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CHAPTER 1:

"So what's this great opportunity you've got for me?" I asked my agent Sam once we were seated in my living room after I had poured us both a drink.

"So much for the pleasantries I guess," quipped Sam as he took a sip of his Scotch.

"Sorry, you just know how anxious I am to get some work. Any work, really," I replied.

"As am I, my old friend. Ten percent of nothing is nothing, and that's what you've been bringing in for the past couple of years."

"That's not entirely true. I still get residuals from some of my TV work," I pointed out.

"Which the IRS garnishes for your back taxes."

"I know I've hit a rough patch Sam, but there must be something out there for me."

"You've made it difficult, you know. Your off screen antics were tolerated as long as you were the star of a hit TV show or movie, but times change and that bad boy image doesn't suit a man of your age anymore."

"Hey, I'm not old," I protested.

"That's not really the point, is it?" said Sam putting his drink down and looking me straight in the eye. "You've burned through a fortune with gambling debts, and lawsuits for sexual harassment that you had to pay settlements on to keep them quiet, and let's not forget that extended period where you had a real love affair with nose candy."

"Jesus, I know I fucked up a lot of things. But I'm not like that now. I'm healthy and ready to get back to work. Now do you have something for me or not?" I said more impatiently than I had intended.

"Yeah, I just might, but there are some strings attached."

"Whatever, just get me the part."

"There's this guy I know, he's not exactly a doctor but he deals in pharmaceuticals and other medical areas..."

"Fuck, I don't need another pill pusher," I said with some disgust.

"Let me finish, if you will. Anyway this guy can do some really remarkable things. Better than any plastic surgeon, that I can promise you."

"Okay, great, but what about the part?" I persisted.

"The part is a leading role, and the pay is great, but it's a hardcore pornographic feature," said Sam with a heavy sigh.

"You want me to start doing porn? If my age was a problem with legit roles how the hell am I supposed to do porno?" I stammered.

"The role is not for a fifty-something actor who used to be famous. It's for a twenty-something actress who hopefully can actually act in between the sex scenes," said Sam.

"What the fuck does that have to do with me?"

"Well...I thought maybe you'd be interested in the part."


CHAPTER 2:

There was a time when the name Alec Sampson was one of the most bankable in Hollywood. I had cut my teeth on the legitimate stage, which brought me to the attention of people like Sam Goldberg, who had been my agent now for more than 30 years. The first 20 or so had been like a dream. I had the looks of a leading man but I also had the acting chops to hold down more serious roles. I was even nominated for an Oscar twice, but so far that shiny trinket had eluded me. Even so I was well-compensated for my efforts. You can make an obscene amount of money if you're considered gold at the box office or have a high enough Q rating on TV.

Unfortunately I fell into the trap of believing that the good times would always be there and that money would just roll in forever so I spent too much and invested too little and found myself in the jam I was in now. I owed a lot of money to a lot of people. The government, my ex-wives, and some shady characters who I really needed to pay off first or I'd probably never live to get the chance to pay off the others.

I had nothing against pornography. It was just another form of entertainment. Hell, I had even dated a few porn stars along the line. But in the industry doing porn would be considered a major step backwards. A sure sign that your career was over. It might make me a quick buck, but at what cost down the line?

"Hey, wait a minute," I said, suddenly snapping back to the moment at hand. "I thought you said the part was for a 20-something actress."

"It is."

"So you want me to recruit someone or something?"

"No, I want you to shut up and listen. I was telling you about this guy I know who works wonders of all kinds. I am led to believe that he can actually transform a man into a woman, and not some half-assed boob job or something. The real deal. He can turn back the clock and remake nature and turn you into a smoking hot young babe," said Sam with a completely straight face.

"Bullshit," I snorted.

"That's what I thought...at first. But he's done it before and I've seen the results. It's crazy, but it's true. I don't know how he does it. Something to do with stem cells or something like that. He can basically craft whatever kind of a look you want."

"Even if that were true, why the hell would I want to have some quack turn me into a woman?"

"So that you can make some money," Sam replied flatly. "It's work and you said you wanted any work you could get. This is what's on the table."

"But...but...porn?" I stammered.

"Big deal. You do some skin flicks for a couple of years, make some bucks, get out of debt, and then this guy changes you back. We'll just tell everybody that you took some time off to reflect and take stock of your life or some bullshit like that and hopefully we can start to ease you back into the business. A guest shot here and there, a nice little bit in some indie thing, something to get positive buzz going. At least you won't be broke and drowning in debt. You need some steady money and this might be the only shot you've got."

"But porn...that means I'd have to...you know...have sex with a man," I said rather softly.

"Like you never went to one of those orgies and ended up touching some guy's dick? Or got totally messed up on coke and ended up in bed with someone who didn't have a snatch?" Sam shot back at me.

He was probably right about that, but it wasn't something that I wanted to admit, or even think about. I'd done some pretty crazy things in my time, but I always had the excuse of being too wasted to know what I was doing or to remember it if I did something. This was entirely different. I'd be walking into a situation where I had to perform sex acts with any number of men, and I couldn't be messed up on drugs or alcohol if I wanted to keep my job.

"How do you know you can get me the part?" I asked.

"How do I know? I'm fucking Sam Goldberg, that's how I know. I've been paving the way for this for a while now. Dropping hints about this bombshell discovery of mine who has all the goods. These people are serious about wanting someone who can act, not just some dumb bimbo who can wax a shaft all day."

"Does it have to be porn? I mean, couldn't you just put me up for parts as a legit actress?" I suggested.

"Sure, we can consider that. But you'd be starting out at the bottom doing douche powder commercials, or whatever. This way you're starting out on top as a star. And if this goes well I can get you a contract and even more money. In porn, unlike the real world, women make the big bucks."

"Look Sam, I owe you a lot. You've been like a father to me. I trust you completely. Look me in the eyes and tell me that I don't have any other way out of this mess I'm in," I said as earnestly as I could,

"You don't have any other way out of the mess you're in," he replied. "Not that I can see. The way you're going they're going to just keep taking things away from you and you'll be digging a deeper hole. The beauty part of this is that no one will ever know that it's you doing these nudie flicks. You don't come to the set with any baggage. You get a chance to make a whole new reputation for yourself, and one that will hopefully be bankable. I can hook you up with this guy, and I can get you the part, but the rest is up to you. If you play the diva and piss everybody off or blow all your money on fuck knows what you'll be right back in the same jam you're in now, except that you'll have tits and a pussy."

I needed time to think about it, or at least that's what I told Sam. I didn't want to seem too eager to trade away my masculinity but I think I had probably already decided to go for it. I had been so lucky to have had the life I had but I made a total hash of it. I should have been set for life even if I never did work again, but instead I was worse off than when I started. If I got a second chance I was determined not to fuck it up the same way as before. Hopefully I wouldn't find some new way to fuck it up, but I was sure going to try and be good.

I remember the first time I dated a porn star. She wasn't the sex-crazed bimbo I had anticipated, and probably hoped, that she would be. She was actually a very nice, down-to-earth, sort of girl. I should have realized that the whole wanton slut thing was just her public image. She was no more that character than I was a detective or a cowboy or any other role I played on screen. She fucked on camera for a living, but it was just acting. She wasn't really a lesbian or bi-sexual but she fucked plenty of women as well as men in her movies. Gay for pay she called it. That gave me some hope.

As long as I approached this as just another acting job and kept my real life completely separate from my screen life, it might not be a total disaster. I'd done plenty of love scenes in my time and there was nothing remotely romantic about it. It was a lot of lying around with a sock on my dick waiting for a room full of people to get the lighting right or to figure out where to place the camera. Then when the action started it was all carefully choreographed. Put your hand here, now kiss her on the lips, now look like you're in the throes of passion. Porn probably wasn't all that different except I wouldn't have a dick and the guys who did wouldn't have a sock on them. I could probably live with that. It sort of looked like I didn't really have a choice.


CHAPTER 3:

When Sam told me about the guy who could change me into a girl I sort of assumed I'd just take a pill or get an injection or something but it turned out to be a little more complicated than that. "Doc" Bradley, as everyone called him, had quite a nice little setup in his home that seemed to rival any hospital room I'd ever been in, and I'd been in a few.

Apparently the process would take several weeks, during which time various parts of my body would change while other parts remained the same until the whole thing was done, leaving me something like a gender confused Frankenstein's monster. Consequently I would need to drop out of sight for the time being so when Bradley offered me his guest house out by the pool I took him up on his offer.

I won't go into the details of how my transformation took place, largely because I really didn't understand the whole thing. I knew it had something to do with taking skin grafts from some part of my body and then using that somehow to "grow" new body parts. It was all very mysterious and technical and made me feel like I was in a science fiction movie.

It was all so weird that sometimes it didn't feel like it was actually happening, but then I'd see myself in the mirror and realize that I was actually changing in the most dramatic of ways. My tits started growing almost from the start and just kept going throughout the process. And those babies were big. Not over-the-top, or saggy, or fake-looking in any way, but just about as perfect a pair as I'd ever seen, and I've groped some of the finest boobies in show business. I also had periods where I routinely dropped a grand a night in various strip clubs so I felt like I knew a thing or two about titties.

What I obviously didn't know was what it would feel like to actually have the damn things on my own body. I wasn't used to having that kind of mass up top, and at first I kept kind of bumping into things, but they sure were pleasing to look at and touch, although it was very weird at the beginning when I still looked basically like my old self but with the addition of jugs. As my face, and the rest of my body became more feminized, those girls really stood out as a thing of beauty.

Doc Bradley had kind of a nerdy Nutty Professor vibe, but he was nice enough and sure seemed to know his stuff. I could see why he was so popular with the Hollywood crowd who wanted to look younger or reshape their body in some way without the usual methods of cosmetic surgery. He didn't make my breasts big by sticking something inside them, they actually just grew that way.

Losing my cock and balls was a little more disconcerting, but I figured that they tended to get me in a lot of trouble so I was probably better off without them if I was trying to get my shit together. Hopefully if I didn't have that constant aching desire for sex, and that sense of entitlement that came with being a star, I might be able to avoid making a bunch of damn fool decisions.

I came up through the ranks during an earlier age in Hollywood where women were basically just thought of as perks of the job. And I had so many girls throwing themselves at me that it went to my head and I started to believe that every woman in the world was dying to drop their panties for me. I never thought twice about grabbing the makeup girl's ass while she was powdering my face, or backing some secretary into a corner and copping a feel. I was a celebrity, they should appreciate the attention I thought. Besides, that sort of thing went on all the time. It wasn't always physical contact but there were always the lewd comments and jokes aimed at the female members of the cast and crew. It was pretty shitty behavior, I have to admit, but it just seemed like business as usual at the time.

I did start to feel a little stir crazy, basically being confined to my guest house much of the time, but there were numerous treatment sessions and follow up examinations that kept me busy much of the time. I also did a lot of homework, by which I mean I studied a lot of porn.

The difference between "studying" and "watching" porn is that I wasn't trying to get my rocks off, even while I still had my rocks. I was trying to figure out what made one scene sexier than another. What made some actresses "sizzle" and others just kind of lie flat. A lot of what passed for porn these days seemed to be just a sequence of sex acts tied together loosely by some pretext, but sometimes there wasn't even that. It was just "blonde MILF with big tits sucks cock and gets facial" as the entire scenario of the piece. I had done Ibsen Off Broadway and been in Oscar winning films, even if I didn't get honored, so I felt a little overqualified to say lines like "your cock is so big" or "fuck my tight little pussy" although I was trying not to judge too much. Sometimes those seemed like the appropriate things to say in a given situation.

Until I had a script for the actual film I was going to be in I had no idea how to prepare for my character, aside from thinking about the sexual aspects of the job. Hopefully there would be a lot of lesbian action so I wouldn't have to deal with cocks all the time, but even that was a different kettle of fish.

Whatever Doc was doing to me it appeared that I was growing feminine feelings along with my female shape. Looking at a naked guy and thinking about him fucking me wasn't as horrible as it would have been a couple of weeks earlier. As my development neared completion I was actually able to masturbate to porn sometimes, even though I was trying to imagine myself in the female role.

I was a good actor, and this was just an acting challenge, I kept trying to tell myself. Like Dustin Hoffman in Tootsie, except with lots of hardcore sex along the way.


CHAPTER 4:

Sam and I spent a lot of time trying to come up with my new name. We finally settled on Kristy Wilde. It wasn't totally over-the-top like some of the names we toyed with but it seemed to have the right flair. Kristy was kind of a fun and flirty name and Wilde would obviously imply wildness in the sack so it seemed like a good mix of girl next door and sultry sinner. We decided to make that my actual legal name, for the purpose of this enterprise, because it seemed like it might be too confusing for me to try and keep two new identities in my head. I didn't have to worry about my reputation or embarrassing my family or anything since Kristy Wilde would only exist for a very short period of time and no one who knew me would know I was her.

Sam took care of all the legal trickery that was involved in making me legit enough in the eyes of the government. I don't know how he did it, and I didn't ask. Sam was just very good at pulling strings and getting things swept under the rug. He had cleaned up more of my messes than I could count.

"You're going to need to do some fucking before you go in for this part," said Sam as we sat discussing my future as a female performer in the adult entertainment business.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"You're auditioning for the lead in a porn film. I'm sure you'll ace any dialogue they throw at you but they're going to want to know how you fuck and it better not be like some scared teenage virgin on prom night. You're supposed to be a newcomer to porn, but not to sex," Sam reminded me.

"Well, how do you propose I do that?"

"Jesus, do I have to draw you a roadmap?"

"I mean I don't know anything about getting laid as a girl."

"That's exactly my point. You need to get some experience in a hurry. Just get yourself dolled up, go out somewhere and let some guy take you home," Sam suggested.

"Couldn't you just hook me up with a room and a bed and send some dudes in or something?"

"The one thing I never did was pimp for you and I'm not about to start that now," Sam replied a little testily.

"But I don't know anything about making small talk or flirting as a woman."

"Be honest. Did you ever really give a shit about anything a woman said when you were trying to pick her up? With your looks they're just going to be staring at your cleavage all night anyway."

He was probably right about that. Sam and I had spent just as much time agonizing over what I would hopefully look like as we did choosing the right name. I honestly have to say that I think I turned out even better than expected. Hell, I was probably too pretty for porn, but that was sort of the whole idea. Sam Goldberg didn't recruit porn stars so being his "discovery" meant that I must be something kind of special and unique.

"Just think of it like acting. You know, improvise a scene," said Sam bringing me out of my narcissistic reverie. "You're a hot girl out on a night on the town. You can play it classy or shy or be the dumb bimbo, whatever you like. Believe me, you've got the goods honey, just hang them out there and let the sharks come feeding. You know the drill."

He was right about that too. So many one-night-stands with cocktail waitresses, stewardesses, dental hygienists, whatever. It was always pretty much the same. A couple of drinks, a couple of laughs, then hit the sheets. If I wasn't too wasted to keep it up the sex could be pretty decent, but sometimes I think I just passed out. The idea of fucking seemed good at the time when I spotted a nice piece of ass, but sometimes it took too long to get to the finish line.

It would be different, of course, being the one being hit on but it would give me a chance to practice being female without a whole lot of pressure or scrutiny. Any guy who tried to pick me up in a bar would just be looking for action and not trying to find a soul mate or anything.

I was back at my home for the moment, but I needed to get some kind of an apartment to use during my time as a woman. We didn't want any connection between Alec Sampson and Kristy Wilde, aside from the fact that we both had the same agent. Alec Sampson was supposedly at a "spiritual retreat" which would explain his extended absence.

Sam found me a place and even got me a stylist to help me shop for clothes and to do my hair and makeup. Everything was just happening so quickly that I didn't really have much time to stop and think about anything. After several weeks of sitting around the pool house growing tits it was quite a change to be back to having a busy schedule, but I liked a lot of activity and it felt more like the old days.

What also felt like the old days was my body. Kristy Wilde was officially 21-years-old, and I didn't just pass for that age physically, I actually felt like I was kind of a kid again. I hadn't had so much energy in years and it was sort of a kick, even if I did have to walk around in a dress to enjoy it.

My stylist was a pretty girl named Kim, and I knew the type very well. Everyone who is anyone in Hollywood has an entourage of various personal assistants and fitness coaches and whatever else you can think of. Their job was to make you feel like the center of the universe, as if you didn't already, and they tended to be very discrete and often long suffering. Kim was the kind of chick I would have probably treated pretty badly if I were still a man because she was cute enough to be worth fooling around with, smart enough to keep her mouth shut, and easy enough to replace if I got tired of her. This time around I was determined to be a dream to work for and not a nightmare.

I thought we hit it off pretty well and I really needed the expert guidance of an actual female to help me along. I don't know if Kim wondered why a relative nobody like me had a stylist and a high powered agent like Sam Goldberg, but if she did she was smart enough not to ask. That was sort of the way things worked these days anyway. Instant fame was available if your sex tape went viral or you somehow managed to become popular as an "influencer" on the Internet. People with no real talent or skills could be packaged into a thriving business enterprise.

Kim was a great choice because we were about the same age and she knew exactly what was hot and trendy and what would look best on me. I was clueless about all of that so I trusted her judgment completely. I don't think she knew about my true identity but she definitely knew that I was an aspiring porn star so she had me dress accordingly for going out in public. In other words, I showed a lot of skin.

Then it was time to take the plunge and go out on a Saturday night to a place I knew would be crawling with horny men looking for a good time. I had spent many nights there myself so it was familiar territory for me, although I would be there as a member of the opposite team this time. I sort of wanted to invite Kim to come along with me for support but I knew that I had to try doing this solo sometime so I moistened my lips, straightened my very tight short dress, and walked into the lion's den.


CHAPTER 5:

It was a club. I was a hot chick. Men hit on me. Blah, blah, blah. It all went down pretty much as you'd probably expect it to. Guys chatted me up and bought me drinks and made lame jokes and innuendoes and I finally decided to go home with a dude named Parker, who seemed slightly less intimidating than some of the other men I had been hit on by.

Parker had a nice apartment and a roommate who was conveniently out of town on business so we got down to business on the couch almost as soon as we came through the door. I didn't see any point in dragging it all out. He knew I was a slut who was going to fuck him and that we'd probably never see each other again so time was too precious to waste on formalities.

We started making out and Parker had the zipper of my dress down in no time at all. I was certainly a willing participant but it was strange to feel as helpless as I did at that moment. I was alone with him in his apartment, and he was definitely bigger and stronger than I was, and I wondered what he would do if I wasn't so willing. How many times had I been on the other side of the equation where I was more or less pawing at a woman with no real thought or concern on my mind other than getting what I wanted? I didn't act that way with other movie stars or "classy" women that I was interested in seriously dating, but I generally thought of any woman who went to bed with me after a drink or two as a kind of disposable commodity. I wondered if that was what Parker thought of me.

The top of my dress came down and soon my bra was unhooked and my gorgeous titties were being rather roughly handled by my partner for the night. I did get kind of a kick out of that because I knew how delighted Parker must be to have knockers like that in his grasp. I sure would have been had I been in his place.

My male brain was fighting me at times but pretty soon I surrendered to the sensation of helplessness. He was a man and he wanted me and he was going to take me the way it pleased him. I was a woman and my job was to provide him with an outlet for sexual release. I just hoped it wouldn't be too painful or uncomfortable.

When Parker pulled his dick out I had a real moment of panic. I never realized how threatening and aggressive a raging hard on was until I was confronted with the prospect of having that thing inside my own body. As a man I just hoped that the girl would be suitably impressed by my lumber, and that I'd be able to keep it up for a while, but I was legitimately scared of what it would feel like penetrating me.

"You like it honey?" Parker asked hopefully as he put his hand on his rod and gave it a few good strokes, not that it needed any encouragement at the moment.

"It's big," I kind of mumbled.

"Sure it is. Big and hard and all ready for you baby," he replied.

I figured stroking him would be basically like jacking myself off, just from a different angle, so when he took his hand away from his shaft I put mine there and picked up where he left off. It was really bulging and throbbing and very warm to the touch.

I had a feeling that Parker was expecting me to suck his cock but I decided to nip that plan in the bud by getting up and taking off my panties. Then I pulled the bottom of my dress up so that the whole thing was kind of bunched up around my waist, and next I positioned myself to sit down on his lap, facing away from him. I thought that it might not be so bad if I didn't actually have to look at a man while he was fucking me.

If Parker was disappointed that I wasn't blowing him he certainly didn't show any sign of it. He was going to get his dick wet, one way or the other, so I suppose he really had nothing to complain about.

As I straddled him I kind of fumbled around trying to get his prick inside me. It kept kind of slipping around so I used my hand to help guide it in. Once I felt the tip snuggly poking into my gash I slowly lowered myself down and felt more of more of his hardness filling me up.

"Fuck," I gasped in genuine surprise.

"Feels good, doesn't it baby?"

"Feels...oh, fuck, I don't know how to describe it."

And unfortunately I still don't know exactly how to describe the first time a man puts his cock in your pussy. If I had been born female I imagine I would have had a totally different take on the subject, having thought about it and probably fantasized about it for a long time before actually doing it. For a middle-aged man, who was suddenly in a 21-year-old girl's body, it was the most mind boggling sensation of either of my lives.

It did hurt, but not so badly that I wanted to stop. I once had sex with an Academy Award winning actress who liked to drip hot candle wax on my chest while she rode my cock from on top and that was infinitely more painful, yet also kind of arousing at the same time. She assured me that pain and pleasure were closely linked, and I'll have to admit that she had something there, but I drew the line when she wanted to whip my ass with a riding crop.

Perhaps the best way to describe what I was feeling was a sense that a void within me was being filled by a magnificent kind of power. As I moved myself up and down on his cock I felt little shockwaves of energy and warmth flowing down my legs and the back of my arms.

I'd had sex a billion times, and knew what it felt like, but I'd never had sex as a girl before and it was kind of shocking how different it was. It seemed to grow in intensity the longer I rode him and the tingling spread all the way to my fingertips and my toes.

"Oh God," I panted several times, not knowing what else to say, and not really planning on saying anything.

While studying porn I felt like a lot of stuff that the women said during sex tended to sound kind of fake to me so I paid as much attention as I could to the sounds I was making for real. Surprisingly some of them sounded about as fake as the ones I heard in those videos, but I knew I wasn't pretending. I just needed to verbalize the sensation, even if I couldn't really articulate it properly in words.

"Yeah, baby, ride that big hard cock," Parker chimed in, as if I needed any more encouragement at this point.

"Fucking hell that's it...yeah...yeah...fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" I think I replied, or something like that.

Soon he ejaculated inside me and then we both finished undressing and went to his bed. We fucked a couple of more times that night, and I even tried sucking his cock for a while, but he didn't finish in my mouth. As I drifted off to sleep at last I realized that the journey I was embarking on was not as impossible and crazy as it had seemed when Sam first pitched the idea to me a few weeks ago in my home. The physical transformation had been remarkable. I looked and felt half my age. More than that, I looked incredibly hot and sexy. But the surprises didn't stop there.

I was finding it quite possible to pass myself off as a "normal" woman so far. Sure, I hadn't been tested that much, but people tend to believe what they see, and what they saw was a beautiful woman. My apparent youth was also an advantage because I didn't need to fabricate some elaborate back story. I was barely old enough to drink, I didn't need to have a very full résumé, and a lot of young people, lacking in life experiences and wisdom, tended to come across as kind of shallow and unconcerned about world events. I was a carefree, and somewhat naughty, young woman embarking on an exciting career in the adult entertainment world. I could certainly pull that off.

The deepest surprise was how easily and quickly I had taken to the role of being a woman sexually. I still had a lot to learn, but it wasn't bad at all being with a man and letting him have his way with me. Parker was, like most men I suppose, focused primarily on his own burning desire to get his rocks off, but I still managed to get plenty of pleasure out of the experience anyway. Most importantly I knew that I could handle getting fucked by a man, which was a primary concern going into this mad enterprise. It was just a one-night-stand, but it had been a real eye-opener, even as my eyes were feeling quite heavy with sleep.


CHAPTER 6:

I gushed to Kim all about my experience, which was probably kind of dumb since it made me seem like some sort of sexual novice, which I actually was as a woman, but wasn't the image I was trying to portray. She seemed pleased for me, but kind of amused at the same time. I think she probably guessed from the beginning that there was something a little screwy about me and this whole setup, and my wide-eyed musings about the wonders of sex probably only confirmed those suspicions.

Fuck, I really didn't care if she knew. It might make things easier in the long run, although that would be a pretty huge secret to entrust with someone I didn't really know. Anyway, she seemed happy that I seemed happy but when I tried to press her for information about her love life she kind of clammed up.

"You don't want to hear about that stuff," Kim said a little shyly.

"But I do. I want to hear all about that stuff," I sort of giggled like a schoolgirl at a slumber party.

"Well, I pretty much figured out that I was probably a lesbian in my early teens but I didn't really do anything about it until recently," Kim said with a light sigh, almost like it was a relief to get it off her chest.

"Probably a lesbian?" I asked.

"Well, it's not that I don't ever find men attractive, it's just that I've always related better to women. Men can be real jerks, but I'm sure I don't have to tell you about that."

I wondered if she knew my secret and was taking a shot at me or just assuming that being a woman I would have run into my share of guys who were assholes. Either way she was right, with me being one of the prime examples of that.

"You know, if I get this part I'm probably going to have to do some lesbian scenes so maybe you could give me a few pointers sometime," I joked.

"Love to. Anytime you want," Kim replied far more seriously than I had intended the question.

That got my head spinning. Was Kim hot for me? If she liked girls there was probably no reason why she might not find me as attractive as men seemed to do. But of course she worked with me so there was that whole issue of whether or not it would be appropriate for us to have sex, although the idea seemed rather appealing. I decided to leave it casual at the moment. I had enough on my plate as it was.

After a couple more random sexual encounters I felt ready to blaze ahead and take the next step. I knew what fucking as a girl was like now and I seemed to be enjoying it more each time I did it, which was a good sign I thought. Sam was happy that I had a positive attitude going into my audition and he sent me to a photographer to have some pictures taken to create some kind of a portfolio. I wasn't supposed to be an established star yet but I should at least seem like someone who knew the ropes.

Some of my shots would be nude, and some partially clothed, and Kim helped me pick out a number of things to take with me on the shoot. Of course she was there to do my hair and makeup, and I wondered whether watching me pose in sexy and seductive positions was turning her on. It was actually kind of turning me on, which was surprising, because work was usually just work, even if I was doing a love scene with a pretty hot actress. The process was usually pretty technical and not terribly intimate, but I was enjoying this session very much.

I had done a ton of photo shoots in my time for magazine articles or promotional packages to hype some show or movie, but I'd never done anything this erotic in nature. Raul, the photographer, really seemed to know his stuff and did a great job of making me feel comfortable.

Sam was also there, which was a little disconcerting as I was waving my bare ass around, but he had a pretty serious investment in my future as Kristy Wilde and he had every right to see what he was banking on. It was actually kind of amusing to be in a situation where I knew I was giving the old man a boner. I'm sure that when he looked at me he didn't see Alec Sampson, he saw this beautiful young creature primping and posing in front of the camera.

It was actually a pretty long day but both Sam and Raul seemed pleased with the results, so that was the main thing. I got to look at a few of the shots and I have to say I was pleased as well. For someone who had never done that kind of modeling things went pretty darn well, due largely to Raul's expert guidance. But actually some of the better shots were where I kind of just found a pose or an expression of my own. I was a bit clunky at the beginning but as the session got rolling and I got into more of a playful mood I think I really started to get the hang of it.

Of course I wasn't just a stranger to erotic modeling, I was still basically a stranger to my own body and I didn't know exactly how it all bent and twisted and moved yet. I was constantly surprised at how flexible I was, and how much more energy I had these days. It was sort of like a fantasy story where I got to turn back the clock and live my life over again, although this time I was doing it as an aspiring young porn actress. At the moment that didn't seem like such a terrible price to pay for the opportunity I was getting.


CHAPTER 7:

"That's quite a coup to have Sam Goldberg as your agent when you're just starting out."

"Yes, I feel very fortunate to have Mr. Goldberg representing me," I replied.

I was at the audition for the film Sam had told me about and sitting across a folding table from the director, the producers, and a few various others who were introduced as "part of the team." The director was a fairly well-known porn star herself, Jade James, who had moved behind the camera in recent years. I had actually never worked with a female director before, but in porn it was a lot easier for a woman to get the chance to direct than it was in the mainstream.

"You've obviously had solid training, based on the way you read your lines, and Sam Goldberg obviously spotted your talent somewhere, so why do you want to do porn?" asked Jade. "Aren't you worried about it potentially damaging your chances at a legit career?"

"No, I'm not worried about that at all. I love acting and I love porn and I don't feel like I have to do Shakespeare to validate myself as an actress. I'm sort of living for the moment, I suppose, and right now this sounds like a great opportunity," I told her.

"You look fantastic, and you're pictures are great, but we will need to see you actually perform sexually for us," said one of the producers.

"That's fine. Sam told me to expect that. Who do you want me to fuck?" I asked with a grin.

"That would be this gentleman right here," said the producer, indicating the man at the end of the table. "His name is Justin Banks, and he's the best stunt cock in the business. You don't usually get to see his face but if you watch a lot of porn you've probably seen his dick before."

Justin got up and we shook hands before moving over to a small sofa in a corner of the room. There was a video camera on a tripod and I was informed that they would be taping our session, which was fine with me. Jade came and stood by the camera as one of the "team" members came over to operate it. The rest of the men just pulled up their chair a polite distance away but still within good eyeshot of the couch.

"Why don't we start with you getting better acquainted on the couch," Jade suggested.

Justin and I sat down very close together and started necking. I felt his hand roaming my bare thigh but it hadn't strayed up under my skirt yet.

"You have the most gorgeous eyes," he whispered to me.

"Thank you," I whispered back.

It shouldn't have struck me that hard, since I knew he was just trying to make me relax, but the compliment really hit home and I felt a little tingle down my spine.

"Why don't you take off her top, Justin, and let us see those beautiful boobs we saw in the photos," Jade instructed.

Justin unbuttoned my blouse and helped me to pull it off. I had on a very sheer bra underneath that totally showed off my nipples. Justin squeezed my boobs a little before undoing the clip that held my bra closed in the front. When my breasts tumbled out I heard some murmuring from the men seated off to the side.

"Very nice," said Jade appreciatively. "Does it bother you showing your bare breasts to so many strange people?"

"Not at all," I replied. "I've got nothing to be ashamed of."

Justin's hand finally wormed its way under my skirt and he pushed past my panties and began to feel me up. I sort of wished that we had dialogue to concentrate on, but as my moist panties indicated I was starting to really get into this even without thinking of myself as a character in a movie. I was still acting, in the sense that I knew how I should behave at an audition to get the part, but sexually I was actually being stimulated.

I had been rubbing Justin's crotch, even though nobody had told me to do it, and I could tell, even through his pants, that he was probably pretty damn big. I suppose that made total sense if his job was the be a stunt cock, whatever that meant exactly. When Jade suggested that I should get his dick out of his pants my suspicions were confirmed in full, and then some. He had the biggest freaking hard on I think I'd ever seen.

"Would you like to suck his cock honey?"

I didn't reply with words, I just went down on him. I just sort of leaned across his lap, which gave the camera guy a good view of the action, and then did the best I could to give a creditable BJ to that monster cock.

As Sam eluded to earlier I did have some murky recollections of potentially gay sexual activity in my male past but I'm reasonably certain that I had never sucked another man's dick before I became a woman. I know that I got head from a tranny hooker on Sunset Boulevard once, many years ago, and in a coke fueled binge I think I might have let some dude blow me at a party or something, but I was reasonably certain that no man's penis had been in my mouth in my days of old.

I still wasn't sure what I thought of the whole cock sucking business, but I was warming up to it. It felt deliciously wicked to wrap my lips around a man's pole but it was hard to completely block my own masculinity from my mind. Having someone blow me had often been kind of a power trip with me. Sometimes I'd let a star-struck fan girl suck me off in a public restroom or have my date for some red carpet affair give me head in the back of the limo without ever getting undressed or doing anything for the girl in return. It was just an ego boost to tell a woman to stick my cock in her mouth and know that she would do it.

It might actually be kind of fun, once I figured out how to do it without gagging all the time. I definitely wasn't doing any deep throat stuff at this point and just kind of bobbed on the knob while I stroked the shaft. It probably wasn't pro quality head but I tried to look enthusiastic doing it.

When it came time for the actual fucking I found myself riding reverse cowgirl on Justin's lap on the couch. It reminded me of my very first fucking as a woman in Parker's apartment not that very long ago. I guess it really was good practice.

I think they wanted this position so that they could see my face, and my tits bouncing, and Justin's massive cock thrusting up and down inside me. Hopefully they were seeing what they wanted to see, but the one thing I knew about auditions was that you never really knew about auditions. I'd read for parts, and thought I was terrible, but got cast anyway, and other times it seemed like a slam dunk but I got passed over. There were a lot of unknown variables at work, and I imagined that it was true of porn just as much as legit filmmaking.

At the end they wanted me to get on my knees and have Justin stand up so that he could shoot his cum all over my face. Then that pretty much was it. I was given a robe and went off to a bathroom to clean up and change back into my clothing and said my farewells once I was presentable again.

It was the most unique audition I had ever been to but one I'd surely remember for a long time. It was certainly the first time I'd ever had an orgasm while trying out for a part. That definitely made the experience much nicer than normal.


CHAPTER 8:

When I found out that I had gotten the part I guess I wasn't really all that surprised but I did feel surprisingly excited by the news. I'd been in show business for more than three decades and been an "A List" celebrity much of that time. I'd been in prestige films and box office blockbusters. I'd had a hit TV series. I'd worked with just about every big name in the business, yet here I was, dancing around the room squealing because I got a part in a porn flick. The easy justification was that I was going to get a bunch of money that would help me dig out of my financial troubles, but in truth I was actually sort of looking forward to doing the movie. As Kristy Wilde I was full of life, and drive, and sexual energy like I hadn't felt in ages.

Kim seemed very pleased for me as well, and I insisted that we go out and celebrate together. I had been very good so far in keeping my drinking to a minimum but I'll admit I got a bit tipsy while Kim and I were club hopping. My new body had a lot more stamina for most physical activities but Alec Sampson could still drink Kristy Wilde under the table.

When we got back to my place we were both in a very good mood. We had danced with some guys, and I think toyed with the idea of bringing them back with us, but then we had also danced with each other and finally decided to call it a night without any dates tagging along.

"Hey...remember when I was joking around about you showing me some lesbian moves?" I asked.

"Of course, although I wasn't sure that you were joking," Kim replied.

"I'm not sure either, but I'm definitely up for it if you are."

Kim just grinned and pulled off her top. Her tits weren't as large as mine, but I thought they looked very nice on her, and the way her bra sort of pushed them up and together made them look even nicer.

We both stripped down to our underwear, grabbed a bottle of wine, and headed for my bedroom. Once there we hopped on the bed and started necking. I was a little afraid that this was just the sort of thing that tended to get me into trouble in the old days, but I certainly hadn't pressured Kim to do this, and nothing had really happened so far anyway.

"I wonder if you know how gorgeous you really are," said Kim as she nibbled on my earlobe.

"Oh, I'm beginning to get that impression," I said with a laugh. "But what about you? You're fucking adorable."

"Thanks, but I know my limitations. I need some help making my boobs look this good," she said as she took off her bra.

"I don't know about that," I replied as I cupped her breasts in my hands. "They look pretty darn good to me."

"I can't believe I'm in bed with an actual porn star," said Kim with a grin. "That's one for the books."

"I'm not a porn star yet," I reminded her. "And I've been in bed with porn stars and it's not always what you think it's going to be."

I wondered whether that was a mistake letting my past experiences slip out like that. I must have come across like a pretty inexperienced young thing when I met Kim so implying that I had slept with multiple porn stars would seem somewhat out of character. Maybe she thought I just meant my audition with the stunt cock or something because she didn't press me for any further details. Instead she just took off my bra and starting rubbing her tits up against mine.

It was a little weird being with a woman who was obviously taking charge of the situation. It was one thing to have a man commanding my body, but in my masculine brain that was the way things should be. If I still had my cock Kim would probably be on her back already while I drilled her snatch, but she was definitely taking the lead in this dance.

"If I didn't know better I'd assume that you had been with a woman before," Kim commented as she began to rub my crotch through my panties.

"Beginner's luck I guess," I joked.

"The beauty of it is that you don't have to worry about that cock being the center of everything. Nobody's under any pressure to stay hard so everybody can just relax and go at whatever pace they like. And when somebody cums it's not the end of anything, it's only the beginning," Kim said as she pulled my panties off and went down on my muff.

She was so right about that. As a man it was all about keeping it up as long as possible while fighting the totally natural urge to get off in a hurry. The few times I had been with men so far I was keenly aware of that and did everything I could to bolster the guy's ego. An erection could be a really fragile thing, especially if one was a little wasted. It was always embarrassing as hell to shoot your load too quickly. It made you feel like some idiot schoolboy jacking off for the first time.

There was another power dynamic at work here that was also totally unusual to me in that I was Kim's employer. If I was having sex with another movie star that sort of leveled the playing field a bit, if the woman was more aggressive, but when I banged an underling or a groupie there was always a clear understanding that I was in charge. It's funny, but I never really thought about it all that much, it was just something that came with the territory, especially in the Hollywood I knew in my youth. Pretty girls were a dime a dozen, and if they wanted something, like an audition, or an autograph, or a raise, it was like shooting fish in a barrel to get them in the sack.

Maybe Kim was playing some kind of angle, but it didn't really seem like it at the moment. I honestly hadn't expected us to do much of anything other than have her show me some positions that were popular in girl-on-girl sex, and I had suggested originally that we could keep our underwear on. Kim was the one who dove in and started getting naked and licking my pussy. Maybe this carefully crafted body really was just that irresistible. That had been the whole point of trying to design me this way.

After a while Kim switched it up a little by getting on top of me in the 69 position, with her ass in my face, and we continued the bean licking session, only now I was giving as well as receiving. I'd done this a few times with chicks, but usually only when they were reluctant to blow me for me some reason. It was hard to argue with the quid pro quo of "I'll lick yours if you suck mine."

We both got off in that position, and just as Kim had pointed out, it was really only the beginning of what turned into a rather mammoth session of lesbian sex. In all honesty it probably was good practice for any girl-on-girl scenes that I had to do but it was also some of the hottest sex I could ever recall having enjoyed. The lack of a cock was no impediment to our pleasure at all.

As I lay in bed with her afterwards I realized that she was really the only friend in the world I had as Kristy Wilde, unless you counted Sam, who was my agent and now even more of a father figure than ever. Most 21-year-old girls probably had lots of friends from childhood, or school, or wherever people meet people these days. It made me feel kind of alone, and all the more close to Kim. I would probably make some new friends, but how would that really work in the long run? If this picture went well Sam was hoping to get me some more jobs but it was all just a temporary thing to build up my finances. We had talked about maybe doing this for a couple of years, if the money was good enough and I didn't end up wanting to blow my head off or something. That really wasn't much time to plant any roots or establish any meaningful relationships. This body, and the identity that went with it, were just rentals. I needed to keep that thought in mind to avoid any messy entanglements. But as I drifted off to sleep in Kim's arms I wasn't worrying about the future. Everything in the present was just going too well.


CHAPTER 9:

"Veronica's Awakening" was the title of the flick that I was set to star in and in many ways it was a total throwback to a bygone age in porn. I was old enough to remember when porn was shot on film and had actual plots and played in movie theaters. The idea of a young girl discovering her sexuality was an old one but probably one that never really went out of style. As porn swung to a cheaper, more "realistic," or even amateur product the slickness and glamour of the old days sort of went down the drain. There was no need to waste a lot of time on corny dialogue scenes when people were watching on their TV or their computer and could just skip through those to get to the fucking.

But that was a pendulum, and like all things in show business everything old was new again at some point and the producers of this film were banking on the idea that some people, women in particular, might be attracted to a "classier" grade of porn. Something where you might actually want to follow the story as long as it didn't intrude too much on the steamy action. That's why they were looking for a fresh face who could also act. As I read the script I could see that it wasn't great art, but it wasn't all bullshit either.

I was to play this girl Veronica, who came from a small town in the Midwest, who comes to visit her aunt Sheila in Beverly Hills for her summer vacation. While under Auntie Sheila's influence Veronica would discover a world of sexual thrills that she never knew existed. I was pretty sure that I had seen this movie before. It was sort of like retro porn, or a reboot of an old franchise.

Having dated a few porn starlets I was somewhat relieved that none of them were in this "all-star" cast, although the thought of working with them in this secret identity was kind of an amusing thought. What I had to keep reminding myself was the fact that I wasn't this big movie star named Alec Sampson, who would never be caught dead stooping so low as to do porno, and was actually a talented newcomer named Kristy Wilde who would naturally be thrilled for the opportunity to get such a great break right off the bat. This may not have been mainstream filmmaking but these people were all pros, and probably pretty good at what they did, and deserved respect.

The part was actually perfect for me because I was a pretty sexually inexperienced young girl and I had started out in a small Midwestern town. I knew what a culture shock it had been to move to New York, and later to Hollywood. And I was just beginning to discover what sex was like in this new body. I probably wouldn't have to work that hard to convey the sense of wonder and delight at each new experience.

One new experience that wasn't so delightful was the fact that I would have to be tested for HIV and other STDs every 14 days and bring my paperwork with me to the set in order to continue working. I knew it was for my own good but it also seemed like kind of a hassle. Even so there wasn't anything I could do about it so I just went with the program.

The basic mechanics of a porn film were pretty much like any other film, or at least a smaller budget feature. There were cameras, and lights, and sound recording equipment, and other bits and pieces of moviemaking paraphernalia, and of course the people to operate them and move them around. It was to be shot on digital instead of film, but I had already been in plenty of movies that had gone that way so there was no negative stigma about it being a "video" instead of a film.

In addition to a female director I noted that there were actually more women on the crew than one normally saw on a production. Mainstream Hollywood was very much an old boy's club, especially behind the camera, but porn was powered by women and Jade was obviously interested in giving other women a shot in what was a traditionally male-dominated field.

The woman playing my sexy aunt was a bit of a porn legend named Kayla Manning. I was familiar with her work and somewhat amused by the fact that I would be co-starring with someone I had jacked off to. Most of the big name talent would be billed as "Special Guest Star" or something like that so that I could have the actual lead billing, something that I knew was very important in show business. The biggest stars will sometimes take special billing in lieu of being placed under some lesser light if the part is more of a cameo or a guest appearance. The producers had suggested an "Introducing Kristy Wilde" credit but Sam had insisted on name above the title and Sam usually got what he insisted on. It was a huge thing for an unknown actress, even if this was just a porn flick.

We were starting out at this really nice pad in the San Fernando Valley, an area of Southern California where a hell of a lot of porn was shot. Sometimes these houses belonged to one of the producers, or one of their friends, but I didn't know what kind of deal was being done to use this place. However they got it the joint looked perfect as the home of my aunt Sheila, a former showgirl who had married into money and inherited it all when her much older husband kicked the bucket.

We had some "legit" scenes to shoot first, where Sheila was showing me my room and whatnot, and setting up the premise that I was in for a lot of adventures, and I was a little relieved that we didn't dive right into the sex immediately. This was the stuff that I knew I could handle with no trouble, and everyone seemed to be noticeably impressed by my acting, even if I wasn't being called on to do anything terribly difficult.

A little later in the day we switched to a scene by the pool which meant putting on a bikini for the first time, which I have to say is a pretty weird article of clothing, at least the incredibly skimpy thing they had me wearing. I was theoretically covered for decency, although my big boobs were practically spilling out of the top, and the bottom felt like it was totally riding up the crack of my ass. In a way it was almost stranger to be fully clothed, yet feel so exposed, than it was to actually be naked. In any case it was worth it because I thought that I looked totally hot in that damn thing.

Spilling out of the top was actually no real concern because in the scene I was about to play my aunt, who was sunbathing topless by the pool, would soon encourage me to join her so I'd only be wearing it briefly at the beginning of the scene.

Kayla Manning had to be pushing 40 by now, which was way old by porn standards, but she still had a smoking hot body. Her tits were fake, but it was a quality job, and I certainly wouldn't have kicked her out of bed for eating crackers, even though I usually favored much younger women.

In another ode to classic porn tropes there was a handsome pool boy named Marco who just happened to be cleaning the pool with his shirt off while the ladies enjoyed their topless sunbathing.

"You've sure got a nice place here Aunt Sheila," I said during our scene.

"It definitely has a nice view," Sheila replied, indicating Marco and his muscular body.

"I feel kind of funny being topless around some strange man," I said as I covered up my boobs with my hands.

"Don't be silly, Marco is like one of the family. He sees me naked all the time," Sheila replied. "Of course I see him naked too. Maybe that would make you feel more comfortable, sweetie. Marco darling, could you come over here for a minute?"

The pool boy grinned and stopped skimming the pool, or whatever he was supposed to be doing, and came over to where we were both stretched out.

"Isn't he handsome?" said Sheila. "I've got the best-looking pool boy in the neighborhood, I can promise you that."

"I don't doubt it," I said shyly, trying not to look at him directly.

"I was just telling my niece here that we went around naked all the time. You don't mind that at all, do you Marco?" asked Sheila.

"Not at all," Marco replied with a grin as he pulled off his shorts and a huge cock popped out.

"You see, it's all perfectly natural darling," Sheila said to me as I tried not to stare at his throbbing member. "And look at that magnificent specimen of a man meat. I'll bet if you wanted to suck it Marco wouldn't object."

"I couldn't!" I blurted out. "I mean...I've never...you know..."

"Oh, you poor darling. You really have been living in the wilderness, haven't you? You mean to tell me that a pretty young thing like you has never sucked a cock before."

"Oh, my God," I kind of giggled.

"Well, that simply must change immediately. Marco, my niece needs to learn how to give a proper blowjob so it's up to us to teach her. Are you game for it?" Sheila inquired of the pool boy.

"Of course ma'am. It's all part of the job," Marco replied as Sheila took his prick in her hand and prepared to suck it.


CHAPTER 10:

It's all part of the job. That's what I kept trying to remind myself of as I went to work on my first blowjob scene. For everybody else there this was probably just another BJ, like a million others they had shot before, but for me it was kind of a big deal. I was actually a bit nervous, and I'm not quite sure why. If I were a real 21-year-old girl making her porn debut I'd probably be scared that my parents would find out what I was doing and disown me or something, but I didn't have any of those kinds of worries. And I had sucked cock on camera in front of some of these same people for my audition so it wasn't shyness. I think it might have been my lack of professional experience. Up until now I had just been acting in a movie, which was something I had done my whole adult life. Now I was crossing that line that divided legit from porn. An actress could "pretend" to suck cock in the most high class productions and no shame would come of it, but once you were photographed actually sticking the thing in your mouth there was no turning back. Pictures and clips of me giving head would grace the Internet forever.

Fortunately I was supposed to be scared and shy and inexperienced in the story, and my aunt was there to teach me and guide me along so whatever trepidation I was feeling in real life probably only made my performance all the more convincing. If I looked like an experienced cock sucker it would ruin the whole scene so I actually listened to the advice and tried to make it all as natural as I could,

Marco had a big dick, which didn't surprise me. That was kind of a prerequisite for being a male porn star. I had noticed that Justin the "stunt cock" was on the set and I wondered whether he had planned scenes or whether he was just there in case of an emergency. It didn't look like the guy playing Marco needed any help in the erection department as he kept it rock hard for what seemed like hours, and probably was. The process of making a movie was basically the same no matter what you were making so there were a lot of starts and stops along the line.

The "hurry up and wait" nature of the business was old hat to me, but it took on a bit of a different flavor when the action involved actual sexual activity. There were times where I was just sucking away on that actor's pecker, completely wrapped up in the sensation of feeling his hardness in my mouth, when the director would suddenly call for a cut and I just had to let him pull out while we waited for further instruction. I kind of felt bad for the guy because even though it was acting and pretend and all of that, he was still getting blown by two very hot chicks and probably didn't appreciate all the interruptions. But these guys were pros, and I was the newbie, so it probably seemed stranger to me than anyone else.

Now I've played a lot of love scenes in my time and some were better than others. Sometimes the steamy nature of our characters led us to actually hooking up off screen, but sometimes you had to act like you were madly in love with someone that you basically couldn't stand in real life. If the actress was really uptight and uncomfortable about doing the scene it usually made it kind of a pain in the ass. But no matter how "fake" it was it was hard not to feel something when you were rolling around in bed with a naked woman. I'm not a devout "Method actor" but I do usually find that I can put myself "in character" for a part enough to believe that I'm that person, up to a point. And if my character is supposed to be majorly hot for someone I'm generally going to get a bit worked up when the time comes for a little fooling around.

This porn stuff just seemed to take that to another level. There was nothing fake about the dick I had in my mouth. It was a real man with a real cock that was real big and real hard. When given the chance I kind of got off on what I was doing. I could feel that I was getting wet between the legs. Jesus, if sucking a guy's prick wasn't enough I was doing it in front of a whole crowd of people. It was just about the dirtiest thing I had ever done in my life, and that's saying a lot.

When we finally got to the "money shot" the pool boy had to jack himself off until he started to cum on our faces. Sheila and I both had our mouths open so we got to taste some of his jizz, but basically it was the kind of cum shot you've seen in a billion porn scenes. Fortunately for the guy playing Marco he had plenty of cum to shoot and the technical people were happy with the coverage so we didn't have to sit around and wait for him to get hard again, or call in the stunt cock.

"So...that wasn't so bad, was it?" Kayla said with a wink as we both began to clean our faces off.

"No, that was really fun," I replied truthfully.

"I think you're a natural at this, sweetie. Your acting is really strong and your looks are off the charts. I think you were born for porn."

Born for porn. That was a new one I hadn't heard before, but I kind of liked it. It was funny because it was completely wrong, in the sense that I had been born a man, but on the other hand I had been "reborn" as a woman expressly for the purpose of being a porn star so there was definitely some truth in the statement.

The film crew had its own hair and makeup people but Kim was along for the ride as my personal assistant. One of the perks of being a star. It wasn't a huge entourage but it was something.

"You were fantastic," Kim gushed as she handed me a bottle of water.

"You're just saying that because I pay you," I teased.

"No, I really mean it. Not meaning any disrespect but you seem too talented for porn."

"Kayla Manning just told me I was born for porn," I said with a laugh.

"Well, you're amazing in this role. I can't wait to see you in your first lesbian scene," said Kim with a sly grin.

"Of course a big bean licker like you would say that," I grinned back. "But I think I've got a few more cocks to stuff inside me before we get to the girly play.

"Sort of makes me wish I had a cock," she replied in a way that made me unsure how much she might be joking.

I wanted to tell her that I'd had a cock for more than half a century and it wasn't all that it was cracked up to be but this was hardly the time or place for such a confession. Still it did make me wonder for a moment whether Doc Bradley could work his magic the other way and turn a woman into a man, and whether that was something that Kim would actually consider doing if she had the chance. My desire to change my gender was purely professional, and totally financially motivated, but I knew that there were people who actually longed to do that because they weren't happy in the body they were in. It was hard to imagine someone as cute as Kim not being happy in their body, but the whole gender identity thing must be a lot deeper than just appearances I figured.

When we finished for the day Jade took me aside and put her arm around my shoulder.

"I want you to know how fucking great you were today, and I'm not just saying that to stroke your ego. God knows I've got more than enough of that on this production to deal with as it is," she said with a laugh. "You've got something special, girl, and I can see why Sam Goldberg is a fucking legend. Just take a friendly tip from me and don't party too hard or blow all your money at once. Been there, done that, and it's not pretty. You just keep being your sweet little self and you're going to go places, honey, I assure you. Now tomorrow we've got the DP so I hope you'll be ready for it."

It wasn't until I was almost home that I suddenly realized what she meant. On a film set the Director of Photography was usually referred to as the "DP" for short so I assumed that she meant the regular cinematographer hadn't been there today or that we had some kind of a meeting with him or something. Then it struck me that "DP" in porn also meant "double penetration" and I busted out laughing. I suppose I really had nothing to laugh about as I was going to have two dicks stuck in me at the same time tomorrow and I was kind of nervous about that, but my naiveté was just so silly that I had to laugh anyway.

I had been getting fucked in the ass by the IRS, my ex-wives, and any number of other interested parties for years so I might as well get paid for the experience for a change.


CHAPTER 11:

The big "DP" scene came later in the film after I had already begun my sexual "awakening," as referenced in the title. I had met these two guys along the line and couldn't make up my mind about which one I liked better so my pragmatic Aunt Sheila suggested that I should just enjoy both of them at the same time.

Although it was a big jump in time in the story I knew quite well that movies were all about schedules and budgets and things are rarely shot in sequence so I wasn't freaked out about the fact that we would be referencing things we hadn't even shot yet. That's just the nature of the beast. What I was a bit freaked out about was the fact that I'd not only be doing anal for the first time in my life, I'd be doing it while another guy had his cock in my pussy.

The scene was shot at the same location, and there was some preliminary dialogue about me having not told the two guys that I had agreed to a date with both of them at the same time. Of course they're a little put off by my deception, at first, but once I get my hands on their cocks and start giving them head in turns they decide to stick around for more.

I found both of the men in the scene rather attractive, which was a strange thing to think about any man I thought. I hadn't been female for very long, and up until that point a guy was just a body with an erection to me. One of them, an actor named Peter Masters, who was playing a character named Reggie, I found to be particularly handsome, although I tried not to let my personal preference interfere with my performance. Both guys were seriously built and incredibly well-hung so it wasn't that much of a challenge to seem turned on by either of them.

"That's great, honey, now suck the other cock while you keep stroking the first one," Jade instructed once we were into the BJ portion of the scene.

I kind of liked the challenge of keeping two guys entertained at the same time. It was sort of like juggling, which was a skill I had to learn for a part once. Only I was dealing with four balls this time instead of three, but at least I didn't have to keep them in the air.

What a little slut I am, I thought rather smugly as I sucked and stroked these two fine young men.

I'm not sure at what point it struck me that I was really enjoying myself, but when it did it hit kind of hard. I liked the way I looked, the clothes I was wearing, and the position I was in. I liked the taste of cock in my mouth and the fact that I was being watched by a room full of people. I liked feeling young and full of energy again. I liked the people I was working with and the work I was doing. Most significantly I liked myself, and that wasn't something I had felt in a long time.

When I started out I wanted to be a great actor. The other young actors I trained with in New York all had the same feeling. The theatre was "real" acting and people who took jobs in overtly commercial projects were "sell outs" to their craft. Then Hollywood called and off I went, as did a number of my other acting companions over the years. We used to look down on soap operas, sitcoms, or commercials, but after a while we started throwing parties whenever we got cast in something like that. Cast in anything, really, because it was work, and money, and exposure, and it kept the lifestyle going a little longer.

Unlike most of my friends I actually became a star. That gave me a lot of power, for a time, to choose the kind of roles I played. Unfortunately I didn't always make the best choices, and that goes for my life off screen even more so.

I didn't start out being greedy, or materialistic, or terribly hedonistic, but that world can seduce you so easily. The parties, the pills and the pussy never seemed to end sometimes. I dated terrific women that I treated badly and married total bitches on impulse. I had a million "friends" but virtually no one I was really close to. It was so hard to tell whether someone was actually a friend or just hanging around to get a piece of the action.

What does this all have to do with me sucking two cocks at once in a porn film? Hell if I know, but I knew that I was really grateful for the second chance. The first time I was twenty one I would have looked down my nose at the idea of working in an adult film, but now I didn't give a shit. I was having fun. I was trying new things...like taking a big cock up my ass.

Actually the first part of my double penetration didn't involve my ass. The scene had shifted to my bedroom where handsome Reggie was stretched out on his back while I bent over him and sucked his prick. Meanwhile the actor playing my other partner, a dude named Frank in the movie, fucked me from behind. Touching two cocks at once had been kind of exciting, but actually having two of them inside me at the same time was even more thrilling.

I felt so full and connected and alive. I was this incredibly sexual creature that was built for pleasure and passion. The moans and squeals I was making were absolutely genuine. I was really getting hot and horny. The fact that I was getting paid to do this seemed almost too good to be true.

Later we got off the bed and moved to the floor where Frank lifted me up and I wrapped my legs around his back as his cock went up my snatch. Reggie got behind me and held my butt cheeks in his hand as he put his prick in my asshole and then we were off.

I had never felt so small and powerless in my life and it kind of turned me on. My whole body was wedged tightly between these two powerful studs, and my insides were wedged full of huge throbbing erections.

Jade knew that I wasn't experienced with anal so she made sure that both my ass and Reggie's cock were well lubed and instructed Reggie to take it easy. Honestly I'm sure he was trying to but it's kind of hard to control things when you're in a position like that. I kind of bounced and landed where I landed. Sometimes it was deeper in one hole than the other, and sometimes I got drilled pretty hard by both cocks, but I was all-in on the experience, both professionally and personally, so I didn't really care one way or the other.

"Oh, fuck! Oh, fucking God! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I wailed.

Those lines weren't scripted and I wasn't trying to impress anybody. I was just delirious and completely lost in what was happening to me. Jade must have liked what we were doing because she let the camera roll for a long time without making any instructions or calling for a change of camera angle.

"Oh, my God...yes...yes...mmmmmmm...yes," I whimpered as the two huge cocks inside me seemed to be getting bigger and harder.

"Oh, shit, I think I'm about to pop," Reggie suddenly announced.

"Okay, cut," called Jade.

"Do we have to?" I pleaded, which got a big round of laughter from the crew.

"Easy girl, there's plenty more where that came from," said Jade as I reluctantly climbed off of my naughty perch.

I honestly didn't want to stop, but my ass probably needed the break. I was pretty damn sore and even with all the lube it was quite a thing to have such a large object in your anus for the first time. One thing I was reasonably sure of was that it wouldn't be last, and probably not just on screen.


CHAPTER 12:

I can honestly say that the experience of making "Veronica's Awakening" was one of the best I'd ever had in the business. Some jobs you look back fondly on because you had a great part, or it was an important step forward for your career, or you really bonded with the cast and crew, but this was sort of all three and then some.

The veterans like Kayla and Jade couldn't have been nicer to me and everyone was so supportive. It was weird, at first, to be in an environment where nudity was taken so casually, but I had warmed up to that in no time. In a legit film nudity on the set was always such a big deal and required people standing around with robes and towels and covering up nipples with tape or hanging a sock on your dick. There was sort of a we know this is awful but it's important for the film kind of attitude. Here it was just convenient and no big deal to be naked. We weren't pretending like the nudity wasn't important. That's why people watched porn; to see naked people fucking. I had a good body and there really was no reason for me to be uncomfortable about people looking at it.

The time just flew by and I was honestly a little sad when we finally wrapped. I had seen some rough cuts of the stuff we had done and I had to say that I was pleasantly surprised and impressed by how good it looked. I was also really pleased by my performance, especially the sex scenes. I had expected to ace the dialogue parts but the fucking was new territory. I really looked like a woman in the throes of passion, largely because I was much of the time.

That was a real shocker. I knew that sex with men was bearable, having done a couple of one-night-stands going in, and putting out for the audition, but I was really surprised at how hot the sex could be when actually filming. In a way the exhibitionist nature of having an audience just made things more erotic for me. Sure, sometimes it got a little tedious, and sometimes the constant interruptions made it hard to get back into character, but on the whole I found that having big cocks inside me could be pretty darn pleasant.

I hadn't indulged in any kind of real social life outside the set, aside from the occasional lesbian romp with Kim, which we were both keeping casual and kind of low key. I enjoyed a glass of wine with dinner, or perhaps a drink when I got home, but I had avoided overdoing anything or partaking of any kind of drug. I found that I actually enjoyed working out, when I had the time. I had a hot body, and it was my current source of income, so I tried to keep it in top condition with a sensible diet and reasonable exercise.

It was hard for me to believe that this was really me. I really didn't have to worry about my body all that much because I was only going to have it for a year or two so I wasn't likely to fall apart that fast, but having reached middle age in my real life, and discovering how much of a toll too much partying can have you, I just felt like keeping it clean for a while. When I was originally twenty one I felt indestructible and like I was going to live forever but I sort of knew better this time around. Plus this porno stuff could be kind of hard work. There was a lot of physical activity involved in the job and some pretty long hours.

Sam kept gushing about how much they loved my performance, and how professional I was on the set, and how they wanted to sign me to a contract but we had to decide whether to wait until the film came out to see what kind of sales it did or whether we should strike while the iron was hot. I was actually pretty anxious to get back to work, and I liked the way I had been treated by that production company, but Sam told me to take a little break and mull things over.

I usually took Sam's advice when it came to business so Kim and I packed our bags and headed to a resort in Palm Springs to relax and take in some spa treatments. We agreed that it wasn't a date and that if either one of us got interested in someone else, male or female, that would be cool. We were just a couple of go with the flow kind of gals.

The spa was heavenly. I had no idea there were so many things that women could have done to their bodies that didn't involve sex. I was caked in mud and bathed in coconut milk. I lay on a heated marble bed and was exfoliated from head to toe. My body was stretched and massaged every which way possible and my skin was treated with the most amazing scented oils. I could picture Cleopatra going through these rituals with her handmaidens to serve her and thought that she might be a fun character to play someday, even if the Liz Taylor version had been kind of a muddled, over budget affair.

Hanging out at the pool was also a very interesting experience. I had a different bikini than the one I had worn in the movie and it covered me a little bit more and seemed like something I could actually swim in if I wanted to, but it was still plenty revealing and I enjoyed revealing what I had.

Had I been there as Alec Sampson I would have been recognized but being there as an anonymous beauty in a tiny bathing suit actually got me even more attention. It even got me a dinner date with a rather dashing fellow named Eric, who owned a couple of car dealerships in the area and liked to come to this resort for the golf packages.

"Based on your looks I'd guess that you were either an actress or a model, but that's a little too obvious so I'm going to go out on a limb and say that you're either an FBI agent or the CEO of a major tech firm," said Eric with a grin as we waited for our dinner to arrive.

"You were much closer with your first instinct. You should have gone with that," I replied.

"Ah, that's so often the case, isn't it?" he said taking a sip of his wine. "So what kind of acting and or modeling do you do and should I know who you are? I warn you, I'm not really up on my pop culture so don't take offensive if I haven't seen your work."

"No one has...yet. I just starred in my first adult film," I replied, taking a deeper sip of my own wine.

"So you're a porn star?"

"Yeah, that's what they call it."

"Wow, that's a movie I will definitely make a point of seeing."

"There's still time to slip out. The meal hasn't arrived yet."

"Oh, I'm not going anywhere. So is that a fun job or just a way to make a buck?"

"A little of both," I replied, feeling a bit relieved that the issue was out of the way. "I thought about telling you that I was a bank teller or something."

"Why? Porn star seems much more interesting," said Eric with a warm smile.

"Well, I'm new to the business so I'm not sure how people will react. Some people will probably be offended and some people will probably assume that I'm some kind of sex maniac."

"I wouldn't worry too much about how people react. If it's what you enjoy doing do it proudly. Everybody loves porn, even though they won't all admit it. It's your body, your life, I say do as you please and screw 'em if they don't like it. Or maybe that was the wrong choice of words," Eric said with a chuckle.

Dinner arrived about that time and we switched the conversation to more general topics like how hot it was, and how nice this hotel was, and so on. Long before we finished desert I knew that I wanted to go to bed with him.


CHAPTER 13:

"My God, I can honestly say that you're the most beautiful woman I've ever been with," said Eric as he lay on the bed in his room clad only in his boxers.

"I'll bet you say that to all the porn stars," I teased as I let him admire my naked body a little more before joining him on the bed.

"So is Kristy Wilde your real name or is that your stage name?" he asked once I was beside him and in his arms.

"Both."

"Really? I always thought porn stars made up their names."

"Some do. I didn't. This is me," I replied just before we began kissing.

Was this me? Wasn't I really a middle-aged man named Alec Sampson, whose name before that had been Alex Stanhoven? At the moment that didn't seem like me at all. I really felt like this 21-year-old girl, fresh off her first porn flick, and getting ready to fuck a handsome stranger.

Eric was handsome. Mid-thirties I would guess, but possibly a little older. Touch of gray in the temples. Nice tan that he didn't just get today. Pretty fit for a guy his age, but no bodybuilder or anything like that. He kind of reminded me of Don Draper from "Mad Men" but with a slightly different nose. I liked his easy-going vibe, and from the bulge in his shorts I had a feeling I might like his cock too.

"So what do you like to do Eric?" as asked as we nuzzled and fondled each other.

"Oh, the usual stuff. Gag a woman, then hogtie her to the bed and fuck in her in the ass with a cucumber while I stream live video of it to my mother. Just meat and potatoes stuff," he said with a straight face before we both broke out laughing.

"Well the gag and the hogtie I might go for but I'm not sure about the cucumber, and I think that's a strange way to introduce a girl to your mother," I joked.

"I'm guessing that if you do this sort of a thing for a living the last thing in the world you want is for someone to tell you what do to. It's lady's choice tonight, so have it and do whatever you want, and don't hesitate to tell me what you like."

That was a pretty darn cool thing to say, I thought. I never would have said that to a woman. If I had been asked that question I probably would have just told her to start sucking my dick, which actually seemed like a pretty good place to start so I pulled off his boxers and was treated to the sight of a rather nice hard on. It looked so good sticking straight up like a flagpole. I thought about climbing on it but I was also pretty intent on blowing him so I started with that.

I was shocked at how much I was really beginning to enjoy giving head. That had been such a stumbling block for me when I was first contemplating the idea of becoming a female porn star. It seemed so humbling, I guess you could say. Totally emasculating to a real man. That seemed so silly now. It was just another sex act. There was no reason to attach any sort of extra significance to it. Now when I saw a cock sticking out it seemed only natural to want to suck it. It didn't directly stimulate me, like getting fucked did, but it was powerfully stimulating to my brain to have that hard heat sliding across my lips and tongue.

I was still learning, and had a lot to learn, but I was eager to please and happy to show my happiness. I couldn't deep throat like a pro yet, but fortunately I hadn't had to for my first film. I decided to see how much of Eric I could take down my throat but I kind of backed off when I felt like I was going to gag. I was going to need some work on that I figured.

"Oh, wow...Jesus...fuck...wow," Eric moaned with delight.

It was kind of funny to hear a man's real reaction after having worked primarily from a script but it sounded sincere, which was the main thing. Actually I think a lot of men are probably influenced greatly by porn in the way they act in bed. Why wouldn't they be? Porn was everywhere and it was the way so many people learned about sex. Why wouldn't you think that was the way everyone always did it?

After blowing him for a while I decided it was time to take the ride I had been thinking about so I straddled his hips and let myself down on his pulsating rod. It felt so good as I slid down slowly and then pushed myself back up again. I started touching my breasts as I rode him a little faster and the look on his face was worth the price of admission. I didn't want to think of myself as anything special but when I put myself in his place I could see how this might be kind of a big deal for him. He probably wasn't old enough to be my father, but I was definitely much younger, which was always a plus. I had incredibly nice tits, which was also always a plus, even if that wasn't a man's main point of interest. I was a super easy lay, having gone straight from dinner to his bedroom without much seduction involved, and I was a porn star on top of it all. If I were him I'd probably either think that this was a wet dream come true or that I was being set up to be robbed or something. That thought actually made me laugh.

"What's so funny?" Eric asked a little suspiciously.

"Nothing really. I was just wondering what you were thinking," I replied.

Eric suddenly grabbed me and pulled me down on his chest so that he could kiss me.

"I was thinking that you were too far away from my lips," he said before kissing me again.

We stayed that way for a while, kissing on the lips and neck, and Eric managed to get his hands on my breasts. He also started thrusting with more vigor instead of letting me do all the work and I liked the way we were switching gears.

"Thank God nobody's going to call cut," I said dreamily as I felt myself drifting into a wonderful state of bliss. "Unless your mother's hiding in the closet or something."

"Man, that could be a real erection killing thing to say but I'm so horny I don't think anything could stop me now," Eric said jokingly.

"Good, because I don't want you to stop. I want you to fuck me, and fuck me, and fuck me all night long," I purred.

And that's exactly what we did.


CHAPTER 14:

After such a long night of sex we got kind of a late start in the morning, and I hated to break off with Eric but I needed to catch up with Kim and see what her plans were. Eric was going to be playing golf most of the day anyway but we agreed to meet for dinner again.

When I got back to the room Kim was lying on the bed watching television. Apparently she had bumped into an old friend she hadn't seen in ages and they spent most of the night talking.

"Just...talking?" I asked knowingly.

"Yes, just talking. Lesbians can have female friends they don't have sex with, you know," Kim replied.

"I don't," I replied with a grin as I jumped on the bed next to her. "And I'm not even a lesbian."

Then I told her all about my date with Eric, and that I was seeing him again tonight. She seemed cool with it, and happy that I had enjoyed myself. I felt bad about ditching her again but Kim just laughed and said that she'd be fine.

It was nice, just kind of chilling out on the bed while Kim channeled surfed. Sometimes she'd land on something dumb and we'd laugh at it, or make rude comments, but all of a sudden she stopped on something all too familiar. It was an episode of my first hit TV show, something called "The Hammer," where I played this ultra-cool PI named Nick Hammer, who rode a motorcycle and had a black belt in Karate. I had actually had to become a martial arts master for that part, even though a stunt man was used for some of the fight scenes for insurance purposes.

"Oh, God, turn that off," I moaned in mock disgust.

"Why? You don't like Alec Sampson?" said Kim.

"He's not my favorite," I replied uncomfortably.

"I think he's hot, especially in his earlier stuff like this. I loved how his hair was always perfect when he pulled off his helmet after a long motorcycle chase," Kim said with a laugh. "I would have fucked him."

And he would have fucked you, baby, I thought as I finally persuaded her to look for something else. He would have fucked you and never given you a second thought. Hell, he'd be fucking you right now if he were in bed next to you instead of me.

It was embarrassing to see my male self, but also flattering that Kim found him physically attractive. Looking at my younger male image through my current female eyes I could see why so many women fell for that. It was all so carefully packaged. I did have great hair, and I was in peak physical condition. Nick Hammer was smooth with the ladies and tough on criminals and wore some really tight leather pants on that motorcycle. A lot of people who saw that show had a hard time differentiating between me and the character I played. That sort of thing happened a lot in show business. It's a sign that you're doing your job well but it can complicate your personal life when you're not working from a script.

I had a feeling that if I stayed in the porn business long enough to become well-known it would probably have a pretty big impact on my personal life. Just telling Eric that I had been in a porn flick had obviously impressed and excited him, even though he hadn't seen the movie. Just the idea that I did something like that for a living made me sort of an exotic creature. Once in a while a woman would tell me that she had masturbated to my picture, or while watching some scene I was in, but as a porn star I'd probably be hearing that a lot more in the future.

People would probably assume that I was some kind of sex-crazed slut who loved sucking cock and taking it up the ass, but I wondered how wrong they'd be. The first couple of lays I'd had before my audition were essentially test drives to see how I'd react to being boned by a man. It was basically research for the part I would be playing. And in the movie I was doing whatever my character was supposed to be doing, but last night I was doing what I really wanted to do, and that was pretty much behaving like a sex-crazed slut.

When Eric started flirting with me by the pool I could feel myself getting excited, a feeling that only intensified during our dinner date. By the time his dick popped out of his shorts I was practically obsessed with the idea of sucking it.

It sort of seemed to me like I had the same kind of sex drive that I always had as a man and if anything it was even stronger than before. I didn't need to be impressed by Eric or to make him work for it, I wanted to get my rocks off as badly as he did, so we both just hit the sheets at our earliest convenience.

I liked the way sex felt in this new body. It seemed more completely fulfilling and stimulating the way so many parts of my body felt like little sex organs. My lips, my neck, my nipples, my earlobes, even my inner thigh seemed to be wired into some central pleasure mechanism that sent shockwaves of delight rippling throughout my entire body.

Another difference for me was how much more focused I was on pleasing my partner. I know I've made myself sound pretty shitty as a man, and I wasn't always a totally selfish pig, especially if I was with someone I really cared about, but in general my casual lays were more about me getting off than anything else. I didn't feel that way at all as Kristy. I seemed to delight in giving pleasure as much, or even more, than I did receiving it, and in the process received more than enough.

It was early days, and I didn't have much experience, but there seemed to be something kind of wonderful about having the pragmatic maturity of a 50-year-old man packed in the luscious body of a 21-year-old woman.

The fact that I was pleasuring men didn't seem to be as big of a deal as I thought it would. The knowledge of my true gender was always there in the back of my mind, and I could call on that if I wanted to think about what a man might like in a given situation, but generally speaking it wasn't an issue. I could look at a man and size him up and judge him physically as easily as I could a woman. Obviously whatever Doc Bradley did stuck enough female DNA inside me to make me at least partially female in my chemistry. He had mentioned something about hormones, but as I said, I really didn't understand the details of the process all that well. It's like when I sent my car out o be serviced I didn't need a detailed explanation of what they did to fix it, I just wanted my car to work.

I suppose in a way I was sort of a hybrid human of some kind. A young woman built on the frame of a middle-aged man. In any case it seemed to be working for me just fine at the moment so I wasn't going to rock the boat.


CHAPTER 15:

I hooked up with Eric a couple of more times before he had to head back to work and each time was pretty delightful. We even played golf together, although I had to rent some clubs, and found that while I couldn't hit the ball nearly as far as I could as a man, my touch around the greens was pretty solid. I did find that my tits kind of got in the way of my swing sometimes so I had to adjust a bit as we went along.

He was pleasant company, and a good lover, and when we parted I wondered if we'd ever see each other again. He was the first man I had made love to more than once, outside of working in the movie, and I really enjoyed our little vacation fling.

Then it was back to work, only now that meant doing publicity for the film, and taking lessons to learn how to be a stripper. Apparently doing "featured dancing" at strip clubs was a very lucrative revenue stream for porn stars, and if I started to make a name for myself on screen I could probably make some serious bank shaking my booty on stage.

I was actually anxious to get back to shooting porn, and after some heavy duty negotiating, Sam landed me a pretty sweet deal to continue working with the company I already knew and liked. Porn star money wasn't anywhere near what legit star money was, at least just for the filmmaking part of the equation, but it was going to be steady and give me a platform to build my name into a brand that would hopefully lead to lucrative product endorsements, dancing engagements and other personal appearances, and numerous other ways of generating cash.

That led to my entourage gaining a new member as Cassie, the computer nerd, came onboard as my social media coordinator. I'm sure I had some kind of web page or something as Alec Sampson but that was always done through the studio or my marketing firm or something and I really didn't have anything to do with it. This was going to be a little more grassroots in nature and involved me taking a lot of pictures in skimpy clothing and bathing suits and posting updates on all the exciting things I was doing.

Cassie was a little shy, but she seemed to know her stuff, and I had a feeling that underneath her glasses and "I don't give a shit about my looks" look there was probably a pretty cute girl hiding. In any case it was fun adding another lady to my retinue and the three of us seemed to get along like gangbusters.

Looks matter to a movie star but they're pretty much everything to an adult entertainer. I was used to sitting in the chair having my makeup applied on the set but cosmetics were a big part of my everyday life now. It was a drag, because I had gotten pretty lazy about my appearance in recent years, and since I wasn't working much it wasn't that important, although I did always hate those tabloid pictures of me coming out of a Starbucks or something looking like death warmed over. It didn't help that the picture usually had some kind of headline like "Aging Star Has Only Six Months to Live" or something equally annoying.

My next acting gig saw me playing the new girl in an all girl's academy, which meant I'd be wearing one of those super sexy uniforms that always tend to get men hot. It was kind of a reprise of my first role in the sense that I was shy, at first, and warmed up to the sexual hijacks that went on at this especially naughty school. The script wasn't as good, and the director was a man, which probably put a little more of a male-centric spin on everything, but I still had a blast. Here's an example of the sort of stuff I had to do:

[ME] "Do all the new girls have to do this?"

[TOUGH GIRL] "Of course, sweetie. We have to know that you're one of us."

[ME] "But it's kind of embarrassing."

[TOUGH GIRL] "Don't be silly. We're all girls here. You haven't got anything we haven't got you know."

[ME] "But I've never used one of these things before."

[TOUGH GIRL] "Jesus, what a little hick. Trust me, you'll love it."

[ME] "Well...okay...I guess."

This scene was played in a dorm room and I was on a bed surrounded by a number of my fellow students. What they wanted me to do was masturbate in front of them with a huge dildo so that's what happened next. Of course once the thing was inside me I started to really got off on it and that turns the other girls on and soon there's a full blown lesbian orgy. Not the most original concept, perhaps, but the scene was incredibly fun to shoot and I know that Kim was probably fingering herself somewhere off in a corner, wishing she could join in.

There's just something different about fucking a girl when you're a girl. It's hard to put my finger on it, but it's different. There's something about all that soft skin and prettiness and I don't know...girlishness, that makes it all seem more like innocent fun, even when it's the most wicked sex imaginable.

I had done the DP with two guys in my first film but this was my first experience with a larger group of partners and it took some time to shoot, with all the boobs and pussy to manipulate. At one point I had four girls on me as one fucked me with the dildo, one sat on my face, and two more sucked on my nipples. I was so wet I was actually a little embarrassed but nobody seemed to mind or think that I was being unprofessional by getting so turned on. That was just me, I couldn't help it. Even if it was just a paying job, and all choreographed by a director who moved us around like chess pieces on a board, all that action just made me hot.

Not that the sex with men scenes didn't also getting my juices flowing, creative and bodily. I got fucked for the first time by a guy I recognized from other videos, which was kind of bizarre, and I got spanked in one scene, which was also a first. I was being "disciplined" by a teacher (again not a terribly original concept) and I ended up bent over his desk while he pulled my panties down and gave my bottom a pretty good whacking. I told him not to hold back and that I wanted my reaction to be genuine, and he did as I requested, which resulted in my actually ending up on the verge of tears, but I think it was great for the part.

Of course once he finished spanking me he pulled down his pants and gave me a serious fucking, which also almost brought me to tears but of a very different kind. As I was bent over that desk, in my cute little outfit with my boobs spilling out of my top, feeling a man's balls slapping up against my freshly spanked ass, I wondered what it would have been like to have been born a girl and grown up female. Probably not exactly as was being portrayed in this movie, but I wondered what kind of path I would have traveled.

It would have meant different friends, different interests, different family dynamic and certainly different romantic relationships. Would I have still gotten the acting bug or would be married to some stock broker or something with a kid on the way?

I remembered high school drama class very fondly. The girls greatly outnumbered the boys and most them were gay, even if they weren't totally aware of it yet. That left me the rooster in the hen house and I think I took the virginity of at least half a dozen of the girls in that class. I wondered what it would have been like to be one of the hens instead. Would I have been promiscuous and sexually active as a teen? Probably not. Girls were just raised differently. My mother would probably have terrified me with the fear that I'd get knocked up at 16 and ruin my life or something.

And as for porn it's hard to imagine having chosen this life as a young woman with acting ambitions. My reputation would have been at stake, and my future in the industry marred by my association with this kind of work. All of the things that I didn't need to worry about in my situation. Whatever I did, onscreen or off, would never come back to haunt me because there would be no me in the very near future. I was playing with house chips and ready to push them all in because I had nothing to lose.

Then I turned my attention back to the big cock thrusting inside me and thought what a wonderful way to make a living.


CHAPTER 16:

It was around the time of my third or fourth porn film when things really started to jump for me. "Veronica's Awakening" had made a shitload of money and also been critically acclaimed, as far as those things go in that business. The real capper was that I was nominated for an AVN Award as "Best New Starlet." The Adult Video News Awards were basically the porn equivalent of the Oscars and it felt really exciting to be honored with a nomination for my very first effort. There were a number of other nominees from the film so I'd have plenty of company when we all traveled to Las Vegas for the ceremony.

As I mentioned before I had been nominated for the Academy Award but had never won it, so this should have seemed like kind of small potatoes, but I was actually full of happiness and excitement to be part of that experience.

It wasn't all just going to be awards and parties as this was part of the huge porn convention known as the AVN Adult Entertainment Expo so I'd be doing a lot of promotional work for the company and the various films I had appeared in so far.

The convention was a four day event, with the first two an industry only affair, and the final evening highlighted by the awards presentation. In between the fans were there to take pictures and get autographs and buy things. Kim came along to keep me looking beautiful, and Cassie came along to take lots of pictures for the web, and just on a whim I even invited Eric, my lover from Palm Springs, to come along as my date for the awards show. We had kept in touch, a little, since that vacation, but my schedule was pretty crazy and I wasn't really sure if I wanted to turn that tryst into some big thing but I thought he might get a kick out of going to a porno shindig like this and he happily accepted my invitation, although he wouldn't be joining me until near the end of the four day event.

The trade show portion of the deal is pretty much like any other trade show, where companies have booths set up to promote their goods and services, and people wander around from display to display. The big difference was that there were scantily clad porn starlets everywhere and loud music blasting most of the time.

I had grown very weary of the whole star thing as Alex Sampson, and preferred not to be recognized in public most of the time, but as Kristy Wilde it was kind of fun and exciting again. It was also strangely intimate because of what I was being recognized for. I realized that most of the people milling around the convention floor probably knew what my pussy looked like. And people weren't shy about bringing it up either:

"Oh, man! You've got the best tits in porn!"

"I love the way you suck cock. It just looks so sensual."

"You always look like you love doing anal. Is that your favorite?"

"I can't wait to see you do your first interracial scene. I can just picture you bouncing around on some BBC."

It was a porn convention. People were here to talk about porn. If I were here selling farm equipment people would be talking to me about combine harvesters or something. I had already been interacting with my fans somewhat since I started dancing in clubs, but this was kind of different. There was a long line of people, mostly guys, waiting to have their picture taken with me or get my autograph. We did a lot of dancing for the cameras too, or bent over and showed our cleavage or shook our asses. One company even had a couple of stripper poles as part of their booth, but I was glad that we didn't, as pole work was something I still wasn't very comfortable with yet.

The whole dancing in clubs thing was both fun and profitable but it was also pretty taxing as I had to fly all over the place for a one night appearance somewhere and then be back on the set and ready to fuck. Thank goodness I had the stamina of a 21-year-old and not just the external features.

When Eric finally arrived I was thrilled to see him and he looked like a kid in a candy store wandering around the various booths gawking at all the fabulous skin on display. I couldn't blame him. It was a pretty crazy atmosphere.

When we were finally alone in my room I just threw my arms around him and we started kissing passionately as we tore off each other's clothes. I didn't have much to remove so he got me naked pretty fast, which was fine with me. I was surprised at how much I wanted him, but he was still pretty much the only man I'd had any sort of a real relationship with so far. I had gone out with a couple of the guys I had worked with, including the incredibly handsome Peter Masters, who had popped my anal cherry back in my first film, but those had all been pretty casual situations. I was honestly just too busy to be dating all that much.

"You know, I've seen all of your movies, or does that make me sound like too much of a fan boy?" Eric grinned as I tugged off his pants.

"I'm flattered. And this is the right place for a fan boy anyway," I replied as I next pulled down his shorts.

"Although I've got to say it's a little intimidating actually watching you with all of those guys you work with."

"It's not a competition, darling. I fuck them because it's my job. I fuck you because it's my pleasure," I said just before putting his hard prick in my mouth.

Of course my job could also be pleasurable, but it wasn't quite the same thing. I didn't know Eric well enough to consider him my boyfriend, but I did think of him as my lover. Perhaps because I had been female for so short a time and had dated so little I put more importance on the emotional side of being with him but I found that I really craved that. Sex for money or for the sake of having sex was fantastic, but I felt something more deeply personal about making love with Eric.

I knew that I was probably just an exciting little fling for him; something to brag about to his buddies, but I didn't mind. He always made me feel so good when I was around him and it almost seemed like we had known each other for ages, even though we barely knew each other at all. I guess he was the sort of guy I could see myself hanging out with when I was a man. Someone I'd play golf with and grab a drink with afterwards. He was laid back and successful in something that had nothing to do with show business. The Hollywood crowd could get so tiresome. Every conversation was about the business in some way. Everybody was always pitching something, or tearing somebody down, or trying to stroke someone's ego. Eric didn't even talk about cars all that much, but I wouldn't have minded if he did.

As I looked up at him while I continued to suck his cock I realized what a simple thing sex was and what a complicated thing relationships were. When you were just fucking somebody everything was good, as long as the sex was reasonably good. Even with my ex-wives everything was fine while we were just dating as an excuse to end up screwing. It was only when the sex became stale that we realized that we didn't really like each other all that much. I suppose that's only logical. Physical attraction is no guarantee of lasting compatibility. There were a thousand guys down in that convention hall that would have happily bent me over a table and fucked my brains out purely because they liked the way I looked, but of course how often had I as a man entered into a relationship with a woman for no better reason than that?

Yet strangely I felt myself kind of yearning for something deeper. I guess I wanted some kind of romance in my life, for lack of a better word. Eric just happened to be the guy I had more than a one-night-stand with, but I found myself thinking about him from time to time, and when I needed a date for this awards show he was the first person I thought of.

When he took me over to the bed and gently placed me on my back I happily opened my legs and received him. I had fucked better looking men, younger men, men with bigger cocks, but I liked the way we fit together. I liked feeling his hot breath on my neck and the little grunts he made when he was working up a sweat. I liked his manly smell and the way he looked at me when his cock was inside me.

"So do you like me because of what I do for a living or in spite of it?" I asked.

"Are those my only two choices? Can't I just like you for who you are and how you make me feel? he replied.

"Yeah, that works for me. That works really well for me actually."


CHAPTER 17:

The red carpet at awards shows and premieres and whatnot often to brought out some pretty revealing attire at even the most respectable events but at the AVN Awards you tended to see some very racy outfits. I had thought about wearing something a bit more conservative but Kim talked me into going full porn star chic so my body may have been somewhat covered but it was also very exposed in all the key places. It was kind of my first bikini experience all over again, although I had definitely had a lot more material to work with in my gown. There was no way to wear either a bra or panties in that thing so I knew I was probably going to be flashing a little beaver somewhere along the line and shaved accordingly.

It felt a little funny to be dressed like that next to Eric, but I was hardly the only one there showing off the goods. It was a porn awards show and they screened explicit hardcore clips so the whole audience was going to see me in action when my category came up.

Now in Hollywood everybody acts like they don't care about awards yet most people would push their grandmother in front of an oncoming bus to win one. It's fashionable to say that acting isn't a competition but really that's all it ever is. Whether you're standing in line for hours at a "cattle call" or your high powered agent has gotten you a private reading you know you're just one of many actors being considered for the part. And when you're working you're worried about somebody else "stealing" the picture from you with their performance. Hell, you're even competing with yourself and the memory of your past work sometimes, especially if you're stepping out of your familiar character type. I wanted to win, and I'm guessing so did all the other bitches there that night.

"And the winner is...(and yes, they still say 'the winner is' not 'the award goes to' at AVN)...Kristy Wilde!"

I think I was in shock for a minute then it hit me and I grabbed Eric and planted a huge kiss on his lips. I practically ran up the steps, which I'm sure gave everyone a nice look at my bare snatch, and then tried to remember the speech I had prepared, just in case.

I thanked everyone, and tried not to cry, and pumped my fist in the air and probably sounded like a babbling idiot but it didn't matter. I felt so welcomed and loved and appreciated by my new filmmaking community and I couldn't recall the last time I felt so happy and thrilled.

Jenna Jameson, Ginger Lynn, and a whole bunch of other porn legends had won this award. So had Jade James, who picked up the trophy for Best Director for "Veronica's Awakening," which also won Movie of the Year. We lost for Best Double-Penetration Sex Scene, but as they say, it was an honor just to be nominated.

On the whole it was a great night for "Veronica's Awakening" and the after party was pretty wild. It was just great to have that group of people together again, especially when it was for such a happy occasion.

I almost didn't recognize Cassie since Kim had given her a total makeover for the event, and apparently that wasn't all Kim was giving her as I noticed them kissing rather fervently off in a corner of the room. Well good for them, I thought. Why should I be the one having all the fun?

Knowing my weakness for alcohol I had managed to avoid getting really drunk since becoming a woman but I probably had a little too much that night, or maybe I just felt that way from the buzz of excitement. Eric seemed genuinely pleased for me, but a little overwhelmed by the atmosphere. He was not a show business animal, and definitely not part of the porn community, so it all probably seemed a little strange to him.

I think there might have been a side of me that wanted to shock him when I invited him to be my date for this thing, but somewhere along the line I realized that probably wasn't possible, and really wasn't a very good idea. Eric was a good sport, and he could hold his liquor, and he was just so cool and laid back, sort of taking everything in without trying to impose himself. He was probably out of his comfort zone but he certainly didn't show it. I really respected that.

"I hope that party wasn't too crazy for you," I said when we were back in the room and getting undressed.

"No, I remember what crazy parties were like back in college," he replied. "Only the women didn't all look quite that stunning back then."

"Oh, I'm sure you had a lot of hot co-eds and sorority girls hanging around you."

"I was a bit overweight back then, and I had this kind of crappy beard that never grew in right," he said with a laugh.

"So you're a late bloomer I guess. That bodes well for the future."

I'm not sure why I said that but I hoped he didn't take it as a sign that I was trying to tie him up to some big commitment. I wasn't sure that we had any future together, although the idea sounded very appealing at the moment.

"What made you decide to do this sort of thing for a living? Don't get me wrong, I'm not complaining or judging or anything, but I can imagine that it's not the easiest decision in the world to make. A lot of women wouldn't have the confidence to hang it all out there like that."

I hadn't ever really thought of it like that, but he was probably right. Hell, it took a lot of confidence just to wear this dress knowing that there would be a million photographers there and that the show was going to be on cable television. I'm sure my bald pussy got plenty of coverage from the media even if it got very little from my dress.

"And while I'm not an expert on acting by any means, and I'm not just trying to butter you up, from what I've seen of your movies you've really got a lot of talent beyond the obvious physical charms," Eric continued as he sat on the bed and waited for me to join him.

"Well let's just say a really good opportunity came along and I took it," I told him as I sat beside him on the foot of the bed. "I'm not looking very far down the road, you know. Right now I'm having fun, and I'm making good money, and I've even got an award for my efforts. And I've got a pretty terrific guy to share this moment with. Things could be a lot worse."

With that I climbed onto his lap and lowered myself down backwards on his very erect member. As much fun as the party had been I had actually been pretty anxious to feel his cock inside me again. I was really growing to like his company more and more and I just felt so good when we were connected like this.

"Maybe I'm an idiot to ask this but...why me?" Eric suddenly inquired. "I mean, I'm obviously a lot older than you are, and I'm not any kind of a celebrity, and you could have any man in the world you wanted."

"Baby, does it really matter?" I said over my shoulder. "I just like feeling you inside me. Isn't that enough for now?"

"It's more than enough," he replied as he cupped my breasts and I began to grind my shaved muff on his pelvis.

So much had happened to me so quickly since I became a woman that it was hard to believe that it was all real. Things had gone so much better than I had expected. Becoming female had been such an eye-opener, and such a daunting task on so many levels, but I thought I was handling things remarkably well. If I hadn't lived my other life and gained the wisdom of all of that prior experience I'd probably be in trouble. The same temptations that had always been there only seemed amplified in this adult entertainment world, but I knew better than to let myself fall into that same trap again.

I don't know how many other 21-year-old girls in a similar situation would show as much restraint, but of course I was also a middle-aged man who had been down this road before. But it wasn't all just my male brain speaking to me either. I was really forging a whole new identity and I liked who I was becoming. In a lot of ways I didn't have to try to be a better person, I just was. I was definitely more sensitive to other people's feelings and less wrapped up in my own ego trip. I found it easier to be nice to people and I was so much more gentle, and giving, and caring.

And even though I had this new softer side to my personality it didn't make me some kind of pushover, especially where my work was concerned. I was just as ambitious and career motivated as ever and didn't hesitate to suggest changes on the set if I thought it would make the scene better. I just did it with a sweet tone of voice and a smile on my face instead of throwing a tantrum and storming around cursing at everybody.

When I felt Eric starting to cum inside me I was momentarily surprised because I really hadn't been riding him all that long, but then I realized that I was kind of spoiled by all the professional cocks I had been with and Eric was just a civilian. Usually his stamina was pretty good, but he was only human and after such a sexually charged evening it was no wonder that he needed to pop quicker than normal.

It actually worked out great because after we kissed and cuddled for a bit he got his face down between my legs and took advantage of my clean gash to give me an incredibly awesome pussy licking that had me creaming in no time while I squirmed all over the bed. I don't think AVN had an award for Best Cunnilingus but Eric would have gotten my vote for his performance that night.


CHAPTER 18:

"I can't believe it's been a year and a half already. The time has just flown by," I said to Sam one afternoon as we sat in his office going over some potential product endorsements.

"Closer to two years I think," Sam reminded me.

"Shit, that's right. I really have lost track of the time," I said with a laugh. "I'm so busy sometimes I can't remember what day of the week it is."

"Maybe you should slow down a little, take a break. Maybe go on a vacation with that nice boyfriend of yours," Sam suggested.

"He's not my boyfriend, exactly, he's just a guy I go out with."

"So go out with him to a beach somewhere for a couple of weeks and relax. It would do you good. You can afford to take some time off. The money is good and it's getting better all the time."

Sam was right that I probably could use a vacation. Between my shooting schedule, and dancing at clubs and doing other public appearances, and my workout routine, and providing content for my web presence I had been pushing myself pretty hard. And Eric had become a bigger part of my life, although I wasn't sure exactly how to classify him. He was busy expanding his car dealership empire so making our schedules work was never easy. We didn't have any kind of rules or commitment and saw other people, but whenever we did get together it was always wonderful. It didn't seem to matter how long we had been parted we always just picked right up where we had left off.

"You know, you haven't asked me about how much longer you're going to have to do this before you change back," Sam pointed out as our meeting was winding down.

"I've got way too much on my plate to even think about that now," I replied.

"Two years is a long time. After a while people are just going to start to forget about Alec Sampson."

God knows I was forgetting about him more and more. And when I did think about him the thought of going back to that life seemed less and less appealing. I was just doing so well as Kristy. I was working my ass off, but I enjoyed that. I seemed to enjoy almost everything these days. Even the constant medical examinations and blood tests were just a routine now like going to the store to pick up bread and milk or something.

I was becoming famous but it was a different kind of famous. When you're on a hit TV show millions of people recognize you wherever you go, but being a porn star meant playing to a more selective audience. Even if someone thought they recognized me on the street they were less likely to go up and say anything, especially if they were with their wife or a date or something. At a strip club or a convention they wouldn't hesitate to approach me but that was what I was there for and it didn't intrude on my personal life.

Sam had been keeping me on a reasonable budget, my "allowance" I called it, but he really didn't have to. I was surprisingly capable of exercising fiscal restraint on my own and had no expensive vices, aside from shopping. My apartment suited me just fine, especially since I wasn't there all that much anyway, so I preferred to have my money working for me in investments rather than blowing through every penny as soon as I got my hands on it.

I was also starting to exercise more creative control over my work, migrating away from the shy teen and innocent schoolgirl parts. I even came up with an idea for a movie that would let me use my martial arts and motorcycle riding skills. It was a blast playing a badass bitch, and I think I looked even better in tight leather pants than I did back in my Nick Hammer days.

I had gotten a co-author screenwriting credit and started fooling around with more ideas that I thought might be developed into good stories, which just took up even more of my time. I could see how starting my own production company someday might not be a bad idea. I liked what I was doing now but I could see how some of the plots could be stronger and I liked the idea of creating roles that I especially wanted to play.

It was kind of sad to think about but it appeared that Alec Sampson wasn't being missed too much. Checks were being sent to people I owed money to and job offers weren't exactly pouring in, especially since it had gotten around that I was in rehab somewhere. I had sold my house, which was pretty heavily mortgaged anyway, but that had helped with my tax problems so I didn't need to employ a staff of people to maintain the place in my absence, and nobody was going to just drop by to see how I was doing.

Eventually I'd have to go back to that life, but I could get by on a much more modest income these days so I could find some place reasonable to live. And then I'd have to look for some kind of project to serve as my comeback vehicle. Something to show that I was still alive and healthy and cleaned up and ready to work again.

In some ways that was even sadder to think about than the fact that nobody missed the old me very much. It made me wonder who would really care if Alec Sampson just fell off the face of the earth. At least it didn't appear that there was any reason to rush back to the old self. That was fine with me. I was in no hurry to give up being Kristy Wilde.

I did take Sam's advice and managed to schedule a week with Eric at a beachfront resort in Cancun, Mexico. I was impressed when I discovered that Eric spoke Spanish fluently, since I pretty much tapped out my Spanish vocabulary with "taco" and "burrito." Cancun was such a touristy place anyway that pretty much everyone spoke English but it was kind of hot when he broke out his Spanish and made it sound like a native.

It was the longest time we had spent together, which made me a little nervous, but we just clicked. We didn't run out of things to talk about or things to do, and the sex was nowhere near getting stale.

It was kind of funny but he was about 15 years older than me as Kristy, and I was about 15 years older than he was as Alec. There were times where I had to catch myself when he'd make some comment about something being before my time and I'd actually remember it perfectly well, or the opposite when I was about to let something slip out that would have given away my true age.

I wondered what my "true age" really was. I looked like a now 23-year-old woman, and I felt like one, but my brain had been functioning on this planet for well over 50 years. Was I really as young as I felt and would I ever want to give that up?

"So how come a catch like you has never gotten hooked into marriage?" I asked one late afternoon as we were strolling along a sandy beach as the sun was going down, painting the sky a vivid shade of orange and red and yellow.

"Who said I hadn't?" he replied.

"You're not married now are you?"

"No, it was a long time ago. Girl I met in college. Didn't last long."

"So she caught you cheating," I teased.

"No, actually she decided to become a lesbian, or realized that she was one, or however that works. It was my own fault, really. I knew that she had experimented with that in college and the idea of her with another woman just kind of drove me crazy, and I pushed her for us to try a three-way."

"Now this is getting really interesting," I said with a grin. "I thought I was the adventurous one."

"Well, she finally gave in and invited one of her old sorority sisters over, and we had incredible sex. It was so good that we started making it more of a regular thing. Then one day she and her old buddy decided that my cock was kind of unnecessary baggage and they decided to go live together," said Eric with a shrug. "I just couldn't compete with that pussy I guess."

"Well, baby, if you ever want to try a three-way again I can make that happen, and I promise you I won't dump you afterwards. I like being with other girls but I'd never consider cock unnecessary baggage...especially yours," I said as I let my hand slip down to his crotch.

"So are you bi-sexual or just gay for pay?" he asked.

"Where did you pick that up?" I said with a laugh.

"Oh, I heard someone say it at AVN and thought it was an amusing expression."

"I'm not big on labels but I guess you'd say I was bi since I do have sex with girls sometimes just for fun. Not very often, really, but I wouldn't turn down the chance to have sex with a hot bitch if I was in the mood."

"I'll keep that in mind, but I'm not as young as I was back then. I'm not sure I could keep two girls entertained these days."

"I'm sure you wouldn't have any trouble with that, old man, but girls are pretty resourceful when it comes to sex so you could always take a break and just watch if you needed a little breather," I joked.

"I might take you up on that offer someday, but for right now I just want to concentrate all of my energy on you," said Eric as he took me in his arms and kissed me.

I felt his hardness pressing up against my leg through his swim trunks and slipped my hand down his pants.

"Do you mind if I jack you off right here on the beach?" I asked sweetly as I began to stroke him without waiting for his answer.

"It sounds like it might be kind of messy but I don't think there's any way I could say no now," he replied.

"Well you've made me cum in my pants before so I guess turnabout is fair play."

I stroked his manhood vigorously as we continued to stand and kiss against the backdrop of the fading sun and the sound of the surf lapping at the shore. It was a pretty secluded spot and I doubted that anyone could see us but I resisted the temptation to pull his pants down and blow him. That could wait until later. At the moment I had to content myself with giving him a semi-public hand job, although I did pull my bikini top aside so that I could press my bare tits up against his chest.

When he started to cum I tried to cap him with my hand and got as much of his sticky goodness in my palm as I could. That would hopefully make him a little less uncomfortable walking back to the hotel and give me the pleasure of seeing his expression as I licked his jizz from my hand. Tasting a man's cum was another one of those things that had gone from my worst nightmare to a source of delight, especially when it was Eric's cum, which I found to be particularly tasty for some reason.

"You know what the best part of being with a porn star like you is?" asked Eric.

"No, what?"

"Pretty much everything," he replied with a grin as he scooped me up in his arms and literally carried me all the way back to our room.


CHAPTER 19:

As time continued to fly by I found myself completely enthralled with the life I was living. I knew I was one lucky son-of-a-bitch, or just bitch at any rate, because I had already built one very successful show business career as a man and now I seemed to be building a new one as a woman. A different kind of success in a different part of show business, but I was good at what I did and people seemed to like watching me do it.

Yes, I realized that my current success was due largely to the medical skills of some whacky guy in Brentwood and my extremely terrific agent, but I still had to get out there and do the work. And yes, I realized that my work involved allowing myself to be sexually objectified so that a lot of horny men could jack off to their fantasies of me, but so what? People needed to get off and I saw no shame in helping them along.

And no matter how good I was in a role, or how good the movie might actually be, I was always going to be dismissed in Hollywood as just some bimbo who fucked for money. When I dated porn stars, as a still major Hollywood figure, it was basically like wearing an expensive watch or rolling up to work in a new sports car. It was something trendy to show off. It made me seem "hip" and "edgy" and shit like that. Nobody took those relationships seriously, least of all me. It was a good way to get publicity when your last film hadn't done so well at the box office.

I didn't think that Eric felt that way about me, partly because he never showed any sign of that kind of behavior, and partly because he wasn't part of that whole Hollywood crowd. He didn't especially try to show me off but he didn't go out of his way to hide me either. I even did a couple of commercials for his car dealerships but there was nothing to suggest my other career about them. It was a little strange, being so close emotionally, yet keeping our distance much of the time but it seemed to be working so what the fuck. It was definitely a matter of quality time over quantity.

"So what would it take to make Alec Sampson just...go away?" I asked Sam at one of our regular business meetings.

"Has he been bothering you too?" Sam joked.

"Yeah, in a way. He bothers me because he's still lurking over my shoulder waiting to drag me back to a life I have no interest in returning to. How would I go about staying Kristy Wilde indefinitely?"

"Well, that's a little tricky, but probably not impossible," said Sam as he sat back in his chair and took a hard look at me. "It would certainly benefit you financially as most of your major assets have already been liquidated so there wouldn't be much of an estate to go after. You wouldn't have alimony payments anymore, and obviously whatever under-the-table gambling debts you might still have outstanding would be erased, as would your tax obligations. At the moment Alec Sampson is just a financial drag. Eliminating that in the short run would be a big boost to your bottom line, but when it comes to long range earning it's another question."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well, if a newly sober and repentant Alec Sampson were to make a successful comeback there's the chance to potentially return to A-List marketability. No disrespect to your current profession but you'd have to suck a hell of a lot of cocks to make what you would make playing a villain in a James Bond movie, or being a regular on a hit TV series again," Sam pointed out.

"True, but I'm not that concerned about that. What I am concerned about is not betraying you. We put this whole crazy scheme together with the idea that I would eventually get back to my old earning power. I don't want to pull a fast one on you and stick you with taking a cut of a porn star's income instead of a real star's income," I said.

"Look, part of why I suggested this plan was because I didn't like the way your life was going. All the drugs and the partying and the wild spending was doing you no good. I had no idea that you'd be so successful as a porn star, or so happy as a woman, but it's pretty obvious that you are. Quite frankly I like you better this way, and not just because I like looking at your big titties, but who doesn't? And I can't keep doing this forever, you know. I've got to retire someday."

"Bullshit. You're going to die with a phone in one hand and contract in the other," I teased.

"Probably true, but even so, my cut of whatever you're making is more than enough as long as I know that you're happy doing what you're doing."

"Jesus, that's probably the first time an agent ever said that to anyone and actually meant it," I chuckled.

"I do mean it, kid. You've always been like a son to me. I would say that you're like a daughter to me now but if you were my daughter I'd probably disown you for the shameless way you flaunt your body, and I'm not talking about just on screen. I've seen the way you dress, young lady, and it's a bit scandalous if you ask me."

"I think the real reason you don't want to think of me as your daughter is because you really want to fuck me and that would make it all creepy."

"Probably true again, but like I said you do have nice tits. And it looks like you're going to have them for a long time. Now I just have to figure out how Alec Sampson meets his untimely end. Probably in a foreign country where I can grease the right palms and see that there aren't too many questions asked. I'll let you know when you're dead."


CHAPTER 20:

Alec Sampson "died" when he fell off a mountain during a spiritual retreat. His body was never recovered but the paperwork was all in order. It was a surprisingly noble way for that hedonistic bastard to go, but I felt like a huge weight had been lifted from shoulders, and not just a financial one.

According to Doc Bradley I was pretty much the age I appeared to be. When he messed around with all those skin grafts and whatnot he had somehow refashioned me as a much younger person internally as well as externally. Barring an accident or a terrible disease I would just continue to age like any other woman in her mid-20's would age. He also pointed out that I was in my childbearing years, something I had only thought of in terms of birth control up until now. Motherhood was not on my horizon at the moment, but it was on the table for discussion now at any rate.

As was marriage, or living together at any rate. Now that I wasn't going to turn back into a pumpkin at midnight I could consider all of my options like any other woman. Again I didn't see any reason for a drastic change right away, but it sort of changed everything.

I had to think about my future and my career in long range terms, which meant being in position to transition out of what I was doing now eventually. Establishing my own production company and learning more about working behind the camera seemed wiser than ever. Plus I had the acting chops to be able to cross over into mainstream filmmaking if the opportunity came along, and as long as Sam was alive that opportunity was always very possible.

I knew that I wanted to celebrate with Eric, but I couldn't very well tell him what we were celebrating, so I decided to surprise him with a three-way. I had a pretty good friend in the business named Amber Anders, and she was happy to join in the fun. I had booked a hotel suite for the occasion and just told Eric to meet me there and be prepared for a surprise. I don't know what he might have been expecting but when Amber and I greeted him at the door in matching lingerie I'm sure the surprise exceeded his expectations.

We took him over to the bed and undressed him slowly, kissing him and each other throughout the whole process. Once we had his very hard prick out we proceeded to give him the ultimate porn star tag team blowjob.

"You're a lucky girl, baby," said Amber. "This is a seriously fine specimen of manhood."

"I know I am...in so many ways," I said as I winked at Eric and watched as his cock disappeared deep down Amber's throat.

"It's not my birthday you know," Eric joked.

"I know, baby, it's mine...in a way," I replied.

He looked confused but I just kissed him for a while before taking my turn sucking on his dick. I still couldn't swallow a cock as deep as Amber could but I had my own technique that seemed to work just fine. I had even won an Award for Best Oral Sex Scene, so my lack of skill in the deep throat department wasn't a total detriment to my career...or my personal life.

Eric tried nobly to keep it up as long as possible but we were just too much for the poor man and he unloaded all over our slutty faces. I think I felt a slight twinge of jealousy as I saw my man's cum dripping from another woman's face, but that was so ridiculous, considering the gallons of goo I had been painted with. The feeling passed quickly and the two of us gals got down to some serious scissoring as we waited for erection number two.

After a while Amber decided to get her face down on my muff and lick my pussy, which left her bare ass kind of up in the air and Eric didn't hesitate to jump in and give her juicy little slit some oral attention. I knew she was in for a treat because Eric really was gifted with his tongue, and from her reaction I knew I was right.

Eric was a real trooper and got it up three times that night so Amber and I got plenty of cock in our pussies in between all the ass grabbing and titty rubbing that went on. After the third round Amber politely excused herself so that we could snuggle up together for the night, and after we both had kissed her goodbye I turned to Eric and tried to read the expression on his face.

"So was this a nice surprise?" I asked hopefully.

"Of course it was. But I'm going to hold you to your promise not to dump me. Although if this was your way of telling me to get lost it's the nicest breakup I've ever had."

"Never, baby. You can't get rid of me that easily. Not now," I replied.

"And what does that mean?"

"Nothing. It just means that I love you and I don't want sex to ever come between us. Fun is fun, and work is work, but what we have is something special that I want to hold onto."

"So do I. I may have my insecurities about all the well-hung studs you fuck on the screen, and about all those men who go crazy watching you dance, but I know that's just your job and I think I'm coping with that pretty well," he said with a smile.

"I think so, too, darling. Now do you want to call it a night or do you think you can manage one more erection? I can always call in a stunt cock if you don't think you can make it to the end," I joked.

"That won't be necessary. I can feel myself getting hard again already."

And he wasn't kidding. I think that fourth time was the best one of all, as much fun as it had been to treat him to a fantasy romp with another girl. It was always just a bit better being with my lover, no matter how good the sex might be with someone else.


CHAPTER 21:

When I became Kristy Wilde I thought it was a very temporary situation. At least I hoped that it would be. I had been a big star as Alec Sampson and the thought of starting from the bottom, in porn no less, and as a woman, was about as unpleasant as it could get. All I wanted was to dig out of debt and prepare myself for my big comeback.

Well I suppose in a way my comeback did happen, just not at all the way I had imagined it. I was a star again, and a successful businesswoman, and I was branching out into all sorts of new areas, like virtual reality porn, which allowed people to fuck a 3D image of myself wearing special equipment. I gave Eric a copy of the device so that he could fuck me whenever we weren't together, but I had a feeling that we'd probably end up not needing that in the long run. It was crazy to think that some guy I met by chance at a poolside hookup would turn out to be the great love of my life but everything about my story probably sounds pretty crazy.

The future was wide open and full of possibilities. Maybe I'd just stay in porn but work behind the camera, or maybe I'd go legit at some point and throw myself back into the Hollywood grind. Either way I was so much better prepared to deal with it this time around, and so much happier to have the support of a really terrific guy. And if I needed to take some time off to raise a kid, Eric was doing quite well with his car dealerships. It was just set the stage for one more comeback after I got my body back into shape. That's showbiz I guess. You're never really dead until you fall off that mountain. There's always another comeback on the horizon, sometimes in ways you would never expect.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Yes, I do write about the porn business a lot, and I tend to write about it in a favorable light, but it's something I know, and during my relatively brief time behind the camera in that business I found it to be a pretty kick ass job and worked with a lot of very cool people.

The gag about confusing the meaning of "DP" actually happened to me so I had to put it in the book. I was the Director of Photography on a porn shoot and I was introduced to one of the actresses as "the DP" to which she replied "Nobody told me there was going to be a double penetration scene." Now I don't know whether she thought I was going to wear a strap on and fuck her in the ass, but looking back I could see where her confusion came from. Porn has kind of its own language for a lot of things.

The Adult Video Expo in Las Vegas is a pretty wild thing sometimes, and pretty dull in other ways, but it's always fun and I've worked with a few people who have won AVN Awards so that was very nostalgic to write about.

The real inspiration for this story came from reading about former TV star Maitland Ward who had decided to go into hardcore porn fulltime. That wasn't something that used to happen and I thought it was an interesting jumping off point for a story. Of course I added the TG twist and made it more of an act of desperation at first, rather than a career choice, but shortly after I started writing this I saw that another legit star, Bella Thorne, had directed her first porn video and even won an award for it so it seemed like the idea of someone going from the mainstream to adult video wasn't quite as crazy as I originally thought it might seem.
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