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Chapter 1

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Porn Star, never in my wildest dreams would I ever have envisioned that would be my fate during my stay on planet Earth, however it was, and the way I got there is quite a tale.

I was born Robert Branson, but went by Bob all my life, and I was just an average guy trying to make a living in the good ole U.S.A. like everyone else.  After finishing high school, I went to college, married my high school sweetheart, got a job, and eventually started my own company and did quite well.  The company I founded quickly grew to be one of the largest resellers of mobile phone service in the country, and I had hundreds of stores from coast to coast.  I was living the good life and the money just kept rolling in. 

After all was said and done, I knew that my biggest regret had to do with my wife Michelle who had been with me since the beginning, through thick and thin.  She had always been supportive of me and my company in every way, and the word patience does not even begin to describe how much she put up with my long hours, and sometimes not even coming home at night.  I am ashamed of how I cheated on her with countless women over the years, which was something she did not deserve as she was always willing to make love to me anytime that I wanted.  However, one day the love of my life could take no more as I had crossed a line that I shouldn’t have, and at that point my future was about to change drastically.

It was a Monday evening and I had just gotten home from work about 6:30 p.m. which was actually a little bit early for me.  Walking into the kitchen I saw Michelle preparing dinner for us, and I walked up and gave her a kiss which she returned.  She and I had been married for seven years and she looked as good as she did when she was seventeen with her blonde hair, light green eyes, full lips and petite figure.

After having dinner, we headed into the living room to watch a little TV and as she walked into the room she happened to be carrying a large paper bag with handles.

“What’s in the bag?” I asked.

“Ever heard of virtual reality?”

“Of course, some of my stores sell VR headsets that you can pop a phone into and experience virtual reality, it’s actually pretty neat.”

“These are supposed to be pretty neat, and are guaranteed to provide a virtual reality experience like you’ve never had before, or so I’m told.”

“Babe, I wish I’d know you were interested in VR, I’d have brought one home from work, that way you could have saved your money,” he said.

“Do I ever spend money on anything?”

“No, but I’m just saying that you would not have had to have wasted ….”

At this point she was looking at me like she was going to kill me, and I probably deserved it, as she was right, she was pretty tight with a dollar and spent very little, and I just needed to shut up, as her purchase could not have cost all that much.

Reaching into the bag she pulled out two headsets individually, which were already unboxed, probably because she had already been checking them out and figuring out how to use them.

Handing me one of the headsets she said, “This is going to be fun.”

Despite the fact that I was not interested in doing this whole headset thing with her I decided to play along as I’d really been an extra bad husband recently and was also feeling a little guilty for not spending much time with her.

Reaching back into the bag she pulled out a solid black box which was about the size of a laptop and sat it down on the coffee table.  She then plugged my headset into one of the devices ports, which was not a USB connection but a connection type I had never seen before, and the she plugged hers into it as well.

“What now?” I asked.

“Easy stuff, put the headset on, lean back in your seat and relax.”

I complied with her instructions and before I knew it my headsets internal screen began to light up, and as I looked around, I could see that I was on a beach and standing next to me was Michelle in a bikini, and she looked gorgeous.  She took me by the hand, and we began to walk and with each step, I could have sworn that I felt the sand beneath my feet, but that’s not possible.

“Michelle, it actually feels like I’m there, really on a beach, as I can feel the sun on me as well as your hand in mine, this is unreal.”

“Didn’t I tell you this was cool Bob?”

“You’re right about that!” I exclaimed.

As we continued walking along the beach the tide began to wash in from the ocean, and I could also feel the waves washing up against my feet.

“Can you feel that?” I asked.

“Yes, I can.  It’s nice.”

“I can also feel the wind, how is that possible?”

“Can your headsets at the cell phone store do any of this?” she asked.

As we continued to walk, I suddenly felt resistance and noticed that Michelle was not walking and was holding me back.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing.  What to see something really cool?  Like you’ve never seen in your life?”

“Sure.”

All of a sudden, she held up her hand and in it was a round lighted disk which she presented to me and she said, “Would you like to switch?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean change perspectives.  Place your hand on this pad and you will see what I am seeing, and I will see what you are seeing.”

“So, I will be able to see through your eyes and you through mine?”

“Yes, like you can’t even imagine.”

I raised my hand and placed it on the pad and the next thing that I knew I was in Michelle’s body, wearing her bikini, and looking at me.

“Unbelievable, this is strange looking at myself like this.  How is it for you?”

“My love, it’s exactly what I’ve been waiting for, I just needed you to make it happen.”

“Really?  That’s seems like a strange thing to ….”

All of a sudden, I felt light headed, like I could not keep my balance, and was sure I was going to pass out.

“Michelle, I think I had better take off this head ….”

And that’s the last thing I remember before I passed out.


Chapter 2

I was not exactly sure how much time had passed when I awoke but felt it had been significant as I felt very rested for some strange reason.  As I opened my eyes the first thing, I saw was myself, which was not possible because, well, I’m me, and unless I was looking in a mirror there was something funny going on.

“Well hello,” I said to myself smiling.

Looking around the room and then back at myself I said, “You’ll have to excuse me, I’m having a bad dream right now, either that or an out of body experience, but for now I’m sticking with bad dream,” and as I completed my sentenced I was shocked, as the tone of my voice had changed and I sounded exactly like Michelle.

“You are not imagining things Bob, this is all very real.  Please, come,” he said taking my hand and guiding me to the mirrored wall of our living room.

As I looked at myself it appeared that I was in my wife’s body, and it was an alarming experience to say the least.

“If I’m in here ….,” I said.

“That’s right, it’s me, Michelle, and I’m in your body.”

“Michelle,” I said, “You don’t seem very surprised by all this.”

“Of course not, this is exactly how I planned it, for you to have my body and for me to have yours.”

Looking at her I said, “Well, I don’t know how you did it, but I have to say that you’re resourceful, and I am truly impressed, as this is a unique experience.”

“I’m glad you like it,” she said.

“So, it was the special headset?”

“You are a fast learner Bob, or should I say Michelle,” and then she laughed.

“Tell me, how do we switch back?”

“Oh, my love, that’s not going to be happening.”

“Why?  You don’t want to stay a man, do you?” I asked.

“Maybe not, but I will get used to it.”

“But Michelle, why?”

“I will gladly tell you why but come, let’s sit down in the living room.”

We returned to the living room where we sat across from each other, me on the loveseat and her, or should I say him, on the couch.

“Over the years Bob, I have tolerated the way that you have worked long hours, never been home, ignored me, and you’ve been home so little you’ve not even given me a child, which you had agreed to do.  On top of that all of your late nights at the office have not always been work related, as I am fully aware of the large number of affairs that you have had on me over the years.”

At this point I was feeling lower than a snake’s ass and the amount of shame I felt was incredible, and I deserved every bit of what I was getting, even though Michelle’s delivery system seemed somewhat excessive.  After all, why did she have to put me in a woman’s body, and steal mine?  Guess I would find out soon enough.

“Michelle, I’ve been a terrible husband, I’ve not paid enough attention to you over the years, and you’re right, I’ve not been faithful to you and I have absolutely no excuse and I am truly sorry.”

“You know Bob, I could have lived with everything that you did, I really could have, however when we went to mom’s house about three months ago for the family reunion, that was a deal breaker.”

“Michelle, I have absolutely no excuse for what I did, and I want to assure you, she meant nothing to me, she had been drinking and so had I and it just kind of happened.”

“Did you think you had gotten away with it?” she asked.  “When I got back to mom’s house that last evening we stayed with her, and I looked and saw that you were not in our bedroom I walked down the hall to asked Denise if she had seen you.  Noticing the door was cracked I pushed it open slightly and what did I behold?  There you were, parked between my sisters’ thighs and fucking her like there was no tomorrow.  My God Bob, why do you never fuck me that way?  I would have let you, anytime.  Is there something wrong with me?”

“There’s nothing wrong with you at all, and there never has been, it’s me, I’m the one with the problem, with the big ego and the one who’s not given you the respect that you deserved over the years, the fault with our relationship is mine, and mine alone.”

“I’m really not surprised to hear you say that because right now I’m pretty sure that you would just about say or do anything to try and get out of the situation that you are in,” she said.

“I have to admit, I am really scared right now, as I have no idea what you have in mind and where this is going.”

“I’m going to tell you where this is going, from this point forward I am going to be Bob Branson and you are going to be Michelle, and this is going to last as long as I want it to, which may be forever if I like being a man.  You never know, I may fall in love with peeing standing up and just not be able to go back to being a woman,” she said and then laughed hysterically, which personally I did not think was all that funny.

“So, you’re going to live as me and I’m going to live as you?  Right here in the same house but in different bodies?”

“Mmmm, not quite, I’ve actually planned it out a little bit differently, Bob.”

“Then how?”

“When I peeked through the door and saw you riding my sister Denise like a pony, I knew that you really had no respect for me, so it’s only fitting that I show none for you, that way you will see what it is really like.”

“And how do you plan to do that?” I asked.

“You are moving to your new apartment Michelle, to start your new life.”

“The hell I am.”

“The hell, you are!  The rent is prepaid for three months, it has some basic furnishings, and the utilities are turned on, which should hold you over for a bit until you can find a job.”

“I may be in this body, but I have rights, you just can’t throw me out.”

Holding up a folder my former love said, “In this folder is a document stating that you are moving out as part of our divorce.”

“Our divorce?  Are you out of your mind?  Besides, I didn’t sign anything,” I said.

“No, but I did when I was in that body, and that’s all the counts.  And now that I’m in your body, I can sign off on the divorce as you, and well I guess everything is mine.”

“Michelle, the judge won’t let you just throw me out and run off with everything.”

“Really?”

Then opening up another envelope I saw photos of Michelle having sex with another man.

“Once these photos are shown to the judge, they will see how loyal of a spouse you are and award everything to me.”

“Michelle, you are devious beyond belief, you fucked the guy in these pictures just to royally fuck me over!”

“Well, yeah.  Anyway, I’ve packed a few things for you including some clothes and a few nice ones at that plus I’ve put $750 cash in your purse, which I suggest you try and use sparingly.  Ah yes, and one more thing!”

Then holding up a set of car keys which was handed to me I was told, “A car, in your name Michelle, it is a 1988 sedan, in good shape, and it’s even got a full tank of gas.”

“Michelle, listen to me okay, I’m now you, right?”

“That is correct.”

“And with that being the case I’m a twenty-nine-year-old woman, high school graduate and no B.S. Degree, and no work experience at all.  What am I going to do?  How am I going to make a living?”

“Bob, now you know how it feels to be me, humiliated and helpless, wondering what your future holds.  I’ve spent seven years as your spouse, completely dependent on you, with everything always being about you and what you want, and helping you live out your dreams.  Now it’s your turn to see what it feels like.”

“But you can’t run the company, you don’t have the managerial and technical knowledge to do what I do daily.  You’ll run the business into the ground in no time.  The staff will know that something is wrong very quickly.”

“Don’t I?  Believe it or not, over the past several years I have watched and listened to you and have an excellent idea of how you run the firm.  I know who you depend on, who is competent, or not, and who your top managers are that really run the corporation or are capable of doing so.  With that being said this dumb blonde is going to give it a whirl and I think you are probably going to be surprised at how well I do.”

Right about that time the doorbell rang and Michelle, in my former body went over and answered it, and standing there was a Sheriff’s Deputy.

“Michelle,” he called out to me, “The Sheriff is here to make sure you get underway and to escort you out of the house.”

The deputy said to me, “Ma’am, if you will exit the house please.”

“What about my stuff?  You said I could take it with me?”

“Michelle my dear, it’s already in the car along with the apartment information and the front door key to your new home.  All you have to do is take your handbag and keys, and this fine gentleman will see you out.  Good luck.”

Knowing there was nothing I could do, I let the deputy escort me out of what was my house, to my brand new, thirty-year-old car.


Chapter 3

It was about 11 a.m. when I pulled my gently used 1988 sedan into a parking spot in front of my new home away from home.  As I pushed the lever into park and scanned the community I could see that the place was not totally rundown nor was it filled with Republican elite either.  The best way to describe it was working class and I was thankful for that, as at least it was not a Section 8 community or full of white trash.  I hope I did not come across as snobby with that comment?

Upon opening the door and it swinging open I walked in and began to survey my new abode and saw that it was fully furnished as well as decorated with items clearly obtained from the local dollar store as well as a variety of equivalent retailers.  I had everything that I needed as far as furnishings and household items.  Upon peeking in the pantry, it was clear that I would definitely not die of malnutrition as I was stocked up on ramen and pasta products as well as a variety of generic napkins and paper towels.  The freezer contained a number of frozen meals whose brand names I had never heard of before but I’m sure that a day was coming soon where I would swear up and down that they were tasty.  In the fridge were a number of items that Michelle had picked up for me including butter, pickles, mustard, and even some mayonnaise.

On the counter was a bottle of two to three buck chuck along with a cork screw and a note that said, “Michelle, good luck on your new life.”  Signed Me.

Scanning the closets and drawers I could see that I had been provided with some female clothing, which was perfect for my new station in life.  I went back down to the car and retrieved my suitcases and brought them upstairs, and let me tell you, when you are a woman you just don’t have the upper body strength for carrying heavy items as easily as you did when you were a man.

So, I plopped down on the living room couch and thought about my situation and tried to ascertain what I could do.  Could I call someone and tell them about this hoping to get some help?  No, who would believe me.  With that being said I decided to open my purse and look at the personal effects that were formerly Michelle’s and were now mine.  Surveying the contents, I saw that I had a driver’s license, social security card and the cash I had been given by Michelle, along with a makeup compact, some lipstick, and a hairbrush.  The thought of sitting around the apartment and wallowing in additional self-pity was driving me crazy, so I figured that I might as well get down to business, so I grabbed my purse, got in my car and took off.

First stop that I made was a stop at a cell phone store, since I did not have one.  I could not believe it, I was in charge of a mega cell phone empire, and I did not even have a mobile phone.  Unbelievable!  Anyway, I bought that least expensive smart phone I could as well as the least expensive plan available, and not on the network who I had resold service on for over the years.  Reason being that I did not want Michelle, now Bob, knowing my business, which would have been a possibility if I had used that network.

Second stop was a local credit union where I decided to stop in and open an account.  I kept $250 cash and put the rest in an account.

Third stop was at a beauty store because I knew that part of being a girl included knowing how to put on makeup, and if I wanted to get a job this was something that was going to be to my benefit.  A nice lady named Clara showed me the basics after I told her I was raised by a religious extremist family and did not know how to apply makeup, so she made me into a pro quickly.

Fourth stop was the local Department of Motor Vehicles so I could get my drivers license updated and make sure they had my correct address.  As I stood there in line in my baby blue dress and matching kitten heels, which was exactly how Michelle dressed me before she sent me on my way, I was soon to have an experience that would change my life. 

It was boring just standing in line so from time to time I would turn around and survey the landscape to pass the time, and also do a little people watching, as you run across a wide variety of interesting people at the DMV.  Looking behind me, I spied an older man in his mid-fifties, balding, wearing a small pair of glasses who was noticing me.  As we made eye contact, he spoke.

“Long line today.”

“It sure it,” I said.

“I would have done this online, but ever so many years it won’t let you do an online renewal and forces you to come in and do it in person.”

We stood there silent for a bit and finally I stuck my hand out and said, “Michelle.”

“Seth Silverstein,” he said.

Summing him up I could readily say that he was a Seth Silverstein without doubt, as he appeared Jewish in every regard, plus he had a raspy voice that fit the stereotypical profile.

“Good to meet you Seth.”

“Likewise.”

“What’re you in for?  Pardon me, sounds like were in prison.”

Cocking my head sideways I said, “Well, I guess we are imprisoned in a matter of speaking.”

He and I both chuckled at my comment and then I said, “I’m just doing a change of address.”

“You could do that online, why are you in here torturing yourself?”

“I honestly don’t know, I just decided to hop in the car and come down here and take care of it personally.”

We continued to chit chat about this, that and the other until we were finally almost at the front of the line when he asked, “I don’t want to seem to personal, but can I ask what you do professionally?”

“Seth, at this point in life that question is not a problem. I’m a separated twenty-nine year old woman with absolutely no skills trying to find my way.  Probably not the answer that you were expecting but that’s the way it is.”

We stood there silently for a bit when suddenly I asked him, “My turn, Seth what’s your story?  How do you fill you days?”

I could see that he was a bit hesitant about answering when he finally said, “I make films.”

Nodding my head, I said, “How interesting, independent films?”

“You might say that.”

“Neat.  Have any of your films ever been show at Cannes?”

Rolling his eyes upward and then looking at me he said, “In Cannes, yes, but not at the festival itself.”

“Would it be nosy of me to ask what subject areas your independent films explore?” I asked.

Leaning closer to me he whispered, “Adult.”

With a serious look on my face I asked, “Independent films that explore adult topics?”

Shaking his head, he said, “No, my films are what you would call of an adult nature, in every way.”

Thinking for a few moments I finally looked at him, leaned forward and asked quietly, “You mean like adult films?  Like porn?”

“Yes.”

At this point please remember, up until a few hours ago I had been a guy, so the thought of adult materials was not totally offensive to me.

Wanting to respond to break up the awkward silence I threw in, “It must be incredibly interesting work.”

“I’ve been doing it about twenty years, so I’m used to, plus it pays the bills.”

Seeing I was next up I said, “It was good talking to you today, and good luck on your next film.”

“Michelle, I don’t want to seem offensive, but can I say one thing?”

I nodded my head yes.

“Please don’t slap me right here in front of everybody for what I’m about to do but here’s my card,” at which point he handed me his business card.

“Why would I be offended at you giving me your business card?” I asked.

Leaning forward and speaking quietly he said, “It’s not that.  Michelle, you are truly one of the most beautiful women I have ever seen in my life, and if you ever thought you were interested in breaking into the business, full or part-time, please give me a call.  I think you would do great.”

If I had been a woman I might have been offended, but I’m a guy, newly in a woman’s body, so I’ve clearly not had time to adopt female attitudes toward such issues that piss me off.

I smiled at him and said, “Seth, I don’t know what my future holds but I do promise that I will hang onto your card.  Fair enough?”

“Fair enough.”


Chapter 4

Over the next week I did find gainful employment at a restaurant called the Venus Steakhouse as a hostess, which paid $10 per hour.  Not my dream career but it was a job, and that was what I needed at that moment because my $750 cash was not going to last forever. 

The manager there was a short little cunt in her late fifties named Sherry, who was one of the biggest bitches I have ever seen in my life, which contributed to me only staying two weeks before telling her to fuck off and walking out the door.  I think the fact that a petite little woman put her in her place surprised her, because as I walked out of the door her mouth was hanging open, which was actually a good look for her, better than her natural state.  On the positive side I did make $800 during my tenure there, which was $800 more than I had when I started the gig.

Over the next couple of weeks, I had a variety of odd service jobs which included fast food worker, a clerk in a retail store, and even a job twirling signs to try and bring in business at an income tax place.  I kept on bring in small amounts of money which kept me from going cash negative but it sure was slow going, and I was getting discouraged.

One night while sitting in my apartment drinking a bottle of three buck chuck, I opened my purse to get out my cell phone and see if I had any messages.  While searching through my handbag I ran across the business card given to me by Seth Silverstein, the guy I’d met in line at the DMV, and remembered what he’d said.  Sitting there looking at his card I began to think about what life might be like as a porn actress, which was mainly based off of what I had seen in internet porn videos, all of which were not appealing to me now that I was a woman.  I have to admit that the thought of a guy having sex with me was not a huge turn on, and as a matter of fact, I had never had sex with a man in my life, as a man or a woman.  Biologically I was now designed for it, but mentally, no fucking way dude, as the thought of a man mounted up on me and pounding away on my cooter scared me.

Thinking that maybe there were alternatives to being in the adult film business I picked up my cell phone and called the number on Seth’s card and it went straight to voicemail so I left a message saying, “Hi Seth, this is Michelle and I met you recently in the line at the DMV and you handed me your card and told me if I was ever interested in discussing a career in the, I mean, film industry to give you a call, and well if you have time I would like to find out more.”  I left him my phone number and said that I looked forward to hearing from him.

Thirty minutes had not passed before the phone rang and I answered, “Hello?”

“Michelle?”

“Yes?”

“Seth Silverstein.”

“Mr. Silverstein, thank you so much for calling.”

“Michelle, call me Seth.”

“Okay Seth.”

“So, you’re interested in talking to me about the film business?”

“Yes, yes I am,” I said.

“I’m not available tomorrow but am the day after, 11 a.m. okay?”

“That works for me,” I said, “And Seth, I want to make it clear that I want to find out more information, that’s all, as I’m really nervous and even a little embarrassed about talking about it.  Does that sound strange?”

“Not at all, everyone is nervous when they start, and I will be glad to talk with you about it, no strings attached.  If you’re interested, that’s great, if not that’s okay too because you never know, you may be interested down the road.”

“Thank you so much,” I said.

“My studio is at the corner of Main and 2nd and that’s where we will meet.”

“Sounds good Seth and I will see you then,” I said.

“Okay, see you day after tomorrow at 11 a.m.”

I walked into the lobby of Silverstein Productions at 10:56 a.m. on Thursday morning already for my interview with Seth, which I truly expected very little from.  Not because of him not wanting me, which was possible, but because I was more nervous that a cat on a hot tin roof.  I sat down on the couch and waited and in about five minutes my prospective employer entered the lobby.

“Michelle, good to see you,” he said scanning me from head to toe.

The fact that he checked me out was good as I’d spent some time getting myself pretty in case this was going to work out.  This morning I had donned a red dress that really hugged my curves and had worn black high heel mules, which with practice were easier to walk in than before.  Accessorized and with my makeup on there was no stopping me, okay maybe there was but I was going to keep a positive attitude.

He extended his hand which I took and said, “Good to see you too.”

“Come on back to my office,” he said.

I followed him down a hallway to an office which was slightly unkept and there was a small plethora of unfiled papers resting upon his desk.  Apparently, his secretary had not been doing her job very well.

“Please have a seat,” he said as he sat down in the chair behind his desk, and I took a chair facing him.

“Want anything to drink?” he asked.  “I’ve got on of those single serve coffee machines right here, I forgot what the hell the name of it is, but I’ve got a bunch of flavors like Breakfast Blend, Medium, oh and hot chocolate, plus some tea.”

“Hot chocolate sounds nice,” I said.

He inserted a pod and put a cup underneath and pressed the button and all of a sudden, the cup began to fill.  Very shorty it was done, and he handed it to me and said, “Sorry I don’t have any marshmallows.”

Taking a sip, I said, “Thank you, it’s great as is.”

“So, you think you would like to be in the adult film business?”

“Maybe, I do have a few questions, plus some reservations about being in the business.”

Nodding his head, he said, “Let’s start with your reservations then, what would you say was your number one reservation?”

“I can speak freely?”

“Always, and absolutely.”

“Seth, the thought of having some strange guy fucking the hell out of me while being filmed unsettles me.”

Laughing he asked, “You realize that’s ninety percent plus of what we do?”

I nodded my head and he said, “I get it.  Let me ask you this, what would be the perfect adult film part that you would like to play?”

Rolling my eyes up and looking back down at him I said, “I would not be opposed to doing a solo masturbation scene, and I would also entertain doing a girl-on-girl, if you happened to have any parts like those coming up.”

“There are always parts like those coming up but being willing to take other roles opens you up to making more money.”

“Oh, that’s another question I have, what kind of money can you make doing porn?”

“You are exceptionally beautiful Michelle, and I’m willing to pay you more if you can act, but let’s get down to brass tacks.  Provided you’ve got the acting skills I’ll pay you $600 for a masturbation scene, but only if you use toys, for a girl-on-girl I’ll pay you $750, $500 for a blowjob only, and for a standard sex scene with a guy I’ll pay you $1000 to $1200, $1200 to $1500 for a cream pie.  If you’ll go anal, I’ll pay $1750 to $2000, a gangbang with two to three guys $2500, which includes anal most of the time.”

“What parts do you have coming up?” I asked.

“I’ve always got stuff coming up so that’s not an issue, plus I have contacts and can land you other work around town if you are interested.  However, if you are truly interested, we will need to do a screen test first.”

“What will that involve?”

“You will need to run through a sex scene with another actress or actor, to see how you handle the part.”

“So, pretty much have sex with someone to see if I have the skills to have sex on camera?”

“Exactly!  What to you think?  Interested?”

“Maybe.”

“So, you may want to do this?”

“Yes,” I said, “But can I think about it?  Please?”

“Sure, but let’s go ahead and get the preliminaries out of the way, go ahead and strip down.”

“Serious?”

“Totally, I need to see you naked.”

“What kind of girl do you think I am?”

“One’s that’s going to need to show me her tits and pussy if she wants to work for me.  Don’t be bashful, it’s all part of the business.”

I was extremely nervous as I started to slip out of my dress, bra, and panties which I hung over the back of the chair where I had been sitting.

“Michelle, you’ve got one of the most beautiful bodies I’ve ever seen,” he said as he walked around his desk.

“I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“You’re right, because only the most beautiful girls get to be in my films.  Put your foot up on the chair so I can see your pussy.”

I raised my foot and followed his orders, and there I stood, naked, in heels, with my right foot resting on the chair.

“Now sit down in the chair.”

I did as he requested and then he said, “Spread your legs.”

As I did so he said, “You’ve got a really pretty pussy Michelle, I think it will look good on camera, very nice lips.  But I will need you to shave it clean if you decide to move onto the screen test portion.”

Lowering my legs, I asked, “Do you make the guys shave too?”

I was insinuating that I was being discriminated against for being a woman, which he quickly shot down.

“Are you kidding?  Of course!  The guys typically do a full body shave.  Looks better on camera.”

“Can I get dressed?”

“Of course.”

I got dressed rather quickly and then sat back down, and as I did so I took another sip of my hot chocolate to warm up, as being naked had made me chilly.

“I realize you need to think about, I get that, but tell me, what would it take to get you to at least try it?”

Sitting there for a few seconds I finally replied, “Tell you what, start me out with a girl-on-girl screen test for a girl-on-girl scene or movie.  I will feel most comfortable with that.”

“I actually did not take you to be a lesbian, but hey, to each his own as I always say.  Can you start Saturday afternoon at 1 p.m.?”

I stuck my hand across his desk and shook hands with him and said, “I will be here.  What’s the dress code?”

“Nothing at all,” he said, and we both laughed.

I got up and started to leave and he said, “And don’t forgot to shave, but you can leave a landing strip if you want.”

“Okay see you Saturday.”


Chapter 5

Friday, I got up feeling a little uneasy at my stomach but pressed on and felt better as the day progressed.  I would need to prepare myself mentally and physically for the following day if I was going to be successful at landing the job with Seth.  The first thing I did was go to the dollar store and bought the most inexpensive razors that I could, and then returned home I used a pair of small scissors and trimmed my pubic hair as close as I possibly could.  Finally, I got in the shower and with the help of shaving gel and soap I slowly trimmed every last pubic hair that I had from my crotch.  After getting out of the shower I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and checked out my new trim job, and despite the fact that it made me look like an adolescent I felt truly liberated as I ran my fingers across my super smooth pubic region.

Thinking about my potential future in the adult film industry, provided that I passed the screen test, I knew that the number of solo and girl only films would be somewhat limited and it would be a matter of time before I had to have intercourse with the male of the species.  Despite the fact that it seemed repulsive to me, I knew that if I wanted expanded acting opportunities I would have to consider other roles including vaginal sex and even giving blowjobs.

To prepare myself I used items that I had on hand to practice for what potentially lay ahead.  Examining what was in my refrigerator I found a cucumber which was perfect penis size in length and girth and decided this would be where I started.  Taking it into my mouth I began to pretend I was giving it a blowjob but was not sure I was really doing it right, despite the fact that I’d had a lot of blowjobs over the years.  I got on my phone and watched some blowjob porn and began to practice by doing exactly what the girls on those video clips were doing and soon I was giving that cucumber the pleasuring of its life.

Next, I stripped down and got on my bed, cucumber and phone accompanying me, and got to work.  Examining what I saw in the videos I began to stroke my exterior with the cucumber and was actually getting pretty turned on.  Getting wetter by the second I then started to ease it inside myself, until it had filled me up completely, and God it felt great.  This was the first time I had explored myself since taking possession of Michelle’s body and the question I kept asking myself was why I had not done it before, as this was great.  With the cucumber in hand, I moved it in and out of myself slowly at first and then began to increase speed.  I then decided to try and practice some of the verbiage I had seen in the online porn. 

“Yes baby, yes,” I cried out.

Then I said, “Oh my God, I love the way your cock feels inside me.”

With my legs raised up and my hips far apart I continued making love to myself with my friend from my refrigerator’s vegetable drawer calling out, “Yes, yes, keep fucking me, please, don’t stop.”

Hopefully none of my neighbors were hearing the show that I was putting on for myself.

“I’m getting ready to come, yes, I’m almost there, don’t stop, don’t stop fucking me, harder, harder, harder, oh my God, Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss.”

As my body convulsed from the absolute explosion of intense pleasure, the cucumber slipped out of me and onto the bed, and I lay there in euphoria reeling from the wonderful experience I’d just had with my new best friend.  And people say that vegetables are boring?  At this point I was thinking about becoming a vegan.

Throughout the day I continued to practice fellatio and having sex with my new green associate, trying to practice for what lay ahead.  This was not going to help me for my girl-on-girl screen test tomorrow, but it was not going to hurt, and it would probably loosen me up a bit, which I needed desperately.

I arrived in Seth’s lobby Saturday afternoon at 12:45 p.m. ready to go, and nervous did not even began to describe how I was feeling.  The morning had started out a little rough as I had been sick at my stomach once again.  With no previous experience being a woman, I did not know much but I knew one thing, that I had not had a period since taking over this body about a month ago.  Was it possible that I was pregnant?  Did Michelle royally screw me over by getting herself, or should I say me, knocked up as one last act of revenge?  She did show me pictures of where she’d had sex with someone, which she was going to use to say that I’d been unfaithful, so maybe it was true.  So, I did stop at the drugstore and pick up a pregnancy test on the way in, just so I would know.

Seth picked me up in the lobby and guided me to the back studio where he told me to take a seat as the actress helping me with the screen test would be along shortly.  As I sat there waiting, I surveyed the set where my tryout would be held which consisted of a king sized bed with a painting of a beach hung over the headboard, and a nightstand and lamp on each side. 

In walked a very pretty woman in her mid to late thirties with long black hair and eyes and Mediterranean features who was wearing a black dress and pumps.  She walked up to me and offered her hand which I took, and she said, “I’m Jen, how are you.”

I stood up and said, “Michelle, nice to meet you.”

Smiling at me she asked, “So you’re here for a screen test?”

“That’s right,” I said.

“So, you’re brand new to the industry?”

“Yes, I am.”

“Nervous?”

Laughing nervously, I said, “Like you would not believe.”

She laughed and said, “I understand, I’ve been there myself.  Don’t worry, just relax, and try not to think about it, as I’ll take good care of you.”  Then she put her hand on my shoulder and smiled.

“Thanks Jen.  I’ll need all the help I can get.”

Right about that time Seth walked into the room and said, “Okay ladies, are you about ready to get started?”

We both nodded our heads and he continued by saying, “It will be a standard girl-on-girl sex scene.  Jen, I know you already know the drill but let me explain how it will work Michelle.  The two of you will be sitting at the end of the bed talking about, how one of your boyfriends or husbands has left you.”

He then continued by laying the remainder of the details of how the scene would be played out, which was going to be adlib and then told us we could begin whenever we were ready.

Seth took a seat in the director’s chair close to us as the two of us took our positions at the end of the bed. 

“Okay girls, action,” he said.

Sitting there close together with our knees almost touching we began.

“Michelle, I’m so sorry that your boyfriend broke up with you.  Are you doing okay?” Jen asked.

“I’m so discouraged Jen, I’ll never find a nice guy who loves me.”

“Don’t say that, that’s not true.”

“It is true, I’m ugly, who would want me?” and then I began to pretend like I was crying.

She put her arm around me and said, “No, it’s not, you’re beautiful.”

“You’re just saying that.”

“I’m not, I think you are incredibly beautiful,” she said as she moved her hand from the back to the side of my neck.

“You really think I’m pretty?” I asked.

Nodding her head, she said, “Very much,” and then she moved her hands gently to my cheeks and said, “Can I ask you a question?”

I nodded gently.

“Have you ever been with a girl?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“Michelle, have you ever thought of being with a girl before?”

I nodded my head.

“Do you think I’m attractive,” she asked while looking into my eyes.

“Very.”

“Michelle, would you be offended if I kissed you?”

I shook my head.

She then leaned in and kissed me and as she did I put my hands on her shoulders, and before I knew it our tongues were swirling passionately.  We lay back on the bed and continued kissing, our hands exploring one another all the while.

“Jen, you are so beautiful,” I whispered, and as I said it, she smiled and continued kissing me.

As we continued, I began to massage her breasts through her dress and in return she stroked mine as well.

Taking me by the hand we got off the bed, stood up, and continued kissing.  Stopping momentarily, she kicked off her pumps and I took off my heels as well.  I then took off her black dress, bra, and thong which exposed her beautiful body, and let me tell you, it was truly gorgeous, and despite the fact I had no penis to use on her, I was really turned on.  She then removed my clothing exposing my body as well.

We then lay back down on the bed and continued kissing, and as we did so I moved my hand to her crotch where I began massaging her clit, and with that she began to lightly moan.  Just as suddenly she rolled me off of her and onto my back and she started to suck on my nipples.

“God Jen that feels so good,” I said, as she continued to move between my breasts, all the while I was running my hands through her beautiful hair.

“Jen I’m so turned on,” I said, and with that she moved her head between my legs and took my clit into her mouth and began to gently massage me.  She was extremely skilled and knew how to turn a woman on, probably because she had done this once or twice before.

At this point I was not totally acting, I was really turned on and I said, “Baby, put a finger inside me.”

Next thing I knew her middle finger was inside my wet cave going back and forth as she continued making love to my womanhood.

“Oh Jen, yes, keep fucking me, I love feeling you inside me.”

The orgasm was building inside me and I knew that I would not last long, and I was getting more and more turned on by the second.

“Harder,” I cried out, “Please fuck me harder,” and I raised my legs higher so she could get deeper penetration.

Rocking myself to meet her every thrust I could no longer hold back and I finally screamed out, “Jen, I’m coming, I’m coming, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” and as I came waves of pleasure accompanied by a sensation of warmth travelled throughout my body and I finally collapsed.  She moved her head up toward mine and I took her head in my hands and brought her mouth to mine and kissed her lovingly.

“Jen, that was great.  That was better than any man.”

“I just wanted to make you feel better,” she said.

“And now it’s your turn,” I said as I rolled her over onto her back and then moved my head to her crotch.  As my tongue began to explore her, I loved the way that she was smoothly shaven, which actually turned me on.  I took her clit into my mouth and began to suck on it gently at first, increasing speed as I continued.  From the dew dripping from her folds I could tell that she was extremely turned on and was liking what I was doing.

“Michelle, that feels good, keep sucking my clit,” she said.

I then decided to give her a finger like she had done for me and started to stroke her as well.

“Fuck me harder Michelle, fuck me as hard as you can.”

With my mouth still pleasuring her womanhood, I was running my finger in and out of her as fast as I could hoping to give her as good of an orgasm as she had given me.

Spreading her legs apart her feet raised into the air giving me slightly more access and I continued fucking her with my finger the best I could.  I then decided to slip another finger in which caused her to moan even more. Figuring if more was better, I decided to slip in another finger for a total of three.

“I’m coming Michelle, don’t stop, don’t stop, I’m almost there,” and then she issued a loud moan which seem to go on for some time before collapsing.  I then removed my soaked hand and moved up to her face where she took my head in her hands and kissed me passionately.

“Ladies, that was fantastic,” Seth said.

“Give us a minute, okay?” said Jen.

“Sure, Michelle, join me in my office when you’re done,” he said, and with that he left us and walked down the hallway.

Still laying there on the bed looking at me Jen said, “That was pretty good for a first timer.  Have you ever been with a woman before?”

“Never.”

“That’s surprising, you’re a natural.  I would love to do a scene with you any time.”

“Thanks, and I would love to work again with you too Jen,” and then we kissed again.

“You are one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen Michelle,” she said.

“Thanks Jen.  You’re incredibly beautiful yourself.”

“That’s sweet of you to say.”

“It’s true.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-nine.”

“You’ve got a lot of good years ahead of you if you want to be in this business.  I will be forty next year.”

“You look so good for your age Jen, I thought you were just a couple of years older than me.”

“You are such a sweetie.  You’re not trying to get in my panties, are you?”

“Nope.  Already been there,” I said, and we both laughed.

Looking at me she asked, “Michelle, I’m pretty selective about who I hang out with in this business, and you will be too after you get to know some of these people that are in it, but would you like to get together sometime?  Maybe we could do dinner, a movie, get a mani/pedi, or something.”

“That sounds fun.”

We exchanged phone numbers, she gave me a quick kiss on the lips, grabbed her clothes and scurried off to the bathroom.  I was pretty sure that she liked me based on the way that she was acting toward me.

After washing Jen off my right hand, I got dressed, and headed down to Seth’s office where I went in and took a seat.

“Hey Michelle, you did well.  You’re a little rough around the edges but I think you’re going to be great.  You seemed very comfortable with Jen and overall it seemed natural and you acted like you enjoyed it.”

Little did he know about my past and that I had no problem being with a woman.

“Thanks.”

“And by the way, here is your pay for today,” he said as he handed me a check.

Looking at it I said, “$250?  Thanks, I was not expecting this.”

“You are welcome, and by the way, I will be needing a copy of your social security card or EIN for pay purposes.  You will not be an employee but an independent contractor, so I will issue you a 1099 at the end of the year.”

“Not a problem.  So, think you’ll need me for any parts in the future?”

“There’s no doubt about it, how soon can you start?”

After finishing up I returned home, I put down my handbag, kicked off my shoes, and dug the pregnancy test out of my purse.  I headed towards the bathroom where I opened the box, pulled down my panties, sat down on the toilet and started to pee making sure I slipped the test stick under my urine stream.  Finishing up I returned to the living room and sat down on the couch where I did a quick check of my email.  Knowing the moment of truth was at hand I picked up the stick off my coffee table and saw that the old expression, I am with child, now applied to me.  Good lord in heaven above, I was going to have a baby.


Chapter 6

The following week Seth put me to work and started me out just like I had asked him to do.  My first gig was a solo masturbation scene where I pleasured myself with my hand and a dildo that was provided, and it was actually kind of fun.  Then I was offered a girl-on-girl scene with a very pretty blonde Ukrainian girl who could not have been much more than eighteen years of age.  While it wasn’t quite the same as my test shot with Jen, it went well.

Toward the end of the week I was asked if I wanted to participate as an extra in a film where a group of about twenty women are sitting around in a living room for a bachelorette party and they are visited by a guy dressed up in an animal costume along with another naked male who is also dancing.  As the guy dances around the room he stops in in front of women at random, puts some whipped cream on his cock and the women suck it off, with some of them sucking it more than others.  The gig only paid $100, but the director told me he would up that to $200 if I would take him in my mouth, even if I would do it for just fifteen seconds and I told him I would think about it.  The guy moving around the room was muscular, had dark hair and eyes, and from watching him I suspected he had done this before.  Finally, his dancing lead him to where I was sitting and I thought to myself, what the hell, if I’m going to be in this business this would be good training for what lies ahead.  I nodded my head slightly which was the cue to him and as I did so he put a little bit of whipped cream on the tip of his dick.  I then took his cock into my mouth and started to suck, and as I did so I could taste the flavor of the whipped cream.  It tasted like coconut.  I had been watching what the other girls were doing and decided to emulate them, as I put my hands on his hips and took him as far back in my mouth as possible and could feel his head hitting the back of my throat.  As I bobbed back and forth the other girls were screaming and cheering me on. 

Up to this point I had never been turned on by or attracted to men in my life, but while sucking this guy’s dick something happened to me, I was actually getting turned on, and did not understand why.  The more I pleasured him the more I could feel my womanhood tingling and for reasons unknow I wanted nothing more than to make him come.  Moving my hand up underneath his balls I started to massage his prostate and as I did so I could feel his head getting much firmer and I knew he was about ready to shoot.  Just as he came, I pulled back slightly so I would not choke and as he unloaded himself into my mouth I could taste his saltiness.  I continued to stroke his manhood until I had milked every last drop out of him and then opened my mouth and showed it to the camera, and when I did all the girls in the room screamed even louder.

After the scene was over the director told me what a great job I did and paid me $350.  He said I actually brought more life to the film than he had originally planned and wanted to know if I was interested in extra work, and I said yes.

Before I left the guy I gave the blowjob to walked up to me and introduced himself.

“Hi, I’m Dan,” he said.

“Michelle,” I replied and offered him my hand.

“Sorry about losing my load, but you sure knew which buttons to push to get me off.  Where did you learn that?”

Smiling at him I said, “Oh, just around,” and then we both laughed.

Watching him smile at me the feelings I had while I was performing oral sex on him were now returning.  I couldn’t help but notice how good looking he was and how attracted I was to him.

“I was not sure earlier Michelle, but I am now,” he said softly, “Good to see you again.”

Not sure exactly who he was aside from being Dan, I definitely did not know where we might have met before and I said, “Yes, of course.  How long has it been?”

“I think about four, five, maybe six weeks?”

“Oh, right,” I said, like I actually remembered.

“So, I hope you’re feeling better than the last time I saw you.”

“I am, thank you.” I said.

Wanting to try and find out more information on where we had met, I asked, “So, do I look better than the last time you saw me?”

“Well, you’re just as beautiful now as you were then, but you definitely seem to be feeling better.”

“Sometimes people get little flu bugs don’t they.”

“I don’t think that’s what it was.”

“You think it was something else?” I asked and then smiled at him.

At this point I hoped I was not setting myself up to look stupid, but I just had to find out where I knew him from.

“Your funny Michelle, of course I think it was something else, and I attribute it to all the drinks you had at the bar where we met, which you subsequently threw up in our hotel room.”

All of a sudden a light bulb went off in my head and I remembered how I knew Dan. He was the guy in the photos that Michelle had shown me before kicking me out of the house.  Michelle was having sex with Dan in the photos so she could make sure I got nothing in the divorce.  Then another thought crossed my mind as well, this man is most likely the father of the baby I’m carrying.  I’m going to have to think about how to bring that up in casual conversation with him.  Boy this was going to be awkward, so I will just table that for now.

“After that night I was hoping that I would see you again but did not know how to contact you.  It’s funny how sometimes life delivers people right to you isn’t it.”

This guy had no idea how my former wife had used him as part of an elaborate plan to set me up, so I held no contempt for him, and in a way, he was a pawn like me, he just did not know it, yet.  It was always possible that Michelle knew exactly who he was and would be calling him to court as the divorce proceeded.  No need to bring that up, not yet anyway.

As I stood there looking at him while we chatted, I could not stop the overwhelming attraction to him that had taken hold of me, as he was not only handsome, but he had a great personality as well.

“Dan, would you like to get a cup of coffee with me?”

“On one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“That you let me buy.”

Dan and I found a cozy corner in a neighborhood coffee shop that had two cushiony chairs and that’s where we parked and started to get to know more about each other.

“So, what’s a nice girl like you doing in this business?” he asked.

“So, what’s a nice guy like you doing in this business?” I asked.

“You’re going to make me go first.”

I nodded.

“I’m like everybody else, I needed the money, and it paid better than all the usual minimum wage service type jobs.”

“I can relate to that.”

“I went in the Navy at eighteen and did a six-year hitch and got out when I was twenty-four and started college.  Not long afterward I met a girl and we got married, her name was Savannah.  Three years ago, she died while giving birth to our son Mark, and I’ve been a single parent ever since.  I’ve been going to school full time and working every spare moment possible and have just one semester to go.”

“Do you have any help at all?”  I asked.

“My mom is great and does all that she can as she is self employed and has a flexible schedule.  I don’t know what I would do without her.  Anyway, after I graduate I’m hoping to get a full time job and give up this one, if you know what I mean?  Dancing around a room having a bunch of women sucking on you is fun at first but grows old quickly.”

“What are you majoring in at school?”

“I’m getting my B.S. in Electrical Engineering,” he said excitedly.

“That is great, once you’re got that in hand, you’ll have lots of opportunities.”

“That’s what I’m banking on.  Anyway, what about you?  What’s your story?”

“Well, I married my high school sweetheart, I did not go to college after high school and have never worked, so I don’t really have a skillset to mention.  After being married for seven years he decided to kick me to the curb because he just didn’t want me anymore,” and I started to cry.

Regaining my composure, I said, “And here I am, just a working girl trying to make ends meet.  I’m really hoping to get some money saved up and then weigh my options.”

”I’m sorry to hear that Michelle.  You seem like such a nice girl and for the life of me I cannot imagine anyone not wanting you.  You’re beautiful, have a great personality, you seem like the whole package.”

“I appreciate that Dan but sometimes bad things happen to good people.  Just like you, it seems so unfair to lose your wife just as your baby was born.”

“Yeah, it was really hard at first, but I’m far better now than I was then.  The loss of my wife really hit me hard.  I sometimes wonder if I’ll ever meet anyone again.  Remember that night that I met you?  That was the first time I had been out in at least a couple of years.”

“Oh Dan, of course you will meet someone.  You’re handsome and smart after all you’re almost an electrical engineer.  There’s lot of women that would love to go out with you,” I said.

“Remember, I’ve got a kid, and every woman is not looking for an instant family.”

“Whenever you meet the right girl, one who really loves you and cares for you, it won’t make any difference at all to her.” and then I smiled warmly at him.

“Would you go out with a guy in my situation?”

“I think I already have, once when we slept together, which I recall very little of and then now.  This is our second date.”

We both laughed and he said, “Yeah, you’re right about that.”

As we continued to sit there chatting and I found out more about him I could tell that something had happened to me.  I think the estrogen in my body was rewriting my brain or something because I really liked him and could not help from noticing how handsome he was.  My God, I’m falling for this guy, and there’s nothing I can do about it.

“Michelle, I hope this does not seem weird or anything, but would you like to go out with me sometime?  And I’m talking about a proper date.”

“I would absolutely love that Dan,” I said.

I was so excited that this cute guy had asked me out, and for reasons I could not explain I was as thrilled as a schoolgirl.  But why?  What had caused this transition?  I’m going to blame the pregnancy hormones.  That’s my story and I’m sticking to it!


Chapter 7

My first week as an adult film star, aka Porn Star, had gone well.  Between the girl-on-girl, the masturbation solo and the blowjob I had given to Dan I had made almost $2000.  Earlier in my life I might have been more judgmental toward someone in this line of work, but at this point I get why they would do it, because it sure beats working as a hostess at a restaurant.

Saturday Seth called me and asked if I could come in and do the girl on girl scene with an attractive Peruvian lady and offered me $750. I told him I was on my way, after all, it’s sure hard to turn down that kind of money for a couple of hours of work, especially with a beautiful woman.

Arriving at the studio I checked in with Seth and was introduced to my co-star who was named Andrea, a beautiful tall redhead with long hair and a figure that was out of this world.  We were asked to run through the standard girl-on-girl routine, which would start out when she supposedly came over to borrow a dress, I watched her change, commented on how beautiful she was, and so on.  As we pretended to make love, well maybe she was pretending but I damn sure wasn’t, it was pretty sensual, and I was totally into it.  She knew exactly how to go down on me and the part in the film where I orgasm was not faked it was real.  When she was finished with me, I worked hard to return the favor and complete the filming at the same time.  Afterward she came up to me and told me that she really enjoyed working with me and hoped that we would work together again in the future.  I thanked her and told her that I felt the same way.

Even though I had just made love to a beautiful woman and the sex was great, there was something bothering me that I quite could not put my finger on.  It was a feeling that there was something lacking in the sex, but what could it be?  She was hot, we had sex, and got off together.  How much better does it get than that?  Continuing to think about it all of a sudden it came to me, and I knew what it was.  On an emotional level I was not fulfilled.  What the fuck?  Why was I feeling that way?  My changeover was having a greater effect on me than even I realized.

Just as I was getting ready to leave Seth stopped me in the lobby to talk to me.

“Michelle, I was wondering if I could talk to you.”

“Sure.”

“We’ve got a shoot this afternoon, but the actress called in with the flu and I need somebody to fill in.”

“What kind of film is it? I asked.

“It’s not a solo or a girl-on-girl, so you may not want to take it, but if you do I will be eternally grateful.”

“Just tell me,” I said.

“It’s a guy on girl, would you consider it?”

Hesitating and shaking my head I said, “I don’t know, I’m still building up my courage.”

“Look, this is totally between me and you, but I will pay you $1,500 and it is a onetime deal only because I’m in a pinch, but you have to promise to keep that a secret, otherwise the other girls will be wanting that kind of money too, which I just can’t pay.”

As I stood there thinking about it, I thought about how far that $1,500 would go and it sure was hard to turn down.  That on top of the other money I had made this week would put me at over $4,000 for the week, and with a baby on the way I was going to need the money.

“Okay Seth, one question, is there anal involved?”

Laughing he said, “No.  So, are you in?”

“Yes I’m in.”

“Great.  It’s not a straight money shot, it’s a creampie, are you okay with that?”

“For $1,500 I’ll live with it,” I said.”

“Cool, head on back to Studio B.”

I headed back to the studio which was setup as a living room, where I would be having sex as a female for the first time.  I sat down in one of the director’s chairs and checked to see if I had any messages on my cell when the door opened and in walked Dan.

“Hey Michelle, what are you doing here?”

“I was just getting ready to ask you the same question.”

“I’m here for a shoot.  What about you?”

“Me too.”

In walked Seth and he said, “Michelle meet Dan, Dan meet Michelle, you guys are going to be working together this afternoon.”

At this point Dan and I were looking at each other and smiling, and I could feel myself starting to tingle between my legs.  I was excited at the prospect of getting to make love with him and getting paid at the same time.  Heck, I would have had sex with him whether I was getting paid or not.

Seth briefed us on how he wanted the scene to go, and then we started filming.  We pretended that he came over to my apartment to borrow a cup of sugar, but I ended up being sweeter than the sugar.  Sitting down one the couch we began to kiss and the thing that I really loved was the way that he deep kissed me and with a passion that was out of this world.  We began to remove our clothes and were soon naked with the exception of the see-through high heel mules which I was instructed to leave on.  Why do they always have girls leave their shoes on in these films?  I’ve never once had sex in my life where the woman forgot to take off her shoes, or left them on, on purpose.  Anyway, for the kind of money I’m being paid I’ll somehow get over it.

Dan and I continued kissing and then he moved onto my breasts where he gave them an incredible amount of attention which continued to turn me on even more.

“Oh, that’s so good,” I cried out.

He then sat down on the couch and I got between his legs and performed oral sex which he seemed to enjoy.  Then at Seth’s cue I lied down on the couch and he proceeded by taking my clit into his mouth and worked it just right which caused me to moan and beg for more.

Sitting down I then mounted him and rode him for several minutes while facing him and then turned around facing away from him and continued to ride him.  That way the camera got a good penetration shot of him moving in and out of me.  Then I moved to the doggie style position and he proceeded to pound away on me as I moaned and cried out a lot.

“Your huge cock feels so good inside me, I just love the way that you fuck me.”

After a couple of minutes of that Seth let me take off my mules and gave us the cue to move to the missionary position so I lay down on the couch and Dan got on top of me and entered me and started moving back and forth.  As he fucked me our eyes locked and he smiled gently at me.  I took my hands and ran them through his hair and pulled him down and we kissed briefly before he rose back up.  The way that he moved in and out of me filled me with delight and I really loved the way that he knew exactly how to pound my clit with each and every stroke, causing pleasure to emanate throughout my body. 

He had been fucking me for about ten minutes in the missionary position, which was a good position for me as I had already orgasmed twice, when Seth gave us the cue to wrap it up.  Dan was an absolute powerhouse at being an adult film star and knew how to fuck a woman and could even come on cue.  He was pounding me just as hard as he could and I was loving it and had my legs drawn back just as far as I could get them so he could give me maximum penetration, plus it looked good on camera according to Seth.

“Oh baby, fuck me, fuck me, don’t stop fucking me.”

Continuing to slam me just as hard as he could I knew he was getting close which led to the next line I was supposed to say.

“Yes, baby you’re almost there, keep fucking me, keep fucking me hard.  Come inside me, I want you to come in my pussy.”

Right after I said that I could tell by the expression on his face that he was releasing himself inside me, which made me happy as I was glad to bring him pleasure.

He leaned down and kissed me passionately and winked at me and then raised up and pulled himself out of me, and that was my cue.  I swung my hips around and opened my legs so the camera would have a clean shot of what he had just gifted me, which was now slowly oozing out of my vagina.  And that’s what they call a creampie.  Glamorous, eh?

After we finished filming for the afternoon Dan and I cleaned up together in the studio bathroom which just happened to be equipped with a shower.  We let the water run over us as we held each other and kissed, not saying a word. 

Getting dressed I got my clothes and makeup on and Dan asked me, “What are you doing tonight?”

“Hanging out with you, if you want,” hoping he would say yes.

With his winning smile beaming at me he said, “Wonderful.”

As we headed out the studio door, I ran across Jen who asked, “Can I talk to you?”

“Sure. Dan I’ll be there in a sec, okay?”

“Okay,” he said as he stepped outside the door of the building.

“Michelle, I watched the two of you together in the studio this afternoon, I was on the side where you probably could not see me.”

“What did you think?  Did I do okay?”

“Of course, you did great, but I noticed something else.”

“What’s that?”

“You guys have great chemistry Michelle.  That looked more like a love scene than a sex scene.”

“Really?”

“Yes, and I think he would be a good match for you.”

“Are you playing matchmaker today Jen?” I asked.

“I can tell that you guys have something special, and that does not come around very often.  When you find someone that loves you, and you love them ….”

Pausing she said, “Michelle I’ve had love slip away from me time after time because I let it.  Now I’m almost forty and alone.  Do you have feelings for him?”

“Oh my God Jen, I think I do.”

“And I can tell by the way he looks at you he feels the same.  Life is short.  Go for it Michelle and be happy.”

We then hugged one another, I thanked her, and I headed out the door to meet Dan.

We headed over to his apartment where his mother was babysitting his three-year-old son Mark, and as we walked in we were introduced.

Walking in the door Dan said, “Mom, I’ve got someone I want you to meet.”

“Hi, I’m Dixie,” she said, extending her hand which I shook.

Dixie was an attractive slightly curvy woman in her early to mid-fifties with medium to long blonde hair and green eyes.  You could tell by her hair, makeup and clothes that she really took care of herself.

“Michelle, it’s good to meet you ma’am.”

“Where’s Mark?” asked Dan.

“He’s taking a nap.” she said.

“Let me check on him,” he said heading to the back bedroom.

Whispering to me she said, “Dan told me yesterday that he had met you some time back and just happened to run into you again and was so excited.”

“He did?”

“Yes, and I am so glad Michelle.  Did he tell you about what happened to his wife?”

“Yes, he did.”

“Oh Michelle, it was so tragic, and I’ve often wondered if he would ever meet anyone again, until you popped up.  I’m just so thrilled to see him really excited about someone.  Oh my God I’m running my mouth and probably talking too much.”

“It’s okay, I’m, really excited about him as well.”

“It does my heart good to hear you say that,” and then she gave me a big hug.  “Michelle, you seem like such a nice all-American girl, and you are so beautiful, I’m surprised that someone’s not snatched you up already.”

Things between Dixie and I were going so well that I decided not to comment on my past, not today anyway.

“So, Dan tells me that you guys work together sometimes?”

Rolling my eyes upward and bobbing my head from side to side I said, “Yes, I guess we do.”

“Dan told me all about what he and you do.”

At this point I’m sure I had a look of panic on my face as I asked, “He did?”

“Yes, and you know what I never judge people for what they do, so don’t think another thing about it.  It’s really hard for young people to make a living in this day and age so you’ve got to do what you’ve got to do.”

“Wow,” I said, “You’re extremely open-minded.  A lot of people would not feel that way.”

“If they feel that way then they are narrow minded, because what you guys do gives others great pleasure, and that’s something that everyone needs.”

“Yes ma’am….”

“Call me Dixie.”

“Okay Dixie, you are so cool, and I’ve never really thought about it in those terms before, but I guess it’s true, everyone does need to have pleasure in their lives don’t they.”

“They sure do and don’t ever let anyone tell you otherwise, and I think being a dance instructor and giving private ballroom dancing lesson is a great thing.  Some might say you’re taking advantage of the lonely and overcharging them, but I say if it gives them pleasure then what the heck, life is too short not to enjoy it.  Don’t you agree?”

“You are so right Dixie.”

At this point I was sure glad that I hadn’t said anything about the work that we were really involved in, and I wonder how she would have reacted if she knew that her son had just fucked my brains out about an hour ago?

Returning from the back Dan said, “I’m going to let him sleep just a couple of more minutes.  Mom, thanks for watching him.”

“Are you kidding?  The pleasure is all mine.  He’s an absolute angel.  Well, I’m going to take off and let the two of you visit.  It was great meeting you Michelle.”

“Nice meeting you too Dixie.”

She headed on out and Dan closed the door behind her.

“So, we are ballroom dance instructors?” I asked while grinning at him.

Laughing he said, “I’m not sure my mother is ready to handle the fact that her son performs in adult films.”

Rolling my eyes upward for a second I said, “Well, I guess we kind of do the tango lying down don’t we?”

“Michelle, you’ve got a point, so I guess in a way we are dance instructors.”

“Definitely in a non-traditional kind of way,” I added.

Right about that time his little boy came walking down the hall rubbing his eyes.  He was blonde headed and had the most beautiful shade of blue eyes I had ever seen.

“Hey big guy,” said Dan.

“Daddy, who’s this?”

“This is Michelle.”

“Hi Mark.”

“Hi,“ he said shyly.

That night we went out to a pizza place for kids that had all kinds of games and activities which was absolute heaven for a little guy like Mark.  I had so much fun playing with him as he was absolutely adorable.

He was in a bin full of plastic balls playing with other children as Dan and I stood by watching him.

“He’s certainly a good kid Dan.”

“Thanks.  He really does like you Michelle, and let me tell you, he’s normally cautious with strangers.”

“I’ve got something to tell you, I really like him.  He is such a sweetie.  You’d better be careful Dan, or Mark may just sweep me off my feet and take me away from you.”

After I said that I started examining my words and wondering if I should have said that, as it sounded like I was thinking that Dan and I were truly an item.  As far as I was concerned, I knew what I wanted and that was for us to be together, but he might not be ready for that.  Then again, it is always possible that I’m over examining my last statement, which we girls seem to do from time to time.

Putting his arm around me he said, “Unless you say otherwise, nobody’s taking you away from me.”

As he said those words, I felt warm and reassured that he felt the same about me as I did about him.

Looking directly into my eyes and holding my hands he said, “Michelle, I really like you.  Tell me this isn’t a dream.”

“Why would you think it’s a dream?”

“You’re just too good to be true.”

“How’s that?”

“You’re just so wonderful.  I keep thinking that I’m going to wake up and find out that it was all a dream, or I’m going to find out that you used to be a man or something.”

I laughed and the looked dead at him I said, “What would you say if I told you that I used to be a man, and I got transferred into this body by my evil ex who stole mine?”

“I would say that you’ve got a great sense of humor.”

“You’re not bothered by the fact that I star in, you know, films?” I asked.

Laughing he said, “That would be kind of like the pot calling the kettle….”

“Yes, I guess it would be.”

We went back to Dan’s place, where he got his son ready for bed and I even read him a bedtime story which I finished just as he fell asleep.  Then Dan and I snuggled up on the couch together with a couple of mugs of hot coffee.

“Dan, there’s something I want to talk to you about,” I said.

“Sure.”

Right about that time my cell phone rang, and I answered it, exchanged a few words with the caller and then said to Dan, “I’ve got to go, I’ll call you later.”

I then gave him a kiss and headed out the door


Chapter 8

It was Sunday morning and I woke up about 11 a.m., which was pretty late for me, but I’d had trouble falling asleep after the news I’d received the night before and was still feeling unsettled.

There was a knock at the door.  It was Dan and I opened the door further to let him into my apartment. He’d contacted me earlier and asked if everything was okay and I asked him if he could come over, so he asked his mom to watch Mark and headed over to my apartment.

Walking in he gave me a great big hug which I returned and then I took him by the hand, and we sat down on the couch.

“Michelle, is everything okay?”

I could tell he was worried by the look on his face.

“I got some bad news last night, my w…., my husband was killed.”

“Oh my God Michelle I am so sorry to hear that.  What happened?”

“His lawyer called me and told me that he was on a business jet with some other businessmen and they had just left Palm Springs Airport and crashed into a mountain.”

Despite the fact that Michelle had stolen my body and was planning to leave me destitute I still mourned for her, as she had been my spouse for seven years and my longtime girlfriend before that and had been an important part of my life.

While crying I tried to talk and said, “Dan, he was going to leave me with nothing, so I don’t understand why I’m shedding one single tear.”

Holding me he said, “It’s okay, it’s natural for you to feel the way you do.”

“You know Dan, it means a lot to me that I’ve got you.”

“Of course, and I’m glad I’ve got you.”

“Anyway, as I told you I was going to end up with nothing, right?”

“Right.”

“Because the divorce was incomplete when he died, I’m the sole heir to his estate.”

“I hope it’s a lot.  That way you could do what you want, maybe even not have to work.”

“Dan, I’m now the owner and heiress to one of the largest resellers of phone service in the country and I’m worth $500 million dollars.”

“Holy cow.  Congratulations baby.  Okay, maybe I should not have said congratulations at a time like this.  I’m sorry.”

Taking his hand in mine I said, “It’s okay hon, I know what you mean.  Fortunately for me he was going to wait until after the divorce to change the will, so, I get all of it.”

“I’m sure sorry to hear about your loss, but I am glad you’re going to have a better life Michelle, you deserve it.  After all, you’ve been through some stuff yourself.”

“Thanks sweetie.  By the way, there’s something I want to talk to you about.  I started to try and discuss it with you last night but then I got that phone call.”

He nodded his head.

“Remember how about four to six weeks ago, or something like that, how we met and spent the night together?”

“Of course.”

“Dan, I’m pregnant, and I’m almost one hundred percent positive it is your baby.”

Beaming he said, “Really?”

I nodded my head and smiled at him, and as I looked into his eyes and saw how happy he was I knew deep in my heart of hearts that everything was going to be okay.

Taking my hands in his he said, “Michelle, you and I have suffered some extraordinary losses, but I want you to know that I will always be here for our baby.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“You’re going to make a great mom.”

“And you’re going to be a wonderful father,” I said.

“Dan, I have a question for you.”

“Do you believe in love at first sight?”

“Well, I’ve not given it a lot of thought, until recently but yes, I do.”

“Do you love me?”

“Hmmm?”

“Do you?”

“I know people are supposed to wait until a certain point in their relationship to say it ….”

“And you know what I think?”

“What?”

“That’s bullshit.  People know quickly whether they love someone or not.  That’s all a bunch of crap used by those who don’t want to commit to someone.  For example, I love you, and I knew it that day that I first had coffee with you, which was just three days ago, but the thing was that I knew it.  I’m not saying that you can’t get to know someone and make sure they’re not psychotic before you marry them, but the fact is that you know how you feel about them very soon after meeting them.”

“Damn Michelle, you’re right about everything that you just said, and the answer is yes, I do love you.  As a matter of fact, I’m head over heels for you.”

“And I love you too sweetie, and I’m total crazy about you too,” I said, and then kissed him on the lips.


Chapter 9

So much has happened over the last seven months and my due date is fast approaching.  I ended up in a new body courtesy of my wife Michelle, was thrown out of my house with almost nothing, worked a few low paying service level jobs briefly, became an adult film star, discovered I was pregnant, met and fell in love with my child’s father, found out that my wife who had stolen my body was killed in a plane crash, and I was now a multi-millionaire.  All in a day’s work, right?

Thinking back about my old life I realized that I was never truly happy being Bob Branson since I continually looked for my next conquest whether it was business related or it was the next girl I was going to shag.  For the first time in my life I realized there was a lot more to life than those things and that I was now truly happier than I had ever been, and I felt a peace as I’d never known being a blonde haired girl named Michelle.  One thing that I still wonder about to this day is about the Michelle I married, and if she intended to body swap back after teaching me a lesson or not, but at this point I will never know.

After the funeral I started looking through our house and I found the virtual headset in my bedroom closet which started all of this madness in the first place.  Taking it out of the bag I set it on the bed and just sat there and stared at it for some time before putting it in a cloth bag to which I added some rocks, tied it up tightly, and threw it over a bridge into a river where it would never be found.

You’re probably wondering what happened to me and Dan, right? 

The moment I met Dan I knew that he was my soulmate and he was the one I was destined to be with forever.  I’ve always been very logical, and I knew that the body I had been given was not designed to be with a woman, but to be with a man, and I had great comfort going forward feeling that.  I had previously thought that my DNA had been rewritten and that had affected my mind and maybe that was true, but I was now a woman and was very comfortable in my role and my life as such, which I was loving, as crazy as that may sound.

After my spouse’s death Dan decided to leave the film business and took a job as a district manager in my company.  He and I continued to spend a lot of time together and saw each other almost daily.  I was ready to move this relationship to the next level.  I knew Dan was worried about moving too quickly after my husband’s recent death as he did not want to push me too quickly after such a traumatic event.  So, I decided to take matters into my own hands.

I booked a cruise for us and as soon as he got onboard, we were greeted by his mother, his son Mark, and Seth Silverstein who was in need of a vacay.  He was completely surprised that I had invited everyone and did not know why.  At our first port of call I had him change into some loose-fitting white pants and shirt, and I changed into a white dress that readily showed my baby bump.  Pointing to my belly I told him this was courtesy of him.

Walking down the beach hand in hand he was surprised to see his mom, Mark, and Seth standing there on the beach, as they had all planned to go off on a separate excursion.  There was a man standing with them holding a bible who was clearly a priest as indicated by his collar.

“What’s going on?” he asked.

I took him by the hands and said, “Baby help lower me to the ground,” and as he held onto my hands I got onto my knees and sunk into the sand.

“Dan, when I met you seven and a half months ago my life was in a bad place, and I was not sure where I would end up.  However, the second that I set eyes on you I knew that I would be alright, and that God above had delivered you to me to be the love of my life.”

At this point I was getting teary eyed and had to pause briefly.  Dan then got down on his knees and was looking straight at me, and I could tell he was getting a bit emotional himself.

Continuing I said, “Since then my darkness has turned into light and I have been given good fortune in more ways than one.  I have financial security, the child you have given us which grows inside me now, and most importantly, you.”

Reaching into the pocket in my white dress I pulled out a box and opened it. In it were nestled two gold wedding bands.

“Dan, I would love nothing more than for you to accept this ring and be my husband for the rest of this life.  If you will, I promise I will love you each and every day. I will be a great wife and mother to our children.  I guarantee that Mark will always have a mother that loves him as much as Savannah would have loved him.”

At this point tears were streaming down his face as well as mine.  As I looked over at Dixie and Seth I could see that he had his arm around her as she was crying like crazy after what I had said.

“Oh my God,” Dixie said to Seth, “If he doesn’t marry her, I will.”

Looking into my eyes he said, “Michelle, you are the most beautiful, kindest, and sweetest woman I have ever known, and I would be honored to take you as my bride, now and forever.”

He stood up and then holding my hands helped raise me back up and we stood there facing one another.

“Baby that was pretty romantic, but what made you decide to propose to me?  I was planning on doing it when the time was right.”

“But you did not know when the time was going to be right, yes or no?”

Looking at me and smiling he said, “Yes, yes, because your husband had died recently, I was hesitant and didn’t want it to seem as though I were pushing you to get married, and honestly I did not know when the right time would be, so I thought I would wait a little longer.  However, you beat me to the punch.”

Nodding I said, “I knew that, and you know what else I knew?”

“What?”

“That we have all suffered too much, and it was time for us to have some happiness, as I needed you, you needed me, Mark needed a mom, and our baby needed a mom and dad ready and waiting on her when she arrived.”

“Her?”

“Her!”

“Michelle, you are the prettiest and smartest woman I’ve ever known in my life.”

“I know, so are you going to make me your bride or not?”

Taking me by the hand we stepped forward, performed our vows and were wedded in holy matrimony.

During the cruise Dixie and Seth kind of hit it off and started dating, and it was clear that they were truly in love with each other and that thrilled Dan beyond belief as she had not dated for over ten years since the passing of his father.

After getting back home Seth and Dixie decided to get married, but Seth said he wanted to sell off his interest in the dance studio first.  To this day Dan’s mom still has no clue as to what business Seth, Dan, and I were actually involved in, but that’s okay, everyone does not always have to know everything, right?  Oh, and interestingly enough, Jen was the one that bought the production company.

Before turning the keys over Jen, Dan and I decided to do one more film with Seth where we were a married couple having sex.  I was super pregnant and about ready to pop and wondered if anyone would actually be interested in a film like this.  Seth assured me that pregnant sex was very popular, and with the glow I had due to the pregnancy he was sure that the film would be a hit.  With that we moved ahead.

I remember we started filming and Dan and I were sitting on the bed ready to start.  Seth yelled, “Action.”

Then he yelled, “Cut, Michelle, put your heels back on.”

I stood up and asked, “Instead of wearing high heel peep toe mules, which every female adult film star in America wears when she has sex on film, don’t you think it would look better if I were:

Barefoot, Pregnant, & A Porn Star

Instead?”
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