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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Ed Travers but you might know me by my stage name Terry Ruff. Of course if you actually did know who Terry ruff was you’d know that I was a male porn star. I started young and I’ve been in the business for several years now and as the name implies I’ve frequently done scenes involving rough sex. Ed Travers is totally straight but Terry Ruff has done his fair share of “gay for pay” jobs.

I don’t do drugs, I’m thoroughly professional, I keep my body in excellent shape and I have a very large penis. All of those things have helped me professionally in the adult video business but the industry is not what it used to be and unlike most of the world men aren’t paid anywhere near what the ladies make.

I’m too young to have ever been around any sort of “Golden Age” of porn but with the proliferation of free content and amateur fan sites it’s been getting harder and harder for the “mainstream” industry to find its footing in the digital age. And don’t get me started on AI. Eventually it’s going to put everyone out of work but porn stars will be some of the first to feel it. AI is being driven by porn just like every other tech industry has been driven by porn. Once you can “generate” actors who never age and never get sick and can ejaculate on demand all day long there won’t be much need for humans with all their weaknesses and quirks.

That’s why when I was invited to participate in something radical and new in the business I agreed to do it. I was going to be paid extremely well and if the thing caught on I might actually be able to build a little nest egg for my future. Even better not too many guys in the industry wanted to do it so I was staking out a place on the ground floor of what I hoped would be a novel way to expand my marketability. Unfortunately it meant that I had to temporarily become a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

Recasting, as the program was called, was a remarkable bit of technology being used to create an entirely new kind of pornographic reality show. Using a gender changing pill I would go through the process of transforming from a man into a woman on camera with no breaks or edits so that people would see that we didn’t just switch actors.

Once I was female I would have my hair and makeup done professionally, although that would be time lapsed since it’s not that interesting to watch, and then I would go to wardrobe and be assigned appropriate attire for the shoot. After that I would be taken to the set or location, as the case might be, and I would wait to see who was going to join me in the scene.

The surprise element was part of the gimmick. I might be teamed with a well-known performer or hooked up with an amateur. It could be a man or a woman or trans or some combination of people. Whoever appeared I would have largely unscripted sex with and at the end I would sit for an exit interview where I described my feelings about the experience.

I was an ideal candidate for the job because I wasn’t effeminate in any way and even when I did gay porn I was always the top and never the bottom. A “real man” being totally emasculated was a big part of the marketing. Without all that transformation stuff it would just be people boning like any other porn video so they were hoping to find a hook that might bring people in out of curiosity.

Although a lot of it would be spontaneous I had actually transformed into a woman once already. The producers wanted to see what I would look like being female and fortunately I looked pretty damn attractive. The novelty element only went so far and the bulk of the show was basically me fucking so had I been butt ugly that probably would have sunk my deal. It also gave them the chance to take my measurements so that my clothes would fit.

As you might suspect changing your gender in a matter of minutes is a very surrealistic thing. Usually when changes happen to your body it’s a very gradual thing, like gaining or losing weight. This was more like breaking your leg or your arm except that every part of your body was different and not just one limb.

It was also good to get the first time out of the way to quell my anxiety. Having never taken one of those pills before I had no idea whether it would be painful or whether there would be any side effects and most importantly I wanted to make sure that when I took another pill I would go back to normal with no complications. I was willing to make the change for the gig but I had absolutely no desire to get stuck as a woman.

When it came time to shoot the first episode of Recasting I felt pretty good. I knew what to expect from taking the pill and I knew that I would be an attractive woman with a hot body. In the porn business, much like life in general, that can be a big advantage. I’ve met quite a few girls in my time, professional and otherwise, who felt like they were so pretty they didn’t have to work much in bed, and there was definitely some truth in that. In school the cheerleaders got plenty of dates because they were so hot and they knew they didn’t have to put out to be popular but the more plain girls could even the playing field by sucking cock.

Obviously I was going to do whatever I had to do in the scene but I did feel a little nervous about my total lack of sexual experience as a woman and hoped that maybe my looks would help carry me through. Worrying about my lack of experience in bed was something I hadn’t had to think about for a long, long time.

“Hey everybody this is Terry Ruff and some of you probably know my work even if you didn’t know my name and today I’m going to be playing the most challenging role of my life...I’m going to become a woman right in front of your eyes,” I said to the camera once we were off and rolling.

While I was giving my introduction some clips from my previous work would be dropped in but once I took the pill the camera was going to stay locked onto me the whole time I was transforming. I was buck naked, which wasn’t odd for me at all, so that people could literally watch my dick shrivel up and disappear while my tits grew. I tried to describe what was happening and what I was feeling but the whole process didn’t take very long so I didn’t have much time to go into detail.

“Wow, that’s a rush,” I said when the process was complete. “Whadya’ think? Not too bad for someone who had a flat chest and a dick a few minutes ago. Terry Ruff has left the building. Say hello to Lacey Ruffles. Now let’s see how gorgeous they can make me.”

The next phase was me sitting at a mirrored table while a very cute makeup artist named Jill walked me through the process of applying cosmetics, sometimes having me do it myself and other times doing it for me. I knew this segment would be cut down quite a bit but I actually found it kind of fascinating.

After my hair and makeup was done it was off to wardrobe to be outfitted in some very pretty sheer lingerie. I found it amazing how feminine I felt just putting the stuff on. In fact every step in the process drew me more and more into a female frame of mind.

“Okay, now it’s time for me to report to the set and see what they have in store for me. Should be exciting,” I said once I was dressed and ready for action.

In this case the set was a bedroom set constructed specifically for this show. It wasn’t anything special but it was very functional with only three walls, leaving plenty of room for the crew, and some lighting overhead which would make it much easier to capture the action as it was happening without having to stop and move the lights all the time like you might in a more scripted movie.

Even without a script there was still a director and it was his job to keep things moving or change things up if something wasn’t working or give specific instructions if need be. His name was Phil, and I had worked with him a number of times before, although obviously not in the body I was in now. Even so I felt pretty comfortable with him at the helm.

“Holy fucking shit!” said Phil when he saw me for the first time on set. “You can’t be Terry Ruff.”

“Actually I’m not at the moment,” I said with a smile. “I’m Lacey Ruffles.”

“Well Lacey why don’t you get your pretty little ass on that bed and get ready to show us what you’ve got,” said Phil.

“Can do,” I said as I climbed on top of the bed.

This was the part of the project that I was not crazy about. I had been in this business long enough to know that there were people I liked working with a lot and people I wasn’t crazy about working with. Normally that would all be spelled out in advance. Who I was going to fuck and exactly what acts I’d be performing. As a professional of some standing that’s kind of given but they wanted the big surprise reveal to be a real surprise I guess, although I couldn’t see why I couldn’t just pretend to be surprised. I’m not saying I’m a great actor but I’ve certainly played enough roles to know how to play surprised.

When the door opened and my scene partner entered I got a little shiver running down my spine and it wasn’t from excited anticipation. The aptly named Dexter Danger strolled in with his usual cocky breeziness and I kind of froze on the bed. Dexter was a lot like more only more so. He was a bit older and had been in the business longer and was kind of the gold standard of the macho tough guy/bad boy image. He was about as alpha male as you could get and I knew a few actresses who were kind of scared to work with him because his intensity could get a little out of control.

We were basically rivals and when I started out I was sometimes called “the new Dexter Danger” which didn’t make Dexter too happy because he didn’t like being thought of as the “old” anything. I felt like karma had just come calling for me.

“Well, well, well...so the big stud Terry Ruff is really a little sissy bitch at heart,” Dexter chuckled. “I always kind of suspected that. Get over here slut and let me get a better look at you.”

I think my legs were trembling a little as I got off the bed and came over to where Dexter was standing. I was a big man and not accustomed to feeling intimidated by standing next to another guy but in my new smaller body I felt positively tiny.

“Look at how soft and feminine you are,” said Dexter as he began to run his hands over my body. “Such a pretty little girl.”

Dexter put his hand behind my head and pulled me in for a kiss. After kissing me he suddenly spun me around and literally tore the top of my lingerie with his bare hands before he started to roughly grope my bare boobs.

“Am I ever going to have fun with you,” said Dexter in a sinister tone.

I just stood there wondering what the hell had ever made me think that this was a good idea.


CHAPTER 3:

After toying with my breasts for a while Dexter put an arm around my throat and used his other hand to start feeling me up. I had never felt so helpless in my life which was kind of crazy because we were standing on a video set with half a dozen crew members right there and I could have called a halt to the proceedings at any time. Even so the physical difference between us in strength and size left no doubt in my mind about who was in charge.

“Mmm...your pussy is already nice and wet,” Dexter commented. “I guess you must really like being a bitch.”

It was so humiliating to be treated like that, especially by a professional rival and in front of people I worked with all the time, but it was also strangely arousing. I knew that the rough dominant male/submissive female genre was very popular, and I had done videos like that a million times, but I never imagined I’d be on the other side of the fence.

I was spun around again and forced down on my knees. Dexter quickly undid his pants and pulled out his cock. How many times had I been in his place, standing in front of a girl on her knees waving my big dick in her face? Dexter was any day as big as I was, if not bigger, and his cock just looked so much more impressive from up close like this.

“Look at that big cock bitch...you know you want to suck it,” said Dexter as he started to slap my face with his dick.

It was so savage to be confronted with a man’s prick like that and it seemed to tap into some kind of inner craving I had to serve it.

“Lick it,” Dexter commanded.

I stuck my tongue out and tried to lick his pecker but he kept moving it around so I had to kind of chase after it. It was certainly a clever power move on his part I thought, telling me to lick his dick then making me work for it.

“You want to suck it so bad don’t you you greedy little slut?” Dexter chuckled.

I looked up at him and nodded but that only got my face slapped again only this time with his hand and not his dick.

“Tell me what you want bitch,” Dexter snarled as he grabbed my hair and made me look right up into his eyes.

“I want to suck your big hard cock,” I hissed back.

“Oh I know you do baby I can see it in your eyes,” said Dexter just before he shoved his throbbing member into my mouth and started thrusting.

The worst part of it was that I knew that he could see it in my eyes. I could tell everybody afterwards that I was just acting and doing what they paid me to do but Dexter knew he was mastering me. I did want to suck his big hard cock and once it was in my mouth I greedily enjoyed it. I couldn’t wait for Dexter to fuck me. My wet pussy felt so empty so I started rubbing it.

Now I know I said that I was always the top in previous videos but that wasn’t entirely true. One time when I had just turned eighteen and hadn’t gone into the porn business yet a guy offered me some money to suck his cock while he taped it with his phone. I have no idea exactly why I did it but it seemed exciting and I had always wanted to do porn and it seemed like pretty easy money. Looking back on it I doubt if the guy ever planned to do anything with that video except maybe jack off to it or something but it made me feel like I was in the business and not just turning a trick.

That guy was of pretty average size and didn’t last too long, which was fine with me since I was only doing it for the bucks and didn’t have any BJ skills but I remember getting really turned on when he ejaculated in my mouth. It just seemed so wicked and taboo and that always got me excited.

When I went into the business and created the Terry Ruff character I decided to adopt the alpha male personality and had pretty much blocked the memory of that first video out of my mind. Now that Dexter was throat fucking me it was hard not to have those memories come flooding back. I got kind of the same rush I had gotten years before.

Periodically Dexter would pull out and then slap my face again, although he didn’t really hit me very hard. Then he’d make me beg him to put it back in my mouth and I would go back to sucking him. Of course it was the sloppy kind of blowjob where you made gurgling noises and gasped for air every time you had a chance to breathe. I always admired those women who had their technique down and could work their way around a man’s genitals like a great jazz musician getting into a groove and riffing.

Then the BJ stopped and Dexter put his hands under my arms and lifted me back up on my feet. It was so effortless I felt like I weighed about 27 pounds. Once I was standing Dexter finished ripping what was left of my lingerie off my body. Then he walked around me, touching, squeezing, appraising me in some detail.

“Look at that ripe juicy slut...so ready for cock...she was a man a couple of hours ago and now look at her,” said Dexter talking to the camera or the crew or nobody in particular.

Dexter grabbed my arm and took me over to the foot of the bed. Then he made me bend over with my feet on the floor and my forearms on the mattress. My butt received a few hard slaps, much harder than my face had taken, and then I felt the tip of his dick just starting to poke inside my box.

“No, that’s too easy,” said Dexter as he pulled me to my feet again and turned me around to face him. “If you want this cock you need to beg for it.”

“I do want your cock,” I said.

“I know you do baby,” said Dexter before he kissed me rather roughly, “but that’s not begging.”

“Please put your cock inside me,” I pleaded.

“You don’t sound all that desperate bitch,” said Dexter.

“I need you to fuck me with your huge hard cock right now!” I cried.

“Close enough,” Dexter said with a laugh as he spun me around and bent me over the bed again.

A moment later I got my wish as his cock slashed into my gash and I squealed loudly. I was afraid that it was going to hurt the whole time but that passed very quickly and my wet pussy stretched quite easily to accommodate his large penis. I was glad not just for myself but for all the women I had drilled with my sizable manhood. I always hoped that I wasn’t too big for them to enjoy comfortably.

“Oh, oh, oh...oh God...fuck...oh, oh, oh...God...God…” I moaned.

Dexter grabbed my hair and pulled it hard. I squealed again as my upper body was lifted from the force of his hair tugging.

“Yeah you dirty little bitch, tell me how much you love it,” said Dexter.

“I love it! I love getting fucked by your huge cock! Oh my God, oh my God I love it!”

Instead of holding my head up by my hair he shoved my head down flat on the mattress where I continued to moan and cry and make a complete spectacle of myself. I had fucked a hell of a lot of women, personally and professionally, and a fair number of men too but I had never felt anything quite like I was feeling then. I had always thought that I had a great sex life but I was beginning to wonder.

I was incredibly glad that Phil the director hadn’t interrupted the action much at all. They had several cameras so they could capture the action from different angles and a hand held camera to get in tight for the closeups. I think everybody was probably a little surprised by how “realistic” the scene appeared to be. This was a fairly jaded group that watched people fucking and sucking on camera all the time but that was usually done in a pretty tightly constructed environment that didn’t always lend itself to a lot of spontaneity. I don’t know whether they thought that I was just doing a great job of faking it or whether they were kind of caught up in the action the way I was but fortunately they were just letting it rip.

“Look at you creaming all over my dick you horny little bitch,” Dexter snarled as he spanked me again.

“Ooooooo...ooooooo…” was the best reply I could muster.

The scene finally ended when Dexter rather forcefully pulled me from the bed and shoved me back on my knees just in time to get my face painted with his hot sticky cum. I would have been quite happy if he had busted his nut in my cunt but this was still porn and a money shot was still kind of expected.

Once he had finished ejaculating on my face he waved his dick in front of my mouth and I cleaned every drop of his jizz I could get off his prick.

“What a pathetic whore,” said Dexter as he stuck his cock back in his pants and walked off the set leaving me on my knees licking my lips.


CHAPTER 4:

“That was fucking amazing,” I said as I sat down for my exit interview segment. “I’ve been on the other side of this so many times but I honestly had no idea how intense and incredible it could be to get your brains fucked out like that. I just hope that the women I’ve fucked enjoyed it half as much as I did today.”

“Okay that’s a rap,” said Phil when my interview was done.

“Hope you got what you wanted Phil,” I said.

“Oh, hell yeah. I think we may be onto something with this gimmick. It was pretty fucking hot. I know what a pain in the ass Dexter can be but you were a real trooper.”

“That’s why I make the big bucks,” I said with a laugh.

“You earned every penny today as far as I’m concerned,” said Phil.

I appreciated the fact that Phil had been rather tactful. He didn’t press me to find out how much of what I’d done was real and how much was just a performance. He gave me the professional courtesy to walk away with some shred of my dignity left.

Everybody knows that women fake it sometimes, and that’s true of housewives and girlfriends as well as porn stars and hookers. Sometimes that faking is more of an exaggeration than an outright act. One of the reasons porn stars tend to make a lot of noise is that it’s a good way to convey that they’re enjoying themselves. Some women just aren’t that noisy no matter how good a time they’re having so they crank up the moans a bit. Men usually like to feel like they’re doing a great job and the sound of a woman in the throes of passion can be very erotic to hear.

I didn’t fake or exaggerate anything. Period. I was prepared to but I didn’t have to. Everything I did in front of that camera I would have done if Dexter and I had been alone in a real bedroom. That was both a relief and a cause of some alarm.

The relief came from discovering that I could do this job. I had no idea how I would react to being a woman in porn. My whole career was based on the image of me as this stud with a big cock who showed women who the boss was. (And sometimes men too.) The alarm was that I had gone on a show that was designed to emasculate me and got totally emasculated. That made me worry that I might be damaging my “brand” in the long run by going for a nice payday right now. Of course I knew that was a possibility going in but I tried pretty hard not to think about that too much.

And then there was another little alarm bell going off in my brain too. If I had just been faking the whole thing then my concerns would purely be career related but since I wasn’t faking at all it made me wonder what that meant about me as a person and my sexuality. Obviously having a good time being mercilessly fucked by a man during one porno shoot hardly meant that my whole life and everything I ever thought about myself was a lie but it was something that seemed so out of character for me that I did have to wonder where it came from.

Apparently the first episode of Recasting had been quite successful so whatever my fears or concerns might have been they were offset by the fact that I had stumbled into a very lucrative gig that I wasn’t about to give up.

The second episode started much like the first one, although the video montage at the beginning cut back and forth between some of my masculine moments of glory and my totally getting destroyed as a woman. That was a big part of the appeal I guess, the idea that even a manly porn star with a big dick could be reduced to a whimpering sissy if turned into a girl.

It was basically the same bedroom set and the same director and crew. I even wore lingerie again but I wondered whether it would survive the shoot this time or end up torn to rags. When I took my place on the bed I once again had absolutely no idea who would walk through the door.

This time I was more than a little surprised again as my scene partner turned out to be another woman. And not just any woman. It was an actress I had worked with many times who went by the name Betty Barnes. As it happened I had not only worked with her before I had actually dated her off and on for some time, a fact that I feared would soon be spelled out for the audience.

She came in dressed in hot lingerie, as I was, and I went to greet her warmly. She looked fantastic as always but I found it very uncomfortable to have her see me as a woman. She could certainly see me by watching the show but I wouldn’t have to be confronted by that while I was female.

“My goodness, you make a really beautiful woman,” said Betty as we embraced.

“You’ve always been a really beautiful woman so there’s no surprise there,” I replied.

After a little more pointless small talk we went over and sat next to each other on the side of the bed. Ordinarily my cock would have been rock hard by then but since I didn’t have a cock I had to take my moist pussy as a sign of my arousal.

“Wow, we’ve been in bed so many times together...both on and off camera,” Betty began, “but I honestly never imagined we’d be in bed together like this.”

So Betty hadn’t wasted much time in spilling the beans. I sort of had a feeling that the producers had chosen her specifically for that purpose and I really couldn’t blame her for that. A job is job and once I agreed to be on this show I knew that everyone in the business would be aware of my willingness to undergo this strange transformation but I guess I hoped it wouldn’t be quite that personal.

“Believe me I never imagined that either but here we are,” I said.

“Yes, here we are, and I see no reason why we can’t enjoy ourselves even if you don’t have a penis. You have plenty of other attributes to work with,” said Betty before she kissed me.

The comment about my lack of a penis kind of stung but when we kissed it felt remarkably familiar. My hands instinctively went for her breasts but her hands also went for mine, which was definitely not familiar at all.

“You’re tits are so firm and perky...I’m jealous,” said Betty as she pulled down one of my bra cups to get at my bare boob.

“You have nothing to be jealous about in the tit department,” I said as I pulled both of hers out of concealment. “You know you’ve got a great rack.”

“Well let me see how yours taste,” she said before starting to suck on my exposed nipple.

Yes it was different I thought but different didn’t necessarily mean bad. Like me Betty (whose real name was Edna Plunkett) had done gay for pay work but wasn’t bi-sexual off camera but she certainly knew her way around a woman’s body and pretty soon we were going at it hot and heavy.

One advantage I had was that I knew exactly how she liked to have her pussy licked so once I got her in the right position I went down on her muff and had her moaning with pleasure in no time. After a while she wiggled free and turned the tables on me and I discovered that she was no slouch when it came to carpet munching either.

The more we explored each other’s bodies the more exciting it became. It obviously wasn’t how we usually fucked but there was a deeper kind of connection and a tender sensuality that wasn’t always there in our typical copulating, especially when we were doing it in front of a camera.

I was pleasantly surprised at how much I was enjoying myself but I had another surprise in store that took things in a whole different direction.


CHAPTER 5:

“Hello ladies, you look like you’re having fun.”

I hadn’t even noticed that someone had walked through the door and was standing near the bed watching us but I certainly noticed once I heard his voice. The speaker was a guy named Larry Austin who was kind of a new kid in the game. He was young, like I was when I started, and he was incredibly handsome. He wasn’t as muscular as me and his dick wasn’t quite as big but he made women, and quite a few gay men, swoon over his dreamy looks and youthful body.

“Well hey there Larry we are having fun. Why don’t you join us?” said Betty.

“Is that all right with you?” Larry asked me.

“Why not? The more the merrier,” I replied.

Larry quickly stripped off his clothes and hopped on the bed with us. Now my brain was kind of spinning all over again. Obviously I wasn’t a terribly jealous guy and when you’re a porn star dating another porn star it’s pretty inevitable that you’re both going to do scenes with different partners. Even so I had never been in bed with Betty with another man, professionally or otherwise, so it was kind of weird to know that I was going to be right there watching her get nailed by some other dude.

Then there was the issue of Betty seeing me getting nailed by some guy. The two of us fucking as women could be construed as kind of kinky role playing but the two of us sharing a cock seemed like something that might be harder to recover from should we wish to date again in the future.

Finally there was the undeniable fact that I was just as smitten with Larry’s looks as any other woman, or gay man, might be. I had fucked guys on camera but I had never felt really attracted to them in the way that I felt attracted to Larry in that moment. I suppose it was a good thing since I was about to have sex with him but it also freaked me out a little because the feeling was so unusual and unexpected.

Once we were a threesome there was some group foreplay before Betty and I positioned ourselves down by his cock and took turns blowing him.

“Look at you going down on that big dick like a pro,” said Betty as she leaned over my shoulder and stroked my hair. “You look so pretty with a cock in your mouth.”

With Dexter I hadn’t been able to do much of anything other than try not to gag as he rammed his prick down my throat but now I had a chance to be in control and I was loving it. Ever since I had sucked off that guy who paid me to blow him while he filmed I found myself kind of fascinated by blowjobs. A guy in my line of work gets his dick sucked a lot and I tended to take notice of the technique that was displayed. Interestingly some of the best blowjobs I’d ever gotten were given by men in gay porn shoots. I could almost always tell when someone was really into it or just going through the motions and for some reason I wanted Larry to know that I was totally into sucking his prick.

When it was Betty’s turn to blow Larry I started feeling her up, which she seemed to appreciate quite a bit, and when it was my turn again she returned the favor.

“You ladies are really something,” said Larry appreciatively. “How did I ever get so lucky to have two of you at the same time?”

Larry was kind of a different breed of male porn star. Guys like Dexter and I put the hard in hardcore but Larry was more like a teen heartthrob that girls would have posters of in their room. He was getting a lot of work in the romantic couples side of the business. The kind of videos where people sat on a rug drinking wine in front of a roaring fireplace and had lots of foreplay before any fucking started.

The industry had struggled for years trying to figure out how to expand the market to reach women more effectively. Feminists usually hated porn, all porn, any porn, but especially the kind of misogynistic porn that I frequently appeared in. That always bothered me because I really loved and respected women and viewed what I did as just escapist fantasy but I could understand how someone could be offended.

Larry was the perfect guy to attract more women viewers I thought. He was gorgeous and a total stud without all the typical alpha male baggage. His private life was kind of a mystery and a lot of people wondered if he was gay or bisexual but so far he hadn’t done any guy-on-guy stuff, although I’m sure he would have been paid extremely well to do so.

“You gals have given me plenty of attention,” said Larry. “I think it’s time for me to show you a little love.”

Betty and I just kind of glanced at each other and automatically got on all fours side-by-side. Larry came and took me from behind while Betty and I held hands and kissed each other. It was kind of funny that I really liked being fucked in that position but Larry was just so gosh darn attractive that I sort of wished I could look at him while he penetrated me.

When Betty got her turn Larry immediately reached over and started fingering me so that I wasn’t left unattended, which seemed like a very gentlemanly thing to do. Larry obviously had the stamina of youth on his side because he gave us both plenty of chances to receive his cock and it wasn’t until my third time onboard that I finally exploded with a pretty violent orgasm. It was a knee-knocking sensation that totally blew me away.

Things suddenly got hazy and intense all at once and I found myself on my back with Betty rubbing the hood of my clit and Larry literally standing on the bed over us jerking his rod. I felt like a patient at an emergency ward having all the doctors and nurses rushing to my aid. Then for a moment I thought the building must be on fire and the sprinklers triggered until I realized that it was Larry showering us with his righteous cum from above like manna from heaven. Betty stuck her tongue out like a kid trying to catch a snowflake and I just stared up at the torrent of jizz as it bathed me with sticky warmth.

I had never cum that much or even seen anyone cum that much and it was a sight I would not soon forget. When he finally finished Larry knelt down next to me and let me put the golden rod in my mouth like a mother letting her child lick the spoon after making cookies while Betty stroked my hair and told me what a good girl I was.

It felt like I had been through some kind of religious experience but I wasn’t sure what the lesson of the sermon had been. Maybe it was just that female orgasms can rock your world so hard that you almost go blind.

After my exit interview where I said all the right things about how much I enjoyed my first girl-on-girl experience and what a pleasant surprise it was to have Larry thrown into the mix Phil again rushed over and gushed about how great the scene had been and how hot I looked on camera as a woman and I sort of got the feeling that maybe he was kind of hitting on me but I tried not to take it too seriously. Phil had a reputation for fucking a lot of the women in this business, as well as anything that moved, so I figured it was just in his DNA to hit on anyone with tits, even temporary ones.

I was a bit more surprised to find that Larry was also waiting to compliment me when he could have just taken off as soon as he was done on set.

“So how does that pill work exactly?” asked Larry. “Does it just wear off eventually?”

“No, I have to take another pill to turn back otherwise I guess I’d be stuck this way forever,” I replied.

“Well if you’re not in tremendous hurry to turn back I was wondering whether you’d let me buy you a drink or something,” Larry suggested.

“Well I’d have to see if I could borrow something from wardrobe because I don’t own any female clothes,” I said.

“Oh, of course, I hadn’t even thought of that. You just seem so relaxed and natural in that body it’s hard not to think of you as a woman. Perhaps you’d be uncomfortable going out with a man that way. I didn’t mean to offend you,” said Larry.

“Honey I just sucked your dick so I’m not easily offended and I would love to go out and have a drink with you I just need to find something to wear,” I said.


CHAPTER 6:

I felt a little funny walking out of the studio as a woman, especially since I was walking out with Larry, and I had a feeling that a lot of gossip would be going around about that. At that moment I really didn’t care. I was more concerned about the fact that I’d had to just clean up quickly in the bathroom and reapplied my makeup myself. At least I had a nice dress to wear.

The focus of this program we were shooting was all about me being emasculated and “converted” into a woman so it struck me that it shouldn’t shock anyone if I went out for a drink afterwards wearing a dress. Of course it did kind of shock me that I was so willing to do it but I suppose I was sort of still in the afterglow of my incredible orgasm.

I left my car in the parking lot and let Larry drive me to a quiet little bar that I wasn’t familiar with. The guy even held the door open for me which kind of blew my mind. We sat in a kind of dark booth in the back and I tried to size up what sort of place it was. It definitely didn’t seem to be a gay bar or a meat market and it wasn’t the sort of glitzy party place that porn stars frequently liked to hang out at. It was very intimate and quite romantic and I wondered what was on Larry’s mind.

“You know I’m a big fan of your work,” said Larry as we began to sip our cocktails.

“I assume you mean my work as Terry Ruff since this is only my second gig as Lacey Ruffles,” I pointed out. “And as much as I appreciate the compliment I find it a little hard to believe that you’d be a fan of my work since we’re both totally different in style.”

“Honestly I really am a big Terry Ruff fan,” said Larry with a smile. “And as far as style goes that’s your thing and my thing is something else but in both cases it’s just the way we present ourselves on screen. It’s like any other aspect of show business where it’s so easy to get typecast. People see me as some sensitive boy next door type so that’s how they cast me. It doesn’t mean I don’t ever slap ass or grab hair in real life.”

“That sounds intriguing,” I said. “Larry Austin lets down his hair and becomes a raging alpha male. You know I don’t even know your real name.”

“Actually it is Larry Austin. I’m not ashamed of doing porn and my name kind of sounds like a stage name anyway so I didn’t see any reason to change it.”

Larry was becoming more interesting to me by the minute. Of course it might have had something to do with those crystal blue eyes and the way they were looking into mine like they had an invisible ray that could penetrate inside me all the way down to my snatch. Who was this guy really? The porn star with the boyish good looks and gentle demeanor who suggested that he liked to pull hair and do it rough sometimes. A guy who wasn’t ashamed to use his own name to do porn but who supposedly already had a name that sounded like a porn star.

“Look, I hope you don’t mind me saying this but I find you really fascinating,” said Larry.

“You’re pretty fascinating to me too,” I replied.

“I’m curious to know what made you decide to do this show,” said Larry.

“The money mostly, I suppose,” I said with a shrug. “And the desire not to become obsolete.”

“So there was no particular interest in exploring your feminine side?”

“I didn’t think I had a feminine side,” I said with a chuckle.

“Everybody does you know. I mean nobody is totally one way or the other. Gender is much more complicated than that,” said Larry.

“I guess I tried not to read too much into that,” I said. “I make my living having sex on camera so I tried to think of this as just another job.”

“And do you still feel that way?” asked Larry.

“I don’t know honestly. I don’t know why I’m sitting here as a woman having a drink with you when the job was over a while ago,” I admitted.

“Maybe you thought it sounded like it would be a pleasant thing to do,” said Larry.

“I suppose I did.”

“I can’t see anything wrong with that. You’re obviously in tune with your female body so it’s only natural that you would be curious about your female brain...and your female heart,” said Larry as he leaned over and kissed me.

“Before we go any further with this tell me that there’s no hidden camera here and that this isn’t part of the show or that you weren’t paid to seduce me to further my humiliation,” I said.

“I swear to you that there are no cameras and no one paid me to do this and you shouldn’t feel any humiliation for having genuine human feelings. This is a part of you, a side of you, an aspect of your nature that you may not have been aware of until now but you’re bravely exploring it and there’s no shame in that,” said Larry.

“Are you gong to take me home and fuck me?” I asked.

“If that’s what you’d like,” Larry replied.

“I think I’d like that very much.”


CHAPTER 7:

Things kind of felt like a slow moving dream after that. I was aware that I was getting in his car again, and I was aware that I was inside his apartment, but I was also in sort of a trance captivated by his charm and his incredible good looks.

We just went straight into the bedroom where he undressed me and then I undressed him. Then we got in bed together like it was the most normal thing in the world to do. I was actually a little nervous because I’d never been to bed with a man when there wasn’t a camera involved and I suddenly felt a little self-conscious.

“You know I’m feeling a lot of tension in your shoulders,” said Larry. “Let me see if I can do something about that.”

If most men said that it would just be a line prior to shoving their dick into a woman but Larry rolled me over on my stomach and proceeded to give me the most amazing back massage I had ever had.

“You just need to relax and let all that tension go,” said Larry.

“Believe me I’m relaxing, but I came here to get fucked not fall asleep,” I joked.

“No reason you can’t do both. I’ll be here when you wake up if you want to take a nap,” said Larry,

“You’re not a psycho killer, right? I mean I don’t have much experience being a woman yet so I probably don’t have a good instinct for that.

“No I’m not a psycho killer, but I suppose that’s what a psycho killer would tell you so you can probably take that with a grain of salt,” said Larry with a chuckle.

“You know for a first time dating a man this sort of feels like I hit the jackpot,” I said.

“Well for my first time dating a man on a gender changing pill it feels like I hit the jackpot too.”

Then I was in his arms. I just rolled over and through my arms around his neck and pulled him down to kiss me. It was completely spontaneous and unplanned but it felt so incredibly natural. While we continued to kiss Larry slightly rearranged his position and gently pushed my legs back and then I felt his cock sliding into my pussy.

“I’m glad we’re doing it this way,” I said as I looked up into those amazing blue eyes. “Doggy is great but I didn’t get to see you fucking me and you’re too handsome not to look at.”

“Do you like what you see now?” asked Larry.

“Oh yes...and I love what I’m feeling.”

It was all so fucking weird. I made my living having sex. I had just come from having sex with two other people. I had never been sexually interested in men or had any desire to be a woman. So why was I feeling like some silly schoolgirl making out with her prom date crush? I was getting fucked by a man who had a smaller dick than I did! At least Dexter Danger was a guy that might be able to beat me in arm wrestling. Larry had just charmed me out of my panties.

But he was charming dammit. And I felt weak. Not just physically weak from having a smaller, less muscular body, but weak as in easily swept off my feet.

“I love the way your body falls so naturally into rhythm with mine,” Larry commented.

“You do?”

“Yeah, it’s the little rise and fall of your body that’s totally in sync with my thrusting. It’s like we’ve been lovers for years,” said Larry.

I swooned. God help me I actually swooned, or something like it at any rate. Then I thought don’t be an idiot. You’ve been a man your whole life. Think about all the BS you’ve fed women. But what would be the point of bullshitting me? He already got me in the sack for the cost of a couple of drinks. As damsels go I really sucked at defending my honor. And why would he even give a crap about what I thought? I was older than he was, and I wasn’t even a woman, and he could obviously have anyone he wanted, male or female.

“I’m going to push your legs back a little more. I want to get deeper,” said Larry.

“Okay,” I replied.

Larry pressed my thighs back against my torso and flung my ankles over his shoulders. It really did open me up more and a moment later I could feel that he was taking advantage of that.

“God that’s good,” I moaned.

“When you’re not as big as some of the guys in the business you have to work with what you’ve got,” said Larry.

“Oh you’ve got plenty, trust me,” I said.

Before too long I was moaning and whimpering and looking up at Larry like he was performing some great magic trick or something. It was just sex. Do you know how much sex I’ve had? Well I don’t either but it’s a lot. Cock, pussy, balls, tits, ass, mouth...been there, done that over and over again. And this was pretty frickin’ vanilla. Boy/girl missionary position. Maybe if my feet were bound by a boa constrictor and a bunch of chanting monks were splashing us with holy water I’d start to think we were getting kind of kinky but it didn’t matter, I was completely enthralled.

When he made me cum, for the second time that day, it was another fantastic blast of euphoria. I felt like I was getting spoiled by all these crazy climaxes but I wasn’t going to complain about it.

“I’d really like to cum inside you if you don’t mind,” said Larry.

“By all means. Please do,” I replied.

When Larry started ejaculating I couldn’t be quite sure of the volume this time since it was contained within my body but he seemed to be pumping away for quite a while. The man could have been shooting blanks for all I knew but he definitely had a lot of ammunition.

“I’m sorry about that cum shower earlier,” said Larry when we were cuddling. “I’ve never really understood the whole money shot thing. Like why do I have to prove that I ejaculated? What did you think was going to happen after I fucked some hot woman for 45 minutes? The trick is not ejaculating it’s not ejaculating too soon.”

“You’re preaching to the choir,” I said with a grin.

“God it’s so easy to forget that,” said Larry.

“That’s okay, I like that you forget it. When I’m doing the videos I kind of feel like a sideshow freak. It was nice to be treated as a person even if I was in this strange body.”

“Well I hope you’ll be spending more time in this exquisite body,” said Larry. “You wear it so well.”

“As long as they keep paying me,” I said.

“I mean when you’re off the clock,” said Larry.

I ended up spending the night with Larry, although that definitely had not been my plan at the start. I just felt really comfortable in his bed and in his arms. It was a totally stupid thing to do because I was already feeling enough worry about my masculinity getting away from me. It was one thing to be on a show that publicly emasculated me but I could always defend that as a career move. But what the hell was I doing as a woman spending the night with a man purely for pleasure? I wasn’t gay and I wasn’t female and this was no doubt some kind of knee jerk reaction to having been humiliated in front of Betty.

“Look, this was great and you seem like a really terrific guy, and if I actually was a woman I’m sure I’d be thrilled right now but surely you can see that we shouldn’t repeat this,” I said in the morning as I was preparing to leave.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Larry. “But I wouldn’t close the door that quickly. You never know how things are going to go down the line or how you might feel about things later. Why don’t we just put a pin in it, as they say?”

I thought I had handled the situation the best I could. Once I was home and back in my real body hopefully everything would be back to normal. Hopefully.


CHAPTER 8:

At first my hopes seemed to be coming to fruition. I got back into my old body and wearing pants instead of a dress and later in the day I decided to watch a little porn just to get my mind off of all the weak girly stuff I had been doing. I looked up a couple of my old clips where I was particularly dominant and started to feel the familiar surge of masculinity in my loins. Then for some stupid reason I got curious and went to look at some of Larry’s clips. I knew the kind of videos he made but I didn’t really know anything about his work at all.

It was very sensual stuff, really high quality lighting and romantic settings, and Larry was very good in them. He never called anybody a bitch or a slut or a whore and he was always attentive to his partner’s needs. As I watched I undid my pants and pulled out my cock and began slowly stroking it. I wasn’t even really thinking about what I was doing until I started to cum and then frantically tried to avoid making a total mess.

It felt like the gayest thing I had ever done in my life and I had actually made gay porn. Again that had all been just for money but here I was jacking off to a male porn star. I suppose it wasn’t totally surprising since I had just spent the night with the guy I was now watching on screen but in some ways that actually made it worse. It wasn’t just some random porn dude I happened to stumble across it was a man I had recently had sex with and I had specifically gone looking for clips with him in them.

Professionally I had to admit that the guy was good. He conveyed the image of being a sensitive and caring lover, which he seemed to actually be in real life, without being sissy or effeminate in any way. It was almost impossible to photograph him from a bad angle and he just came across as so natural and relaxed and quietly confident. He seemed like the kind of character that a romance novelist might make up that didn’t possibly exist in reality. It made total sense to cast him in romantic couples videos.

When you look my name up on a porn site the clip titles give a pretty good description of the kind of work that I do:

“Terry Ruff destroys virgin pussy.”

“Tiny teen gets fucked in all three holes by monster cock.”

“Three babes in a hot tub get hammered by Terry Ruff’s huge dick.”

“Angry boss goes anal on busty secretary.”

Hey, it’s a living, and I certainly don’t mind people referring to my “monster cock” or my “huge dick” but I was kind of envious that Larry could be both sexy and romantic. I was usually portrayed as kind of a pushy asshole. I kind of wondered whether playing these types of roles was a bad influence on men. Then I wondered if I was wondering that because I had been spending time as a woman lately.

Then I thought fuck it, it’s acting, it’s pretend. Who’s going to ever be in a hot tub with three babes begging to get nailed? And if you really were an angry boss who bent your secretary over the desk and fucked her in the ass you’d be lucky to just get fired. If a movie star plays a terrorist or an assassin or some evil genius trying to take over the world no sane person thinks that’s real or that it’s something to emulate. Why be so hard on myself? It’s an erotic fantasy.

I felt like I needed to clear my head and drain my balls. All this feminizing was getting to me. I needed to get laid. More specifically I needed to fuck a woman when I was a man. I hadn’t had a normal shoot for a while since I had been wrapped up in this gender swapping show and the only real life sex I’d had was as a woman. I didn’t think of my manhood as fragile but it wasn’t indestructible so a good pussy pounding seemed like the thing to get me back on track.

I decided not to call Betty because we had just been licking each other’s pussies and I felt like I should probably let a little time pass before going back to that well so I had to think of someone else.

There was a cocktail waitress named Carla that I hooked up with sometimes who seemed like she might be a good cure for what ailed me. She always seemed up for a booty call and wasn’t looking for anything serious. I gave her a call and she was happy to get together after her shift that night so I knew I was going to be back in the saddle very soon.


CHAPTER 9:

“I’m glad you called. I’ve been missing that big dick of yours,” said Carla as we were both getting undressed in my bedroom.

“And I’ve been missing those big titties of yours baby.” I replied, reaching out and grabbing one of her boobs.

“It’s kind of a relief too. I was afraid that maybe you weren’t into girls anymore.”

“What on earth would make you say that?” I asked.

“I saw that show where you turned female and got fucked by Dexter Danger,” Carla replied.

“You saw that?”

“I see everything you do. I’m you’re biggest fan, remember?” said Carla.

“That’s just an act baby,” I said as we climbed in bed together. “How could I ever not be turned on by a sweet piece of ass like you?”

“Well you sure put on a good act. You looked like you were really digging it,” Carla pointed out. “Not that I blame you, that Dexter Danger guy is hot. Not as hot as you of course, but serious stud material.”

I so wanted this part of the conversation to end by me sticking my cock in her and showing her how much I was still into girls but there was a problem...I wasn’t getting hard.

“So what’s it like changing into a woman. It must be kind of freaky,” said Carla.

“Oh it happens so fast you don’t really think about it,” I replied. “And then when you change it just feels natural so it’s only freaky if you think about it later and I’d rather be thinking about those incredible breasts.”

I started to play with Carla’s knockers, which usually got me pretty excited because she really did have a spectacular rack, but no matter how much I groped, squeezed, pinched or sucked I wasn’t getting erect.

“You’re really pretty as a woman,” Carla commented.

“Thanks, so are you,” I joked.

“You have this kind of sweet and innocent face but this totally wicked body. If I were a lesbian I think you’re exactly the kind of woman I’d want to be with,” said Carla.

“Well you’re not a lesbian and I’m not a woman so let’s concentrate on what we are instead,” I suggested.

“Fine by me. You know how much I love it when you fuck the shit out of me.”

“And I really want that too baby but for some reason I seem to be a little slow getting out of the gate,” I said.

“I’ll fix that in a jiffy,” said Carla with a grin before she got down by my prick and started stroking it.

I tried to concentrate and when that didn’t work I tried to relax and think of nothing but my dick wasn’t responding.

“Wow, this sure isn’t like you,” Carla noted. “Let me try sucking it.”

One of the things that I always liked about Carla was that we were always pretty direct and honest with each other. There wasn’t any bullshit. We got together to fuck and it was no big deal. If I called her and she had a date or something she just told me, she didn’t make up some phony excuse. I usually liked that. Today it was killing me.

“Hey I don’t know what’s wrong here but usually you’d be hard as a rock by now,” said Carla taking my dick out of her mouth. “Do you need to take a pill or something?”

A lot of guys in the business used erection pills but I prided myself on never being one of them. I could get it up, keep it up, and pop on cue. That had served me well in my career for a long time now.

“Just try a little more if you wouldn’t mind honey. I just need to focus,” I said.

“Sure thing baby.”

I did focus. I focused on Larry Austin. I thought about his gorgeous face and his firm body and his beautiful cock. And I thought about his blue eyes and the way I kind of melted when he looked at me. Pretty soon I could feel myself growing stiff.

“Now there’s the cock I remember,” said Carla. “Should I keep sucking or do you want to fuck.”

“I want to fuck you baby. I want to fuck you hard,” I replied.

Carla quickly got on all fours and I jumped up to mount her from behind. I slapped her ass a couple of times for good luck and then rammed my cock into her gash.

“Oh yeah, that’s more like it,” I said as I started to attack her pussy.

“Yeah baby give it to me! Give me that big cock!”

Then it just happened. I couldn’t have been inside her for more than a minute or two but my dick was giving up the goods. I tried to stop it but that train had already left the station. I was devastated. Carla was really nice and sympathetic and offered to stick around and try it again but I was shattered so I just apologized and took her home.

Nothing like that had ever happened to me before. Not on screen or off. I had better days and worse days, and sometimes if I’d had a few too many drinks I wasn’t at my best but this was a type of total failure that I had never experienced and didn’t know how to handle. I could just picture Carla complaining to one of her friends:

“You know how you think that fucking a porn star would be hot? Well let me tell you, I was with one the other night and he could barely get it up and once he did he blew his load the second he stuck it in me!”

Of course Carla would never really say that because she was too nice and she knew that I usually had no trouble at all satisfying her but I was feeling paranoid. She obviously didn’t know that she was totally getting into my head by mentioning the show but it was the worst thing that could have happened. I had stayed away from Betty because I knew it would be impossible not to think about or talk about the show since we had both just been on it but I had hoped that Carla didn’t even know that it existed. But Carla is a super fan so I probably should have thought of that before calling her.

Being reminded of my recent femininity was bad enough but everything was 100 times worse because the only way I could get hard was by thinking of my male lover Larry. In fact thinking about his cock got me so horny that practically the moment I started fucking Carla I blew my wad like some stupid teenage virgin in the backseat of a car.

Hopefully it was just a one time thing. The sex with Larry had been great and unexpected and was still fresh in my mind. And I had just done an episode of Recasting with one of my real life lovers so there was that whole can of worms too. I just need to cool it with the sex for a little while and everything should go back to normal. And in the meantime I decided to look into getting some boner pills.


CHAPTER 10:

The next episode of Recasting was taking place at Phil’s house instead of at the studio. I had been there for a couple of shoots before and for a couple of parties so I knew the place pretty well. It was up in the hills and had a great view of the valley, especially from the large recreation room that had huge windows. The room was usually the center of activity at parties and was plenty big enough for a crew to set up equipment and move around in.

Things started out like usual as I took the pill and transformed into a woman on camera and then I went upstairs to a bedroom for my makeup and wardrobe. My attire for this shoot was very casual and consisted of skin tight hot pants with nothing under them so there was some major camel toe going on and an equally tight halter top with no bra. It was extremely practical attire for a porn shoot where underwear would just get in the way and I felt very slutty dressed like that as I came downstairs.

The surprise “twist’ this time was that I wasn’t going to wait for my mystery lovers they were already waiting for me on a big white sofa. There were two men, neither of whom I recognized personally or professionally, which was kind of a departure from the first two episodes. They were both pretty handsome so I was more than happy to be teamed up with these good-looking strangers.

I was invited to join them so I sat in the middle as we all introduced ourselves. Andre looked like he might have been the younger of the two and had wavy black hair and a hint of a goatee. He spoke with a slightly European accent that I couldn’t place but it might have been Baltic. The other guy was called Chandler and looked more muscular and was bigger in general. His head was shaved and he had a stubble beard.

There wasn’t a whole lot of chitchat before they both pulled my top off and started playing with my tits. Then Andre kissed me as Chandler sucked on one of my nipples and then Chandler kissed me as Andre sucked on the other nipple. Then they leaned across me and kissed each other and I suddenly realized what kind of a scene we were going to shoot.

I had fucked men in gay porn but it was never romantic and never involved kissing and I had certainly never been involved in an MMF bisexual threesome before. Since I was the girl in the mix it didn’t really matter to me who put what dicks where but it was kind of trippy doing something totally new. It also left me a little in the dark about what the configuration was supposed to be. I didn’t know these guys or what their relationship to each other was and had no idea what I was supposed to do so I just decided to roll with it.

We all got naked pretty quick, which wasn’t hard because they were just as casually dressed as I was and also sans underwear. I was still sitting in between them so I just grabbed a dick in each hand and started stroking. That sparked some three-way kissing and some more boob groping. Then Chandler took my head and pressed it down on his prick so I blew him for a while. Since I was bent over Chandler’s lap I had no idea what was going on behind me but I figured it probably involved some more kissing because these guys seemed to be really into that.

I didn’t get a chance to switch over and blow Andre because he pulled my back end up so that I was resting on my knees on the couch while he started licking my pussy from behind. I just kept sucking Chandler’s cock and eventually Andre started to fuck me. So far, aside from the kissing, it had been a pretty straight double penetration shoot but things got livelier pretty soon.

Andre stopped boning me and got on the floor in front of Chandler and started licking his balls while I was still sucking so I passed him the baton and he took it quite happily. The dude seemed to have pretty good oral skills so I figured it wasn’t his first time at the rodeo. We took turns licking Chandler’s love pump then it got a little freaky as Andre stood up and stuck his cock in Chandler’s face and Chandler started sucking it. That left me on the sidelines so I just kind of watched and rubbed my hands over both of their bodies.

I had never really been turned on by gay sex before, even when I was shooting it, but it was kind of cool watching the way these two guys did each other. I had assumed that Chandler was strictly a top and Andre was always a bottom but obviously they didn’t strictly stick to that script, which was nice because I’d never suck another man’s dick, which was a strange thing to be thinking about having just sucked a man’s dick.

With two dicks and seven holes to play with there were a lot of combinations available and these guys seemed to really like moving around so we tried a lot of them. At one point I was sitting on Chandler’s lap facing him with his cock in my pussy while Andre sort of hovered next to us getting his dick sucked by me and then by Chandler. After we did that a couple of times Andre got behind me and I felt his prick starting to slide into my asshole, which was a unique experience for me. I had fucked both women and men in the ass many times before but that was basically the only thing I had never personally experienced so I guess it was only fair that I should know what it felt like.

I probably would rather have tried it as a stand alone thing rather than jumping right into the whole DP experience but what the hell. It was a crazy intense feeling, especially with another penis already inside me, and I was wailing pretty loud at that point.

We did stop a couple of times because we switched positions so much that sometimes there was a really nasty shadow being cast by the lights or something but to Phil’s credit he managed to fix things on the fly really well and we never had to totally break the mood.

Those boys could just go and go and go but it looked like they actually had a “grand finale” all planned out and that involved Chandler sitting on the couch while Andre sat down on his lap facing away from him, with Chandler’s dick obviously up Andre’s ass.

“Climb on,” said Andre as he patted his legs.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to settle for my pussy this time,” I joked as I tried to figure out exactly how I was going to get on top of the two of them.

At first the guys were bouncing up and down which made it much more difficult so I had them stop for a moment so that I could climb onboard and sit down on Andre’s cock and then we were all bouncing away in a weird stack of bodies. I guess if you work in the porn industry long enough you’re bound to do a lot of crazy things you never thought about doing.

I was wondering how the money shot was going to work and I got my answer when Andre announced that he was getting ready to pop. Down came the totem pole and Chandler and I got on our knees on the floor while Andre put about half his load in Chandler’s mouth and the other half in mine. Then Andre and Chandler changed places and Chandler did as Andre had just done. Then that was pretty much that. We did the usual “nice working with you” thing and the boys headed off to the downstairs bathroom.

“Where did you find those guys?” I asked Phil.

“They’re from Canada. Kind of a team I guess. I mean I don’t know if they’re like a couple in real life or anything but they’ve been doing a lot of amateur stuff together and just recently moved to Los Angeles. I thought they might be interesting,” said Phil.

“Yeah they were great. Not very talkative but good workers,” I said with a laugh.

“Say, before you go upstairs I wanted to run something by you,” said Phil.

“Shoot.”

“I was wondering if you might want to put off taking that pill and maybe kick back here for a while. We could order some dinner and relax in the hot tub or something,” Phil suggested.

“I can eat dinner as a man you know,” I teased.

“I know it’s just that I heard that you left the studio last time as a woman and I thought that maybe you were getting into that or something,” said Phil.

“Who told you that?” I asked.

“One of the post production guys saw you leave I guess and said that your car was still in the parking lot a couple of hours later when he went home,” said Phil.

I could tell that Phil had been interested in banging me from the first time he saw me as a woman, and as I already mentioned he had quite a reputation for carving notches on his bedpost. I was kind of intrigued to see if he had any skills to back up the reputation and honestly kind of happy to have an excuse to stay female a little longer. It seemed like each time I took the pill my desire to be feminine increased and I wondered whether that was a side effect of the drug or just me responding to becoming more and more comfortable in that body.

“Sure I’ll stick around for a while,” I said. “I think I’m going to take a shower first if you have no objections. And dinner better be something nice and not just pizza.”


CHAPTER 11:

I wondered what the fuck I was doing. I was kind of glad that Larry hadn’t been the one to spill the beans on my “after school” activities but I never really figured that he would be. Phil on the other hand would no doubt brag about it if he fucked me and it sure seemed like that was what he had in mind. I suppose that’s what I had in mind too although I did worry about word getting around.

When I agreed to take the pill and do the show it seemed like it might be a good career move. I was still a young man but I had spent my whole adult life fucking for a living and as opportunities began to dry up I felt the need to explore new ideas. I guess I knew that I was potentially jeopardizing my reputation as one of the industry’s top studs but I don’t think I thought it through all that much before agreeing to sign up. And I certainly didn’t anticipate that it would have any impact on my private life at all.

Now it seemed quite obvious that it was having a major impact on my private life. I was choosing to be female when I didn’t have to be and even struggling to perform as a man. With Carla that was an embarrassment but if it happened on the job it would be a disaster. I couldn’t see how spending extra time as a woman was going to help me either personally or professionally but I was drawn to it for some reason and having a hard time trying to figure out what to do about it.

The shower felt very nice but I realized after getting out that the only female clothes I had were the shorts and top I had been provided with for the shoot. We weren’t at the studio so there wasn’t a whole collection of stuff on hangers and I wasn’t even sure that my one outfit was still here. I had just tossed it aside during the scene and someone on the crew might have picked it up and taken it away. I had slipped into a robe right after shooting so it looked like that was what I’d be wearing when I went back downstairs. It wouldn’t have been my first fashion choice but since I was probably going to end up naked anyway it was at least convenient.

It was funny to see how differently Phil acted around me as a female, especially since he was in full on seduction mode. I had known this guy for years and worked with him many times. I had been to parties here at his house or gone out for a drink with him and he always seemed like a pretty decent guy to me, but of course that was the way two men interacted and now I was seeing him sizing me up as a potential bed mate.

Dinner had already arrived by the time I showered and came back downstairs so we sat down to eat and he cracked open a very nice bottle of wine. The conversation during dinner was actually pretty much the same as it would have been if I was still male, mostly talking about the shoot, but the tone of his voice was definitely different and he was very attentive to serving me my food or refilling my wine glass. It was after the meal when he suggested we get in the hot tub that things started moving in a more sexual direction.

Having no other option available I dropped my robe and got in naked so Phil quickly peeled off his clothes and joined me. I had never seen Phil naked before so it was kind of interesting since he had seen me naked many times when I was a man and now several times as a woman.

“So what made you decide not to turn back into a man right away the other day?” asked Phil.

“I don’t know. Curiosity I suppose,” I replied.

“And did you learn anything interesting from your experiment?”

“I learned that you have to be careful when you sit down in a short dress.”

“I take it you must have enjoyed it enough to be willing to do it again tonight,” said Phil.

“Don’t try to make a big thing out of that Phil or you’ll make me regret that I agreed to do it,” I said.

“Sorry, I’m not trying to get too deep here I’m just intrigued that you might be developing a taste for this whole female thing,” said Phil.

“Look man I wouldn’t have gotten into this hot tub if I wasn’t willing to fuck you so what difference does it make if I’m developing a taste for this or not? I fuck for a living, it doesn’t mean that much to me, and you fuck all the time so I assume it doesn’t mean all that much to you either. I may look and sound different but I’m still Terry Ruff underneath it all and I’ve heard the way you talk about your many conquests. I’m fine with being added to your tally but we both know that once you’ve had me you’ll be moving on to your next bitch so my motives here are pretty irrelevant,” I said.

“Shit, that is a problem of running your mouth off all the time,” said Phil. “It was just guy talk. I never knew you were going to turn into this incredible beauty that I’ve been fantasizing about.”

“Jesus, I don’t know if I want to hear that,” I said with a laugh.

“But you should hear it. Terry Ruff is as good a cocksman as there is in the business right now but Lacey Ruffles is like next level star material. You’ve got the wow factor going for you. The camera loves you and no one can take their eyes off you when you’re getting fucked,” said Phil.

“That’s kind of the idea of porn isn’t it?”

“Yeah, but you just get fucked better than most people. Maybe it’s great acting or something about that pill but you sure seem like you’re all in every moment once the camera starts rolling.”

“So what if that was true? What fucking difference would it make? I’m not really a woman, as you well know. If I’m doing a good job and you’re happy with my work on this show that’s what I’m getting paid for. I appreciate the compliments but let’s keep it real. So maybe I do like getting fucked as a woman. Maybe I like it a whole lot. Maybe I even like it better than fucking as a man but at the end of the day I have to put my pants on and go home. So are we going to fuck here or what?” I said, getting a little exasperated.

Phil kissed me and suddenly I felt much better. I reached under the water and grabbed his cock which was already quite hard. It seemed kind of silly that he had tried to butter me up with all that next level star stuff but old habits die hard I guess. He probably used that line all the time on impressionable young actresses just starting out in the business. It would be just the kind of shit you would want to hear from a porn insider.

“So are you looking for a quickie in the hot tub before you put your pants on and go home or could I entice you up to the bedroom to spend the night?” asked Phil.

“We can go up to the bedroom stud and then you can show me how good you are at ah...enticing me.”


CHAPTER 12:

Phil didn’t mess around once we were upstairs. He quickly got me on the bed and started licking my pussy. It was so strange to have the whole dynamic of our relationship changed so quickly but sex will do that. Normally the only way Phil’s head would ever have been between my legs was if he was looking through a camera that was shooting a closeup of my balls while they were slapping against some chick’s ass. Now he was pleasuring me with his tongue and I was really enjoying it.

One thing I learned that night is that if you’re going to have sex with a guy who directs porn for a living you should probably expect him to have some very specific ideas about how to orchestrate the whole thing. Maybe he would have been a take charge kind of guy anyway but he was definitely calling the shots that night.

It was definitely the sex that had surprised me most about being a woman and it was a strong pull on me to seek these off screen encounters. That seemed strange because I wasn’t dissatisfied with my sex life as a man at all. I kept my body in great shape and I had a huge cock that up until recently always performed like a champ. I got laid at work and I got laid at home. I had no feelings of inadequacy or lack of confidence in the bedroom. So why then did I seem so much happier playing the female role?

It seemed like it should have been really awkward to go to bed with someone I knew as well as I knew Phil but I got over that so quickly. Sure it was weird to hear him call me “honey” or “sweetie” but I actually kind of liked it. It helped clarify the distinction between the woman I was at the moment and the man I usually was.

“Oh my...uh...uh...oooooooooo...uh...oh my gaaaaaaaaaaawd...uh...uh,” I moaned loudly while riding his dick.

“You see, that’s what I’m talking about. Those sounds you make are incredible,” said Phil as he grabbed my tits.

“I can’t help the sounds I make,” I pouted.

“Exactly...because you’re not faking it. And everybody can tell that you’re not faking it. You just genuinely love getting fucked,” said Phil.

“Everybody loves getting fucked,” I pointed out.

“But not everybody shows it the way you do. You should really think about just being Lacey Ruffles and going for it.”

“That’s silly,” I said.

“No that’s actually really good career advice,” said Phil.

“I didn’t get in bed with you for career advice,” I replied. “Now less talk and more cock.”

Phil responded by rolling me over and finished me on my back. For an amateur I thought he did a remarkably good job. He gave me a lot of attention, let me finish, and kept it up a good length of time.

“Well you can carve another notch on your bedpost,” I said as we flopped down next to each other.

“It’s brass so that would be kind of difficult,” said Phil.

“Good point.”

“And I mean it’s not like I’m just some jerk who only takes women to bed to claim another conquest...at least not all the time.”

“That’s cool guy. It’s not like I’m looking for roses and candlelit dinners,” I said.

“Well if you keep doing this female thing you might find that it’s exactly what you’re looking for, and would that be so bad?” asked Phil.

I wondered why Phil kept harping on this being a woman more often thing. It wasn’t like he had any trouble getting female companionship so he hardly needed me to keep his bed warm and his dick wet. And what if he was right that I could be more successful as a female porn star than a male one, what would that be to him? He was directing me now as a female porn star for the show. I understood that the angle they were playing on Recasting was to emasculate me, which was certainly happening on screen, but why would anybody care if I was emasculated in real life too? Where was the profit in that?

We watched a little TV for a while and then I sucked Phil’s cock. Then we watched a little more TV and just left it on while we fell asleep. It was warm and cozy and comfortable in his bed. In the morning we had breakfast and then I had to change back into a man to drive home because I didn’t have any female clothes to wear, otherwise I probably would have left as Lacey just so that I didn’t have to see Phil as Terry right after spending the night with him.

When I got home I decided to do something about my lack of female clothing and did a little online shopping. I had gotten my size information from the wardrobe department so I didn’t actually have to go out and try things on. I figured I should at least cover the basics in case I found myself in a situation again where I decided to stay female after a shoot.

I thought some more about what Phil had said about me becoming a female porn star and tried to figure out how that work. Would I stay a man most of the time and only become Lacey for work? Could I be both Terry and Lacey and take whatever work was available? Hell I could fill both a male and a female role in the same movie if they wanted me to as long as I didn’t have to fuck myself. Or would I want to just start living my life as a woman? I mean I was in kind of a strange position to make that sort of decision without it causing any massive disruption to my life.

I’d never been married, didn’t have any kids and wasn’t seeing anyone seriously so there was no relationship hurdle to get over. And the porn world already knew that I was working as a girl in this new show so it wouldn’t be some big shock if I started doing that more often. It wasn’t like I worked at some big corporation where people would be freaked out if I suddenly came to work as a woman. In the normal world being a woman would probably mean working for less money and finding it harder to move up the ladder. In porn becoming a woman would be more like a promotion.

A little later in the week, after my new clothes arrived, I sent Larry a text message:

[Me] Hey how would you feel about taking me to dinner after my shoot this Friday? I have my own dress now so I don’t have to borrow one from wardrobe.

[Larry] Cool. I look forward to seeing you in it.

That was the full extent of our conversation but I knew I had taken a bold step. The other two times that I remained female after work it was at the invitation of a man, and both times caught me by surprise, but this time I was instigating it. I had purchased clothing specially for this purpose. I don’t know what exactly inspired me to do it except that I really wanted to be with Larry again so maybe that was enough of a motivation.

So when I arrived at work I had my dress neatly contained in a garment bag and I had another travel bag with some lingerie and a few other things packed in the trunk of my car. And as silly as it probably sounds I was pretty excited about my big date later in the evening.


CHAPTER 13:

We were back in the studio for this episode and the bedroom set looked pretty much like it always looked. My outfit was lingerie but it was all accessible; crotchless panties, peek-a-boo bra, that kind of thing.

My mystery man was a black guy named Tyrone Taylor. I’d never worked with him but I knew him by reputation. He was pretty exclusively cast in interracial videos, usually with young looking white girls. He also played the “bull” that women would cheat on their husbands with or possibly in front of if it was a cuckold thing. He also seemed to get called upon to play a “gangsta” kind of character quite frequently so I wasn’t sure how he was going to play this scene with me.

Ultimately there was nothing especially gangsta about the sex we had. Tyrone was just a big beautiful man with a hot body and a huge cock...just another day at the office really. He got undressed pretty quickly, which was nice, because his bod was totally sculpted and a joy to behold.

After stripping he came over to the bed where I was waiting for him and stood at the foot while I stretched out on my stomach and sucked his cock for a while. Then I got my pussy licked and that was followed by a pretty impressive stunt where Tyrone lifted me and started fucking standing up while I clung to him tightly. I had done that sort of thing a few times but not everyone in the biz could really pull that off so Tyrone won some big time respect from me, especially since it made it look so easy.

Finally we both ended up on the bed where Tyrone drilled me in the ass while I lay on top of his chest and instead of a typical money shot he started ejaculated in my anus and then pulled out as his sticky essence dripped out of me while he shot the remainder of his load up in the air like a fountain. I couldn’t really see how that was playing out but I was looking forward to watching the video later because it felt like it might be a pretty cool finish.

Afterwards Tyrone and I chatted for a few minutes and I complimented him on his technique and he claimed to be a fan of Terry Ruff and had a lot of respect for my previous work but then kind of threw me for a loop.

“Look, I know you’re a major stud and I love what you do but you really ought to think about doing this female thing a lot more,” said Tyrone. “I’ve fucked a million bitches but you’ve got like the magic pussy or something. It’s usually just another job for me but you had me on fire from the moment I walked in.”

“Thank you...I think,” I said with a laugh. “Strangely enough you’re not the first person who’s suggested that.”

“You’ve just got it going on, you know what I mean? Some got it, some don’t, you do.”

I was beginning to think that either I really did have a magic pussy or everybody was just playing some huge elaborate prank on me. After being in the porn business for a long time it was hard to think about sex in an objective way. A lot of times the line got blurred between the sex I had on camera and the sex I had in real life. I often felt like I was giving a performance as a man whenever I had sex. I had to check all the boxes before I could get my rocks off.

Perhaps it was just the relative newness of being female that made the sex more exciting I thought. I wasn’t just repeating a familiar old routine. Of course whatever the reason I was definitely enjoying sex more as a woman and that probably did stand out in the way I reacted to it. Looking at it from a purely objective standpoint it did make some sense to consider doing porn as a woman, since I actually enjoyed the sex more and I could make better money doing it. Unfortunately the job opportunities weren’t the only thing that interested me, as was evidenced by the fact that I was now getting dressed in my new female clothes to go out on a date with Larry.

I suppose that was the strangest and most confusing part of this whole female experience for me. Whether it was the newness or the multiple orgasms or the increased sensitivity of my body  or the lack of performance anxiety the sex was definitely better but I had to admit that I was really starting to fall in love with femininity. I was a different person on that pill and it wasn’t just physical it was also very much a state of mind and I really liked that person.

I had made myself become an alpha male because that’s where the money was and once I had established that identity on screen it sort of took over my private life as well but I wasn’t convinced that it was totally genuine or even something that I particularly enjoyed. My first paid sex act was sucking another man’s dick, and it excited me greatly, but I quickly decided to develop the Terry Ruff character so I never gave myself the chance to explore other options. My life might have gone in a very different direction but I didn’t let it. I guess I didn’t want to make the same mistake twice.

As I dressed for my date I realized how quickly I had adapted to a female frame of mind about a lot of things. The first time I had gone out with Larry I was happy that I could scrounge something up from wardrobe that fit pretty well but I had spent a lot of time online trying to pick out the perfect dress for our next encounter and I was really hoping he would like the way I looked in it. And I was very proud of the fact that I was perfecting the art of putting on my makeup and doing my hair. Now I know that’s not a very good reason for contemplating a total gender change but it was a big deal to me because it was very much out of my normal character. I tended to be one of those guys who just sort of grabbed the first clothes that were within reach and only shaved if I had to. I thought I was just lazy but based on how much I actually enjoyed the process of trying to make myself look pretty it was hard to see anything lazy about that.

When the shoot had wrapped up I had sent a text to Larry telling him to come pick me up at the studio but I wasn’t quite ready by the time he arrived, which seemed like kind of a female thing to me because I was always waiting for women to get ready no matter how much time they said they needed. Fortunately I got the desired praise for my appearance that I was hoping for and then we were off to the restaurant.

“So how was your day at work honey?” Larry asked playfully as we drove to dinner.

“Oh, you know, same old, same old. I got fucked by a big black stud in all three holes,” I replied.

“Well I guess you must have worked up an appetite,” said Larry.

“I have. Pull over,” I said.

Larry pulled the car over and I pulled out his cock and started sucking it.

“Are you sure this won’t spoil your dinner?” asked Larry.

“It’s just an appetizer,” I replied. “And boy do I find it appetizing.”


CHAPTER 14:

Have you ever had sex with someone you jacked off to on the Internet? I always knew that Carla got a big kick out of fucking a porn star she was a fan of but being a porn star myself I usually just took it for granted when I fucked another porn star. Larry was kind of different because I had been obsessing over his videos and now I was finally going to be with him again which made me terribly excited.

“So what made you change your mind about seeing me again?” asked Larry when we were in bed together.

“I just couldn’t resist your charms I guess,” I said with a smile.

“That makes me very happy,” said Larry, “but I hope that means that we can see each other much more often now without having to wait for my charms to wear down your resistance.”

“Do you really want to see me more often?” I asked.

“Of course I do,” Larry replied. “Your charms are pretty irresistible too.”

That made me happier than I had been in ages. The thought of being a woman more often was getting more appealing all the time but the thought of being Larry’s woman was almost too much to hope for.

“A lot of people think I should do this female thing all the time,” I said. “They seem to think it would be a good career move.”

“I could see that. You are an incredibly sensual woman.”

“But is there really something special about me? I mean there are so many hot girls in this business. Ones who are younger, ones who are probably prettier, ones with bigger tits. Wouldn’t I just be another piece of ass?”

“Well I’m kind of biased here because I’ve got a bit of a crush on you but speaking as a professional I’d have to say that you definitely have something extra,” said Larry.

“Yeah, I dick when I go home,” I joked.

“And that may be the something extra,” said Larry. “You were born with a dick, and an impressive one at that, but you choose to have a pussy. It’s that unbridled passion and joy of being a woman that probably comes across so clearly to everyone who sees you.”

“Hey wait a minute, back up a second. Did you just say you had a crush on me?”

“Yeah I did.”

“I’d say I feel like a high school girl but I don’t know what high school girls feel like.”

“I’ll bet you would have been a really cute girl in high school. Probably a cheerleader or maybe a majorette,” said Larry.

“Are you hinting that I should get a cheerleader costume?” I teased.

“Now that you mention it…”

“God, this would all be so much easier if I had just been born a girl. I’d be here in bed with the hottest guy I’ve ever seen in my life who just told me he had a crush on me and I would be so freaking happy I’d be bouncing around the room because I had the cutest boyfriend in the world,” I said.

“Can’t you do that anyway?” Larry asked.

“Yeah, I suppose I could,” I said as I hopped out of bed and started to jump around in a little dance. “I’ve got the cutest boyfriend in the world...I’ve got the cutest boyfriend in the world.”

“You definitely need to get that cheerleader costume...with pompoms,” said Larry. “And I want to see you come up with a routine.”

“Ooooh...there’s that dominant side I’ve heard about,” I joked. “The next thing you know you’ll be pulling my hair.”

The next thing I knew he was pulling my hair. Man he moved fast. He just jumped out of bed and grabbed me from behind and started fucking me hard. In an instant I had gone from silly girl goofing around to horny bitch getting pounded but the change was definitely a welcome one.

“Oh yes, baby yes! Pound my pussy...take me...take me hard!” I gasped.

I knew he was kind of joking around in response to my teasing him but I loved seeing his intensity. There was definitely a part of me that got off on the whole male animal aggressiveness thing. I liked being the object of that kind of mad desire and I didn’t mind at all that I was letting another man totally dominate my body.

I tried to reach for the wall for support but Larry let go of my hair and locked my arms behind me instead. Now I was bent at the waist and completely in his power...and loving it.

“Is this how you like it honey? Having a strong man give it to you rough?” asked Larry.

“I like any way you give it to me baby, but yeah, it seems like sometimes I do want to get fucked like a dirty little bitch,” I replied.

“Okay, but I’m still going to caress you and make sweet love to you too,” said Larry.

“Oh yes...uuuuuuummmmm…sweet love...ooooooooooo...fuck me senseless…”

“I think I already am,” said Larry with a chuckle.

My legs were shaking and my cunt was creaming all over his big beautiful cock and it was hard to remember why I ever liked being on the other end of this. The idea of being in control all the time used to seem like such a big deal but it really was more of a burden than anything. I didn’t mind...no...I think I actually preferred a more passive role. From that very first time when I was on my knees sucking a man’s cock for money I felt this incredible desire to be in that position again. To serve and to please men, but my alpha male image was too important to my career to ever go there again.

As a woman I was free to give myself as I pleased without always having to worry about damaging my reputation as one of porn’s foremost studs. My huge cock had made me a lot of money but there were seriously times where I sort of wished I had been born with a small prick and more feminine features. I would never have gone the route I went and probably would have chosen to be a gay bottom. Now, having tits and a pussy, I felt like I had found my sexual sweet spot.

Of course the thing that was complicating matters the most for me was the fact that I was falling in love with Larry. Not that it was a bad thing, quite the opposite really, but it scared the hell out of me because I’d never had these kind of really intense feelings for a woman before, let alone a man. I’d had girlfriends and fuck buddies, and I cared about them, but I never had this kind of really deep passion where I could actually see myself with someone in a really serious relationship. The idea of changing my gender for work seemed to be a potentially promising career move but I could keep my male identity when I wasn’t on screen, but if I was in love with a man while I was a woman I would surely want to be a woman all of the time.

Suddenly Larry dragged me back to the bed, where he sat on the foot, and pulled me down on his lap, all without ever taking his cock out of my pussy. There I sat and whimpered as I threw my arms behind my head to grab Larry’s shoulders and before too long he was pumping his hot seed into my dripping gash. It may well have been the best fuck of my life, which was saying a lot because I’ve done a lot of fucking.

“I’m crazy about you, you know,” I said softly as I tried to regain my senses.

“I didn’t know but I’m glad to hear it because I’m crazy about you too,” Larry replied.

“So what the hell are we going to do about it?” I asked.

“Well I have a few ideas on the subject.”


CHAPTER 15:

“So what are these ideas you have?” I asked Larry once we were comfy on the bed.

“First off how interested are you in staying in the porn business as a woman?”

“Very interested. I mean, it would kind of suck to be basically starting over after having developed a pretty solid reputation as a man but I think in the long run it offers more opportunities,” I replied.

“And you obviously enjoy having sex as a woman,” Larry pointed out.

“Yeah, that’s pretty obvious to everyone I think,” I said with a laugh.

“So if you go to work as a woman would you plan to stay a woman all of the time?”

“That’s the big question I suppose,” I said. “If I just did it for work then it’s no different really from what I’m doing now on the show except that there wouldn’t be the whole watching me change into a chick thing I’d just come to work as a woman. Of course if I start hanging out with you a bunch it raises the question what am I doing being a man at all?”

“Well I don’t want to push you towards that because I have selfish motives. I would obviously love it if you just said goodbye to your old life and spent the rest of your new one as a woman but that’s a big step,” said Larry.

“Would you really prefer that? Do you actually see us becoming a couple?” I asked.

“Absolutely...don’t you?”

“Fuck I’ve rarely been part of a couple but since I met you I’ve been thinking about it a lot,” I said.

“Well there’s no reason you have to make a big decision right away. Why not start with the job and see how it goes with us?” Larry suggested. “You’ll either find a happy balance between being male and female or you’ll ultimately decide to choose one or the other.”

“That does make sense and it makes me feel a little less crazy,” I said. “I can make the switch for work and score enough of those pills to turn female whenever we get together. And maybe I’ll just like being female so much that I’ll stop taking the pills one day and be a woman for the rest of my life.”

“That sounds like an excellent plan,” said Larry. “Now let me tell you about my dream project.”

Apparently Larry had this big idea floating around in his head about starting his own company to make product specifically geared at couples. There would still be hardcore sex videos but there would also be somewhat tamer versions for those who were uncomfortable about watching explicit porn. And it wouldn’t just be porn videos it would be a whole “influencer” kind of thing with dating tips and recommended romantic getaways and suggestions for how couples could spice up their romance. It sounded like a fantastic idea to me and exactly the kind of thing I had been looking for as an alternative to the conventional adult video industry which was constantly battling to stay relevant in an age of free videos and talented amateurs with fans only type pages.

“I’ve been working on this concept for a long time but one of the big problems for me was that I didn’t have a steady girlfriend, at least not one that I was madly in love with,” said Larry. “I figured my partner in the business wouldn’t necessarily have to be my partner in real life but it seemed like it would be a much better fit if that was the case.”

“I agree with you completely and I think I’d really like that job...if I can pass the audition,” I joked.

“I guess if this is an audition I’ll really have to put you through your paces,” said Larry.

“Just what I was hoping you’d say.”


CHAPTER 16:

Deciding to abandon my old porn identity for an entirely new one involved some legal technicalities to work through. I was contractually obligated to do two more episodes of Recasting so it was decided that at the end of my last episode I would announce that all of my remaining manhood had been fucked out of me and that from now on I would only appear onscreen as Lacey Ruffles. When the time came to make the big announcement I found it surprisingly easy because it was basically true. Without the show I would never have known how amazing it was to be a woman and since I was going to be a female porn star from now on there wasn’t any point in trying to pretend like I didn’t like it.

My first job working as a woman turned out to be a real mind-bender of a project. They were staging this big scene with Dexter Danger where he’d go one on nine with some of the hottest women in the business. I was going to be one of the nine, which was cool because I’d just be one of the girls for my first time out, but also kind of weird because I had fucked virtually all of them at some point and even dated a few on occasion. Betty was there too so it was a cornucopia of familiar pussy and I was proudly taking my place in their ranks.

Well proudly was kind of a strange choice of words perhaps because the video was all about us being totally used and abused by Dexter and it sounded like total degradation rather than pride was on the agenda.

It was a little strange showing up for work as a woman for the first time. On the show I always arrived as a man and then transformed on camera but here I was going to be female from start to finish. It was quite an impressive gathering of talent and I wasn’t sure how welcome I would be. As a man I wasn’t competing with them for jobs and most of these gals had worked their way up to prominence. I had certainly paid my dues as a male performer but as a woman I was still a rookie and yet I was in this all-star cast.

Fortunately I was rather warmly received but definitely not spared from some good-natured ribbing, especially from the girls who knew me really well. I didn’t mind the teasing at all. It felt sort of like I was being accepted into a sorority or something.

It looked like the scene was going to be pretty bonkers. We were shooting in an empty room that sort of resembled a jail cell except that there was no furniture. Everybody would be totally naked the whole time and the director instructed us to act like a pack of wild animals in heat. It wasn’t like an orgy where some of us would pair up and get it on, we were to be completely focused on Dexter and whoever he was fucking at the moment.

“Hey honey, I saw your speech about getting the manhood fucked out of you,” said Dexter when he came up to me prior to shooting. “Glad I could help with that. I’ll make sure and give you some special attention.”

I had never done anything quite like this as a male performer but it was exactly the kind of thing I would have done. My switching gender was certainly a good thing for Dexter because it took me out of the running for parts like this and he got to fuck me on top of it.

When we all stripped I found myself glancing at the other girls but in a different way than I used to. Instead of trying to get turned on I was making a critical appraisal of how my body compared to theirs and some of then were definitely looking me over as well. As a guy I never thought about moisturizers and having “healthy glowing skin” or whether my thighs were a little too heavy or something. I had a big dick and washboard abs, I wasn’t too worried about anything else.

To start the video we all gathered at one end of the room while Dexter stood waiting for us in the center. Then we all walked or crawled towards him with a “deep look of lust in our eyes” as the director put it.

Dexter grabbed the first girl who got close to him and kissed her roughly before slapping her face a few times and then pushing her away. Then as a cute blonde who called herself Dani Breeze crawled up to him he grabbed her by the hair and held her head while he shoved his cock in her mouth. It was that kind of a shoot.

We didn’t get a lot of direction we were pretty much just a bunch of toys for Dexter to play with which made things more exciting because you really didn’t know what he was going to do next or who he was going to do it to. It was also being shot in one long continuous take so there were no breaks to move the equipment.

This could have been me fucking all these chicks I thought but instead I was crawling around on the floor pawing at Dexter’s leg while he throat fucked Dani. I thought my ego would get to me more but it really didn’t. I was quite happy to be in this writhing pile of pussy that surrounded such a well-hung stud. You could practically taste the sexual energy in that room.

There was no particular pattern or plan to anything. Dexter just grabbed someone and either forced her to suck his cock or fucked her from behind. There was a lot of slapping too; faces, asses, tits. It was rough but not particularly rougher than I had been with some of these gals in the past. Today it was just my turn to be on the receiving end.

After working a couple of other chicks I got my first shot at the action as Dexter grabbed me and pinned my back up tight against his body. With one hand he reached around and squeezed one of my breasts and with the other he aggressively felt me up.

“You’re so wet you fucking whore,” he whispered in my ear. “Bend down and grab my legs.”

Dexter gave my back a shove and I bent over at the waist. With my head nearly touching the floor I reached behind me and took hold of his legs. I was so incredibly exposed and Dexter took full advantage of it to ram me to the hilt. I started squealing as soon as Dexter’s cock entered me and after he spanked my ass a few times I squealed even louder. All of these women that I had screwed were now watching me reduced to a whimpering little bitch and that thought only turned me on all the more. For better or worse I really wanted to be one of them.

Suddenly Dexter put his hands on my butt and gave me a hard shove that sent me sprawling. I guess he was done with me for the time being and just threw me back into the pile. God that made me horny and desperate for another chance to be chosen.

When I turned around I saw that Betty was now taking it from behind standing up while Dexter held her throat and periodically slapped her face. Pretty soon he bent her over, as he had done with me, and started pulling her hair as she put her arms out to support herself. Eventually she ended up resting on her forearms before Dexter gave her the boot and grabbed another girl. While she was lying in a heap on the floor I crawled by her and gave her ass a very quick pinch. When she looked up and saw that it was me she flashed a very quick smile, with her face away from the camera.

Dexter’s stamina was impressive that day, whether he was on any pills or not. He kept nine of us busy and engaged for a hell of a long time before we finally gathered together in a tight bunch on the floor as Dexter began to shower us all with his cum.

For the first time I would be credited as Lacey Ruffles and my new career as a female porn star was off with a bang...well actually a reverse gang bang.

“Great job today man,” I said to Dexter as he was toweling off.

“Thanks honey. Sorry I didn’t get to give you as much personal attention as I would have liked,” Dexter replied with a grin. “Maybe next time we work together I can really give you a thorough going over.”

“I look forward to that,” I said with a wink.

It was really incredible to me how easily I was slipping into this new identity. I was more than happy to leave the alpha male stud master business to Dexter and be just another pussy for him to poke. He was obviously quite capable at handling that job and there were plenty more guys who fit the bill as well.

What made me really happy was that some of the girls were going out for drinks after the shoot and they invited me along.


CHAPTER 17:

“Anybody else got skinned knees?”

The question was posed by an actress named Cara Darling who had been one of the “Fine Nine” as we had dubbed ourselves as we were drinking at a local bar. I think we pretty much all raised out hands.

“Would it have killed them to put some carpet down?” Cara continued to gripe.

“Rug burn is not joy either,” another girl pointed out.

I had certainly gotten a little banged up during the shoot but I was reluctant to say anything because I had probably done some similar damage to most of the girls gathered there. Despite that I was about to get dragged into the conversation.

“So tell me girl, when you go home tonight are you going to regrow your dick?” asked Dani Breeze.

“Well theoretically I could but I’ve got a date this weekend so I imagine I’ll stay dickless for a while,” I replied.

“A date with a…” said Dani.

“A man,” I said.

“Anyone we’d know?” Betty inquired.

“Oh, I don’t know if I really want to get into that,” I said a little bashfully.

“Spill it bitch,” another girl said with a laugh as the others started goading me into telling.

“Okay, okay...it’s Larry Austin,” I confessed.

“Larry fucking Austin?” Cara exclaimed. “Shit, I’d give up my dick too, if I had one, to be with that dreamboat.”

“And to think that I was there at the start of your budding romance,” Betty teased.

It was kind of funny that my former girlfriend had technically “introduced” me to my current boyfriend on the set of a porn shoot and that we had both shared his cock. Of course everything about my life was kind of funny these days, and when you’re in the porn business dating other porn stars things are inclined to get even crazier.

“Hey I think it’s adorable that she’s out there dating already,” said Dani. “And Larry’s not just a hunk either, he’s a really cool guy.”

I wondered whether she was speaking purely from her professional experience of working with Larry or whether she and Larry had ever dated. God knows I had dated plenty of these women so it wouldn’t surprise me if Larry had too. We had just never discussed our past dating history much at all, which I guess wasn’t totally surprising considering that my previous dating history had all been when I was a man.

It probably seems a little strange to people outside of the porn industry the way we tend to treat sex and relationships. There certainly are a few couples that only work together, although that tends to be more in the amateur and semi-professional side of things, but when your job involves fucking a lot of other people it’s just something that you have to deal with in your real life romances. If you’re the super jealous type it probably isn’t a great profession for you. In a lot of ways it’s not that different than non pornographic actors who play love scenes with many different partners, often times involving nudity and implied sex. What you do on camera is just “pretend” even though you’re actually kissing or touching or fucking or whatever. I suppose that’s partly why so many actors date so many other actors.

I didn’t really know any other kind of life since I had started working in the business as soon as I was 18. Most of my relationships had been very casual. Carla was basically just a fan-girl who liked the idea of fucking a porn star, and Betty was a fellow porn star who liked the convenience of hooking up now and then or maybe going away for a weekend or something. That was the kind of thing I was used to.

What I wasn’t used to was being head over heels in love with someone, but with Larry it was hard to argue with the fact that I was excited by the prospect of being in a serious relationship with him. Of course everything seemed kind of crazy because it was so unexpected and was happening so fast but I couldn’t help the feelings I had towards him or explain why I was so incredibly comfortable suddenly living life as a woman.

It wasn’t like I had a lot of complaints about my old life but for some reason everything just seemed to be moving in a better direction for me now. I had played the stereotypical alpha male because it paid the bills and because I had the kind of body that made that attitude believable but I don’t think that was ever really me inside. The world tends to like slapping labels on people and wants them to fit neatly into that predefined role but I’m not sure that everybody does fit that easily. People tend to be complex and often contrary, it’s society that tries to force everyone to pick a lane and stay in it.

At first I thought it was going to be very difficult to “learn” how to be a woman, as if there was only one kind of woman and only one way to be female, but I was basically just being myself in a different package and it seemed to be working okay. Of course I was fortunate that the people in my circle was so accepting of the change. If I worked in a more normal profession that might not have been the case but people who work in the adult entertainment industry tend to be pretty open-minded.

I had never been terribly close with any of the other males in my profession but I was really enjoying the opportunity to socialize as one of the girls. Theoretically I was their competition but everyone seemed to be quite helpful and supportive and it was very interesting to get to know some of these ladies a little better off camera. I liked the idea of being part of their circle and hoped that we might actually become good friends.

We were at a kind of low-profile place, not the sort of watering hole that celebrities would normally frequent, but when you’re in a group of hot female porn stars it’s pretty hard to be too low-profile and a few guys were brave enough to approach our party and we happily obliged them by posing for selfies. I was the “new girl” on the block so I wasn’t recognized the way some of the others were but that was fine. I knew I was going to have to “pay my dues” all over again and try to establish my new identity, which was kind of funny having risen pretty high in the ranks of male performers, but it was a price I was willing to pay.

It must have been kind of a wet dream come true for the guys who had jerked off to these babes countless times to actually meet them in person and they were all very polite and respectful. Since porn stars tend to occupy a place in the realm of fantasy it can be hard sometimes to realize that they’re real people just doing an unusual job.

This was kind of beginning to sink in with me because I had largely been looking at my transformation into a woman from the career perspective. Giving up my enormous cock and my onscreen alpha image was proving to be no real problem at all. The sexual pleasure that I was getting from my new femininity was more than adequate compensation. But if I really committed to making the change a full-time thing I would be going through my life as a woman instead of a man and dealing with all of the normal things that most women were used to dealing with having grown up being female.

That was a little scary but not terrifying. In time it would probably all just become second nature anyway but there was bound to be some sort of learning curve along the way.

Of course, if I were being honest, the most exciting part of embracing womanhood was the opportunity to explore my relationship with Larry with no strings attached or barriers. The feelings that I had for him were just so strong and new and kind of wonderful that I knew I had to explore them to the fullest.


CHAPTER 18:

In a “typical” male/female porn scene there isn’t always much foreplay and frequently the woman begins to suck the man’s cock at the drop of a hat. Sometimes the man will reciprocate orally by licking the woman’s pussy but that’s more of a variation than a standard. After that the couple will fuck in several different positions usually involving the woman on her back, the woman on top, and the woman being taken from behind. All of that leads up to the money shot where the man ejaculates onto some part of the woman’s body to prove that completion has indeed occurred.

Now I have no idea how many people actually fuck like that, and if they do perhaps they do it because they watch a lot of porn and assume that’s how you’re supposed to do it, but from my personal experiences off camera it doesn’t always go quite that way.

A lot of it depends on the nature of your relationship and the relative mood of the situation. If it’s your first time with someone after a nice romantic date there’s probably going to be a lot of smooching first and careful steps taken leading up to the first bits of clothing being removed. On the other hand if you’ve been with somebody for quite a while, or the nature of your relationship is purely sexual, then sometimes a “quickie” is perfectly acceptable if you’ve got time pressures.

As far as the smorgasbord of positions go I would again imagine that the average couple wouldn’t likely run through the whole Kama Sutra in one erection unless they were heavily influenced by the action in adult videos. Of course when you’re shooting a porn video you have the advantage of being able to cut in between position changes or take a break if you pop early, plus you’re dealing with professionals who generally have pretty great stamina.

As a man I would say that my stamina probably got more praise than my big cock because it’s just not that common for a guy to be able to keep it up for terribly long. I suppose pills can kind of level the playing field a bit but a good professional can maintain a hard on and pop on cue with some regularity, something I’m sure many women wish their husbands or boyfriends could do.

With Larry I got to experience that porn star stamina from the female perspective and I think I was probably spoiled by that right from the start. I didn’t have the personal experience with less virile men but I had certainly heard a lot of women talk about it so I knew I was pretty lucky to have a lover who was both well-endowed and skilled at using his tool.

Additionally Larry was in great physical condition. He could support himself on his powerful arms seemingly indefinitely and he could lift me up and bounce me on his dick like I weighed no more than a pillow.

Ironically, despite all the potential for an elaborately choreographed fuck fest, I was quite happily just lying on my back with my arms around Larry, gazing deeply into his eyes as he worked his member inside me with slow steady precision. Maybe those missionaries were onto something when they came up with that position because I was finding that I really enjoyed it.

I realized that I was in the very unique position of being able to know almost exactly what my partner in bed was feeling at any given moment. I knew which muscles Larry was using and how hard he was working. I knew how the pleasure would be building around the tip of his dick and what sort of mental exercises he would be employing to prolong the experience. It was intellectually fascinating but it was also incredibly useful because I knew first hand what a man likes in the sack.

Certainly my short time being a woman had taught me a good many things that I never really knew about female sexuality, and of course everyone is different and not cut from exactly the same cloth, but it was powerful information to be armed with when hitting the sheets. It struck me that if every man could be a woman for even a few weeks they would become vastly better lovers and make woman a lot happier.

I think I actually used that argument on myself when I was first contemplating the idea of doing the gender change video series. I told myself that if I really knew what a woman felt during sex then I would be able to satisfy women even more than I already was doing. Of course that was when I was still planning on being male for the rest of my life and only doing the female thing for a specific job. Now as I lay in bed, with Larry hovering over me, on the brink of an orgasm, the thought of ever wanting to be in his place again seemed very remote and distant.

There was no question that I enjoyed my female orgasms more than my male ones, and I had the added benefit of being able to cum multiple times without needing a recovery period, but it was the overall sensation of being stimulated in every part of my body that was so appealing. So many parts of my body seemed to be erogenous zones. And quite honestly I didn’t even have to cum to feel totally satisfied, just being stuffed by cock gave me a buzz that I could ride very happily for a long time.

Now I’m not trying to say that sex as a man was some lousy thing or that I didn’t love sticking my cock into beautiful women, it’s just that, somewhat to my surprise, I was discovering how great sex as a woman could be. I took the gender changing job because I could see that the industry was going to have to adapt to survive in a very new marketplace, and I was hoping that the experience of having sex as a woman wouldn’t be totally awful, but the fact that I actually found it to be so awesome made me really look forward to my new life as a female performer and as a woman off screen as well.

When Larry finally put a big load of cum inside me I wondered what it would be like to be pregnant. I suppose that’s not a totally unnatural thing for a woman to think about when a man is ejaculating inside her but it was kind of a weird thought for me since I was usually the one doing the ejaculating. Surprisingly it wasn’t as terrifying a thought as it might have been, especially when I was feeling so close to Larry. The idea of being the mother of his children someday was actually giving me kind of a warm feeling.

“So what are you thinking about babe?” asked Larry as we cuddled up in the afterglow.

“I was thinking about what it would be like to be knocked up,” I replied casually.

“Interesting but not what I expected you to say,” said Larry with a chuckle. “Is that something that you think you might be interested in exploring someday?”

“Well if I really do decide to remain female forever I’m probably going to have to think about that whether I like it or not, either trying to figure out how to prevent it or how to increase its chance of success,” I said with a chuckle of my own. “But let’s say that I’m open to the possibility under the right circumstances.”

“I’m just happy to hear you thinking about remaining female because as I said before I have my own selfish reasons for that. Obviously that’s something you have to decide for yourself.”

“I’m happy that you’re happy about it because it makes it easier for me to tell you that I love you and I love your plans and dreams and I want to be a part of it,” I said in a steady voice despite the fact that my heart was racing.

“Well...it sounds like we should probably talk about the future a little.”


CHAPTER 19:

As it turned out we talked about the future quite a lot that night, in between some very beautiful lovemaking, and didn’t get to sleep until the sun was nearly up. The “porn for couples” idea wasn’t original or unique but it was underrepresented in the business and seemed like an area with a lot of potential outside of the sex stuff. Additionally it sounded like a ton of fun to be working with my boyfriend on such a sex positive project.

The idea that I had a boyfriend was still a bit strange to me but I was getting used to it pretty quickly. Most of my previous relationships never really evolved to the point of slapping some sort of possessive label on it but I was very happy to be romantically linked to Larry an proud to be known as his girlfriend, which was good because that apparently was going to be my occupation as well as my pleasure.

Do porn stars really have special sexual insight that would help people have better sex? That was kind of hard to say because an adult video production is usually quite a different thing from two people in a bedroom but you do certainly learn a lot about positions and techniques. And ultimately I suppose we were trying to promote a “fuck like a porn star” mindset.

Of course I was a little out of my depth presenting myself as some kind of expert on female sexuality when I had only been female for a relatively short time but Larry and I were fucking so often that it was becoming all quite natural to me.

Most importantly we were a couple who were very much in love and didn’t have to fake any of that. Just looking at some of the first footage we shot I could see the adoration in my eyes whenever I looked at Larry. He may have only been my first boyfriend but I already knew he was a keeper.

We pooled our resources to get the business off the ground and we had numerous contacts to help us with the technical side of things. Larry and I continued to work in the mainstream adult video business, sometimes together and sometimes individually, while we tried to build up our brand. To most people it would probably seem a bit strange to know that your partner was fucking other people while you were doing the same but when you’ve been in the business for a while you really do just see it as a job.

After a couple of months our relationship got even more serious when we decided to live together. That was a big step for me because I’d always just had my bachelor pad and my space and my privacy but I honestly couldn’t think of a good reason not to move in with Larry. It was kind of fun embracing a domestic side of my nature and it certainly demonstrated a level of commitment that I’d never shown before to anyone.

The public reaction to my gender change was kind of a mixed bag. Some people were very supportive while others sent death threats and hostile messages of hate, and there seemed to be quite a few people who didn’t know anything about my history and just saw me as some chick getting boned in a video, which was really all I wanted. I wasn’t trying to advocate for anything or make a point. For me the choice to become female was the right one, just as the choice to become an adult entertainer was the right personal decision. Obviously those things are not everyone’s cup of tea but why should they have to be? I think most people are looking for happiness wherever they can find it and I was deliriously happy with the way my life was going.

Obviously I was open-minded enough to take the gender swapping video job in the first place when I didn’t really have to so maybe there was some kind of curiosity rolling around inside me that I wasn’t really aware of but I certainly never imagined that things would turn out the way they did.

I launched my foray into adult entertainment by sucking another man’s cock on camera for money and now it looked as though giving head would be a regular part of my career going forward. It was definitely not a career move I anticipated but it’s often hard to see the future with any real clarity. And like the title of the series that caused this dramatic change it really was just a matter of recasting myself in a different role...one I hope to be a rousing success at.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Having worked behind the scenes in the adult video industry I find it a subject that I frequently like to explore in my writing. A lot of it is sexy and exciting but a lot of it is hard work and when you’re on the job you’re focused on that and not the fact that you’re in a room with people fucking. And honestly some of the people I worked with were the nicest folks you’ll ever meet. But of course the industry has changed a lot since I worked in it and it’s changing more all the time so if a gender pill really existed I don’t think it’s too much of a stretch to imagine that it might be used in some fashion to make porn.


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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