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CHAPTER 1:

There is a saying that the grass is always greener on the other side of the fence. I don't know if that's true in all cases, but it certainly is in mine.

Despite a long lifetime of one success after another, and after amassing one of the great personal fortunes of our time one might think that I was the man who had everything, or at least nothing to complain about. And that was true on many levels. I had a good education and I had worked hard but I had also been lucky to be in the right place at the right time on many occasions. Looking back I don't think I could have handled my career any better.

And I was highly respected. There was a time when my name was floated around as a potential Presidential candidate, but by that point in my life I was far too wrapped up in my business endeavors to seriously consider a change of career.

I had two marriages in my first 60 years of life, both brief and neither terribly memorable. I wasn't lonely for companionship though as I dated a wide variety of women in my time, many of whom you have undoubtedly heard of.

There are many charitable causes that I believe in passionately and they have received generous financial support from me throughout the years. Knowing that I might be making even a small difference for the better is a great feeling of happiness to me.

I have a number of hobbies that I indulge in, whenever time permits, and of those golf is high on the list. I have a 3 handicap and have won a number of amateur tournaments as well as competing in some Pro/Ams as well. I swim a lot for exercise but have no special talent for it competitively.

I have a weakness for expensive sports cars, both modern and vintage, although I'm not an obsessive collector. I've spent a lot of my career being chauffeured around so I always enjoy the opportunity to get behind the wheel and drive myself in whatever car my mood fancies at the moment.

The trimmings of success are all there. The mansion in Southern California. The penthouse in Manhattan. Beach houses, vacation retreats, even a winery in France, although I don't get to visit as often as I would like.

I could go on and on but it would only sound like bragging, which is not my intention at all. The point I'm trying to make is that despite all of these things my life sounds better than it's lived. And in case you were wondering why wasn't the happiest man alive the answer is very simple. I wasn't a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

I honestly don't remember when it first occurred to me that I might prefer being female. When I was growing up the concept of someone being transgendered didn't really exist, at least not in any sort of mainstream way. Of course back in the early 1950's an Army vet named George Jorgensen had the first widely publicized sex change operation and became a bit of a sensation as Christine Jorgensen. She enjoyed a somewhat successful career in the entertainment industry and was a tireless spokesperson on behalf of transsexuality, as it was known in those days.

Even so the world I grew up in had clearly defined boundaries of what was acceptable male and female behavior. It was a different time entirely, and even though the Sexual Revolution was starting it generally didn't include the transgendered. A man could dress like a woman for laughs on TV or a comedy movie, but those who did so in real life were ridiculed and looked down upon to say the least. Anyone who seriously attempted to live as the opposite of their birth gender was branded a pervert and a moral degenerate, as they often still are today in spite of our supposedly more progressive outlook on such things.

I do remember when I was about 9 or 10 and I discovered a couple of Playboy magazines my dad had stashed in the garage. It was my first encounter with any sort of explicit "adult" material and it made quite an impression on me, as you might expect. This was the late 1960's so the photographs were far more subtle and artistic than pornography of later years and the one thing that struck me profoundly was how absolutely gorgeous those women looked.

The glossy photography, the seductive yet not obscene poses, the perfect hair and skin; I marveled that such beauty could exist in the world. As a boy I was excited by the naughtiness of seeing naked ladies for the first time, but there was a tiny bit of envy too. Those women were the most fascinating creatures to me. Of course those photos were air brushed and filtered fantasies but they fueled my imagination in many different ways.

By the time I was in high school and college the pornographic industry had come of age as well. Magazines like Playboy and Penthouse were still very popular but they were being forced to compete with much more hardcore offerings in both print and on the screen. I was an incredibly bright student but I was definitely not terribly popular with the ladies back then. I was kind of a "nerd" or a "geek" and had been raised to be very reserved so I tended to be a bit awkward around girls.

Even so, or perhaps because of that, pornography became very important to me. I still loved the more glamorous nudes of the era but I was also kind of addicted to XXX thrills. In those pre-Internet days acquiring adult material was much more difficult but hardly impossible for a clever and determined person.

For example there was this guy I knew who was a few years older than me. He had accumulated quite a collection of Swedish Erotica, which were basically silent, low budget, skin flicks shot in Europe and put on 8mm movie film. They ran about 15 minutes each and they showed everything. The owner was a little bored with them after having watched them over and over again, and he wanted to buy a guitar, so I made a very good bargain and bought his entire collection, including the projector, a folding screen, and a spare lamp.

Needless to say having my own porno theater setup made me a minor celebrity in my neighborhood and those dirty movies got played so much they started to fall apart. Later on I started going to actual porn theaters and sex shops that had these coin operated machines where you could watch about four minutes of a movie for a quarter. If you wanted to see the whole thing it would cost you a buck. That always seemed like money well-spent to me.

Most of the women who did hardcore pornography back in those days tended to not be nearly as beautiful as the models who merely posed nude in the better publications. Of course there were some who crossed over from print to screen that were especially attractive. Linda Gordon was the perfect girl-next-door with a naughty side whose 38DD knockers and hairy bush were all the rage back in the day. Annette Haven was another personal favorite. She had legitimate movie star good-looks and smoldered on screen in nasty hardcore action. She could even act, which was just the icing on the cake.

It was during this period that I started to become quite conflicted with my emotional response to viewing such wanton exercises. There was a part of me that said aren't those women hot, wouldn't I like to fuck them, and a part of me that said aren't those women hot, wouldn't it be great to be like them. I knew that I adored women and found them fascinating, so I assumed that meant I was a heterosexual male. But my adoration seemed to veer more and more into the desire for emulation.

I started out jacking off like any normal red blooded American boy, but eventually I started doing it on my back, with my legs up in the air like a girl. When I ejaculated I tried to pretend that it was another man's dick that was shooting his cum all over my tits and stomach. Being in that position, watching jizz fly towards my face, gave me the greatest rush imaginable. It was like being a porn star during the money shot.

Had I been a cute kid, or a "pretty boy," or basically more effeminate I imagine I would have gone the cross dresser route at some point. I did trying wearing a stuffed bra a few times when I masturbated but it never became a regular thing with me and certainly never escalated into trying to dress up with makeup or a wig or anything. I just didn't make a very pretty girl. That was super frustrating. I could imagine myself being beautiful, and I could imagine myself getting fucked like a porn queen, but there was no way I could possibly be that person, no matter how much I wanted to.

We jump ahead in the story and find that my brains and talent have made me a very rich man. Consequently women who would never have given me the time of day are suddenly quite eager to share my company, and my bed. My first spouse, Belinda, was the classic trophy wife. She had done some modeling back in Scandinavia and was drop dead gorgeous. I suppose my Swedish Erotica fixation might have had something to do with my passion for her, but she was beautiful in any language.

She was an appropriate accessory for a successful man on the rise and played her part well. She had expensive tastes, which fortunately I could afford, and wasn't terribly demanding emotionally but I think she figured out fairly quickly that I would rather have been her than been with her. She started having affairs and we split up amicably after a few years. Wife number two was a stab at something more substantial. Jane was a career woman herself, and a very gifted architect. We met on a project for some real estate that I was developing and I would say that we hit it off fairly well at the start.

Jane was attractive, but also very bright and talented. It seemed like a good team. With my resources she would be able to run around the world designing fabulous buildings that I would pay to construct. Unfortunately she began to resent our collaboration and felt like nobody was taking her seriously since her rich husband was merely bankrolling all of her efforts so she tried to go back to making it on her own. When that didn't go so well she started getting angry at me for not supporting her enough. Eventually we called it quits.

As I said earlier I had no shortage of female companionship without marriage being involved. When you can invite a woman to dinner in Paris and fly her there on your private jet it's not that hard to find a dinner date. To my friends, and the world in general, it must have seemed like I was quite the Lothario, but in truth my sex life was pretty awful.

It was difficult for me because I loved the company of women but sex was always kind of a chore. Sometimes if I had just the right amount of booze in me I would work up a manly lather and give a maiden a fair thumping but much of the time my dick wouldn't respond to the call, or my heart wouldn't be into it even if I did get my cock into the girl.

I wasn't terribly attracted to men, since I didn't see them as beautiful, but I did realize that they were an important part of my female fantasies. I liked watching girls suck and fuck big cocks, and would gladly have done so myself were I female, but I never had any real desire to explore a homosexual relationship. I thought about hiring a male prostitute a couple of times, just to see what it was like, but I never went through with it.

As the years went by I became increasingly depressed about the fact that I would never know what it was to be a ravishing beauty that was the envy of all purely for my looks alone. Most of the world envied my wealth and power, but I wanted something desperately that my money couldn't buy. That is until I could.


CHAPTER 3:

As time went by, and gender reassignment became more commonplace, I decided to put a ton of money into genetic research. Of course it was a lucrative field for many purposes aside from giving me a pussy, but I steered the company in the direction of total gender transformation. But I needed more than that. I was already in my 50's when I started work on the project so I needed to turn back the clock and give myself the body of a much younger person. I also needed to be able to "design" the perfect woman, as I saw her, and somehow translate that image into my own being.

Of course nobody knew that this was all just a pet project for my own desires. I wanted to revolutionize the science of gender change in a way that seemed like total science fiction when we started. Like the old TV show The Six Million Dollar Man I planned to be rebuilt better than ever, but instead of super strength and speed I would be a delectable sexpot.

It was going to cost me a lot more than six million dollars to accomplish that goal but I didn't care about the costs. I needed to know that this aching inside would finally be relieved. I don't know whether I actually believed in the beginning that I would live long enough to see my dream come true but I felt better just knowing that I was trying to make it happen. It was all backed with my own money so I didn't have investors that needed to be appeased when we didn't turn a profit. There was no board of directors questioning why I was putting so much emphasis on the gender aspects of the technology when it would have been more lucrative to focus on more practical medical applications. The people who worked for me didn't question anything. They were given the greatest technological sandbox in the world to play with, and were extremely well-paid to boot.

In reality it was always just a question of money. As long as gender reassignment procedures were considered elective cosmetic surgery there was a reluctance to invest the time and resources necessary to make the dramatic leaps that were possible. Nobody wanted to invest in something that was so controversial and apt to being excluded by healthcare insurance programs. There was also the very real possibility that due to the "immoral" stigma that was still attached to the idea of transgendered people that government approval would be very difficult to obtain, even if the methods were scientifically proven and sound.

That mattered not to me because I was going to be the guinea pig. I would be the clinical trial's first, and possibly only test subject. Obviously I wanted to make damn sure that the thing was as likely to work as could be predicted, but I was willing to suffer the consequences if things went horribly awry.

The process was built on a foundation of gene manipulation. The actual biological differences between men and women are not as great as once assumed. There are certain regulator genes that serve as "master switches" to control a host of other characteristics. Basically the genes required to change a person's gender already exist in everyone, it's simply a matter of flipping the right switches.

Like current Hormone Replacement Therapy we intended to include the introduction of female hormones into the body to help organically bring about fat distribution and altered muscle density and so on. There would be some natural breast growth too but not enough to give me the eye-popping gravity defying jugs I was questing after.

The rest of it gets pretty tricky. We had to really push the envelope of organ development using stem cell technology. 3D printers were essential and some of the procedures so delicate that a robotic surgeon was required. In the end though, if everything went according to plan, I would become a woman virtually indistinguishable from one who had been female at birth. That was the basic intent of the procedure. My requirements made it even more fantastical.

I didn't want to just be a woman, in other words, a version of myself had I been born a girl. I wanted to design my ideal body type and face. To that end we developed a program that would allow me to scan various photographs and enter specific measurements into the computer which would then generate a photorealistic 3D model of the woman of my dreams. That way I could examine it from all sides and zoom in and out on various parts of the body. I could even experiment with different hair styles and colors to see what I might look like with different cosmetic choices. Naturally I could change anything I wanted to along the line, and believe me, that model went through a hell of a lot of changes.

I started out by collecting pictures of women I found attractive. Some were models, some were porn stars or other actresses and celebrities. It helped to find subjects that were often photographed, and especially in the nude, since a person can look very different from different angles. I literally spent years pouring over those pictures trying to figure out exactly what image I wanted to see reflected when I looked in the mirror.

The breasts were a personal obsession. I went back and forth on the size and shape a million times. Whenever I thought I was going too big I reduced them, and then they tended to seem too small. Finally I settled on what I would describe as "medium large" boobs. I won't tell you exactly whose tits they were modeled on but they were very attractive to say the least.

I wanted a fairly subtle pussy with a trim line as opposed to big "butterfly" lips. Not completely smooth, but tasteful. Nice and pink and tight and not too flabby.

The face was the only thing even harder to design than the tits. I tended to like rather Classical European features (thanks again Swedish Erotica). I suppose that's why I married a Nordic woman who looked like a statue. On the other hand I was determined to live a much more carefree and outgoing life as a girl so cute and sassy couldn't be ruled out completely. I also didn't want to look too perfect, like I was made of plastic or something. I wanted to be perfect in my eyes, but hopefully naturally pleasing to everyone else as well.

I can't tell you how really difficult it is to be a 60-year-old man looking at photos of 20-something women and trying to picture yourself actually becoming that person. We don't get to choose what we look like at birth, and there's only so much we can do normally to change that. We can lose or gain weight, we can tone our muscles, we can utilize cosmetics and even undergo body enhancing surgeries but I was taking a leap far into the future where I was planning to alter the very DNA of my body.

Of course if the process worked I could theoretically make adjustments later but I was sort of hoping to get it right on the first shot. Realistically I figured that if I ended up looking anything like the design I'd be a happy camper even if my chin was wider than I was expecting or the tip of my nose didn't turn exactly how I wanted it to.

To get around government approval I constructed a facility in a foreign country that was amenable to the sort of mad scientist shenanigans I was planning on getting up to. Then it was just a matter of going there and getting the work done. Once I was transformed the world would just have to deal with the ramifications. I had legally changed my gender on all my records and accounts and documents, and I had changed my name to Eve Summers, because I would be the first woman of my kind, and my transformation would take place in the summer. Of course I would still legally be 60-years-old so anyone looking at my driver's license would be quite confused but that was something people would just have to learn to deal with in the future as this technology became more accessible. Someday there would be millions of people walking around at the age of 125 who looked 30 or less. The whole definition of age would have be rethought.

To cut to the chase the process worked like a charm. Of course that didn't mean that complications wouldn't arise later, and developing cancer was a definite risk, but once I had healed up from the process I looked damn near exactly like I hoped I would look.

Surprisingly my first reaction was fear more than joy. What had I been thinking? I didn't know the first thing about being a woman. I was physically in the body of a 20-something-year-old but my brain was still firmly the product of my generation. And the world was bound to see me as a freak of nature. The rich man who played God and created a monster.

The press had already gotten wind of my legal transition and were basically having a field day with it. Picture Bill Gates announcing one day that he was becoming a woman. That would set a lot of tongues wagging. Of course I was out of the country at an undisclosed location while the whole thing was going on so nobody had any idea of how radical my transformation was going to be.

When I got home I walked off the plane and right past a crew from TMZ who had gotten the scoop that I would be flying on that particular flight and they obviously figured they'd be able to spot the female version of me. I had deliberately flown on a commercial airline because I knew my private jet would be staked out. I had the greatest disguise in the world, at least for the moment. Soon enough my new appearance would leak out and I would have to deal with the consequences, but for the moment I was a total stranger to even those who knew me well.


CHAPTER 4:

Samantha Krasinski, better known to her fans as Dolly Ryder, was ushered into my sitting room where I watched her for a few moments from a doorway before making my entrance. She was a semi-retired porn star, stripper and model and I had contacted her about a job interview. She really had no idea what sort of a job I was offering but she had come out of curiosity and the fact that I had made it known that the pay would be quite excellent.

"Hello, I'm Eve Summers," I said as I glided into the room the best I could and extended my hand. "Do you prefer to go by Samantha or Dolly?"

"Just Sam is fine," she said returning my handshake. "Wow, you've got a firm grip."

"Sorry. I'm still working on that," I said as I invited her to take a seat.

"Nice place you've got here," said Sam approvingly.

"Thanks. It's large but I think it's homey," I replied. "I imagine you're pretty anxious to find out what this is all about."

"It had crossed my mind."

"Do you know who I am?" I asked.

"You're some rich lady named Eve Summers?"

"Do you know who Randall Patterson is?"

"Isn't he that crazy billionaire tranny?"

"Isn't transgendered the more acceptable term these days?"

"Sorry. I work in the porn industry, which is not exactly too politically correct," she said with a laugh.

"Well I'm that crazy billionaire tranny," I replied with a smile.

"Wow, you could have fooled me. Nice work."

"Thanks, but fooling people isn't exactly what I had in mind. The transition I made was as close to a total gender switch as humanly possible. Biologically speaking my body is exactly the same as yours, or any other cis woman," I explained.

"Yeah, I read something about that but I didn't really understand it."

"I'm sure you're not alone in that. It's the first procedure of its kind and could be the last if things don't work out well. Would you like some coffee or tea or something?"

"Coffee would be fine."

I pushed a button to place the order for coffee and settled back into my chair. Sam was a very attractive woman, and she had dressed quite professionally for this interview, which was a good sign. I knew her work quite well and it was fascinating to be sitting across from her, woman to woman.

"So about that job?" Sam said, bringing us back to the point.

"It's basically a consulting position," I told her.

"Are you planning on going into the porn business or something?"

"In time, but I'm looking for something more comprehensive. Think of it more as a paid companion," I said.

"Hey, I know a lot of lovely young ladies who would gladly take your money for that if you..."

"I'm sorry, I'm not explaining myself well. I don't mean an escort, or anything like that. I want you to teach me how to be a woman."

"I'm not sure I follow you."

"You were born a girl. You grew up that way. You had an entire lifetime to learn what it is to be female. I had a procedure done and basically turned into a woman overnight. I want to learn the things a girl would learn. Plus I'm 60-years-old but I have a body that's 40 years younger. I want to fit in and understand popular culture and fashion. I want to live like the younger person I've become," I explained.

"So why me?" asked Sam as the coffee arrived.

"I'm a fan of your work, but I've also made inquiries. I'm told that you're very responsible, not messed up in heavy drugs, have no police record, and that you work hard and are reliable. You've gotten some pretty glowing recommendations."

"And here I thought I was just famous for being the girl who loved doing anal," Sam joked.

"And yes, in time I do plan to go into the adult entertainment industry and your expertise would be most valuable there," I added.

"I hope you don't take this the wrong way, but why in the hell would you want to do that?"

"It's always been my dream to be a porn star."

"That's funny, it's always been my dream to be rich."

"Perhaps we can help each other achieve our dreams."

We chatted quite pleasantly a little longer and I gave her a tour of the house. I told her that ideally it would be a live-in position but she was still reticent. Then I told her the salary and she accepted on the spot.

"You know I still think you're probably crazy," said Sam with a grin once we had worked out all the details of her employment.

"When you're as rich as I am people call you eccentric," I reminded her. "And believe me, most really rich people are mad as a hatter."

"I'm not trying to talk myself out of a job here but I really don't know if I can give you what you want. It isn't like there's a standard rulebook that all girls get issued at birth. I don't come from the same background that you do so my idea of what it is to be a woman might be very different from yours."

"Do you know how to buy a bra that fits properly?" I asked.

"Uh...yeah, I suppose so," she replied.

"Then that's a good start because I'm clueless," I said with a laugh.

I felt that I had made the right choice. It was mostly instinct, but I trusted my instincts. I had always been a good judge of character and I really liked Sam from the moment I met her. It was strange seeing her with her clothes on, sipping coffee in my sitting room. I only knew her as a porn star, but here she was just a regular person like anyone else. That made me feel a little better about my desire to go into the business eventually. It all seemed so mysterious and forbidden to me but maybe at the end of the day it was just another job.

In any case I had my consultant now and I could begin my female training in earnest. I had always thought of myself as a clever person who could handle the most complex financial and technical negotiations with relative ease. Now I was just trying to handle walking in heels without doing a face plant.


CHAPTER 5:

"Okay, show me what you got," said Sam when we had returned from our first shopping trip laden with bags and packages.

"You saw everything I bought," I reminded her. "You picked most of them out."

"Not the clothes, I want to see this miraculous body that you claim is 100% female," she replied.

"What, you just want me to strip right in front of you?"

"Well I don't expect you to bust any dance moves but yeah, you should take off your clothes," she insisted. "Look, if you're seriously thinking about being a nude model, or whatever, you're going to have to take your clothes off in front of people all the time."

"Okay, I'm not ashamed of my body," I replied a little defensively.

She was absolutely right about my needing to get over any sort of shyness or modesty. I had built this body specifically for the purpose of showing it off to the world so there was no need to be uncomfortable getting naked in front of my female companion and employee. I think maybe it was the employee part that kind of shook me. The people who worked for me rarely saw me in anything that resembled a casual mode, let alone a state of undress.

I peeled off my clothing and placed it neatly on the bed behind me. Then I stood stark naked in front of Sam who had me do a little twirl so that she could see the whole package. It's a very powerful symbol being naked when someone else is fully clothed and it generally implies that the clothed person is the one in charge. It was strange for me to be in that position with a subordinate but I found it oddly refreshing, perhaps because she wasn't just an employee she was also my tutor. In any case it felt good to be in her hands at the moment.

"Holy crap! You got that body from a laboratory?" Sam whistled.

"Yeah, that's a pretty good way to describe it," I replied with a grin.

"Better living through chemistry, I guess," said Sam as she came over and started examining me a bit closer. "Mind if I touch you?"

"Be my guest," I replied.

"That's the best fucking boob job I've ever seen," she commented as she lifted my breasts and looked for the telltale scar that wasn't there.

"It's not exactly a boob job in the conventional sense. It sort of just comes with the whole package," I told her.

"You're going to want to shave down there, you know," she said pointing to my hairy muff. "It's not the 70's anymore old man."

"I know," I said defensively. "And I'm not an old man anymore."

"Well I can't call you old woman. You look younger than me."

"Point well taken."

"So you just picked out a body and had it built for you?" she asked.

"Not exactly. I picked out various aspects of body and facial types and had them combined to create the final appearance. It's sort of like an X-rated Frankenstein job I suppose, except that I was only using pictures of people not their actual body parts. You know you were the inspiration for one part of my anatomy."

"Really? That's pretty freaky. I mean kind of flattering, but still freaky," Sam replied.

"Can you guess which part?"

Sam resumed examining me and had me bend over at one point.

"Your ass. You've got my ass!" she squealed with amusement.

"More or less."

"Well, I am famous for taking it up the butt so I guess I shouldn't be surprised."

"Does that hurt?" I asked.

"You mean you've never..."

"No never."

"I just assumed if you had a girly fetish you probably tried sticking things in your ass."

"I thought about it but I never did anything about it," I told her.

"Well, it gets easier the more you do it, but it helps to work up to it. You might want to consider breaking your little hole in before you get it stuffed by some big cock," Sam suggested.

"Whatever you think," I replied.

"Look, this is really pushy but I'm dying of curiosity. Can I touch your pussy?"

"Sure, go ahead."

Sam reached down between my legs and started to rub all around the outside of my new genitals. I had touched myself and masturbated by this time but I had never had anyone outside of a doctor actually feeling me up like this before. I let out a little moan as she slipped a finger inside me.

"So do you like girls or guys or both?" she asked as she gently probed my gash.

"I don't know for sure," I replied, feeling my heart rate starting to accelerate. "I think women are beautiful but I never had much luck satisfying them or myself in the process. I've never been attracted to men but I am attracted to the idea of getting fucked. I'm kind of fascinated by cocks."

"Join the club," Sam chuckled. "I'm totally bi now, though I wasn't before porn. I thought of myself as gay for pay. Then somewhere along the line I started dating women for fun, though I still prefer men I think. Do you want me to stop?"

"No, please don't. I mean, stop if you want to," I stammered.

"It sure looks like all the equipment is in good working order. Let's hit the power button and see what happens."

A moment later her finger was under the hood of my clit and I felt like I was going to scream or shout or cry or something. It just felt so damn fucking fantastic. Way better than anything I had ever felt as a man.

"Oh, God," I gasped.

"Looks like a clit girl supremo," Sam joked. "You're getting nice and wet. Why don't you go sit on the bed?"

I did as Sam suggested and she sat next to me and resumed her expert fingering. I leaned back and rested on my outstretched arms.

"You're insanely gorgeous, you know that," said Sam. "I mean you're probably too pretty for porn. You could easily do serious modeling if you wanted to."

"I really want to do porn," I said. "But thank you for the compliment. I think you're really gorgeous too."

"Especially my ass," Sam teased.

"Well it is a pretty terrific ass. I just had to have one like it for myself."

Sam worked her magic a little longer and soon I was having a delightful orgasm. It certainly wasn't at all what I had been expecting when we went shopping today but I wasn't going to complain. I looked at Sam and I couldn't help but give her a big kiss.

"Thank you, that was wonderful," I said. "I hope you'll let me return the favor sometime."

"Oh, I have a feeling that we'll do this again," she said with a wink.


CHAPTER 6:

The genetics research company was totally mine and not a subsidiary of the parent corporation that ran most of my holdings. There I had a board of directors to deal with and that meant having to face them all as my new self for the first time.

Dressed in a smart business suit I took my familiar place at the head of the boardroom table and tried not to let anyone see that my legs were shaking. The board was mostly men and mostly older like I really was. It never felt strange sitting there before but now I could feel all those eyes boring into me. It must have looked strange for this young girl to be sitting in that chair, as if it was take your daughter to work day or something.

"You've probably noticed that my physical appearance has changed a little," I began to some polite laughter. "However, I assure you that nothing will significantly change in the way this company is run. Although I might redecorate the boardroom a bit."

That got a few more laughs and I started to relax. I had figured that I'd better address the subject head on and try to make light of it. A lot of people had a lot of money riding on my business acumen and I didn't want them to suddenly panic and think that the company was being run by a crazy tranny.

"My decision to transition has been decades in the making and as you can see I have not only become a woman I have essentially turned back the hands of time. I feel young and healthy and full of energy, ready to lead this corporation as aggressively and successfully as always," I stated firmly.

"You don't think your new gender will alter the nature of your decision making in any way, I mean aside from redecorating the room?" asked one of the male board members.

"I think that's kind of a sexist question Roger, but not an entirely unfair one. I would hope that I've always made sound business decisions that had nothing to do with my gender, and I will certainly try to maintain that. However, I don't really know what a woman's sensibilities might be on a case by case basis. I haven't been one that long you know. I'm certainly not a crusader with some kind of a social agenda. This was a purely personal decision."

"But there will be fallout from this...personal decision," another board member pointed out. "That's all people want to talk about. We've already gotten some negative pushback from Evangelicals."

"And we've also received a lot of support from the LGBTQ community," one of the female board members interjected.

"Look, they're going to talk about my tits for a while because it's exiting and it gets people to click on stories on the web. Hopefully it will just run its cycle and something else will grab people's attention. But I promise you that if my personal life choices ever seriously damage my ability to run the company I will step aside. As the majority stock holder I am just as concerned about protecting my assets as anyone. Now, let's get on with the meeting, shall we?"

It went about as well as I could have hoped for. I didn't really want to come across like the snarling bitch boss but I think everyone got the idea that I still had a firm hand on the wheel, even if that hand had painted fingernails now.

On the other hand once the press got a look at me they went absolutely bonkers. It was incredibly hard to believe that I was the same person they knew before. There were insane conspiracy theories that I had joined some kind of cult who had sent an imposter to replace me in order to disrupt the stock market, or another even more insane suggestion that I had been abducted by aliens who performed a sex change on me and sent me back after taking control of my brain.

People who once thought of voting for me for President now burned me in effigy. Others saw me as some kind of symbol of transgender power on the rise. Congress threatened to investigate my "shady" genetics research company. My holdings took a hit on the stock market but fortunately they had basically rebounded by the next week.

I decided that it was probably best to keep a low profile for a while so Sam and I took a little vacation to a quiet beachfront resort in Mexico. Hopefully I could stay out of the spotlight for a time and let things calm down. They could keep rehashing the same old news for only so long before they got bored and had to move on to whatever the Kardashians were doing.

Sam had been everything I could have hoped for in a teacher and more. She was definitely not a "yes woman" and spoke her mind pretty freely, which I really appreciated. I kind of looked up to her like an older sister, or at least a very close friend, even though we hadn't known each other all that long.

I didn't really understand modern music, but I tried to develop a taste for it. It seemed so different than the rock and roll I had grown up with. Fortunately I had been forced to learn how to use modern technology for communication so I was up to speed on tablets and cell phones, but I was surprised to see how much Sam relied on those things for entertainment. Why anybody would want to watch television on a 6 inch screen when there was a perfectly enormous high definition TV at home was quite beyond me.

We flew commercial again to avoid calling attention to our plans but I had the feeling that everyone recognized me somehow by the looks we were getting.

"Relax, we're two hot chicks traveling together," said Sam. "Of course people are going to look at us. And for all you know they're looking at me. A lot of these guys have probably jacked off to my videos a million times."

That was an interesting thought. I wondered how many people might jack off to my videos someday. That was exactly the response I was hoping for, yet it was still hard to process. I doubt if anybody ever looked at me before as inspiration to help them masturbate. I was with a woman once who asked me to fuck her on a bed covered in money, and she seemed to get quite turned on by that, but I'm sure it was the money and not the sight of my naked body that turned her screws.

The resort was lovely and I was prepared to just kick back and relax but Sam insisted that we hit the beach right away. I put on my bikini, which seemed so much more tiny than it had when I tried it on in the store, and thought about wearing something over it but then I realized that this was all part of the process. I had stripped for Sam and now I was going to go out in public in the skimpiest little thing imaginable. It was good for me to start shedding my inhibitions as much as possible.

It didn't take too long before the guys started circling. Some just looked but a few were bold enough to try and spark a conversation. I took a good look at the men around me and realized that they could be attractive in their own way. There were a lot of young, tan, very fit bodies on display out there and some impressive bulges in their trunks as well. I tried to guess what they looked like naked, as I'm sure they were doing with us.

Two pretty handsome guys invited us to go dancing at a nightclub with them later and Sam accepted on behalf of us both. I wasn't displeased with her choice in men, but I was a bit worried about the whole dancing thing. The kind of parties I went to were sophisticated affairs at a country club or an embassy or something but this was a totally different scene for me.

"Come on, get out of your shell, girl," Sam chided me when I expressed my apprehension.

"But I don't know how to dance, I mean, not like kids do today," I protested.

"I promise you they don't give a shit about how we dance, they just want to get in our panties," she replied.

"Oh God."

"If you're lucky that's what you'll be saying when one of them sticks his big dick in you and makes you cream."


CHAPTER 7:

I was pretty scared when we left the club and headed back to our rooms. We had been paired up somewhere along the line and I was teamed with a blonde guy from Florida named Eddie. He had a very sexy body and a confident kind of swagger about him. He hadn't been shy about talking to us and he didn't seem shy at all about taking me to bed.

Sam blew me a kiss as she disappeared into her room with her date and I fumbled with my key to get the door open to my room. As soon as we were inside Eddie had me in his arms.

"You're really something babe," he said as we began to kiss.

He unzipped my dress almost immediately but just left it open in the back as we stood caressing, which I thought was kind of arousing. He had made it clear that he would take me whenever he wanted to but wasn't in a rush to do so. I liked that. I wanted him to take charge. I was always the boss in the business world and in charge of making huge financial decisions on a regular basis. Now that I was a slightly nervous young girl in the arms of a very strong man I wanted him to make the decisions for me.

After we kissed a little longer he finally pulled my dress off and then instructed me to remove my bra, which I did with a little fumbling due to my lack of experience and shaky hands. Once my tits were on display they received a fair amount of attention.

"Take your panties off and go get on the bed," Eddie instructed.

I removed my underwear and went and sat on the bed obediently. Eddie pulled off his shirt and his pants, but left his shorts on as he came over and joined me on top of the mattress.

"Let me see that sweet little pussy of yours," he said as I spread my legs and revealed my freshly shaven muff. "No, I want to see it from behind."

I rolled over and got on my knees with my ass stuck up in the air and the upper part of my body kind of spread out on the bed. He began to run his finger up and down my already moist slit.

"That's the prettiest pussy I've ever seen," he commented, which made me very happy since I had tried to design it that way.

He toyed with my snatch for a while, sort of like Sam had done, rubbing with his finger tips then poking inside. Then he put his thumbs on the opening of my anus and pulled my butt cheeks apart, spreading my asshole in the process.

"You've got an amazing ass too," he announced after releasing my butt.

Once again I was happy with the praise and knew that I would have to thank Sam for that later, although I was a little worried that he might be planning to do me anally and I didn't feel ready for that quite yet, despite having begun practicing for that eventuality.

The bed kind of bounced and I could sort of see that he was taking off his shorts. I wanted to look at his dick but it disappeared behind me fairly quickly so I didn't get a very good view. Next he began to rub the tip of his prick all over my gash before he finally grabbed my hips and slid his cock inside me.

"Oh God," I said, and almost laughed because it was just as Sam had predicted, although I wasn't creaming as much yet as I imagined I would be soon.

"Damn girl, you are one serious piece of ass," said Eddie as he humped away at my behind.

How strange I thought. This was what I had been waiting for practically my whole life. All those years of agonizing when I thought it would never be possible. All the time and money I had spent working to make this technological miracle come to pass, all so that I could hear someone call me a serious piece of ass. I couldn't be happier.

"Oooooh...oooooh...oooooh," I started moaning as I felt the buildup of energy in my loins.

"Yeah, baby, you like that big cock don't you?"

"Yes, so much. I like it so much."

"It feels good in your tight little cunt."

"Oooooh...oooooh...oooooh..."

Eddie didn't really know anything about me except that I looked good in a bikini and I was a pretty lousy dancer. He didn't care whether I was the CEO of a Fortune 500 company or a waitress at the local diner. He just knew that I was pretty and that I turned him on and that I was willing to let him fuck me. And I didn't need to know his life story either. He had a nice smile and a good body and he knew what he wanted and didn't hesitate to take it. It was only my first time as a woman but it was already the best sex of my life. It seemed like I had made a very good choice.

I was really squirming and shoving my butt against his pelvis as I began to climax. Now I was seeing stars before my eyes.

"Damn, you're one squirrely little bitch," Eddie sort of chuckled.

"Oh, God...oh, God!"

Suddenly he stopped thrusting and pulled out.

"Come on baby, I know you want to suck my dick. Come and get it," he said.

I panicked for a moment. I didn't know what to do. I turned my head and saw him sitting on his knees with his big hard on sticking straight out like it was made of steel. I was still riding the high of my orgasm as I scrambled over to where he was waiting and took his throbbing member in my hand.

I just stared at the head of his prick as I began to stroke his shaft. It made me think of all the times I had jerked myself off while pretending that it was another's man pecker in my hand. Now it actually was and I was living out another one of my fantasies.

"Suck it honey," he said firmly as he pushed my head down on his dick.

I opened my mouth and felt his big cock sliding onto my tongue. It was a fantastic sensation and I just started giving him head the best I could.

"Yeah, baby, yeah. Those lips were built for wrapping around a cock," he moaned.

Actually I hadn't even thought about that in designing my lips. They were a little pouty but not big bee-sting lips. Had I just gotten lucky in the design or would have said the same thing no matter what my lips looked like?

It didn't really matter because they did feel good wrapped around his hot cock. I remembered to look up at him to show him that I was happy in my work. I had certainly learned that more from porn than real life.

"Yeah, suck it bitch. Suck it good," he hissed as he jammed my head down a little deeper on his rod.

It should have been so degrading to hear him talk like that, but instead it drove me wild with desire. I just kept stroking and sucking until he erupted with a huge blast of cum in my mouth. That didn't bother me at all. I had been waiting for decades to taste a man's cum and now I was lapping it up like a kitten with a bowl of cream.

"Fuck...fuck...baby...oh," Eddie grunted as he emptied his load down my slutty throat.

I felt triumphant, like I sometimes did when I won a golf tournament or made a killing in the stock market. Only this felt even better for some reason. I guess I knew I was where I belonged.


CHAPTER 8:

"So...how was it?" Sam asked when we were alone the next day.

"I can't even begin to describe it. It was...I don't know...awesome," I said with sort of a giggle.

"So maybe you do like boys a little," she teased.

"I think I'm learning to," I giggled again.

"How was your date?" I asked.

"He was all right, but he was a fan. He kept talking all night about this scene or that scene and how many times he'd jacked off to my picture. I thought he was going to stop and ask for my autograph or something."

"It must be nice to be famous like that though," I pointed out.

"Sometimes. But sometimes you just want a guy to shut up and fuck," she said with a laugh.

"There is something that I'm, I don't know, a little concerned about."

"Do tell."

"Well, Eddie was kind of aggressive. He just told me what to do and kind of talked down to me I guess, like I was just a piece of meat," I explained.

"Well, some guys are like that. They aren't all that way I assure you."

"No, that's not it. The thing that concerns me is how much I loved it," I admitted a little shyly.

"Nothing to worry about. Lots of women like being submissive. Hell, we all do sometimes whether we like to admit it or not. Sometimes you just need that bull to pull your hair and take you and fuck you until you can't see straight."

"Jeez, you're getting me hot just thinking about that," I joked.

"Look, I'm no psychologist but maybe you need some of that to make your adjustment mentally. You've got the body of a girl but you've still got the brain of a guy. It probably doesn't hurt to be feminized a bit. Let a man be a man and you do your job," said Sam.

"I really tried to please him. I even let him cum in my mouth and swallowed all of it. He seemed really happy."

"I'll bet he was," Sam chuckled. "Maybe you do have the makings of a real porn star."

"How did you get in the business?" I asked.

"I had this boyfriend who kept insisting that we take pictures and make sex tapes. He was always telling me that I was good enough to be a pro and pushing me to try. Finally I gave in and started going to some auditions. Then I started getting parts and before long I landed a contract. My boyfriend was thrilled at first, because he could brag to everybody about how he was dating a porn star, but then he started getting upset by the fact that I was fucking all of these guys with big dicks and we broke up. Of course when I started to get well-known all of those sex tapes we made turned up on the Internet. He insisted that he had no idea how they got there but I know that he sold them. Whatever. If he hadn't pushed me into it I probably never would have gone into the business so I guess he's entitled to some kind of a finder's fee or something," said Sam with a dismissive wave of her hand.

"So how come you're not working much anymore?"

"You know, you go from teenage babysitter to slutty MILF incredibly fast in this business. I'm just not sure how much longer I really want to stretch it out. I'm sort of looking for new challenges," she said.

"Like teaching a crazy tranny how to be a woman?" I teased.

"Something like that. I figure if I hang around you long enough you might teach me something about the stock market or something."

"Gladly," I replied. "Hey, do you think I made my thighs too thick?"

"Well there's something I don't have to teach you about being a woman. Trust me, no matter what a gal looks like she's always going to obsess over the slightest little thing about her body. If you gain a couple of pounds you start freaking out and running into the bathroom to stick a finger down your throat."

"I'm so happy you took this job," I said warmly as I squeezed her hand. "This would have been so terrifying without you."

"Well for what you're paying I'm sure you could have found any number of women to fill that role, but for what it's worth, I'm really happy you chose me."

Happiness didn't do justice to my feelings. Euphoria was probably more like it. It could all have been such a terrible mistake; just a kinky fantasy that didn't live up to the hype. Of course it could still fall apart if I dropped dead or starting mutating into a lizard or something, but for the moment I was thrilled to be who I was and doing what I was doing.

I was actually 35 years her senior but Sam seemed very wise while I felt like a babe in the woods. She had to teach me how to shave my pussy and use a tampon. Sam was my expert guide in this strange wilderness of womanhood. How could I be so old and so young at the same time?

It was certainly invigorating to have so much energy again and to leave the old aches and pains behind. I wondered why I never once considered just turning myself into a young stud of a man. The procedure would have been considerably easier and I could have made myself as handsome as I wanted. I guess I just knew that it wouldn't be what I really desired.

We had a very enjoyable trip but somehow the paparazzi tracked us down and there were pictures of us lying on the beach with some kind of caption like Trans Billionaire Spotted on Romantic Getaway With Porn Star. So much for my low profile. I don't know how they do it but they can find anyone I guess.

I began to wonder if there was any point in trying to shun the limelight. Once I began my modeling career I would be on display as much as a person can be. People were already shocked and fascinated by the idea that such a powerful man would suddenly switch gender so I could only imagine the press hysteria when I started flaunting my naked body and sucking cock on camera.

And I didn't want to feel like a prisoner constantly on the run, or trapped in my own home. I wanted to go out and have fun and live a totally different life than the one I had lived before.

That's when I decided to give my first interview.


CHAPTER 9:

Gloria Sanchez hosted a popular talk show aimed at women. I hadn't been familiar with it before but Sam turned me on to it and it seemed like she might be a fairly softball host. She'd had other trans guests on who were received well so I thought I would grant her my first interview as Eve Summers to see if I couldn't put a positive spin on my new controversial image.

I didn't like to do a lot of TV appearances but sometimes I would do a financial program, and when I was considering a political career I made the rounds of the major news outlets so I was fairly accustomed to the interview process. Even so I was a bit nervous this time because I wouldn't be talking about trade tariffs or the possibility of a recession, I would be talking about myself in very personal ways that I had never been comfortable with before.

"First off let me say that you look absolutely fabulous," said Gloria to much applause once I had been introduced and was seated next to her. "And I don't think I'm revealing any big secret here when I say that I think you've had some work done."

"Quite a lot, actually," I replied when the laughter died down.

"Okay, I've got to get to the question on everybody's mind. Why? You were one of the richest men in the world who seemingly had everything. Why such a drastic change?" asked the host as a split screen showed a "before" and "after" picture of myself.

"Well, I didn't have these for one thing," I said as I deliberately cupped my boobs, garnering some whistles and enthusiastic applause. "And now I'm the richest woman in the world instead of one of the richest men, so it's not like I gave up all my money when I gave up my penis. Although developing the technology for this kind of total gender change did set me back a few dollars."

"Now when you say total gender change what do you mean exactly?" Gloria asked as she leaned forward in her chair for emphasis.

"Unlike previous procedures, which relied heavily on reconstructing the body from the outside, much of this process is done internally by gene therapy. The difference between what makes someone male or female is not as great as you might assume. We found a way to unlock some of those secret codes and make the switch as complete as possible. And while I'm proud to consider myself a trans woman, biologically I'm virtually indistinguishable from anyone who was female at birth," I explained as simply as I could.

"So you're saying you could actually get pregnant?"

"Yes I could...although I have no plans to do so right away. I'd have to meet the right man first."

"Somehow I have a feeling that won't be much of a problem," said Gloria. "I think there's a line of men outside the studio who would be happy to apply. Now what's on the horizon for you? Are you just going about your normal business as usual or does this change signal an intent to shift gears at all?"

"Well Gloria, I think it would be terribly boring to not change anything about my life, aside from my wardrobe. I'm a young woman with a new lease on life. I want to have fun and explore my new identity. I've completed my physical journey to womanhood but I still have a lot to learn about being female. I'm seriously considering doing some modeling, which is something I've always dreamed of but was rather poorly equipped for the task."

"Now I have to ask about these photos," Gloria began as various bikini pics of Sam and I were flashed up on the screen. "That is the adult film star Dolly Ryder is it not?"

"Yes it is, but we're just good friends and she's actually my personal assistant. It's not unusual for me to travel with my staff. I've just never done it in a bikini before."

I thought the rest of the interview went quite well and I seemed to get a good response from the audience. Of course it was a friendly audience that was supposed to respond favorably so I couldn't count on that too much as a barometer of how I went over with the general public but it felt good to go on the record and get my side of the story out. It wouldn't silence the critics and the haters but hopefully some people would just see me as a happy young woman with a good head on her shoulders who was trying to enjoy life, even if they couldn't understand my decision to become female.


CHAPTER 10:

"Oh, oh, oh!" I yelped as my date Greg slammed his big cock into my butt.

"That's it baby...I'm going to fuck you in the ass like the little whore you are," Greg grunted.

"Oh, my God! Yes...yes...yes!"

My taste in men seemed to be running rather heavily towards the aggressive alpha male types. The rougher they treated me the better. I was on all fours squealing away like a stuck pig as Greg tugged on my hair and drilled my asshole.

"You're such a dirty slut," Greg snarled.

"Fuck yes, fuck yes," I panted in reply.

He let go of my hair and put his hand around my throat and I could feel my cum dripping out of my snatch. He had spanked my ass so hard I'm sure there were red marks but I didn't care. Greg was built like a linebacker and towered over me as his legs squeezed my torso and his cock filled my ass. He made me feel tiny and helpless, which is just what I wanted to feel.

It was kind of a shocking thing to discover about myself, but I had discovered a lot of shocking things over the years. I always assumed that I would want to be pampered and treated like a queen but instead I enjoyed being treated like a fuck puppet. I had even let myself be tied up or handcuffed a few times.

It was sort of like living a double life. On the surface I was still a conservative, fiscally responsible CEO in the boardroom, but once I got in the bedroom I became a pretty wanton slut with a penchant for rough sex that was often at odds with my public image. I had always been a very respected man, or perhaps feared in some cases, because my fortune and my position granted me so much power. And I still had all of that, yet I chose to yield it to a guy with a jacked body and a big cock who could make me whimper.

"Tell me what you want baby," Greg demanded.

"I want you to cum in my ass," I replied.

"Is that what you want?"

"Yes...yes...cum in my tight little asshole."

"I think I'll just pull out and shoot it all over your back."

"No, please! Please come in my ass," I begged. "I want to feel your hot jizz seeping out of me."

"If you insist," Greg chortled as he shoved my face down on the mattress.

A few moments later I could hear him grunt and that was followed by several hard spasms inside me and I knew he was ejaculating. He pulled out just as he was finishing so a lot of his sperm ran down the crack of my butt. Then he collapsed in an exhausted heap next to me and we both lit up a cigarette.

"You're such a fucking stud, you know that?" I said with a grin once my breathing had returned to more or less normal.

"Thanks honey. You bring out the animal in me," he replied. "Same time next week?"

"I'll check my calendar and let you know."

Greg wasn't exactly a "date" in the normal sense, and he wasn't exactly a prostitute. I hadn't really met anyone yet that I wanted to go out to dinner with or share long romantic walks or something. I just had a series of hookups with guys I met online who fit my basic needs.

It's hard to explain why it felt so good being so bad. Relief I suppose was a big part of it. Leaving behind the bad tension of work related stress and enjoying the good sexual tension of being in a hot encounter with a dominant male. I loved that about these guys, the way they could just open up and express the most savage longing. They made me admit all of these truths about myself that I did want to get on my knees and service them, or have them fuck me in the ass. I would beg for cock because I had been begging for it all of my life in vain, only now when I begged I would get it.

It might seem like a one-sided affair but it was actually a very mutually beneficial experience. The guys got to play out their innermost caveman fantasies, which inspired them to their highest level of sexual performance, and I got to be the beneficiary of all that testosterone pumping virility. I got fucked up one side and down the other. I suppose it also gave me a dose of humility that kept my ego in check. When you're rich people kiss up to you all the time and fawn all over you like you're something special, but these guys didn't give a damn about that. They knew I was a dirty little slut who wanted to be dominated and they were happy to oblige.

Feeling vulnerable when you know you're safe is an arousing feeling, but I did also sense my vulnerability more in real life situations that weren't so pleasant. I had always had a lot of security measures, but I had mostly been concerned about protecting my property. Now my personal safety was an issue. I became aware of the very real possibility that I could be a rape victim, or worse, I was receiving some death threats for being an "unnatural affront to God."

Another type of vulnerability I was feeling was the emotional kind. I don't want to sound like I'm promoting the stereotype of girls as being overly emotional about things but in my case I had definitely noticed a change. While I still managed to keep myself on a fairly even keel most of the time I did have a tendency to get moody sometimes in ways that I didn't before, particularly when I was nearing my period.

Sam assured me that it was quite normal and the fact that I might get weepy over some soppy romantic movie was not a big deal. It did create a bit of a stir in a board meeting one day where I was having a particularly heated exchange with someone over a proposed acquisition we were considering when I suddenly burst out into tears. It actually worked to my advantage, in the short run, because nobody wants to see a pretty young girl cry and everyone suddenly jumped on my side. In the long run though I knew I had damaged my credibility. That was exactly the sort of weakness that I had been trying so hard to conceal.

I was still crying when I got home because I had made such a little ninny of myself but after eating a ton of ice cream and getting a backrub from Sam I felt much better.

"Would you sleep with me tonight Sam?" I asked very timidly as she rubbed my shoulders.

"Of course, honey, if that's what you want," she replied.

Sam and I were the closest of friends but we hadn't done anything sexual since that day when she fingered me after we had gone shopping. We did kiss sometimes, in a friendly way, and we often swam nude together and kind of played around, but for some reason we hadn't actually crossed the line and been lovers. That night I wasn't sure that anything was going to happen but I knew I wanted to hold her close to me. My experience in the boardroom had really shaken me up and made me question my ability to lead for the first time.

We went up to my room and quietly took all of our clothes off before climbing in bed together.

"I can't believe I was such a pussy today," I said after we had been lying there in silence for several minutes.

"Don't let it worry you so much babe. Girls cry all the time to get what they want or to get out of trouble," she pointed out. "Jeez, I've gotten out of at least three traffic tickets that way."

"I know, but it made me feel weak in front of the others. Which is funny because I love feeling weak in bed with a strong man."

"There's nothing weak about you baby. It took a lot of courage to do what you've done. You're the strongest person I know. The fact that you've handled all of this so well is a miracle to me."

"I wouldn't be anywhere without you," I said as I locked on her gaze. "You know, I still owe you an orgasm."

"That's true," she replied with a smile.

"I think it's time you collect."


CHAPTER 11:

I pulled back the blankets and crawled down to get between her legs, which Sam pulled back giving me a clear shot at her juicy snatch. It was the first time I had licked pussy in years but it was the one sex act that I at least had some experience with.

It may have been a breach of professional ethics to go down on one of my employees but oh well. It was just amazing that we hadn't done this sooner.

"My goodness...you're quite the bean licker," Sam sighed.

"I don't think my wives were quite as impressed," I replied.

"Oh, my God, that's right. You were a dude and you were married to a woman."

"Two women. Not at the same time though."

"It's so hard to think of you as anything other than what you are now."

"And what am I now?" I asked slyly.

"A horny little slut with my pussy in her mouth making me feel good all over," said Sam with another sigh.

"That's right. And I'm going to make you feel even better yet."

I must have been doing something right because she was really responding. She kept kind of lifting her hips up in the air and clutching at the sheets.

"Oh yeah baby...yeah...that's the spot...yeah...yeah...ooooooooooo," Sam squealed as I could feel her body beginning to shake with pleasure.

I kept going, even after she had cum, but she finally pulled me away and showed me how to get the in scissors position where we would grind our cunts together while we held hands tightly. She had a head start but it didn't take me long to catch up and soon I was creaming away and yipping my head off.

Then she wanted to eat me out so we got in a 69, with my ass in her face, but instead of licking her I used my fingers to feel her up. I think we both had another orgasm around the same time, which was a pretty magical feeling.

After that we cuddled up and I casually toyed with her erect nipples while she gently stroked my hair. It was definitely some quality girl time that had been long overdue.

"So should we start our own porn company or buy an existing one?" I asked.

"Well if by "we" you're hoping for an investor I don't think I'm the right person to hit up," she joked.

"No, I'm going to make you a partner either way. We need to do something to get you on the road to becoming rich."

"You don't have to do that," Sam insisted.

"Of course I don't, but I really want to. You're absolutely my best friend ever. And I don't mean just since I became a girl. I'm going to need your expertise too. I don't know shit about the business and you do."

"Well in that case I'd say buy an existing company, if you can. A good one with solid distribution and a strong roster of talent under contract. If you start from scratch you've got to build the whole thing from the ground up and that takes time. Once you take over a company you can always move it in whatever direction you want, but at least there's a built in audience that will hopefully go with you," Sam explained.

"See, that's why I need you as a partner," I said as I gave both of her nipples a hard pinch.

"And here I thought my body was just so irresistible you were giving away the farm on a lustful impulse," Sam teased.

"Well, maybe a little of that too," I said with a grin. "Now you just tell me what company to buy and I'll buy it."

"Assuming it's for sale."

"Sweetie, I have a lot of experience buying companies that aren't for sale," I said with a laugh.

And so I bought a porn company and gave Sam a 25% share and a Managing Director position.

I was giddy with excitement looking forward to my first gig, which was going to be a stills shoot done right here in the house to get my feet wet. I seemed to be checking things off my bucket list with reckless abandon.

I was in a very simple but pretty white dress that was low cut to show off my cleavage and had thin little straps on the shoulders holding it up. I had panties on underneath but no bra so my nipples were pretty clearly visible under the material.

There was a crew there, but not as big as there would have been for a video shoot, and I had a girl to do my hair and makeup, which made me feel very glamorous. The photographer was a guy named Chuck and Sam assured me he was one of the best in the business. We were shooting in a room that had large bay windows overlooking the garden so there was a lovely view outside.

We started with some headshots, that were basically just my face and shoulders. Chuck had me smile, and twirl my hair a little, and look pouty, all of which I tried to do to the best of my ability.

"Okay, let's move over to the window," said Chuck. "Now I just want you to stand here on the side and look out on the garden with the sun on your face. Just pretend you're a spoiled little rich girl thinking romantic thoughts."

"That's not much of a stretch," I said with a laugh.

We took some shots like that then Chuck had me turn around to face the camera more.

"Okay let's think about the boobs now. Look down at your titties...good...now cup them in your hands...excellent...okay sweetie now...oops, I mean Ms. Summers, I mean...boss," Chuck stammered.

"Hey, I'm just a horny porn chick trying to learn the ropes," I said with a smile. "Just treat me like you would any other model."

"All right then...ah...Eve, why don't you let the strap down on your left shoulder...good...now the right shoulder...that's it...now let's see those babies for real. Pull the top of the dress down. Fantastic! You're doing fine honey. Now cup your boobs again...yeah like that...hold it, let's get some ice in here," Chuck said halting the shoot momentarily.

A bucket of ice was produced and Sam told me to rub some on my nipples to get them hard. It was damn cold but it got the job done and soon my nips were as pert as little bullets. We did some close shots of me circling my nipples with my thumb and forefinger and then some where I was pinching myself.

"Okay, let's lose the dress. Now lean forward a little with your legs tight together. Good...I like it. Now stick a finger in your mouth. No, not like you're sucking it, just kind of rest it on your lower lip...beautiful baby, just beautiful. Now hands behind your head and fluff up your hair...good...very good...now shake your head and let your hair really fly. Now pull your panties down around your ankles and hold that pose...perfect. Now hands on your hips...now turn your head towards the window...now back to the camera...now how about left hand on your boob and right hand between your legs...oh, that's fucking perfect baby. Now turn around for me sweetie and grab your ass cheeks. Now pull them apart...nice and wide honey, we want to see your beautiful back side."

After some close ups of my rear end they had me sit in the window box with my legs pulled up so that they could see my gash from the front this time. Then I rubbed it for a while before they told me to stick a finger in my slot. That made me realize how wet I had gotten already. Then they had me stick my legs straight up in the air while I locked my arms around my thighs. I wasn't sure that I'd manage it but I did somehow.

"Not bad for a 60-year-old man," I joked.

"Okay let's take a break and then we'll bring Jimmy in," said Chuck.

"How am I doing?" I asked Sam as I sipped on a bottle of water.

"You're fucking awesome, baby. I mean I know you've always been good at a lot of stuff but I think you might actually be answering your true calling after all," she replied.

"It's so much fun!" I said enthusiastically. "I just wish I knew more about posing."

"Just follow Chuck's instructions and everything will be great. In time you'll learn how to get into sexy poses on your own, but this is all part of the learning process."

"Hey there, I'm Jimmy Rock," said an incredibly gorgeous young man wearing nothing but boxer shorts.

"Eve Summers," I said as I shook his hand.

"Yeah I know, your name's on my paychecks," he said with a grin.

"God, you're even more beautiful in person," I gushed. "I mean, I'm a big fan. It's a real pleasure to be working with you."

"The pleasure is all mine. Let's just have some fun with it, shall we?"

I didn't think that would be any problem at all.


CHAPTER 12:

I don't know exactly who Jimmy was supposed to be, or why he was walking around the house in his underwear, but it didn't really matter. We weren't too concerned with telling a story with this. Maybe he was my husband or my boyfriend or something. In any case we'd both be naked soon and going at it. Well, almost naked, as I still had my shoes on.

"Okay Jimmy, right arm around her waist, hold her tight...good...Eve bend your knee a little so that your toe is pointed at the floor...that's it...perfect...now smooch it up a little...nice...go for the neck Jimmy. Eve roll your eyes back a little. You're really enjoying this," Chuck instructed.

"Fuck, I really am enjoying this," I replied.

"That's great, honey, it really shows. Now get down in front of him, no not on your knees, squatting down...yeah much better. Now hand on his crotch while you look up at his face...very nice...very nice...okay grab the top of the shorts and pull them down. Give me a big reaction when you see his dick...let's do it again...not quite so big a reaction...just open your mouth a little...perfect...you see that big cock and you can't wait to suck it...cup his balls...now look at the camera like you know you're naughty...fuck yeah, like that...more like that...now produce some wood Jimmy," said Chuck casually as if he had just told the man to look out the window.

Jimmy just stood there and started to stroke himself. I was still on the floor with a great view of his growing manhood which looked so delicious. I had chosen him specifically because I thought he was the best-looking guy on the roster and I wasn't disappointed by my selection at all. Being the boss did have some benefits.

"If you want some help with that I'll be happy to oblige," I said.

"I'm just about there. I'm sure you'll be sick of my dick before the day is through," he joked.

"I doubt that sincerely."

Once he was hard we did what I would kind of describe as stop motion pornography. He'd put his dick to my lips and we'd take a picture, then he'd put the tip in my mouth and we'd take another picture, and then he'd slide it in a little further and so on.

"Can he grab my hair?" I suddenly blurted out. "I like it when there's a hand on my head. I mean, I don't want to mess anything up."

"No, that's great," said Chuck. "Grab her back the back of the head. Beautiful. Now go about half down his shaft...fantastic...now keep going...go as far as you can go."

Jimmy was righteously hung but I was a BJ diva by this point and I impressed the crew I think by taking him balls deep and holding it for several different shots. Then I got to suck his dick for a while without all the interruptions aside from the occasional direction to look this way or that, or touch myself or not touch myself.

The next setup was Jimmy sitting in the window box, kind of resting on his elbows, while I got on top of him reverse cowgirl style. My feet were actually resting on his thighs and I was leaning back, stuffed with his big hard cock.

For this one I just kind of rode him up and down while they snapped away and told me to grab my boob or whatever. We held a couple of times to get a good tight shot of his dick in my twat at various depths but for the most part we just got to fuck, which was awesome.

"Hey, what happens if I start to cum?" I asked.

"Then you have to pay us all a bonus," Chuck joked.

"Fuck, might be worth it," I said with a laugh.

"You can go ahead and cum, honey, as long as I don't," Jimmy whispered.

After that one we did another setup where we were both in the window box doing it doggy style.

"This is my favorite position," I said to Jimmy over my shoulder.

"Mine too. I'll have to make a note of that," he replied.

"And you can grab my hair again, if you want. I like it kind of rough," I said.

"That I will definitely make a note of as well."

We did some more of the stop and go before Jimmy was allowed to just let it rip and fuck me. I'd been in business my entire adult life, and had some pretty exciting times along the way, but this was definitely the most fun I'd ever had on the job in my life.

"Squint your eyes...no, not completely closed, just almost closed...that's it honey...now open your mouth...he's really making you feel it...that big cock inside you is almost too much to handle," Chuck directed.

"You're not fucking kidding," I moaned, trying hard to remain professional and not going crazy on the set.

"Okay you about ready to pop?" Chuck asked Jimmy.

"Whenever you are," he replied.

They had me squat down again but this time in front of the window box with my arms stretched out and my head held back. Jimmy came over and started masturbating in the direction of my face. I couldn't wait to see him pop.

"Mouth open or closed?" I asked.

"Open, if you're good with that," Chuck replied.

I opened my mouth and waited. And waited. And waited some more. Poor Jimmy wasn't getting his rocks off. He was jerking away and grabbing his balls but it just wasn't happening. Then all of sudden he let out a huge groan and the biggest jet of jizz I'd ever seen in my life slammed into my face like a runaway truck.

"Oh my," I said as he poured shot after shot of his wet sticky nectar all over my face and hair.

"Have you got any on your tongue?" Chuck asked hurriedly.

I nodded yes and stuck my tongue out to prove it. Chuck snapped a few shots of my cum soaked face and mouth and then told me to suck Jimmy again, which I did very happily. Then that was it and someone was handing me a towel while Jimmy gulped some Gatorade or something.

"Great work honey. Let's do it again sometime," said Jimmy with a grin as he toweled off his wet cock.

"Absolutely," I replied.

"You know I've got to tell you, and I'm not just kissing up to the boss here, I thought that maybe this was just going to be some kind of amateur hour, vanity production thing, but you've got the goods," said Chuck.

"Thank goodness. I was so nervous," I said.

"You didn't show it," he replied.

When I saw the pictures later I was kind of blown away. Chuck really was a great photographer and he made me look better than I ever imagined I could look. I was finally like those glossy centerfolds I had admired so much in my youth. Young and beautiful and curvy. And Jimmy looked fantastic too. I guess I had finally changed my mind about men looking beautiful to me.

"Wouldn't it be awesome if we did a scene together?" I said to Sam later that day after the crew had packed up and gone home.

"Well it's your company you can do whatever you like," she replied.

"It's your company too, and I don't want to make you get in front of the camera again if you don't want to."

"Of course I want to," she said with a grin.

"I was thinking I could be like the maid, or something, and you catch your husband fucking me and at first you want to be really mad but you get so turned on watching us that you decide to jump in instead and we have this big three-way," I suggested.

"Jeez, it sounds like you're planning to be a writer and a director too," Sam joked.

"No, I'm just brainstorming. I could picture me in one of those cute little maid's outfits, bending over to dust something, or on my hands and knees cleaning the floor. The husband comes in and sees me that way and can't help himself, he just has to jump on my butt. Then you catch us in the act and just stand there in the doorway feeling yourself up."

"Let me get my laptop and write this down. You've just earned your first story credit at any rate," Sam chuckled.

It wasn't an original idea at all but it did pop into my head as something that would be fun and sexy. I had lots of ideas, actually. A lot of story driven concepts, I suppose because I grew up in the era of porn where there was always a story, even if it wasn't a terribly good one.

In any case I was on my way and I felt like I was walking on air.


CHAPTER 13:

I did a few more stills shoots while Sam and I worked on the script for my first video appearance. Sam was better at dialogue and we rehearsed everything over and over so that I could memorize my dialogue and get it just right, not that there was all that much dialogue involved in it.

Once the pictures started appearing online the shit sort of hit the fan, as I figured it would. The people who thought I was immoral for tampering with nature now got all the evidence they needed to prove their point. And it was much worse than a private sex tape being "leaked" to the public. Lots of well-known people had naked pictures of themselves floating around the Cloud these days just waiting to be hacked, but this was something I had done deliberately for publication.

I didn't even bother trying to hide behind a stage name. What was the point? I was such a famous personality already, and my purchase of an adult entertainment company had been picked up by the press immediately so there was no getting around the fact that I would make headlines again by my scandalous actions.

Of course that was bound to happen. It isn't every day that a business tycoon and potential Presidential candidate becomes a woman and goes into the porn industry. Eyebrows are going to be raised, to say the least. And I knew that it was going to create some tension at the next board meeting. Once a close up picture of your asshole gets on the Internet it's going to be hard for anybody to think of anything else when they see you.

Although I understood some of the reasons it was still kind of hard to take the way my image had plummeted. When I became a woman instead of a man I lost a certain amount of respect simply by being a woman. Being an attractive young woman only made it worse. I was just some college-age bimbo in a lot of people's eyes. The fact that I had changed my gender meant that I was suddenly ridiculed for being "unnatural." Now I was a porn star, which is basically a prostitute to many people, and about as low as you can sink on the social ladder. Yet I was still the same person on the inside. Having big tits didn't make my brain smaller. I could still run a multi-national corporation even if there were pictures of me with cum all over my face.

I suppose I didn't help my cause any by embracing such a submissive role sexually. And maybe my fall from grace was fueling that for all I knew. When a man called me a whore while he was fucking me it turned me on, but in the real world it was still a bit harder to take. I was used to people saying "yes sir" and "whatever you think sir" and snapping my fingers and making people jump. Now I was just the punch line to a lot of dirty jokes.

Fortunately I still had the money and most of the power that went with it. I didn't need to make another dime to live quite comfortably for many lifetimes. If I stepped away from the board I still had controlling interest and veto power. If I sold my holdings it would bring in billions of dollars. I hated the thought of being driven out of the empire I had spent decades building, but I had to seriously consider it.

America had a real love/hate relationship with porn. It consumed it in numbers that were staggering, but it wasn't something that people wanted to admit. It was dirty smut. The people who appeared in it were all sluts and whores who weren't real people at all and only did it because they didn't have the brains or the skills to do anything else. Yet for better or worse it influenced generation after generation. It taught people how to fuck. Everybody wanted to bang a porn star but they weren't the kind of people you brought home to meet your mother.

So why did I do this to myself? I could have made the change and just enjoyed an active sex life in private like most people. It would have still made waves but not the tsunami of shit that going into porn was created.

I guess it's just what I always wanted, for reasons that may be hard to understand or explain. I loved porn. I loved it as a consumer and now I was loving it even more being in front of the camera. Despite the criticism and public ridicule I knew that there were tons of people out there who would enjoy what I was doing. Who would look at my body and be driven wild with lust. To see me fucking and wish that they were the one fucking me, or maybe even wish that they were me, the way I had wished to be the porn stars of the past.

It may seem like such a shallow thing, but there was nothing particularly deep or meaningful about running a major corporation. It was something you did to make money. Yes it provided jobs for many people, but corporations as a whole are pretty joyless and soulless entities. There is no great nobility in turning a profit each quarter. The joy came not from making the money but from what you chose to do with that money in your free time, and I had never found any hobby as thrilling or enjoyable as what I was doing now.

As for being a woman, when I wasn't sucking big cocks, I felt absolutely at home. I was still learning things all the time, but I knew I was in the right place at last. That alone was worth all the time and money and even the humiliation of getting there. I could be hated for my choices but I loved that I had made them, and I loved who I was for the first time in my long life.

Let people look at my asshole. Let them see the veins on the dicks in my mouth. Let them zoom in and pick apart whatever they feel they need to. It was my ass and my mouth and I was free to use them as I pleased. I was damn lucky to have the resources to make my dreams come true and I didn't want to let anyone ruin that for me just because my dreams weren't the same as everyone else's.


CHAPTER 14:

Video production was similar to the stills shoots but a bit more complex technically. There was more lighting equipment, and sound to record, and a bigger bunch of people standing around watching you get boned, but the basic ingredients were still the same. Some people got together to fuck and some other people captured it for posterity.

I loved my little maid's costume. It was so small and frilly and sexy with fishnet stockings and a velvet choker around my neck. The actual maids in my house never wore anything quite like that but I began to think that maybe they should.

We were filming in my home again, which was proving to be a great resource for porn shoots. I had a lot of rooms and a lot of attractively landscaped grounds and there was something nice about just walking downstairs to go to work.

The cheating husband was being played by a guy named Dan Manning, who, not surprisingly, was another stud with a big cock. We did a few shots for the opening where I was puttering around various parts of the house cleaning up, which was kind of funny since it was my own house and my staff always kept it remarkably clean so I had to pretend that it needed my attention.

Then I went into the master bedroom and started dusting. That's when the husband starts watching me from the doorway. After that I went to make the bed and that's when the action started.

"Don't bother with that," said Dan. "It's just going to get rumpled again in a moment."

"I'm sorry sir, I don't understand," I replied innocently.

"I think you do. I think you understand perfectly," said Dan as he came over and put his hands on my waist.

"Please sir, I need to get on with my work," I protested.

"You work for me, don't you?"

"Of course I do sir."

"Then you should just do what I say without questioning."

"Of course sir. As you wish," I said, hanging my head.

"Take off that dress," Dan instructed.

I removed my little maid's dress and the apron and stood humbly in front of him in my lingerie. I honestly had just written a cheesy porn scene but I couldn't help but see the irony of the whole thing. This was actually my house but I chose to play a humble servant. I owned the company making the movie but the actor I hired was playing a dominant man who had power over me. I could have written anything. I could be doing a Wonder Woman parody or something, but I chose to play a servant in my home and be submissively fucked in my own bed in front of a bunch of people, some of whom I had just met.

At any rate it wasn't much of a stretch, as far as acting went, once we got to the actual sex stuff. Dan pounded on me and threw me down on the bed. We started making out and he pulled my bra off.

"What if your wife sees us?" I whispered as he groped my bare breasts.

"She's gone for the day. Won't be home for hours," he replied before taking one of my nipples into his mouth.

"Cut," the director cried. "Let's bring the camera around to the side of the bed and push in for a tighter shot on the tits when he goes for the nipple."

Such was the nature of movie making I was discovering. All of that seemingly fluid action that one saw in the final product was actually pieced together from a lot of different setups and takes. I knew that, of course, but it's one thing to see some behind the scenes documentary about filmmaking and quite another to be living the experience for the first time. It was exciting, but frustrating too because you'd just start getting into the sensation of fooling around when everything came to a stop and you just sat there with your boobs hanging out waiting for the lights to get adjusted or whatever.

Anyway the scene was quite fun and after sucking Dan's dick for a while I got on top of him in a reverse cowgirl again and started to ride. That's when Sam made her first appearance. She started to come in the room then stopped, looked furious as if she was about to burst in and throw a fit and then slowly began to become intoxicated by the sight of me and my titties bouncing up and down on her husband's stick. She did it all with facial expressions and I thought she did it brilliantly. I know it was just a porn flick, but I was impressed by how she could convey those changing emotions without needing to have any lines to spell it all out. That was her idea and it worked to perfection.

"That was fantastic," I said to Sam as we were taking a break. "I can't really believe that I'm about to shoot a scene with Dolly Ryder."

"You crazy goofball. You fucked me for real in that very same bed," she said with a laugh.

"I know, but this is different. It's like all of those times that I watched movies and wanted to be able to walk into the scene and be part of it. Now it's actually happening. It's an honor to be working with you like this," I gushed.

"You're just a nutty fangirl, aren't you? I'm surprised you didn't bring your autograph book."

Anyway there was some dialogue and then Sam took off her clothes and got in bed with us. Dolly Ryder was famous for doing anal so I had insisted that we include that in the scene. That was sort of the big moment where Dan was lying on his back and Sam was perched on top of him with his dick up her ass while I lay beside them and alternated between licking his balls and licking her snatch.

The money shot was a cum swap that I was very excited about. We both ended up blowing Dan and he popped in Sam's mouth but then she held it in and let it drip into my mine. I wouldn't say it was anything much more than an old porn cliché of a scene but it was my video debut and I thought it was about as good as such a thing could be. I didn't get into this business with the idea of trying to do something radical and artistic with it, I was just a fangirl who wanted to live out her fantasies.

And even though I knew we weren't in the business of high art I sat in on the editing sessions because I was fascinated with the process and because whenever I invested in a company I wanted to learn as much about it from the ground up as possible. It was incredibly interesting to see how all the pieces went together and why certain choices were made. It probably made everybody a little uncomfortable to have the owner of the company looking over their shoulders while they worked but since they were sitting there looking at close ups of a big cock stuffed up my vagina all day I think it made me a little less intimidating.

I'm sure it was just as hard for these guys to wrap their heads around the idea that I was the "big boss" as it was for my colleagues in high finance, since I looked like a college chick who should be home studying for an exam. They obviously knew who I was and where I came from but we base a lot of judgments on people's appearances. There was nothing I could do about that but go about my business as professionally as possible. Hopefully in time I'd be able to earn their respect, but it was kind of like climbing the ladder all over again.


CHAPTER 15:

I threw a rather elaborate Christmas party at my home for the whole company and all of their dates. Sam and I did most of the decorating ourselves, which was fun, although we did have some help. There were so many famous porn stars there that I was in fan heaven. It was hard to believe that they were my peers now. It was also a great chance to get to know a lot of the people who worked for me and for me to show my appreciation for everything they did.

Sam warned me that it would probably be a pretty raucous affair and she wasn't kidding. I wasn't used to wild parties but I tried to get in the swing of things as much as I could. I had become a much better dancer, or at least a less inhibited one, since our beach vacation getaway, and my dance card was quite full that evening.

I danced with Jimmy Rock quite a bit before offering him a personal tour of the house. Of course we didn't actually get any further than my bedroom, but he didn't seem to mind the abbreviated tour at all.

It might have been my bedroom but Jimmy took charge the moment the door was closed. He practically tore my skimpy Santa dress off me and yanked my tits out of my bra. Then he threw me on the bed and began to squeeze my boobs. When we started to kiss his hand pushed my panties aside and I felt him fingering my slit. I grasped at his pants and managed to get his cock out so that I could stroke it but I didn't get much of a chance to do that for long as he flipped me over and yanked me up to my hands and knees.

"You remembered," I said happily over my shoulder.

"Of course I remembered. You didn't think I'd forget a thing like that did you?" he replied as he got behind me and prepared to take me from the back.

Suddenly I got a couple of good whacks on the buttocks.

"Oooo...you remembered that too," I purred.

"Damn right, bitch. And I'm going to see that you remember this," he said as he gave me the full might of his achingly beautiful cock.

Obviously I already knew what having his dick inside me felt like from the photo shoot but this was different. There was no one here telling us to stop or turn this way or look at the camera. And Jimmy had been required to fuck me as part of his job before but now it seemed like he really wanted to all on his own, which made me very happy. Of course being the boss's favorite man toy was probably a good way to guarantee future employment so who knows what he was really thinking.

"You must really be one sex crazed little slut," said Jimmy.

"What makes you say that?" I asked.

"Why else would a billionaire become a porn star?"

"You have a point there," I admitted. "I guess I am a sex crazed little slut."

"Say it again," said Jimmy as he yanked my hair suddenly.

"I'm a sex crazed little slut," I gasped, surprised by the sudden change in tone.

"You love having big cocks slamming your wet cunt."

"I love having big cocks slamming my wet cunt," I repeated, beginning to breathe really hard.

"You're a shameless dirty whore," Jimmy hissed.

"I'm a shameless dirty whore!"

"You're going to give me a big fat raise and a contract extension."

"I'm going to give you a...hey, wait a minute!"

Jimmy just started laughing and rolled me over on my back.

"It almost worked," he chuckled.

"You fucker," I said as I punched him in the shoulder. "Don't you want to earn your raise on merit?"

"I should think this would count as a performance review," he said with a grin as he pinned my arms to the bed and swung his body between my legs.

"Well you are demonstrating job-related skills and I...oh fuck!" I moaned as Jimmy put his cock back inside me.

"I'm happy to perform for you anytime you like," he said as I wrapped my legs around him and started panting.

"Oh, Jimmy, I love fucking so much."

"I know you do. That's why it's such a pleasure to fuck you," he replied.

"After all the girls you've had I must just be another hole to you."

"Not at all. That's like saying I don't like food anymore because I've eaten a lot of meals. I can still appreciate a tasty dish, believe me."

"Am I a tasty dish?" I asked.

"Let's find out," said Jimmy.

He let go of my arms and pulled his dick out. Then he got his face down in my wet snatch and starting licking. He was quite good at it, but of course he was a professional and probably had a lot of experience. In any case he got me off pretty darn fast.

"So do I have a tasty pussy?" I asked.

"Very tasty," Jimmy replied.

"Well now I'm hungry."

"You want me to run down and grab you something from the buffet?" Jimmy joked.

"No, I think I want the kind of meat you've got right here."

We kind of traded places, with Jimmy lying on his back while I stretched out next to his pelvis and grabbed his cock. I was so fucking horny I could barely see straight but I managed to get his stiff rod into my mouth and sucked him greedily.

I had always wondered what cock sucking was really liked before I turned female and started doing it for real. It always looked so incredibly hot but I never realized just how much I would enjoy having a hard penis in my mouth. I suppose that was a good thing, considering the fact that I had chosen to go into the porn business, but it was also a good thing as a woman because men seemed to love it so much.

One reason I liked it so much was because it required some skill to do it really well. The competitive side of me wanted to be a really great cock sucker, and I think I was on the road to that despite my late start. Usually I tried to take my time and let things build up but I was still pulsating with orgasmic sensations, and truly crazy about Jimmy's dick, so I think I was being pretty fast and sloppy.

It seemed to work just fine as I suddenly felt him tense up and then the wild spew of goo began to hit the back of my throat. I had been wanting to get a mouthful of Jimmy's jizz for a while and now I was getting it by the gallon it seemed like.

"Talk about tasty," I said, smacking my lips. "That's the kind of eggnog I like."

"You know sometimes you sound like a character in a porn flick," Jimmy chuckled as he pulled me down next to him.

"That's sort of what I am, in a way. I mean I created myself largely because I wanted to live a porn lifestyle. I'd lived a long and successful life of respectability and I wanted to cast that aside and embrace an entirely new hedonistic life of sin and pleasure and promiscuity."

"Well, you're off to a good start, but don't sell yourself short. It's easy to burn out if you burn too brightly and that would be a damn shame," he said as he kissed me.

"Fuck, I really should go back down there. I am the host of this party after all," I said with a heavy sigh of reluctance.

"I think you mean hostess," Jimmy corrected.

"Yeah, that too. I don't suppose you'd be up for a sleepover tonight?"

"I didn't bring any pajamas," he replied with a grin.

"That's okay. I don't think you'll need them."


CHAPTER 16:

I didn't spend the whole night with men very often but I knew that I wanted to sleep with Jimmy. The party was a rousing success, and Sam was doing a fine job of hosting in my absence, so I didn't wait too long to drag my handsome lover's ass back to bed.

Of course I didn't know the man much better than the Internet hookup studs that usually populated my bed. We had worked together a couple of times, and we had flirted and danced at the party, but it was still primarily a physical attraction. Most of my "relationships" in my previous life had been physical in nature, even my first marriage, so I didn't have a very healthy perception of being in love or having a partner. My gender identity issues obviously played a role in that but even so I hadn't been running around looking for a boyfriend, or a girlfriend for that matter, since I became female. Sam was the closest thing to that so far but I sort of had a feeling that romance wasn't really in the cards for us. We liked each other, and we liked pussy enough to enjoy the occasional romp but I think we both leaned pretty hard on the side of the male/female thing when it came to getting serious with someone.

In the meantime I was at least seriously turned on by hitting the sheets with Jimmy for the whole night. Did I mention how good-looking he was? Fuck, he was so hot he could probably make a straight man gay...or bi-curious at any rate. Hell, I didn't even know if Jimmy was straight for sure, although he seemed pretty happy to be boning me off the clock.

"So have you ever fucked a guy?" I suddenly inquired, deciding to answer the question once and for all.

"Yeah, I did some gay porn when I was starting out," he replied.

"But you weren't gay?"

"No. Those jobs were just easier to get."

"Wasn't that weird?"

"Asks the man who's now a woman," Jimmy said with a laugh.

"You got me there," I chuckled.

"I needed the money. I thought I was going to just do it temporarily and try to earn enough to go to college or something but then my career started to take off and I really couldn't think of a better way to make a living," he explained.

"I can certainly understand that, given my fascination with porn. What do you think you would have studied if you'd gone to college?" I asked.

"I don't know. Whatever I thought might lead to a decent paying job I suppose. I played sports in high school but then I kind of messed up my knee and didn't play my senior year so I sort of missed out on any chance at a scholarship or something. Besides, I don't think I was good enough at anything to turn pro."

"I must seem like a total asshole to you for having all the money in world and every opportunity and just buying my way into the porn business for fun."

"No, I don't begrudge anyone what they have or where they came from," Jimmy replied. "If life was supposed to be fair nobody delivered the message to me. And you obviously didn't have to buy your way in, you've got looks and talent and a real passion for the work. It took a lot of courage to do what you've done."

"That's funny. That's what Sam said. I guess it's true in a way. I was the first person to ever have this procedure done and there was no guarantee I'd survive it. It's still too early to tell what the results will be in the long run," I said with a slight smile.

"It's not just that. You changed your whole life, and took a lot of shit for it. Just turning into a woman would have been hard enough but you chose just about the most conspicuous thing you could possibly do and didn't try to hide it," Jimmy pointed out.

"Gosh, you're making me blush here. I just wanted to suck some dick on camera," I joked.

"Well you do it very well, on camera or off."

"Is that a hint that you want another BJ?" I teased.

"I think I want to watch you bounce around for a while so why don't you climb on top of me?"

That sounded like a good plan so I straddled his crotch and lowered myself down on his cock. I let him watch my boobs jiggle for a bit then I leaned down and let him have a taste. I figured I would love the way tits looked on my body but I never really imagined how much I would enjoy having them fondled and caressed. Knockers were just meant to be played with I guess.

It was funny but I hadn't really been thinking about being dominated quite as much as I usually did for some reason. Jimmy and I had been having a very nice time necking and touching and just talking. And while he had chosen for me to be on top right now I had pretty much controlled the action so far.

After he had enjoyed snacking on my titties for some time I sat back upright and put my hands behind my head. Then I just closed my eyes and let myself savor the delight of feeling myself pinned to him as I went up and down his manly prick.

"God that's so good," I moaned deeply.

"Yes it is," Jimmy replied. "And you look so unbelievably beautiful and happy right now."

"There isn't anything better than fucking, is there?"

"Fortunately not since it keeps us in business," he said.

That was so true, I thought. People like to fuck and they like to see other people fucking. Erotic art goes back thousands of years. In fact the oldest known piece of erotic art, the "Ain Sakhri Lovers," was found in Bethlehem, a town famous for something decidedly non-pornographic, and is believed to be about 11,000 years old. Mankind has been fascinated by depictions of people copulating for as long as recorded history.

Some cultures viewed this as spiritual or religious in nature, and others branded it a shameful sin, but either way erotica always flourished and carried on. People like to think about sex...a whole lot. It's great to actually do it, but a lot of the time thinking about it is about as close as you can get.

I don't know if I really believed that I was terribly brave for undergoing a gender change so that I could be a porn star but it did give me an idea for a video scene that would probably cause more than a few ripples.


CHAPTER 17:

I had a set constructed that looked almost exactly like my actual boardroom. I'd thought about shooting in the real place when no one was there but I didn't want to directly drag my company into this thing, and a set was easier to work on anyway.

I cast four more mature-looking actors to play members of the board and had them seated at the conference table as I entered wearing a business suit, not all that unlike one I would actually wear to such a meeting, and took my place at the head of the table. I had decided to meet my critics head on by parodying myself in the most explicit way possible.

"Gentlemen, I know that most of you are concerned about the direction this company is headed in since I took control but I am here to assure you that you have nothing to worry about," I said in a speech that somewhat mirrored my actual first address to the real board after I had become a woman.

"I think you'll find that I have certain...assets...that my male predecessor didn't have," I continued as I unbuttoned my blouse and stuck my chest out revealing my white lacy bra, which I unfastened from the front and pulled apart, exposing my bare breasts, which I began to rub suggestively.

"I believe you're trying to distract us," said one of the actor/board members rather uncomfortably as the others sort of shifted in their seats.

"Surely you've seen a woman's breasts before, and no doubt you were all sitting there aching to know what mine looked like. That's the real distraction. Far better that we get this out of the way so that we can focus on the business at hand," I said casually as I removed my unfastened clothing and sat naked from the waist up. "You see, gentlemen, the fact that I have tits doesn't prevent me from doing my job. I'm quite comfortable sitting here like this. Are you?"

The men loosened their ties and squirmed a bit more in their chairs indicating that they weren't comfortable at all. While they were sweating it out I stood up and let my skirt fall to the floor. Then I pulled my panties down and climbed up on the conference room table.

"And let's not forget what else I bring to the table," I purred as I crawled down the table on my hands and knees.

This of course kicked off the gang bang. It was all kind of surreal to me, since I was essentially playing myself, and the boardroom set was such a good replica of the real thing. In this fantasy version a bunch of guys with big cocks would naturally jump at the sight of me wiggling my ass on the table and fuck me senseless. I wondered what would happen in real life if I pulled the same stunt, not that I was planning to do so.

As I was crawling around the table with nothing but my shoes and stockings on the men were getting up and peeling off their own clothes, or some of them at any rate, as well. I stuck an arm out and took a cock in each hand as the other two men climbed up on the table with me and took a position at each end. The one at the back squatted over my rump and starting humping me while the one in front got on his knees and I took his cock in my mouth.

I realized that this scene would probably be viewed as "anti-feminist" for sexualizing the role of the female CEO, but all pornography tends to be viewed as anti-feminist so there was no point in me worrying too much about that now. I wasn't really interested in being a symbol of any sort of movement or cause, I just enjoyed making dirty movies.

And of course this had all been idea from the start. I wrote the script and chose the actors who would appear with me. I decided to have someone else actually direct the scene, because I didn't know enough about the technical side of the process yet, but since I owned the company making the video I was ultimately in charge of everything.

I suppose I was being "political" in a way, in that I was actually the head of a huge corporation similar to the one being portrayed in the movie, and that I was sort of making a statement about the fact that I was quite capable of being both a business leader and a porn star at the same time, but ultimately I was just trying to have a little fun with the critics who couldn't wrap their heads around the whole concept of who I had become.

Perhaps it was unfair to all those female executives who had so much trouble breaking through the glass ceiling or who had been victims of sexual harassment, and I realized that I had attained my position of great power and wealth as a man, not a woman, but the scene was about me personally, not a comment on the power dynamic of the American workplace. I just wanted to say this is who I am and I'm not ashamed of it. If I wanted to get on a table and have four guys fuck me at once that's what I chose to do.

Aside from whatever "statement" I might be making it was sort of a professional challenge for me to take on four men at once. I'd like to think that I'm a decent multi-tasker who can walk and chew gum at the same time, but even so, having to suck cock without the use of my hands, which were both busy jacking other dudes off, while getting pumped pretty hard from behind required a certain amount of dexterity and focus.

I felt sort of like one of those multiple outlet strips that you plug a bunch of power cords into. My whole body was the conduit of all that sexual energy and male desire. I had thought about making it an even bigger scene with more actors but now that I was dealing with four raging erections it felt like it was quite sufficient to the task. It was one thing to write a scene where a bunch of men would gang bang me on a table but now that I was actually up on that table getting gang banged there was the whole logistical question of how to keep everybody busy.

For the second major setup I had a guy lying flat on the table while I leaned back on top of his torso with his dick up my ass. A second man fucked my pussy and the other two got up by my face and I took turns sucking them off while they pawed at my tits. It was the first time I'd had a cock in my ass and my pussy at the same time and it was quite an interesting sensation. I was growing pretty fond of anal, even with a fairly large dick, but now I was stuffed like a Christmas goose.

One of the things I had started requesting on my shoots was multiple cameras to capture the action simultaneously from different vantage points because I liked to really just get fucked without a ton of interruptions during the process, especially in a situation like this where I was doing four guys at once. It just felt more spontaneous that way.

It was just a sex scene in a porn flick but in a lot of ways it felt like kind of a personal thing to me. I was playing a CEO of a large corporation, which I actually was in real life, on a set that was designed to look like my own boardroom, being used onscreen as a helpless fuck puppet when in reality I had created the whole scenario and chosen to be in the situation I was currently in. I still had all the power I used to have only now I could let it go when I felt like and enjoy just being an object of sexual desire. It took a long time and  lot of money to get me to this gang bang but it definitely all seemed worth it as I sucked and fucked as I'd never done before.


CHAPTER 18:

I had definitely missed out on the "Golden Age" of porn, those colorful days when skin flicks were actually full-length movies, shot on film, and presented in theaters. Then home video came along and for a while the adult industry used it pretty much the way mainstream Hollywood did. A picture had its run in the theaters and then was released on videotape. It was just a way to make some extra money on a film you already shot.

Pretty soon adult producers began to realize that people weren't as picky about the technical merits of pornography and were generally happy to be relieved of the potential shame of being spotted going into a XXX theater, or the discomfort of sitting next to a dirty old man in a raincoat, masturbating furiously while you were trying to eat popcorn. So productions began to shift away from theatrical release and went straight to video, saving a ton of money, and creating a world where everyone was suddenly free to jack off to porn in the privacy of their homes.

Then the Internet took off and porn was never the same. There were obviously still movies and porn stars like before, but they were forced to compete with an endless stream of amateur and semi-professional content, often without any real story or plot or production values. You could find all the hardcore fucking you wanted for free, which definitely made things much harder for people like me who still wanted to capture some of that old theatrical spirit.

Fortunately for me I was lucky enough to be independently wealthy, so I could bankroll my passion projects indefinitely, whether they ever made money or not. Even so I didn't become that wealthy because I was bad at making investments. I always had a head for business, even if that business was basically just me giving head.

I was also lucky that Sam was turning out to be such a good choice for a business partner. She had helped me enormously in acquiring the company and getting it running in the right direction and she also had tons of really clever ideas about how to diversify our assets with product tie-ins and expand our platforms to include things like virtual reality. War and sex are the two greatest drivers of technology throughout history, and I knew porn would always be around in some form or another, but it was constantly adapting and evolving so it was good to have a forward thinker like Sam on the team.

Somewhat to my surprise porn was a lot harder work than anything I had been doing in recent years. Because I ran the company I used the same kind of brain power that I used in running my more traditional ventures but because I was also a performer there was the additional physical aspect to the job. Getting fucked for hours sounds like a blast, which it usually was, but it could also be pretty exhausting. I was definitely a "high energy" girl who liked to be very active in her scenes so that meant sometimes getting into some pretty crazy positions and situations and having to deal with a lot of sore limbs and bruised knees and so on.

I had been pushing very hard at all of my business dealings and decided that it was time to just take off for a little while and try to decompress a bit. I didn't usually travel by myself but this time I decided to go it alone. I wanted to get away from it all and just have some time to recharge my batteries and reflect on everything that had been happening to me. And of course I wouldn't mind a little romantic adventure or two along the way.

The paparazzi still found me interesting enough to snap my photo whenever I went out in public but they were not as fascinated as they were at the start so I wasn't too worried about them dogging my every step, especially since I was heading for a pretty remote island getaway. And there were still plenty of protest groups that hated my guts, but they were even less likely to try and track me down. I had haters on the right who despised me for promoting the "unnatural" transgender lifestyle and for the immorality of being a pornographer, and haters on the left who despised me for being rich and for the sexist nature of pornography. I never have quite understood how some people get so worked up over how other people choose to live their lives but that's just the way things are, I guess, especially in the Internet age where everyone seems compelled to voice their opinion on just about every subject.

I did feel bad about hacking off the feminists, because becoming a woman had been such a lifelong dream and I hated being thought of as an "enemy" to my gender, but I really loved doing what I was doing and couldn't really see all the harm in it. People want to get aroused and they want to get off and if I could help them with that it seemed more therapeutic to me than anything harmful.

When I finally arrived at my private little bungalow I felt shockingly alone and bored out of my skull. I guess when you're running on high all of the time it's kind of hard to just shut it off and be isolated with absolutely no plans or agenda. Relaxing can be a lot harder than you might think when you don't get a lot of practice at it.

On the other hand I must have been more worn out than I thought, or maybe jet lagged, or both, because as soon as I flopped down on the bed I was out like a light.


CHAPTER 19:

When I woke up a couple of hours later I felt remarkably refreshed from my power nap. It was late afternoon, but still a bit early for dinner so I decided to take a little stroll down to the beach. I squeezed into my latest skimpy bikini, but added a wrap around my waist and a floppy hat.

I know it probably makes me sound like a snob, or at least a rich spoiled bitch, but I had come to a rather exclusive tropical resort. There was an actual hotel building with a restaurant and a spa and so on, but all of the rooms were private bungalows, discretely spread out around the island. The nearest town was on the next island over so you had to take a boat if you wanted to get there, but there was a helipad in case of a medical emergency or something like that. On this island there were four means of transportation: bicycles, horses, golf carts, or feet. I thought I might like to try taking a horseback ride at some point, but for the moment walking suited me just fine.

One of the reasons I chose such a snooty location was the fact that many of the guests were prominent people or celebrities of some kind so I figured I wasn't likely to stand out or be harassed by anyone. I certainly wasn't anti-social, and enjoyed meeting my fans, such as there were, but as I said before I was kind of a polarizing character and I didn't need some angry nut job screaming in my face about my many sins.

When I got to the beach and found it completely deserted I realized that perhaps I had gone too far in opting for privacy. There wasn't much point in wearing a sexy bikini if there was no one around to admire me in it. Of course the beach area was clothing optional anyway so I could have just left the bathing suit behind but instead I opted to simply remove my top and fastened it to my wrap around skirt thingy. It felt marvelously primitive to be walking around a beach with my bare breasts free to fly. Even so it made me wish even more that there were at least a couple of men around.

I didn't feel like swimming, and I wasn't interested in working on a tan, so I just kind of strolled lazily along the shore, looking out upon the great expanse of water and wondering what was going on back home.

Suddenly out of the corner of my eye I caught a glimpse of what appeared to be a rider on horseback coming towards me. For some silly reason my first impulse was to put my top back on but I quickly abandoned that plan and decided to greet whoever it was with my pretty tits standing out in front of me. Waiting for the rider to come closer reminded me a little of Omar Sharif's entrance in Lawrence of Arabia, although this horse was already much closer and there was no mirage effect going on.

Soon the rider was almost upon me and I could see that it was a man mounted on the horse, and the closer he got the better looking that man appeared to be. I just stood there, trying my best to look casual, as he finally sauntered up right next to me.

"Good afternoon," said the man with a slight accent I couldn't place. "I hope I'm not intruding on your solitude."

"Not at all," I replied. "I was actually getting pretty bored with all this solitude and hoping a handsome man would come along on a horse and sweep me up and carry me off somewhere."

"Then it appears I have arrived in the nick of time," the man said with a grin as he reached down and somehow did manage to sweep me up on the back of the horse behind him.

I put my arms around his waist and off we went, just like that. It was like something out of a freaking romance novel. It was so romantic, in fact, that I wondered whether I was still sleeping and just having a really cool dream. I didn't have much experience on horseback so part of the romance was being jostled out of me as I clung to my mystery man for dear life, but the bouncing around was kind of getting me aroused between the legs, which may explain why girls are so notoriously fascinated with horses I guess.

We rode on for some time until the rider came to a semi-secluded outcropping of rocks and then he neatly dismounted and helped me to the ground, though my legs were a little shaky. Without saying a word he opened a saddle bag and produced a bottle of very expensive wine and two glasses that were safely secured in a little wooden box with padding.

He took my hand and we walked over to what was sort of like a mini-cave, with sand on the ground but some craggy rock overhead. We sat down and the man casually opened the wine and poured us each a glass.

I was finally able to get a good look at him, since I had been staring at his back most of the time, and I certainly liked the view from the front much better. He was a bit older than I was, that was to say older than I was biologically, not in actual years spent on the Earth. He was very handsome and sported a neatly groomed goatee and mustache, which made him look very distinguished. He was clad only in short pants so his well-toned upper body was on full display and I thought he was one of the most fuckable-looking men I had ever seen.

"Do you know who I am?" he asked as we took a sip of our wine.

"No, I'm sorry, I don't think I do," I replied. "Do you know who I am?"

"Alas, I cannot put a name to that gorgeous face, but once you tell me I shall never forget it."

"You can just call me Eve," I said with a smile.

"How appropriate for such an idyllic setting. Unfortunately I am not your Adam, but perhaps I will do in a pinch. My name is Frederick."

"So Frederick, do you always ride around with expensive wine and two glasses?" I asked.

"Always. I find that it pays to be prepared."

"Did you learn that in the Boy Scouts?"

"Not exactly, but I did have sort of similar training in my youth," he replied with a smile.

When Frederick kissed me the timing was perfect, as the sun was just beginning to set and our little enclosure was bathed in a fabulous orange and yellow glow. And the setting was perfect, as the sand beneath us was soft and fine, and the rocks protected us from the strongest gusts of wind, yet allowed a gentle breeze to flow through. And the situation was perfect, because we were two strangers who didn't know anything about one another except that there was a strong physical attraction between us. I never would have written a scene like this in one of my movies because it would have seemed too unbelievable, but it was just the kind of scenario that was easily written in my female heart.


CHAPTER 20:

We had dinner at the hotel that evening and much to my surprise Frederick simply rode me back to my room afterwards and kissed me goodnight. We had done some pretty heavy necking out on the beach so I naturally assumed that fucking would commence as soon as the meal was concluded but Frederick was playing it cool I guess. He did promise to come pick me up tomorrow for a little ride up into the hilly country so I figured he was either a hopeless romantic who wanted to stage our first coupling, or a crazed killer who was planning on dumping my body out in the jungle. Hopefully it was the former, and this was kind of a pricey place to come for a garden variety serial killer, so I trusted that we would just have a pleasant afternoon together.

Frederick had suggested that there might be some hiking involved so I tried to dress appropriately. I wore a bandeau top that tied in the back and no bra and some khaki shorts. The only thing I had for my feet that might serve for hiking was a pair of athletic shoes that were actually getting a little worn out but were at that perfectly comfortable broken in stage.

When Frederick rode up to get me he was dressed similarly to yesterday's beach excursion except that he had a short sleeved terry cloth shirt that was completely unbuttoned. He helped me mount the horse and we were off again. He had offered to bring a horse of my own to ride but I sort of enjoyed the feeling of being pressed close against his back, and he was obviously a much more skilled equestrian than I was.

Frederick obviously knew his way around this island because he seemed to be following a trail that wasn't clearly marked for tourists. As we climbed up higher into the hills the air got a bit cooler and the vegetation even more lush and green than down below.

We hadn't really shared all that much information at dinner last night. It should have felt like a first date, with all of the prerequisite questions being asked, but instead it was just a very comfortable and casual form of light flirting. I suppose it just added to the mystery and romance of the whole thing. Whoever he was I knew that I wanted him inside my body desperately, and I hoped that he felt the same way. Maybe he had a wife and kids in his life back home, or maybe he was some sort of a footloose international gambler and playboy, but it didn't matter at the moment. He was a man who turned my screws and right now I wanted a good screwing very much.

Eventually we came to a little stream and Frederick and I dismounted and let the horse have a drink. Apparently from here we would begin the hiking phase while the horse remained behind.

Frederick led the way as we sort of walked and sort of scrambled up a narrow little path that was rather steep. Fortunately I was in pretty good shape and was able to basically keep up with him, although I don't think my 60-year-old male self would have fared so well.

As we hiked I could hear the sound of rushing water getting louder and louder and soon I could see a waterfall cascading into a pond. The thought of jumping into that water after all this exertion sounded delightful and I was anxious to reach our destination.

When we finally got there Frederick just stripped off all his clothes and jumped in the pond. I took my cue from him and soon we were both naked and I was in his arms.

"It's so beautiful here," I said.

"I'm glad you like it. I thought you might," he replied as we began to kiss.

I didn't get a great look at his cock when he took off his clothes but I did note that he wasn't erect but still had a pretty good length of material to work from. I had a feeling that once he was aroused I'd be in for quite a treat.

As spectacular as the waterfall was it wasn't actually the scenic highpoint I discovered as Frederick took me over to a section of the pond that had the most breathtaking view of the valley below us. I didn't have too much time to admire the scenery as soon my eyes were closed as we began to kiss, but I didn't mind. I knew I was in a very special place and it would probably still be there when I opened my eyes, unless I was just dreaming the whole thing again.

I reached for Frederick's cock under the water and was happy to find that he was very hard and definitely big. Probably not as big as some of the professional porn studs I'd been with, but more than enough man meat to keep me satisfied.

After some serious smooching Frederick took me to the very edge of the pool and turned me to face the valley. I put my hands on the rocks in front of me for support and arched my back as I waited for him to take me. A few moments later my wish was granted and I could feel all that wonderful manhood slipping deep inside me.

The water was much more shallow near the edge so my ass was sort of partially in the water and partially above it, which made for a very interesting sensation as Frederick slowly and delightfully worked his tool like an expert, sometimes grabbing my tits, sometimes kissing my neck, always making me hot with arousal.

"Oh, God...this is the most beautiful thing ever," I gushed. "I can't believe how fucking good I feel right now in every possible way."

Frederick didn't reply but just kept up his steady but heavy breathing. Once again I felt very primitive and raw and instinctively feminine. There was no baggage up here on this mountaintop. Just a male and a female mating at a watering hole in pure animalistic bliss. There had been absolutely no conversation about sex whatsoever but Frederick could obviously tell that my pussy was ripe for the taking and when he felt the time was right he took it. And now I was taking every inch of his hard cock as deep inside me as he could thrust it and feeling more alive and energized than I ever had in my life.

If he really didn't know that I was a world-famous-billionaire-transgender-porn star then he was just fucking me because he thought I was attractive. Had I been born female, and lived a more ordinary life, that might have been the way sex always was. A guy would hit on me and if I liked him enough I might go to bed with him. Most of the men I had been with in my short female life had been professionals, or arranged hookups or something like that. It was kind of fun just being a girl out with a guy having awesome sex in the great outdoors.

I'm not sure exactly how long Frederick humped me like that but I do know it was long enough to get me off hard. I was practically in tears by the time he unloaded his hot jizz up inside me and I couldn't really recall enjoying a fuck more than that. I'd had some pretty memorable lays, both on camera and off, but this felt like the whole package to me and I just melted into his arms once he had pulled out and turned me around.

"Thank you so much for bringing me here. It's all been just perfect," I said softly as I gazed into his eyes.

"Well I hope you're not in any hurry to leave. I think we might just be getting warmed up," Frederick replied with a grin.

"My schedule is clear...and I think you're probably right," I grinned back before we starting some very sweet and romantic kissing.


CHAPTER 21:

After fooling around a little, and sort of floating in the water for a while, we got out and lay naked in the sun next to the pond. I was so relaxed, and yet keyed up with anticipation at the same time. I couldn't wait for Frederick to get hard again because I was dying to suck his cock and show off my BJ skills, which I must say in all modesty were getting pretty good by that point.

When he started to finger me very gently I took his dick in my hand and began to stroke him. It didn't take long at all to bring that soldier back to attention so I jumped at the opportunity to get him in my mouth. Giving good head really is an art form, or at least a skill, and I had learned from some of the best pros in the business. Frederick was treated to what I hoped he would consider a world class blowjob as I broke out all the tricks and techniques I could muster.

Maybe I was just a little smitten with the man but I honestly thought that his cum tasted unusually good, which was a definite bonus in my book. I liked the idea of swallowing cum, and the taste wasn't usually much of an issue one way or the other, but there was something kind of sweet and spicy about the man's jizz that made it a joy to consume.

After I finished him off he returned the favor with his fingers and then we just lay in the sun some more with my head kind of resting on his chest.

"You're extraordinarily skilled at this sort of thing," Frederick commented casually.

"It doesn't take much effort to sunbathe," I teased.

"You know what I meant," he replied.

"Well, I suppose you might as well know the truth. I work in the adult video business."

"You're a porn star?"

"Well, just about everyone who makes adult movies is called a porn star, but yes, that's what I am. I also own the company...and a number of other companies as well that have nothing to do with anything so colorful and enjoyable."

"I shall have to make a point of looking up some of your work."

"So now that I've spilled the beans on what sort of sordid occupation I'm engaged in how do you make a buck Frederick?" I asked.

"Oh, I'm part of the royal family of a small Middle European country you've probably never heard of," he answered casually.

"Yeah? Like what part?"

"I'm a prince, but I'm only second in line for the throne so my odds of career advancement aren't all that bright," Frederick said with a chuckle. "That gives me a lot of free time to indulge my passions and interests."

Having not grown up female I had no little girl fantasies about being a princess, and I honestly couldn't understand the fascination some people had with such an outdated institution as royalty, but knowing that an actual prince had just put his seed inside my pussy kind of made my head spin a little. I figured he was some kind of jet-setting playboy, but I never in a million years would have guessed that he was a prince.

The Prince and the Porn Star...sounds like a pretty good title. I may have to make a movie out of that," I joked.

"Hopefully I can give you a lot more inspiration to get your creative juices flowing," Frederick suggested.

"Baby, you get all my juices flowing just fine, creative or otherwise."


CHAPTER 22:

Frederick was only able to stretch his stay for another four days before official royal duties compelled him to go back to work so we made the most of it, fucking like newlyweds on their honeymoon. I soon discovered that Frederick was extremely fond of taking me up the ass, which was something I guess the ladies back home weren't anxious to do, even for a prince. It was fine by me. I had been taught by Dolly Ryder, one of the finest anal sex stars in the business, and could handle just about anything these days.

Of course it wasn't all fucking. We hung out at the beach, or went on other little horseback excursions around the island, which of course usually led to more fucking. It was also very romantic. I was fascinated to hear about his life as a member of a royal family, and he seemed equally fascinated by my journey from middle-aged manhood to youthful female porn stardom. The fact that I had once been a man didn't seem to bother him at all.

He was the first man I had ever really fallen in love with, or at least knew that I could. It was just so easy to be around him, whether we were doing anything exciting or not. He had plenty of things to talk about, but he was also a good listener.

I found it kind of amusing that he had the fancy title but I was vastly richer. I suppose we could have been quite a power couple, but I seriously doubted that a man in his position could seriously contemplate marriage to a transgender porn star, no matter how wealthy she was, even if he wasn't next in line to the throne so there was very little chance that I would end up being a queen, although my transgendered background would seem to make me uniquely qualified for that title.

It was really awful saying goodbye to Frederick but we had already made plans to see each other again so it wasn't really a farewell. Having finally gotten away from work and having found something even more exciting to occupy my thoughts I did some heavy thinking about my future. I even went back up to our waterfall pond the day after Frederick left and just sat there by myself contemplating my life deeply.

As a man I seemed to have it all going for me. All the success in the world and all the material trappings you could acquire, yet I was constantly yearning for something I didn't have...a pussy. How strange, I thought, that my desire to be a woman was so overwhelming that I was willing to risk everything to take that plunge into the unknown. It could have been awful. I could have hated myself, and hated my life, especially when I chose to make myself a public sex object when I had no idea what that would be like or how it would make me feel.

I suppose it seems spoiled to be dissatisfied with life when you seem to have everything, but I think it's also human nature to be curious and to long for things that seem beyond your grasp. The grass is always greener on the other side of the fence, or say the old saying goes. For me it turned out that the grass really was greener, and the air sweeter, and life even better than I could possibly have imagined once I jumped that fence and embraced my womanhood. That wasn't to say that it had all been easy, or that I hadn't paid a price for that decision, but it was certainly looking like a good choice at the moment. And who knows? I might even have a storybook ending and marry a prince someday!


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Although I only worked in the adult video business for a relatively short time it did make an indelible impression upon me and I've always had fond feelings for the pornographic industry and its history. I suppose that's why it makes its way into a lot of the stories I write. Ironically, unlike mainstream Hollywood, women make more money than men, and often have far more power and control over the product, despite the protestations that they're all being exploited by men for male wish fulfillment. That certainly used to be more true than it is today, but now quite a few adult entertainers are very successful entrepreneurs, shaping and guiding their own futures.

On the other hand the world of being a super-rich corporate executive is not exactly something I have any experience with but I really liked the idea that no matter what you had achieved in life you might still be driven by the passion of being your true self.
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