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I’m not going to introduce myself.

A girl like me doesn’t need it. When you
are the young heir of the biggest oil tycoon, the world's coolest
it girl, the woman who has been in all parties, the girlfriend of
the last hot film star… everybody knows your name. You know it too.
It doesn’t matter in which city I am, what I dress or whom I am
with, I can’t hide behind my large Chanel sunglasses.

I don’t care at all.

I was not born to be unnoticed. I don’t like
to be unnoticed.

I admit that at the past (and at the present, too) I’ve forced
things to become the center of attention. I have fun of it. And
that’s what I seek in life. Fun. Debbie Hawks, the Queen of
Fun.

However, today is a bit boring. I’ve been
hired by an important USA restaurants franquise to promote their
places, so I’ve taken a flight to L.A. to assist to some little
parties.

Sooooo boooring.

Maybe I should spend the day visiting
Rodeo Drive shops and buying a few whims. I wouldn’t mind if I had
a new purse; I’m a bit tired out of the thirty two I already own.
Also I’m sure I would enjoy a couple of new Chloé
dresses.

I dismiss the idea. I’d spend the money
before I’ve earned, and lastly I’m not as wealthy as I used to be.
Daddy cut my wages off a few weeks ago, after my last sexual
adventure was trending topic on Twitter. What should I have done?
I’m young, I have needs and hormones, and that very young Calvin
Klein model was dying to learn new things. Same as I was to teach
him! Just thinking of it I feel horny. I am bored. And I want to do
bad things. I want to fuck for a while and then… who knows… Maybe
fuck again.

I walk around my Hilton Hotel suite while
I puff my cigarette. Smoking in the room is forbidden, but I’m used
to forget ridiculous rules; the rules that cause me some setback. I
try to decide what can I do until I start to put on make up for the
inauguration, at 10 P.M. I look inside my Gucci purse till I find
my leather agenda and I flip the pages fast. I still keep some
friends in the stars city. Some famous actors, some porn industry
producer, some adventures friends…

Yeah, she could be the one.

Three hours later I hear four quick knocks
in my suite door. I am already dressed up to have a good time. I’ve
had a long salts bath, I’ve enjoyed a massage and a beautician has
waxed my body, leaving it smoother than the skin of a baby. I open
the door dressed with a silk negligee, a champagne glass in my
hand. It’s my friend Sandra Arkins, also known as Sandra Oh in the
porn industry. She smiles to me with that slutty face that has made
her a star, full of insolence. We kiss briefly, our lips just
brushing for one second.

“Oh, Debbie, it’s wonderful to see you around
here again”

“Come in, Sandie. I was waiting you”.

I point to her the furniture where the Moet Chandon bottle
rests. There is also a tray with a few caviar canapés and something
more. I admit it: from time to time I like to enhance my life with
a little bit of magical powder. It gives more… wit to
everything.

Sandra walks in and she pulls
her leather jacket off. She
dresses a tiny Missoni dress, almost transparent, and high knee
boots. Although we both wear some clothes, we look almost naked.
Her surgery boobs are as big as mine, and her blond mane sways
smoothly, caressing her shoulders. She closes to the table and
serves herself a glass of champagne.

We sit down and enjoy a bit of small talk
while we drink a glass and then another and then another. We smoke,
eat caviar and snort some coke. After been alone at the airport a
whole day this is paradise. Sandra is funny and relaxed; she’s no
genius but she doesn’t need to. Her life just consists in keeping
her body as gorgeous as she can and to avoid cellulite. She lives
of that: being always perfect. And she achieves it, in
fact.

I told her my last adventures, although
she’s aware of them because she has internet connection, and she
tells me about her last film plot. If there’s anything to be told,
that’s it. Sandra is not ashamed at all of shooting porn. Her body
is the key for her terrific way of life. Thanks to her pornstar
cache she can live in a huge mansion and buy any clothes she puts
her eyes on.

“And what’s more”, she admits laughing, “I am
a slut. I love to fuck”

“At last we reach what’s important. That’s
why I’ve called you”

I raise an eyebrow and wait her to answer my
incitement. Sandra doesn’t think twice. She knew it from the start
why I had phoned her. I always do when I’m in the city. With her I
don’t have to worry about condoms, diseases or excessive rudeness.
And she’s an awesome bed partner of course. She loves to lick
pussies. And I love to be licked.

I relax in the armchair, I open my
perfect, long legs and I put my feet on the small table. Sandra
kneels in front of me, moves slowly my panties to a side and starts
to work my clitoris with her long, skilled tongue. From time to
time she stops to drink a sip of her champagne; I love when she
does that because afterwards, when she puts her tongue again in my
cunt, the sensation is overwhelming, fresh and powerful.

Have I told you I really love sex?

“Oh, oh, mmmmm…”

“Have I ever told you, Debbie, that you are a
whore? You are a slut, just like me”

“Shut up and continue sucking, bitch”

Sandra resumes her licking for some minutes
until I think I’m going to cum. Then I decide to be generous. I
push her aside delicately and I stand up. I remove my negligee and
I wait for her to do the same and undress fully. When we both are
naked I guide her to my bed and we lay in it. In my bedside table,
in the drawer, there is a huge purple double dildo.

“Nice to see you again, big boy”, she
whispers to my dildo.

I put it inside Sandra. Her pussy is hot
and incredibly wet. Then I straddle her and put the other side of
the dildo inside my cunt. I am very wet too and the dildo slides
inside us easily. We start to move our hips sensually. My tits
clash against hers. They are almost identical; we share the same
surgeon. The only real difference is that her nipples are thinner
and longer than mine, as if they were small horns. I want to suck
them, and I do. She moans in answer, and writhes under my body.
Then I plunge my tongue in Sandra’s mouth and we kiss each other
passionately while the dido moves inside our cunts rougher and
rougher. I love to feel her shaven pussy on mine. It’s so sexy to
feel a skin so smooth as mine rubbing against my cunt.

I ride her, controlling the rhythm the
dildo goes inside us, fucking her and that way making her fucking
me too. But I think the dildo is dug deeper in her cunt than in
mine.

“Do you like it, bitch? I’m fucking you like
a stallion”, I say to her between kisses, moving my hips to make
the dildo go deeper in her.

Sandra can’t answer; she just pants and
moans like a whore. She moves her hips and tries to plunge the
dildo inside me, and she makes me moan too. For some seconds it is
a cunt battle, a pussy duel in which each one of us tries to
control the dildo to fuck the other harder. We gasp in unison as
the dildo slides inside our cunts. Then I take again the control of
the dildo, squeezing the plastic with my pussy to get a good grip,
and I hump forward violently, and she screams with pleasure; her
grip on the dildo loosens and I fuck her, banging her cunt while
she moans and begs me not to stop. She cums but I continue fucking
her, now squeezing the dildo with less strength so the big plastic
toy slides in and out of me.

When the orgasm finally arrives is long
and wonderful. I let it flow and while it lasts I move apart from
Sandra, who is still panting, to feel the little explosions inside
my pussy again and again. It’s delicious.

I lay at her side. We light a couple of cigs
and smoke in silence for a while. As far as she finishes her
cigarettes, she mounts astride my body and we start to fuck again.
I think this is part of my gymnastic routine. And it is in Sandra’s
interest too. She has to practice a lot to be the best
pornstar.


At half past ten, alone again, I start to
prepare myself for the big party. At the end, I had to take my
agenda again and call a stylist and a make up artist, because my
agent phoned to tell me that Michael (“yes, that Michael”) would be at the inauguration.

Michael. Hollywood's brightest star right
now. The most desired man on Earth.

“He has to be mine”, I mumble.

Irina and Paul, my make up artist and my
stylist, look at me. Their faces show me they don’t understand what
I am talking about. But that’s not their job. Their job is to
assure nobody shines more than me tonight. It’s to make Michael
look at me and just me. Believe me, I’m sure that is not really a
problem. I know for sure I’m a hottie; Nature was generous and the
rest I’ve gotten with money (my father’s money) but any extra help
is useful when we are talking about sexy Michael.

We decide my wardrobe in a few minutes: a
red Gucci minidress, tight and suggestive, that shows a lot of
cleavage, legs and flesh in general, with matching high stilettos
and a small black purse. I’ll be made up with an exotic and sensual
look. Michael will think when he sees me: “I want to FUCK her
brains out right now”.

Then I let my employees work. Irina massages
my skin with her small hands while Paul is busy preparing my
clothes.

“Your skin is not very shiny today”, the
Russian make up artists says.

“Do something then”

“You could stop smoking and start to drink
more water”

“I don’t pay you to advise me. I pay you to
make me glitter”, I scold her. “You should be grateful. If I didn’t
smoke, maybe I won’t need you. Fix it now”

“Well, I can’t do miracles”

I look at her angrily. I should slap her for
her impertinence. But the anger vanishes soon. I’m not a resentful
girl. I know Irina is one of the best in her class. And I’ve got a
sudden and great idea.

“Sex always gives me a special
shine”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean that if I had an orgasm right now my
skin would shine more, don’t you think?”

She remains silent; she doesn
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