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The Making of a
Porn Star

By Susan Hulbert

“You can’t show her those old photographs,
Eileen. They’re too embarrassing.”

Eileen was my stepmother. She never wanted me
to call her ‘mother,” but I used to do it to annoy her.
Then she started getting the better of me.

“Be quiet, Jason, there should be no secrets be-
tween you and your charming young bride.”

“That’s right,” Isla said.” “I really want to know ev-
erything about you.”

“Don’t you know enough already?”

“Hardly, we've only known each other for six
months.”

Page - 1



PORN STAR BY SUSAN HULBERT

That was true. It was all a whirlwind. I’d no inten-
tion of marrying anyone, but Isla appeared in the of-
fice; so sophisticated and assured. With one look she
frightened and thrilled me. The way she carried her-
self was all about sex. Why she turned it on me was a
mystery.

Her appearance was always perfect. Her dress
sense, her hair, and her makeup were always perfect
and said that she knew the way the world worked.
She was taller than me, even without her heels, and
so feminine that it was scary. She seemed to decide
after one glance that [ was the right one for her.

A couple of dates later, we were engaged and she
was wearing my ring. At least it would have been my
ring, but she was the one with the money. My contri-
bution was to say “That looks nice” in the jewellers.
Then we were married, with matching wedding rings
on our fingers.

It felt as if I'd been caught up in a whirlwind. I
hoped she was attracted to me, but a slight touch of
doubt was always there. Was it me or my trust fund
she loved?

“But Isla, there are a lot of things in the past,” I
protested. “Sometimes it’s better to leave them
there.”

K

“That’s nonsense, Jason.” Eileen interrupted.
“There’s no harm in sharing your past, especially as
you married so quickly.”

“As soon as I saw him, [ knew Jason was the right
one,” Isla said. “I couldn’t risk losing him.”

“You should see; some of these old school photos
bring such happy memories.” Eileen wasn’t going to
be deterred.
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“Not all my memories of school are happy ones,” |
replied. “In fact there are lots of things I'd rather for-
get.”

“Your father sent you to the best school for boys he
could afford. He said your mother chose it before she
died.”

“You could have rescued me from it,” I said bit-
terly. “I asked you; no, I pleaded with you. The boys
were horrible to me.”

“But I was only your stepmother,” she replied. “I
didn’t feel it was my place to interfere, especially as it
was your father’s old school and he was so proud of it
and all the traditions.”

“Maybe he got better traditions than I did.”

“I think you’re making too much of this.” Isla tried
to make light of my discomfort. “If your mother wants
to share with me, then what’s the problem?”

“You’re quite right, my dear,” my stepmom replied,
looking sternly at me. “I think you should call me
Eileen; after all, I'm not an old maid yet.”

“How old were you when you married Jason’s fa-
ther?” Isla asked.

“I was twenty-seven and Jason was fourteen if I re-
member correctly. I tried to be an older sister to him,
not the wicked stepmother.” Eileen passed the pho-
tograph album to Isla. “It’s so sad, his father died
tragically young.”

“But he left you a wealthy widow,” I said a little bit-
terly.

“It’s all in trust for you when you’re thirty,” she re-
plied. “You’ve only another six years to wait.”
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“That means you’re thirty-seven,” Isla said. “You
could be my older sister. I always wanted a big sister
but I was an only child, just like my Jason.”

“When Jason told me about you, I was a little jeal-
ous,” Eileen said. “I always hoped to have a daughter,
but I wasn’t so lucky. I hoped you’d be like a daugh-
ter to me, but at your age, I'm sure you don’t want
mothering.”

“You can mother me all you like.” Isla smiled at
her. “Or you can be my big sister if you’d prefer. I'm
nearly thirty already.”

“Let me show you some photos.” Eileen selected
one of the albums from the box on the table beside
her. “His father insisted on having some printed even
though I told him that they’d be perfectly safe on the
computer.”

“Really, do you have to?” I knew what she’d see
and I didn’t want these old secrets to be pulled out
into the open.”

“If you don’t want to look, you can go and make
some coffee for us all,” Eileen directed.

I blushed as I hurried out of the room.

3k 3k %k %k %k 3k %k %k k

In the kitchen, I sighed and leant back against the
breakfast bar. [ knew which photos she’d delight in
showing and I wasn’t proud of them. I'd burned them
once but they were also on the computer, so Father
printed them again and now my stepmother was
showing them to my new wife.

It was worse than that; I’'d stayed in that horrible
school until I could leave when [ was eighteen. There
were many more embarrassments and humiliations
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in those later years. I'd hoped to leave them behind.
There was a distribution list from the school so that
every photo was automatically sent to their parent’s
email. I knew that Eileen had kept to Father’s tradi-
tion and printed them all as well.

Never has coffee been made more slowly than I did
that afternoon. I hoped it would be all over and the
old albums had been put away. There was no such
luck.

“These are beautiful photos.” Isla smiled at me as |
returned with their coffee. “I could always pick you
out in the groups.”

I could see which ones she was referring to; she
had some of them spread out in front of her.

“It was my real mother’s idea,” I stuttered. “I was
too young to know.”

“I think you looked cute,” Isla said. “I’d never have
guessed that you weren'’t a girl in these Junior Miss
pageants.”

“I never won,” I said rather weakly.

“That doesn’t matter; I think you looked as if you
should have won.”

“If they knew I wasn’t really a girl, I'd have been
disqualified,” I said in my defence.

“That’s not so bad.” Isla held out a photo. “You
were the runner-up here.”

“But I was only five years old then.”

“l wish I'd seen you,” Isla said as Eileen handed
another photo to her. “You were such a pretty little
girl.”
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“It was all Mother’s fault.” I blushed again. “She
wished I’'d been born a girl.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Isla said. “I'm sure your
mother loved dressing you up.”

“I think at that age, Jason wouldn’t have known
what was going on,” Eileen interrupted. “He was far
too young.”

“Surely he would have known that little boys didn’t
wear satin dresses?” Isla was enjoying my discom-
fort. “And in these pictures, he’s in full makeup with
false eyelashes and nails. He’s even wearing heels.”

“That was later at school, I think.” Eileen looked at
the pictures. “He was such a pretty leading lady in
their stage shows. I only saw the later ones.”

“He could certainly have turned heads.” Isla
laughed at the thought.

“I've seen a video,” Eileen added. “He could walk in
those heels too; you should have seen him slinking
across the stage. He even stayed in character at the
closing night’s party.”

“That was only because they made us stay in cos-
tume. [ wasn’t being a girl at the party,” I defended
myself.

“Of course you weren’t.” Eileen shook her head.
“And I didn’t see you and that Roberts boy sneaking
off together.”

“What did he do with the Roberts boy?” Isla’s eyes
widened.

“l think they played games that their mothers
would never allow,” Eileen laughed.

“I"d love to have seen him,” Isla replied and looked
at me with a stare that I didn’t quite like.
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“Here’s one from his last contest,” Eileen said,
knowing I'd hate that she produced that picture
which I remembered well.

“He’s like a little blonde sexpot,” Isla laughed. “Did
he win?”

“I think the judges decided that he was too adult,”
Eileen said without irony.
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“You never told me that you were a little girl.” Isla
and I were in our bedroom later that evening.

“l hoped you’d never mention that again; my step-
mother should never have shown you those old pic-
tures,” I replied. “They were from when I was very
young. I didn’t understand what she was making me
do.”

“Was that when your ears were pierced?” she con-
tinued.

“It was.” I sighed. “Mother had them pierced for
the first contests and made me wear earrings all the
time. I wasn’t allowed to take them out until I went to
boarding school and she couldn’t see me every day.”

“Did your father not object?”

“l didn’t see much of him,” I replied. “He was al-
ways busy, or away on business. He let Mother get on
with things. “I think Mother had wanted a daughter,
but there was only me.”

“So you got to be the surrogate daughter.”

“You could say that. I didn’t understand what was
happening until I was older. That picture was the last
contest [ appeared in.” I tried to sound bored with the
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whole issue so that she’d drop it. “Mother died soon
after that, so there were no more contests.”

“I think you were older than that in some of these
other photos.”

“l was,” I admitted with another deep sigh. “It was
an all-boys school so when the school plays came
round, | was always the ingénue.”

“Was that the female lead?”

“l was always the female lead,” I admitted. “You
can guess what sorts of problems that gave me.”

“l can understand that.” Isla paused, then looked
me up and down. “You were probably the slimmest
and the smallest in the class.”

“Don’t remind me.”
“And you had the longest hair.”

“That was a mistake, but I always liked having
long hair.”

“That must have set you up for the girl’s part every
time.”

“It did and you have the evidence there in all those
photos,” I sighed.

[ wasn’t going to win this one; she seemed to enjoy
my discomfort, just as Eileen did.

“I think you looked delicious, just like the little sis-
ter I wished I could have had.” Isla looked at me
thoughtfully. “In fact, let’s try it.”

“Let’s try what?” I asked naively.
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“I think I'd like you to pretend to be my little sis-
ter,” Isla replied. “We’re not going anywhere next
weekend. Leave it to me; I'll get everything you need.”

“lI don’t need anything and I'm your husband, not
your little sister.”

“l know, darling, but it would be fun to play dress-
ing-up games with you.”

“Please don’t go there,” I pleaded. “I'm your hus-
band, after all.”

“You are and always will be.” She bent down and
kissed me. “But that doesn’t mean you can’t indulge
me. [ didn’t promise to obey you.”

3k %k %k 3k %k %k %k %k k

“You're kidding.” I threw the package onto the bed-
room floor. “You surely don’t expect me to wear that.”

“It’s a perfectly good satin dress,” Isla replied. “Not
only do I expect you to wear it, I expect you to wear
the shoes to match.”

“It’s a little girl’s dress!” I snorted.

“It’s not a little girl’s dress,” She replied sternly.
“It’s a little girl’s style but it’s your dress. I had it
made in a size to fit you.”

“That’s beside the point.”

“It’s nothing of the sort. You’ll wear it for me all
next weekend.” Her temper frightened me. “I want
you to be my little sister and dress accordingly. I
want you to be a good girl and ask me nicely if I'll let
you wear earrings. Maybe if you’re a really good little
girl, you can play with my makeup.”
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“l haven’t worn earrings for years and I’'m not going
to start again now,” I said firmly. “And husbands
don’t wear makeup.”

“My little girl does,” Isla replied firmly. “And she
wears earrings all the time. Stay there; I've got some
pretty ones with little silver bows. They’ll look lovely
hiding in your hair when you let it down.”

“I think the piercings have closed.”

“We’ll soon find out.” She returned with them in
her hand and showed me. “Now let me see those
holes.”

“It hurts.”

“I'm trying not to, but I can see the piercings. I
think they’re going to be okay.”

She tugged and pulled, twisted and stretched my
ear lobes. I could feel the first one was in after a
struggle. The second slipped in without any fuss.

i

“When the piercings are used, they’ll get easier.’
She looked at me. “I think they look nice; very little
girlish.”

“You’re determined to make me feel stupid.”

“You can feel how you want. I'm telling you what I
want to happen in this marriage. I'm the one who
makes the decisions around here.”

“I really don’t want to do this. I don’t want to pre-
tend to be a little girl.”

“If you want to come into my bed, you’ll start now.”
She smiled and looked at me in that way of hers. “I
don’t want any disobedience from you.”

Page - 10



RELUCTANT PRESS

3k %k %k 3k %k %k %k %k k

Guess what happened? I gave in, of course.

“l should have ordered the right underwear to go
with your pretty dress.” Isla inspected me. “I thought
it should all have come at once, but never mind. Little
girls don’t need a bra yet.”

Isla pulled up the zipper at the back of that satin
dress. I stood there feeling stupid. It was pink, with
small flowers printed on the fabric, and had a big bow
at the back, with short puff sleeves. The Mary Jane
shoes buckled to me feet were flat and pink to match.
Isla fussed around me, brushing my hair back over
my shoulders and making sure that the little bunny
earrings were securely fastened in my ears.

“That’s better.” She looked approvingly. “You
make such a pretty little girl, Jason. I'm really going
to enjoy having you play my daughter.”

“This is silly. I'm wearing a dress that would suit a
five-year-old.” I complained. “It’s uncomfortable.”

“You’re right to complain,” Isla agreed, much to my
surprise.

“Does that mean I can take it off?”

“It means that we’ll have to do something to make
it more comfortable. You need the right underwear
and I think we need to get rid of that body hair.”

“l haven’t got much body hair.”

“And after I've arranged for it to be treated, you
won’t have a single hair below your eyebrows. Won'’t
that be nice?”

“No it won’t be nice.”
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“I told you; I make the decisions round here. You
do what you’re told.”

Isla was wearing me down with these constant de-
mands, so much so that I wondered who on earth I'd
married.

“They do laser hair removal at my salon. I'll book
you in tomorrow.”

“I'll be at work tomorrow,” I replied.

“You can go after work. Most times you work from
home, so who’s going to miss you?” Isla replied.
“They have a new therapist training and some fancy
new equipment. There was a note on their Instagram
asking for volunteers in the evenings.”

“I'm not a volunteer.”

“l do wish you’d stop carping and let me get on
with it,” Isla snapped. “If you don’t want me to send
those pictures to all your work colleagues, you’ll stop
complaining and do as [ say.”

“Please don’t do that.”
“Don’t tempt me.”

“Okay, I'll go but won’t they think it’s strange to get
a man in there for hair removal?”

“I'm sure they won'’t care, but if you’re worried, I'll
ask.” Isla paused. “I want you to remember that
you’re Jane now. Jane thinks like a girl and acts like
one.”

“l don’t want to do that.”

“Yes you do,” Isla commanded. “Think how much
fun you’ll have learning about life from the other side
of the skirt. You’re going to be called Jane when
you’re my little sister.”
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“Are you really trying to make me into a girl?”

“Not really, but I do want you to be my little sister.
it’s going to be so much fun.”
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“You must be Jane,” the woman in the salon
greeted me. “I’'m Angie and I’m your therapist. Isla ex-
plained that you were a bit frightened of the treat-
ment.”

[ mumbled something, not daring to look her in the
eye as she led me through to a small room at the rear.

“Get changed behind that screen; everything off.
There’s a robe on the chair. Come out when you’re
ready.”

I glanced around the room as she closed the
screen. There were things I didn’t recognise; ma-
chines for removing hair, I guessed. There was a
bench in the middle of the room and when I came
out, I was instructed to lie face down on the bench.

“You have to take the robe off,” Angie said. “Don’t
be shy; you’ve got nothing I haven’t seen before.”

It was awful; hot wax and ripping, hairs in places I
didn’t know had hair. It seemed to go on forever and
it hurt. I shouted at the first rip, then gritted my teeth
afterwards. You can guess where it hurt the most.
When that was done, she helped me to put the robe
back on and inspected my face.

“This is the area where we’re going to laser first,”
Angie said. “There’s a little discomfort, but the hairs
are taken out from the root without all that ripping,
so you'll never have to shave again. After a couple of
sessions, your face and neck will be clear.”
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“l don’t shave much.” I said.

“And you’ll have to shave even less in the future.”
Angie started her process. “There may be the odd
hair or two, but we can easily zap them away for
you.”

“T'll call Isla to let her know you’re on your way
while you get dressed.” Angie signalled the end of the
session. “I’'m sure that your wife will love having you
so smooth everywhere.”

I dressed slowly, telling myself that it wasn’t so
bad. I didn’t know what to expect but as I dressed,
my clothes seemed to slip over my skin in a way that
they never had before. I walked out of the salon with
these new sensations.

I thought I was going to like this feeling.

[ knew I wasn’t going to admit it.
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“Your new dress is on the bed,” Isla called out to
me as she heard me close the door. “I got you some
new underwear and shoes too. The new panties are a
delight, but you’ll have to make do with a training
bra.”

“I've nothing to put in it anyway, or have you for-
gotten?” I called.

“I'll have to think about that.” Isla smiled. “Maybe
you will when you grow up into a big girl.”

“How long are you going to make me do this?”

“Why, you’ll be doing it until it becomes second na-
ture, of course.”
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