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CHAPTER 1:

Whenever anyone in my family spoke of my Aunt Sylvia they always used the expression “she’s quite a character” as a sort of catchall phrase to explain her eccentricities. Despite the fact that you could certainly see the physical similarities between my mother and my aunt they couldn’t have been more different in most ways.

I don’t know what kind of dreams or ambitions my mother might have had in her youth but she had met my father in college, gotten pregnant, and dropped out of school to raise me. From that moment on being a housewife and mother was her full time occupation. Now I’m not knocking that or putting it down but I always figured that she must have had some regrets about her life taking the unexpected detour that it took. I kind of hoped that now that I was 18 and just out of high school that she would reconnect with some of her past interests and passions but I wasn’t sure that she would ever really do that.

My Aunt Sylvia, on the other hand, had lived an extraordinary life. She was literally the only person I had ever known who had actually run away from home as a teenager and joined the circus, becoming a trapeze artist for a couple of years before hooking up with an actual artist and moving to Paris to model for him...always in the nude.

Supposedly that affair had ended when the artist caught her in bed with another man and shot the guy while my aunt jumped out a window and ran stark naked through the streets of Paris, never to return. Was it true? I have absolutely no idea but it was just one of many legends associated with my Aunt Sylvia.

I had heard that she was involved in some kind of a sex scandal involving a married senator that had ruined his career since it was back in the day when a sex scandal was guaranteed to sink a politician. I had to look that one up on Wikipedia since no one in my family ever wanted to discuss the matter.

It was also said that she used to be the mistress of some oil tycoon in the Middle East but sometimes I heard a darker version that said she had been kidnapped and sold into slavery or that she was one of the tycoon’s many wives and lived in a harem.

There were lots of “colorful” stories about my Aunt Sylvia, some probably more true than others, but there was one that seemed to bring particular shame to the family and that was the time she had spent as a porn star called Bunny DeVine. For some reason that really seemed to rock the boat even more than her affairs and scandals. I thought it was awesome and although it was a little weird watching a video where my aunt was taking some huge black cock up her ass I certainly never held it against her. She looked great and she was really, really good at having sex. To me being a porn star was just like being any other kind of actress...except that you usually ended up with someone jacking off in your face.

In recent years Sylvia had become a successful author of self-help books, all about sex naturally, and was pretty wealthy from what I heard. Ironically that was kind of the redeeming feature in my family’s eyes. It was the American Dream to become rich and Sylvia had accomplished it despite being a high school dropout and a “wanton” woman. I suppose the fact that she was now making money doing a job with her clothes on probably helped her ease into respectability somewhat, even if the content of her books was still pretty salacious.

I kind of got the impression that my family always assumed that Aunt Sylvia’s wicked ways would ultimately lead to a bad ending, because that’s what “normal” people tend to be taught to believe, but she seemed to be going strong and thriving more than ever. I certainly noticed that their moral outrage never kept my parents from accepting financial help from my aunt.

Aunt Sylvia had always been incredibly nice to me and often invited me to come out and stay with her for a time. Now that I was 18 and free to make up my own mind I had decided to accept her invitation to come out and spend the summer with her in California. My parents were dubious but the woman was my aunt and I had nothing to do for the summer anyway so they reluctantly accepted my decision.

Personally I thought it was kind of cool that there was a former porn star in the family, and I was especially excited about taking a prolonged trip to California. Additionally I was kind of hoping that Aunt Sylvia could share some of that sexual self-help wisdom with me because my sex life needed all the help it could get and it wasn’t the kind of thing that my parents were comfortable about discussing.

I had visions of golden beaches and tan bodies and maybe a few naughty adventures along the way. I was going in with my eyes and my mind wide open, which was a good thing as it turned out, because I was in for some eye-opening, mind-bending experiences.


CHAPTER 2:

“Darling! How wonderful to see you,” said my Aunt Sylvia when I arrived at her rather luxurious home up in the hills.

“You look more like your mother all the time,” said Sylvia as she kissed me on both cheeks in the European fashion.

It was true that I definitely looked more like my mother than my father, which meant that I also looked more like Aunt Sylvia, although it seemed a little strange to remind me of that fact since I was a boy. Don’t get me wrong, my mother and my aunt were both very attractive women but it was hard to take it as a compliment that I resembled them no matter how beautiful they were.

“How was your flight?” asked my aunt.

“It was all right. I’m just happy to be out of school and on vacation here in sunny Southern California,” I replied. “And of course delighted to be here with my favorite aunt.”

“At least your mother hasn’t totally brainwashed you against me,” said Sylvia with a slight snort.

“She was worried that you might lead me into all sorts of sin and corruption,” I said.

“And so I shall, so I shall, but let’s get you settled in your room first and we can chat a little later,” Sylvia suggested.

The house was kind of Spanish style, as a lot of the houses in Southern California seemed to be, and it actually looked like the kind of place where porn videos would be shot. For all I knew it was, or had been at some point. It was fancy but still felt warm and more like a home than a hotel, which I thought was nice.

After I unpacked and changed into a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, which seemed more appropriate for the warm weather, I went looking for my aunt and found her sunbathing in the nude by her pool. Now when I say pool you probably think of a rectangle full of water surrounded by a concrete walkway but this was much more like a tropical lagoon, complete with a small waterfall cascading over a rocky outcropping. I was almost positive that I had seen this pool in some porno or another but maybe everybody had pools like this in California for all I knew.

“I trust your room is satisfactory,” said Sylvia.

“It’s great. Thank you,” I said, trying to avert my glance.

“The pool area is clothing optional so feel free to disrobe if you like,” said my aunt.

“I see that,” I replied. “I just changed into these clothes so I think I’ll keep them on for a while.”

“Come sit down and let’s talk about your sex life,” said Sylvia.

“Really?”

I was kind of hoping to maybe pick up some dating advice or something along the line but I hadn’t expected the conversation to jump into the sex thing quite so quickly. Even so I pulled up a chair and tried to act like it was perfectly normal to be chatting with my naked aunt, who also happened to be a fairly famous porn star.

“Now have you only slept with girls so far or have you tried being with boys yet?” asked my aunt.

“Ah...I haven’t actually slept with anyone...and what made you think that I would be interested in sleeping with boys?” I replied.

“Darling I have a finely tuned gaydar and I know you’re not strictly straight. You do find men attractive, don’t you?”

“Well, I suppose there are attractive men just as there are attractive women, looking at things objectively,” I said.

“Well when you look at that man over there would you say that he was attractive?”

I looked in the direction my aunt indicated and saw a very muscular, and very naked Hispanic gentleman pruning some bushes or something.

“He’s certainly well-built,” I replied diplomatically.

“That’s Carlos. He used to be a wrestler. Not one of these fake TV wrestlers but an actual competitive wrestler. Such a homoerotic sport, don’t you think? All those sweaty men in skimpy outfits grabbing each other by the crotch. You know in the ancient Greek Olympics the athletes performed in the nude. A tradition I think that should be honored today.”

“Well the TV ratings would probably go up,” I joked.

“What else do you notice about him?” Sylvia asked.

“Um...he’s naked and he seems to have a rather large, ah…”

“Cock? It’s alright my dear, we’re all adults here. You can say cock as much as you like and no one will be offended.”

“Okay, he has a rather large cock,” I said.

I was going to say inadequate, because I definitely didn’t have a large cock, but I wasn’t sure what my aunt was driving at.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Do you feel any sort of arousal when you look at his cock? Does the thought of seeing it hard get you excited?”

I found myself in a really tough situation. The fact of the matter was that sometimes I did feel turned on by seeing naked men with hard cocks, but I was also turned on by seeing hot girls. I had always tried to tell myself that seeing dick was just an occupational hazard of watching porn but I wasn’t always sure if that’s all it was. How my aunt could possibly know that was totally beyond me.

“It’s alright dear, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. I actually have a theory that you’re not gay you’re actually a girl trapped in a boy’s body. I’ve felt that for years. Why do you think I always gave you gifts that were more appropriately female?” asked my aunt.

“I don’t know. My mom said it was because you were eccentric,” I replied. “It did seem kind of weird to me.”

“But enjoyed the gifts anyway, didn’t you?”

“Yeah...but I had to keep it kind of secret. It would have seemed kind of gay for me to be playing with dolls and stuff,” I said.

“When will people get over this absurd labeling? One of the best relationships I ever had was with a woman. Of course we shared men as comfortably as we shared clothes so I suppose it wasn’t a traditional lesbian relationship, but I’ve had those too and they can be wonderful,” said Aunt Sylvia.

“Okay, so I liked playing with dolls,” I said. “What else made you think there was a girl trapped inside me?”

“You were always such a delightful and charming little boy. Very effeminate, and not just because of your small frame and delicate features. You always seemed very much at home in a woman’s world. You’re very pretty, but it probably bothers you to be called that because it isn’t masculine to be pretty, but secretly you’d love to be pampered and praised for your looks, isn’t that right?”

“Everybody likes to be praised, I suppose,” I replied.

“Well I think I’m right about you, and if I am, you’re going to be very happy that you came out for this visit,” said Sylvia. “I have a proposition for you. How would you like to spend this summer as a girl instead of as a boy?”


CHAPTER 3:

“How is that even possible?” I stammered.

“Interesting. You didn’t say no right away you asked how it was possible,” Sylvia pointed out.

“Well how is it possible?”

“I know of a fantastic doctor. Unconventional, but he does all of the best boob jobs in the show business. No silicone and scars and all of that nonsense. It’s a very natural process, more or less. I don’t know the scientific details behind it all but it has something to do with hormones and accelerated growth. You could have a completely natural set of titties in about a week. And the best part is it’s completely reversible,” said my aunt.

“Wouldn’t that be kind of weird if I had boobs and a...cock?” I said.

“Some of my favorite scenes were done with trannies. I know we don’t call them that anymore but I never said no to a T-girl scene,” said Sylvia. “But I digress, as I so often do. We’d start you off with boobs and let you get the feel of being a girl before moving on to anything more advanced.”

“By advanced you mean having a...pussy?” I asked.

“That would be an option, but I’m afraid that process is apparently much harder to reverse so it would be kind of a big decision to make. That’s why I think we should let you get your feet wet first and see how you like it. I think you’ll have so much more fun being a girl, but maybe I’ve miscalculated here. I don’t want you to feel like I want you to be a girl, I want you to know that it’s your choice if it sounds appealing,” said my aunt.

If it sounds appealing. It definitely sounded intriguing, but also terrifying. Could I actually fool anyone into thinking that I was really a girl, even if I had tits? But maybe that wasn’t the idea. This was Hollywood and people were a lot more open about this kind of stuff, and my aunt certainly traveled in some unusual circles. Perhaps the idea was not to fool anyone but to let myself experience something new.

My aunt had read me like a book. I had always secretly wished that being a “pretty boy’ wasn’t a knock against me. And I was comfortable in a woman’s world I thought. I had always related to girls better in school than boys, which put me in kind of a weird position because those girls saw me more as a non-threatening friend than a potential romantic interest. I was far from home in a land where nobody knew me so I could be anyone I wanted to be. Maybe being a girl for a while would actually be fun. And as much as Aunt Sylvia tried to insist that she wasn’t pushing for it I still had the feeling that she might be a little disappointed if I turned down her incredible offer and I hated to disappoint anyone.

As far as the sex thing went I was a virgin so my dance card was pretty open. I was sure that nobody was going to force me to do something I really didn’t want to do but my aunt lived in a very different world than I did. She’d had all these scandals and love affairs and worked in the adult entertainment industry so sex was just part of her daily routine. She was the kind of woman who didn’t think it was odd to have a well-hung naked gardener. Back home that alone would be considered seriously odd.

I guess what worried me the most was not that I would try it and hate it, because it would presumably be easy enough to change back and go on as if nothing had happened. I was afraid that I would love it and want to go all the way with it and face the wrath of my family for having become a pervert while on vacation. That would be their worst fear of what could happen to me spending so much time around wicked Aunt Sylvia coming true.

On a weird level that was actually kind of a selling point for me as well. I never understood their prudish attitude towards Aunt Sylvia. She had chosen a different path and lived an unconventional life but she seemed quite happy with that. And she had experienced so many things. I loved the idea of seeing the world and having adventures and not just doing the same boring things over and over and over.

“So what do I have to do to get these boobs?” I asked.

“I’ll make an appointment with Bradley...Dr. Crenshaw. We’re old friends so I’m sure he can squeeze us into his busy schedule,” Sylvia replied.

So that was that. Apparently I was going to have boobs. The idea seemed kind of crazy but this was Hollywood and people had stuff done to their bodies all the time. I didn’t know exactly what I was getting myself into but I was pretty sure it wouldn’t be boring at least.


CHAPTER 4:

I was amazed that we were able to get an appointment with the doctor the very next day but I got the impression that Sylvia and Dr. Crenshaw were perhaps more than just old friends. Usually I was kind of freaked out about going to the doctor but Dr. Crenshaw’s office was so nice and luxurious and not clinical at all. We didn’t really have to wait at all as I was ushered into a room almost as soon as we arrived.

Dr. Crenshaw was a good-looking man, probably in his mid to late fifties, with gray temples that made him look distinguished. He looked like the kind of doctor you would see on TV but rarely in real life and I could understand why Aunt Sylvia might be attracted to him.

“So Bunny is your aunt,” said the doctor as he looked at my chart. “I definitely see the resemblance.”

I thought it was kind of funny that he referred to her as Bunny instead of Sylvia but I would soon discover that most people knew her by that name. The doctor went on to explain that I would be receiving three injections, one on each side of my chest below the nipple, and one in my butt. The basic idea was to “shock” the system with a lot of hormones that would make my body think that it was female and cause some redistribution of fat and make my breasts grow quickly so I should expect other parts of my body to change a bit as well. And the more my body thought it was female the more my brain would respond to that. I might have mood swings or a change in appetite. I figured I could handle that so I signed off on the procedure.

The shots hurt a little bit, and I was warned that my breasts would feel some soreness during the growing process but that was only natural. One of the other side effects of the treatment was that my male genitals would probably shrink a bit, which was kind of a bummer since they weren’t all that large to begin with, but I figured it would make it easier to hide my package under my female clothes.

Afterwards Sylvia took me to lunch and I looked around for celebrities like a total rube. It was all just so exciting to be in a place like this, eating in a restaurant that wasn’t just the same old chain place I always went to, and rubbing elbows with the rich and famous.

“So have you thought about a name yet?” asked Sylvia.

“A name?”

“A female name. If you’re going to be a girl you don’t want to be called Jonathan Baker do you?”

“I suppose not,” I replied.

“Well what name sounds appealing?”

Perhaps because we were in Beverly Hills that name was the first thing that popped into my head so I suggested it.

“Hmm...Beverly Baker...has a fresh, girl-next-door sound to it,” said Sylvia as she mulled it over.

“How did you choose Bunny DeVine for your stage name?” I asked.

“Well the Bunny part was a nod to Hef because I used to hang out at the mansion quite a bit and the DeVine part is because, well, what woman doesn’t want to be divine? I just changed the spelling to make it a little more intriguing,” Sylvia explained.

“So you hung out at the Playboy Mansion?”

“Oh, yes. There were some wild parties there, let me tell you. It’s too bad those days are gone or you could have seen it for yourself.”

I knew it was dumb to be starstruck but it was hard not to be a little impressed by the fact that my aunt used to party at the Playboy Mansion and called Hugh Hefner “Hef” for short. Of course she was a star herself, as I was reminded of when one of her fans came up later and asked to pose for a picture with her, which she graciously agreed to do. It was still hard to think of her as the porn star and not just my Aunt Sylvia.

We went shopping for female clothes, which seemed kind of silly since my boobs would be growing over the next week or so, but she insisted that I should start dressing the part right away. The stuff seemed way too expensive to me, since I usually got my clothes at WalMart, but she was paying for it so I just let her buy whatever she wanted.

When we got home I put on panties for the first time in my life and found that they were way more comfortable than my male briefs, even though they weren’t designed to handle my package. The fabric was just so smooth and silky and felt wonderfully cool against my skin. Since I was still flat as a board up top we hadn’t purchased and bras yet but the rest of my outfit was decidedly cute and feminine. Looking at myself in the mirror I was kind of startled at how girlish I looked even though nothing was different about me except my clothes.

“We’ve got to do something about your hair,” Sylvia commented as she looked me over closely. “It’s awfully short so we could try extensions but I think you might look good with a pixie cut.”

“Whatever you think,” I said.

I had no idea what a pixie cut was but I assumed it was some sort of short hair style for girls and if Aunt Sylvia thought it would look good on me I would trust her judgment on the matter. It certainly sounded better than wearing a wig or something.

Over the next few days my transformation became even more dramatic as I had the hair on my head restyled by a very gay hairdresser who apparently was much in demand in Hollywood, and all of the hair on my body removed, which wasn’t too bad because I wasn’t very hairy to begin with.

Of course most noticeable of all was the fact that my breasts were noticeably getting bigger by the day. That, more than anything, really made me feel like a woman. I could wipe off my makeup and mess up my hair or wear a hat but I didn’t look like a boy anymore, at least as long as my dick wasn’t in view. I was actually excited about being able to chart the growth of my boobs and I figured it was probably kind of what a girl felt during puberty, except that mine were growing at an insanely rapid pace. It was just such an obvious symbol of femininity to have those babies sticking out in front of me that I really started to think of myself as a girl and to like being seen as one.

The first time I had gone out in public wearing female clothes I had been very uncomfortable. Not with the way they felt but with the way I worried that people would look at me. I was sure that I would be seen as some kind of a freak but to my relief it seemed like nobody gave a shit. Whether they thought I was a man in a dress or a flat-chested woman they were into their own thing and not concerned about me at all. Now that I had a little padding upstairs I was actually kind of hoping that people might notice me but there are a ton of hot girls in Hollywood so it’s difficult to stand out from the crowd.

By the end of the week my boobs were firm and pert and just perfect as far as I was concerned. I loved looking at them in the mirror and touching them and jumping up and down to see them bounce. With my cute pixie cut and my silky smooth skin I looked and felt so amazingly pretty. My dick was still kind of a spoiler but I tried not to think about it too much, although sometimes I got hard by squeezing my tits or pinching my nipples.

My ass had gotten a little bigger and my hips a tiny bit wider but I wasn’t what you would call voluptuous, I was more petite I suppose, but still very sexy. Back home a girl who looked this good would have been in the running for Homecoming Queen or on the cheerleader squad or something. Boys would have been falling over themselves to get my contact info.

I thought it was kind of funny that my mind had gone so quickly to thinking about boys being interested in me but it just seemed so natural. I was a pretty girl, why wouldn’t I want boys to be interested in me? Of course not having a pussy I wasn’t exactly sure what I would do if I did hookup with a guy but I was about to find out.


CHAPTER 5:

“How would you like to suck a nice big juicy cock today?” my aunt asked me as we were headed out to the pool to sunbathe.

“Is that a hypothetical question or did you have a specif cock in mind?” I replied.

“Well I’ve talked to Carlos about it and he’d be quite happy to let you practice on him,” said Sylvia.

“Even though he knows I’m not really a girl?”

“We’re not taking about fucking, we’re talking about a BJ, and what man wouldn’t want your luscious teenage lips wrapped around their cock?” said Sylvia.

I suppose I shouldn’t have been shocked by much of anything my aunt did or said but it still hit me kind of out of the blue. Of course I had been thinking about men, and it was hard not to think about Carlos when he was parading around naked all the time, but I still wasn’t used to that kind of blunt, direct talk about sex.

“Well...uh...yeah, I guess, I mean if he doesn’t mind,” I said.

“Wonderful! Now once you get him hard it will be entirely up to you if you want to put him in your mouth. I’ll happily finish him off if you’re not ready to take that step. We can’t leave the poor man hanging after all.”

“So you’re going to watch?”

“Again, that’s entirely up to you,” said Sylvia. “If you’d like me to teach you how to give head like a porn star I’ll be happy to share my insights, but if you’d rather be alone with Carlos that’s fine too.”

“No, no...I think I’d rather have you here. I don’t know a damn thing about giving head and I’m sure I’ll need all the help I can get,” I said.

“Well, it’s not as difficult as all that, and I’m sure you could figure it out on your own, but it would be my pleasure to assist you and provide moral support,” said my aunt.

I should perhaps mention that my aunt had encouraged me to go naked, especially at the pool, but I just didn’t like the idea of my dick hanging out, no matter how small it was, so I had compromised by going topless and stuffing my little dicklet into some bikini bottoms. It created a bit of a bulge, but it wasn’t horrible, but now my prick was getting very hard and straining at the fabric of my swimsuit.

Aunt Sylvia called for Carlos to come over and he stopped gardening and headed our way with a big grin on his face. He may have put down the tool that was in his hand but I was pretty sure that I was about to put his tool in mine. That made me scared/excited/horny all at the same time as he sauntered up to us, his big dick swinging between his legs as he walked.

“Carlos, you know my niece Beverly. She was wondering whether you would mind letting her stroke your cock,” said Sylvia. “That is what you wanted, isn’t it darling”

“Yes please,” I replied softly.

Carlos just grinned again and kind of nodded his head and waited for me to make my move.

“Now the first question when a man is presenting his cock to you while standing up is do you want to squat down or get on your knees,” said Sylvia. “Squatting is a little harder on your legs but it makes it makes it easier to play with yourself while you’re playing with his dick. No getting on your knees has a lot of powerful symbolism because it implies humbling yourself before him, but you can’t really go wrong either way.”

“I guess I’ll try squatting,” I said.

I had certainly seen women in porn videos squat down to give head so I basically knew what it was supposed to look like but it was a little startling to realize just how close to my face the man’s prick was. It sure didn’t look like a “beginner’s” dick to me but I guess you’ve got to start somewhere and if I could handle Carlos I could probably handle most anyone I figured.

“Now just reach out and touch it,” said Sylvia, so I did.

Obviously I had jerked off many times so there was nothing new about having a dick in my hand but let me tell you when it’s someone else’s dick you’re holding that’s a very different thing. Rather surprisingly to me it was a very awesome thing, especially as I felt it getting hard as I stroked it.

Carlos had a man’s cock. It wasn’t high school boy in the showers at school dick, and it sure as hell wasn’t my little prick. Carlos was big and bulging and fierce and I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.

“Isn’t it beautiful darling?” Sylvia commented.

“Yes it is,” I replied enthusiastically.

“Just show him how much you admire it...respect it...appreciate it,” my aunt suggested.

It’s funny that I never found myself jealous of his dick or wishing that I was hung like that. I was purely focused on how lucky I was to have such a gorgeous specimen of manhood in my hand. I suppose my bare tits might have helped with that because it was kind of a constant reminder that I wasn’t the same person I was just a week ago, and whatever I might have thought or felt then was bound to be different now.

“Just remember it’s a treat,” said Sylvia. “Enjoy it...savor it...lick it...kiss it...taste it.”

I kissed the side of his shaft and felt like my own dick was so hard it was going to poke a hole in my bikini bottoms. I kissed his prick some more and then started to lick it as well. I knew my parents would be horrified if they could see what I was doing but fortunately they were many miles away and I was free to do as I pleased.

Aunt Sylvia continued to offer advice and encouragement and when I felt ready I took the plunge and opened my mouth. A moment later his dick was sliding between my lips and I was sucking cock for the first time in my life. Now if giving head is old hat to you, and you’ve done it a billion times, it may not seem like that big of a deal to you but for me it wasn’t just my first blowjob it was my first time having sex with another person. And just to make it even more momentous it was my first time having sex while identifying as a girl. That was all pretty big news in my sheltered little life.

“Good girl, you’re doing such a fine job,” said Aunt Sylvia as I was starting to really get into the BJ.

Okay it’s kind of freaky that my naked aunt was standing next to me giving me professional blowjob tips while I sucked off her gardener but how many people have an aunt who’s a famous porn star and the author of a bunch of self-help sex books? If she was teaching me how to crotchet or bake a pie nobody would think it was weird but my aunt happened to be an expert cocksucker so she was teaching me to suck cock.

All of a sudden ejaculation started but it wasn’t Carlos ejaculating in my mouth it was my own dick starting to cum in my bikini bottoms. I hadn’t touched myself at all but I guess the excitement was just too much to handle. I felt a little embarrassed, and my bottoms were now very wet and sticky, but I tried to think of it as just a girl getting so aroused that her panties were wet. In any case I was way more focused on the dick in my mouth than the one in my pants.

Aunt Sylvia showed me how I could do a lot of the work with my hands and pointed out that since the primary pleasure zone was up at the tip one didn’t need to go balls deep all the time to get the job done.

“Going deep throat is more about showing off or being able to handle it if a man wants to face fuck you, but some of the best blowjobs are ones where you barely take more than a couple of inches in your mouth,” said Sylvia.

When I tasted some salty fluid leaking onto my tongue I knew I was getting close to the finish line and panicked a little. Obviously the whole point of giving head was to make the man cum but I wasn’t sure if I really wanted him to cum in my mouth.

“I think he’s about ready to...you know,” I said a little nervously.

“Do you want me to finish him darling?” asked my aunt.

“Maybe...if you don’t mind,” I said sheepishly.

“It would be my pleasure darling,” said my aunt as she squatted down next to me and took Carlos into her mouth.

I had seen a younger version of my aunt sucking cock in plenty of videos but it was so much hotter to be right next to her watching her do it in person. I wondered whether my mom still sucked my dad’s cock or whether she ever did at all. She just seemed so uptight about sex that it was hard to imagine her ever being that adventurous. But she was Sylvia’s sister and they grew up in the same house and were raised by the same parents, could she really be that different?

It didn’t take long for my aunt to finish the job I had started and I felt kind of silly for not seeing it through to the end as she effortlessly slurped down every drop of his jizz and even showed Carlos some of his spunk on her tongue before taking the final gulp. I guess I just got kind of scared because I didn’t know how easy it would be to swallow or what it would taste like, although I did get a little hint of that of that on my tongue before I chickened out.

Fortunately I was pretty certain that I would be sucking more cock in the future so I would have plenty of opportunities to sample the salt malt when I was more mentally prepared for it.

“Thank you Carlos, we appreciate your help and your patience and your many other fine attributes,” said my aunt as she got up from squatting.

“Yes, thank you Carlos, that was awesome,” I added as I stood up as well.

Carlos just smiled and nodded politely before going back to work. I suppose this might have been considered some kind of sexual harassment, since Carlos worked for my aunt, but I got the impression that he probably viewed it more like a fringe benefit of the job.

“Well my dear you’re a regular little cocksucker now. How does that make you feel?” asked my aunt.

“Fucking fantastic!” I replied. “When can I do it again?”


CHAPTER 6:

My aunt and I dined out a lot so it was nothing unusual to go to lunch with her at a nice restaurant but I was a little surprised one afternoon to find out that we would be joined by a third person.

“I thought you should have some company that was a little closer to your age,” my aunt explained as we drove to the restaurant. “Deborah seems like a nice girl with a good head on her shoulders and hopefully the two of you will hit it off and go do whatever it is that young people do these days for fun.”

Deborah was Deborah Zabrinksi, a girl about my age who happened to be a porn actress who went by the name Cherry Maxwell. Apparently my aunt had met her at some adult video awards thing where she was presenting a lifetime achievement award to an old friend of hers and Cherry was being honored as a promising newcomer. I don’t think my mother would ever describe any girl my age who did porn for a living as a “nice girl with a good head on her shoulders” but my aunt and my mom obviously measured the world with a different yardstick.

I watch a lot of porn but I have to admit that I wasn’t familiar with Cherry Maxwell by name but I made a note to myself to look her up on the Internet later. Deborah, or Deb as she liked to be called, turned out to be cute as a button and very friendly. She an outgoing personality, quite unlike me, which sort of swept you up in her enthusiasm for everything. I liked her right away and thought that my aunt’s instincts were right on the money as usual.

“Why don’t you gals take my credit card and go do a little shopping,” my aunt suggested after lunch. “I have absolutely no idea what girls your age are wearing these days but I’m sure you can find something suitably stylish.”

We protested mildly but it was just for show because everybody knew that we were delighted to go on a shopping spree and not going to turn down such a generous invitation. I kissed my aunt on the cheek and hopped in Deb’s car and we sped off.

“So are you getting into the porn business?” Deb asked.

“Ah, no. I mean I’ve never really considered that,” I replied.

“You ought to think about it. An eighteen-year-old who looks like you could get all kinds of gigs,” said Deb.

“Yeah, well, there’s one problem with that...I have a penis,” I confessed a little shyly.

“Cool. That might get you even more work. There’s a demand for literally everything in this business. You can make a good living just jerking off guys with your feet,” Deb said with a laugh. “I actually did a couple of foot fetish videos before I took the plunge. I didn’t even have to take my clothes off...just my shoes.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” I said.

“Well looks obviously run in the family, maybe talent does too,” Deb suggested.

“So you’ve seen my aunt’s work?”

“Oh, yeah, she’s fucking great. She was always so classy and sophisticated. I’m just kind of a dirty little bitch, but it pays the bills at any rate. Well, that and stripping. They kind of go hand in hand. So what’s your thing? You into guys, girls, trans, everything?”

“That’s still being determined. So far my sex life consists entirely of one blowjob, but I really enjoyed that,” I said.

“Oh, baby girl we have to get you laid like stat!” said Deb sounding seriously alarmed at my lack of sexual experience.

“Okay, that sounds good to me, but I did live for eighteen years without having sex so I don’t think it’s any sort of an emergency,” I joked.

“But now you’ve done it so you know what you’ve been missing and you’ll want to do it over and over and over again,” said Deb.

“Hey, I’m like super open to just about anything. When I got here I was a boy named Jonathan and now I’m trying to see what it’s like living as a girl named Beverly so I’ve got temporary boobs and a pixie cut and I got to practice giving head with my aunt’s gardener Carlos while she gave me instructions. Now maybe out here that’s considered normal but where I come from that’s pretty freaky stuff,” I said.

“No, that’s pretty freaky here too but way cool,” said Deb. “So did you come out here to explore your feminine side?”

“I didn’t know I had a feminine side until I came out here, or at least I tried not to think about that. My aunt is very perceptive and I think she’s knows my nature better than I do in some ways,” I said.

“Cool, so it’s all about the adventure. After we go shopping why don’t I hook us up with a couple of guys who like to have a good time and go clubbing?” Deb suggested.

“Sure. But I think my date should know that I have a penis. I don’t want any unpleasant surprises ruining the evening,” I said.

“Not a problem. I will get you a date who will appreciate your pecker,” said Deb with a laugh.

Everything kind of seemed like a dream to me. I was living in this fabulous house and dining at great restaurants and shopping at all these exclusive boutiques and now I had a new pal who made me feel like we had been friends forever. Everything was just kind of being handed to me on a silver platter and I wondered what I had done to deserve this kind of good fortune.

I tried to let Deb pick out all my clothes for me but she encouraged me to try and develop my own style so she’d hold up a couple of things and ask me which I liked better. That made it easier because I could usually tell what I liked best if the choice was narrowed. Otherwise I was totally lost in the world of women’s clothing with so many options and combinations to choose from.

Deb dropped me off at my aunt’s house after shopping and we made arrangements for her to pick me up later for our double date. I was my usual mix of thrilled and terrified but I felt a lot better knowing that my date would know my secret so it wouldn’t be like I was trying to fool anybody.

Aunt Sylvia seemed delighted that I was so fond of Deb and that we were going out on a date and she helped me get ready in the outfit I had purchased especially for the occasion. I was going with a very short miniskirt and a tube top along with socks that came up over my knees and sneakers, which was a relief because I dreaded the thought of trying to dance in heels without a lot more practice.

My aunt said she thought I looked adorable but I knew my mother would think that I looked like a hooker, which I suppose I kind of did. I didn’t wear a bra under the tube top so my nipples kind of poked through a bit but Deb had assured me that the outline of my nipples under a top wouldn’t shock anyone.

“Have a good time darling and just remember that you’re a woman, which means that you hold all the power. A man wants what he can get but you get to decide what that is,” said my aunt as she gave me a hug and sent me on my way.


CHAPTER 7:

We met the guys at the club and I was quite impressed by Deb’s taste in men and her ability to summons a couple of hunks on demand. My date was named Jerry and hers was named Aiden. Both of them were really hot and I would guess a few years older than we were but that just made them more exotic to me. I had just been in high school so I wasn’t used to hanging out with people who weren’t teenagers.

The club was very high tech with all these projection monitors all over the place and an incredible array of ever changing lights. The music wasn’t real familiar to me but it had a good beat and you could definitely dance to it.

I had always wanted to go dancing but had never worked up the courage to actually ask anyone to go with me but I did secretly bust a few moves in the privacy of my room so I was more than happy to have a chance to cut loose for real.

There was a bar area on a second floor that was kind of isolated from the pounding music so we started up there with a drink and a little conversation. I wasn’t much of a drinker so I decided to take it easy and kind of nurse my cocktail, which was very sweet and delicious, although I don’t remember what it was called at the moment.

“So are you a porn star too?” asked Jerry.

“No, but my aunt is...well, was,” I replied.

“Awesome. So being super hot and sexy just runs in your family I guess,” said Jerry.

I thought that was funny since my mom was nothing like my aunt but then I thought about pictures I’d seen of her when she was younger and she was definitely a looker. She still was, but she certainly didn’t make any effort to look hot and sexy these days.

“So are you a porn star?” I asked.

“No, I only show my junk in private. It’s not for public consumption,” he replied.

We chatted a little and then hit the dance floor. I soon discovered that my tube top was not a real substitute for a bra as my boobs were bouncing all over the place and I was afraid they might pop out. At one point Jerry was dancing quite close behind me and I could feel his “junk” grinding up against my butt. Then he totally surprised me by quickly slipping a hand around in front of me and squeezed my crotch.

“Don’t worry honey I like a girl with something extra,” he said in my ear as we resumed more normal dancing.

Apparently the boys were roommates and had an apartment not too far from the club so we all ended up heading over there. This was just all so new to me that I felt like a total rube. People did this kind of thing all the time but I didn’t. I didn’t know how any of it was supposed to work but I didn’t seem to be messing up or making an idiot of myself. Just kind of going with the flow seemed to work pretty well so I just tried to do what everyone else was doing.

What we did at the guy’s apartment was smoke a little weed, another substance I wasn’t too familiar with, and then we started fooling around. Deb and Aiden were on the couch so they had more room to work with but Jerry had plunked me down on his lap in a chair so we were already getting pretty intimate before the real make out stuff began.

I really liked kissing Jerry and I put my arms around his neck and let myself get lost in his lips. At one point while we were kissing he pulled down a side of my tube top and began fondling my exposed breast. I shot a glance at Deb and Aiden but they were going pretty hot and heavy so they didn’t even notice my bare boob.

“You want to go to my room now baby?” asked Jerry.

“Okay,” I replied.

I thought about what my aunt had said about women having the power but I didn’t really feel terribly powerful at that moment. I had been kissing a hot guy who was squeezing one of my tits and I had just agreed to go to his bedroom without really giving it a second thought, but I suppose I sort of wanted and hoped for this to happen anyway.

Once in his room Jerry pulled off my tube top and got me on my back on the bed as he started to pay some serious attention to my bosom.

“Wow, they’re real, aren’t they?” he exclaimed.

“Yeah, pretty much. I mean I grew them myself,” I replied.

“Most trans girls have fake tits,” said Jerry.

“Well this is kind of a fancy process my aunt knew about,” I explained.

“I like it. I hope it catches on.”

“So you’ve been with a lot of...trans girls?” I asked.

“I’ve been with a few,” he replied. “It’s not my thing all the time but I’ve never been disappointed.”

“I hope I don’t disappoint you,” I said sincerely. “I’m not very experienced.”

“Honey I don’t think you could possibly disappoint me. You’re hotter than hell and I just want to get inside you so bad,” said Jerry.

“Look, you know more about this than I do so why don’t you kind of take charge and do whatever it is that you usually do,” I suggested.

“Fine by me,” Jerry replied.

Jerry got me naked, except for my socks, and then he kind of ran his fingers around my cock and balls.

“The boob thing made my dick shrink,” I explained.

“It’s really cute,” said Jerry as he took off his own clothes.

“Why don’t you grab your legs and pull them back as far as you can,” said Jerry.

That’s when I suppose I realized that he was planning on fucking me in the ass. I always sort of assumed that you did that from behind, or maybe with the girl on top, but my anus was definitely exposed in my current position.

My aunt had bought me a couple of sex toys that I wasn’t quite sure what to do with until she explain that they were meant for anal training. Most girls had three holes but I only had two so it was highly likely that I would want to try anal sex and my aunt explained that it would be much more comfortable if I prepared myself for that by using butt plugs and dildos to stretch my anus.

I actually found, somewhat to my surprise, that sticking things up my butt was a rather enjoyable experience but I had always been in control of what I put there. Now I was just lying there helpless, like a turtle on its back, waiting for a man to penetrate my asshole.

Jerry had a very nice-looking cock but he definitely wasn’t as big as Carlos so that was actually kind of a relief as I felt him pressing the tip of his dick into my anus. As he began to slide his cock deeper into my asshole I tried to relax and enjoy the experience but it was just so damn exciting to be getting fucked for the first time that it was hard not to be a little keyed up.

“Do you like that baby?” asked Jerry.

“Yeah I do...very much,” I replied.

I did like it, and the more Jerry fucked me the more I liked it. I liked looking down between my legs and seeing a man there thrusting at my pelvis. I liked hearing him tell me how sexy I was and how turned on I made him. I liked feeling desired.

Suddenly Jerry grabbed my little dick and started stroking it as he continued to drill my ass. I guess I wasn’t really expecting that but it did kick my arousal up a few notches. For one thing my whimpering, which had been pretty steady and low volume, got a lot louder and more intense.

“Oh, my God yes...yes...oh, oh, oh...yes!”

“Yeah, you like having that big cock in your tight little boi pussy don’t you?” Jerry grunted.

Boi pussy. That was kind of cute I thought. Of course whatever you called it I did like having a big cock in it.

It didn’t take much stroking to get me off and soon I felt little warm jets of my own cum landing on my stomach. It was weird to have someone else jacking me off but pretty cool at the same time.

Jerry took a bit longer to climax but I really enjoyed the sensation of having a man cum inside me for the first time. I guess it was more a mental thing because I didn’t really feel the cum until it started dripping out of me but I definitely enjoyed feeling his dick making those final thrusts with each burst of jizz he was propelling.

It was definitely the most fun thing I had ever done in my life and I knew we were just getting started.


CHAPTER 8:

I spent the night with Jerry and we had sex a couple of more times. I gave him a BJ and let him finish in my mouth, which was pretty exciting since I had passed up that opportunity with Carlos, and I wasn’t disappointed. Swallowing his cum was kind of the payoff for the whole blowjob thing for me so it was silly to turn that down. He also fucked me in the ass again, which was even easier and more enjoyable the second time around.

He even asked if he could suck my dick and I let him, although he didn’t do it that long. I think it was just kind of a kinky thrill for him and I could totally understand the curiosity factor. I imagine most guys are curious about what sucking a cock would be like but they’re so worried about the whole gay thing that they’d never actually try it. Maybe the fact that I had tits and looked like a girl helped with that.

Deb and I didn’t stick around long in the morning and just grabbed breakfast on the way home.

“So...how was it?” asked Deb.

“It was great. Thank you so much for setting this up,” I replied.

“Yeah, Jerry’s a pretty cool guy. Very chill most of the time,” said Deb. “So I take it you expanded your sexual horizons?”

“Yeah I took it up the ass if that’s what you’re asking,” I said with a giggle.

“Good for you. It’s just gets easier once you’ve popped your anal cherry,” said Deb.

“So what made you get into porn anyway?” I asked.

“I really like sex and I don’t have a lot of negative body issues so I don’t mind getting naked on camera and guys were constantly asking to shoot video every time we fucked so I figured why not get paid for it if you’re doing it anyway,” Deb explained. “It’s basically just a job like any other job. Some parts of it are better than others. It’s like would you rather work at Starbucks or do porn?”

“I think I’d rather do porn but my mom would have a heart attack,” I said with a laugh.

“But her sister did porn,” Deb pointed out.

“True...but that’s kind of a family shame,” I said.

“Yeah that can be a tricky one. My mom was not thrilled about some of my choices,” said Deb. “But you kind of have to live your own life and sometimes that means making tough decisions that might not be well-received. But at the end of the day my mom still loves me. She’s never going to be a fan of what I do or try to support it but she supports me as a person.”

I tried to let that sink in. Would my parents support me as a person if I came out as gay or changed my gender completely? It wasn’t quite the same thing as doing porn or being a stripper but it would surely be on their “things never to do” list. Would they kick me out? Disavow me as their child? That would totally suck, but so would living the rest of my life in some kind of a closet, hiding who I really was.

Aunt Sylvia was anxious to hear if I had a good time and I was actually getting a little more comfortable talking to her about more personal things. I was especially interested in hearing about her experiences in the porn business and sometimes asked her about a specific scene or what it was like working with a certain actor.

Later I made a point of looking up some of Deb’s porn work and was very impressed. She was really hot and looked amazing when she was bouncing up and down on some bald dude’s dick or sucking an enormous black cock. It seemed kind of unreal to me that I not only knew her but that we had both gotten laid in the same apartment at the same time. No wonder she had no trouble getting studs to take her out at the drop of a hat.

I especially enjoyed one scene where she was part of a three-way with a guy and another girl. I started fantasizing about how fun it would be to do something like that with her and pretty soon I was jerking off. Then I felt kind of bad about sexualizing her. This was a real person, someone I considered a friend. It wasn’t just an abstract image on a screen. But then I thought she’d probably be flattered that I liked her work and might even find the idea of doing a three-way with me appealing. I was just kind of confused about a lot of things I guess.

I suppose the biggest confusion was the basic core question of what the hell I was doing running around Hollywood living as a girl...with a penis. It felt like this was some sort of lifelong dream come true, but if it was I wasn’t aware of that dream until I had gotten here. And what was I really? Watching my breasts grow to full maturity certainly made it easier to think of myself as a woman, and I had a bunch of hormones pumped into me that made me even more female, but I assumed that I was some sort of a hybrid. Basically a man who was overloading his body with stuff that would push it closer to the female spectrum.

So far my experiences as a girl had all been very positive. I loved the way I looked in my new clothes and my new hairdo and with my new tits, and I had already experienced far more sex on this trip than I ever had in the rest of my life combined. But I had to remind myself that this was a vacation and while I wasn’t staying at a hotel my arrangement was much better because I was staying with my rich aunt and didn’t have to pay for anything. Of course I was having a good time, but wouldn’t I have had a good time anyway if I had just been my old self?

And where was this all leading me? Now that I knew how much I liked sex with men wouldn’t I still crave that when I got home and was in my male body again? Wouldn’t I still want to feel a cock pressing into my asshole or taste a man’s salty cum in my mouth? Or would I just forget about that and go back to trying to pick up girls?

I was having the time of my life but was it really my life or was it the life of some girl named Beverly who didn’t really exist?


CHAPTER 9:

My time in California wasn’t all sex. Deb took me to Disneyland and showed me some of the other tourist attractions in the area and we had a great time together. I felt kind of bad about ditching my aunt sometimes, since I had come out here specifically to visit her, and she was funding my whole enterprise, but she seemed quite happy that I had made a new friend and encouraged me to hang out with Deb.

My aunt did take me to some art galleries and museums, which was also very cool. It was funny how Deb had referred to how elegant and sophisticated my aunt was because it was so true and yet she had dropped out of school to join the circus. My parents had both gone to college, although my mother dropped out when she got pregnant, but they stayed pretty firmly rooted in Middle America values and attitudes. It wasn’t like they went out of their way to downplay their education. Of course Aunt Sylvia had lived and traveled the world and experienced things and had adventures. And each of those adventures had opened up new avenues for her to explore.

That way of living seemed very exciting to me. I certainly didn’t look down on my parents for choosing a more conventional life but I wasn’t sure that that was for me. Maybe that was just typical of most young people but in time they learned to settle down and sought stability in their lives but at the moment I craved something bigger and more exciting. And what I really craved most at the moment was a pussy.

For the most part I looked like a girl and I called myself a girl and I acted like a girl but my stupid little dick was a constant reminder that I wasn’t really a girl in the way that most people would think of it. I didn’t want to go to the beach because I knew I couldn’t hide my package in a bikini and I hated always having to have someone set me up with a guy who specifically enjoyed girls with dicks. I wanted the whole enchilada, or I guess taco in this case, so when my aunt brought up the subject I was ready to jump at the opportunity to have a vagina.

“Well of course you should have a pussy if you want one my dear,” said my aunt as casually as if I was talking about buying a new dress or a pair of shoes.

“But it’s really expensive isn’t it?” I said.

“Darling I don’t have any children of my own and I don’t plan on ever doing so. I’ve made a lot of money, invested it wisely, and I’ve always intended that it should go to you. So it’s basically like a loan against your inheritance. Plus I set up a trust fund for you when you were very little that you’ll come into when you turn 21 so you’ll be fairly well set even before I pass on, which I don’t plan to do for quite some time,” said my aunt with a smile.

That was kind of a thunderbolt out of the blue. I had no idea about the trust fund or being my aunt’s heir (heiress?) and frankly the thought of that sort of stuff had never entered my mind. I really didn’t have any idea how much money my aunt actually had but I knew her books were hugely successful and she certainly seemed to live a pretty lavish lifestyle. It made me feel a little better about all the money I had been blowing on clothes and partying and everything but it also made some wheels turn in my brain concerning my future.

If I had a bunch of money coming to me in a couple of years I could afford to live on my own so I wouldn’t be dependent on my parents to take care of me or pay my tuition if I decided to go to college, which I hadn’t decided on one way or the other. I might be able to travel a bit and see something of the world. Most importantly I could live whatever life I wanted and be whoever I wanted to be. My parents might not approve but they wouldn’t be able to stop me.

“Well sign me up then,” I said. “I want a pussy.”


CHAPTER 10:

The vaginal procedure was more involved than the boob stuff and would require me making several visits to the doctor. There would be more injections, which I hated, and there would be some temporary discomfort, which I could live with, but in a few days I would have a shiny new cunt between my legs and my body would be for all practical intents and purposes completely female, all the way down to having periods and being able to make babies.

It all seemed pretty crazy to me but after practically seeing my boobs grow right before my eyes I knew that anything was possible. I also knew that the deeper I got into feminizing myself the harder it would be to ever go back, both mentally and physically. Even without the final medical step into womanhood I knew I was on shaky ground as far as my masculinity went. It wasn’t really a question of saying that being a girl was better but so far it had definitely seemed better for me.

To get my pussy I would have to go to the doctor at least three times during a span of about ten days. There would be some subtle changes to my body along the line that I might not even notice and some very dramatic ones that would probably be pretty freaky. Getting my breasts had all been a bonus. Where once I was flat and boring I now was busty and exciting, but as my dick shriveled away leaving me with just a little slit to dribble pee out of I definitely felt a sense of loss. Fortunately that didn’t last long and I soon had a nice tunneling burrowing between my legs.

The day I was instructed to start masturbating with a dildo was a glorious day indeed. Instead of the slightly shameful secret jerking off I was being medically ordered to stick something up my snatch multiple times a day. The first time I did it hurt, which made me worry that it was always going to hurt, but after that it was pretty much smooth sailing. When I got my final clearance that everything was good to go, and got my first prescription for birth control pills, I was giddy with excitement.

For better or worse I was biologically female now. There wasn’t any neutral zone or gray area, I was all woman. Not that it really mattered but I loved the look of my pussy as much as I loved the way my breasts looked. It seemed just right to me. The kind of pussy that someone would be happy to go down on or stick their dick in. And the clit...don’t even get me started on the clit!

It was probably a good thing that the clitoris was hidden under a hood because if it was just raw and exposed all the time I’d probably just be a quivering mass of goo unable to function as a human being. That was a powerful weapon that had to be wielded judiciously unless you wanted to walk around with an O face all the time like some character from a Japanese cartoon.

I was so proud of my new body that I walked around the house naked all the time. So much so that I went and answered the door in the nude without even thinking about it. I’m sure it made the delivery guy’s day and he’d have a great story to tell his buddies when he finished his rounds.

I had avoided the beach because I didn’t want to try and tuck my dick away but now that I was sans penis I couldn’t wait to get my bikini on and hit the sand with Deb. It was a slightly deflating experience because the beaches of Southern California are often packed with spectacularly hot women who either are or could be swimsuit models but I think we turned a few heads despite the competition.

This was a big part of the California adventure I had been dreaming about because I had always loved the ocean and the feeling of sand between my bare toes. Getting sand in your bikini bottom, on the other hand, is not such a pleasant thing, unless you like taking sandpaper to your crotch.

And of course it wasn’t just the girls who were hot there was plenty of hunky eye candy on display from the male side as well. There were so many people there with blonde hair you would have thought we were in Sweden or something but I suspected that in many cases the carpet probably didn’t match the drapes.

“I don’t think I ever want to go home,” I said as we basked in the sun. “I want to just lay out here forever.”

“Well you’d probably get pretty tan and might develop skin cancer so it might not be the best plan,” Deb joked. “But why do you have to go home?”

“Because I live there,” I replied. “I’m just out here on vacation.”

“Yeah, that was your plan but you didn’t plan to come out here and turn into a chick and that seems to be working out pretty well for you. Maybe you could come up with a new plan,” Deb suggested.

It was funny that I had only known Deb for about a month and she had already become one of the best friends I’d ever had and I only knew her because my aunt had bumped into her at a porno awards show. We talked about boys a lot, and we talked about clothes a lot, but realistically we talked about just about everything. I’d never quite had a friend I felt so comfortable confiding in and I hated the idea of losing that when I went back home. Sure, we could stay in touch, but it wasn’t quite the same as sitting up all night drinking coffee and sharing our deepest secrets and desires.

Maybe I could come up with a new plan. It’s not that I didn’t want to see my mom and dad but I had a feeling they wouldn’t be too crazy to see who I was now and having just gotten my new pussy the last thing in the world I wanted to think about was going back to being a boy.

My aunt would surely let me stay as long as I wanted, and even if I was going to get this trust fund or whatever I didn’t like the idea of sponging off her all the time so I’d want to get some kind of a job. Deb seemed to make pretty good money between stripping and doing porn and that sounded kind of exciting so maybe I could do something similar I thought. Of course if my parents ever found out all hell would break loose and I was afraid that they’d blame Aunt Sylvia and it might drive a real wedge between her and my mom.

Fortunately there was still a lot of summer left so I didn’t have to make any big life changing decisions right now. At the moment I had a new pussy that desperately needed to be broken in by a real cock. Fortunately there were plenty of willing options at the beach and we ended up going off with two surfer dudes that looked so much alike it was amazing that they weren’t related.

They had this kind of an old van they had rigged up with racks on top for their surfboards and a mattress in the back. There were even curtains you could pull across the windows for more privacy.

It was a bit crowded as we all piled into the back and sat on the mattress but there was some room to work with and I had a feeling we’d be getting a good workout very soon.


CHAPTER 11:

“So you guys aren’t even cousins or anything?” asked Deb as we passed a bong around.

“People think that all the time but we’re totally not related...as far as we know,” said the one wearing blue swim trunks.

They were both young, probably early to mid-twenties, blonde, of course, with kind of shaggy hair and washboard abs. They both had really dazzling smiles but that was another thing I had noted about LA, everyone seemed to have great teeth.

The one with the blue trunks was named Derrick...I think, or maybe Derrick was the one with the blue trunks and Kyle was the one with the red trunks, it was kind of hard to keep that straight.

“So do you guys like surf professionally?” I asked.

“Yeah, kind of, but it’s hard to get a good sponsor,” said Kyle, or at least the one that I’m going to call Kyle for the sake of clarity.

“So what do you girls do?” asked Derrick. “Are you like actresses or models?”

“We’re both porn stars,” Deb replied.

“Far out! I love porn,” said Derrick.

“Fuck dude, we’ve got porn stars in our van,” said Kyle as they high-fived each other.

“So do you guys like fake it in those videos or do you really just love sex?” asked Derrick.

“Oh we really love sex,” Deb replied. “In fact, why don’t you fuck us and see for yourself how much we love sex.”

“Dude! SCORE!!!!” said the boys in unison as they high-fived each other again.

Since nobody was wearing much of anything it didn’t take long for everyone to get naked.

“So which one do you want?” Deb whispered to me.

“Ah, Derrick I guess,” I whispered back.

“Now which one is Derrick?”

“The one in the blue...oh...they don’t have any trunks on anymore.”

“Whatever. Just a grab a dick and start sucking. We can always swap later if you want to,” said Deb.

“My God, even your dicks look alike,” I commented as I kind of scrunched up by Derrick’s prick.

“No way man, mine’s bigger,” said Kyle.

“Yeah, like a quarter of an inch,” Derrick shot back.

“You guys measured your dicks?” said Deb.

“Yeah, but I’d just jerked off so I wasn’t at full strength,” said Derrick defensively.

“Well you guys both look great to me,” I said. “I’m happy to suck either one of you.”

And I was happy. I was so happy I was feeling a little silly. I was also probably a little stoned so that may have been part of it but those boys looked really juicy to me and once I got Derrick into my mouth I savored the flavor.

I kind of tried to keep an eye on Deb and I was so impressed by her skills. Of course she was a professional and I was still a total novice at giving head but watching her work Kyle’s stick really inspired me. Giving a blowjob was a skill and seeing the way my Aunt Sylvia did it in those old videos showed that it could be an art too.

What I lacked in experience I tried to make up for with enthusiasm. I wanted a man to see that I was ready, willing, and able to work for his pleasure. While I was working I felt a hand sneaking between my legs and realized that Deb was rubbing my pussy so I returned the favor. I hadn’t done anything sexual with Deb but I had sure thought about it a lot. If I didn’t love cock so much I think I might have enjoyed being Deb’s lesbian lover and I figured she must have some affectionate feelings towards me or she wouldn’t have been sticking her fingers in my gash.

As I was really starting to get worked up Deb tapped me on the shoulder and as I took my head off of derrick’s prick and looked up she planted a big kiss on my lips. Then she indicated that we should switch so we kind of scrambled over each other to trade places and then it was Kyle’s cock going down my throat.

Later it was the boys who broke the action and got behind us. Deb and I were already both on our knees and elbows so our little butts were ripe for the taking without having to move much at all. Being already super hard and super horny there wasn’t a lot of preamble and they both just penetrated us as soon as they could get into position.

Suddenly my virgin pussy was virginal no longer and I finally felt totally female. It made everything kind of click into place. I did love the girly gifts my aunt always gave me when I was a kid and I hated that I had to pretend like I was disappointed when actually I couldn’t wait to get to my room and play with them. When I was around other boys I tried to act like they did and talk about how hot this girl in school was or what I’d do to her if I had the chance but it wasn’t really me. That’s why I always felt more comfortable when I got to hang out with girls. I could relate to their conversation much better.

My aunt knew. Somehow she knew. Which means my mom probably suspected which made her even more uptight about Aunt Sylvia and her potentially damaging influence on me. Yet here I was all the way out in California, transformed into a girl, on my knees with a big cock in my wet cunt, holding hands with my porn star BFF as we both got railed by a couple of surfer dudes in the back of a van...and I couldn’t be happier.

To have a cock in your pussy is just the most completely filling and fulfilling experience you can imagine. It’s like you’re walking around with this vacuum between your legs that’s just waiting to suck some dick into it. Now you’re complete. Now you’ve got it all going on. The peg is in the hole where it belongs.

I had been pretty close to the edge from Deb’s finger play and once Kyle was inside my box it didn’t take long for me to climax. Deb squeezed my hand as I began to cum rather loudly and pretty soon she was doing likewise. We started kissing again, which seemed to really delight the boys because they both started fucking us even harder and faster. I had been more than willing to put on a show for them but I definitely didn’t have to. It was all me and it was all real and I was pretty sure that it was probably real for Deb too but she was an actress so who could say for sure?

“Oh my God I love cock so much,” I gasped to Deb between kisses.

“Me too,” she replied.

“Hey, what are you guys whispering about up there?” asked Derrick.

“We think you should switch like we did so that everybody gets an equal share,” Deb replied.

The boys were down with that and while they changed places Deb and I just kept kissing and pretty much tried to keep kissing as they resumed drilled us but it got to be too hard to breathe so we just moaned and whimpered while the boys fucked the hell out of us and left us panting on the mattress with our pussies full of cum.

“Hey, what’s your porn name?” asked Kyle as we were getting ready to leave the van after pulling ourselves together and having another go at the bong. “I want to look you up.”

“Cherry Maxwell,” Deb replied.

“And what’s yours?” Derrick asked me.

“Wendy Wingate,” I said without a moment of hesitation.

I knew the poor guy would never find any of my videos because I hadn’t made any yet but at least now I had my porn name.


CHAPTER 12:

When I told Deb that I was interested in doing porn she invited me to one of her shoots. I was thrilled on so many levels. I’d never seen any kind of a movie being made and we were out here in Hollywood, although the shoot was in the San Fernando Valley, and I loved porn and couldn’t wait to see “Cherry Maxwell” do her thing in front of the cameras. Now that I’d seen her fucking and sucking in real life I was interested to see if I could notice any difference when she was performing.

Nobody seemed to mind me being there and I just tried to stay out of the way as much as possible, although I did try to be somewhat of an assistant to Deb and brought her water or a towel or whatever she needed and then retreated to the back again.

It was surprisingly formal with a lot of fucking in one position and then waiting while they moved the camera or adjusted the lights or something and then everybody just jumped back in and resumed copulating like it was all happening in one continuous flow. I learned to have a tremendous amount of respect for the men who did this because it must have been so difficult to stay hard without finishing and then sit around for a while and go at it again and ultimately have to ejaculate on cue. From that standpoint it was a lot easier for the girl because she didn’t have to maintain an erection, but I guess that was true of real life sex too. At least in real life a guy could just cum when he was ready and nobody was standing around expecting him to pop on demand.

“So what do you think?” asked Deb when she was on a break.

“I think it’s awesome. It’s so professional,” I said.

“Well that’s what winning an award will do for you. I started out doing mostly gonzo stuff. Pretending to be some random girl on the street that gets talked into screwing for money or being the supposedly drunk coed who gets reamed at a frat party,” said Deb.

“So those videos aren’t real?” I asked.

“Shit, some of them probably are but that’s the kind of work you get when you’re starting out. Calling it amateur makes it more exciting but working with professionals makes more sense.”

“So I’d probably be doing that kind of thing to start if I decided to do porn?”

“Well with your connections you might not have to slum it very much. Your aunt knows everybody in the business and I’m sure I could get you a job anytime you wanted. The director’s already asked me if you’re in the business.”

“Oh my God! Really? What did you tell him?” I asked excitedly.

“I told him you’re thinking about it.”

The director had asked about me. Was it that obvious that I wanted to be a porn star or was I just that hot or did he naturally assume I was in the business because I was friends with Deb? It didn’t really matter. I was totally flattered. It was also totally crazy because I had only fucked a few times in my whole life so far. Who does porn without really knowing how to fuck?

As much as I loved the idea of diving right into it a voice in the back of my head told me to slow down. I hadn’t even had my first period yet. As far as I knew I was still going to turn back into a boy at the end of summer and go home. What would be the point of starting a career that I would just walk away from in a few weeks or whatever? Of course if I did shoot some videos I’d always have those to look back on to remember the time I was a woman and nobody would ever trace it back to me because that woman wouldn’t exist anymore.

Ever since the time I had discovered that my aunt had been a porn star I had been incredibly curious about the profession. To my mother it was like the most shocking and scandalous thing that could ever have happened to our family but I always thought it just made Aunt Sylvia all the more interesting. She was a beautiful sexual woman who wasn’t ashamed of her body or her sexuality which seemed so empowering to me. And from what I could see she hadn’t suffered any ill-effects from her time in front of the cameras.

First things first I told myself. Get to really know yourself as a woman. How different was I really? Taking a female identity had allowed me to express the feminine side of my nature that had always existed but tended to be suppressed out of fear of being scorned and bullied. But was I just Jonathan Baker with tits or was I someone very different now?

“So when you’re shooting a scene what are you thinking about?” I asked Deb when we were on the way home after the production had wrapped for the day.

“It depends on what mood I’m in,” she replied. “Sometimes it’s just a job and I’m just doing whatever they need me to do and sometimes I really get into it and get totally lost in the sex. Those are usually the most fun times. And sometimes when I’m really hungry I’m thinking about lunch.”

“You’re always thinking about lunch,” I teased. “I don’t know how you stay so skinny.”

“I burn off the calories baby. Try pole dancing if you want to get a real workout,” she replied.

I had gone to watch Deb dance a couple of times and was always impressed by what she could do on a stripper pole. She actually had a pole in her home that she used for practice and I tried to mess around with it once but I just kept slipping off of it or sliding down to the bottom like a fireman. I knew it took a lot of strength and agility to handle the acrobatic moves she made on that thing but I had always been kind of a weak little pussy and that hadn’t changed now that I actually had a pussy. And quite honestly I rather enjoyed the fact that nobody expected me to be strong or tough or do things that would “make a man out of me” as my dad would sometimes say. I was much more interested in things that would make a woman out of me. I think I’d always rather be a piece of ass than a bad ass.

Seeing Deb at work had been really exciting. I realized that watching a low budget porn shoot was not the same as seeing a Hollywood blockbuster being filmed but I found the whole process to be fascinating. And it was really interesting to see how professional it all was. Everybody was just there to do a job. It wasn’t like some big orgy where everybody was drinking and doing drugs and everybody was screwing everybody. They could have been shooting a dog food commercial or something but they just happened to be shooting porn. Some people might have been disappointed by that but I actually appreciated the sometimes almost clinical approach and attention to detail that ended up producing such incredibly hot results when it was all put together.

My mother used to say that Aunt Sylvia was just a prostitute who plied her trade on camera, and while Aunt Sylvia did get paid to have sex in those videos the situation was a little more complex than that. To me it seemed like it started with not being ashamed of your body and having the confidence to put yourself out there in situations that other people would be too shy or embarrassed to try. That seemed very empowering to me. Everybody is fascinated by sex, it’s hard wired into our DNA, why try to pretend like it isn’t?

I hate to sound like I’m constantly bagging on my mom because I love her very much and appreciate everything she and my dad have done for me but I suppose I was just getting a late start on my teenage rebellion phase. I had always been very low-maintenance and trouble-free as a kid so maybe becoming female had just released some pent up frustrations that I had been harboring for a long time. I had always tried to be a good boy but I was discovering that being a bad girl was a lot more fun.


CHAPTER 13:

My Aunt Sylvia didn’t throw a lot of parties but when she did it was kind of a big deal. People would drop whatever they were doing and fly in to be in attendance. Having lived such a colorful life she had made many friends and acquaintances across a wide spectrum of humanity. Porn stars mingled with politicians and artists rubbed elbows with aristocrats. I would be making sort of my “social” debut and it was thrilling and daunting at the same time.

Being friends of my aunt it was going to be an older crowd but fortunately I would have Deb there so if things got too boring we could always slip off somewhere and nobody would likely even notice I figured.

I kind of got roped into being the co-hostess of the event and I was rather floored by the amount of work that went into preparing for the big occasion. It seemed like there were deliveries arriving constantly and all sorts of new faces who were there as caterers and waitresses and bartenders and whatnot. Our usually quiet house was positively buzzing with activity. It was actually kind of hard to find the time to get myself fixed up and ready for the party but when I did I was very pleased with the results.

I hadn’t been to all that many parties in my life and certainly never been to an upscale adult gathering like this so it was pretty crazy to me. It was fun being introduced as Sylvia’s niece, and I loved hearing everybody say how pretty I was, but I met so many people it was hard to keep track of them.

“Here, you look like you could use this,” said Deb as she handed me a glass of champagne.

“Thanks. It is kind of overwhelming,” I replied. “I hope you’re not too bored.”

“Are you kidding? I just had the Prime Minister of...I don’t know...somewhere try to hit on me,” said Deb with a laugh. “Your aunt sure knows a lot of interesting people.”

“Yeah I know. It kind of makes me feel really dull and ordinary,” I said.

“No way. You’re a guy who’s using a radical medical procedure to change gender and living the California dream as a hot sex kitten,” Deb pointed out. “There is nothing dull or ordinary about that.”

“But I don’t really want to tell anybody about that,” I said.

“So tell them whatever you want. I once had this guy who kept bugging me and wouldn’t leave me alone so I told him I was the mistress of a Colombian drug lord and that if he found out he’d send a hit squad and cut the guy’s dick off,” said Deb.

“Oh my God!” I said trying not to giggle. “Did he actually believe you?”

“I don’t know, but unlike you he really didn’t want to lose his dick so he stopped bugging me. So do you actually know any of these people?” asked Deb.

“Well I know you and I know my aunt and that’s about it,” I replied.

“Funny. Because of the porn world types I probably know more people here than you do,” Deb commented.

“Maybe you should be the co-hostess than. My cheeks are getting worn out from all the kissing,” I joked.

“Which cheeks?”

“Ha, ha. Very funny,” I shot back.

“You know I hear your aunt’s parties can get pretty wild once the more respectable crowd has cleared out.”

“Knowing my aunt that wouldn’t surprise me,” I said. “But how do you know which ones are respectable and which ones aren’t?”

“Well you can’t tell by looking at them, that’s for sure. You see that bald dude with the glasses over there?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“He likes to dress up as a sheep and have a dominatrix fuck him in the ass with a strap on.”

“You’re making that up,” I protested.

“Yeah, I am making it up. I have absolutely no idea who that guy is but would it really shock you if it was true?” asked Deb. “People are weird baby and you have no idea what they get up to behind closed doors. It’s only the ones that let their freak flag fly proudly that get called out for being weird. You know one time I walked in on my mom getting railed by the biggest blackest man I had ever seen in my life. I was shocked for a long time after that but now I think who doesn’t want to get railed by a big black man, and why should my mom be any different just because she’s my mom?”

Later in the evening the crowd did thin out, as Deb had predicted, and the music got louder and things got wilder. It appeared that now the party was clothing optional, although I had no idea how anyone knew that. I was theoretically one of the hosts of the party and I didn’t even know it.

“Come on, let’s strip down and have some fun,” said Deb.

We went up to my room and took off our dresses. Then Deb said we still had too much on so off went the bras leaving us just in our panties and shoes. I got excited being around Deb like that, especially in my bedroom, but she seemed interested in going back down to the party so down we went.

Now if I told you to picture your aunt, buck naked except for some jewelry, being carried on the shoulders of two young naked men who were probably at least half her age, being paraded around a swimming pool at a party full of people I’m guessing you might be kind of uncomfortable with that image. It made me think of the story Deb had just told me about catching her mom getting boned by some black dude. Only my reaction was entirely different.

To me Aunt Sylvia looked like a queen or a goddess. This was her house and her party and her guests and her friends and she was rightfully the center of attention. All I could think about was how beautiful she was and I wished that I could look half that good when I was her age. Okay that wasn’t all I could think about because the two guys who were parading her around were fucking studs. Their bodies were gorgeous, their cocks were gorgeous, their toenails were probably gorgeous if I had bothered to look.

“Ah, there you are,” said my aunt when she spotted us. “I’ve been looking for you.”

The men carried my aunt over to where Deb and I were standing and stopped right in front of us.

“I’ve brought you a gift,” said Aunt Sylvia as she was very gracefully lowered to her feet. “This is Sven and this is Oleg and neither one of them really speaks English so you’ll have to use sign language or something. I’m sure you’ll figure it out. I have an old friend that I need to do some catching up with.”

“Your aunt always has the best party favors,” said Deb with a giggle, which made me giggle, which wasn’t exactly the sultry image I wanted to convey but I couldn’t help it.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I asked softly, as if it mattered since neither of the men spoke English.

“Of course I am because I’m just as big a slut as you are,” Deb replied.

Deb and I crouched down in front of whichever guy was closest to us and begin to suck their dicks right out in the open in front of everybody. We certainly weren’t the only people fornicating by that time but it was still a rush for me to be that brazen. Walking around the party topless hadn’t fazed me at all so I guess I was becoming more like Aunt Sylvia all the time. And once again I was having sex right next to Deb who was doing the same thing so I suppose I was becoming more like her too.

Boy my life at home was so fucking dull compared to this I thought. And where did these guys come from anyway? How did they know my aunt? And if they didn’t speak English how did they know what my aunt wanted them to do? Hell, maybe Aunt Sylvia spoke Finish or Swedish or whatever they were, it certainly wouldn’t surprise me at this point. That was a woman who really knew how to live I thought, and wouldn’t it be great to live like that too.

After a bit of BJ work the boys lifted us up and had us wrap our legs around their waists. Then they fucked us right where we were standing. Deb and I just bounced along happily clinging to our studs and moaning away like we were the only four people there. I knew my mother would be shocked and appalled if she could see me which made me sad because I would never want to do anything to deliberately hurt her but I felt like I was on a collision course with my mom that would lead to some sparks flying.

In the meantime I was getting fucked so hard and so fast that it felt like the friction should be sending sparks flying from my pussy. Then all of a sudden the guys stopped in unison and put us back on the ground while they stroked their rods. We quickly got down and opened our mouths and almost immediately they were filled with warm creamy jizz. How they knew that they were both about to cum at the same time and how they managed to do it simultaneously I have no idea but it felt like a story I’d be telling for a long time to come.

Magical things just seemed to happen in my aunt’s world and I was just happy to be there to enjoy it.


CHAPTER 14:

When I got my first offer to do porn I was thrilled but I wanted to talk to my Aunt Sylvia first. She knew the business and knew what was what and I wanted her opinion about whether she thought I should take the job.

“Well my darling that all kind of depends on your future plans,” said my aunt. “If you’re planning to only be a woman until the end of summer than by all means do it as a lark if you want to. That person will no longer exist and you’ll never be associated with her. But if you plan on staying female indefinitely I would advise you to think about it because porn is forever.”

“But you did it and went on to do all kinds of other things,” I pointed out.

“That’s true, and I’ve embraced that and never tried to hide it, but it does color people’s judgment of you. People like your mother for example. There are many things in my life that my sister doesn’t approve of but having been an adult entertainer is probably at or near the top of her list.”

“That’s true, she does harp on that a lot,” I admitted.

“And being your mother I doubt that she would be any happier finding out that you had followed in my footsteps.”

“No, it would probably be the start of World Three III. Well, finding out that I was a girl would probably be the start and the porn would take the thing nuclear,” I said.

“Yet you’re still considering doing it.”

“Yeah, kind of weird. The last thing in the world I want is to piss my mom off but then there’s this side of me that feels like if I don’t stand up to her sometime and live my own life I’m just going to end up full of regrets and frustrations.”

“And what does your friend Deb think?” asked Sylvia.

“She thinks I’m probably crazy and should just wait until I’m 21 and come into my trust fund and then do whatever the heck I feel like and hope that might parents don’t hate me forever,” I said.

“I can change the terms of the trust fund so that you can access it now if you like, and of course you’re free to stay here as long as you desire. It’s going to be your house someday anyway. So if financial security is what you want before you make your decision you can have it,” said my aunt.

My head was kind of spinning at that news. I knew I had this money thing coming in a couple of years but when you’re young a couple of years can seem like forever. I had no idea how much it was but Aunt Sylvia was talking about financial security so I figured it was a decent chunk of change. If I had some money and I continued living here with Aunt Sylvia I would have the means to start a new life without my parent’s consent or blessing. I could just not go home. Change my name, change my gender, and start doing whatever I felt like doing.

Continuing with that train of thought what did I feel like doing? Making a porn video sounded like it might be fun and exciting and could be a one shot thing or could be the start of a whole career but as Aunt Sylvia pointed out it was something that could follow me my whole life. You read all the time about some school teacher or something being fired for posting on an adult site. Even with a stage name and a paywall people seemed to have difficulty keeping that kind of a secret for long. Schools and employers frequently scanned applicant’s social media for “unsuitable” content and with the rise of religious fanaticism in America it seemed like things would more likely just get worse.

Oddly that actually made me more inclined to do it. I didn’t give a rat’s ass about what the pearl clutching ladies at the church social club thought. I’d much rather be friends with a porn star like Deb than some self-righteous hypocrite anyway. And I certainly wasn’t ashamed of my Aunt Sylvia for having been a porn star and she wasn’t ashamed of it either. Porn was a legal Constitutionally protected enterprise that no American should have to feel ashamed of participating in, as a viewer or as a performer. When I first started thinking about doing it I thought it sounded like it might be fun but as I began to consider the risks it felt like it was worth doing just to give the middle finger to all the assholes out there who want to cram their views down everyone’s throats.

Patriots for Porn baby! Hand me the freak flag and let me wave it proudly. I’m an American, damn it, and I have the right to suck cock in front of a camera if I feel like it. So that’s literally why I decided to shoot my first adult video.


CHAPTER 15:

I had gotten the job offer because someone at the party saw me and liked the way I looked riding Sven’s big cock. (Or was it Oleg?) The fact that I was also friends with an up-and-coming star like Cherry Maxwell and the niece of the legendary Bunny DeVine certainly didn’t hurt either.

Once I decided to do it my aunt gave me her wholehearted support. It was kind of funny really because she acted like a mother sending her daughter off to college or something the way she clucked and fussed over me and gave me last minute advice about just about everything.

“I’m just going to shoot a video I’m not joining the Foreign Legion,” I joked.

“I know, but I just feel so responsible for this,” said my aunt.

“Which you are, which is wonderful, and I love you for it,” I replied as I kissed her on the cheek. “But I really don’t want to be late on my first day of work. I don’t want them to think I’m some kind of a flake or a diva.”

You can’t just show up at a porn set and start shooting these days you have to present a clean bill of health from a doctor and a photo ID proving your age. That was kind of weird because my driver’s license still showed me as a man named Jonathan Baker but they knew I was transgender, at least at the moment, and they were only interested in proving that I was an adult, which I was whether I had a penis or a pussy.

Deb wasn’t in this production but she had come along as my “assistant” as I had done for her which was really silly since she was already an award-winning performer and I was just making my debut. And along with my new career I had yet another new name to remember...Sandy Starbuck.

The Sandy part had come to me the first time we went to the beach and I was thinking about how sandy everything got even when you were lying on a blanket. Sandy seemed like a cute name so I just needed something to go with it. Starbuck I liked because it sort of suggested a number of things. It had “star” in the word, which I was hoping to be, and “buck” which I was hoping to make a lot of and it was close to the name of a popular coffee shop chain where I spent a lot of the bucks that I currently had.

The scene I was shooting was kind of a standard porn thing where I played the shy babysitter waiting for the married couple to come home from their evening out. It started with me just messing around with my phone on the couch as the couple comes in. The wife then excused herself from the room while the husband came over and sat quite close to me on the couch.

“God, you are so beautiful,” said the husband, “but I bet you don’t even know how beautiful you are.”

“I don’t know about that,” I replied modestly.

“So do you have a steady boyfriend?” asked the husband.

“Not really,” I said.

“That seems hard to believe. I bet all the boys are crazy about you.”

“I’m just kind of shy.”

“That’s silly. There’s nothing to be shy about,” said the husband. “Just relax and close your eyes and I’ll show you.”

After the husband kissed me I had to act shocked and uncomfortable but of course he kissed me again.

“Please Mr. Gregory! What about your wife?” I said.

“Don’t worry, she’ll join us any minute now,” said the husband as he kissed me again and cupped one of my boobs in his hand.

That was the introduction to the scene and pretty much all the “acting” I had to do. The director had told me that if I couldn’t remember a line exactly I should just go ahead and say something similar but I was proud that I had memorized what little dialogue I had and handled it flawlessly.

The next phase of the scene involved the wife coming back into the room wearing really sexy lingerie. Then she sat down next to me and the husband and wife began to both kiss me and touch me all over. It wasn’t difficult at all to get turned on by what we were doing partly because I was quite familiar with both of the other actors and it was exciting to be doing a scene with them.

The action started to heat up when the couple both pulled my top off and started playing with my tits. I didn’t really understand why this babysitter wouldn’t be wearing a bra but it certainly got my breasts into the act quicker.

“So how am I doing?” I asked Deb during a break.

“Are you kidding? You’re fantastic baby. I can totally believe that you’re this shy babysitter and I know what a whore you really are,” Deb joked.

“Takes one to know one,” I replied.

We kind of sniped back and forth in jest until the director interrupted us.

“Can we save it for the slumber party ladies?” he said sarcastically. “We’d like to get back to work.”

“Oops,” I said with a giggle.

As the scene continued the husband got his cock out and the wife and I took turns sucking it for a bit. Then the wife got on her back at one end of the couch and opened her legs and I got on all fours and bent down to lick her pussy. That led to the husband sticking his dick in me from behind and we did that combination for a while, sometimes moving the camera to get a closer shot of my face in the wife’s crotch or the husband’s cock sawing away at my snatch.

There were some other positions along the way like the wife riding her husband while I sat on his face and the wife eating me out while I sucked off her husband. I think we covered quite a few options before we finally got to the “money shot” as they say in the business.

For that the wife and I got on our knees and waited while the husband furiously jerked his pole and then our faces were both covered with cum. I obviously knew that it was just a movie and that I wasn’t a babysitter and they weren’t a married couple but the sex was very real to me. It wasn’t like this computer generated effect it was a real man with a real cock shooting real jizz on my face. How do you not have some sort of visceral reaction to that? Plus I got paid!

Afterwards Deb, Aunt Sylvia, and I went out to a nice restaurant to celebrate and for once I picked up the check, which was a great feeling. Our conversation at dinner was pretty lighthearted but I could tell that Aunt Sylvia was really proud of me, which seemed like such a stark contrast to the reaction I knew my mother would have had she known what I was up to. And it wasn’t like my aunt was trying to vicariously recapture her youth through me because she was living her own red hot life and I was still just dipping my toe in the water.

I did kind of feel like I had just joined a sorority because the three of us at that table all had experience in the business and it’s kind of a unique world that most people will never be part of. I had no idea how often I would want to work or how long I would want to do it but that was kind of what made it so awesome. I wasn’t doing what I was expected to do or told to do or stuck doing I was doing what I wanted to do at the moment and if I found something else I’d rather do I’d probably go do that.


CHAPTER 16:

Now that I had done my first porn shoot I was kind of surprised that I didn’t really feel any different. It had been a fun and unique experience and the world hadn’t come to an end. I still got up and got dressed and went about my daily life as I had been doing and I felt no shame or remorse. Of course the video hadn’t been seen by anybody yet but it didn’t seem too likely that I would fall to pieces if somebody saw me pretending to be a sexy babysitter having a three-way with my employers. The world was so full of porn these days that I would probably just be another largely anonymous girl putting out on camera for fun and profit.

I could see more than ever how my aunt’s career was really nothing more than a business opportunity. Considering the level she had risen to it was a pretty glamorous and lucrative business but at the end of the day it was still basically just a job that she happened to be really good at.

I wasn’t sure that I had the talent or the ambition to make adult entertainment my life’s work but I was only 18, did I have to decide that now? It wasn’t quite like getting a tattoo on the spur of the moment that you’d be potentially stuck with for the rest of your life. Sure, the clip would be out there in cyberspace eventually, and someone might recognize me from it someday, but big fucking deal if they did. I couldn’t imagine wanting to work someplace where that would disqualify me for employment. And of course if I went back to being a man nobody would ever be able to connect the dots but that prospect seemed to be less and less likely all the time.

Of course I knew my mother would go bonkers if I decided to remain female for the rest of my life but I wondered whether she would actually kick me out of the family. As much as she hated the sinful life that her sister lived she had never actually divorced herself from aunt Sylvia. I actually worried more about my decision to become a woman driving an even bigger wedge between my mother and my aunt than I did my mother and myself because I feared that Sylvia would get most of the blame.

To a large extent my mother’s concerns about my aunt’s influence on me were pretty well-founded. I had just come out for a visit and ended up having a gender change, shot a porn video, attended a wild sexy party, and generally behaved like a total slut almost from day one. But the fact that mother was right about Sylvia’s influence on me didn’t mean that I agreed that it was a bad influence. I was having the time of my life, and in some ways feeling like my “real” life was just beginning. And it wasn’t just all the sex stuff either, although that was pretty awesome.

For me personally the role of being female was a very comfortable fit. It’s hard for me to be much more specific because it’s a little bit like talking about your health, it’s always easier to explain that you feel bad because your head hurts or you have an upset stomach than it is to explain how you feel good. I suppose it was a combination of things; liking the way I looked and the way my body responded to stimulation, liking the way people treated me as a girl and really enjoying the company of other women. It seemed to fit in quite naturally and never felt like a guy “pretending” to be a girl.

As the summer wore on the novelty never wore off and I couldn’t imagine myself ever going back to my old identity, and yet a part of me still assumed that in the end I would. I was just eighteen and this was the longest I had ever been away from home in my life. As much as I loved living with my aunt Sylvia it was hard to imagine never being able to go back to my home. This magical summer had been like a beautiful dream to me but we all have to wake up from our dreams eventually.

Of course it wasn’t really a dream, even if it had a dreamlike quality to it, it was my real life and I wouldn’t just “wake up” and find that everything was back the way it was before. I was going to have to make decisions and some of them might be difficult or even painful ones to make. I wasn’t really used to making big life changing decisions so far because I had just been a kid going to school and following my parent’s rules. It was kind of like adulthood was smacking me in the face and I was going to have to grow up in a hurry and deal with some serious issues.

Strangely perhaps I felt more competent and prepared to do that as a woman than as a man. I felt like I had really grown as a person in the relatively short time I had been female, although that may have been partly just the freedom I was experiencing being away from home and school and my parents for the first time. And maybe the fact that I just felt so comfortable in my own skin for the first time contributed as well. Whatever the reasons were I knew I was more confident than I used to be, but standing up to my mother’s righteous indignation was still a tall order and something I wasn’t sure I would ever be prepared to do...until one day my aunt Sylvia showed me something that totally blew my mind.


CHAPTER 17:

“You know I’m not going to tell you what you should do with your life, or even try to push you in one direction or the other,” Sylvia commented one day when we were just sitting around the house drinking coffee. “That doesn’t tend to work out very well because people tend to just do what they want to do anyway or the end up feeling resentful.”

“Which is why you’re entirely different than my mom,” I said with a laugh.

“Well, maybe not quite as different as you think,” said my aunt.

“You do look a lot alike,” I admitted.

“That was even more true when we were younger. I’ve had a little...work done over the years but when we were more your age we could have almost passed as twins I think. I could show you some pictures if you’d like.”

“I’d love to see them,” I replied.

Sylvia disappeared for a few minutes and then returned holding a portfolio which she placed on a table in front of me.

“This is an old modeling portfolio,” she explained as I began to look through the binder.

It’s always kind of strange to think of older people you know, like relatives or teachers or something, as having ever been your age but these photos were obviously taken a long time, presumably before I even was born.

There were some skimpy bikini shots that looked like they might have been taken for use on a calendar and a number of lingerie photos as well as some nude pictures that ranged from “arty” black and white poses to a few that were more suggestive in nature. I could see that even though Sylvia was pretty young at the time she still exuded a great deal of sexuality.

“You look really hot in these pictures,” I said enthusiastically.

“That’s not me, that’s your mother,” Sylvia replied.

For a moment I thought she was kidding then I took a closer look at the pictures. Because of the skimpy clothes and the nudity I just naturally assumed they were photos of my aunt but once I knew who they really portrayed I could definitely recognize my mother. To say I was shocked would be quite an understatement. This was seemingly the most out of character thing my mom had ever done in her life but then again I only knew what she wanted me to know about her youth and this was obviously a secret she had buried some time ago.

“I don’t understand,” I finally blurted out in confusion.

“As you can see your mother was very attractive and photogenic and one day this guy offered her some money to pose for some pictures. It seemed like an easier and more interesting way to make some cash than working at some burger joint or something so she took him up on the offer. It turned out that he could get her some more jobs and that she really liked modeling so she took more pictures. Your mother actually introduced me to the first professional photographer I ever worked with,” Sylvia explained.

“Wait, wait, wait, my head is exploding,” I said, only partly in jest. “She was doing this before you did?”

“That’s right.”

“So what happened?”

“Well as much as your mom enjoyed what she was doing she was terrified that our mother would find out and raise hell. She was also terrified that if anyone ever found out that she had taken off her clothes and posed for pictures in the nude her reputation would be ruined. She was always terribly concerned about projecting a certain image, even if that image was sometimes contrary to her real nature,” said my aunt.

“But you didn’t worry about those things?” I asked.

“Of course I worried, but in the end I decided that whatever the consequences I was going to follow my heart and do what I really wanted to do and so far I’ve never regretted that decision. And I think you’ll find that quite often the people who object the most to something on moral grounds are most likely hiding something. Your mother was furious that I brought reflected shame on her but also that I was living the life she once dreamed of living.”

“So what should I do with this information? Blackmail my mom into letting me become a female porn star?” I joked.

“Not exactly what I had in mind but we can keep that as a fallback plan,” said Sylvia with a laugh. “I just thought you should know the whole story behind your mother’s objection to my chosen lifestyle. When we were both around your age now we had very similar dreams and desires but we ultimately went in different directions. I don’t think your mother regrets her decision to live a more conventional life, although I’m sure she sometimes wonders what might have been had she stuck with her passion, just as I have sometimes wondered what might have been had I chosen a more traditional home and family approach to things. Whenever you have a big choice in life you’re always going to wonder if you made the right decision, that’s just human nature. And there will be ups and downs no matter which way you go so no choice is ever perfect. If you always try to do what’s expected of you you’ll have a better time fitting in with society but may miss out on some amazing adventures but if you rock the boat to chase your dreams you may have to be prepared for some ruffled feathers the more those dreams come true for you.”

I couldn’t argue with the logic of anything my aunt had said although it didn’t totally solve my dilemma. In a way I sort of half-wished that she had just given me that portfolio of pictures so that I could have blackmailed my mother into accepting my decision to embrace an unconventional lifestyle. And then I had my eureka moment.

The issue wasn’t whether I chose to pursue a glamorous, sexually promiscuous lifestyle over a traditional home and family one, the point was that I wanted to live whatever kind of life I ended up living as a woman. I was now the same age that mother and my aunt were when they started to go in different directions and for all I knew I might find the perfect guy and want to settle down and have children and be more like my mother. The point was that I already knew in my heart that whatever direction my life went I wanted it to go there as a woman. The rest of my future would resolve itself over time so I didn’t need to stress out over that at the moment. Declaring my gender change was a big enough bombshell to drop at the moment so I focused on how I was going to do it and what my options were if I faced a ton of backlash for my actions.


CHAPTER 18:

“Hey mom, hey dad, I’m guessing this video is probably going to come as a bit of a shock to you but a lot of things have been happening to me on my trip to California and I guess the biggest thing is what you’re seeing right now. When last you saw me I was your son Jonathan but I’ve been living out here as a girl named Beverly and I’ve loved every minute of the experience and have no desire to change back.”

I was speaking to a video camera set up on a tripod at my aunt’s house and trying to remain calm and cheerful as much as possible.

“I know I should be telling you this in person but it’s hard enough for me to sit here and make this video and I really didn’t know if you’d even want to see me again once you found out what I was planing to do so I guess I’m just going to blaze ahead and finish this thing and then try to work up the courage to actually let you see it.”

I then proceeded to give a relatively brief recap on how I had come to be female in the first place and what sort of things I had been doing since that transformation leaving out the more salacious aspects of my visit. It was a little hard not to get emotional near the end because I realized that I might be cutting myself off from my family for a very long time, if not forever, and that thought was devastating.

While I didn’t expect my parents to be supportive or to understand what I was doing, I did hope that they might learn to live with it. And if they couldn’t right now then I hoped we could reconcile sometime down the lie.

After completing the video I watched it a couple of times just to make sure that I was stating my case effectively and not letting my emotions overcome me too much. And when I was satisfied that it was the message I wanted to send I just let it sit on my computer for a few more days trying to convince myself that I needed to send it off.

In the meantime my mind was kind of focused on the fact that I had gotten an offer to shoot another porn scene. On the one hand it sounded like a lot of fun and a chance to make a little money but on the other the first time I did it I was still assuming that I would probably go back to being male and that my secret would be well-covered, something that wasn’t the case now. And one video might be dismissed as a youthful indiscretion but doing another seemed more like a step towards a career in the adult entertainment industry.

The scene involved three cheerleaders getting gang-banged by some football players in a locker room and Deb had lobbied for me to be one of the three girls so it would have been hard for me to turn it down even if I had wanted to and I really looked forward to working with my BFF.

The scenario, such as it was, was pretty basic. Some football players and some cheerleaders run into a locker room all excited because they’ve just won “the big game” and to celebrate they do a lot of fucking. Obviously I had never been a cheerleader in high school, and I certainly hadn’t been a jock, so I wasn’t bringing any personal experience with me but I did find it kind of a vicarious thrill to pretend like that might have been my life.

On the other hand I’m not sure that realism was a very high priority. For one thing we were shooting in an actual locker room but it was at a country club, not a school, so it looked kind of too nice to me but it was available after hours so what the heck. Then there was the trophy they were carrying around, which looked pretty cheap and plastic to me, but I didn’t have much experience with trophies so maybe that’s what they look like these days. It also seemed kind of weird that the football players didn’t have any shoulder pads, although one or two of them seemed to be carrying helmets. I’m no sports expert but isn’t the point of the locker room to be the place where you take off your gear? And finally there was the question of why these girls were running into the boys’ locker room. Wouldn’t that raise a few eyebrows with school authorities?

I suppose, in a way, the silliness was part of the charm. It wasn’t supposed to be an authentic depiction of campus athletics it was supposed to be a kind of cheesy fantasy and despite my lack of acting experience I sort of enjoyed the fact that my first couple of gigs involved some kind of “story” and weren’t just fuck scenes with no real explanation.

I felt really cute wearing the cheerleader outfit and Deb and the other girl, Shandi, looked super hot as well and while the guys might not have been in regulation equipment they certainly had the bodies to pass for athletes with no trouble.

There wasn’t really a script so I guess the acting was what they call “improv” or something like that. The director just said “run into the room and jump around because you’re happy that you won” so we all just ran into the room and kind of jumped around. I think Shandi probably had some cheerleading experience because she seemed to be really working the pom-poms and had the whole jumping high in the air and kicking both of your legs back at the same time thing down pat. I just kind of hopped up and down and hoped that I looked cute enough that it wouldn’t matter how convincing I was.

Okay girls, now you want to show the guys how proud you are of their accomplishment so you start giving them head,” said the director.

That was actually a lot easier direction for me to follow because I certainly knew how to suck a cock by that point so Shandi, Deb and I got on our knees as all the boys whipped out their pricks. There were five boys and three girls so there was plenty of dick to go around and between our three mouths and six hands it was pretty easy to keep everyone busy at the same time. I actually enjoyed the communal aspect of group sex, and this was especially fun since it was more of an orgy than a gang-bang, although I figured if I kept doing these videos for a wile I would probably end up doing something where I was the only girl with a bunch of guys.

After there was sufficient footage of all the sucking and stroking we had been doing it was time to start taking off our clothes. The director seemed to have some very specific ideas about who he wanted to pull off which girl’s top or which girl should leave her skirt on and so forth. I wondered whether he had actually planned any of that out in advance or was just kind of winging it as he went. In any case I had a very muscular black man named George taking my top off from behind me and then groping my tits.

Having grown up in a very white neighborhood, and having gone to a largely white school, the fact that I was now doing an interracial porn scene was kind of a mind-bender. I didn’t mind at all, in fact I thought he was pretty hot, but a lot of people back home were kind of narrow-minded. Well, the hell with them I thought. Nobody’s making anybody watch this or any other porn video so if they’re uncomfortable with it that’s their problem.

The director kind of moved us about as we got banged in various positions and combinations of partners but there wasn’t really much in the room except lockers and benches so we kind of had to make do with what we had. I sat on a guy’s lap and bounced up and down for a while but the main feature was Shandi, who apparently was a bit of a triple-penetration specialist, so she ended up taking dick in all of her holes while Deb and I paired off with the two remaining studs.

It was interesting seeing the way the triple was setup and how it took some time to get everyone in just the right spot. In the video it would look organic and spontaneous but it was actually anything but. First one guy stretched out on his back on the bench but with his legs hanging over the sides but the bench was pretty narrow so he had to be certain that he was centered well or he might have fallen off. Then Shandi straddled that guy and carefully lowered herself down on top of him, stuffing her pussy with his cock. For the anal penetration another guy had to straddle the bench from behind Shandi and get in close enough to shove his dick up her ass, which was a little tricky because of all the legs kind of squished together in a small space. The third guy, who was going to complete the triple penetration, tried straddling the bench on the other end but Shandi was having trouble reaching his prick with her mouth so he ended up standing beside the bench so she wouldn’t have to lean as far to blow him.

As tricky as the logistics were I was kind of fascinated by the idea of having three cocks inside me at the same time. It seemed like it might be almost too much stimulation to handle but that was a huge part of what I loved about sex, the feeling of “zoning out” on bliss when you were getting righteously stuffed.

My personal favorite part of the video was when George lifted me off the ground effortlessly and fucked me standing up while I wrapped my legs around his waist and hung on for dear life. That came near the end of the shoot and we were kind of in the background while the main event was taking place in front of us but I loved feeling so small and light in the arms of a powerful man.

What I was learning about making adult videos was that sometimes it was no big deal and just like any other job. There was the do this and do that part of it, and the waiting around for the next thing to happen, but once you had that cock inside you nature was in control and you really couldn’t help but feel good. The other thing I was learning was that it helped to have a good sense of humor. The end result may look all hot and steamy but the process seemed to benefit from a more lighthearted approach. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to make a career of it but I was sure having a good time.


CHAPTER 19:

I was lying out by the pool one afternoon and was just about to take my bikini off to get a nice even tan when I heard a familiar voice.

“Well I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised to find that you’re just lounging around the pool all day.”

“Mom? What the heck are you doing here?” I asked as I sat up quickly and twisted around to see her grabbing my unfastened bikini top as I did.

“Once I got your manifesto I decided to come out here and see if there was any kind of damage control I could provide,” said my mother. “Well let’s have a look at you.”

Nervously I got up and stood in front of my mother. Since I felt like I was on display I turned around slowly in a circle so that she could see me from all angles.

“Well you are very pretty I’ll give you that.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“So you really didn’t think you should consult us before making such a huge life-changing decision?” my mother asked.

“Somehow I didn’t have the feeling that you would take it too well,” I replied.

“Probably a good assumption on your part,” my mom quipped dryly.

“Whatever your feelings are please don’t blame Aunt Sylvia. She may have gotten the ball rolling but she didn’t push me into anything or talk me into anything she just made it possible for me to explore a fascinating new side of my life,” I said, mustering as much courage as I could.

“Well I honestly hope you know what you’re doing,” said my mother. “This probably all seems very romantic and glamorous but there’s a lot more to being a woman than just looking pretty and lying around a pool all day.”

“True, but I’ve managed to make a pretty good living out of that,” said Sylvia who suddenly appeared from the house.

It felt like the cavalry had arrived just in time because I wasn’t sure how long I was going to be able to continue pretending to be brave when facing my mother. The sisters exchanged a polite hug and then Sylvia took off her robe and stretched out on a deck chair.

“And is that the kind of living you want my daughter to be making?” asked my mother rather pointedly.

“I assume we all want the same thing here...for Beverly to be happy doing whatever she chooses to do,” said my aunt.

It was kind of funny hearing my mom refer to me as “her daughter” but I took that as a good sign. She was at least accepting my new gender on some level, whether she approved of it or not.

“But she’s only 18 Sylvia. She’s hardly old enough to be making those kinds of choices now is she?” my mother asked.

“Well we both know that she’s exactly the age where people often make those kinds of decisions. And it’s not a question of her choosing to be more like you or more like me, it’s a question of her choosing to discover her own nature. She may surprise us both,” said Sylvia.

“No doubt. She’s obviously full of surprises,” my mother said with a slight chuckle that seemed a bit out of character for her.

I don’t know that I was full of surprises as much as life was. My mother was taking things extremely well I thought. She obviously wished that I hadn’t done what I did but that’s probably not an unusual reaction from a parent who sends her son off on vacation and ends up with a daughter. And discovering that my mother had done some nude modeling in her youth was definitely a huge surprise. Finding out that my aunt had been securing my financial future was a very pleasant surprise that seemed to open all sorts of doors to me. But of course the biggest and best surprise was discovering how much I loved being a woman.

I had read a number of “coming of age” stories that usually involved some kind of flowering sexuality mixed with some life lessons about maturity and adulthood but my own story was all of that and so much more because I was also dealing with the discovery of the girl I didn’t know I was meant to be. My awakening may have come as a surprise but now that I was awake my eyes were wide open to the possibilities of a bright and exciting future.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

There were a few different influences here. I always like the coming out while coming of age story and I also enjoy stories where someone goes to visit or live with a colorful relative and has their whole world changed by the experience. It was also oddly inspired hy an offhand remark someone made to me about how older women tended to come across as either your mother or your cool aunt. I thought it might be interesting to take that thought and run with it a bit.

Not really a romance in the traditional sense of two people falling in love but more of a romantic mood of future possibilities beginning to take shape.


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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