and I was anxious to experience it firsthand! So, I was happy to dive onto the mattress and wiggle my ass for the boys and the camera, as Lucy turned on the big lights and began filming.

		We started out with me on my hands and knees, my tits hanging down below me; Brad was on his back under me, sucking at my left nipple, while Rick, also on his back, worked on my right. It felt so strange and wonderful to have both nipples sucked at once! I jammed my girlish titties down into their hungry mouths and hunched my juicy slit toward the camera. Rick noticed that right away and snaked a hand up to my undulating pussy, sinking his long middle finger into me and finger-fucking me like mad as he and Brad continued to gobble up my nipples.

		Having my asshole stuffed with slippery lube felt odd, as I worked my pussy up and down for Rick’s insistent finger. But it didn’t feel as odd as having Brad’s finger find my nether opening seconds later and plunge in as far as his finger would go, clear up to his palm!

		I’d never had anything up my ass before, neither my teenage lovers or Mr. Harmon, the school principal, had ever penetrated my butt! My cunt clapped closed and my tits jerked together, making it hard for the boys to keep my nipples in their mouths, but they managed, somehow! Spikes of pleasure shot through my whole body! My butt was opening and closing in time with my pussy sheath, and my clitty was going crazy under Rick’s hot fingering!

		“Ulllmmm! Ulllmmm!” I murmured hotly, a huge orgasm hovering close by. “One of you fuck me! I need cock so bad!”

		Rick scrambled out from underneath me, and I felt his gliding finger leave my hungry cunt as he did so. I was about to protest, but then I felt the unfamiliar sensation of his fat cock head nudging Brad’s finger out of the way so he could penetrate my lubed-up asshole! Brad drew my hips downward, so that he could lance his hard cock up into my gushing pussy. And then Rick thrust up my ass at nearly the same moment, and I was truly being double-fucked for the first time in my life!

		The two teenage cocks hammered up into me relentlessly and I was in Double-Penetration Heaven! Brad was still nursing hard on my left tit while he fucked my slippery cunt and Rick was up my ass all the way with each lunging stroke! “Jesus, but this is hot!” Lucy muttered from behind the nearby camera. “Fuck that little ho hard—she loves it!”

		And I DID love it! Brad’s dick felt just right up my cunt, mashing past my clit with each thrust, and my titties were singing! Brad’s lips on the left one and his fingers on the right one, while Rick’s fat cock was knifing its way in and out of my hitherto forbidden hole made it all even better. And knowing that Lucy was videoing it all was an added thrill. I’d heard it in her voice, she wished it was her on this bed, getting the shit fucked out of her by my two handsome, hung lovers!

		Rick lasted way longer than I thought he would in my butt. I came like a skyrocket going off as Brad creamed my frantically-contracting cunt, and I know Rick felt it too, because I could feel my ass sheath grabbing at his flying cock as I came. But he kept right on pumping away for several more minutes before he finally sighed and let loose a huge gusher of hot come deep in my ass, surprising me by making me come yet again!

		

		****

		

		Life is funny, sometimes. Just when the porn guys were due to start making some more noise about how our videos were getting stale again, our little porn company expanded quite naturally! One of the two black guys that were being bussed in from Watts--both were tall and rangy and were on the basketball team with Rick and Brad, so, they knew them a little—came up to Rick in the gym one day and stopped him. He had his phone out and was watching a video of me naked and sucking Rick’s cock and he asked Rick, “Is this fine bitch your girlfriend, Barb, Simmons? And is that your skinny white dick she’s munching on?”

		Rick stuck his chest out proudly and told the dude, who was named Shaquille White, that he was right on both counts, except that his dick wasn’t skinny!

		“It ain’t as fat as mine,” Shaq insisted semi-belligerently. “You seen it lots of times in the shower. Think little Barb could suck that monster off?”

		“Yeah, sure, if she wanted to; Barb is a great cocksucker! She could drain you dry, man!” Rick said defiantly.

		

		****

		

		“I wonder if I could?” I mused to Rick that afternoon, when he drove me home from school. We had parked in one of our favorite blowjob spots, a usually deserted county park where, on a clear day, you could just see the ocean from the turn-out we customarily parked in.

		“You said he had a really big one; big and black?” I went on as I leaned over and unzipped Rick’s jeans and got out his semi-hard cock so that I could suck it.

		“What are you thinking, you little slut?” Rick asked me suspiciously as I began to lick all around his cock head.

		“Just that I’ve never fooled around with a black guy on video before, and that the guys in Chatsworth would like it if I did. And that Shaq probably wouldn’t say no to a hot blowjob and two-hundred and fifty bucks!” I answered Rick softly, sucking at his fat cock head a little as I spoke.

		Rick just grinned as I began to deep-throat him and leaned back against the Caddy’s soft leather seat contentedly, watching my head go up and down over his lap and said, “No, I’ll just bet he wouldn’t. And I bet his jigaboo pal, Lamont Barnes, wouldn’t say no to fucking you while you blew old Shaq, either!”

		An illicit thrill shot through me as I imagined that; two big, black dicks ravaging me, while Brad and Lucy and Rick watched! The mental image of that was too delicious not to dwell on and I pictured myself getting fucked by one huge ebony cock while busily sucked at another one for long moments as I dutifully gobbled Rick’s cock!

		He seemed to be no less taken with it than I was, whispering encouragingly, “That would be so hot—watching you blow Shaq while Lamont fucked you!”

		Rick let out a breath and said, menacingly, “You’d better watch out, though! Old Lamont is hung like an elephant!”

		I moaned at the thought of that and my vibrating throat must have caressed Rick’s sliding cock just right. “Oh, fuck! Here it is, Barb! Swallow it all, just like you’re going to swallow Shaq’s!”

		There was a much bigger load of come for me to deal with than usual, and I knew it must have really turned Rick on—imagining me with the two black guys! I gulped it down eagerly, still daydreaming, right along with Rick, about my upcoming double-fuck session with his two teammates!

		

		****

		

		“Man, this crib be fine!” Lamont said as he and Shaq strolled into Lucy and Brad’s apartment later that week, gawking like two tourists.

		“Glad you like it, handsome,” Lucy fawned over the tall, thin Lamont, taking his leather jacket and hanging, along with Shaq’s in the hall closet. Dinner that night was Mexican food, Lucy’s best recipes, along with tequila shots, lime, and salt. Brad had managed to find some top-flight weed, for some unusual—for us—pre-dinner party favors. Rick inhaled awkwardly, as if he’d never smoked marijuana before; which I knew wasn’t true, and passed the joint over to Shaq, who nailed it hard and gave it to Lamont while he struggled to hold the acrid smoke in his lungs.

		“Good shit, man!” Shaq panted to Brad as he let what was left of the hit escape. “Primo weed!”

		“Happy that you approve,” Brad said stiffly, taking the smoking doobie from Lamont, who had just helped himself to a giant hit, and toking on it lightly. He handed the joint to me and a tequila to Shaq as he said, “Plenty more dope for after dinner, before the shoot starts. “In the meantime, try some of this and a cold Corona, man.”

		Shaq and Lamont each had a shot and a beer, as well as another big hit of pot before we sat down to eat. I wasn’t sure Lucy had made enough food, the way Rick and the two black guys went after it, but it turned out to be perfect, although she and Brad would have no leftovers to munch on for the rest of the week.

		“Okay, guys, let’s get down to it!” Lucy said after clearing away the empty serving plates after the meal. “We’ll all have some more dope and booze before we start, but then Rick and Brad are going to take you to our guest bedroom-studio and you’re all going to take off your clothes and wait for Barb and I!”

		She grinned at them, pulled her tube top down off of her big, fat tits, giving them a long look at her pierced nipples and her tattoos, and winked at them. “We’ll be nude when we come into that room and you guys can do whatever you want with us, but we’re going to video it!”

		Lucy put her tits away and went back to clearing the table while Brad fired up a doobie, took a big hit of it, and passed it on to Rick. The two grinning black guys stared at Lucy’s recently-covered chest and waited their turn with the joint, sipping at their cold beers and smiling like a pair of Cheshire Cats!

		“I can’t believe we gonna’ get money, too, plus all this great food, booze, and prime pussy!” Lamont chuckled to himself.

		“Thaa’s right, bro—you gonna’ get fifty bucks, just like I promised you!” Shaq told his smiling friend.

		I knew that Rick had offered Shaq two-hundred and fifty for tonight, so Shaq was fucking him over royally! But Rick had said that Lamont was so dumb that he could barely learn where he was supposed to be during the basketball plays the coach laid out for him during practices, so I wasn’t that surprised that his “friend”, Shaq, was fucking him over so badly! I felt a little sorry for big, slow Lamont, and promised myself that I’d try to make it up to him in the bedroom later!

		The boys and Lucy and I finished off two more joints and drank several shots of tequila. I was feeling no pain as I gulped down the last of my beer and started to help Lucy clear off the last of the empty plates as the guys filed into the bedroom. Lucy surprised me by getting another two beers out of the refrigerator once we were in the kitchen, opening them, and handing me one. I was already drunker than I could ever remember being and I started to protest. But Lucy just shook her head, chugged half of her own beer, and whispered in an excited voice, “Oh, chica, I’m so turned on by the thought of all that cock waiting for us in the bedroom! I hope you’re not going to be mad if I fuck Rick tonight!”

		I guess I must have looked as shocked as I felt, because Lucy hurriedly added, “Come on, I let you suck Brad a bunch of times and fuck him a couple of times, too! Fair is fair!”

		Not quite knowing what to say to that, I said, “Okay, if Rick wants to fuck you, it’s okay with me, I suppose.”

		Lucy yanked off her tube top and tossed it onto the kitchen counter, thrusting out her chest as she undid her tight jeans and wriggled out of them. Her cunt lips were as puffy and as wet as the last time I had seen them, when we were in the bedroom-studio, shooting the butt-fuck video, when she had insisted on being nude as she shot it.

		It hit me all of a sudden: she had been hoping to get in on the action in that video too! She had been horny for some Rick-cock even then!

		Well, I vowed, that wasn’t going to happen! I was going to suck and fuck Rick and all those other cocks like the little Anglo porn princess that I was! No fat Mexican girls need apply!

		I stripped out of my blouse and bra and started working on my pants as I followed the nude Lucy out of the kitchen. I smiled as I watched her porky, cellulite-afflicted thighs shake as she walked and assured myself that Rick and the other boys would never take her fat cunt over mine!

		

		****

		

		I was so certain of my sexual superiority, that I dawdled about in the living room as she stepped into the spare bedroom. My jeans, a hot pair of PacSun Super high-waisted jeggings that I had bought just this afternoon, were so tight that I had to sit down on the couch to wrestle them off my legs and finally toss them on the coffee table. As soon as I stood back up, I shucked out of my panties and checked out my pussy. It was as wet as Lucy’s had been, so I had no reservations as I stepped over to the closed bedroom door: I was more than ready to fuck!

		“Ugh! Ugh!” Lucy was grunting as I entered the room. She was on her back in the middle of the bed. The bright shooting lights were on and Brad was behind the camera, videoing his girlfriend take a hard fucking from Rick’s extremely stiff dick! She smiled triumphantly at me and ran her pudgy brown fingers through Rick’s long blond hair as he rutted into her over and over again. Her large, olive-skinned tits were rolling up and down on her chest in rhythm with his lusty thrusts into her and I could plainly see her little barbells gleaming in the bright lights as he relentlessly nailed her to the mattress.

		“Thaa’s it! Hammer that little Mexican bitch!” Shaq whispered encouragingly. “I might want a little of that greaser-cooze myself before the night is over!”

		I’d have something to say about that! I told myself hotly. My eyes had moved from the bed to Shaq’s naked cock, which he stroked slowly as he watched Lucy fuck Rick. Shaq DID have a nice cock—long, and thick and very…suckable-looking!

		I sat down on the edge of the mattress nearest him and licked my lips suggestively. Lucy and Rick didn’t even look up at the modest depression my weight made in the bed; they just kept on fucking! But Shaq noticed my smiling face and my bare little titties. He stepped closer to me and rubbed his hard cock all over my cheeks and chin, saying, “You want a little taste of black cock, Barb?”

		“I want more than a taste!” I growled, deep-throating as much of his thick cock as I could manage. He was a lot longer than Rick, longer even than Josh, Brad’s big brother, had been! I tilted my head back, as Josh had taught me to do it, when I’d been sucking his big dick, and pushed my head forward, swallowing almost all of Shaq’s fat black prick! My tongue made a laze circuit around his hardness as I started to suck it in earnest, and Shaq moaned and said, “Oh, suck it, you pretty little white bitch! Suck my big, black dick!”

		His cock didn’t taste that much different than all of those I’d sucked before. It was a little muskier, a little more male-tasting, like Mr. Harmon’s had been. I decided I liked the flavor and began to give him a spit-filled, sloppy, sucking blowjob, my tongue never stopping in its endless circuit of his hardness.

		“Oh, man, this little chick is fantastic!” he sighed, motioning to the nearby Lamont. “Come over here and get you some of this, my man!”

		Lamont may have been a little slow, but he knew a good invitation when he heard one. The tall, lanky black boy shuffled over to stand beside his friend, and I saw how huge his dick was out of the corner of my eye! Shaq’ cock was longer and thicker than any I’d seen in real life before this, but Lamont’s was nearly twice as big as his friend’s! It was easily a foot long and as big around as a soup can!

		I didn’t know if I could manage to suck a cock that huge or not, but I was resolved to try, remembering how Shaq intended to fuck his friend out of the money he had coming to him for this shoot. It was up to

		Blowjob Barb to see that he was well compensated…orally, at least!

		“Come here, baby, and let me suck that huge thing for you!” I whispered breathily, pushing Shaq and his saliva-gleaming manhood away, my eyes and my inviting smile now solely on Lamont’s bruiser of a dick.

		The grinning, not-very-bright black guy advanced on me with his unreal prick now fully inflated and pulsing with lust! I continued to smile up at him encouragingly as I lapped at the massive head with my tongue and kissed it for him.

		“You a hot little white bitch, ain’t you?” he responded in a guttural, ghetto drawl, grabbing the back of my helmet of brown hair and twisting it roughly in his big hand. “Gonna’ fuck your hot mouth, just like I’m gonna’ fuck that hot little pussy!”

		With that, he yanked my head forward, piercing my lips with his battering ram of a cock, driving four inches or so of the shaft between my surprised, stretched-open lips! I gagged and tried to pull back, as the biggest thing I’d ever had in my mouth jammed its way forward, cutting off my breathing and wedging its way into my protesting throat!

		“Suck it, white girl; suck my big nigger dick!” Lamont chanted excitedly while he skull-fucked my suddenly unwilling mouth. “Don’t you bite me, now! I’ll kick the shit out of you, if you bite me!”

		With his strong grip on my hair, he yanked my head back and forth as he raped my mouth, murmuring “Lick it some more! Lick my giant cock head, like you were before!”

		I gagged and licked and sucked! I had no choice! He was in total control; fucking my mouth and throat relentlessly as he stared over onto the mattress behind me and watched Rick bang into Lucy.

		“That beaner bitch sure can fuck! Can you fuck that good, white girl? You’d better fuck me good! Here, let’s see how you fuck!”

		“Put her up on her hands and knees, Mont!” Shaq suggested, as his friend stopped fucking my mouth and dragged his enormous manhood free of my lips. The two black basketball stars hauled me up onto my unsteady feet and flung me onto the bed next to Rick and Lucy, on my tummy. As I got up onto my hands and knees, Shaq dove onto the bed next to me on his back and wormed his way under me, so that his still very rigid dick was right under my mouth. I felt Lamont’s weight behind me on the mattress and soon felt his large, black hands roaming all over my ass cheeks and thighs, urging them apart.

		“Sheeit! This bitch is juicy as she can be!” He sighed, running a big finger up and down my well-lubed slit from in back. “She’s small, but I bet my big, ole black cock will slip right in!”

		I started to protest that it wouldn’t; that he was much too big to…” slip right in”. But then, Shaq bucked his hips up off the bed, neatly breeching my lips with his cock head and Lamont pushed forward, lancing deep into my too-small pussy slit with his oversized prick, jamming it open, impaling me on what felt like a gigantic black fencepost!

		“Ohhhhh!” I moaned helplessly, but neither Lamont or Shaq paid the slightest bit of attention. They just continued to use my twisting, shivering white body as they pleased; raping my mouth and my pussy as deeply as they could get their massive black dicks into me!

		“Oh, man! They’re really giving it to you, Barb!” Brad said from behind the camera as he filmed my ultimate humiliation and Rick’s ravishing of Lucy. I looked back over my shoulder and noticed that the fully nude Brad was sporting a much bigger than normal boner while he filmed, and knew that thing was going to be in me somewhere, as soon as the black guys finished up! I thought of all the lonely old men at home, who would eventually see this video of me—the Whitebread Princess—getting all of her little pink holes pounded by this unholy assortment of youthful cocks and jacking off to my degradation!

		I don’t know why, but that sent an illicit thrill through me! Suddenly, Lamont’s killer dick felt just right, reaming out my cunt! And Shaq tasted great in my mouth! Even Rick, rutting into another girl right beside me, felt okay, and a small spark of excitement throbbed through me as I realized that I was being as untrue to him as he was to me! The sight of his fully-erect white prick plowing in and out of Lucy’s reddened cunt suddenly thrilled me almost as much as the feel of Lamont’s forbidden black manhood ramming into my juicy depths!

		“Sweet Jesus; this bitch be hot!” he croaked at that moment, really blasting the meat to me.

		“You said it, man!” Shaq agreed, thrusting upward and sinking all of his hardness into my lips. “She’s too much of a ho to last long in!”

		His face contorted and he spunked my mouth with an enormous jet of come! I licked his exploding cock head out of pure cocksucking instinct and was rewarded with another hot streamer of pungent man cream! I swallowed loudly and licked for more, realizing that Shaq’s jism wasn’t the worst I’d tasted.

		“Baby, am I ever coming in you little mouth?” Shaq sighed, caressing my brown hair gently and feeding me two more big blasts of spunk to deal with. My mouth was flooded with the superheated ball juice and I

		calmed my roiling stomach and swallowed it as he watched. My old porn-girl instincts came back to me automatically, and I opened my mouth to the camera, to show I’d swallowed it all!

		“Fuck, Barb; you a hot cocksucker for sure!” Shaq chuckled happily as he saw how empty my mouth was.

		Lamont sunk his twelve-incher into my cuntal depths and unloaded too, just at that moment. I saw Brad zeroing in on the big wads of jizz boiling out of my well-spunked pussy slit and knew that the old men at home were going to love that.

		I heard Lucy climax just then, but Rick kept pumping away at her clasping pussy! He looked over at me and eased out of her. “I want to come in you, Barb!” he gasped.

		I was full of black jism already, so it didn’t make any difference to me! Shaq’s limp dick slipped out of my mouth, leaving a trail of nearly clear-looking spunk on my lips. “Do it! Cream me wherever you want!” I managed to pant.

		Brad, behind the camera, suddenly kneeled onto the bed with a tube of butt-lube in his hand, and said, “Dibbs on her ass! Don’t move, Barb! The camera is focused right on your cute little ass!”

		Lamont, who was now as limp as Shaq, got out of the way so that Brad could lube me up and mount up on my butt. Rick got off of Lucy and knelt behind Brad as he butt-banged me. “Dibbs on hot seconds with her ass!” Rick murmured, watching over Brad’s shoulder as he claimed my bottom.

		“I think I might like some of that white girl-ass, too!” Shaq drawled as he watched Brad jack-hammer me, jiggling my hanging titties, while Rick stroked his dick in anticipation…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		New Developments

		

		The professional porn guys in Chatsworth loved the black guy angle; and they really went wild over the triple butt-fuck at the end, even though they gave Brad a bad time about the camera work on that part of the loop, since he had left the camera frozen in one position on the tripod, so he could join in on the fun. Subscriptions to the site doubled in a month, so the pervs watching at home dug it too!

		Everyone but me wanted to see Lamont up my asshole, rutting away, so we gave them that as well. Rick did me first, followed by Shaq and his smaller black dick, with Lamont coming last. We used a lot of lube, and both Rick and Shaq shot huge loads of jizz up my ass before Lamont mounted up, but it still hurt to take something as big as Lamont’s whopper up my bottom. I minced around campus for two days, after the shoot, with sharp little pains shooting up my violated asshole and students who were ‘in the know’ laughed at my discomfort on their video screens as I limped by with Lisa or Rick.

		“Pricks!” I hissed under my breath. “I’d like to see them take a twelve-inch python up their lily-white butts!”

		“Why did you agree to do it, if it hurt so much?” Lisa asked me.

		“I got a thousand for that shoot,” I answered smugly. “The porn guys paid Brad and Lucy extra for that footage, they liked it so much!”

		“Money for pain,” Lucy shook her head disapprovingly. “Doesn’t sound like a good trade-off to me!”

		“Oh, fuck you, Lisa, you little troll! No one would want to fuck you in your fat ass, anyway!” I stormed at her, suddenly fed up with her good-girl attitude, and her holier-than-thou demeanor.

		Principal Harmon came around the corner just then and nodded at me, so I knew I’d be sucking his long dick at lunch today,

		Rick didn’t seem to notice Harmon’s high sign, but he whispered, “You’d better take it easy on Lisa, she’s the only friend you’ve got, besides me!”

		I saw his point. “Oh, I’m sorry, Lis, but my butt hurts and everyone seems to be so down on me, all of a sudden, and…”

		Lisa, who was fighting back tears, shook her head and said, “Oh, that’s okay, Barb! You’re sore and unhappy, and out of sorts today. It’s understandable!”

		“Thanks for understanding, Lis,” I said to her, moving away. “I’ve got to get to Chemistry now.”

		

		****

		

		“Here’s the thousand we promised you for that last video,” Brad murmured, passing me the folded-up bills discreetly in Chemistry. “The guys in Chatsworth really liked that one!”

		“I’m glad they did. My ass is still sore!” I said, grinning at him as I hid the money away in my purse. “You guys are too big for anal, all of you, especially Shaq and Lamont!”

		“We don’t have to do that again, at least not right away,” he promised me with a return smile that was meant to be reassuring. “They can just fuck you the regular way.”

		Even that sounded like too much, with the size of their dicks! But I held my tongue and thought about all the clothes and all of the other cool stuff the thousand would buy me.

		“How about dinner on Thursday, followed by a B.J. on Rick and me? Lamont and Shaq can wait a week!” Brad asked me, as I opened my Chem notes.

		“Sounds good to me, but no more Rick cock for Lucy, know what I mean?”

		“I didn’t really like that either, though the porn guys did. And Lucy sure did! She says Rick fucks like a demon, once he gets going!”

		“That he does!” I agreed. “But that’s for me, not her, understand?”

		“Totally! And I’ll make sure she does, too!” Brad promised me.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Mr. Harmon, you’re too thick and long for anal!” I moaned discouragingly as he attempted to breech my sore asshole with his fat cock head that day at lunch. “I’ll give you a great blowjob, or you can fuck my pussy again!”

		I was half-naked in his office and it was ten minutes past noon. I had showed up right at noon and he had locked the door to his office and sat on the couch with me. Before I’d even gotten my book bag all stowed away, he was all over my tits! Unbuttoning my blouse, unsnapping my bra, and feasting on my bare nipples! Now I sat on that couch with my tits gleaming from his spittle and my jeans down around my ankles and he was attempting to manhandle me over onto my stomach, so he could grease my sore ass up with the tube of sex-lube he held in his hand and ass-fuck me!

		“Please, Mr. Harmon, let me get you off like I did last time, with my juicy little cunt!” I pleaded, spreading my legs so he could see how wet and ready I was for his fat cock.

		“You weren’t so reluctant in your last video, with those two black boys and their big dicks!” he spat out accusingly as he continued to urge me onto my tummy.

		“They were too big! They hurt me, and my asshole is still sore! Too sore for a huge cock like yours!” I begged, reaching over for his upthrust hard on, which was jutting up out of his open fly and his undershorts.

		I jacked the ugly cock up and down a few times, smearing the pre-come I found there over his cock head with my thumb, then bringing my hand up to my mouth to lick at that thumb suggestively as I oohed and aahed at how yummy his manly spend tasted, with a forced theatricality that it was apparent he wasn’t buying. So, I doubled down on my strategy and leaned over above his lap and gave his unattractive, misshapen cock a few licks.

		“Oh, oh, suck it, you pretty little bitch; just the way you sucked those black boys’ cocks!”

		“They were so delicious!” I lied easily to him. “I just loved sucking them off and swallowing all their hot, nigger come!

		I usually would never talk like that, but I sensed that part of what had turned Principal Harmon on so much about my last video was watching me be nasty with two black guys!

		He proved me right almost instantly, murmuring, “Oh that was so hot, watching you gulp down their spunk. Tell me about it! How did you like being mouth-fucked by those two darkies?”

		“It was awesome!” I lied. “Their jizz is so hot and thick—not like white come at all!” I twisted around on the couch and inhaled all of his lengthy dick, licking like crazy as I sucked it.

		“How…how was it, swallowing nigger come?” he bleated as I really got into the blowjob.

		“It was awful! All grotty and slick and hotter than a motherfucker!” I told him, hoping that was what he wanted to hear. “But I would have blown him twice more, if it would have kept his big, black dick out of my ass! If his friend, with the super-long dick had butt-fucked me twice, I think he might have killed me!”

		I was only half lying about that! If Lamont had been hornier that night, and had gotten hard again, after Shaq, and shoved his monster cock up my gaped-open ass, he might have really torn me up!

		Principal Harmon, the closet bigot, thought about that and began really fucking up into my mouth and throat. In just a few thrusts, he reached orgasm and screamed out in pleasure as he began painting my tonsils with his hot spunk, while burbling, “You should have fucked that second nigger with your tight little butt again! You should have let him cream your ass, like his friend did!”

		I gulped down his big, hot load like a good little cocksucker, cleaning off his dick head with my tongue before I let it slip from my mouth and put his limp prick away in his shorts before re-snapping my bra and rebuttoning my blouse.

		“Next month, maybe I’ll let you fuck me in the ass, if you still want to,” I promised with a smile as I stood up from the couch and tucked my blouse back into my jeans. “I’ll make it a point not to be so sore back there next time.”

		“You do that, Barbara!” he encouraged me. “You be a good girl, now.”

		He realized how foolish that sounded, colored, and said, “You know what I mean!”

		“Be just bad enough,” I said with a smile, and he nodded happily and watched me go on my way, unlocking his door and opening it for me.

		

		****

		

		“How come you were late getting to the lunch table today?” Rick asked me on the drive home.

		I hadn’t told him about Principal Harmon’s blackmail scheme before, so I did now, explaining that it had taken a while to talk Harmon into a blowjob instead of a butt-fuck—as my asshole was still so sore from my little tryst with Shaq and his big, black cock—and Rick’s handsome face clouded over as I spoke and he said, “Why, that old motherfucker! Blackmailing you into sex, just because he knows about your porn career!”

		“His fat secretary, Mrs. Vonn, is gone every day between noon and one, regular as clockwork. I don’t think I’m the only girl he has on that ratty old couch in his office—he only wants to see me about once a month! I think he forces other girls to blow him or worse, after he finds out about various…infractions they’ve committed!”

		“Suck my dick or get kicked out of school, eh?” Rick asked wryly.

		“That’s about it,” I agreed, reaching for my boyfriend’s zipper as he drove. “How about you? Would you like a little of what Mr. Harmon got this afternoon?”

		“Don’t mind if I do!” Rick said expansively, leaning back into the seat as I drew out his mostly-hard dick and began to stroke it. And I don’t have to blackmail you to get you to do it, now do I?”

		“Not a bit,” I said, leaning over into his lap between his six pack abs and the steering wheel, so I could lick his cock head languidly. “I just love to suck this prick!”

		Rick came in my throat, just as we turned onto my parents’ street and I swallowed it all for him, licking him clean of jism as we pulled up into the driveway, and putting him away.

		“We’re going to cut that too close one day, my mom is going to be out in the yard watering the flowers and see me eating the last of your jizz, or licking your cock clean, and the shit is going to hit the fan!” I warned him, with a smile on my face, knowing that we had gotten away with being naughty one more time.

		“I’ was watchin’!” He insisted. “If I’d seen anyone in the yard, I’d have slowed way down and given you a heads-up.”

		“My Daddy likes you, but he wouldn’t like seeing your fat cock in my mouth!” I chided him, reaching for the door handle. “He doesn’t like you that much!”

		“No dad, except the really pervy ones, would like to see that!” Rick called after me as I walked up the driveway. “See you in the morning!”

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, Rick was standing at his usual spot at the kitchen counter, sharing a cup of morning coffee with my mom, when I came into the kitchen at seven-thirty the next morning, like usual. He kissed me demurely on the cheek as I got a cup of the hot brew for myself and rifled through the LA Times, laying on the kitchen table. The headlines were that Trump was still claiming he won the election—which he clearly hadn’t, since Joe Biden was now living in the White House—and that the COVID numbers were at last going down.

		“Aren’t either of you kids going to eat anything?” Mom asked worriedly as Rick slipped an arm around my shoulders and steered me out of the kitchen. “Already ate at my house, Mrs. H,” Rick shouted back over his shoulder. “I’ll catch something on the way!” I yelled, thinking of Rick’s big dick and hot load of protein it was likely to feed me on the way to school in a few minutes.

		To my surprise, he slapped my hand away from his zipper when I attempted to pull it down! “You should have had a piece of toast or something this morning, Barb,” he admonished me. “Have you forgotten? It’s Thursday, so dinner at Brad and Lucy’s tonight; followed by fun with Barb! No jizz till tonight for you! Got to save it for the camera, you know?”

		I pouted and sulked all the way to school. I had forgotten! Rick made it a practice not to fuck me or even accept a blowjob on days he was “working”!

		I sat back in the seat and tried to imagine what Brad and Lucy had in store for me tonight. Not Lamont and Shaq again, that wasn’t on the agenda until later in the month! But whatever they had planned, it would include a big load of Rick’s hot come jetting into my mouth, my pussy, or my ass! Probably a big helping of Brad’s as well!

		Not worried about that—I had done it all before, numerous times, I was more worried about breakfast this morning. Without Rick’s hot morning surprise in my tummy, it might prove to be a long way until lunch! I resolved to buy myself another coffee and at least a cinnamon roll in the cafeteria as soon as we got to school…

		

		****

		

		“What’s for dinner tonight?” I quizzed Lucy in Chemistry. “Tacos, enchiladas, with hot dick for dessert!” she whispered back, a saucy little smile on her lips.

		“Not for you—you need to skip dessert for tonight!” I cautioned her, remembering how zealously Rick had fucked her that time.

		“Yeah, yeah, just run the camera and keep my clothes on! I know the drill, Chica! Brad really laid into me about balling cutie-pie Rick last time!” she told me with a frown.

		“He has a nice cock—I don’t blame you for being so stingy with it!” Lucy added, just as Brad walked up to the Chemistry station, reading through his class notes.

		We got down to Chemistry, which wasn’t as interesting a topic, but was a lot safer.

		

		****

		

		We had just finished dinner and a last round of tequila shots and beer, when the doorbell rang.

		“Who the fuck is that?” Brad asked Lucy. “I’m not expecting anyone; are you?”

		Lucy looked as surprised as he was, but I was wondering if Shaq and Lamont had been asked over as “surprise guest stars” or if big-dicked Josh was on the other side of the door, with more tequila and that huge cock I’d had such fun with? My pussy began to moisten immediately and I squirmed in my chair with excitement as Brad got up from the table to answer the door.

		The guy standing there looked to be in his early fifties—his short hair was completely gray, as was the big, droopy mustache he wore. He looked like a Mexican dude from Central Casting, in his loose, double-pocketed shirt, worn untucked, and his baggy slacks. Lucy shot up from the table and squealed “Popi—what are you doing here?”

		The short man smiled and said, “Lucinda! I had to pay a private eye two-hundred dollars to find you, but here I am!”

		He swaggered past Brad and into the apartment, closing the door behind him. Lucy looked suddenly as nervous as a cat in a dog kennel, but she smiled weakly and motioned to Rick and I, saying, “These are our friends, Barb and Rick. We were just finishing up dinner!”

		Her dad looked at me quizzically, and his expression turned to one of recognition. Then he began to look at me as he might have stared at a particularly rare breed of poisonous spider and said, “She’s the one they call Blowjob Barb. She does what you do.”

		He glared at his daughter as he brought a cell phone out of one of his shirt’s breast pockets and began to punch in letters. He showed us the sight where all our lewd videos were posted and brought up one of Brad and Lucy’s early ones; where a completely nude Lucy was slobbering all over Brad’s hard cock. We all watched as the naked Brad onscreen shot jet after jet of white come into the onscreen Lucy’s willing mouth and she swallowed it all for him and the camera.

		“Disgusting! You have become disgusting, hija!” he admonished his daughter, waving the incriminating video at her. He wheeled on Brad, saying, “And you are to blame! She never did such disgusting things until she met you!”

		He pulled up his loose shirttails and we all saw the gleaming, nickel-plated revolver shoved into his waistband. He drew the gun with his right hand, still brandishing the cell phone in his left, and pointed it at Brad.

		“I’m going to kill you, Gringo!” He threatened, cocking the pistol. He waggled the gun in Rick and my direction and said, “Maybe you two also, if you don’t get out of here right now!”

		Rick and I stood up as if our chair suddenly had strong electrical currents running through them. He grabbed my hand and yanked me toward the front door. I stumbled, wooden-legged with shock, after him as he rapidly made his way out of the apartment.

		Once we were out in the hallway, in front of the closed door, we heard the tremendous roar of a gunshot. It sounded like a cannon going off in the small apartment. I took a step back toward the door, thinking of Brad and Lucy and what might be happening to them. Rick jerked me back by the hand and began trotting toward the elevator. He said, “I ain’t going back in there with that crazy fucker! Did you see his eyes? They were Looney Tunes!”

		We heard two more gunshots as the elevator came, but Rick pulled me into the car and suddenly, we were in the lobby, where the uniformed guy behind the desk was dialing the phone frantically. “We should stay and tell the cops what happened!” I insisted to Rick as he wrestled me out into the parking lot and dragged me toward the car.

		“Fuck that! The cops get paid to handle this kind of thing—we don’t!” he yelled as he unlocked the Caddy with his key fob and hustled me inside.

		

		****

		

		We got the gory details when we arrived at school the next morning and the outline of what happened on the car radio on the way there. Brad was in the hospital with what were described as “severe gunshot wounds” and he was in serious condition; Lucy was in the hospital with what the radio announcer said was a “superficial gunshot injury”, but was described as being in “satisfactory” condition. Lucy’s dad, Hector Sanchez, was in the morgue—shot dead by police. No cops had been injured.

		“Did you hear about Brad Stillwell? He got his balls shot off last night, and his dick!” a big football player friend of Rick’s told us out in the parking lot, on the way into school. “And Lucy Sanchez, that beaner chick that was bussed in from East L.A.? —she got one in the arm; she tried to jump in front of Brad while her old man was shooting him!”

		“Holy fuck,” Rick whispered under his breath, so only I, trudging along beside him, could hear it.

		We found out more later in the day, via the student body grapevine! Both of Brad’s nuts had, indeed been blown off, when Hector Sanchez had shot him in the groin, and it was no more than fifty-fifty that the doctors could reattach them successfully. I wondered if they should even try when I heard that most of Brad’s nice dick had been blown off by Mr. Sanchez’s second shot and that it couldn’t be reconnected! The big forty-four Magnum bullet had torn his prick up so much that it had reduced the end of what was left and the end of what had been blown off to pulp! The doctors supposedly weren’t sure they could reattach the veins right, so Brad probably wouldn’t be able to get hard again, even if they were successful in sewing together the rest of it!

		I wasn’t sure a cocksman like Brad would want balls that worked and made lots of semen without a cock that was capable of fully functioning. Rick shook his head violently at the notion of being dickless.

		“That would be an utter bitch!” my boyfriend said. “Having the desire to fuck but no way to fuck…that would be awful!”

		He just stared off into space for long moment before he said, “I got jealous when you’d suck him off so good, but I hid it! Now, I almost wish you’d have had a chance to blow him last night or fuck him before Lucy’s crazy dad showed up with that gun!” He shook his long, blond hair again and added, “At least he’d have that to remember, now that he’s a fuckin’ eunuch for the rest of his life!”

		Rick was inconsolable the rest of the day, thinking about Brad’s severed dick and useless balls! We swung by the hospital on the way home to see him and Lucy, but we couldn’t get in. Family only, they told us.

		I tried to reason with them, saying that Mr. Sanchez, Lucy’s father was dead! Therefore, he sure wasn’t coming to see her anytime soon!

		But they sent us away anyhow. We bought two bouquets of flowers in the hospital gift shop and paid to have them sent up to Brad and Lucy’s rooms, but that was all we could do.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Picking Up The Pieces

		

		It was only a month and a half until the end of the school year. Rick and I stumbled along, taking our finals, qualifying for graduation, just barely, and keeping a low profile. Lucy got out of the hospital and came back to school. She and Brad had saved enough money to pay the rent on their expensive apartment until July, but she had to move into a less prestigious place anyway. The management of the Mayfair Towers didn’t want her there anymore after the shooting and after the world, and the rest of the tenants, knew how she earned the money to be a resident of the snooty Mayfair Community—as they called it—in the first place.

		Rick and I helped her move into a small, one-bedroom garden apartment, without the view or the prestige of her old place, but it wasn’t nearly as expensive, either. She insisted on cooking us dinner, so we stayed and ate Mexican food and tried not to think about the last Mexican meal we’d eaten with Lucy Sanchez.

		“So, what are you going to do after we all graduate?” I asked Lucy brightly as we all sat around the table, sipping illegal beers and munching tacos.

		“Oh, Brad’s going to move in here with me, after he gets out of rehab, and he’s going to try and get a job over in Chatsworth as a cameraman, and I’m going to go to cosmetology school, if we can swing it, financially,” Lucy answered.

		“You and Brad are going to stay together?” Rick asked incredulously.

		“Oh, we can’t fuck or anything. I know that!” Lucy said, coloring a little with embarrassment. “But we like each other well enough. And, besides, Brad’s parents weren’t too keen on having him back home, after the shooting and all the stuff about him doing porn coming out!”

		I saw now that the cheaper one-bedroom apartment made lots of sense. Brad probably wouldn’t be making a fortune out of videoing girls sucking cock for a living and beauty school took something like two years to complete; so, Lucy wouldn’t be making any money from hairstyling or manicuring for the foreseeable future!

		This turn in the conversation brought up a chance that I had been thinking about for weeks, ever since Rick’s and my supply of illicitly-earned one-hundred-dollar bills began to wane! We hadn’t discussed it, but now I said to Lucy, “Do you think I could get the phone number of the guys in Chatsworth? Rick and I have been thinking of making some more videos, just to earn a little money.”

		Lucy looked panicked for a moment, but then she shook off the feeling and got up from the table to retrieve an address book from a chest of drawers in the front room.

		“If you contact these guys, please don’t think badly of Brad and I,” Lucy said as she opened the book to the “D’s” and showed me an address and a phone number of something called Dynamic Video Productions. “Ask for Don or Wes, if you call,” she told me, her brown eyes still downcast with embarrassment.

		I didn’t bother to write anything down. I simply took a picture of the address page with my phone and closed the book, sliding it back across the table to her.

		

		****

		

		“I still don’t see why I can’t drive you up there!” Rick insisted as I prepared to back out of my parent’s driveway in their old Dodge Caravan.

		It was the following Monday, and since graduation had happened on last Thursday night, both Rick and I were out of school, for both the summer and forever, as far as I was concerned. He was still making noises about accepting a half-assed invitation—not a full-ride scholarship or anything--he’d gotten from U. C. L. A. and going there in the fall, but I considered myself done with school. I wanted to get some sort of job and move out on my own, sans Rick, and see what being an adult was all about.

		Being a part-time porn star seemed the easiest, quickest work I could get, seeing as it was the only job I’d ever had. So, I was headed up to Chatsworth to see what Dynamic Video Productions was all about, and I didn’t want Rick Simmons tagging along with me! If we happened to work together onscreen again, that was fine with me. We were still dating, going out together at least once a week and I was still sucking his gorgeous cock and fucking him; so, if I did it on camera too, that was all aces with me!

		But, if these guys in Chatsworth wanted me to appear with a new costar, that was okay too, as long as he was hunky, with a nice dick! Rick might not be as flexible in his thinking—I still remembered about his confessing to being jealous when Brad and I had gotten it on together for the camera—and I wanted to avoid any huffy scenes between Rick and my prospective new employers.

		I had never been to Chatsworth before, but I had my cell phone, with its GPS guidance system and I had the address of Dynamic Video from Lucy, so I wasn’t too worried about finding the place as I swung onto the Four-Oh-Five freeway and started north that morning. I had looked up Chatsworth on my laptop and discovered it was up in the San Fernando Valley, not far from Simi Valley. My folks had taken me up there a long time ago, when I was still in grade school to see the Ronald Reagan Library. I remembered a lot of marble floors and a big jet plane inside a building that had been built around the reassembled plane, from what my dad had told me. I had been alive when Reagan was president, but I didn’t really remember him, so the whole trip was kind of a blur. I just knew that the Simi Valley was a long way away from Fountain Valley, where we lived, and that I had fallen asleep in the back seat on the way home.

		Now I was driving and it was still a long way away, around sixty-eight miles, according to Google, and it seemed a long way away on that Monday morning, as I hit the last of the L.A. commute traffic at just before nine. It was close to ten-thirty in the morning when I finally pulled up in front of the modern-looking warehouse office building that housed Dynamic Video Productions and shut off the engine in my minivan. I checked my hair and make-up in the van’s visor-mirror before going inside, got out, locked up, and marched through the front door.

		I don’t know what I was expecting, but the front lobby of Dynamic Video Productions wasn’t it! There was a mousey-looking girl, older than me, behind a desk with a standard office phone set up on it, along with a nondescript computer and a desk pad, like you might find in any other office. No salacious pictures on the walls, no half-dressed starlets lingering around in the rather plain-looking office, no shirtless muscle guys with huge bulges behind their pants flanking the desk, waiting to be called into the back to fuck!

		“I…I’m Barbara Hastings,” I told the helpful looking girl behind the desk. “I’d like to see either Wes or Don.”

		“Did you have an appointment, Miss Hastings?” the girl asked me.

		“No, I don’t, but I was hoping for a minute of their time,” I told her.

		“Well, they’re usually pretty busy, but I’ll tell them you’re here,” she answered me, sounding less than hopeful that they’d see me as she depressed the intercom button on her phone set.

		“Who the fuck is Barbara Hastings?” a male voice came back testily.

		“Tell him it’s…Blowjob Barb,” I whispered, nearly dying of embarrassment.

		

		****

		

		The door to the inner sanctum opened a minute later and a beaming, towering dark-haired man of about thirty-five filled it, looking down at me delightedly. “Well, well, Barb, I almost don’t recognize you with your clothes on! Every time I’ve seen video of you, you’ve been wearing only a pair of thong panties and a smile!”

		He stepped out into the office and slipped a big arm around my shoulder and escorted me through the open door behind him, saying, “I’m Wes St. John, and with my partner, Don Richter, I am Dynamic Video!”

		His office was large, with a big desk with an executive office chair behind it and a potted palm, like the one out in the waiting room, and a cheesy-looking loveseat/couch that reminded me of the one in Principal Harmon’s office. On the walls were blow-up pictures of gorgeous, naked girls, with perfectly made-up faces and impressive tits, fully displayed, nipples and all. The girl that surprised me the most was the one mounted directly behind Mr. St. John’s desk—it was the same gal that sat outside, at the secretary’s desk! She looked a lot different without her glasses, her professional-looking office get up and a come-hither look in her gray eyes! She had really nice tits, not huge, but well-shaped and big enough, with the cutest pair of pink little nipples.

		“I see you like Jan, our receptionist,” Wes St. John said, as he noticed me staring at the big photograph. “So do I! She was one of my favorite costars, back when I was still performing. She used the name Hot Heidi, when she was still shooting loops. We still fuck sometimes, when both of us are in the mood. She can really suck a cock, but then, so can you, from what I’ve seen! Tell me, what brings you here today, Barb?”

		“I…I thought I might like to work again, if you’ve got an opening for me, that is. I just graduated from high school last week and I don’t have a job yet!” I told him, averting my eyes from both his face and the lurid photo of the receptionist.

		“Well, you do now, as far as I’m concerned. It’s all up to Don, my partner. He makes all the final hiring decisions. Do you have time for a screen test, right now? Don is in the back, making one of his High School Girls Try Porn loops right now! You can’t very well do one of those, because you’re well known as a professional already. But we can talk to him and see if he’s got time to put you through your paces.”

		He crept over to another door, leading out of his office and into the back and eased it open, motioning to me to get up out of the client’s chair in front of his desk and follow him. I got up out of the chair and joined him in the open doorway.

		The big warehouse space outside the door was black except for a lighted movie set area a few yards away that had been decorated to look like an upscale motel room, a fully clothed but nervous-looking high school age girl sat on the bed answering the questions of a tall, very muscular-looking blond-haired man who was about Wes St. John’s age who stood behind the camera tripod in the dark.

		“Haven’t you ever sucked your boyfriend’s cock?” the blond-haired guy asked her.

		“Well, yeah, but that’s different,” the girl, who was a very pretty young redhead, answered him.

		“The only thing that’s different about it is that my cock might be a little bigger than your boyfriend’s and you’ll get this for sucking it.” The blond-haired guy told her, holding up a stack of hundred-dollar bills that still had the bank’s paper band still around them and waving them at her.

		“How much is there?” the girl asked. The more I heard her talk, the more I realized she had some kind of southern accent, Texas or Louisiana, or someplace like that.

		“Three thousand; now show me your tits, take that dress off,” the guy ordered her.

		The high school honey thought about it, eyeing the stack of bills. At last, she shrugged and reached down to the bottom of her dress as she scooted off the bed and stood up beside it—it was a short sundress, not too different than the one I’d worn today—and tugged the hem upward, baring her thong-pantied ass and then pulled the garment even higher, so that her thin little bra showed. You could see her rose-colored nipples through the cloth as she wrestled the dress up above her head and off.

		She reached behind her and unsnapped the ineffectual bra and pulled it off, defiantly showing her small tits to the camera, “Are you happy now?” she asked the guy who had been asking the questions,

		“I’ll be happy when those panties come off and I can see that cute little pussy of yours!” he told her.

		The teenager frowned but hooked her thumbs in her panties’ waistband nonetheless. She turned away from him and his camera as she eased the elastic slowly downward, baring her twin ass cheeks and her furled pussy lips to his eager gaze. She let the panties go, and they slid down her long legs all the way to her feet, which still had her little white socks and trainers on.

		“Now get back on the bed and show me that fine young ass; get on your hands and knees and flash me your cunt!” he directed her.

		As the girl did as he asked, leaning forward on her elbows so that her asshole and her pussy were fully revealed, he unzipped his slacks and got out one of the longest, fattest white dicks I had ever seen and began to stroke it to full hardness. Mr. Don Richter’s cock reminded me of Rick’s, being white with a pink tip, just like his. But this one was inches longer than Rick’s and easily twice as big around—a real porn star’s dick!

		The young redhead on all fours on the bed saw it too, glancing back over her shoulder. The man behind the camera chuckled as her blue eyes went wide with shock and told her to “Get over here, and suck it!” The budding porn star didn’t want to look inexperienced, so she did, sliding across the bedspread and getting down on her knees in front of the interviewer. He reached over and undid the tripod-held camera and aimed it downward in his hand, on his rigid prick and the girl’s eager face. She reached out and took the mammoth rod in her small hands and brought the tip to her lips.

		With only a moment’s hesitation, she licked all around it and sucked the lip-stretcher of a cock head into her mouth and started to suck, moving her head in and out as she did so, making her curly red tresses swing like a pair of crimson curtains over her naked, freckled white shoulders as she blew him. I saw her tongue tip make a bulge against her hollowed out, sucking cheeks as her head moved back and forth and Mr. Richter sighed and pushed forward slightly with his hips, burying more of his monster of a cock in her mouth and throat.

		“She’s giving him good head,” I observed in a whisper to Wes St. John. “Not as good a head as you give, from what I’ve seen,” he whispered back. “Here, let’s just see!” He placed a big hand on my shoulder and moved me around in front of him, my back to the set and urged me down onto my knees as he unzipped his own slacks. I couldn’t see very well, because it was pitch-black where we stood, except for the meager light from the set a few yards away, but I could tell—even in that poorly-lit space—that Mr. St. John had a huge dick, too, though I couldn’t see it well.

		He placed it in my hand, the way his partner had placed his in the redhead’s hand, and it more than filled my palm, even though it was still soft. No stranger to cocks, I worked the skin up and down and it started to stiffen up right away, getting too big to contain in my small palm and hanging off my hand by a few inches!

		“L-Lick it; lick my cock head, cutie,” Mr. St. John pleaded, his whisper going louder as he begged for tongue in the dark.

		I really wanted to impress him, so I did as he asked, wetting down his thick cock head thoroughly with my educated tongue and letting him slip inside my mouth. I went him one better, reaching behind my back as I began to blow him and undoing my sundress. I eased the zipper down a little, to loosen the dress, and tugged it upward, until it got hung up on his cock, buried in my mouth. I let him slip out momentarily, so that I could completely remove my dress, tossed it aside in the darkness, and knelt before him, clothed only in my skimpy bra and thong panties as I resumed sucking his dick.

		As I said, the light was poor but I heard him suck in his breath as I took in more of his hardness and reached behind myself and unsnapped my bra! The straps slipped down to rest in my bent elbows as I moved my head in and out, and it let it slide all the way off and chucked it in the direction of my discarded dress, as I really got into blowing his huge prick. I felt my bare titties bouncing up and down as I gave head and the light was just good enough for Mr. St. John to see how naked I now was, and he gasped and murmured, “Nice little tits, Barb!” as I sucked and licked.

		“Oh! Oh, take it all!” Mr. Richter moaned just then and I saw, out of the corner of my eye, that he was painting the little redhead’s chin and left cheek with big jets of his come, jacking his exploding prick against her face and pumping his dick furiously as he ejaculated.

		“It’s so hot!” the little porn star-wannabe’ moaned as she made a trough out of her tongue for him and he fucked his spewing cock back into her mouth.

		I heard her swallowing his remaining load noisily and knew the porn pervs who would eventually see this “try out” would appreciate that.

		“You’re hired!” he bellowed as he finished up coming down her throat. “Now wave to all your new fans!”

		He handed her the stacks of hundred-dollar bills as she waved happily to the camera.

		“Give it back, girlie. It’s a prop, even though the money is real enough. We’ll cut you a check as you leave,” Mr. Richter told her. “Now get dressed and wipe off your chin.”

		He turned, put his spent cock back inside his slacks, zipped up and peered out into the darkened warehouse, asking, “What’s all this?”

		The big man strode over to us, looked down and said, “Blowjob Barb!” He looked up at his partner and added, “You didn’t tell me she was going to be here today!”

		“I’m giving her part of her screen test!” Mr. St. John gasped, trying hard not to come yet. “You can take over soon, if you’re done with the redhead.”

		Mr. Richter glanced back over his shoulder at the shooting set, where the redheaded schoolgirl was getting back into her bra and dress and said, “Yeah, I’m done. She’s okay, but I bet Barb sucks cock better than she does, right?”

		“Oh, yeahhhhhhhh!” Mr. S. John sighed, letting loose with a big streamer of come in my mouth. “She’s as great as we thought she was, let me tell you that!”

		

		****“

		

		So, Barb, how’d you like to come to work for us directly? Not just shoot videos at home, with local guys, but work in a real studio, with professional porn actors?” Mr. Richter asked me twenty minutes later.

		I was on my back in the big bed, on set, naked, with Mr. Richter fucking me like crazy! Mr. St. John and Jan, the receptionist, stood by looking on with interest

		“Ugh! Ugh...sounds great, Mr. Richter!” I managed to grunt as his huge dick flew up and back in me. He was doing me missionary style, after I’d sucked his gargantuan cock back to full hardness. He was squeezing both of my very erect nipples as he balled me, flat-out, and I was so close to coming that I could barely think straight.

		“Oh, Barb, you’re so tight!” he croaked as he started to spunk me, I felt the warm goo jetting up inside me, but he didn’t stop pumping; didn’t stop nailing me to the mattress!

		“Ohhhhhhhh, so goooooood!” I mewled as I came right along with him.

		“Man, you’re really creaming her,” Mr. St. John observed, watching his partner’s thick jism ooze out of my overfull pussy, with Mr. Richter’s cock still embedded deeply in it. “Impressive, after you really went off in that little redhead just minutes ago!”

		“If I’d known Barb was waiting in the wings, I wouldn’t have let myself come that hard,” Wes Richter told him. “She sucked cock okay, but not as good as Barb does it.”

		“I’d love to give you a complete blowjob sometime, Mr. Richter, but I’m not sure I can. Your cock is so big!” I told him truthfully.

		“Oh, come now; you’re Blowjob Barb!” he chided me with a grin, “And you can call me Don. I just fucked you, so I think we know each other well enough now to be on a first name basis, don’t you?”

		“I…I guess we do at that,” I agreed as he pulled out of me and I felt a huge gush of spunk run out of my pussy lips and down onto my ass crack.

		“Enough of this chit-chat! I’m going to ass-fuck her now and you can film it,” Wes St. John told his partner, “And then Jan can clean her up and we’ll see how that goes. I’ve never seen her do girl-girl before, have you?”

		I went stiff on the bed. The thought of taking a cock as big as Wes St. John’s up my ass was unsettling enough, but watching the statuesque, gorgeous ex-porn star receptionist taking off her official-looking suit coat and begin unbuttoning the front of her formal white blouse was downright chilling!

		

		****

		

		“Oh! Oh! If you think this little pussy is tight, you ought to try this ass on for size!” Wes panted as he powered his oversized cock into my snug, ultra-lubed up asshole in front of the camera ten minutes later.

		“I intend to, the next time Barb pays us a visit,” Don told him. “I’d do it right now, after you finish, but I have another one of those schoolgirl things scheduled for right after lunch.”

		I was thankful for that! They had me lubed up to the max and Wes had sucked my tits for a while before breeching me, anally, and he was fingering my clit just right as he banged down into me, so I was able to deal with it okay. But it still stretched my ass out further than it had ever been stretched out before! Wes wasn’t as big around as Don, but he was still fatter than Rick had been. And Rick was the biggest guy I’d ever butt-fucked before! Shaq had further designs on my asshole the next time we got together, but then Brad had been shot, so it looked like all that was down the tubes.

		The thought of Don hammering his massive wanger into my petite ass opening was downright scary, so I was in no hurry to experience that! Wes was fucking me faster and faster, really lighting a fire in my rectum, so I figured he was going to come soon.

		I wasn’t wrong about that, as it turned out. Only two more rapid lunges into my tight little henie and Wes was jetting into my nether reaches, bathing them in superheated spunk!

		“Fuck! Am I ever coming in this tight little ass?” Wes moaned as he filled me with jism.

		I could practically feel the camera zooming in on my invaded anus, recording the waves of pearly come leaking out around Wes’s sunken cock shaft. He slid out of me and again, a small deluge of cock cream gushed out of my gaped-open hole. I flopped down onto the bed on my back, a steady flow of jism oozing out of my cunt and asshole, and Jan, now totally naked, walked over to the bed and stared hungrily down at me.

		Jan, totally naked, was a whole different thing than Jan sitting out at her desk, fully clothed! The big, sexy picture of her in the front office hadn’t done justice to how full and ripe her tits looked in real life. Her nipples were huge, jutting out from the tips of those humongous boobs of hers like twin, reddish-pink spikes of female desire!

		I have to admit to being a little attracted to her! I knew I wasn’t a closet lesbian or even a bi-girl; I was too in love with cock for that, and I had never before experienced the feeling of hungering for another girl! But there was something incredibly seductive about the stark-naked Jan and the way she was ogling my own naked body!

		“I’ve always had a thing for pretty little high school girls,” Jan confessed in a voice that was soft and bad-girl like and hauntingly needy. “I’m not a high school girl anymore…I graduated recently,” I told her, crossing my arms over my naked tits so I could hide my nipples a little from her insistent gaze.

		“Well, then, that’s different,” she chuckled evilly, staring at my come-oozing pussy and ass instead. The inherent silliness of her statement cracked both of us up; and as I laughed, I felt more spunk being forced out of my twin holes for her to stare at.

		“You’re dripping with it!” she observed, sitting down on the edge of the mattress, her sparkling-with-lust eyes never leaving those two come-trails. “I’d better clean that up for you, ex-high school girl!”

		With that, she leaned forward, her big, luscious tits touching my thighs as she eased my legs apart and pushed her gorgeous mouth into the soft mush of my come-smeared lower lips. I felt her tongue exploring my cunt opening, finding my aroused clit and lapping at it as she cleaned the man-spend from my pussy and swallowed it as I watched! I could feel her bullet-hard nipples dragging along my legs as she ate me and I remember fleetingly wishing that they were in my mouth—the first overtly lesbian sexual thought I can ever remember having!

		Jan began to nurse softly on my clit and it felt so good…so nasty to have another girl doing that, that I almost came straightaway! I waggled my hips, rolling my little bead of sensitivity against her delving tongue and reveling in the way her lips felt on my clit! I was going to orgasm soon; and it was going to be spectacular! I felt the intensity of the pre-orgasmic pulses building as she expertly ate my cunt and lapped at its core! I was so enraptured with what she was doing to me that I barely noticed the big shooting lights coming back on or Wes moving behind the camera to video my first-ever girl-girl come session!

		I barely noticed as Jan maneuvered around above me either, moving into a sixty-nine position, where her head was facing toward my feet as she continued to “clean me up” and my feet were facing hers. I didn’t notice anything until she opened those long, exquisite legs of hers and lowered her juicy cunt lips onto my lips. I smelled the ripe, heady smell of aroused pussy, and it really turned me on! I opened my eyes, which had drifted closed during Jan’s magnificent pussy licking, and saw her gleaming, lubricant-covered folds pressing down onto my mouth! I was repelled for an instant—my old, anti-lesbian prejudices came flooding back—but then I found myself literally drooling at the idea of tasting that forbidden nectar for myself and, when some of it ran down onto my lips, I found myself opening them eagerly and letting that succulent fluid into my mouth as a parched girl might welcome a drizzle of water!

		Jan’s pussy juice was undeniably sweet, like honey-water, and I eagerly drank it down and licked for more! Soon, my tongue was deep inside her, eagerly lapping at her slick, pink flesh in search of more of her yummy cunt oil. She murmured approvingly of what my uninitiated tongue was doing to her up-raised clitty and I thrashed it about willingly, marveling at how slippery she was; how sublime she was inside; how warm and enticing! No wonder men wanted to shove their sensitive dick heads into us! We girls were the height of everything that was sensual, succulent, and sexy!

		As good as it felt to lick pussies with Jan, while we writhed against one another, our spiky nipples gliding over soft, feminine flesh, I wasn’t prepared for how flat-out taboo and marvelous it felt when Jan wriggled her jizz-covered tongue out of me and trailed it lovingly downward, to the gates of my gaped-open anus and suddenly plunged it inside! I screamed out my passion into Jan’s cuntal sheath and came like a volcano erupting against her waggling tongue and sucking mouth!

		Wave after wave of incendiary red flashes rolled through my quivering body, and still Jan clung to me and tongue-fucked my clasping asshole! I must have dumped wad after hot wad of Wes’s slick jism into her mouth, but she just kept on lapping for more as my whole lower body just came and came!

		“That was fucking hot!” a male voice growled approvingly. And I glanced up to see both Wes and Don, with their unreal cocks both hard again, standing by the bed, jacking them up and down as they watched Jan and me writhe around. “How about some dick to go with all that pussy?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Mr. St. John…Wes…it feels so good to get it from a really big one, once you get used to the size!” I smiled down at him as I rode his enormous dick, cowgirl style.

		“Glad you like it, Barb. You’re going to be riding a lot of them, once we sign you today!” Don Richter, who was balling Jan right beside us on the mattress. Jan was on her hands and knees and the studio owner was ramming his huge manhood into her juicy quim from behind, smiling over at his partner and me. “You’re quite a find, and I predict you’re going to have a long and very successful career in adult films!”

		“Mmmmmm, I hope so! I just love to fuck and get paid for it!” I grinned back at him, giving Wes a little extra corkscrewing motion on my downward stroke. I had been experimenting with it on Brad, in our last two onscreen fucks, and he’d seemed to like it. Wes obviously did too; smiling like a loon and drilling his thick cock into me extra hard as he moaned, “This kid is a great fuck! Her little pussy is so talented! It’s gobbling my big wanger up just like her mouth does!”

		I felt his prick gushing a fountain of hot come up into my womb just then and I started to come right along with him, for what must have been about the fifteenth time that day! I mewled with the pleasure of my release and twisted my pussy down onto his spurting cock, milking his seemingly unemptyable balls for all the jizz I could get. He swatted me fondly on my bare ass as he pulled free and urged me off of him with a little shooing motion of his big hand.

		“No more today, you little hellion!” he panted. I’ve got two sisters from Kansas or Nebraska, or someplace like that booked in here for a screen test at noon or nine tomorrow morning, I forget which. Their agent swears they’re the hottest pair of little cunts out of the Midwest in years—got to save some spunk for them, now, don’t I?”

		I couldn’t believe he was going to spend tomorrow fucking, too! He and his partner had spent the better part of today taking turns balling Jan and I! She had eaten me again twice and I had eaten her: my reluctance about girl-girl sex was a thing of the past, I realized, not knowing how I felt about that. Even now, as I glanced over at the totally nude secretary/receptionist/ ex-porn star as she took another spunking from Don, I had to admit, I was tempted to lick his thick load out of those enticing pink pussy lips of hers and gobble it down!

		But that would have just encouraged Jan to do the same to me, and that—in turn, would have gotten Wes and Don hard again and the illicit fucking and sucking might have continued! Reluctantly, I got down off the bed and put on my bra, panties, and sundress again as the three of them watched me. I thought they all looked a little disappointed that the all-day sexual fireworks were finally over.

		“I’d get dressed and go into my office and get out a contract and write you a check, but I’m too tired to move. I may just sleep right here tonight!” Wes St. John told me apologetically. Instead, he just reached up a hand to be shaken. “Will you agree to come to work for us on a permanent basis, and become the big female star this outfit has been searching for ever since Jan moved into the front office?”

		I smiled at him as I took his hand and began to pump it, saying, “I promise that I will and my word is good!”

		“Good. That’s settled, ‘cause I believe you about your word being as good as a signed contract.” He looked over at Don and sighed, will you cut her a check? I’m still too pooped to move.”

		“Let’s just give her this bitch-roll,” he said, reaching over for the sacks of hundred-dollar bills. We can go to the bank and get more cash in the morning before the Kansas sisters get here.”

		“They’d better be as hot as their agent said they were, in order to get this old dick to work in the morning. Blowjob Barb really wore me out!”

		“Amen, brother! She and Jan make quite the tag team!”

		Jan winked at me as she got off the bed and started to put her clothes back on. “It’s a good thing you two are mostly retired,” she needled them as she got back into her bra and panties. “I can remember when a day like today was just another day to your younger selves!”

		Both men laughed and Wes said as Jan and I exited the set arm in arm “Those days are long behind us, thank God! Today was great, but I’m glad I don’t have to do it again tomorrow!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Big Changes

		

		I was surprised to see Rick’s old car in the driveway when I returned home that night. It was after nine when I rolled in the driveway next to it.

		All that fucking, sucking, and pussy eating had worn me out so much that I had pulled into one of those roadside rest areas on the way home and grabbed an hour’s sleep in the back seat of my mom’s minivan.

		I wasn’t particularly hungry, after downing load after load of rich male protein from Wes and Don all day, but I was beat from taking a pussy pounding to go along with all that jizz, so, I was really dragging when I got into the living room to see Mom in her favorite chair and Rick and Dad sprawled out on the couch, napping like they’d just run a marathon.

		“Laker’s game tonight, downtown at the Staples Center, your dad had two tickets, and since you weren’t here to go with him, he asked Rick,” my mom explained in a whispered voice. “Did you get the job?”

		I’d told my folks I was interviewing for the receptionist job at a mythical graphics outfit up in West Los Angeles, so I could borrow one of their cars, So, I gave Mom a huge smile and lied my ass off, saying, “Yeah, I did! And I start later this week! I think I’m going to get an apartment up in West Hollywood, so I’ll be closer to work.”

		“That’s great, dear! I hope you’ll be making enough money to go to night school at a community college next semester, like we talked about?” Mom fired back.

		I thought of the stacks of hundred-dollar bills in my purse and said, “Oh, I don’t think money’s going to be a problem, Mama. This job pays super-good!”

		

		****

		

		“I just knew you got the job, Barb! You were gone all day!” Rick said as I walked him out to his car. “But I was hoping for at least a blowjob, when you got home!”

		I’d explained to him that my new bosses had fucked my lights out all day, so there’d be no goodnight-blowjob for him tonight, but he still felt he had to try for one.

		The funny thing was, even after sucking and riding on those two monster cocks all day, and coming with Jan so nice in between, the thought of taking Rick’s big, familiar dick in my mouth and lapping at it until it shot was enticing, in a way. Wes and Don were new and different and huge and exciting, but Rick was someone I knew all about, and that made sucking him off seem so right and routine that I almost wanted to do it just because I felt like I ought to!

		But in the end, he did end up taking “no” for an answer, and I just gave him a hot kiss and sent him on his way. I wondered, as he drove off, if he’d have been so hot to tongue-kiss me if he’d known how many wads of strangers’ semen I’d had in my mouth that day?

		

		****

		

		I borrowed Mom’s van again the next day, put most of the cash Don and West had given me in my checking account, keeping out a few hundred-dollar bills for shopping, and drove up to West Hollywood to begin apartment hunting. I’d debated giving my new apartment managers cash and had decided against it, reasoning that they’d probably think me to be a drug dealer, whore, or worse!

		I rented a neat little one-bedroom place just before lunch. It had a wall air conditioner, crappy furniture that I thought I could live with, and it was close to the Four-Oh-Five that I’d need to take up to the One-Eighteen over to Chatsworth on workdays.

		I spent the rest of the day and the rest of my bank account buying a used car. It was an old Chevy that was light green, nothing special, low mileage, and cheap at two-thousand dollars! I paid cash for it, drove it over to my new apartment, and took a cab back to the car lot to pick up my mom’s old minivan.

		Saving out a hundred-dollar bill for the cab ride from my folks’ place to the new apartment, I returned to my childhood home in Fountain Valley shortly before dark that night, driving the Dodge Caravan that belonged to my mom. I could have had Rick stop by and run me up to my new place the next day, but I was reluctant to have either Rick or my parents knowing my exact address until I got used to living out on my own. Nightmares about unannounced parental or Rick visits on a night I was “entertaining” either Don or Wes or Jan filled my thoughts, and I was anxious to keep that from happening.

		Also, I planned on keeping at least a six pack of beer in my refrigerator, the way Lucy and Brad had, as soon as I met someone who was over twenty-one who’d buy it for me, and therefore, I didn’t want my mom and dad roaming around unsupervised in my kitchen, snooping in the cabinets and opening the fridge!

		

		****

		

		“I’m not planning on getting a land-line phone!” I told my dad insistently, “so there won’t be a new number to give you! My cell phone works great in the apartment; I made a few quick calls just to see. So, there’s really no need for another phone!”

		I was shoving clothes into a black plastic lawn and leaf bag, having long since run out of room in my stuffed suitcase, as I spoke over my shoulder to him. Today was moving day and the cab was on the way, and I had no time for his electronics-dinosaur questions about new phone numbers and exact addresses! “Listen,” I told him testily, “I’ll have you and mom over to dinner some night soon. And then you can see where it is for yourself.”

		He yammered on about me…’seeking to hide myself away from them’ and ‘cutting myself off entirely from my family’, and other horseshit like that while I busily crammed blouses, shorts, tee shirts and shoes into the plastic sack.

		I kissed him on the cheek and whispered, “I love you and Mom, but it’s time for me to be out on my own now. I’ll call you soon. In the meantime, you can always call me: I’m not changing my cell number!”

		There were tears in his eyes as he reached into his dress shirt pocket and handed me a folded-up check. It was for a thousand dollars, and I felt my own eyes tearing up as I shoved it in the front pocket of the jeans I was wearing and kissed him again, on the lips this time! I thought briefly of all the new men I’d be kissing in the near future, right before I sucked their cocks on camera and prayed he and Mom wouldn’t ever find out about that!

		The horn honked out in the driveway and I knew my cab was here, so I gathered up my stuff and ran out of my old room and down the hall toward my new life!

		

		****

		

		“You’re a cute kid, but you suck cock like an old granny!” Wes told the petite, naked blonde girl kneeling in front of him onset.

		The young girl cut her green eyes toward me and murmured, “Well, I hope you don’t expect me to be as good as her! She’s Blowjob Barb, after all!”

		I was sitting, fully clothed, on a tall three-legged stool, just out of the shooting light, watching the kid’s audition. It had all gone reasonably well, up till now; she had pulled up her blouse eagerly enough and showed off her tiny pink nipples for Wes and his camera when he had urged her to do so. She had shucked out of the blouse and her jean shorts and bared her little cunt for the camera, mugging happily and twerking her tiny ass for the all-seeing lens. And she had gone after Wes’s big cock avidly enough, stuffing it into her petite mouth as best she could.

		She didn’t have a very good head stroke, and her tongue-work was all but nonexistent! She just smiled and sucked and wiggled her ass! “I’ve only done it a few times for my boyfriend back home! And he had no complaints!” She’d said before she started to suck cock.

		No, I’ll just bet he didn’t—a cute little thing like you slobbering all over his cock! I thought to myself. Wes had checked her ID before he’s started filming, but his glance had been cursory. This cutie didn’t look eighteen to me--she looked more like she was fourteen or so!

		But I knew by now that Wes didn’t really care. If the girl was way underage, but showed him a valid ID—no matter how fake it appeared to be—that was good enough for him! The old guys who predominantly subscribed to Teens Try Sucking, the site he was shooting for today, wanted to see really young-looking girls, not well-developed older teens who really knew their way around a cock. Wes had patiently explained it to me; the younger a girl was or the younger she looked, the better!

		This naughty young tyke, like most teen girls nowadays, it seemed, had seen some of my early videos, back when I’d been shooting exclusively with Brad and Lucy! She wanted to be just like Blowjob Barb! Rich and famous.

		Only I wasn’t rich and famous. I was still living in that same shithole in West Hollywood, eating frozen dinners off of the same old kitchen table that had been there when I moved in. Fucking Wes and Don a couple of times a week for free plus a whole troop of big-dicked porn assholes on camera for a few thousand a month!

		I’d been out on my own now for three months and all I had to show for it was an old Chevy, a rathole apartment, some new clothes, and slightly looser asshole!

		Oh, I’d learned to lick clit with the best of them and how to tongue out a guy or girl’s butt, but other than that, I was the same old small-titted, smiling girl who sucked cocks off for a living! My bank account had a few thousand in it by now, and I knew how to do three guys at once for the camera, but I really felt like I wasn’t getting anywhere! I knew now why Jan had made the move behind a desk. It paid less money and it wasn’t as exciting a way to make a living as working in front of the cameras, but you weren’t stopped in the grocery store and asked for a blowjob, either!

		Twice, by two different creeps, each claiming to be my biggest fan, I had been accosted and asked out into the parking lot to suck cock! I had indignantly said “no” both times and the embarrassed men had slunk away, but still! Just because a girl acts like a slut on camera doesn’t mean she’s a slut in real life!

		“Happens all the time to girls in the industry,” Jan had told me, when I’d related to her what had happened. “Still happens to me once in a great while, and I’ve been retired for years. And I go out of my way not to look like the old me!” she added, clicking her long fingernails against the horn-rimmed glasses she usually wore, which I knew she didn’t really need—the lenses were made of clear glass, with no magnification. She wore them so she wouldn’t look like the old porn star-Jan.

		“To tell you the truth,” Jan added, “I’m flattered when they recognize me now, after so many years. Proves what big fans they truly were!”

		“Do you ever…did you ever…DO anything with them?” I couldn’t stop myself from asking her.

		“Just once, a couple of years back. The guy’s name was Jerry, and he was really handsome; tall and fit and cute! I couldn’t believe that someone as yummy as him was so into porn fantasies!”

		She made a face and went on to say, “I should have realized there was something bent about him. Turns out old Jerry was more into watching than he was doing! He had a decent cock, but it didn’t get really hard, despite my best oral and manual efforts! He could only perform after watching one of my old clips on his laptop! And even then, he wasn’t really any good. He came too fast and he couldn’t eat pussy to save his ass!”

		“What a bummer!” I told her, commiserating with her totally. Now I understood why she never said no when Don asked her to fuck or to do a scene with me on video. She had no sex life outside the studio!

		I had thought that it was just me! I hadn’t had a good fuck, off camera, since that day Wes and Don “screen-tested” me! I had let a guy or two who said they were fans seduce me, but it had resulted in uniformly bad sexual experiences. I had been tempted to call Rick and see if he still wanted me, but somehow, I had managed to hold out and not do that so far.

		Don made a familiar I’m-about-to-come whine, so I glanced back over at the young blonde with half of his massive wanger down her throat. She wasn’t sucking any better than before, just letting his hard cock glide in and out of her unprotesting mouth, but that was apparently enough! Don was holding her youthful face in place so he could skull-fuck her vigorously, his fat prick burying itself in her teenage mouth over and over again, as fast as he could move his muscular hips!

		“Oh, take it, you little bitch! Swallow every drop of my hot load!” Don growled, shoving his erupting cock deep into her throat as he came. The girl’s green eyes went wide and I knew from her startled, shocked expression that this was her first time at swallowing come, or that her boyfriend at home didn’t shoot much of a load next to super-horny Don! The huge prick bucked and jumped and spat out its steamy payload of spunk, while the girl gagged and choked and fought to keep from upchucking the gooey mess flowing down her throat and into her tummy.

		After the shoot was over, and most of the bright lights were out, the girl sighed and asked Don, “That wasn’t very good, was it? Am I still going to get paid? I spent all of my savings on the bus trip down here from Idaho.”

		Don looked surprised. He said, “It was great! You reacted as if you’d never had a mouthful of come before; the subscribers will love that! And you managed to swallow it all and keep it down—of course, you’re going to get paid; three-thousand, just like we promised you!”

		The naïve girl just looked at him, as if to say: “What an asshole!” But she didn’t say anything, merely nodding and getting her clothes back in place so she could leave.

		I felt for her. I was getting a lot more than three-thousand for my scenes, nowadays, but they included a lot more sucking and fucking than hers had. But that was okay. I could handle it, because I was used to it.

		I was used to getting my pussy pounded by mammoth cocks, my asshole stretched, my mouth filled with icky-tasting come and swallowing it with a satisfied, fake little smile, for the camera!

		That was my life now. I got paid to act as a blowjob advisor to wanna’ be porn stars from Kansas and Idaho, and God knew where else! And I earned the rest of my living by being a walking, talking live sex doll for a lot of huge-dicked gorillas to use any way that suited them on set!

		I told Don that I had to take the rest of the afternoon off. I knew he had a flat-chested, ex-choir girl from Indiana scheduled for a screen test in an hour or so, but I figured he could handle her by himself, because I was feeling in desperate need for some me time, all of a sudden!

		“Remember, you don’t get paid, if you don’t work,” Don said to me as I left the set. He was always threatening to not pay me, but I knew he’d never make good on the threat. I was the biggest thing Don and Wes had going for them and they knew it! The Blowjob Barb subscriber numbers grew every week and the money was flowing in like never before!

		“I’m out till after lunch,” I said loud enough for both Jan, at the front desk and Wes at his desk, to hear as I exited the studio and stepped into Wes’s office. I flipped Jan a little underhanded wave as I swept through the outer office and made for the front door. “Me time,” I whispered to her as I eased it open. “It all gets to be a little much, once in a while.”

		“I know,” Jan’s voice followed me out into the parking lot.

		I stepped over to my dented, ten-year-old Chevy and unlocked it. I let out a huge sigh. I was tired of driving an old piece of shit! I had over three-thousand dollars in my checking account, and I’d be getting a few more thousand soon!

		As I started back toward my dumpy apartment in West Hollywood, I decided to see what a new ride would cost. Taking the next freeway exit I came to, I found myself down on the surface streets of unfamiliar

		San Fernando, heading towards Burbank. I pulled into the next Chevy dealer I saw hoping that somehow, they would give me a bigger trade in on my old Chevy. I was thinking along the lines of a new SUV or an electric car, but there was a shiny new black Corvette in the showroom window that I just had to take a look at!

		Before I knew it, I was surrounded by eager salesmen, who were escorting me into the dealership and going on and on about how cool the Corvette was and how great I’d look in it. I was soon seated in the Sales Manager’s office, looking at the offer sheet on my old car versus the mind-boggling price of the new Vette! “Holy fuck!” I murmured under my breath, realizing that the dream car cost over seventy grand and even with them offering me way over book for my old beater, I’d still be looking at a huge monthly payment!

		The Sales Manager, who was fat, balding and over forty looked at me for a long time and finally croaked out, “Aren’t you…B.J. Barb? I felt my face coloring but I took a deep breath and finally admitted, “I am.”

		He broke into a shit-eating grin and said, “Well, maybe we can work something out!” I had visions of sucking him and every other guy who worked there off, even the mechanics out in the shop. I shook my head to clear it of those illicit images and asked, “What did you have in mind?”

		“How would you feel about doing a little advertisement for us?” he answered.

		He laid out his idea—they wouldn’t actually use my name, just my image, since Blowjob Barb wasn’t exactly family TV friendly; they were counting on a number of SoCal men being familiar with my face, even without a big cock in it. The ad would just show me driving off the lot in my new Corvette, waving happily at the TV camera. Underneath the ad, it would say She shops here; how about you?”

		And for that, they’d be willing to knock another twenty grand off the price of the car! I whipped out my cell phone and called Wes at the studio, to lay out the proposal for him and make sure he and Don were okay with it. He seemed taken aback by the whole idea at first, but after reading through my contract carefully, he said he could see nothing wrong with it, legally. And it might even bring in a few more subscribers, he threw out in closing out the call. I told John Wexler, the Sales Manager, to get his advertising agency down there, because I was ready to shoot the commercial and close the deal, so that’s just what we did!

		The throbbing Corvette was a stick shift and my old Chevy wasn’t, and it had been several years since I’d driven a manual transmission, so I killed the engine, pulling out onto Glendale Boulevard, which ran in front of the dealership, and we had to re-shoot once. But other than that, everything went smoothly, and I drove away in my racy, black muscle car, headed for the beach and the setting sun. Playa del Rey is just south of Marina Del Rey and the more famous Venice Beach but I didn’t want famous, I just wanted sand and sky and ocean, and Playa Del Rey had all of that.

		I was sitting in my new dream car, with the top down, the evening sea breeze rustling through my long, brown hair and the departing sun on my upturned face at about a half hour till sunset, when I heard a male voice say, “It can’t be, but I think it is…Blowjob Barb, is that really you?”

		Normally, I wouldn’t have reacted. I’d have ignored the comment and just kept on gazing out to sea, but being Blowjob Barb had just gotten me this fantastic car, so I turned and saw a dreamy-looking, tall, athletic, guy with a dark suntan, deep dimples at both of his lips’ end on some truly handsome-looking cheeks, and a mass of wind-blown sandy-blonde hair. He was standing right next to the driver’s door, angling to see down my blouse, and grinning like a prospector who had just struck gold.

		He was wearing a half-buttoned cotton plaid shirt and a pair of raggedly chopped off jean shorts, with the white pockets hanging out from under them, down onto his muscular thighs, which were as deeply tanned as his broad, hairless pecs. “I’m Wayne, they call me Surfer Wayne,” he told me, halfway embarrassed.

		“Well, that isn’t as bad as Blowjob Barb!” I shot back, smiling up at him.

		“Oh, I don’t know. I’m a pretty big fan,” he answered, blushing.

		“I wouldn’t think a handsome guy like you, who’s at the beach so often, would have to resort to net porn,” I offered.

		Wayne’s blush deepened as he admitted, “I fuck lots of beach Betty’s—wannabe’ surfer girls. But it’s all the same! Some of them are fifteen; some of them are twenty-two; some of them are blonde and some of them are brunette—but it’s the same old shit every time! It’s like fucking the same stupid little bitch over and over again!” He shuffled his feet and looked down at them as he added, “I can’t explain it right, but it’s all the same—boring!”

		I thought of the endless parade of buffed-out morons with impressive dicks that I blew and screwed on camera for money and nodded that I understood. It was all the same! Lots of sex with different guys but they were somehow, interchangeable!

		“Where are you headed?” I asked him.

		“Up to Santa Monica. My van is parked up near Venice Beach.”

		“Why? There’s no good surfing around there.” I replied.

		“No, but there’s Santa Monica Pier, where there’s good WI-FI to steal and great fast food, if you like tourist food, and I do,” he answered, “Plus there’s always beach Betty’s around and available, if I want sex.”

		“Well, I’m no beach Betty, but I’m not boring and I’m available, as it happens. So, hop in and I’ll give you a ride up there. I’m just leaving anyway!”

		He was all gaga over the new Vette and how I’d just bought it, and over me, since I happened to be Blowjob Barb! He’d been out in L.A., from West Virginia, for six months and had never met a celebrity before—even a half-assed one, like me, so he was super-jazzed to be zipping along the Pacific Coast Highway with the top down and the sun ready to plunge into the nearby ocean soon in a seventy-thousand-dollar car, piloted by a well-known porn starlet!

		I was less taken with his aging Ford van, with its porthole windows in back and the rapidly-fading swirl of autumn colors painted on the side—gold and red and orange, in a comet-fireball pattern that just screamed 70’s—and really old shag carpet on the floor inside, along with a queen air mattress that needed a visit to a compressor soon! The old van smelled like old weed smoke and fast-food farts inside, and the overall ambience wasn’t helped by a small pile of used rubbers lying next to the air mattress, with lots of way-past-its-sell-date Wayne jizz trapped inside the discarded condoms.

		He cranked open the top vent after unlocking and flinging open the van’s sliding side door and unloading his surfboard. He gestured for me to climb inside, and I reluctantly did. In a half hour, we were both nude on the air mattress and he was fondling my tits as we made out.

		I was more than a little disappointed when I first saw Wayne’s unusual cock—it looked like someone had found a way to mount an over-ripe plum on a very limp, dick-sized noodle! He saw me frown as his cut-offs came off, he was full commando underneath, and his unimpressive, six-inch prick came into view. “Don’t worry; it gets much bigger and harder!” he assured me, letting go of my nipples to fist his cock into some semblance of stiffness.

		“If you’d just suck it a little bit for me, I think you’ll be pleased with the result,” he urged me, holding out his semi-hard on enticingly.

		Whenever I’m with a new guy, I expect to suck cock at least a little. I am, after all, Blowjob Barb, and the guy was probably attracted to me in the first place because of that. Getting some head from me is expected, more so than with most girls!

		So, I leaned over and ran my tongue along his fat cock head a few times, thoroughly wetting it down, and then sucked it into my mouth, still laving it with the underside to my tongue as I began to gently bob my head up and down over his lap. Wayne trembled with excitement, the more of his stiffening cock I swallowed. And something strange and wonderful began to happen—he got a lot bigger around in a hurry!

		Now, I already had figured out a long time ago that some guys were showers, and some guys were growers, meaning that some men were not much bigger when they got hard than when they were soft, because they were pretty damn impressive all the time! But Wayne was extraordinary; his dick swelled and expanded in my mouth in a way that no one’s ever had before! After a few minutes of my expert sucking, he was actually bigger around than his mighty cock head! His now-hard prick was stretching my lips like Wes’s or Don’s did—like a true porn star!

		Shocked, I slowly pulled my mouth off of his throbbing, spit-gleaming dick and took it in my right hand, which it now dwarfed! “Holy fuck! You’re amazing!” I murmured, truly impressed by how huge he’d gotten.

		The fat cylinder of male meat I now held in my hand was as big as most guys I worked with in front of the camera! It was at least ten inches long and as big around as a can of beans you might get at the supermarket!

		“Fuck me with that monster!” I cried, laying down again on my back in the middle of his well-used sleeping bag atop the sagging air mattress. “I want it!”

		“Oh, you’ll get it, Barb. Don’t worry about that. You’ll get as much of it as you can stand, before morning, but first I want to sample this hot little pussy I’ve seen on video so often,” he whispered hotly, eyeing my weeping pink slit hungrily as he moved down my reclining body. He kissed my navel and tickled it with his tongue tip and I giggled, wriggling my cunt at him, wanting him to get to licking. I was hot, as hot as I’d been in a while, and I wanted to feel this handsome beach god’s mouth on my eager pussy!

		I didn’t have to wait long for that. Wayne was utterly famished for my slippery cunt, and he wasted no time in kissing his way down my heaving tummy to my juicy folds and discovering my erect clit with his naughty tongue tip! He laved all around my throbbing bean with his teasing digit, then sucked my clit into his hot mouth and pummeled it with his tongue as he nursed on it!

		My hips came up off that half-full air mattress like it was a particularly springy trampoline. I moaned and gripped his longish hair in my fists and ground my cunt against his mouth! “Oh, eat me!” I begged, “Eat me right up!”

		And he did, sucking and licking and tongue-fucking me until I was a slippery mass of orgasmic ecstasy! He must have lapped at my pussy for twenty minutes, and I was coming for about fifteen of them! This guy could eat cunt better than most lesbians! If he could do anything with that mondo-dick of his, he’d be the best lover—far and away—that I’d ever had!

		He waited until I was sated. I laid there like I’d been shot and couldn’t move—I’d come so hard that last time—and then he straightened up, on his knees between my splayed-open legs, and set his spongy cock head against my glistening, super-sensitive cunt lips. “Do you still want it, Barb?” he asked me, knowing that I did. I nodded, too out of breath and blissfully happy to utter a word, and he slowly pushed into me, his hot stiffness against my pulsing clit, and filled up my pussy as it’s rarely been filled before.

		“Oh, fuck! There’s so much of you!” I gasped as he banged it home.

		“I told you it’d get bigger,” he said, letting out a sigh.

		“Mmmmmmm, I guess!” I purred softly, hunching my speared-open cunt up against him, trying to get comfortable with his mass.

		“How do you like it? Hard and deep, or slow and loving?” he murmured to me, drawing his magnificent cock nearly out of me again, getting ready to fuck me.

		“I like it slow sometimes, but right now, I want it fast and deep!” I urged him. “Fuck my brains loose, Wayne. Really give it to me!”

		I barely finished speaking when he drove his hips downward, impaling me once again on his majestic manhood and nailing me to the air mattress. “Ooh! Oh! Oh, God!” I chanted as he fucked me like I’ve never been fucked before, my arms coming up around his broad back and holding on for dear life as he drilled me over and over again.

		On and on the sublime fuck went, with me coming three times, the last one being one of the hottest, most soul-wrenching orgasms I’ve ever experienced in my life as he sunk himself all the way in me and kissed me passionately as he spunked me. And I mean he really spunked me! The fiery gushes of come seemed to be unending, not violent jets of jism, but gentle waves of superheated jizz that seemed to ooze into my depths like flowing lava down the side of a volcano.

		“Ooh! That was really special!” I beamed up at him as the spectacular sex finally ended.

		“It was at that,” he agreed with an answering grin that was triumphant but not bragging.

		His look didn’t say: “I’m the stud of studs!” But, rather, “that was fantastic and the next one will be even better!”

		I snuggled into him, not wanting this to end, and said, “I want you to follow me to my place and spend the night. It’s not much, but my bed is more comfortable than this air mattress.”

		He colored with embarrassment and looked away, ashamed, as he admitted, “I’d love to, but I’m out of gas and nearly out of money. I’ve been parked in this spot for a week, hitching rides up and down the coast, stopping to flash my sign, begging for money, when I spot a likely place.”

		“I’m not rich—being Blowjob Barb doesn’t pay as much as you think, despite the new Corvette! –but I’ve got enough cash to get you to my place, and my refrigerator is full of food.”

		“That’s better than hoping to beg enough money for food and gas to get out of here,” Wayne agreed excitedly, “plus, I get to sleep with Blowjob Barb instead of some beach teenies!”

		I didn’t know if that was a big deal or not, since hundreds of guys would gladly trade places with him to fuck a California beach bunny who was still in her teens—but I didn’t mention that as I got back into my clothes and helped him load up a duffel bag with clothes and toiletries and stow it away in the trunk of my new Corvette…

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Wayne

		

		We took Santa Monica Boulevard back to West Hollywood and my place, avoiding all of the late commute traffic on the freeways, and were there in twenty minutes or so. Wayne could hardly sit still in the passenger seat, jazzed to be zipping along the boulevard, with the top down, sitting next to Blowjob Barb, and shooting the shit. I stopped at a Carl’s junior and bought us a big hamburger each and some fries, in addition to some chocolate shakes. Life was suddenly good for Surfer Wayne, and he couldn’t stop smiling expansively at me as we made our way back to my nothing apartment.

		He had a surprised, slightly disappointed look on his handsome face as we turned into my complex and parked in front of my very common, shoebox-shaped apartment building. I guessed he was expecting some kind of swanky high-rise, like the one Lucy and Brad had lived in, or a nicer apartment building, with gated parking lots and groves of palm trees and elaborate shrubbery, in spite of what I had told him about me living in a downscale dump.

		“This is it. See, sucking cocks for a living doesn’t pay as well as you thought!” I told him as I shut off the motor and put up the power top, locking it down into place. “This is still better than my old van,” he replied gallantly, opening the passenger door.

		I thought back to the half-inflated air mattress with the pile of aging used rubbers next to it and had to admit that it was at that! Getting out of my new car, I carefully locked it with the key fob and retrieved his duffel bag from the trunk. “This way,” I said to him, shouldering the heavy duffel bag and leading him over to the iron railing and concrete steps that led upstairs, to my apartment.

		As we reached the second floor, he reached over and relieved me of the weighty bag and I escorted him down the narrow walkway to 212, which was me! Turning the key, I flung open the door and led him inside, suddenly glad I had taken the extra time to tidy up a little this morning before I had left for Chatsworth. It was moderately picked up and clean inside. I had just vacuumed yesterday, and dusted. And the cereal box from breakfast had been returned to the cupboard and the loaf of bread I had made toast from had been stowed away in the breadbox on the counter. Everything was ship-shape, except for the bowl and spoon in the sink, along with the dish that had held the toast and the knife I had used to butter it with.

		I didn’t think a guy who lived in a beat-up old surfer van would turn his nose up at a few dirty dishes, and sure enough, Wayne said just then, “Nice place; the building’s a little old but you keep this place nice and clean, Barb. Never figured you for the Holly Homemaker type, but there you go!”

		He wandered off to see the rest of the apartment—there wasn’t a lot more to see—and I was surprised to hear the shower in the master bathroom come on a minute later. Curious, I went into my bedroom and saw him staring at the running shower with a goofy grin on his face. “A real shower, with shampoo and soap and everything!” he turned to me and said, as if it had been a long time since he’d seen such a thing.

		“I been showering in beach showers for so long, I’d almost forgotten what a for-real bathroom looked like!” he told me excitedly as he rooted through his duffel bag and found the kit bag, containing his safety razor, deodorant, and after shave. “Got to have a real shower and a shave—where I can actually see what I’m shaving—before I do another thing!” he announced, unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off, still eyeing the shower greedily as he spoke.

		I’d already seen his body naked and up close, so he wasn’t shy about ditching his cut offs in front of me and standing totally nude before the cascading shower. His unusual cock was once again soft and resembled a thick hunk of limp pasta that had somehow miraculously pierced a fat, red plum. Gone was the mighty rod that had been jammed down into me and had given me the orgasm of my life. His non-hard dick swung loose and free in front of those huge balls as he stepped into the shower and pulled the curtain shut, so that he could lather up with my Dove bar and shampoo his long, dark-blonde mane with my bottle of Pantene.

		Watching him cavort about in the shower was fun, for a while, but I gradually got bored and wanted to join him. I undid my blouse and jeans, slipped off my bra and panties and shyly stepped into the shower with him. He was shaving, ducking his very wet head under the spray to get his manly beard soft enough for the razor to be effective, then stroking his neck and up onto his chin with the blue Gillette he held in his right hand. “Aren’t you afraid you’ll fuck up your sideburns, shaving like that, by feel, not seeing what you’re doing?” I asked him.

		“Nah! I been shaving for years, Barb. I could do it in my sleep. I’ll trim up the sideburns and do the part under my nose in front of your bathroom mirror when I get out. I’m just doing the big parts—my neck and chin and cheeks now--nothin’ to it!” He finished up his partial shave and set the razor down on the soap shelf as he finished rinsing the shampoo out of his hair. I noticed his hair was almost brown when it was wet. Only the outer part of it had been lightened by the intense sun on the beach and still looked blond. His chest hair was the same; light on the ends, dark next to his bronze skin.

		He was yummy to look at, even more so now that he was clean and freshly shaved. I’d been attracted to him on the beach, but he looked utterly delicious now, standing in my shower, all squeaky-clean and lickable all over, the cock that I knew from recent experience to get so pumped up and formidable when aroused, now hanging down so soft and harmless-looking. I was on my knees in the shower, fisting that cock and lapping at it while I did so in seconds, wanting to feel it all hard and hot in my hands once more, wanting to taste it…wanting him to come in my mouth this time, so that I could swallow his thick man-pudding this time, instead of just feeling it ooze into my pussy!

		Wayne had other ideas. He reached down and pulled me back up onto my feet and felt my juicy cunt, discovering that it was slippery inside and more than ready for his swollen cock. Wayne jammed me against the shower wall and hunched up into me, splitting my twat open with his battering ram of a cock head and sinking a few inches of hard dick into my belly. I reacted by throwing my arms around his neck and letting my body weight slowly down on his invading cock as I kissed him, I felt his unbending prick lance all the way up into me and his scratchy pubic hair pressed tight against my penetrated cunt lips.

		I whispered into his ear as he began to buck his hips up into me, “Oh, Wayne-baby, it feels so good to get fucked by you again, but I really wanted to suck you all the way off this time and swallow it all for you!”

		He started at that news, his cock sunk all the way into my cunny and his big hands cupping one of my tight little butt cheeks in each palm. He gave my ass a squeeze and fucked me again slowly, murmuring, “It’s okay; I can pull out before I come and you can still suck me off, Barb!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, sounds delicious—let’s do that!” I whispered back, wondering if he’d have enough control to stick to the plan. From my experience, men were so anxious to come when the feeling gripped them, that they lost all semblance of will power; a hot pussy in hand is worth more than the anticipation of a spectacular blowjob!

		Wayne proved to be the exception to that rule. He banged me long and hard, through a searing orgasm against the shower tiles, but slid his ready-to-shoot cock from my tight, slick confines when he was ready to come and urged me back down onto the shower floor. His wildly-inflated prick was shiny with my inner-spunk and the cascading shower water as it waved about in front of my nose! I captured it in my mouth and let its steely hardness glided it all the way into my lips, licking and sucking as I went! Wayne made a noise like he was being slowly strangled, but kept his hand against the back of my head, urging it forward until his fat cock head was partially down my throat!

		“Oh, fuck, Barb; here it is!” he bellowed, “Swallow it all! Get every drop, you hot little cocksucker!”

		Again, his magnificent dick didn’t blast out jets of come, a large rivulet of it plopped into my throat and glided down my gullet, like a gentle outpouring of really hot pudding! Another wave of super-heated goo followed the first, and then seemingly endless flows of thick, gooey jism followed that one. I was swallowing and licking for me for so long that the water pounding down on both of us began to lose heat. Wayne had to keep increasing the flow of hot water to keep us from getting chilled!

		“Sorry there was so much, but I haven’t had a decent blowjob in months!” Wayne apologized as he drew his limp, sated dick from my lips and shut off the water. “Most of my little beach buddies can’t suck cock for shit! The seem to think it’s enough, them being fourteen or so and showing you their cute little titties and cunts while they slobber all over your dick! A lot of them look shocked when you come in their mouths, like no boy has ever done that before! I guess it was enough, just getting a half-assed blowjob from the little twats for most of their boyfriends! A handjob to finish up with was okay with them.”

		I downed the last of his sticky, throat-coating come and laughed along with him, saying, “Yeah, that would probably be enough for most sixteen- or seventeen-year-old boys. A little sucking and a good handjob is their definition of heaven. And that’s how old your average thirteen- or fourteen-year-old girl’s boyfriend tends to be—just old enough to drive and to be horny all the time!”

		Wayne looked doubtful about that, so I explained that I was only eighteen, that I’d just graduated from high school a month or so ago, and that I was thus really familiar with the behavior of teenage boys.

		“You could be sixteen. You could be twenty-two, Barb!” he said, eyeing my naked body in the shower. “I mean, you’re gorgeous and sexy as hell, but it’s hard to guess your age.”

		“I’ve had lots of experience; that must be it!” I offered quickly, not wanting to dwell on the way I looked. It wasn’t that far from now to “No-Ass Nancy” in my mind!

		“You have great tits and a cute face and pretty little ass,” Wayne assured me, scooping me into his manly arms, “And I want ‘em all!”

		“Well, lets get dried off and into bed and you can definitely have them all!” I assured him with a welcoming smile, rubbing my aroused nipples against his dark-blond chest hair.

		I think we set the indoor speed record for drying off and getting into bed! All I know is, in what seemed like seconds, Wayne’s muscular body was next to mine in my queen-size bed and I was sucking his fat cock again!

		I don’t think either of us got much sleep that night. On the nights when either Don or Wes, my porn bosses, slept over, I was used to getting awakened in the night for more cocksucking or more pussy, but even those two professional horndogs would have been put to shame by Wayne’s relentless pursuit of my nubile body! I didn’t keep track of how many times we fucked that night, but it must have been dozens!

		All I know is that when I woke up in the morning, my pussy was dripping with Wayne-come, and my mouth tasted like spunk! His half-hard cock was up against my nude ass cheeks as he cuddled me in a spoon position, and his big hand totally engulfed my left titty. He was tweaking my erect nipple languidly—I don’t think he was even completely awake yet! –and his hips kept driving his semi-hared dick against my wet cunt lips!

		“Oh, alright, fuck me again!” I hissed, opening my legs for him by crooking my left leg a little so that he could breech me from behind.

		“Mmmmmmm,” he murmured as his cock slid into me. He squeezed my tit harder and began to buck into me, gliding his thickness across my clit in a way that soon had me moaning and hunching back against his half-asleep lunges.

		We balled like that for another half hour, the strokes getting harder, and deeper, as the morning wore on. By the time both of us were fully awake, we were flat-out fucking each other, and I was longing to feel his heated deposit in my overflowing pussy again, as much as he was longing to give it to me!

		“Oh, God! Fuck me, you animal!” I whined as he rammed into me, thrusting his other hand under my body and grabbing my other breast. He fondled both of them in unison as he screwed me silly and I began to orgasm for the hundredth time since we’d gotten into bed.

		All at once, I felt that familiar, oozing come-bath in my depths and knew he was coming right along with me! His spunk felt so good, slowly filling me, that I choked back a scream and bit my lower lip to keep from crying out. The phone on the nightstand began to ring, but I ignored it until we were both through orgasming.

		“Who the fuck is this and what do you want?” I rasped into the receiver as I snatched up the ringing instrument, Wayne’s dick still deep in my sated pussy and his hands still holding my naked breasts.

		Time seemed to stop for a moment, what if this was my mom? Or my dad? Neither of them would take kindly to being talked to like that by me, at seven o’clock in the morning!

		“It’s Jan,” the female voice on the other end of the line answered, dispelling my anxiety. But what was Jan doing calling so early?

		“You’ve got an early shoot at nine this morning. Don wanted me to call and remind you,” Jan offered, solving the mystery. “You’re due to suck off Dan the Dick!”

		I shuddered. Dan the Dick was one of the current Biggest Guys in Porn. I had fucked him before, for the camera, and sucked his massive cock a little too.

		I turned my head and looked back over my shoulder at Wayne, who was still kneeling behind me, squeezing my tits and with his deflating prick sunk in my oozing cunt. “Would you like to go into the studio with me today, and see me star in a video?” I asked him with a smile.

		“Sure,” he told me, “That would be cool!”

		

		****

		

		Dan and Wes and Jan all had to troop outside to see her new Vette when she drove up to the studio at a quarter to nine, and to meet Wayne, who was dressed in a Hawaiian shirt and the same ratted-out cut off jean shorts he had worn yesterday, as he lounged against the black car and smiled diffidently.

		“He’s cute! Where’d you get him?” Jan asked me in a low whisper.

		“At the beach. He’s got a super-cock,” I confided, showing off my new boyfriend and my new car proudly.

		“Well, let’s get you inside and get you naked,” Don said to me, throwing an arm possessively over my shoulders. “Dan the Dick should be here anytime now.”

		Wayne couldn’t help looking a little askance at way Don mentioned stripping me and a guy name Dan the Dick. He stared at us quizzically as Don led me inside the building and through Wes’s office and back to the shooting set. He didn’t say anything as Don unzipped my sundress and helped me out of it, leaving me clad only in a lightweight bra and my thong panties, which were red today.

		“Barb’s got great titties, not big but really pretty, doesn’t she, Wayne?” Don asked as he unsnapped the bra and tossed it to the carpet.

		“I’ve always thought she did,” Wayne replied, eyeing my naked tits possessively. “I mean, I didn’t really see ‘em until yesterday, but I’ve watched a lot of her videos.”

		“You and half of America!” Don told him. “Our little Barb is really popular. She’s the single hottest property this studio has got!”

		With that, he eased down my thong, showing off my nude butt and slick little slit to Wayne proudly. He clamped a big hand on each ass cheek, holding them open, so that my cunt and asshole were on display, and then slapped me across the ass, saying “Yessir, prime stuff here! Not a finer ass in porn! And she sucks cock like nobody else! Even Jan, in her heyday, couldn’t give a better blowjob than Barb!”

		“Well, I was known for my tits, not my blowjobs, to be fair!” Jan, who had joined Wes behind the camera, offered.

		“She’s still got awesome tits!” I chimed in eagerly, not at all comfortable with the way Don was showing me off like a prize heifer at the county fair! I wished Dan the Dick would get here, so we could get started with the day’s business and end the Blowjob Barb show!

		I got my wish, but that brought fresh problems. Dan the Dick came staggering up to the set from Wes’s office. I thought at first that he was drunk—at nine o’clock in the morning—but then we all saw his pasty-white face, and the sweat on his forehead! “I’m not feeling so great this morning,” Dan said, “But here I am!”

		“You look sick as a fuckin’ dog!” Don told him, drawing himself up to his full height and glaring down at his lead actor. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

		“I don’t know; I started feeling shitty yesterday. I almost called in to cancel, but I kept telling myself I’d be okay by today,” Dan stammered apologetically.

		“Well, you’re not! That’s obvious from just looking at you,” Don chastised him. He turned to Jan and asked, “Can we get that O’Brian kid or Fireplug Parker, or somebody else?”

		“I’m sure we can get somebody by the end of the day,” Jan assured him. “But it will take some time and some phone calls. We’ll lose the morning for sure, unless we get very lucky.”

		I thought fast, seeing how upset and frustrated Don was, gesturing to Wayne and saying, “How about giving my new friend a try? He’s awesome in bed, and he had the most unusual way of coming! I bet the camera will just love it!”

		Don regarded Wayne appraisingly, his demeanor doubtful as he asked, “What’s so…unusual about the way he comes?”

		“There’s always a lot, but it doesn’t shoot out,” I explained. “Wayne comes in slow, easy waves, like a volcano erupting and the lava flowing out! It just sort of flows down his big dick in thick, white sheets of jizz!”

		“Thick, white sheets, eh? That sounds cool,” Don mumbled, eyeing Wayne even more dubiously. “Okay, kid; we’ll give you three grand to fuck Barb and get sucked off by her on camera. How does that sound?”

		Wayne looked at me fearfully and I smiled back at him. He hadn’t bargained for appearing naked in a porn video this morning when he’d left my place and he looked none too sure about the way things were going.

		“It’ll be okay, baby; I’ll suck you so nice,” I promised him as I stepped over to him and began undoing his cut offs. “And I’ll fuck you so great…you’ll forget the camera is even here!”

		He smiled nervously back at me as I stripped off his Hawaiian shirt and shorts, leaving him totally nude except for his sandals!

		“Whoa! Wait a minute—what kind of cock is that?” Don cried out as Wayne’s unspectacular dick came into view.

		I looked down at the familiar sight of his noodle-limp manhood, topped by his fat red plum of a cock head and looked up at Don, begging him to “Wait a minute,” and see what happened. I got out of my sundress, bra and panties in record time and drug Wayne onto the bed, on set, with me, praying that he wouldn’t turn out to be one of those guys who had trouble performing in front of an audience and a camera.

		But Wayne surprised me, his cock getting hard very quickly as I sucked it and fisted it; the stalk of his prick soon reaching at least the circumference of his impressive cock head as it stiffened up. “Holy fuck! Look at that thing grow!” Jan’s surprised voice reached us, and I glanced up to see her leaning in to better see Wayne’s mighty cock swelling to life before her eyes!

		Don didn’t say a word, he merely manned the video camera and zeroed in on the miracle dick-growth it was witnessing and recording. As soon as Wayne was fully erect, and that didn’t take long, I mounted up on him, jiggling my titties for the camera as I slid down his long cock and twerked my ass over it as I impaled myself on it. “Oh, baby; your pussy feels so good!” Wayne murmured as I engulfed him fully. “So hot and wet and slick!”

		“Your cock is great, too, darling,” I assured him, starting to rut up and down on his upraised manhood, my boobs shimmying and shaking for him. He reached up and claimed them in his palms, squeezing and tweaking as he fucked up into me. I moaned with pure pleasure and twisted my body in a cork-screwing fashion as I rode him, seeking still more of his cock against my throbbing clitty.

		“That’s it, Barb! Fuck him like you really mean it!” Don directed me. “Work that little pussy for him!”

		“Goddamn, she’s hot!” Dan the Dick said, looking on intently, his huge prick clearly hard in his slacks. “I’m sick as a motherfucker this morning, but she still makes me want to fuck her!”

		I came atop Wayne’s delicious cock! Dan’s praise for my hotness, coupled with what my new boyfriend’s cock was doing to my pussy, and the way Don, Wes, and Jan were staring at me so enviously—it all combined to make me as turned on as I could be! I squealed with delight, thrust my titties into Wayne’s adoring hands and simply came like a wild woman as I rode him!

		“S-Someone said something about a blowjob,” Wayne stammered as I reached the peak of my orgasm and returned to sanity. His hard cock was pulsing inside me, and I was half amazed that he hadn’t come right along with me. But he somehow hadn’t! I grinned at him and eased his ready-to-pop erection out of my satisfied pussy and began to rapidly kiss my way down his long, lean torso, nuzzling both of his manly nipples with my lips and tickling his belly button with the tip of my tongue as I went. I rubbed my face in his thick pubic pelt and kissed his slippery dick’s base, tasting my own pussy oil on it.

		I loved the way cunt juice tasted, thanks to Jan and my many subsequent scenes with other women, but I liked my own cunt oil the best! I moved my lips up the hot hardness quickly, savoring the taste of my pussy juice on the firm flesh and popped the thick head into my eager mouth. Wayne sighed and I pursed my lips around his monster cock and began to suck hard as I tongued him. I used all my Blowjob Barb tricks on him as I nursed, making him groan and reach for my hair with his fingers, to make sure I wasn’t going to pull away.

		He needn’t have worried about that—I was in the zone now, licking and sucking and swallowing pre-come passionately. I couldn’t wait for the first ooze of his warm spunk into my mouth, and I didn’t have long to wait for that! Wayne gave a strangled cry that he was coming, and suddenly my mouth was awash in pungent, thick goo that slid automatically down my throat so fast that I almost forgot where I was! Lucy’s words from months ago about “showing the camera the come” came back to me and I opened my lips so all could see Wayne spunking my mouth and tongue over and over again with his gently-pulsing waves of white jism.

		“Fuckin’ Vesuvius!” Wes murmured in admiration.

		“Lava flowing, for fucking sure!” Don chimed in, keeping the camera on Wayne’s seemingly never-ending waves of jizz.

		“Yum, yum; looks so creamy!” Jan whispered enviously as she stared at the deluge cascading down my boyfriend’s throbbing shaft.

		I clamped my lips closed and sucked, half afraid that Jan would whip off her clothes and get on the bed with us, demanding some of the copious spunk for herself. Wayne came for another minute, easily, while I sucked and swallowed for the camera. The big lights went off and the camera was silent, but still Wayne kept oozing out jism and I kept my lips sealed around his prick. Don produced a “bitch-roll” of hundred-dollar bills and tossed it onto the bed next to Wayne’s nude body and told him, “There’s three-thousand there, just like I promised. You can count it if you’d like. Stop by Wes’s office before you leave today, to fill out all the paperwork, so Uncle Sam will be happy, kid. And welcome to Dynamic Video Productions.”

		

		****

		

		Things were great for a few weeks, with Wayne and I fucking every night, and at the studio during the day. We went to the beach on our days off and he taught me to surf.

		But then Don asked Wayne if he’d like to do a few teen girl interview videos for the Teens Try Sucking series, and I found myself on set, getting paid to watch my boyfriend get his wanger sucked by a bunch of porn wannabe’s from Florida and Ohio and Kansas! Then he fucked Jan on camera as a favor to Don and Wes—they were desperate for some more Surfer Wayne content for their website! Jan was just an anonymous set of awesome tits and a cute pussy--they didn’t even show her pretty face—but she did her usual great job of fucking like a real pro and Wayne was mildly smitten with her for days afterward.

		We fought about that; Jan felt awful about it, but there it was. It was weeks before Wayne reached what Jan called the Porn Star Realization; that none of what happened on set was real, no matter how real it seemed at the time. A great fuck was just that—a great fuck! There was no love involved, no true feelings!

		By the time Wayne reached his epiphany, we had grown far apart, so he moved out into his own place and I went back to living the solitary life of being an occasional, one-night diversion for Don or Wes, or for Wayne! He’s still call me, late at night, when he’d struck out at the beach, despite his fancy new surfer van and his fame as big-dicked Surfer Wayne! He’d come slinking up to my door and I—God help me! –would let him in. Or sometimes, I’d call him, after a particularly hard day of being alone, except for some ape that would use my body on set as Don ordered both of us around like performing animals in a circus.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Rick, Again

		

		I was just about fed up with my life as Blowjob Barb when, out of the blue, I bumped into Rick Simmons again. I was trying something that Don and Wes had been urging me to do ever since I’d signed up with them. Lots of porn stars and porn starlets, like me, made a lot of loot dancing nude at various strip joints around the country. The owners of Dynamic Video Productions didn’t care so much about me earning a few extra coins as they did about me boosting my subscriber profile. And by shaking my naked ass for pervs around the nation, I’d be attracting a bigger crowd to their website!

		Anyway, that’s how I came to be naked and dancing around like a demented jaybird at a place called the Kitty Klub in Santa Ana one night, scooping up fives and a few twenties, and a shitload of one-dollar bills after my set, when I looked up and saw Rick Simmons seated at a table near the stage with a group of guys about his age one night. I had just turned nineteen myself a few days ago and I knew Rick was only a month older than me, so there was no way he could be in an alcohol-serving club like this one legally.

		He recognized me and I recognized him. He stood up from the table and sidled up to the stage, handing me a five; shyly, like a guy on a first date might offer flowers to a girl. “Hey, Barb, long time no see, huh?”

		“You must have a good fake ID!” I replied, accepting the five and adding it to the wad of currency in my right fist. “Good enough to get in most places.” He answered, eyeing my naked breasts as if he hadn’t seen them in a long time—which he hadn’t.

		“Come backstage and have a beer with me,” I offered, curious as to what he’d been up to since I’d last seen him. “I can’t drink out here; fuckin’ liquor laws! It’s okay for an eighteen-year-old girl to show everything she’s got onstage and to serve liquor, as long as she covers up her pussy while she’s serving it. But she can’t drink any of it, or they’ll shut the place down!”

		I glanced over at the table full of his friends and added, “Just you, not your pals, okay? Let them find their own girls. The management wouldn’t like it if I had a whole troop of fake ID carriers back in the dressing room, guzzling free beer!”

		“How about just one other guy, Sammy? It’s his birthday and we’re out celebrating. I told him I might introduce him to B.J. Barb and he about shit! He’s a super big fan.”

		I hoped Sammy was cute; several of Rick’s friends were cute, in that college freshman way. I said, “Okay, but just Sammy. The others will have to wait out here.”

		“Got you, Barb. I’ll just collect Sammy and be right on back,” he answered eagerly.

		“I’ll square it away with Ox, he’s the backstage bouncer,” I assured Rick as I stood up with my haul of cash and strutted through the moth-eaten red curtains behind me. I saw Ox, the hulking bouncer sitting on his three-legged stool, like a huge, hungry vulture perched on a bare branch, waiting for a likely victim at the back of the club, where he could monitor both the rear entrance to the club and the door leading backstage.

		“I’ve got an old friend and a pal of his coming back to visit me, Ox. Let ‘em through, okay? And show ‘em which door is mine.”

		He nodded and flashed me the same leering grin he had for all the nude dancers, saying, “I saw your latest video, Barb. It’s even hotter than your dancing!”

		I smiled at him, thinking, I hope so! I took it up the butt from that fucking Fireplug Parker in that video—that guy fucks like a jackhammer! –and I just wiggle around with all my clothes off at this club, like I did back in high school at a Friday night dance, only naked!

		I waved, so I wouldn’t have to speak further with the grinning lout and opened the door to my dressing room and disappeared inside. The place was as worn-out looking as the rest of the Pussy Palace—which was what we girls called the Kitty Klub among ourselves. I had a dressing table, with a cheesy lighted mirror, for putting on make-up, and a settee and a folding chair, by way of furniture. There was a small communal bathroom down the hall, and a break room, with a refrigerator and a beat-up kitchen table and chairs and a microwave. A few of the girls brought sack lunches and put them in the fridge, but the rest of us just brought beer and chilled wine and settled for the heat-and-eat burritos from the bar. I’d tried a corndog one night, just for variety, and found out why most of the girls stuck to the largely tasteless burritos or got take out from the Jack-In-the-Box down the street.

		That fucking corndog was terrible! And it gave me gas so bad I thought I’d explode up onstage! I couldn’t wait for my set to conclude, so I could jog back to my dressing room and indulge in the luxury of a private, noisy fart! I giggled like an idiot at the mental picture of myself, trying to look seductive and sexy up on stage, letting out a howler of a fart like that—I bet I wouldn’t have gotten any tips for that little performance!

		I tossed my discarded costume on the folding chair and sat down at the dressing table to count my money from my last performance. In addition to the twelve dollars an hour, minimum wage, I was earning as a temporary employee of the Pussy Palace, I had racked up a whopping fifty-four dollars in tips so far tonight, after two sets. I had two more to do and the midnight show was usually good for forty dollars or so, all by itself, so I was having what constituted a big night for this dump!

		There was a soft knock on the door and then it opened and Rick and a nice-looking kid came in and ogled me sitting nude at my dressing table, counting my money.

		“Welcome to the lush world of adult entertainment!” I grinned over at the two, tapping the pile of bills on my beat-up dressing table and gesturing at my broken-down surroundings. “They told me at the studio that this would result in a nice little side-income for me and would boost my website subscriptions and my DVD sales; lying fuckers!”

		“This isn’t so bad, Barb,” Rick said quickly. “You got your own dressing room, and I bet you knock down a couple of hundred a night in tips. You ought to see the break room at the tire outfit me and Sammy work at! It’s a dump, compared to this! And I bet we don’t make near what you make it a day!” He realized that he hadn’t introduced me to Sammy, who was a big, overstuffed teddy bear of a guy, with bright blond hair and freckles on his big, round face. He stood behind Rick, taking it all in, a goofy, I’m-glad-to-be-here smile on his face, staring at the stack of cash, my bare nipples, and the general faded ambience of a for-real stripper’s dressing room. “This, by the way, is Sammy,” Rick finally said, indicating his star-struck pal. I stood up from the dressing table and shook his hand, my titties shaking right along with the handshake.

		“I understand it’s your birthday, and that you’re a big fan,” I greeted him, using the lower, breathier voice I used in my videos where there was audio, as well as video.

		“I guess so! I’ve seen all your videos, going back to the first ones, with Rick and that other guy!” Sammy announced breathlessly.

		“Oh, yeah, old dickless Brad!” Rick commented cruelly.

		“Whatever happened to him?” I asked.

		“He and Lucy are living up in the valley. She’s hookin’ and he’s countin’ the money, last I heard,” Rick replied.

		Gone was the angst over his friend getting his balls shot off and his dick blown in two, I thought to myself.

		“And you’re working in a tire shop?” I asked him. “What happened to U.C.L.A. and that basketball scholarship?”

		“Ah, it didn’t work out!” Rick said dismissively.

		“He wasn’t good enough,” Sammy chimed in quickly. “He still talks about it all the time, at the shop.”

		“That fuckin’ Rosen stole my spot!” Rick shot back bitterly. “He’s still suckin’ the coach’s dick, I bet!”

		Rob Rosen was the starting U.C.L.A. point guard and everyone said he was going to go high in the NBA draft next year. I didn’t really follow basketball anymore, especially college hoops, but everyone knew who Rob Rosen was! He was going to be the next Stephen Curry, according to the sports columnists, no dick sucking required!

		I just looked at Rick and he looked away, clearly embarrassed that he had failed to measure up. I walked over to the dressing room door and said, “How about those beers? Is Coors okay?”

		The boys assured me that Coors was just fine and I opened the door and padded down the hall to the break room, still in the nude, nodding to my fellow dancers as I passed their open doors until I reached the refrigerator. I got two beers for my guests and one for me and made my way back down the hall. Sammy was still glancing nervously around the room when I returned, but Rick had made himself at home, sitting down on the threadbare settee. I moved my costume off the folding chair, slipping on my see-through panties as I did so and pointing at the chair as I handed the cold Coors to Sammy. “Why don’t you sit down?” I urged him as I handed the other beer to Rick and resumed my seat at the dressing table.

		“Now, Sammy, you’re a long-time viewer, what do you like best about my site?” I asked the nervous big boy as he sipped his beer.

		“That’s easy! It’s your blowjobs; they’re the hottest thing I’ve ever seen!” he answered quickly.

		“Oh, don’t you like the way I fuck? Or take it up the ass?” I teased him gently, rolling my naked tits around for his viewing pleasure.

		“Y-You do everything great!” Sammy rushed to assure me, his face turning red. “But I still like your blowjobs the best.”

		“How about you, Rick? Since you and I were boyfriend and girlfriend at one time, you’ve had me every way there is to have me; which do you like best?” I asked my former flame as he sprawled out on the settee, drinking his beer contentedly.

		“Well, now; it’s been a while, Barb. I’d have to sample it all again, in order to render a definitive opinion!” he said, unzipping his slacks suggestively, a huge, shit-eating grin on his still very handsome face.

		“Go ahead. Get it out and I’ll suck it a little for you, but I’m not going to fuck you or do anal with you in this dressing room. Even a shithole club like this has some rules!” I informed him with a catty little smile.

		I turned to Sammy while Rick fumbled with his pants, getting them open and fishing out his limp dick, “How about you, birthday boy; wouldn’t you like a little sample of Blowjob Barb’s skills as a birthday present for a true fan?”

		Sammy turned an even brighter red as he floundered around with his zipper and strived to undo his jeans for me. I smiled at his nervousness, slipping off of the seat and onto my knees, I crossed the ratty carpet to his folding chair on my knees, my bare breasts bouncing enticingly as I moved and shooed his ham-fisted hands away from his fly. With a confidence born of a lot of practice, I eased open his zipper, undid the snap holding his jeans closed, and reached into his boxers, extracting his very normal-sized cock and holding it in my palm.

		“Ooh, what a nice one! I’m going to enjoy sucking this pretty cock!” I told him encouragingly, staring past his shoulder to Rick, who was watching my moves with a smirk plastered across his face. He was glad I was paying such attention to his friend. I sensed he had bragged about his past relationship with me to everyone who would listen at the tire shop and now he was giving them the final proof that all he had said was true!

		I licked all around Sammy’s cock head and then took it deep; all the way to his curly, blond pubic thatch in one head-lunge, tonguing and sucking as I went. Sammy sucked in his breath: Blowjob Barb was actually sucking his cock! It was like a dream come true, and I didn’t want to let him down. I bobbed my head and lapped at the unspectacular hunk of manhood like it belonged to the hottest guy in Hollywood! I nursed hard at its firmness and tickled his balls with my tongue tip. In no time, after I resumed my steady suction on his primed-to-explode dick, he was moaning with delight and ready to shoot off in my mouth.

		“Oh, Sammy! Give it to me! Let me taste your hot cream!” I panted theatrically before I plunged my mouth down once again on his short prick. Sammy whined as if I was whipping him. He scooted about in the chair and latched onto my long brown locks and held me in place as he rammed his spurting manhood into my throat and delivered jet after jet of runny, very hot nut juice into my waiting gullet. I swallowed noisily for him and that set off another deluge of the thin cock cream. He drained his average-sized nuts into my mouth and I ate it all for him!

		“Oh! Oh, God, I’m sorry there’s so much, but it’s been so long!” he wheezed as his spunk started to run out and he went soft in between my lips. I felt for him, because Sammy was so tongue-tied with girls! I could envision some dowdy girl fucking him, just because she got so little action and he didn’t either. And I could picture him jacking off to my net-porn. But I couldn’t see him getting his very ordinary cock sucked off regularly. Sammy wasn’t an attractive young man, with his pudgy build and his plain, round face. It was possible that this was his first blowjob ever!

		I licked off his cock head and put him away, asking slyly, “How did you like that, Sammy? Was it all you expected?”

		“Oh, God, Barb. You have no idea!” he said gratefully, beaming down at me.

		I patted Sammy on the knee and made my way around him, still naked and on my knees to Rick, who now had his slacks open and his familiar dick out and hard in his fist. He mimed “Thanks” and I nodded,

		“Oh, Barb, you haven’t lost your touch!” he murmured as I swirled my spunky tongue around his cock head and sucked it all the way into my mouth. “I’m gonna’ come fast, just like Sammy did,” he warned me. “I know you haven’t got all night.”

		I had over an hour before I had to be onstage again, but I didn’t tell him that. I just sucked and swallowed when he came, which was in a few minutes. His load was very familiar to me, just like his dick had been. It was as rich and creamy and hot as I had remembered it being, from all the times I had blown him before. Not as much as some nights, but enough. Rick, unlike his friend, Sammy, was getting laid regularly.

		I wondered if some anonymous girl was waiting at home for him. I wondered if she’d smell my perfume on him as I nestled my cheek into his crotch and kissed his limp dong.

		Probably not. Rick wasn’t stupid. He’d no doubt take a shower before he fucked her and wash all my smell off of himself. I wondered it she’d be prettier than me; if she’d have bigger tits? I fantasized that she’d be a hot little thing, like Jan, at the office, with big tits and a sumptuous ass and a knockout face.

		But could she suck dick like me? Not impossible, but not likely. Few girls could!

		“Did you miss me?” I asked Rick, out of impulse.

		“I missed your lips around my cock,” he replied, and I sensed that he was being truthful. Other girls could fuck as well as me. And other girls could take it up the ass as well as I did. But nobody could suck cock like I did, and both of us knew it!

		

		****

		

		I was really horny, after giving those two blowjobs and getting nothing in return except a belly full of jism, so I gave Rick my phone number and address and told him he could call me later, after he’d dropped his work buddies off and the Pussy Palace had closed down for the night. I told him that maybe we’d get together and fuck the rest of the night away, and he seemed interested in that, so maybe there wasn’t a live-in girlfriend waiting for him at home.

		Sammy was so sweet and starry-eyed when he and Rick departed my dressing room that I almost hoped Rick brought him along to my place later. Sammy had an ideal dick for anal—not too big around or too long—and I could see him doubling me with Rick: he’d be so excited at the prospect of butt-fucking Blowjob Barb while she got a buddy’s dick up her pussy at the same time! It was all so deliciously nasty! So, I indicated to Rick that he could bring his friend along later, if we got together.

		My pussy was on fire the rest of the night, at the thought of double-fucking Rick and Sammy, and it must have showed in my dancing! I made more tips during the midnight show that night than I had ever attracted in my life, even on the East Coast, where I was kind of a thing! Blowjob Barb was really famous out there. I had thousands of subscribers and they couldn’t wait to see me in person and dancing naked!

		One fat old guy in Boston had offered me a thousand bucks for what I had just given Sammy backstage for free, but from his expensive, flashy suit and his demeanor, I had guessed that he was mobbed up, so I had said “no” to blowing him, much to his surprise. He and the two younger, leaner guys with him—who I was sure were packing guns under their pin-striped suits—all gave me stern looks as they left the club, so I had been pretty sure I had made the right decision.

		I finished the two more dance sets my contract called for and left he Kitty Klub just as they were closing down at two in the morning, hopping into my Corvette with a purse full of cash, and drove home to West Hollywood. The phone in my purse started ringing as soon as I walked in my place and Rick was on the other end, sounding drunker than he had when we’d said our good-byes at the club a couple of hours earlier. I asked him if he could still get his dick hard and he replied that he could, for a hot babe like Blowjob Barb, so I told him he could come over right away.

		‘Right away’ proved sooner than I had anticipated! It turned out that he and Sammy were in Rick’s car when he called, and that car was parked right down the street from my apartment building. Five minutes after I broke the connection on the phone call, Rick and his tall, well-upholstered friend were ringing my doorbell as I peered out through the ‘fisheye’ peephole in the middle of the front door!

		I had been changing out of the clothes I’d worn to work when the doorbell went off and I was now clad in just my thong panties. My bra and dress were in on the bed, where I had tossed them before I ran to answer the door, so, if I opened the door now, I’d be topless and almost naked! Oh, well, I thought to myself; they’d both seen me naked at the club, both onstage and later, in my dressing room! And I had been changing into a seduction-oriented negligee and sheer panty outfit just now, when they’d arrived. What difference did my partial nudity make?

		“Hi, boys, Blowjob Barb at your service. Can I offer each of you a beer?” I said brightly as I opened the door wide and showed off my naked titties and my panty-clad ass.

		“Á beer would be fine, Barb, but I see what we’re really interested in already,” Rick answered with a leer, ogling my fully displayed body.

		“Oh, these old things?” I said, fondling my own tits for them. “Or this?” I moved my hands down to my gossamer panties and my ass, which I twerked and slapped for them. “They’re both all over the internet! You can see them anytime you like!”

		I reached out and gently caressed Rick’s handsome face, patting his cheeks teasingly as I added,” And you, Rick Simmons, you naughty boy; you’ve been seeing them naked since I was a little girl in high school!”

		He stepped into my apartment, followed by Sammy, who nervously closed the door and locked it. Rick appraised my nude titties a moment more and then reached out and hefted them. “I think they’re bigger and rounder than they used to be,” he breathed heavily, thumbing my semi-erect nipples as he bounced my knockers in his palms and stared into my eyes hungrily.

		“Of course, they are. I’m not fifteen anymore!” I admonished him, embarrassed.

		He unzipped his slacks and took out his rigid cock, stroking it as he continued to stare at my tits. “This is bigger than it used to be too,” he said.

		“Is it? It didn’t seem that much bigger, earlier, when I sucked it for you!” I said, eyeing his hard on doubtfully. I reached down and grabbed it and began leading him back into the bedroom by it. “Let’s go in here, where the light is better, and I’ll tell you if it’s bigger or not,” I said teasingly to him, over my shoulder, as I led him along. “You too, Sammy, if you want some of this!” I reached down with my free hand and slid my panties off my ass and walked out of them, entering the bedroom completely naked.

		“You can have my ass, while Rick does my pussy!” I told Sammy as we reached the bed. I cleared my discarded dress and bra off the bespread and located the big tube of sex gel I kept under the right pillow for emergencies—in case I ran into a likely man for an ass fuck--and tossed it to Sammy. “Grease me up while Rick gets my pussy ready to fuck,” I told the hulking Sammy. “Get me good and slick back there before you ass-fuck me!”

		“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he answered dutifully, unscrewing the cap partially before he started shedding his sport coat, tee shirt and jeans. Rick had worn less than his friend tonight, just a logo tee shirt and dress slacks, shooting for the Hollywood hottie look, I guess, so he was able to get naked a lot quicker. He still had the body, long, ropey muscles and a great tan, and all that long, sun-bleached blond hair, and I felt my nipples stiffening even more and my pussy getting really wet as I looked at that dreamy torso and that thin little waist!

		I looked down at the cock in my hand and saw, now that I was taking my time and really looking at it carefully, that Rick’s dong was a little bigger, thicker, and heavier than it had been back in high school! It was now a young man’s dick, not a high school hotshot’s cock!

		I worked the skin up and down a few times and was rewarded with a big, clear drop of pre-come that came oozing out of the fat cock head as I stroked it. I couldn’t resist bending down and licking it up. It was just as sweet and manly as I remembered it to be, and I savored the taste of Rick in my mouth again, after all the cocks that had followed his into my lips!

		“Oh, suck it, Barb! Nobody sucks cock like you!” Rick said, right on cue, thrusting his prick into my mouth.

		We found ourselves in the middle of my bed moments later, locked in a grunting, groaning sixty-nine, with Sammy watching our every move, his naked cock getting hard immediately. He clutched the tube of sex lube like a man who didn’t know what it was for, waving it around like wand, as if it might leap out of the tube and grease up my asshole by itself as Rick and I sucked genitals together! His cock felt like it went an inch further into my throat when he mouth-fucked me, and it stretched my lips a little more, too. Not porn star big, but big enough! I couldn’t wait to feel it in my cunt again after all these months and I could tell from the way he was gobbling up my pussy and raping my mouth that he could hardly wait for that either!

		I was on top of the frantic sixty-nine, shaking my ass around, hoping to catch Sammy’s attention. I was damned if I was going to dry-fuck him! I mean, the guy’s dick wasn’t a monster by any means, but it was still a cock—a young man’s cock that could really tear up a girl’s asshole if she wasn’t careful!

		At last, he got the idea! Just when Rick’s wanger was swollen up to fullness, when I knew I was either going to have to blow him again, or fuck, I felt Sammy’s fat finger slide tentatively into my nether hole and begin to lube it up! I moaned around Rick’s cock and wriggled my ass back on his exploring finger, hoping he would get the message and really start to lube me up fully. Sammy gasped as my ass sleeve of muscle clamped down around his invading finger—my pussy was contracting with spasms of pleasure now, from all of Rick’s hot tongue work—and my butt sheath was contracting right along with it!

		My previous conclusions about this guy came flooding back in an instant. Some girl, probably a very plain-looking girl, not ugly, but not a raving beauty either, had no doubt fucked Sammy once or a couple of times, but she hadn’t given him a blowjob, or an ass-fuck! He was strictly feeling his way along from watching hours of net-porn while he jacked off to it. He’d had no experience with a hot slut like Blowjob Barb before! But he’d probably daydreamed about it often enough.

		I was his fantasy girl, come to life! I was every dirty thought he’d ever jerked off to! I was Blowjob Barb, the infamous sex queen of the internet, as far as he was concerned!

		I resolved right there to give him his fantasies! I tossed my hips back onto his finger, burying it full in my anal sheath, and, spitting out Rick’s cock for a moment, I growled, “Really lube it up, Sammy! Don’t you want to…fuck me in the ass?”

		Sammy reacted like a guy who’s just been tased! He eased his finger out, shot a huge wad of slippery gel into my gaped-open anus, and gently pushed his finger all the way back in! I mewled with pleasure and anticipation as I recaptured Rick’s momentarily ignored cock with my lips and swallowed him right down to his golden pubes again.

		The three of us continued on for what must have been five minutes, with me getting antsy to get fucked—my clit was throbbing hard under Rick’s frantic licking and Sammy’s insistent asshole stimulation—and Rick had to either fuck or shoot off in my mouth. All at once, he pulled his dick free from my sucking lips and whispered, “Need to fuck you now, Barb. I really need to!”

		We scrambled into position with Rick flat on his back, so I could ride him cowgirl and mash my sensitive nipples down into his sparse blond chest hair while, hopefully, Sammy got with the program and took my ass from behind at the same time! It was good for Rick and me, I could feel his hot, hard cock against my slippery clit with each up and down pass, and my titties were on fire as they rubbed against his pecs!

		Sammy hung back, no longer fingering me, but eyeing my lubed-up rosebud eagerly all the while. Desperate for the feel of two cocks ravaging me at the same time, I twisted my neck around and whispered urgently, “Fuck me, Sammy! Fuck me right in the ass!”

		He knee-walked forward, like a man in a trance, and I felt his hard cock head against my eager anus. Using all of his vast bulk, he lurched into me, and my well lubed anus parted for him and I felt all six inches of his rock-hard cock up my ass at once!

		I sucked in my breath, hard, and began to fuck again, using the unique, rolling motion I had long ago learned in porn, for taking two dicks at once. Rick moaned at how good it felt to fuck me with an accomplice---Sammy’s dick was gliding up and down my rectal sheath in perfect time with Rick’s making a similar trip up and back my normal fuck-hole. I knew he could feel his pal’s firmness right through the thin wall that separated them, because I could feel it as they frantically double-fucked me! My clitty was singing with bliss and my nipples danced against Rick’s rough chest hair as I ground then down against him.

		“Oh, Barb, this is so hot!” Rick babbled from underneath me. “It’s been so long since we’ve done this. And I was in your ass and old Brad was in your cunt!”

		I remembered that night; that long-ago shoot! I had come so hard; Wes and Don had been ecstatic about that footage. It had helped to cement my fame on the net as Blowjob Barb! Thousands of guys have seen it, replayed it, and jacked off to it!

		I started to come. I couldn’t help it; the memory of that past triumph as well as Rick’s cock right at the moment, and Sammy’s grinding away in my ass, were simply too much for me! “Oh, fuck; it feels good to get it like this, from two studs at once!” I bellowed as I went off, my ass and pussy contracting at the same time. I felt Sammy buck in my ass and a tidal wave of hot jizz inundated me just as Rick went off in my cunt!

		`We clung together for long moments, both the boys draining their nuts into me, and then broke apart, Sammy easing out first, followed by a huge deluge of spunk, which ran down onto Rick’s balls in a waterfall of thin jizz. “Way to go, numbnuts!” Rick castigated him, “Coming all over me!”

		“Sorry,” Sammy murmured.

		“Oh, don’t worry about it; happens all the time with DP’s,” I said to Sammy. “Part of the downside to doing two guys at once.”

		“You ought to know, having done thousands of those scenes!” Rick snapped at me.

		“Oh, I doubt I’ve done thousands!” I replied sarcastically. Maybe dozens but not thousands!

		“Whatever! You’re a hot bitch, Barb. You always were,” Rick said, moving over to the side of the bed to get out of it.

		“Hot enough to want to see again?” I asked him, looking up at him from the center of the bed as he pulled his tee shirt and slacks back on. “You have my number and you know where I live now.”

		I looked over at Sammy, who was struggling back into his jeans and tee shirt, and said, “Tonight was fun, but it doesn’t always have to be a threesome. You’d be welcome all by yourself, you know.”

		

		****

		

		Sammy surprised me by dropping by after work a few days later, all by himself; still dirty from the tire shop and sweaty and horny. I showered with him, blew him, and let him fuck me the conventional way, in the conventional hole, with me on my back and him in between my spread legs, humping away. We didn’t talk much. I knew what he’d come for and I gave it to him.

		Rick didn’t call for a whole week, wanting to show me he didn’t really need me, I guess. But then he came over and I gave him the same treatment I’d given Sammy, days earlier.

		He didn’t mention Sammy’s visit and neither did I, so I wondered if they’d talked about it at work. Instead, Rick shocked me by saying, “We could pool our earnings and get us into a nicer place; something like Brad and Lucy had, until the shooting.” He looked at me, gauging my reaction before adding, I could do a few scenes with you, if you wanted. That would give us even more money.”

		I shook my head and said, “You’re not well hung enough for porn, babe. You’re pretty enough but your dick isn’t quite big enough to interest most of the pervs who watch loops,” I sat up in bed and told him, “I shot a blowjob scene today with a kid who had an honest-to-God eleven incher! And it was thick enough that I about dislocated my jaw sucking him off. He came like an elephant when he came, too.”

		Rick looked like I’d just stomped on his balls, so I asked him, “Do you think you could get used to that; knowing that I was sucking and fucking huge dicks while you mounted tires all day?”

		“Maybe, if you saved some hot stuff for me at night,” he replied with a wicked grin. “You seemed horny enough tonight, after fucking old elephant-dick today!”

		“Oh, I came on set today with him,” I told Rick honestly. “It’s like part of the job; a part I must confess I really enjoy. But it doesn’t mean anything! I enjoyed what we did together just now as much or more than what I did with Ron on set today. He’s got a great dick, but he’s kind of full of himself, the way a lot of those porn guys are.”

		“I have to see him! When will that loop be out?” Rick shocked me by asking.

		“It might be up already,” I told him truthfully. “There’s not a lot to edit in my scenes.”

		We got up out of bed, at Rick’s insistence, and I fired up my laptop, searching for today’s scene with Ron Darling, Wes and Don’s newest hot dick star. We found it easily enough, under the New And Hot! category on the Dynamic Video Productions website.

		Rick started, when he saw how handsome and muscular Ron was. He was a dark-haired weightlifter with huge pecs and biceps to go along with his massive dick. He fucked me like a hurricane and Rick said, “Hot damn, girl. I’m surprised you wanted any dick at all tonight, after getting fucked like that today!”

		“I told you he made me come,” I whispered to Rick, reaching over and stroking his half hard dick again. “How can any girl not come, getting balled like that?”

		“New Corvette. Lots of money, hard cocks the size of Coke cans every day at work…guess you’re not going to give up being Blowjob Barb to shack up with a tire-wrestler anytime soon, eh?” Rick muttered, staring at the computer screen, where I was busily sucking Ron’s big cock back to full hardness.

		“Depends on the tire-wrestler and how hot he is, I guess,” I whispered to Rick, giving his own hard prick a vigorous handjob.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Reality Proves Hard

		

		We got married in the summer and went on a honeymoon we couldn’t really afford, driving the Corvette to the Grand Canyon, taking a looping route through Nevada, stopping in Vegas and losing a couple of hundred dollars we couldn’t afford to lose at the Mirage. Rick and I returned home, to our new high-rise apartment, flat broke, with our credit cards maxed out, but happy.

		I went back to work right away—we desperately needed the money—at my new job as a receptionist at a legal outfit in Alhambra. The head lawyer was getting sloppy blowjobs from me at lunch twice a week, but Rick didn’t know that, and I wasn’t about to tell him. The guy had recognized me as Blowjob Barb during the interview and he’s made it known that if I got hired, I owed him a few B.J.’s in return for not ratting me out to the rest of the office.

		That was okay by me, because he was tall, handsome, and in great shape for a forty-two-year-old, and he had a beautiful cock! He’d fuck me once in a while, bending me over his big mahogany desk so I was reminded of my old high school principal, Mr. Harmon, so it all seemed kind of familiar, somehow. My new lover, Travis Lowell, attorney at law, made sure I got paid more than any receptionist in the firm’s history had—though it still wasn’t nearly as much as I’d made with Wes and Don, sucking dicks in front of the camera.

		Rick and I were relatively happy for the first few months, until Don called late one night, wanting my new address, so he could “drop off some paperwork from the office” that he claimed I should have signed before I left. I had long ago told Rick about both Wes and Don fucking me from time to time at home, away from the studio, so he knew what to expect when Don showed up at after eleven on a work night, with a handful of paperwork and a semi-hard dick lurking behind his chinos. We offered him a cocktail—it was obvious that it wasn’t his first of the night—and he ended up in the bedroom with us an hour later, fucking my pussy and sucking my tits while my new husband rode my ass deep and pulled on my brown hair.

		Don gave us a thousand in hundreds for the night, which we couldn’t very well turn down, with our credit card companies calling nearly every night, inquiring as to when we were going to get current on our payments. Rick accepted the money, shame-faced, and told Don that he wasn’t welcome at our place again. I thought about Travis, at work, and how Rick would take the news that I was having sex with him all the time in order to keep my job!

		He didn’t take it well, catching Travis in one of the guest bathrooms during the Holiday Harvest Party at Travis and his wife, Nancy’s house that year. It would have been the Thanksgiving Party a few years ago, but the socially-conscious lawyer was all for the downtrodden Native Americans, so the Holiday Harvest Party it was and Rick caught me sitting on the closed toilet in the bathroom, with my tits hanging out, Travis’s hands all over them as he fed his thick cock into my lips and I sat there with my gown top and my bra in my lap, licking and sucking at my boss’s long cock! He came soon after Rick opened the door so both my husband and Travis’s wife were treated to the sight of me gulping down mouthfuls of come while Travis futilely tried to explain what was going on.

		That embarrassing incident really didn’t make that much difference anyway, since it occurred after the night Sammy had showed up at our place with a small group of the tire-guys from work, drunk out of his mind and bragging about how I’d taken him up the ass while Rick had been fucking my pussy that time. Before I even knew what was happening, I found myself naked, down on my knees in front of Sammy, sucking his cock while the guys from the shop took turns behind me, fucking my juicy cunt as I blew Sammy! Rick didn’t say a word: he just downed beer after beer, watching while I was gangbanged by all of them!

		He did, however fuck me hard in the ass after they all left, while calling me his little whore of a wife! I noticed that he was harder than he had been in weeks and that he did my ass as if he’d never had it before, spewing a torrent of spunk up into my bowels when he finally came!

		No, we were definitely headed for the Divorce Court long before the Holiday Harvest fiasco. But that pretty much sealed the deal!

		I got the Corvette, our high-rise condo and a few thousand dollars. Rick got stuck with over half the bills and walked away with just his clothes and a little over a thousand in cash.

		After the divorce was official, I called Don and Wes immediately and asked for my old job back. I was tired of sucking lawyer-dick for a few hundred a month when I could suck porn star dick for a few thousand as well as being half-assed famous again!

		I made a triumphant return to porn and never have looked back. Being Blowjob Barb isn’t perfect, but it’s who I am!

		

		The End

		

	
		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets and other locations in this tale are real places in and around southern California 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 seem to have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during the various couplings portrayed 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.

		CKR

		7/31/2021
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