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BORED, RICH, & CURIOUS

When James Pederson unexpectedly inherits a massive fortune, he thinks his life is about to be full of wonder and excitement. But after just a few years, things start to quiet down, and boredom starts to creep into his billionaire lifestyle. He owns everything, he’s travelled everywhere, and he’s slept with some of the most beautiful people on the planet—so what’s left to do?

Money can’t buy happiness, but James soon learns that it can buy plenty of new, exciting experiences, some of which are bigger and harder than he can handle.


CHAPTER I

Being crazy rich isn’t as great as you would think—at least not once the novelty of it all wears off. Just a couple of years after inheriting nearly a billion dollars (and yes, that’s billion with a ‘b’), I started missing my life as a starving artist. I would go to bed at night and fantasize about days spent scrounging around my apartment, looking for nickels and dimes because I was thirty dollars short on rent. I missed asking strangers for bus fare, so I could make my slot at the crappy student film audition across town. I missed driving through the mountains every winter in my rusted 1975 AMC Gremlin to make Christmas dinner with my family, having to push my car half a mile when the battery decided to die for no apparent reason.

I didn’t understand why I missed those days, which sometimes seemed so miserable when I was living through them—those days when I didn’t even know my own father was secretly a billionaire. I’m sure there would be hundreds of psychologists wanting to pick away at my brain if word got out that I wanted to relive those tough days of my life. I would have been put in an crazy house if they found out I wished I could go back and re-experience my own father’s funeral.

I still felt sick with guilt every time I thought about his funeral.

The day before his funeral, as I pulled up to my late-parents’ home in Montana, I was met by a lawyer named Marshall Roberts. “I’m sorry for your loss,” he said in a solemn voice before leading me through my parents’ home to my dad’s old office.

It was the house I grew up in: old, small, and in desperate need of renovations. The kitchen cupboards were all slightly crooked in different directions, the hardwood floors were scratched to hell and back, and the basement was covered in a hideous pink carpet. I’d always just assumed my parents were too poor to fix the place up, but apparently they just liked it that way.

When Marshall Roberts told me that my father had left me a large sum of money, I was expecting a few thousand bucks, at most. I’d always assumed my parents were on the verge of homelessness. My mother didn’t work, and my father worked some shit job in a coal mine, and would always come home black, dirtied from head to toe. We always celebrated Christmas on December 27th, because my father insisted on buying presents on Boxing Day, and in case that wasn’t frugal enough, he would drive down the alleyways on the 26th to find a second-hand Christmas tree. I didn’t even know trees were supposed to be decorated until I was seven years old and I went to a friend’s house around Christmastime.

My father had left me much more than a few thousand bucks, even more than a few million. He had left me nine-hundred million dollars. “When your father inherited it, it was less than half of what it is now, but he was smart with his investments.”

It took me a few minutes before I could reply. Marshall just sat there patiently, his eyes glowing in a peculiar way, as if he was trying to think of a way to ask for a measly million or two as a nice tip. “Where the fuck did he get this money?” I asked.

“He inherited it from his father, who inherited it from his father. I believe it goes back many generations. Every inheritor has added considerably to the amount. I’m sure that you will do the same. Most of the amount is currently tied up in investments, which generate about thirty million dollars a year in interest.” All I could think was, fuck that. What was the point in playing hand-me-down for eternity and never being able to enjoy the money? Why had my father never indulged? Or his grandfather, who I’d always thought was even poorer than my father? He practically lived in squalor. Even if he just spent one million dollars every year, he would still be gaining tons of money in interest. It made no sense. I figured it must have been some war-time mentality. Before my mother passed away, she would hoard food: leftovers, cans of creamed corn, which no one in the family even liked, and so on, until it went bad, and then she would still keep it for a few extra weeks. She always said, “You never know when you’ll need it,” but I knew perfectly well when we would need it: never.

I tried to get some more information out of my father’s lawyer, but he knew nothing except for the fact my father never spent any of it, that he kept it quietly in an account and probably forgot it existed for many years. Forgot it existed? How was that even possible? How could you go into a crappy mining job every morning, complain about having to pay the bills every night, all while forgetting that you have that spare billion dollars kicking around?

I didn’t cry at my father’s funeral. I hardly talked to anyone, and I struggled to keep the smile from my face throughout the whole service. I was too busy thinking about what I was going to do with my new inheritance that I forgot to say goodbye to my father in his casket, before he was sent off to be cremated. It was, and still is, my biggest regret. No amount of money can give that opportunity back to you. Though it was a few years before I realized my regret.

It took a few weeks of complicated paperwork before I owned the money. Marshall suggested I hire an estate manager, which I did, to manage the investments. “Your father never wanted one. He said it was a waste of money,” Marshall said, but it only cost a couple thousand bucks a month, which was nothing compared to the whole sum of the inheritance—pennies on the interest of the account. I had my estate manager liquidate a big chunk of my father’s investments, because I wanted some spending money.

It turns out, nine-hundred million dollars is a fuck-load of money.


CHAPTER II

You always hear about people winning the lottery and then spending all their money, going broke within a year or two of winning. Those people are morons. I honestly can’t begin to understand how you could burn through that much money in a short period of time—because I tried.

The first thing I bought was a gorgeous mansion just outside of Los Angeles, and then I bought another one in Italy, one in the south of France, one in Mexico, and one in Thailand (I always loved Thai food). I bought a few cars for each house, so I would have options wherever I was living. I bought myself a private plane, the inside of which I had remodelled with couches and big-screen TVs and gaming systems. I hated flying, and seeing as I was going to be doing a lot of it, moving between my luxury homes around the world, I decided it was important to make my plane absolutely perfect.

I was a couple of months into being rich, and I’d only spent fifteen million dollars—less than I’d made in interest in those few months. When my estate manager called to tell me that I was richer than when I’d started, I decided to kick it up a notch. I started going out to clubs, buying everyone multiple rounds of whatever the hell they wanted. I bought more cars, more houses, a couple of private islands, and a good deal of expensive art for my many homes. I was shocked when I was told that I’d spent less than one-hundred million dollars total.

The upkeep on everything was nearly ten million dollars per year (maids and gardeners for each house, private chefs, my own pilot, and so on, and so on…), and I found myself running out of things to spend my money on.

I spent a whole year travelling around the world, staying in the nicest hotels, buying whatever the fuck I wanted wherever I went. I started getting invited to rich-people parties where I met some of the most beautiful women (many of whom were very famous) and I even got to fuck some of them (it turns out, women can smell money on a man, and they love it).

But the travelling and partying was getting boring, and so were my giant houses. In California, where I spent most of my time, I had nearly fifty rooms in my house. I’d never been in twenty of them, and I only actually used about five.

I’d never truly experienced boredom until I was a year into my experience as a filthy-rich twenty-something. I found myself spending entire days sitting by the pool, wondering what I could spend my money on to spice things up, coming up with absolutely nothing.

I met an up-and-coming director at a party one night. I asked him what he was working on, and he told me he was in the process of fundraising for an ambitious film he wanted to make. I told him I was an actor and he smiled awkwardly, as if to say, you and everyone else, buddy. And then I told him I would fund his whole movie if I could star in it. He had a conflicted look in his eyes. “The lead character is a woman,” he said.

“So change it,” I said.

And he did. I got my first leading role in a major film—my first role that wasn’t some bit part in a student film. But it wasn’t the incredible experience I’d hoped for. Throughout the shoot, whenever I would finish a scene, I would see the director planting his face into the palms of his hands, almost definitely regretting sacrificing his artistic integrity for money. After the shoot, I personally gave him a million dollars as a thank you, and it seemed like he had to force the smile that he made when he said, “Thank you.”

The movie wasn’t great, and it probably wouldn’t have been picked up for major distribution had I not sent the distributors a generous incentive. It ran in theatres across the world and received a slew of mediocre reviews. Most of the negative reviews were about my performance. “He just seems out of touch,” one critic wrote. I wasn’t used to criticism, so I took it pretty hard.

But still, studios started coming to me and asking me to star in their films. Of course, they also wanted me to come on as an executive producer, which meant they wanted my money. I did a few big movies before realizing I wasn’t enjoying it, even though it had always been my dream in life. I decided to retire from my acing career.

Surprisingly, the batch of mediocre movies that I’d starred in made a bunch of money (they were particularly popular in India), and seeing as I was the main investor for all of them, I actually ended up making money from the whole endeavour. My estate manager called one afternoon to congratulate me on raising up my inheritance to over a billion dollars. Can you believe that? Somehow, I’d actually made money since inheriting my father’s incredible wealth.

I went travelling again, visiting countries just for the sake of visiting countries, just to see if there was anything I was missing in the world. It turns out, most places are pretty much the same, especially when you’re staying in five-star luxury hotels. Even the cuisine starts to blend together after a while.

After another long trip around the globe, I found myself bored once again, with nothing to do and nothing worthwhile to spend my money on. Something was missing from my life.

Things that I used to find enjoyable were suddenly dull and boring. I’d always loved playing billiards, but since hiring a private billiards instructor, it wasn’t the same. Acting had lost its excitement. Partying seemed like a waste of time. Even travelling had become uninteresting, seeming more like a chore than anything (having to drive down to the airstrip, sitting on a plane for hours, getting used to the change in time zone, and so on…).

Before I was rich, my life was full of excitement. There was no more intense feeling than that nervousness I felt on my way to an audition, or the pride I felt when I finally saved up enough money to buy that guitar I’d always admired in the music store window. Even when I would manage to scrounge up enough change to pay the rent, there was a certain sense of accomplishment, as if I was doing it on my own, even if I wasn’t doing it elegantly or efficiently—it was still all me. Those sensations were all gone and soon-to-be forgotten.

I needed to rediscover that excitement and wonder in my life.

It was around this time that I started to regret the way I’d behaved at my father’s funeral. I missed my father. He’d been a good dad, always making sure the family was together during the holidays, always sure to be there at my hockey games as a kid, never missed a birthday, and even drove down to Los Angeles to watch the screening of the first film I was in—some terrible student film shot on a camcorder. He left everything to me, and I didn’t even say goodbye to him at his funeral.


CHAPTER III

I’d never done any drugs before, aside from smoking a bit of pot in high-school. I’d never been a big fan or marijuana, but I figured it was as good of a time as any to give some other drugs a chance. I have to say, I did feel a spark of excitement that I hadn’t felt in years—not doing the drugs but in trying to get my hands on the drugs. I didn’t want to ask my assistants to go out and score for me, so I went out myself.

It had been a long time since I’d considered the consequences of my actions. When I was broke, I felt the consequences of upgrading my McDonalds fries from a medium to a large, worried my credit card would be declined. When you’re rich, it seems like there are no consequences. You can go on a private African safari without worrying about being short on rent or whether you’re eating into your savings.

Though buying drugs wasn’t the most intense excitement I’d ever felt. Even if the drug dealer I’d found was an undercover cop, I’m sure a generous donation to the police department would have cleared me of any charges. And even if some paparazzo snapped a photo of me buying a baggie of cocaine, no one would be surprised. I think everyone assumes that stars and rich assholes do nothing but consume copious amounts of drugs.

I was more worried about what the drugs would do to me, how I would react when I was under the influence. Cocaine turned out to be underwhelming, making me perky and hyper and not much else. Sure, there was a bit of a euphoria but it wasn’t what everyone made it out to be. I enjoyed my experience on LSD, but had no interest in trying it again when it was over. Mushrooms gave me anxiety—I spent the whole trip thinking I was wasting my life away on material goods, and that I should move out into the woods and care for the little forest critters. Thankfully those thoughts ended as the drug began to fade out of my system.

The harder drugs were fun for a first try, but I could feel right away how addictive they were capable of being, so I decided not to get too experimental. All in all, my drug-use adventures were a bust.

But I wasn’t done trying to force some excitement into my life. I got a huge rush when I found myself on an escort classifieds website, looking through the different girls in my area. There was a very real adrenaline rush in the thought of sleeping with a prostitute—it was illegal and taboo and it was potentially reputation-ruining. For some reason, that all just made me want to do it even more.

My hands were trembling when I picked up the phone to call one of the escorts. I couldn’t remember the last time anything made my hands tremble like that—probably when Marshall Roberts told me I was inheriting nearly a billion dollars. I made the call, it rang three times, and then she picked up. “Hello?” she said, her voice with a slight rasp to it. I’d always had a thing for girls with raspy voices—not a cigarette chugging rasp, but a nice, smooth natural rasp.

I set up the date for that night. She wanted to meet at a bar, but I told her I couldn’t meet in public, given my status. “But I’ve got a bar in my house,” I said. I made sure all of my house staff was dismissed before I left to pick her up. I thought about taking one of my many sports cars to pick up my escort, but I decided at the last minute it was better to be discreet. I took my black Escalade with its tinted windows.

It was nice, feeling that excitement buzzing through my body as I drove across town to pick her up. It was a nice reminder that I was still alive, still capable of feeling something. The money hadn’t numbed all of my senses yet.

She was standing in front of her apartment building with a black duffel bag when I picked her up. I had no idea what the duffel bag was for—maybe she had a game of tennis the next morning and wasn’t sure whether she would have time to get home and get her stuff. She was beautiful (as you might expect from one of the most expensive escorts in the second largest city in the country). She was blonde, but I think she had a bit of Latino in her because she still had that exotic look. She had nice thick thighs (I’d always hated thin thighs) and a great butt. She was wearing the tallest heels I’d ever seen on a woman, but she walked in them without any effort whatsoever. I got out of the car and opened the passenger seat for her, and she entered without saying anything. In fact, she didn’t say anything at all until we were a few blocks from her home and she looked over at me and realized who I was. “Wait, are you James Pederson?” she asked.

I smiled humbly, though there was a turning in my gut. I think most people use fake identities when sleeping with prostitutes. Given my status, I didn’t have that luxury. “That’s me,” I said.

Her face lit up. I could tell that she couldn’t wait to get home and tell all of her friends that she’d slept with a movie-star, even if I was only in a handful of mediocre films. I was sure it would only be a few weeks before there was some story in one of those trashy magazines, ‘Rumours buzzing that James Pederson slept with a prostitute’. The thought of the headline made the experience somehow better—more exciting.

Once I got her back to my place, it seemed like she’d forgotten she was there to fuck. She started to wander around my mansion, admiring the art, staring in amazement at my giant swimming pool. “This place is amazing. Is that pool heated,” she said. I could tell by the shine in her eyes that she wanted to go for a dip. She was suddenly a small child in a candy store.

I showed her around, because I could tell I wasn’t going to get her full attention until she got her amazement out of her system. “This is the gym I never use. Here’s the theatre room I used once. And here’s a bathroom I didn’t even know I had…” I ended the tour at the bedroom.

She placed her black duffel bag down by the door and then turned to me. “So what do you want? If you just want to fuck my pussy, that’s two-thousand,” she said. That number would have made my head spin a few years before, but now, it may as well have been free. “If you want to fuck me in the ass, that’s twenty-five hundred. I always start with a blowjob, and if you want to go down on me, I’ll let you do that for free, too. If you want something extra, ask and I’ll tell you the price.” She recited it like a seasoned waitress, going over the specials that hadn’t changed in the slightest in the fifteen years she’d worked at the restaurant.

“What are the extras?” I asked out of curiosity.

She dropped to her knees and zipped open her duffel bag, revealing a number of sex toys and harnesses and straps and things I didn’t recognize. “Whatever you want,” she said. On the top of the pile I could see two strap-on dildos: one was about the size of an average cock, the other looked like it was designed for torture—nearly a foot long and easily two inches in diameter. There were handcuffs in the bag, which I thought could be fun. I’d never tied a woman down before—I’d never even thought about tying a woman down before that moment I was staring at the cuffs.

“If you want, the full package is four-thousand,” she said.

“The full package?” I asked.

“Tie me up, gag me, blindfold me, and then do whatever you want—as long as you don’t put me in the hospital.”

The thought sent a cold shiver down my spine and a warm jolt through my nerves. It didn’t sounds like something I’d ever wanted to do before, but as I stood in that bedroom, with my willing participant, I couldn’t help but wonder if I would enjoy it. I tried to think of all the things I’d ever wanted to do with a woman, but was too afraid to ask. With the pressure of the moment, I could think of nothing, but I knew there was lots. It was strange: I could think of the moments during sex that I wanted to ask for something, but I couldn’t think of what I wanted to ask for.

As I stared down at that duffel bag, I had a feeling plenty would come to mind once we got going, and the two-thousand dollar difference made no difference to me—it was all peanuts to my billion dollars. “Sure, let’s do the full package,” I said.

She smiled, though there was a hint of fear in her eyes. I had a feeling there weren’t too many people who ordered the full package. In my poor days, the thought of spending four-thousand dollars for a single night of sex would have left me speechless.

She slipped the straps of her little satin dress over her shoulders. I could tell she was nervous. Her body was tense and her face seemed to be a few shades whiter. Without the support of her shoulders, her dress tumbled to the ground in a neat ring around her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but a little piece of lacy lingerie. I looked down her body, which was nothing short of a masterpiece. There was a little clasp on the crotch of her little outfit, which I was looking forward to unclipping. “Where do you want me tied up?” she asked.

I brought her to the end of the bed and cuffed her to the bedframe. I don’t know why, but I really liked the idea of fucking her standing up. Laying down would have been too much work with the cuffs, especially when it came to flipping her over, getting her onto her knees, and so on.

I’d played around with a blindfold in the bedroom before with one of the actresses I dated for a while, but I’d never played with a gag before. The idea that she wouldn’t be able to protest to any of my advances send a buzzing through my body. I was already getting erect and I hadn’t even started to undress myself.


CHAPTER IV

It was a strange sight, a beautiful stranger standing in my bedroom, cuffed to my bed, with a blindfold over her eyes and a gag in her mouth. I ran my hands down her body, feeling her incredibly soft skin and her plump butt. I’d fucked lots of beautiful women before—many of whom made ‘Top most beautiful women’ lists regularly, but there was something special about my escort date: the fact that she was so off-limits but I was still going to fuck her.

I’d never really done anything illegal before—aside from a bit of experimenting with drugs. Before becoming rich, I would pirate the occasional movie. One time I made a fake bus pass on my computer because I couldn’t afford an actual bus pass—that was probably the most illegal thing I’d ever done. Now, I was about to fuck a prostitute.

I stood up on the edge of the bed and stepped towards her. Her face lined up perfectly with my crotch. I felt so dirty undoing my belt, unzipping my fly, and pulling my semi-erect cock out in front of her. I felt even dirtier when I pressed the tip of my cock up to her lips and said, “Open up.” She followed the command and I sunk my cock into her warm, wet mouth.

I stood there while she worked away on the cock, running her tongue down my length, bobbing her head back and forth. She took it like a pro (which I suppose she was), taking the whole length of my rod into her mouth, stuffing the tip down her throat. She had me rock-hard in no time at all.

I thought about what to do next. I wanted to fuck her from behind, in her tight little pussy, but that seemed like a waste, seeing as I was paying for the ‘full package’. But what else could I do? Fuck her in the ass? Even that seemed anti-climactic. What did other people who ordered the full package do? Piss on her? Shit on her? Have her piss on them? I remembered that giant strap-on dildo in her duffel bag.

I slipped my cock out from her mouth, stepped down from the bed, and went over to her duffel bag, to see what kind of toys I could play with. There was an enormous dildo, even thicker than the strap-on, at the bottom of the bag. I lifted it up. It must have weighed ten pounds. I wondered what it was for—there was no way such a thing could fit into any vagina on the planet, or any mouth. But what about her back door?

I brought the giant toy over to the bed and placed it down next to my whore date. I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to do anything with it, but I kept it nearby just in case. Then, I reached down and unclasped that little clasp between her legs, exposing her perfect pussy and her tight little asshole.

She was wet—dripping wet—which I must say surprised me. I would have thought a woman who has sex for a living would have a hard time getting naturally wet for any old customer, though maybe I wasn’t just any old customer. I was technically a celebrity after all. She knew who I was as soon as she looked over at me.

I slipped my cock between her legs, running it between her plump, wet lips. I could feel her little dangling clit against the tip of my member. She squirmed slightly, letting out a little sigh. I ran my cock up and down the length of her slit a few times before sticking it in her. There wasn’t much resistance, between the fact that her pussy was soaking-wet and the fact that she’d been stretched out over the years from professional fucking—and I’m sure one or two guys had ordered the full package before me, and played around with that massive dildo.

I fucked her until she came, which didn’t take long. I loved the feeling of her warm juices running down my cock and my legs. I took her gag out so I could hear her precious moaning and screaming.

“Do you want to stick it in my ass?” she asked.

I didn’t answer, but I thought for a moment about it. I’d never stuck it in a girl’s ass before, so it seemed like a waste not to. I pulled out and lined the tip of my cock up with her asshole. Then, I pushed in. Again, there was surprisingly little resistance. I’m sure her asshole had been plunged many times—but it still felt really good, and it was very tight, puckering around the tip of my cock every time I pulled back for another thrust.

It felt nice, but it still didn’t seem like enough. I pulled out and ended up asking, “What do other people normally do when they order the full package?”

“Well…” she said. “Some guys like it when I pee on them.” I wasn’t surprised, but I also wasn’t interested. “Some guys like to get their friends involved. Some guys like to fuck me with toys. Other guys like it when I fuck them.”

For whatever strange reason, the last one caught my attention the most. I thought about the strap-ons in her duffel bag. The idea made me incredibly uncomfortable, but that’s what made me so interested. It was something I’d never even thought of trying before, something that made me cringe thinking about it now, but the thought of actually doing it was insanely exciting. I knew it would probably hurt, and I knew it would be as humiliating as all hell, seeing as she knew who I was and could easily go to TMZ and tell them about what I’d done, to make a few thousand extra bucks. But all of that only made me even more curious.

When you’re bored and rich, you become very, very curious about things. There are no limits to what you can do when money is no obstacle, except for the limits of your courage. It would have been easy to shrug my shoulders, stick my cock back into her ass, and then fuck her until I came deep in her asshole, but where was the excitement in that?

“Okay,” I said, my voice suddenly broken and timid.

“Okay what?” she said.

“Tie me up and fuck me,” I said. My heart was racing, pounding mercilessly against my chest. I hadn’t felt anything like it in a very, very long time, and that made me ecstatic.

I got her out of her cuffs and her blindfold, and then she cuffed me to the bed, the same way I’d been cuffed. I’d surrendered all control of our encounter to her, and she wasn’t hesitating in making me her little sexy toy. “Maybe not the gag,” I started to say as she pulled the gag over my head, but it was too late—she’d gagged me. And now, she was slipping the blindfold over my eyes. I suddenly began to regret my decision, but there was no way of letting her know. She’d given me no safe-word (or safe-dance, seeing as I couldn’t speak). I was hers to do what she wanted with.

The room became silent for a minute, possibly two minutes, possibly ten minutes—or possibly ten seconds. In my mounting anxiety, I’d lost all sense of time. I tried to control my breathing, which was difficult without the use of my mouth. I’d never been fucked in the ass before, and as I stood waiting to be penetrated, I couldn’t understand why I’d asked for it.

She slapped me on the ass, making me jump. I tried to yell, but the gag only let out a muffled grunt. If my heart started pounding any harder, I probably would have dropped dead, right there, cuffed to my own bed with a blindfold over my eyes and a gag in my mouth.

I felt it slide up between my butt cheeks: a long, hard plastic shaft. She had it nice and lubricated, and somehow it felt warm, as if she’d put it in the oven for a couple of minutes before strapping it on. I couldn’t tell if it was the giant dildo or the regular sized one—either way, it was going to stretch my little virgin asshole wide.

“You’ve got a nice ass,” she said, and then she slapped it. “I bet you could make a few girls jealous with that ass. In fact, your whole body is pretty good. I bet you’d look pretty cute in my lingerie.” She giggled. I could feel my face turning dark red.

She began to push the tip of her plastic cock into my body. I was correct in thinking it would hurt: it did, but it wasn’t unbearable. I wanted to tell her she was deep enough, that I was getting enough out of just the tip, but I had no way of telling her, not that she would have listened anyway. She continued pushing in deeper and deeper, stretching me wider and wider as the artificial veins and ridges of the dildo rubbed up against my rectum.

She placed her hands on my chest and scrunched her fingers against my skin. “Imagine me squeezing your perky tits,” she said. “Doesn’t that feel good, while I fuck your whore pussy?” In a weird way, it did feel good, her hands fondling my chest—even though I didn’t have any tits for her to squeeze. She started to thrust slowly in and out of my asshole. The pain started to go away with each thrust. After a while, it even started to feel kind of nice.

Without warning, she pushed in deeper. I didn’t even realize that she had any more cock to push in, and now that I could feel the strap-on’s artificial ball-sack, I knew it was in me completely. I felt like I could feel it in my throat, stuffing my whole body full. Still, it felt nice and it was feeling better and better with each plunge.

Now, instead of protesting, I wanted to tell her to fuck me harder and faster. I had no way of telling her, but somehow she knew (or she was just going to do it anyway). She started to slap her fit pelvis into my butt, making a loud slapping noise with every penetration. She reached around and started to jerk off my throbbing erection. “Do you like it when I tug on your sissy cock?” she asked.

I nodded. I liked it a lot. It was a shame it had to end, though I knew I had the money to do it over and over and over again, whenever I wanted, with whoever I wanted.

She made me cum in a matter of seconds. My whole body trembled and I let out a loud, muffled moan as warm jizz blasted out of my throbber. She gave me a few final thrusts before slipping her huge cock out of me, leaving me feeling empty and gaping.

She kissed me on the lips when she took the blindfold off of me. “Did you like that?” she asked.

I nodded slowly, my body feeling weak and stupid. “Yeah,” I managed to say. I liked it way more than I wanted to like it. It was all I could think about, even after she’d left. I’d found a new source of excitement, a new high to chase.

But like all of the highs I’d chased since inheriting my money, the novelty faded. Even getting fucked by kinky prostitutes loses its charm after a while.


CHAPTER V

It was a strange new fetish that I’d developed, letting women tie me up and fuck me in the ass. At first I thought it was just a physical stimulation thing, but then I started realizing I was getting more than just physical pleasure out of my escort encounters. One woman tied me to the bed and face-fucked me with her strap-on. I’d never gotten so hard in my life. I nearly came without any stimulation at all—so I started to realize it was more of an obsession with the idea of being dominated. My cheeks would turn red just thinking about it.

I started to pick out escorts who specialized in female domination. When I scrolled through the various classifieds postings, I made sure to only call girls who listed “into femdom” or “likes being on top” in their profiles. For the first few months of my prostitute adventures, I got that nervous trembling throughout my body whenever I looked through ads. I would read girls’ posts over and over and over, building up the courage to make the call, making sure every detail about them was absolutely perfect.

But after a few months, the excitement started to fade and the choosing process started to feel more like a chore than anything else. I started just entering ‘femdom’ into my search bar and then picking the first girl who came up. I made a big mistake in choosing a date one night, and I didn’t find out until I was in the bedroom with the girl.

Her name was Tracy, and she was gorgeous—one of the most gorgeous girls I’d ever been with, and that’s saying something. She had long, curly strawberry-blonde hair and a figure that would make any man drool, with deep curves and a stacked chest. The second I saw her standing on the side of the street, waiting for me to pick her up, I thought, Damn, that’s the definition of a perfect woman. I would find out later how ironic that thought was.

I didn’t know she was a tranny until she took off her panties, letting her huge, heavy cock spring out. By that point, I was already tied to the bed with a gag in my mouth. I tried to squirm and yell, but it was no good. My wrists and ankles were tied up, and my thrashing got me nowhere, seeing as I’d already told her to do what she wanted with me, no matter what. It was something I’d started telling all of my dates: “Do whatever you want, just don’t tell me what.” It made sex way more exciting. Now, I was regretting it deeply.

“Calm down, baby,” she said, sitting her bare ass down on my lower back. She started to rub my shoulders in an attempt to calm me down. I could feel the smirk in her voice. She was loving my reaction. I could feel her big ball sack sitting on my back with her while she rubbed. When she leaned forward to playfully nibble my earlobe, I could feel her long, throbbing cock, too.

She was really a man—or was a man, depending on which gender politics you subscribe to. She was the most beautiful man I’d ever seen, without question—but that didn’t change the fact that she was born a man, and she had a bigger cock than me.

I’d never been with a man, and I liked it that way. I liked women. I liked tits and pussies and, sure I’d developed a thing for getting fucked in the ass, but I didn’t like cocks. I didn’t like the way they looked, what they represented. They belonged on men, not women!

I’ll never forget the feeling of her throbbing tip pressing against my tight, puckering butthole. It was like a criminal holding a sharp knife up to my throat, in terms of the nerves that shot through my body. I ended up becoming completely still and stiff. I knew there was no fighting it—any resistance was useless. So I just closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue, hoping it ended quickly.

She pushed in. It was so much different than being stuffed with a dildo, and I’d been stuffed with countless different kinds of dildos. There was a peculiar warmth to it and I could feel it throbbing against my anal walls. It didn’t hurt the way a dildo hurts at first; it seemed to conform and bend slightly to my backdoor tunnel. It actually felt pretty good—much nicer than the deadness of a plastic or silicone sex toy, despite how hard I tried to convince myself otherwise.

When she thrusted into me, I could feel her foreskin pulling back and forth. It was an unusual feeling. It felt nice, but again, I tried to convince myself otherwise. I wanted to hate the experience. I wanted to find myself completely repulsed by Tracy and her huge tranny cock, but I just couldn’t quite convince myself. I liked the way her cock felt in my asshole, and I thought she was beautiful.

She didn’t blindfold me. Instead, she fucked me facing a mirror, so I could see myself getting dominated. I’d had a few other escorts do the same thing, and I’d always liked it, but now I was fighting to keep my eyes shut. Whenever I opened them, I could see everything: her mounting me, her long cock penetrating my asshole over and over.

I could feel her ball sack slapping against my ass, and I could feel her cock getting harder, bloating thicker. I realized that I was about to feel what it was like to be filled with cum.

She had her hands on my hips, her fingernails now digging into my skin. Her breathing was getting deeper and faster. She really was going to come! Was she going to do it inside of me, or was she going to pull out?

“Fuck!” she cried, and then I felt her cock unloading inside of me, warm blasts making my butt feel even more full than it already did. Though I will admit that it felt amazing, each blast sending a jolt of warm euphoria tingling through my body. I trembled all over, succumbing to the incredible elation.

I paid Tracy extra to stay the night. Not even thirty minutes later, I found myself between her legs, sucking her long cock, wanting to feel her come again. Every time the reality of what I was doing popped into my head—the reality that I was sucking a cock that belonged to a biological man—I pushed it away. I didn’t want to think about the ramifications of what I was doing. I just wanted to enjoy the moment, revel in the excitement that I’d longed for.

As she lay beautifully on her back, I mounted her and bounced up and down like a horny bunny rabbit, letting my ball sack slap against her tummy. She reached forward and jerked me off, and I came in no time at all, shooting a big, hot load all over her chin, her fake tits, and her firm belly.

When I wanted to go at it again just an hour later, I realized my femdom fetish was reaching a whole new level. And I knew, based on the experience of all of my other obsessions, that this one was going to spiral out of control until I lost interest and needed something even more intense. And I was right. After just a couple months of daily tranny-fucking, I found myself chasing that high that was at its most intense with Tracy, that seemed to dwindle with every fuck.

It was time to find a new high, a new source of excitement. I sat down and thought about what that could be, what the next natural progression from sleeping with transgendered prostitutes could be.


CHAPTER VI

They say money can’t buy everything, and over my years as a billionaire, I learned that they’re right, but money can buy a lot of shit. For instance, if you’re willing to pay good money, you can buy yourself a custom-moulded pair of fake tits, which look and feel just like the real thing. You can buy a wardrobe most women would kill for. You can buy a wig made from the highest-quality human hair. And you can buy makeup supplies that can turn any ugly duckling into a beautiful swan—or any man into a pretty girl. They even sell ‘pussy belts’, which are essentially a pair of silicone panties with a fake pussy built into them. The pussy even has a hole that you can stick a cock or a dildo into. Whether or not the person sticking their dick into the fake cunt has any idea that they’re actually rubbing their cock against another cock, that’s up to the person wearing the pussy belt.

It was irrelevant in my case, seeing as I was only interested in getting fucked in the ass. I just needed something that looked convincing for when I stripped down, and felt convincing in case my date wanted to reach between my legs and feel it. And when I got the pussy belt in the mail, I was surprised by how real it felt—terrifyingly so. The whole contraption felt a bit uncomfortable at first, and very, very tight—but what do you expect from a device designed to completely hide your cock and balls?

The fake tits, on the other hand, weren’t uncomfortable in the slightest. They actually felt kind of cool, especially when I did a little hop and could feel the bouncing on my chest. They looked and felt so real—if it wasn’t for the thin seam that separated them from my body, one would think I really did have a pair of tits. My plan was to hide the seams (as well as the seams of the pussy belt) with lingerie. Men don’t try to take off a woman’s lingerie. I found a nice little black lace onesie, crotchless (including a convenient hole for anal) that did the job perfectly.

Creating my female persona was fun, and my heart raced the whole time I was putting it together. I spent hours picking out my wig, wondering whether I wanted to be blonde, brunette, black, redhead, or something wild and crazy, like pink or blue. I decided to stay fairly conservative, buying myself a lighter brunette wig. I loved the way I looked with my long hair cascading over my shoulders.

I thought the makeup or the wig or even the outfit would have been the biggest change from man to woman, but surprisingly, it was shaving the legs that made the biggest difference. As I sat in the bath, I watched my legs in awe as every strip of the razor seemed to pull away my masculinity and reveal the smooth skin of a woman. I suppose it makes sense when you think about it—the only discernable difference between men and women, aside from sexual organs and muscle mass, is body hair. I’d always had a smaller body, and with my fake tits and my pussy belt, the body hair was the last big step.

I was surprised when I looked in the mirror and realized I looked good. I don’t know why I was surprised though—I’d spent tens of thousands of dollars on perfecting my appearance. With that kind of money, I could have looked like anyone I wanted to.

I wasn’t interested in fucking whores anymore. The whole paying for sex thing had lost its appeal and excitement. Now, what really made my heart race, was the thought of tricking a stranger into sleeping with me—making an unsuspecting man think I was a woman.

I spent a few days practicing the voice, the mannerisms, and the walk (high heels are not as easy to master as the internet would like you to believe). And then I spent a few more days building up the courage to leave my mansion dressed like a woman, with the goal of picking up a man from a bar and getting him to fuck me in the ass. It’s strange to think that, even with all of the money and power a person can possibly have, I could still feel intimidation and fear, I could still tremble all over at the thought of what someone might think about me. I could have easily paid a male prostitute to come over and fuck my little sissy asshole, but that would have completely defeated the whole point, taken away all of the excitement.

For the first time since inheriting my money, I took the city bus downtown. I left my credit card at home, taking just thirty bucks with me. If I was going to do it, I wanted to do it like a normal person. I didn’t want to find some loophole in the system where I could throw money at someone and get what I wanted. I wanted to earn it. I’d never earned anything in my life.

I got a few glances on the bus, all of which sent my heart into a violent rage. One man smiled at me and I forced a smile back. He looked at me a little bit longer than I was used to. What if he recognized me? My face was on a number of movie posters, one of which was plastered in city busses all over the city (thankfully not in the bus I was in now).

Another man looked my way, stared at me for a moment and then nodded before looking away. My hands and feet felt suddenly cold, as if blood had stopped circulating through my whole body. It seemed like everyone was looking at me, seeing through my guise. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw one man pull out his cellphone and raise it up. Was he about to snap a photo of me? Was he going to send it to TMZ, so they could run it on the front page of their website so everyone could point and laugh?

I took a deep breath and looked over slowly. In the reflection of the window next to him, I could see that he was just taking a selfie with a silly SnapChat filter over it. My paranoia was becoming overwhelming.

A man came onto the bus and he took the seat next to me. He was tall, wearing a nice suit as if he’d just gotten off of work late. “Do you mind if I sit here?” he asked.

“By all means,” I said, motioning for him to sit.

He smiled at me, and then his cheeks became a shade of rose. “You look good,” he said. “Going out for the night?”

“Thank you. Yeah,” I said. I felt my cheeks turn a shade of rose.

We casually talked for a while. He told me about his job—he was just hired at a big law firm. He was stuck doing the grunt work, but he didn’t mind. He gave me his card before getting off of the bus. “Call me sometime if you’re downtown and bored or something,” he said. His cheeks were now a shade of crimson.

My nerves started to calm down. Once I was off the bus, I was still noticing people looking my way, but I no longer thought they could see through my feminine guise. They were checking me out. I caught one guy looking at my ass, and countless people passing by taking quick glances down my top. It was a strangely nice feeling, being checked out like that, feeling validated.

When I got to the bar, which was bustling, the seemingly endless validation continued. Men were all over me the moment I walked in the door. I immediately realized there wasn’t going to be much challenge at all in tricking a guy into taking me home. The real challenge was going to be building up the courage to go home with whoever I chose. It was obviously dangerous. If my pussy belt ripped or my wig fell off, who knows what a guy might do? Who’s to say he wouldn’t get angry enough to strangle me to death, or beat me until I had to spend the rest of my life in a wheelchair?

Of course, with my twisted psyche, that thought only made me want to go through with the experiment even more. It only added to the heart-pounding excitement of it all.

The man who ended up taking me to his house (after buying me five different drinks) was one of the more handsome men at the bar. He had a powerful-looking face with chiselled features, and big, shining blue eyes. There were other girls eyeing him up the whole night, so when he came to me, I was naturally flattered. To think that I was chosen over real, biological women made my heart stutter. I had a feeling my night out as a female would be successful, but I never thought it would be this successful.

When he took off his shirt, revealing his gym-toned body, I was suddenly rendered frozen. This wasn’t just innocently sleeping with a tranny, this was the real deal. The cock I was going to take in my ass belonged to a man, with big muscles, who could hold me down without effort. It seemed like my fetish had reached its final form: from getting penetrated by a dildo to being fucked by a man, as a woman. The thought was enough to make my head spin, to make me think, How the hell did I end up here?

He wrapped his arms around me and kissed me. I hate how much I loved the feeling of his bulging muscles holding me tightly. I felt so secure, so safe, even though I knew he had the power to snap my neck if something were to nudge itself out of place.


CHAPTER VII

When my first escort tied me up and fucked me in the ass with that strap-on, was that the beginning of me realizing I was gay? Was I gay? I didn’t feel gay. I didn’t fantasize about sleeping with a man as a man—only as a woman. I hated the idea of touching another man’s cock, except for when I was in a wig and a little skirt and heels. Now, I had a big hard cock in my hand, bringing it closer and closer to my lips without any reluctance. It just felt right.

So maybe I was gay, or maybe I was something else—something undefined by labels about gender and sexuality. In that moment, as I ran the tip of my tongue down the length of his throbbing shaft, I felt like nothing but a woman who wanted to suck a cock and take it in the ass.

Hearing him moaning as I bobbed my head back and forth on his cock filled me with a strange joy that I wasn’t used to—that I’m not sure I’d ever felt in my life. It was a sense of accomplishment. For once, I felt like I was achieving a goal that I hadn’t bought. Sure, I bought the wig, the clothes, and the makeup, but he wasn’t enjoying those things. He was enjoying his time with me.

“Your mouth feels so fucking good,” he said, slipping his fingers into my hair. I loved the way I could feel his veins pumping against my tongue. “How badly do you want me to fuck you, baby?” he said after a long, deep breath.

“I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I said, my heart rate increasing a solid fifty percent in a matter of seconds.

His eyes lit up, as expected, and then he bent me over. I felt his fingertips glide over my puckering hole. I could feel him trembling. I could practically hear his heart pounding into his ribcage. I could tell that he’d never fucked a woman in the ass before, and I could tell he was excited, as all men would be given the opportunity.

He was slow to stick it in me, sliding in carefully, trying to be gentle. I didn’t need him to be gentle. I knew how to take it, and I liked it rough, but I didn’t want to start bragging about my many anal experiences, so I let him go at his own pace. His cock was big, and it felt nice—it had a slight curve to it that made it press up against that perfect sweet-spot that made my legs weak and my body tremble.

With every thrust, he came down harder. Each thrust felt better than the last. My cock started to get hard inside of my pussy belt, which made the whole contraption feel even more uncomfortable than it already was, but I was too far gone to care. I’d already surrendered to the mounting euphoria.

Sleeping with trannies and chicks with strap-ons was fun, but there was something special about sleeping with a man: that feeling of security, that feeling of real domination. With women and trannies, it was like roleplaying, playing domination. But with a man, I was really being dominated. As he held my wrists down at my sides, I really couldn’t move. I didn’t need any handcuffs or restraints, just his big, bulging muscles.

“You’re so fucking tight,” he said with a grunt. His cock was so long, I could practically feel it pressing against the backs of my eyes. “I’m going to come,” he said.

“Come in my, baby,” I said.

He did, and he came hard, filling me up like an overfilled cream-filled donut. It felt so fucking good, I didn’t want it to end.

When he rolled off, and I felt his hot load spilling out of my butthole, I could only think, I hope this doesn’t lose its charm the way everything else did. If I lose this, what else is there?

I fell asleep in my romp’s big arms, and woke up the next morning cuddled into him, feeling the bulge of his big cock against my back. We fucked again before he took off, getting another hot load deep in my tush.

Going out as a woman made me miss my old life more than anything. I missed being anonymous, having real conversations with real people who weren’t just out to say they fucked a celebrity, or just out to taste the billionaire lifestyle. I hated the billionaire lifestyle, it took the fun out of everything. An African safari is supposed to be an amazing experience because it’s something you’re supposed to work towards, something you’re supposed to trade the fruits of your hard labour to experience—not something you go and do on a whim. The same is true with everything, even simply buying a drink at a bar. I wanted to earn that drink. I wanted to earn my own life and my own accomplishments.

I called up my estate manager and told him I didn’t want the money. He was silent for a minute. “What?” he said.

“Get rid of it—all of it,” I said. “Sell all of my houses and my cars—everything.”

“That’s extremely unwise, sir,” he said.

“I don’t care. Just get rid of it.”

“How’s about this: I can put it all into investments, like your father did, and then if you change your mind, it will be there waiting for you.”

“Fine, do whatever you want.”

“Just call me if you want the money released,” he said. He acted quickly. A realtor came to my house that afternoon and plopped the ‘for sale’ sign down on the lawn, and a small army of tow trucks came for my cars. I assumed the same thing was happening at all of my houses around the globe. I was fine with that.

I cut up my credit cards and tossed the in the trash. Then, I deleted my estate manager’s number from my phone. I didn’t want to be able to access that money again. I wanted nothing to do with it. If my future children wanted it, then so be it—they could take it and learn how corruptive it was. Thanks to that money, I had a whole new outlook on life. It was just a shame I had to waste years of my life to figure it out.

I thought about keeping just a million, or even just a few thousand, but ultimately, I decided to get rid of all of it—every last penny. I found myself renting a shitty apartment on the edge of town, paying for the first month’s rent with a loan from a loan shark. I was starting from scratch.

I thought for a while about how I could truly start fresh, not just with a fresh bank account, but with a fresh reputation as well. When I noticed the wig in my closet, I had the perfect solution: I would work towards getting a sex change.

I could have taken a chunk of money out of my bank account to pay for the operation, but I wanted to earn it. I wanted to appreciate it, and feel like I accomplished something. So I started saving a little bit of money on every one of my minimum-wage paycheques (I got a job as a cashier at a boutique store).

My first goal was to become a real woman. Once I was a woman, I would start going out to auditions again. This time I was going to make it big without the help of my fat inheritance. I was going to be my own person, and I felt like no one could stop me.

THE END
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