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Falling Starr

Jonny Starr walked out of the studio
building. Another frustrating day. He wondered how many more days
like this would happen before the director fired him. A brilliant
career flushed down the toilet. Eight years of being on the top of
his game and now this: failure to launch. Why him? Why now? Even a
trip to the doctor and some medication didn’t seem to be doing the
job. He just couldn’t get it up, or keep it up. It was a death
sentence to a porn star.

Unlocking his black convertible Corvette,
Jonny paused for a moment. The money was so damn good, how could he
find something that paid as well? Being voted sexiest porn star
three years running kept the money flowing with lots of work.



He saw his friend, and usual co-star, Nick
Dickerson come out. They were close in age, height, weight, and
build. But Nick sported blond hair and green eyes with a fabulous
tan, while Jonny had black hair, amber eyes and a couple of small
tattoos. They’d started out in the business together, doing what
they had to in order to get recognized. The one thing both wished
they could forget was their venture into gay porn. Neither of them
was gay, but the money was good and got them recognized.

“Oy! Jonny! Where ya
headed?” Nick called. He’d moved to the U.S. from Australia at age
sixteen. Now at twenty-seven, he still had a strong accent. He kept
it because the women thought it was hot. At close to six feet tall
and just over two hundred pounds, he always put on a good showing
of muscle for the camera. In fact, they both did, making them hot
commodities for films.

Jonny leaned against the car. “Oh, think
I’ll hit a bar. Bad day, you know.”

“Your donger pills not
doing the job?”

“Nothing seems to
be.”

“Bugger!” He unlocked the
door of his bright red Porsche. “Maybe we need to hit the gym
more.”

“No, maybe I need to
quit.”

“Come on, mate, you can’t
do that. We’re a team.”

“We’re not a team if I
can’t get my dick to cooperate…It’s just a matter of time before
they let me go…What use is a porn star that can’t get it
up?”

“Gotta point
there.”

Jonny looked down. “No, I don’t. That’s the
problem.” He climbed into the car. “I’ll see you in a few
days.”

“Right, mate. Go have a few
drinks and relax. Maybe we can think of something to fix you
up.”

“Fat chance,” he said,
driving off. Jonny wasn’t particularly religious, he figured that
being a porn star pretty much damned him to hell. But for once, he
prayed for a miracle. Most likely he wouldn’t get it; his life had
been a rough one on the rocks. Coming from a broken home with an
abusive father, he left as soon as he could. Wandering the streets
of L.A., he ran into a man looking for young men to star in movies.
Little did he know what he got himself into; but soon he was a
star—a star with a nine inch dick. And that’s where he met Nick.
They were given glitzy new names and onward to stardom they
went.

Finding a bar, Jonny pulled into the parking
lot. It was late summer and the days were getting shorter. The sun
was going down in a beautiful glow of salmon clouds. He didn’t pay
much attention to it, his mind was on other things. How could he
save his career? He never went to college, so he didn’t have the
education, or a usable skill outside the porn business. But he
could make a woman moan, groan, scream, and cum with his talented
tongue, and even more talented cock. He didn’t think having his
dick voted the “most perfect” in the industry would do much for a
résumé.

Jonny wandered inside the bar. It was dark
and rather seedy looking. It didn’t matter, he wanted to disappear
from society right now. Sliding up to the bar, he sat down and
looked around. Most of the patrons appeared to be there with
someone else. Good, he thought, perhaps I won’t be bothered.
Conditions of his stardom often found him with several women
wrapped around wanting to fondle his cock. Not tonight, please, not
tonight.

“What’ll ya have?” the
bartender asked.
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