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I want to dedicate this book to my mother Alice and my daughter Holly.


Mom, our relationship can be described in one sentence from a Charles Dickens’ novel: it was the best of times; it was the worst of times. I am glad the worst of times for us was in the beginning and we have nothing but the best in front of us. Thank you for giving me the greatest gift you ever could; a gift that gave me the greatest strength I would ever need. Never doubt our past because without it, I wouldn’t be who I am today. I dedicate this book to you with love. I love you.


Holly, you are the little princess that was sent to me to save my life. You are the living proof that divine intervention does exist. Before you were born, I was on a self-destructive path of darkness. You were the light that pulled me back from the chasm. Everything I do, including all that I write about in this book, was and is done for you. You are my heart, and I can’t live without my heart. I dedicate this book to you with love. I love you.




Preface


When I was eight years old, my mother and my uncle’s ex-girlfriend, Lynette, would tell me not to dream about modeling because models did not wear underwear. That advice proves hindsight to be 20/20. I never intended on breaking into the adult video industry, and once I did, I certainly did not intend on staying. However, I was always that girl in school that was just one step behind the popular crowd. You know the girl I am talking about because every school has one. She is never quite pretty enough, never quite smart enough, and never quite ‘you fill in the blank’ enough. My life was filled with more than my share of turbulent family situations, bitter heartbreak, unexpected betrayal, and unwarranted stigma.


With all things considered, I have never subscribed to what I coin as “victim mentality.” Victim mentality refers to the inability to accept the things that go wrong in life without placing the blame on a specific event or situation. It is an excuse to continue the cycle of abuse, free from conscience. I never overtly became a victim of my childhood but that doesn’t mean that my childhood didn’t victimize me or the person I would become. Victims let their predators win, and my battle was just beginning. My brief stay at a group home during eighth grade led me to question why I was emotionally stronger and mentally more prepared to face the reality of molestation compared to other girls in the same situation. I later learned that it was my faith in God which pulled me through. However, it was a displaced faith that inevitably put my life on a different path.


Growing up in Brooklyn taught me that church was not an accepted place to be seen. As a child, I sat in Mass with my parents, uncomfortable in expressing my faith. Despite the embarrassment I felt, I knew that my life was meant for more than reciting prayers from some book on a Sunday morning. Most Catholics believe they can behave anyway they wish during the week then come to Mass, open up the reader, recite a prayer and be cleansed of their hateful actions. I knew there was more to God than that, which is why I dedicated my life to Him when I was sixteen years old. Like anything, bad comes with good, and it would be twelve years before I got a taste of what organized religion would do to those who needed it most. Judgment is not what one expects to receive when they walk into a church, yet when I entered into my darkest hour, judgment is all that I got.


This book is about a girl who is a survivor; the girl you will read about is me. You’ll read about the good and the bad of my life and how I came to be a porn star. As a female in this society, I know the views women have towards the adult entertainment industry. I am here to tell women everywhere that I am not the enemy. I will say it again: I am not YOUR enemy. I am not the reason a man cheats on his girlfriend. I have been cheated on. I am not the reason a married couple gets divorced. I am divorced. I am an average girl with an extraordinary life. This book isn’t my biography, but these stories are my stories. They are stories of accomplishment and hope as well as stories of failure, lost love, and betrayal from those whom I trusted the most. Come understand how I went from being born again to being in porn again.




Chapter One:





Turn or Burn…Straight to the Depths of Hell


Becoming Born-Again


My heart was beating so hard that I was sure it was going to burst out of my heaving chest at any moment; my arm felt like it weighed exactly one ton. I was sure that the question posed to the group wasn’t for me until the man with the microphone described in detail exactly how I felt.


He said that he was talking to us, or, more specifically, it was God speaking to our hearts. I tried to forget everything that I thought about church and religion. After all, it was New Years Eve and we were all dressed up like nerds because we were at a church-sponsored event called the “Nerd Ball.” I slipped my hand in the air and committed my life to Jesus Christ in that moment.


I was sixteen years old.


At age fifteen I had left my hometown of Brooklyn, New York and moved to the naval town of Oak Harbor, Washington. I began dating a guy named Jeff who was four years my senior. Jeff was a Christian and wanted me to become one also. He would talk to me about God’s love and what it meant to give your heart to Jesus. I started to believe that Christians were the best people on earth. The sales pitch always sounds convincing and eventually I bought into it. My views were very black and white. God is the ultimate judge, so Christians won’t judge. Christ died for our sins, so Christians will always forgive. God loves us like Christ loved the church, so Christians will always want to be our friend.


The reality is it doesn’t work that way. Christians are people, and people by nature will judge. They will become offended, making forgiveness difficult, if not impossible, to freely give. People will find friendship with whomever they have the most in common with.


The bottom line is this: the notion that, in church, everyone loves each other unconditionally and that all good things come to those who believe in God, is fiction.


The broader truth is that if you don’t have the same convictions as them, many Christians will cast you aside. If an action doesn’t cause you to sin but can offend your best friend, then you lose a best friend. It is better to protect the body as a whole, instead of helping the one who is lost, holding on only to her faith and good intentions. Of course, my comments are generalized and not everyone may have had these experiences, but these stories are a representation of what I have experienced.


The Appearance of Christianity


When I became a Christian in high school, my boyfriend Jeff and I decided to attend a Christian school together known as Dominion College located in South Seattle. Just before my graduation, Jeff and I broke up, and I discontinued the plans to go to school with him. I spent a few years searching for who I was and what I was supposed to become. After I moved back to New York from Washington, I tried my hand at different jobs, but I could not find peace.


I decided to find Jeff by contacting people at Dominion College. I found them the summer before my twenty-first birthday, and decided to pack my bags and head out West to be with them.


The plan was to attend Dominion College, but that isn’t what I did. I slept on friends’ couch for the summer, and they introduced me to the people they know who worked in the youth ministry at their church. It was there that I met the youth pastor who became instrumental in changing my life. Pastor Murphy led the youth group at the church as well as a youth ministry internship for young adults who were looking to pursue a career in ministry. I spent the summer volunteering at the youth group, and when it came time to register for classes at Dominion I decided to pursue Pastor Murphy’s youth internship instead.


The program had rules. As interns, we couldn’t be employed. We would live with host families from the church, and they would provide us with housing, food, and basic needs. Occasionally, we were allowed to do odd jobs like babysitting or yard work for cash. As interns, we had to pledge our sexual purity. Choices we had made in the past regarding sex were not held against us; however, choices we made during our year in the internship became the concern of the team. Our leadership tried to create a safe, non-tempting atmosphere by placing strict guidelines on male-female interaction. One guy and one girl were not allowed to be alone together in offices, homes, or cars. The interns were not allowed to date one another. If interns did date someone outside of the internship, group dates were the only dates allowed. There was to be no physical touching, like hugging or kissing. Time would prove these rules to be the most difficult for many of the interns to follow, and in fact would eventually change due to the engagement of an intern to our intern director.


The 1996–1997 internship started with eleven interns however, due to situations that the pastor considered “sinful,” we only finished with six interns. In the beginning, we were each paired up with someone who we would share an office with. The first that was asked to leave the internship was my friend and office-mate Marcia. She had been dating a fellow youth leader. Marcia was full of life and had huge ministry goals that she wanted to accomplish. Despite her pledge to purity, Marcia and her boyfriend began having sex and became pregnant. This wasn’t something she could hide and she went to the leadership with her problem. Sexual intercourse was a violation of the intern rules, and because we were supposed to lead by example, it was decided that Marcia would not be allowed to continue in the program.


The Bible is clear about God’s thoughts on premarital sex, but it is also clear on how we are to handle those who sin and want God’s forgiveness. Marcia asked for forgiveness and when she left the internship, she was also unknowingly losing the friendship of most of the interns. Throughout her pregnancy it was only a few of us who stood by her side, and on the day she and her boyfriend married, I proudly stood with her as her maid of honor.


I knew Marcia prior to the birth of her son. She had changed from a girl who was once full of sarcastic humor that brought joy to those around her to someone cynical and distrusting who kept everyone at arm’s length. Marcia still loves and serves God, but she has allowed this experience to jade her perception of church.


I cannot agree with the decision to release Marcia from the program. There are consequences to all of our actions, and Marcia was about to live with those consequences for a lifetime. In efforts to keep up with appearances, it couldn’t look like the pastor condoned her decision to have sex. He was afraid a pregnant youth leader would inspire a trend among the teenagers. I believe a better message could have been conveyed. This situation could have been handled with more tact, showing Christians that God loves everyone and forgives our mistakes. Life is not without consequence, yet no matter how much we fall down and fail God, He never fails us. Instead, this was the first of many events that began to deflate my utopian Christian bubble.


The Root of Rejection: A Slippery Slope to Backsliding


During the rough times in the internship, I forged a friendship with fellow intern Mary. Mary and I used to joke around saying that 95 percent of our friendship was spent in her bed. I lived 30 minutes south of the church and did not always have time to go home in between office hours and youth events. Mary, who lived closer, would have me come home with her and we’d sleep between duties. She was someone I admired and tried to emulate. Mary was the picture of mainstream beauty, tall and thin with long reddish-blond hair and a singing voice that was surpassed by none other. Everyone who met her, including me, was in awe of her beauty, both inner and outer. We attended what was known as a “mega-church”, where the senior pastor continually preached on believing in God’s best for your life.


The pulpit preaching, combined with societal messages defining beauty, left most of the young men believing that they were going to marry Mary. Some would even go as far as telling her that God gave them a vision of their future together. Despite all of the attention, Mary stayed pure and grounded. She only had eyes for one man: our intern director Kurt.


Kurt and Mary approached Pastor Murphy in regards to their relationship. They wanted to court one another with the intention of marriage. Just like that, the no dating rule was lifted from the internship. Mary began dating Kurt and I began dating Jonnie. Kurt had told Jonnie that they were best friends and Mary had told me the same.


We were a perfect four-some, young and living life the way God had intended, or so I thought. In my mind, because of Mary’s popularity, my friendship with her became a therapeutic tool that briefly erased the rejection I felt from the escalated teasing during my childhood. As Mary’s best friend, it was like I had an all access pass to the attention I craved; the same attention that she rejected was the attention that made me feel wanted.


My happiness and friendships lasted only a brief time. The relationship between Jonnie and I began to unravel. Jonnie was three years younger than I and confused about love and life in general. Mary’s obsession with Kurt left me feeling second-rate and unwanted.


Simultaneously, Mary began to feel the pressures of her engagement and stopped being active in our friendship. She didn’t call, we didn’t hang out, and she spent most of her time with only Kurt. When I became resentful, Pastor Murphy arranged a meeting with me to talk about my issues with Mary. I explained the situation and he told me that I placed too high of an expectation on other people.


I was stunned by this revelation. One of the greatest lessons I was ever taught was to treat others the way you wanted to be treated. This was the only thing that I was guilty of. I called my friends; but expecting them to call me was clearly too high of an expectation. I invited my friends to movies or to dinner, yet it was wrong for me to hope for the same thing. What is the point of friendship if you can’t clearly define the norms of the relationship and expect them to be followed? Mary received no criticism for her behavior and I was asked to back off.


Finally, when it came time for Mary to make the bridal party selection, I thought my faithfulness to our friendship would be rewarded. I wanted nothing more than to serve Mary on the happiest day of her life by standing up with her in acknowledgment of her vows to the man she loved. Mary had different plans for me. Even though Mary claimed that I was her best friend, she did not ask me to take part in her wedding. She gave me the responsibility of maintaining the guest book, something I consider a B-rate job reserved for your third cousin on your mother’s side once removed. I was sad, but I agreed to help in anyway I could. From then on, seeds of envy began to foster deep inside my heart. I became jealous that Mary received all the attention, jealous that she found the love of her life at such a young age, and jealous that she was considered the picture of physical perfection. The envy continued to grow with each passing month. Kurt and Mary were married on a cold day in January.


Shortly after Kurt and Mary’s wedding, my mother fell ill and I returned to New York to take care of her. I was determined to prove to myself that I was just as good and deserving of love as Mary was. I wanted to achieve her happiness regardless of the costs. Upon meeting a man who charmed his way into my world, I threw away the Christian beliefs I held tightly. I wanted to be loved and I wanted to be married. I fell into a sexual relationship that ended up breaking my heart and put me on a path that led away from God and His plan for me. That relationship did not last more than three months yet it changed every ounce of who I was.


I realized now that my needs and views of love were unhealthy. I don’t blame Mary for being caught up in the whirlwind of romance; I just wish her happiness didn’t have to be at the expense of our friendship. The love I had for Mary was similar to that of a love affair. My feelings weren’t romantic, but they were intense. Today, Kurt and Mary are still married with a beautiful family, and the friends that surround them adore them. We haven’t had a relationship in many years. I think in some ways I am better off without her friendship, but I will always be thankful for the short time that someone cooler than me wanted to be my friend.


Falling from Grace—Did I Jump or Was I Pushed?


The following account was taken from a column that I wrote for the online adult industry news source “

 ainews.com.” At the time of publication, I had been working in the porn industry for seven months. The views expressed in this piece at that time are still the views I currently hold. Portions of this account are rewritten, and specific details are further revealed in subsequent chapters.


The Family of Church Versus the Family of Porn—Which Family REALLY Has the Ties that Bind?


Prior to beginning my porn career, I was looking for a new strip club to dance in. The reason was that I had totaled my car on the way to Alaska, I had a failing marriage, and I was participating in an affair in which I had lied to everyone.


It was upon the realization that we were financially in trouble when I told my husband that I wanted to start dancing again to help fix our finances. We had strong ties within our church and maybe we should have turned to someone for a “better” solution to our problems, but we didn’t. Since I was living in Seattle, I decided I could drive up to Alaska for the summer and dance. I had driven close to 20 hours into Canada when I lost control of my car on a gravel highway, over-corrected, and smashed my car into a wall of rocks before flipping it completely over. Now, if we didn’t have any money before, we certainly wouldn’t have had any money to fix this problem. Ashamed about my affair, I didn’t feel that we could go to our pastors and ask them for help, but the fact remained that I was stranded in the middle of nowhere with no money to get home.
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