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Dedication

I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Simra - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetish transgender, and gay erotica.

Most of all - To all of my precious readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️

JD


More Stories for You!

Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD
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One

______________

__

I WOULD DO ANYTHING FOR MY FRIEND MARLA. We were best friends in college and now we found ourselves living in the big city and working. Our friendship was purely platonic after dating just a few times. One day at a party, I introduced her to one of my childhood buddies, Kevin, and it was love at fist sight. They were married after dating only fifteen months, and she already has a baby on the way.

Last week I got a call from her with a rather peculiar request. She was a top advertising executive at a big Madison Avenue firm, and had a boss who was, how shall I put it – a bit “eccentric.” This was the gist of the call:

“Hey Josh, how’s it going?”

“Great Marla, you know, same shit different day.” I was a reporter for a small neighborhood newspaper covering local government., ribbon cutting ceremonies, and obituaries of centenarian WWII Veterans – really exciting stuff! I wanted to be on the crime desk of a big city newspaper and work on a novel. But such is life. I still had time. So Marla’s call came at the right time because I was looking for something exciting and different.

“Well that’s good because something came up that you may be interested in. Now I know you’re not seeing anybody, right?”

“Of course I’m not. With my social life and boring job, how could I be anyone’s boyfriend. I tried an online dating site, and the girl’s picture looked nothing like her!”

“What happened?”

“The real her was the bearded lady from the circus! She even had armpit hair – some European trend I think.”

“Ewwww! That’s disgusting Joshua!”

“Wanna hear more?”

“No thanks Josh. I’m pregnant remember? I have to protect my unborn child!” she said, laughing.

“Okay, so what’s this thing you’re talking about?”

“Remember I said my boss Isabelle was a bit of an “eccentric?”

“Yeah, what about her?” I should add at this point that Marla’s boss Isabelle Ewell, was thirty two, and entirely self-made. For one thing, she was a billionairess. She was also one of the most beautiful and sought after society women in New York. She was even on the cover of VOGUE and always on social media. She had free-flowing black hair and a body to die for. I saw a picture of her at a political fundraiser and she looked like she was poured into a black, satin, one-piece dinner dress. She exuded confidence and strength. I was more than a bit intimidated and now more curious than ever to see what it was that she was offering. The chance that I could be involved with her sexually turned me on more than ever. I had been going through “a dry spell” lately anyway, so what the hell? That’s not entirely accurate – a “dry life” is more it. At twenty-five years of age I was still a virgin. Pitiful, I know.

“I don’t know how to put this. You’re still a bit strapped for cash right?”

“A bit?? Yeah, I can barely afford the rent for my studio. I might have to move to Staten Island God forbid. That’s how bad it is.”

“Okay, well Isabelle likes to ‘play games’ with men.”

“Really? Like what kind of games?” I’ve read up on her, but nowhere did I find any information on her about that. For all I knew she could be a female version of Jeffrey Epstein.

“Nothing horrible. Just roleplay, maybe just a tad sexual, funny, I don’t know.”

“Do you know any men who’ve done this?”

“A couple of guys from the office. But they’ve been sworn to secrecy, having to sign NIDs. In fact, I will tell you that Isabelle is a billionairess and she paid them a shit ton of money.”

Now I was really interested. “Yes, I know she’s filthy rich. Like what kind of money are we talking here?”

There was a brief pause for a couple of seconds. “I’m not exactly sure, but there’s Zach, who worked in all places – the mailroom. He bought himself a new Ferrari - quit his job!”

“Holy shit! Really? Wow, that is something Marla. Okay, okay. Just tell me what I have to do.” Dreams of owning my own Caribbean Island, plus more came to mind.

“I’ll tell her tomorrow at work and she’ll call you Josh. I talked you up to her and told her what an amazing writer you are.”

“Thanks for that,” I said, now more grateful than ever that Marla thought of me for this.

“Hey Josh.”

“Yeah?”

“I’m just concerned for you. If she wants you for something that could put you in danger, I don’t want you doing it. It’s not worth the risk – or the money, okay?”

“No worries Marla. I’m not stupid! But thanks for your concern.” That got my antennae up.

That very next day I was home after a particularly hard day of running around and writing ten thousand words without even proofreading my work, and I was shot to shit. I was dosing off in front of the TV after watching some NETFLIX crap when my phone buzzed. I didn’t recognize the number. I wasn’t going to pick up at first because I thought – telemarketer. Then I remembered that it could be Isabelle.

“Hello?” I said with as neutral a voice as I could muster.

“Is this Joshua Chamberlain?” A confident, soft female voice asked.

“The one and only,” I answered.

She laughed. “I’m Marla’s boss, Isabelle Ewell.”

“Oh hi, yeah. Marla told me you would be calling.”

She sounded excited. Kind of like a fisherman who was reeling in something big.

“So Marla is a big fan of yours I understand.”

“Well, I don’t know if I’d say that, but we’ve been friends for a long time.”

“You’re just being modest – I like that Joshua. Does that mean you’ve fucked?” Wow, she wasted no time. This woman ‘had balls’ – I mean, not literally, but you know.

“Pardon me?”

She laughed and knew she was toying with me.

“I think you heard me very well Joshua,” she said playfully.

“Uh, no. We tried dating, but it just didn’t work out.”

“I see, okay. So Joshua, how ‘sexual’ are you?”

“I suppose I’m average for a twenty-five year old. I haven’t dated seriously for a long time, but I like meeting new people.”

“But you didn’t answer my real question so let me restate. Are you . . . a virgin, Josh?”

I didn’t see the sense in lying because she would find out soon

enough. “Yes, as a matter of fact I am. Does that make any difference?”

“Why no, quite the opposite in fact. I’ll get to mold you into the man I want. Now, another question. Do I intimidate you Joshua?”

“You mean because you’re a very wealthy and powerful woman – and beautiful too, I might add? Yes, you do” I was kind of laying it on thick there. I might as well give it my best shot.

She laughed. “Flattery will get you everywhere Joshua,” she said. “I can understand that, but believe me, underneath all the glitz and glamour and things you read and hear about me I’m just a normal woman with normal desires. I don’t get to date in a conventional sense as you can imagine, but I’m just curious. You sound like a nice guy. Did Marla tell you about my offer?”

“She told me you . . . that you like to ‘play games?’”

Again that sexually playful laughter.

“That’s one way to put it. This is the deal. You ready?”

“Do I need a paper and pen?”

“Actually . . . you might.”

“Okay, just a sec.” I scurried over to my laptop desk and got a legal plad and pen.

“I’m back – shoot.”

“I’ve looked at your social media profile Joshua; your Facebook Page and everything. I find you to be handsome and from what I can tell, you’ll be perfect for what I have in mind. The fact that you’re a writer intrigues me. I like someone with brains and talent. Now here’s what will happen. I’m going to Fed-Ex you some airline tickets with written instructions inside. I want you to call my assistant, Mr. Buford, John Buford. He’ll tell you what to bring. I’ve already had my office call your boss and you have two weeks off. Now how does that sound so far?”

“You got me two weeks off??” I almost fainted, and my heart was already pounding. I had been trying to get a week’s vacation for the last year without any success – something always came up, and here a perfect stranger, albeit a very powerful and intimidating stranger got me two!

“Yes, I can be very persuasive you see. I actually bought your little neighborhood newspaper. I think I may have some fun with it. You know, something new. How would you like to RUN IT?”

I swallowed hard, thought I was going to faint, and my eyes were popping out of my head.

“Well, that’s, um, very generous of you. I don’t know what to say . . .”

“I understand your shock. But you won’t have to think of that until our two weeks are over.”

“Can I ask where we’re going?”

“Certainly. We’re going to the south of France. I own an estate – a castle actually, which is where I go for fun and holidays. I trust you have a valid passport?”

Now my heart sank. “Uh no, that’s one thing I don’t have.”

“Humm. No problem. I want you to go to a pharmacy or someplace and get a passport photo done. Call Mr. Buford when you’ve done that, and he’ll pick it up from your apartment. You should have your passport sent to you within the week.”

Was there anything this woman couldn’t do? I wondered.

“That’s, that’s amazing, Isabelle.”

“There’s just one other small thing Joshua.”

“What’s that?”

“Tomorrow night I’ll send a car for you to take you to my penthouse here in the city. Prepare to stay overnight, okay?”

“Sure, sure, I mean, well, yeah it sounds amazing.”

“Just be ready by eight o’clock. Oh, you can take tomorrow off too if you’d like. Remember I own your paper.”

“Really! Oh yeah . . . Wow! You’ve got a deal Isabelle.”

“Good. Now I’m sure you’ve got a lot of questions about the entire thing. I’ll tell you everything tomorrow night. Oh, don’t have dinner. We’ll be dining at my place, okay?”

“Yes, of course,” I was totally beside myself.

“Goodnight then Joshua.” Before we hung up, she gave me all the details about Mr. Buford, the car tomorrow, and all the other minutiae. I called Marla right away.

“Wow Josh! She invited you over tomorrow night and already got you plane tickets?”

“Yes! Can you believe it?”

“I can. Isabelle is a very intuitive woman who knows what she wants. I suppose I can say I’m happy for you?” I told her about the purchase of my employer’s paper and how flattering and courteous she was too me. Before we hung up, Marla said one thing that stuck in my mind. “Just be careful Joshua.”

❤️❤️❤️


Two

______________

__

SO, I THOUGHT. THINGS COULD BE WORSE. I was going to be a play thing for a billionairess! How bad could it be? Clearly she had done her homework on me, that was for sure; and she wanted me for sex – at least. I’d find out everything tomorrow. Besides, Marla wouldn’t have suggested me if anything bad or illegal would happen, now would she? No, of course not. I told myself to relax and go with the flow. Now I just had to pack an overnight bag. I thought of telling my older sister Carla, or my parents, but then thought better of it. I would tell them that my newspaper was sending me on an exciting trip to France! Yeah, that sounded good. Maybe Isabelle would take me to Paris so I could send them some “touristy” photos, and make my cover story realistic.

I finished my NETFLIX movie and then fell asleep, going over in my mind the fact that I could be the boss of my newspaper if I wanted it! I had time to think about that. Relax Josh, I told myself. You just won the lottery!

After a fitful night of sleep, I went to the gym for a good workout, ate breakfast at home and sent in the ten thousand worder I was working on yesterday into the paper. If nothing else, I was conscientious. I wondered if my editor knew that I was his boss yet. He would soon enough. Then, I would have him chasing after flower shows and writing obits! I relished the thought.

I got dressed casually with nice slacks, a casual shirt and sweater, and a pair of moccasins. Not exciting, but on my budget it was the best I could afford.

So I took an afternoon nap and got my gym bag packed. I watched the news until seven thirty. Then, at eight o’clock on the nose, my cell phone rang. It was Isabelle’s chauffeur, and he told me he was outside my building waiting for me. My heart started racing, and I left a desk lamp on, and took the elevator down the three flights to my lobby.

My mouth dropped open as I saw a deep, blue-grey, Lincoln Continental limo waiting for me outside my curb. People on the sidewalk were gawking as I came out of the building and watched the rear door open by itself, and I got in. My next door neighbor, Mr. Sedgwick, a retired sanitation worker looked at me questioningly. I just shrugged my shoulders and got in.

“Good evening Mr. Chamberlain,” the driver, a guy with black hair in his mid-forties wearing a gray chauffer’s uniform and cap  greeted me, turning around. “There is a mini bar in front of you should you want a drink. My name is Dan Sickles.”

“Why thank you Dan, I think I will.”

I made myself a Manhattan, my favorite bar drink, and I settled back and watched the city pass by as I started my little adventure. I decided to call Marla.

“Hey, I’m on my way and you wouldn’t believe it.”

“What?”

“I got picked up by a Lincoln Continental limo with a chauffeur, and there’s a bar here in the back.”

“Wow! See, what did I tell  you. She thinks you’re special.”

“And you’re absolutely sure this is all on the level, right?”

“Of course Josh. I wouldn’t even have said anything if I thought it would be bad. Remember, I’ve seen the results of guys she’s done this with before, that she didn’t even like half as much as you – I know Isabelle Ewell – the real Isabelle Ewell.

We arrived about thirty minutes later, cutting through the congested parts of Midtown Manhattan and pulled up to “The Highline Building,” the premiere private high-rise residence overlooking Central Park. Isabelle owned the building and lived in the entire penthouse.

I thanked Dan, and walked into the lobby. The doorman must have gotten advanced notice because he let me in right away,  and greeted me. “Good evening Mr. Chamberlain.”

“Good evening, Hector,” I read his name tag.

“Just go right upstairs Sir.”

‘Thanks,” I said, taking in the spacious lobby replete with lounge and large meeting rooms off to the side.

The penthouse was on the ninety-fifth floor, and it took a good five minutes to get up there. There was only one main door, and I made my way to it, took a deep breath and knocked. A middle-aged woman in a black and white maid’s uniform opened the door. I didn’t even have to knock. “Good evening Mr. Chamberlain,” she said, taking my windbreaker from me, and then scurrying away.

I had been playing piano since I was about five and I knew my classical music. The sound of “Liszt’s Consolations” came from the living room. It sounded like a recording, but I was shocked to see Isabelle Ewell from the back sitting at the piano, head looking up, fingers perfectly gliding over the keys, not missing even one note. It was, taking in the luxurious furnishings and the room, simply breathtaking. In person, Isabelle took my breath away. She was even taller in person than I had seen in the media, and much more beautiful. She shone with the radiance of a goddess, wearing a backless black satin evening gown, and her luxurious brunette hair cascading down her bare back.

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it Joshua?” She addressed me without stopping and looking up at the ceiling as she played. I was in the presence of royalty. The music had a power over me. She seamlessly transitioned to Beethoven’s Piano Sonata No. 14, and I was gone. I would do anything for this woman. After a concert of ten minutes, she stopped playing and turned around on the bench to greet me. “I think music like this is a gift from Heaven, don’t you Joshua?”

“I would have to agree, yes. Umm, well, hello Isabelle,” I said, totally smitten and intimidated by the raw power coming from her.

“Yes, hello. Do you play Joshua?” Somehow I think she knew the answer, but I played along.

“Yes, as a matter of fact I do. I turned down an admission to Julliard, and went into journalism. Can you believe that?”

“Really!? Well, we’ll have to talk about that sometime. I am a Julliard graduate myself. I thought I would be a concert pianist, but now it’s just something I do to give me some peace and pleasure. I’m so glad we have something in common. We’ll have to play a duet sometime, and I don’t mean ‘Chopsticks,’” she said laughing. Then she rose from the bench and floated over to me, her feet seeming to fly above the carpet.

She threw her arms around my shoulders and just leaned in and kissed me on the lips, sending her tongue through them, and wrapping it with mine. I let her lead, and responded with pressure of my own. She came off me, long arms draped over my shoulders, and I could see she was studying me with her beautiful, piercing, green eyes. Her waist was pressing into me, and I knew she could feel my cock trying to break out of my pants.

“I have a confession to make Joshua.”

“Really? Ok, sure. Go ahead.” I wondered what this could be.

In a voice just above a whisper she said, “I’ve had my eyes on you for some time Joshua. I really think this could be something a little more than just a ‘playdate’ you know? I don’t know what Marla’s told you about my taste in men, but I’m very discriminating.”

“Okay, sounds good,” I said, as she closed the distance again, softly kissing my lips, coming off them and kissing my entire face.

“Shall we have a drink over by the fireplace and talk? Get to know each other a little bit?”

What was I gonna’ say – ‘no?’ Of course I would do anything. That was a question more rhetorical than anything else, and I let her lead me to the sofa.

“Now, I can tell you had a drink in the car – a Manhattan I think,” she said smacking her lips in thought. “I’ll have one too,” she said, making her way over to the bar to mix the drinks.

She came over to me and we settled in on the elegant sofa, drinks in hand. “So you’re a writer too. That’s very impressive Joshua. And now you have your own newspaper if you want it.”

“That’s some offer Isabelle. I think that someday I’d like to write a novel.”

“Lovely! Reading is a great passion of mine. What do you like? I enjoy paperback drug store romances and thrillers.”

“Wow, that’s some varied taste I’d say.”

“Umm. I should say I enjoy romantic thrillers. Perhaps you could write one just for me Joshua.”

“It would be a pleasure, for sure.”

“Featuring us perhaps,” she said and leaned in to kiss me again, this time grabbing for my hard cock bulging underneath my pants. She dug her long, red nails into the material and rubbed them up and down my shaft. A drop of pre cum formed inside, and leaked onto my boxers. Her hands took off my sweater and then unbuttoned my shirt. She lightly traced her nails from my neck, all the way down my hairless chest.

“What do you say we move this into more comfortable surroundings Joshua?”

“I’m all yours Isabelle.”

She smiled at me, her eyes toying with me, and she stood up, holding my hands in hers. She leaned in again to kiss me, and leaving my sweater on the couch, we walked out of the living room to a marble hallway and made our way down to Isabelle’s bedroom.

“I’m glad you’ll be spending the night Joshua, one of many I hope. I want you to see the view from up here during the daytime. The Park is magnificent.”

“I’d like that very much.”

I had an odd sense of Déjà vu. I don’t know where it even came from because this was the last thing a guy like me could expect, yet here I was. Dreamlike is how I would describe this entire experience so far.

Once in the bedroom, she moved over to her large king-sized brass bed, and began to take off her dress. I was amazed, taking in the room, which looked to be something out of a magazine of Eighteenth Century palace décor. There was a separate bathroom with complete vanity, and an entire wall just for a walk-in closet. The drapes were open, and the New York Skyline shone into the room. She put the room lights on dim and switched on some more classical piano music, this time from a Bluetooth player.

She wore a black-laced bra and a black satin G-String. The sheets were already turned down. I followed along and took my unbuttoned shirt off and slipped out of my trousers when she stopped me.

“Let me do the honors, Joshua,” and she undid my belt, pulling me in close and gently biting my lower lip as she slid my trousers down my legs. They fell around my ankles, and I stepped out of them and slipped off my moccasins.

She smelled luscious; like strawberries and a hint of something I couldn’t quite place. Her skin shone in the subdued lighting of the room, creamy and smooth, with no imperfections of any kind. Isabelle grabbed me by the shoulders and placed me on her bed on my back, with my knees bent.

She got on her knees and placed herself between my legs, her long, silky hair flowing over my bare tummy and chest. Her fingers peeled my boxers down until they were over my thighs.

“Oooh, what a lovely cock you have Joshua. It looks good enough to eat,” she said grinning, pure lust in her voice.

Isabelle wasted no time and placed her soft, luscious, gloss-coated lips on the tip of my cock, sending a shockwave through my body. I picked my head up and looked down at her and saw her perfect ass, scantily covered by the G-String, the strap nestled comfortably between her butt cheeks. Her tongue swept over my head, and rubbed the tuft of sensitive skin on the bottom. She was playing for a while – not really sucking, but licking, and a drop of pre cum came out which she made a show of tasting. Then she took all of me inside her mouth. I supposed I was average length. I don’t think it really mattered how big I was. She certainly didn’t care, or make me feel embarrassed about myself at all.

Her lips made a tight seal around my rock hard shaft, and she slowly went down to my base and up again, all the while her tongue licking me all around. I was pressing her head down into me, running my fingers through her hair.

She went faster and faster and I matched her thrusting on me by lifting my hips off the bed and matching hers. She gently bit me, and slid her teeth down my shaft. It was an odd mix of pain and pleasure. Her talent in playing the piano was matched by the way she skillfully played me.

We were in a spin of furious sucking and licking until I suddenly gasped and tightened, blowing three loads in succession all the way inside her mouth and I’m sure hitting the back of her throat. I was amazed at the capacity of her mouth – not one drop spilled out, she caught it all, and was slurping and sucking me clean, making wordless sounds of pleasure.

Slowly, Isabelle came off of me and slid up my chest, her eyes misty and full of desire. She laughed and traced a nailed finger from my belly button up to my neck and said softly, and in a reassuring way, “Joshua, you’re fantastic. I’m assuming this was your first time?”

“Yes Isabelle, it was. Did I please you?”

“Of course you did. Now, did I please you,” she said playfully.

“Hell yeah!” I was thinking of that castle of hers in the south of France and what would happen there. I was ready to leave tomorrow.

“Hey listen Joshua. I promised you dinner and I’m starving. I think that we should go downstairs and eat, and then we’ll come upstairs, and you can fuck me. How does that sound?”

“Sure,” I said. She got off the bed and we both got dressed and went downstairs where the maid who let me was nowhere to be found. Instead a man in a short, red waiter’s jacket led us to the dining room where he sat us at an elegantly set table, with two long wicked white candles burning. The smells of barbecued steak made my mouth water. The waiter, whose name was Gabriel, poured Isabelle and me each a full glass of a red wine. She raised her glass to me and said, “Let’s drink a toast.”

“Okay, what are we drinking to?” I asked.

Smiling, with the air of mystery that seemed to hang over Isabelle like a mist, she answered, “To new friendships and adventures of course!” And with that, we ate and drank.

“Now let’s go upstairs again Josh. My pussy is dripping, and you’ll be staying the night and fuck me until I’m satisfied,” she said with authority. Taking my hands in hers, she pulled me up and we went back upstairs.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

______________

__

UPSTAIRS, BEFORE I KNEW WHAT WAS HAPPENING, Isabelle was undressed again, in only her G-String and bra. She took pleasure in undressing me, and began sucking my cock while I stood by the side of the bed, and she was on the carpet on her knees.

She looked up at me and said, “I love being a real cum slut Joshua! Isn’t it fun?”

My eyes were closed and all I said was, “Yeahh . . .”

She came off me and said, “Good! Now I want you to fuck me – HARD!” She yelled that last part, hopping on top of the bed and laughing.

Isabelle reached into the top drawer of her night table and pulled out a tube of K-Y Jelly. I was confused and Isabelle caught on. “Joshua, I want you to fuck me in my ass!” Well this was certainly different. I had nothing to compare it with, being a virgin.

She handed me the tube and told me, “Squeeze a nice amount in your hand and rub it all around my asshole, and then place some on your cock.”

She was in front of me on the bed and I got on my knees behind her. “Now move the strap over the side of my butt.”

I did as she asked, and rubbed the cool jelly up and down her taint, up to the pouch of her G-String. “Oooh good! Now stick your finger inside me and rub it around a little bit.”

I did so and she let out a soft moan. “Oh you’re so gooood, Joshua.” She always addressed me so formally, but I figured a classy lady like didn’t need to be dissuaded.

She moved her ass around in-sync to my finger, and then she said, “Okay, now rub some on your cock and go inside me Joshua. I want it HARD!!!”

She was full of a desperation that turned me on something fierce, and I was as hard as nails. I spread her butt cheeks apart, after first wiping my slick hands on the bed sheets, and I lined my cock up with her pink little asshole. I had just penetrated with my head only, and the feel was AMAZING – unlike anything she had done to me before with her mouth. Then the sensitive tuft of skin on the bottom of my cock got a real taste of her. I think I leaked a bit of pre cum out, and I was close to spilling my whole load, but I tried really hard not to because I didn’t want to disappoint her.

I went in all the way now – hard and slow, just like she wanted. She gasped and let out a big sigh. Her butt moved back and forth with me in a ravenous rhythm. She went faster and faster and I kept up. Then she stiffened and moaned – she had reached her climax. It triggered me because the next thing I knew was that I came inside her, and shot at least three times. My cock was surrounded by a wet warmth that was surreal. Also, I was amazed that women could get off like that too – in that way.

I kept going, and was still hard. Some of my jizz leaked onto my balls and ran down the inside of her creamy thighs. After we’d had our fill, I came out of her and she turned around to me and got close, whispering into my face. “Tonight Joshua, I think will be the best night you’ve had in a long time. I can promise you that.”

It required no answer. I was under her spell and would do anything she wanted of me. Of course she was right. We fucked again and cuddled more, and she gave me several more blow jobs, even waking me up with my cock in her mouth.

The following week, Mr. Buford as promised, dropped my new passport off at my apartment. This was real, I had to keep telling myself. A billionairess was actually taking me on a trip abroad to be her personal sex toy, or whatever it was. I, however was a romantic. After having nobody significant in my life, now there was someone who I really desired. I wanted to be more than just a toy, but my mind kept going in crazy, self-deprecating ways. I mean, who was I after all; just an inexperienced, and until now virgin. Whereas she had everything material thing you could possibly want in life.

That Friday, I found myself boarding an Air France plane at JFK and I had a First Class ticket, courtesy of my beautiful benefactor. I wondered why she didn’t fly me over in her private jet. Once I was settled in my seat, the flight attendant gave me a crème-colored envelope with my name written in a calligraphy design and a wax seal on the back which had Isabelle’s company logo on it. She also had a bottle of French champagne in a chilled bucket to give me. I opened the letter with a letter opener – also supplied. The letter was written in the same design as my name on the front of the envelope.

It read:

____________

“Dear Joshua,

Please forgive me for not taking you with me in my private jet. I had some important business to take care of in London and Milan, and wanted your travels to be as simple as possible. Besides, I was very busy, and you would have been very bored, I can assure you. Looking forward to a fantastic two weeks – I will meet you at the chateau. Have a pleasant journey – “Bon Voyage”

Love, Isabelle.”

____________

Okay, that explained it. So I settled in for my six hour flight, sleeping most of the way. When we landed at Charles De Gaulle, I was met by a tall man with short brown hair in a chauffeur’s uniform. He got my bag for me and led me outside after I cleared customs, and got into a deep grey Rolls Royce limo parked right by the curb in a “No Parking” zone.

“My name is Claude,” the chauffeur said in French-accented English as I climbed into the back of the limo, the strong smell of new leather being one of my favorites. “Feel free to have some caviar and champagne Monsieur Chamberlain,” he said as I saw the spread on a small collapsible table attached to the front seat. “We will be traveling for approximately two hours Sir,” he said. “Feel free to ask anything of me. I am completely at your service.”

Anyone who tells you that money is unimportant doesn’t know what the fuck they’re talking about. It’s not everything, but it’s better than going through life poor, that’s for sure. I ate my fill and drank more champagne than I ever did in my life and watched as the beautiful French countryside rolled past. We came to a small town called Covigny, and from the middle of it I could see a castle overlooking it from a mountaintop maybe two miles away. This was pure power, and in the Middle Ages when it was built this is where the nobleman or Lord, or whoever ran the town and surrounding areas lived. Now it was inhabited by a very beautiful, enchanting billionairess who had a strong, mysterious hunger for me, a nobody originally from Brooklyn, New York.

❤️❤️❤️
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__

I WAS SETTLED IN ONE OF THE MAIN ROOMS – there were too many to count in this enormous castle. Claude told me that it was once inhabited by a scion of the JP Morgan family. That should tell you something about Isabelle right there – money and power.

She appeared in the entrance hall and moved quickly towards me, her four-inch stiletto heels clacking on the marble floor. I was seated in front of a roaring fireplace. I stood up from the sofa, smiling. I was very excited to see her – she was radiant, in a one-piece deep blue backless evening dress, her long auburn hair running down her back to her waist; green eyes sparkling with what I could only describe as love. I was ashamed of myself for having thought before that she saw me as “disposable” and would get rid of me as soon as this little “playdate” was over. There was something much more here at play, much more.

She hugged me and held me at arm’s length. “Joshua,” she said, running her fingers through my long, black hair. “You look so handsome my love,” and she kissed me deeply. “How was your trip?”

“Just fine. I can’t thank you enough for the First Class seats and the champagne, and all the goodies.”

“Get used to being pampered my sweet. You belong to me now. Come, let’s have dinner. Then we’ll go upstairs,” she said, grabbing my hard cock through my jeans.

The dinner of roast pheasant and haricot beans was very filling, and the wine made me a little drowsy, but thoughts of what was coming next sobered me up quickly.

There was an elevator installed off the dining hall, and we went up to the top floor – her room was in what could be described as a former battlement, with a large window that opened from the middle with a fantastic view of the fields below.

“So how do you like this room?” she asked, more rhetorically, since I think she knew how impressed I was. “Did you know this place was once a lookout because the lord of the castle could easily see an enemy approaching from here? The lands haven’t really changed much in almost one thousand years.”

“Wow Isabelle, I’m impressed.”

She studied me which caught me off guard for a moment. “Just wait here a moment,” she said. So I sat on the bed, and I took my shoes off and lied down on the bed. It was very comfortable, and I almost fell asleep. I couldn’t believe I had two weeks here. I texted Marla – “UNBELIEVABLE – arrived safe, Isabelle is so great.” I didn’t know what else I could say. I was so amazed at my good fortune.

Isabelle came in and she was wearing a black silk bathrobe, laced bra underneath and a G-String. I stood up to meet her and she held a hand out and I stopped and sat back down on the bed. “Did I do something?” I asked, somewhat worried.

“No, not at all. Just stay there a second. It’s all good,” and to prove it she came over to me and deeply tongue kissed me. That set me at ease, and she stepped away from the bed, looking at me closely. She slipped out of the bathrobe slowly and let it drop to the carpeted floor. She bit her bottom lip which really turned me on, and she swayed side to side.

She unhooked her bra from the rear exposing those magnificent pear-shaped breasts, casually tossing it on the floor. Then she took her thumb and hooked it under the front of her thong and slowly pulled it down, never once taking her eye off me. Suddenly I saw what I thought was an optical illusion – It was to all intents and purposes, a mammoth cock!

“ISABELLE??? wh – what’s going on here??”

She laughed with amusement at my reaction. “Joshua, have you never seen a woman with a cock before? I prefer the term ‘shemale’ to transgender female if you must know. You see I went through a complete transition many years ago. The result is the beautiful body you see here which I know you enjoy and dare I say ‘love’ so much.”

I was dumbfounded, as much by this revelation and the fact that I had no idea this was coming. Now a bit of fear gripped me. What would she expect of me now? What, if anything had changed in our relationship?

I said the only thing that came to mind. It was more of a self-preservation statement – ego would be the best way to describe it. “Isabelle, does this mean that I’m gay??”

She laughed hard. “Oh my dear sweet Joshua. What difference would it make if you were. After all, what’s in a name anyway? Let me ask you a question: Are you falling, or are you in love with me? Because let me tell you,” and she walked toward me, inches from my face and placed her hand on my cheek, gently rubbing it. “I love you Joshua, and felt the chemistry between us when you first spoke to me on the phone – you were so cute and ‘innocent sounding.’”

I looked at her, and except for her appendage, she was the same intoxicating Isabelle I first met in New York, and yes, I suppose I did love her. A sense of joy replaced the fear after her little speech to me.

“Yes Isabelle, I do love you,” I said with an assurance that made her smile.

“Then come closer.” The only thing I could move was my head because we separated only by inches. She kissed me hungrily, and we intertwined our tongues. The only difference was that her cock was very hard and hitting my belly.

She came off me and said softly, “How do you like me now. Do I still excite you?”

“Yes you do,” I said honestly.

“Then let’s test it out,” she said, taking a few steps back. We were very close to the bed, and she had me sit on the side of it facing her. She moved closer to me and her cock gently butted my closed lips. It had a fresh, recently bathed fragrance. Her fingers trailed through my longish black hair and her nails gently massaged my scalp. She was smiling down at me.

Her cock was insistent, and her hips went back and forth, teasing me; waiting for something to happen. It was a prompt for me to make a move. I parted my lips slowly and much to my surprise I became aroused. She noticed it and reached down to stroke my cock through my jeans. I stuck my tongue out and licked the tip of her cock and moved it around the head, getting it nice and wet. She moaned wordlessly and I took it a step farther – my lips parted and before I knew it, I had them making a tight seal over at least half of her cock. All the while I imitated what she did to me. I moved my tongue back and forth over her and rubbed the sensitive tuft of skin on her underside. “Grab my balls gently Joshua,” she said, a dreamlike quality to her voice, her eyes closed.

I cupped them in my hands and continued sucking, a sweet/salty taste appearing on my tongue. It was her pre cum, and I liked the taste of it. I now had her entire cock in my mouth, and I was going up and down it faster and faster, keeping my lips as tight as I could.

She was bucking her hips to my rhythm and making unintelligible sounds of pleasure. She went faster and faster, pushing on the back of my head. Then, without warning I felt her gush a full load, cumming at least three good shots into my mouth. I tried my best to keep my lips closed but it was to no avail; there was warm, sticky cum dripping down the sides of my mouth onto my cheeks. I licked he cock clean of all of it.

Then she pulled out and stood me up  by my shoulders, a look of angelic peace and serenity on her face, and satisfied lust. She kissed me, her tongue going around in my mouth, licking her own cum from me. “You are simply beautiful Joshua,” she said.

It was the first time I had ever done that of course, and it was still making love – It didn’t matter the method because of the way I felt for Isabelle. I wondered what could possibly be next. It wasn’t long before I got my answer.

She sat next to me on the bed, holding my hands. “Joshua, I don’t know what Marla told you, but I like my men a ‘certain way.’ I’ve been doing this for a while, but not anymore – you’re the last one. I’ve found my true love, and I hope you’ll do what I ask of you. Of course, if you decide to . . . then everything material thing you could possibly wish for will be yours – I promise.” I was certainly curious, and I didn’t have to wait long.

❤️❤️❤️
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“GET UNDRESSED JOSHUA AND I’LL BE RIGHT BACK,” she said and walked out of the room, turning her head to smile at me when she was under the stone archway at the entrance. So I stood up and unzipped my jeans, took off my button down shirt and got completely undressed, getting back on the bed.

Isabelle came back in the room with a large grin on her face and she was pushing a small cart on wheels. It had a large box on top with neatly folded clothing – women’s clothing.

“Wat’s all this?” I said, my eyes open wide.

“It’s, it’s how shall I say it? It’s how I like my men Joshua. I like ‘FEMBOYS.’ It turns me on very much when a man dresses like a woman and has fun with me. You see, that’s why it’s so special – not everyone agrees to this.”

“Did Marla know about this?”

“Oh no Joshua. This is our little secret. I really hope you’ll do it. I’m counting on it my love. What are you worried about? You have nothing to lose, but so much to gain by playing with me.”

I was skeptical, but I really wanted Isabelle and would do anything for her. This was my test. If I needed any confirmation, the whole “coaxing thing” on Isabelle’s part was a turn on for me too. I was as hard as a rock looking at everything on the cart. She was an excellent salesperson besides.

“Here, look at the wig I picked out for you,” she said smiling as she pulled out a jet black, long wig, styled on the top with curls at the long ends. It would go down to the small of my back. There were black satin panties, and I wondered how good they would feel on my cock. She had a black laced bra in one piece with an elastic band that would pull my chest skin together and make it appear as if I had cleavage. The dress was an emerald green one-piece job that was cut very short. To top everything off, were sheer, black nylon pantyhose with straps for a black laced girdle which sat on top of it.

“Come on now Joshua. Every guy has at least fantasized about what it would be like to dress up as a girl. Haven’t you?”

“The truth is I did. When I was a teenager, I tried on a pair of panties that belonged to my older sister, Carla. I remembered sneaking into her room – I was about fourteen at the time, and I actually tried them on. I remember the thrill.”

“Oh good! I’m so happy Joshua! This will be great – you will look so beautiful I can’t wait. I will also put makeup on you to complete your look. I like my femboys to be really slutty!”

“Okay then. Sure Isabelle let’s get started.”

By the time she was finished, I was dressed looking like women I’ve only fantasized about. When I looked in the mirror and turned myself side to side I couldn’t believe it was me looking back at myself. I especially loved the way the panties felt rubbing my cock.

“So what do you think?” Isabelle asked, grabbing for my cock. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

As if to prove a point, she came close to me and grabbed at my cock through the emerald satin dress. I was as hard as a rock which elicited sounds of pleasure from her. She was very turned on by her creation. I had heavy mascara, thick natural eyelashes and candy red lip gloss. The wig was perfect.

“I’ll have to shave you at some point, but right now after you sucked my cock, I didn’t want to wait any longer.”

“We’re going to roleplay here a bit my love. I love to talk dirty, so please don’t take it personally.”

“Okay Isabelle, whatever you say.”

That’s just what she did. “Okay SLUT! Climb on the bed and I’m gonna fuck your little sissy ass really HARD!!”

It was like her whole personality changed in a second. I got on the bed, and she took out a pair of fur-lined handcuffs and told me to hold out my wrists. She placed them on me and kept the golden key. “You’ll be completely at my mercy you dirty little whore! I bet you can take the biggest cock in the world up that little ‘he pussy’ of yours!”

She placed a jar of coconut oil on the night table next to her bed, and then handcuffed my wrists to each pole of the brass bed. I was lying face down.

“Now bring up that sissy ass of yours!” I did so and she stopped in thought. “Humm, now what shall I call you? I know. How about ‘Jaclyn?’”

“That’s fine,” I said.

“As if you have a choice,” she said mockingly.

I said nothing and she picked me up by my waist and I was on my knees with my arms stretched out, handcuffed to the bed frame. She was behind me with the jar of coconut oil and flipped up the back of my emerald dress. She undid the straps of the pantyhose and pulled them down hard. Then for good measure and her pleasure she smacked my bare butt. “There! That will teach you to stop getting cock behind my back you little cunt! You’re all mine! Got it you pathetic sissy!”

She smacked me a couple of more times and I really enjoyed it. I thought I would cum right there. I was being manhandled and crossdressed by a transgender woman! She pulled down my black satin panties to mid-thigh level. Then I felt a cool, wet sensation as the coconut oil was spread across my cherry sissy boy asshole. It felt so naughty. Holy shit! I really loved being a slut – but for Isabelle. I wouldn’t have been doing this for anyone else. I thought about the way she seduced me and got me to this point. In order for me to submit like this, I had to have an inherent desire to be in this situation. And here I was.

I pulled against the handcuffs trying my best to be comfortable. Then I felt a fleshy knob – the tip of Isabelle’s cock against my virgin boy pussy, or “bussy” as I was to later learn the proper term. Now she went inside me, but just a little bit.

“Trust me Jaclyn,” Isabelle said softly. It will be a bit uncomfortable at first, but you’re going to love it. You should be pleased that I haven’t done this with any of the other men I’ve had over. They all backed out! You are a REAL MAN!”

I was glad to please her, but I felt nothing like a man. I didn’t care because I was enjoying myself – until she went in . . . that is. I cried out in pain and gripped the bedsheets with my cuffed wrists and gritted and hissed through my teeth.

“Easy honey, I’ll go easy.”

I felt very full, like I was gonna shit myself, but I trusted her. Soon she slid inside me and went back and forth. I was dilated enough so that now a strange thing happened – the pain and the pleasure became one feeling – all pleasure.

She went in slowly all the way to the end and pulled out. Then she went in again and was moaning this time. Instead of pulling out completely, she went back and forth inside me until my hard cock began to throb. I was experiencing an incredible pleasure – more than I had ever experienced in my life. Faster and faster she went until she cried out and I felt a warm load of her cum enter me and fill me up. I was bucking up against her, matching her rhythm, and then I felt it welling up inside me – an orgasm coming on hard and fast like a sneeze. I cried out as I shot a huge load onto the bed sheets, and I wasn’t even touching myself.

True to her word, she kept pounding me silly, and I heard her cry out again with a second orgasm. Now I felt her cum running down the inside of my thighs and down my ass crack. I was her total fuck toy, and I loved it. I even came again, although not as much cum as before, but the feeling was just as intense. I felt I would never jerk-off again. Nothing felt this good. Finally, she pulled out, breathless.

“How did my sweet Jaclyn like that?” she asked, her green eyes glowing with nothing but love, wonder, and admiration for me.

“Isabelle . . . you are incredible,” was all I could say. She uncuffed me and we stayed kissing deeply on the bed.

“Like I said Jaclyn, I’m going to keep you – you’re all mine. Back in New York, whenever we get together you will always be dressed for me. I’m going to buy you new clothes and set you up with a doctor.”

“A doctor?” I asked, surprised.

“Yes darling. I want you to transition with HRT, so you’ll be like me. We’re a couple. We’re lovers and I can’t have you as old, boring Joshua.” She was laughing.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m completely yours Isabelle.”

She looked me over from a distance. “I think here in France, we can go out together with you dressed as you are. There’s no need to pretend anymore.”

“What will you tell Marla?” I asked.

“I’ll leave that up to you. I think she’ll like having a new girlfriend, don’t you?” I considered that.

“I suppose you’re right. She’ll certainly be surprised, that’s for sure. But there’s no denying it Isabelle. This is who I am. This is the real me.” So now I had Isabelle, and all the money and good stuff – beyond my wildest dreams – and my newspaper was about to get it’s taste of the new female boss – ME!
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