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I COULDN’T GET DENISE OUT OF MY MIND. We had been dating for four years and then suddenly four weeks ago she announced that she’s had enough – I couldn’t satisfy her anymore, she was “bored” with the relationship, and it was time for her to move on. She may have been right. It did seem the fire had gone out of things. I tried everything – sex toys, reading books and erotic romances together, but I guess it wasn’t enough. She left me feeling hurt and angry. It may have made me feel somewhat better if she felt a little bad too, but she didn’t. I was to learn from a mutual female friend of ours that she was seeing another guy. It explained a lot, and it only got me angrier and more upset. I noticed I was drinking a bit more and full of morass and self-pity. I detached from friends and family who all urged me to go out and put myself “on the market” again, but I couldn’t.

In addition, my bank job let me go, because corporate was looking to “streamline,” which was a fancy way of saying layoffs. So all this stuff was just adding to my morass and loss of self-confidence.

On a rainy Tuesday evening, I got a text which I assumed was junk and a con, until my “what the fuck” attitude got the better of me and I opened it up. The ad said:

“World and life got you down? SHADY PINES – a retreat in the idyllic Berkshire Mountains may be just the place for you. Need a complete reset, a spiritual comeback? Come for a week off from the rigors of daily life and taste new experiences and delights from our trained staff.”

I thought maybe this is just the place I need. So the next day I called and spoke to a woman with a pleasant French accent named Jeanette, who was only too happy to receive my call. After speaking to her for half an hour, without my telling her anything about myself, she mentioned that Shady Pines was great at helping people overcome breakups. I was stunned. It raised hackles on the back of my neck, and I told her I would seriously consider it. The price was right too – only $1,200 for the entire week. Almost as soon as I hung up, I received an email to reserve my spot starting this Sunday.

In my mind, I replayed my conversation with Jeanette. Her smooth, sensual voice made me picture a beautiful, pulchritudinous woman with a warm smile, luscious lips, and beautiful breasts. I also had a thing for red hair. I had a perfect picture in my mind, and an incredible hard-on in my gym shorts.

I wasn’t exactly a ladies’ man, and Denise was the first real girlfriend I ever had. At clubs with my friends, women would act like I didn’t exist at all, passing me by for muscle man types, with self-confident airs and white teeth – but no brains. I stood at five feet, eight inches tall and was skinny as a rail with wide hips which caused me endless torment in high school gym class. So now, especially after my breakup with Denise, my self-esteem was in the gutter.
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AFTER A THREE HOUR DRIVE ON SUNDAY, I saw a wooden sign on the side of the road which said, “SHADY PINES RETREAT” and an arrow pointing to the dirt road which ran up a slight hill to the camp. I approached what was a large mansion with a beautiful lake behind it, and people sitting under umbrellas around it. There were several barbeques going, and the smell of the meat cooking made my mouth water. I parked my car and walked, suitcase in hand to the mansion. There was an arrow on a sign that said “REGISTRATION,” and that’s where I went.

The porch of the mansion was a wooden affair with a wooden, spindled hand rail. Down at the end there was a screen door, and I went inside the large reception hall and made my way to the front desk. A woman with long, blonde hair and blue eyes was behind the desk with a name tag that said “Natalie.”

‘Uh hi, my name is Cliff Sickles, and I have a reservation,” I said to her.

Her smile brightened up and she said, “Sure Mr. Sickles, we have you on our list. Welcome. I’ll ring Jeanette and tell her you’re here.”

“Okay,” I said, and took a seat on the side of the desk.

When a tall redhead with bright, piercing green eyes walked into the reception room, I almost fell off my chair! She was the same woman I had imagined and gotten hard to after my phone call. Maybe it was just an uncanny coincidence, I have no idea, but whatever it was, my mouth was hanging open!

“Oh,” she said with her lilting French accent I happened to find pretty damn sexy, “You must be Cliff. You spoke to me remember? My name is Jeanette.”

I swallowed deeply and composed myself. “Of course I remember,” I said smiling. “How could I forget?”

“Oh, you’re so sweet Cliff. Would you like to get settled first, or could I show you around. Your bag will be safe here with Natalie.”

“Sure, we could take a look around first.”

“Magnifique! Just come with me.”

I followed Jeanette, or rather my eyes were glued to her magnificent, perky little ass, which in her tight-fitting short black skirt, shone out like a beacon to my suffocated cock. But what kind of a chance would I ever stand with a gorgeous woman like that?

“Let’s go out to the lakeside first. This is where we have meditation classes and people come to be alone with their thoughts.”

I wasn’t sure about the last part, because I saw several couples sharing a recliner and engaged in what could not accurately be described as ‘meditative’ activities. One woman, a deep brunette, had her top off and was lying across a guy in only swim trunks, one hand on his crotch, rubbing it, and deeply kissing. Jeanette caught me looking, and said, “Not everyone is engaged in self-meditative activities Cliff. How do you feel about that?” Immediately my cock was standing on end.

“Umm, well, I guess it’s nice that people get to know one another.”

She placed her palm on my ass . . . “Yes, this is a very friendly place, and some people even find their soul mates here.” I was amazed and very aroused, but said nothing. I was standing close to her, and I saw her tits sticking out from her pressed cotton blouse like two pencil points. I also caught a whiff from a pleasant perfume that made me very horny, even more aroused than before. This had never happened to me before. Everything about this woman screamed sexuality.

“So tell me Cliff, she asked, now holding my hand as we walked farther down the lakefront, “Are you involved in a relationship now?”

“Uh no, I broke up with my girlfriend almost a month ago, and I suppose I just need to forget and fortify myself.”

“Very good, I’m sure you will. Ah! Let’s go to the outdoor bar and we can sit and have a drink to relax.”

“Sure,” I said, and still holding my hand, she walked me over to the booth where the drinks were served. It was a hot day, and I wanted something cold, so the both of got frozen Margueritas and sat down at a little table. There were sailboats on the lake, some swimmers, and very ‘strange looking’ guests. By ‘strange” I meant women with brightly colored hair, skin covered in tats, guys with huge bulges, and many same-sex couples as well. I felt like a fish out of water because I didn’t see too many solitary guys or even girls.

“I see you are noticing our very diverse crowd Cliff. What do you think?”

“Uh nothing. It’s cool you know. Everyone seems to be doing their own thing.”

“Yes of course. Once you are settled in your cabin, feel free to explore and maybe find a group of friends.”

I nodded, a bit skeptical, but I would just have to see. It was only Sunday, and I had a whole week up here.

“Oh! One other thing Cliff that you might be interested in.”

“What’s that?”

“Now next Friday evening we have a ‘Cabaret Night.’ It was my idea. It is a costume and dance show in the old Parisienne style. Do you think you would like to take part?”

How could I refuse? I was under her spell and just going along with the moment. “Yeah sure, I’d uh, I’d be interested, sure. What would I have to do?” It seemed like a nice way to end my two-week stay, and I was flattered that she would ask me. It seemed like a good way to come out of my morass of depression and worry.

Jeanette was truly excited and placed one of her hands on top of mine. “Oh great Cliff! You wouldn’t have to do anything special – just a little makeup and costume perhaps.”

“I’ll leave it all up to you Jeanette.”

___________________

________

She looked me over from top to bottom in such a way that no woman had ever done before, not even Denise. Then the back of her hand gently swiped my face. “I’m so excited Cliff! I think you’ll be terrific!” She smiled in such a way that told me she may have been holding back some details. Yet I was not frightened by any means – I was becoming excited. We sat for a little while longer, finishing our drinks and walking around outside some more.

“Come Cliff, let me take you to your cabin.”

“Lead the way.”

“I’m going to call ahead and have your suitcase brought to your cabin. By the time we get there, everything be ready for your stay with us. Dinner is at six, breakfast at eight, and lunch is at noon. All in the main dining room, okay?”

“Sure, thank you.” We came off the lakefront and walked up a slight hill with large birch trees on each side of the dirt path. A little ways in from the path were various authentic log cabins, each with a fireplace chimney sticking up from the slanted roof tops. After walking for fifteen minutes we came to my cabin. I learned it was the farthest cabin from the lakefront.

“I’m sorry that your cabin is a bit out of the way Cliff, so if you want to you can change it tomorrow for something closer, you can.”

“Thanks Jeanette, but it looks fine. Say, can I ask you something?”

“Yes Cliff, what is it?”

“Are you the director of this place?”

“Me? Oh no,” she said laughing. “No, I am one of the senior ‘pleasure advisors’ Cliff,” she said as she looked at me grinning. I swallowed hard, trying to wrap my head around what that exactly meant. “By the end of your two weeks here, you will be in a completely different state of mind and body.” I took that as a good sign.

She unlocked the door to my cabin and handed me the key, and both of us went inside. My cock was beating like a drum. But who was I kidding. She was the hottest woman I’ve seen here so far in the little time I’ve been here. What would someone like Jeanette want with me? With an expansive gesture of her hand she asked me “Well how do you like it?”

There was a wooden log bed, a screened window which had a commanding view of the lakefront down below, a fireplace, a small refrigerator, which Jeanette opened revealing bottles of beer and wine, and some cheeses. A pantry was stocked with some canned items and a small microwave stood on a counter. There was no WIFI. The idea being that this was a total escape. For emergencies there was a setup in the main reception building. Just as Jeanette said, my suitcase was on the side of the bed. I was all set for the two week stay.

Jeanette’s intoxicating perfume filled the cabin and mixed with the fresh air coming through the opened screened window. I felt her hands rubbing my shoulders and my neck from behind. It felt good, and my cock was aching to come out of my pants. I think she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“My, you are so stiff, so tight Cliff,” she said as her hands pressed between my neck and my shoulders.

“Yeah, it’s all from tension I suppose.”

“Well I think that by the time you leave here, all that tension will surely leave you.” She sounded confident. Then she turned me around and was maybe two inches away from my face and pressing her waist into mine. What was happening here?

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pressed her lips gently against mine, sticking her tongue against them forcing them to part ever so slightly. I wanted to smack myself. Was I dreaming? She rubbed her lips around and around, covering mine with her cherry red lip gloss. Her eyes were open, deeply looking into mine. Then her hand slithered between my waist and hers and she was rubbing my cock with her nails pushing into my jeans.

I was starting to breath hard and was more turned on by this play than I’d ever been in my life. Without taking her mouth off of me she undid my belt and my jeans, and let them drop to the floor around my ankles. At the same time she was pressing her tits through her blouse into my chest. “Take your shirt off Cliff . . .” she said so sweetly – and definitely.

We broke apart for a moment and I lifted my t-shirt up and off, and threw it on the floor, and stepped out of my jeans and boxers. I was completely naked; all shyness gone. She unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her red-laced bra from the rear and threw it on the bed. Now I was looking at a perfect set of tits, nipples pointed up at the ceiling. I grabbed them with my hands, and she said nothing, just moaned a bit as I explored the firm, soft flesh.

I buried my face in her chest and began to suckle on each nipple, alternating from one to the other and painting them with my tongue. I kissed her neck and her soft, luscious, scented hair. She took a deep breath and parted from me and took my engorged cock between her slim, long-nailed fingertips.

“My Cliff, how big you are. You are delightful my love. Would you like to see what I can do to you?”

“Oh by all means – YES!”

She laughed at me. She was in her mid-thirties, and I was twenty five. Not too bad, and besides, I always fantasized about older women. I was being toyed with. She was rubbing the soft underside of my cock with her smooth fingers, and digging her nails ever so slightly into my flesh. I was dying for her to take me in her mouth. She didn’t disappoint and very slowly and deliberately she looked up at me and smiled a dreamy smile that had me. I was hers to do with as she pleased.

Her lips bumped up against my tip and her tongue gently washed over it like a paintbrush. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of me and she savored it – making a show of tasting it. “Humm, such a delightful taste Cliff.”

I ran my hands through her delicious scented hair, and she took more of me in her mouth, keeping a tight seal with her moist lips. I was in ecstasy – complete, somewhere in space. Her mouth was totally wet which made her sliding up and down my shaft very pleasurable indeed. She took all of me in, not stopping or gagging. I never measured my cock, but still I was amazed at her self-control. Clearly, and good for me, she knew exactly what she was doing. I was hers, and hers alone.

I was shivering, and I pressed hard on the back of her head, which only made her go faster and faster. I hissed through clenched teeth, and I felt a desire welling up inside me. Suddenly, I gasped and a flood of cum shot out of me, which felt like it had been building up for years. She slurped and sucked, and not a drop came out of her mouth. She was sucking on me hard and enjoying every moment. She was so good that I felt might cum again at any moment. She continued going up and down on me, but slowed a bit.

Gently, she broke off of me, and then with my cum running down the sides of her lips she stood up, inches from my face and kissed me hard. I could taste the sweet/saltines of myself as I licked the sides of her lips, and then explored her mouth with my tongue.

I kept licking until she was all clean. “I enjoyed that very much Cliff, did you?”

“Do you have to ask, Jeanette?” I said playfully.

She laughed and threw her arms around me, our bodies spinning around and around. Then she sat me down on the bed. “I think I need a cigarette Cliff. Would you like one?”

“Oh no thanks, I don’t smoke.” However, secretly I did have a bit of a smoking fetish. I loved to watch beautiful women smoking the long, all-white cigarettes like the one Jeanette took out of her bag. She lit hers up with a thin, silver butane lighter. She flicked it to life and then did a deep French inhale which I found incredibly sexy. She noticed my cock get hard again very quickly.

“Ohhh, you don’t smoke yourself, but I see this turns you on, eh?”

“Uh, yes, a little bit,” I said sheepishly. She laughed and held the filter up to my nose playfully, and then took it away. “Well, anytime you want one Cliff, let me know. I always find it very pleasurable after sex.”

“Okay, I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. Truth be told, I was curious to try one. Maybe sometime. Thinking back on Denise, who didn’t smoke and other girls I dated who did smoke, I was more turned on by the ones who did.

“I want something from you Cliff.”

“Now what would that be?”

“I want you to FUCK ME!” She said in a commanding tone. “Do you think you can so soon after my sucking you off?” she asked with raised eyebrows.

Looking down at my erect cock, I said “Sure I can.”

“Good!” she said, and with that she undid her cotton skirt, and I saw she had on a red satin G-String with a lace top. She let the skirt drop to the floor, and she stepped out of it.

“Just one small detail Cliff. I want you to take me in my ass.”

Wow! This woman was wild. I never expected anything like this.

She reached into her bag and took out a tube of lube jelly and tossed it to me. “I want you to rub it all over my ass and then stick your finger inside of me. Can you do that Cliff?”

“Of course!”

“Good,” she said, and stood next to the wall, spreading her legs apart and placing her palms against the wall and hiking her waist up high, giving me full access. She backed off the wall for a second and proceeded to squeeze out a generous amount of gel in her palm and reaching behind herself, rubbed some on my cock. I loved the silky coolness sliding up and down my shaft. Then she handed me the tube, and I squeezed out a nice amount, and after moving the strap from between her butt cheeks, I rubbed it in vigorously from her ass up to edge of her thong. I did as she asked and stuck my slippery finger inside her ass and she moaned with delight, her legs stiffening.

I placed my hands on the back of her shoulders, and moved my head in to kiss her shining, long red hair. I moved it aside from the back of her neck and kissed the nape of her neck sweetly and nibbled at her ear lobes. This made her moan and reach back and grab my cock and stroke it. I thought I would come again quickly.

I placed the tip of my cock against her puckered asshole and went in with just my head at first, making her hiss with delight. I went in a little farther and the walls of her ass gripped my cock really tight. I hissed between my teeth, and I slid all the way in with ease, and pulled out and hesitated a bit.

“I couldn’t believe how obsessed I was becoming with this woman, and how freely she was giving herself to me. Was I the only one? The first at this place? I doubted it, but I didn’t care – what mattered most was the here and now.” 

I went in again and again. picking up speed as I thrust deep inside of her. She went back on me with the same power, in a fast rhythm. Jeanette was moaning and her fingernails were scraping the walls.

It wasn’t long before she let out a deep guttural scream of pure carnal pleasure. This must have triggered me as well. The scent of her perfume was deep inside of me, and I shot a giant load of cum inside of her, and I could feel it overflowing and running down the front of my thighs.

“Don’t stop Cliff!” she cried out, and I obliged. I kept my thrusting, and I was still hard. I was so turned on by this, that nothing could stop me. The whole retreat could have burst into flames, and I wouldn’t have slowed down one bit.

Caught up in the fury of my ravenous thrusts, I came a second time, and really pounded her. She screamed again, ending in a long, moan. One fist was banging against the wall, and it sounded as if she was crying – from total ecstasy. I slowed down, and was breathing heavily.

I pulled out of her slowly, and backed off, my wet cock glistening in the light coming through the window.
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SHE PUSHED HERSELF OFF OF THE WALL, and turned around towards me, her eyes half closed and misted over. She draped her arms over my shoulders and kissed me deeply, sending her tongue deep inside my mouth, pressing hard against me, and then coming off to kiss me all over my face. With her face parted inches from me, she whispered into my ears: “Cliff, I’ve never felt so strongly about anyone, mon cher. I feel we indeed have something special.” Then she laughed. “I hope this was a nice introduction to what will be a beautiful week.”

Touching her face lightly I answered her. “I think I’m falling for you Jeanette, and I don’t understand it, I . . .”

She placed her index finger over my lips. “Shusssh, don’t analyze – utilize darling. I must leave you now. I have duties up front to attend to. Why don’t you unpack and go down to the lake and relax. There’s a meditation class at four o’clock you will enjoy. There is also a masseuse there who will help to take the stiffness out of your muscles. She squeezed the space between my neck and shoulders. “I can feel the tension there, but I think it is less than when you first arrived, no?”

“Yes, you helped a lot,” I said, smiling.

She kissed me deeply again and said, “I’ll see you later at dinner, but I cannot sit with you. I must attend to the other guests, and work on tomorrow’s schedule. Also, tomorrow we will start our preparations for the cabaret. I’ll tell you at dinner where to come, and when, okay?”

“Sure Jeanette, looking forward to it.”

She clasped her hands together. “Great! I will see you later.” And with that, she left after lighting another cigarette, looking at me as she smoked, even turning me on more. She laughed at the hardness of my cock. “We’ll have to take care of that again,” she said, pointing at my aroused member, and smiling. I was spinning, trying to make sense of the last two hours of pure unremitting pleasure.

So I spent the rest of the afternoon at the lake and did some swimming and looking around. I spoke to a couple of the guys, and none of them volunteered any information about sexual exploits at the retreat, although as I mentioned earlier I did see some couples fully engaged out in the open. The women were all strikingly beautiful and I wondered how that could be? There were no “plain Janes” to be found anywhere.

During dinner Jeanette came by my table (I was eating alone) and told me to come to the club house at ten o’clock the following morning regarding the “Cabaret Night” on Friday. Performances were not my thing, as I am a shy person and never “performed” or did anything in school, except maybe for a Christmas pageant in elementary school.

After breakfast I found my way to the clubhouse. When I entered, there were about ten people inside, not including Jeanette, who was the director of the production. Since she was French, the event would be done in the old “French Style,” which I didn’t quite get the meaning of. As soon as I walked in, Jeanette ran over to me.

“Cliff! I am so glad that you decided to join us today.” Then, holding onto my arm she turned us towards the others and announced “Everyone, pay attention! This is our star for the performance. His name is Cliff. Let’s give him a warm welcome!” I was to find out later that all the others were repeat performers, some having done this thing for at least five years.

Everyone hooted and clapped. There were six women and four men – all the women stunning in appearance with skimpy, tight-clinging dresses and lots of makeup. A couple of the men were in costume wearing tuxedos and top hats. I had never worn a tux before, and was intrigued.

“Now Cliff,” Jeanette said. “Come over here with me, and I’ll tell you a few things about your role on Thursday.”

We went off to a corner. “I will take you to one of the dressing rooms and show you your costume, okay?” and she kissed me on the cheek and held my hand as we walked to the rear of the room. She smelled of the same perfume she had on yesterday.

The room had a vanity mirror with pink light bulbs lining it, and a large two-door closet on the other end. We were standing inside, and I was looking around. “Okay Cliff, relax and have a seat on the bed my dear.”

“Sure Jeanette.” Just as the words came out of my mouth she ran to the door and locked it. The perfume was giving me a hard-on again. What the hell was in that stuff I wondered. Then she came over to me sitting on the bed, undid my belt and my jeans again and practically ripped them off me – and my boxers too. She was like a vampire – a supernatural being who wanted one thing only – my cock!

She picked my legs up and turned them lengthwise on the bed. Then she straddled me and pulled up my shirt. She was brushing her long red hair over my naked chest, and it felt great. It covered her face and eyes, turning me on even more. My cock was once again in her fingers – she played it like a flute, her fingernails digging into my shaft. It gave me chills up and down my body. I soon felt the familiar soft, glossed lips on the tip of my cock, playing with me like it was the first time. After she full throated me, covered in her saliva, my reaction was the same, but this time I erupted like a volcano inside of her mouth. She struggled to keep it all inside, but she couldn’t. The white thick cum dribbled down the corners of her mouth. She licked me clean and came off me and we kissed deeply. By now, I was used to the taste of my own cum. To be honest – I liked it . . . My God, what was happening to me?

She came off me and lit a cigarette, my cock getting hard again. “Now Cliff, it’s time to show you your new clothing.” She walked over to the closet, and I was looking at her tight ass, hugged by the same nylon black skirt, and her red high heels made a clacking sound on the linoleum floor. My eyes bulged as I looked inside the closet – it was full of women’s clothing! What the fuck?

“Jeanette,” I said. “These are all women’s clothes!”

“I see your powers of observation are very good my love. Now pay attention.” She carried a dress, and . . . lingerie; a bra and a green satin G-String!

“What do you want me to do with these Jeanette?” I asked as if I didn’t know.

“Why I want you to try them on Cliff. Come on darling, aren’t you a bit curious about how wearing women’s clothes would feel on you? The feeling of release, of freedom you’ll feel?”

There was an element of truth to what she was saying. I was curious to an extent, and always had been. I never expected to actually do it, and here I was with the opportunity in front of me. I felt a bit giddy inside, like I was about to taste forbidden fruit. Still I had my doubts. I could always back out, right?

She was smiling as she handed me the green G-String. I held it between my fingers, and rubbed it along my cheeks and sniffed it. It had Jeanette’s perfume scent on them! Now I had to try them on.

So I placed it on the floor and stepped into it, slowly pulling it up my hairless, effeminate legs. She watched me closely as I slid the thong up my legs, enjoying the cool, soft sensation going through my body. I had a smile on my face. This felt wonderful I thought to myself. Then I placed it around my waist and centered my cock in the pouch. I was hard as a rock, but my cock wasn’t bulging through. The pouch was thicker than I expected, but still soft and silky The back strap nestled itself comfortably between my butt cheeks.

She looked at my reaction and smiled with me, circling around me, inspecting me. “It fits you nicely Cliff. Now try this on,” and she threw me a one-piece matching green, satin bra with lace on top and an elastic band that once on, pulled my chest in tight to give me the appearance of cleavage. I loved the feel of the cool, smooth satin on my tits. It made my nipples erect and Jeanette saw it and smiled.

“I see you like it, eh Cliff?”

“Uh, yeah, I kind of do,” I said, slightly embarrassed.

“Don’t be shy my love. Now come with me into the bathroom here.”

We walked into the rather large bathroom that had a vanity mirror inside, like the one in the room itself. There was a makeup counter inside with all the ingredients a beautiful woman would wear. I stood there, staring at it all. “You’re going to put makeup on me?” I asked.

“But of course my dear. You see that I already have mine on, right?”

I felt foolish and took the seat in front of the mirror. Jeanette pulled up another seat next to me and started first with the facial makeup. She worked diligently, carefully applying the foundation, the blush and then studied my eyebrows. Carefully she shaved them a little bit and then used eyebrow pencil to make them stand out and look thinner. For eyeshadow she chose blue to match my brown eyes. When she was done, I had mascara on my lashes, eyeliner, lip liner, the whole works. “And now for the piece de resistance” she announced and left the room.

When she came back into the room she was carrying a long, auburn wig. First to go on was a latex wig cap, and she tucked my hair under it, and then placed the wig on top of me. I loved the feel of the hair falling between my fake cleavage.

“Now stand up Cliff and look at yourself in the mirror.”

When I did so I was stunned at what I saw looking back at me. I was a totally different person. I took a deep inhale of Jeanette’s perfume, and she had a bottle, spraying some of it on me. Oddly, the glass bottle had no name on it. She was staring at her masterpiece.

“Oh Cliff, you look good enough to eat!” she exclaimed. “I think you will be a perfect leading LADY. What do you think?”

I was as hard as a fucking flagpole on the Fourth of July. “I, I am in shock Jeanette. I never thought anything like this was possible.”

“Well come inside the bedroom. You haven’t seen anything yet my darling.” I was wearing the same color lip gloss – cherry red, that she was wearing.

Suddenly I had a craving for a cigarette. She took one out and lit herself up. “I think you want one Cliff,” she said, holding it enticingly next to my face. “Here take it, it will make you into the total slut. Isn’t this exciting for you??”

I had to admit that it was. All my fetishes were coming true. I took the long, all-white cigarette and she lit me up with her thin, silver butane lighter. I inhaled like I had been hooked and deprived of a smoke for years. Instinctively, much to my surprise, I held it just like a woman – the fake red fingernails giving me that extra slutty look.

“And now for something else Cliff. Something to ease that aching hard cock of yours.”

“What would that be Jeanette?” I asked innocently, which made her laugh.

“Why we’re going to fuck very hard Cliff! Isn’t that what you want?”

I didn’t answer, instead swallowing hard. She stood across from me, bit her bottom lip and then dangled the cigarette from her lips. I turned to look at myself in the mirror and the strangest thing happened to me. Not only was my cock throbbing, but my butt was tingling, and my asshole was moist. Fuck, what was this??? As I watched myself take a drag in front of the mirror I got even harder and felt, I don’t know – like a slut.

I watched as she dropped her short, tight, black nylon skirt, her eyes half closed from the smoke wafting up her face. She opened the buttons of her starched white blouse, and I could see her tits like construction nails, sticking out from under her bra. Her G-String was centered over her pussy, and she stuck her thumb under the front nylon band, and teased me by pulling it up and down. I loved the way her red hair fell over her face, parting for the cigarette dangling from her lips. Then she pulled it down and kept going. I thought I was seeing a mirage, because underneath her G-String was the largest COCK I ever saw in my life. It bounced up and down like a diving board.

“OH MY GOD JEANETTE!!!! You have a, a . . . cock?”

She laughed. “My how observant you are Cliff. Yes I have a cock. I call myself a shemale, you know, a ladyboy, just like in Thailand. In fact that’s where I transitioned in my early twenties. I spent a lot of time in Bangkok, and I worked there in the ‘pleasure business’ for some time, and then I came here. They were looking for someone with my special talents.”

When my shock wore off and I accepted her explanation, I found myself extremely turned on by what I was seeing. She slowly walked closer to me, and her cock was banging against my tummy. “Cliff, I want to feel your glossed lips around my cock. Can you do this for Jeanette?” she asked, referring to herself in the third person.

“Yes, yes, I think I can. I mean I want to, very much Jeanette.” She was all smiles.

She backed away and said, “Okay Cliff, place a pillow from the bed on the floor and get down on your knees. I’m aching for you.” I could see the veins in her cock bulging, like she would die unless I sucked the lady off.

I threw the pillow on the floor and got down in front of her on my knees. She moved towards me and her cock playfully bobbed against my glossed lips. I stuck my tongue out, and circled the head with the tip of my tongue. I felt that I would be the one to cum first. Now I parted my lips and closed around her shaft, and she rubbed her hands over her tummy and moaned softly. My mouth was nice and wet, and her cock slid easily inside, and I kept my lips sealed tight against her massive shaft. Her cock hit the back of my throat, but amazingly, I didn’t gag at all. I took it like a real cum-slut, which is what I decided I was, or was becoming. I tried not to think on it, and just continued this play.

I went faster and faster down her shaft, her hips moving forward to meet me. It was a crazy, fast rhythm and she took hold of the back of my head and squeezed, pushing me harder onto her.

She gasped and I felt a flood of white hot cum enter my mouth. I couldn’t help it – beginner’s luck – some of her cum escaped my mouth and was dribbling out of the corners of my lips. It tasted sweet and salty, like my own, but different somehow . . . I kept going up and down her shaft, drinking in all the cum, my tongue wiping her cock clean.

Then she came off of me and pulled me up to her. Like she was in a frenzy, she kissed me deeply. “Mon Cher, I love what you do to me.” She came off my lips and kissed and licked all of her cum off my face. “Umm, you are so delicious my little Cliff.”

The perfume, mixed with the smoky smell was making my aching cock impossible to control. “Now I must take care of my darling Cliff,” she said to me. My God, I thought she’d never ask. I started to pull my G-String down. “Oh no, no Cliff, what are you doing. Remember I told you that we would fuck.” Her face took on an animal fierceness I had never seen from her before.

“Now get on the bed, darling Cliff,” she ordered. Jeanette reached into her bag for the same tube of lubricant we used yesterday, and then it dawned on me what was about to happened – and my asshole was actually tingling! I wanted this more than anything.

I was on all fours on the bed, and my butt was sticking high up in the air. She rubbed the cool gel all over my asshole and around it, even sticking her index finger up my butt (it didn’t have a nail on it) and I went into a spasm of both pain and delight. I thought it would hurt, but strangely, my ass was very dilated, so I only felt pleasure. Then I felt the tip of her cock, soft and firm, touch my asshole, or “Bussy” as I was to learn later it was called. My muscle closed around her massive cock tightly and slid in easily, going in and out. I felt an elation I never knew I could have. Deep inside, a burning pleasure sense grew larger.

Then I heard her scream as she came again inside of me – the hot cum filling my asshole. It triggered me and I shot the biggest load of my life right onto the bed without even touching myself. I shot at least three times. The release lasted longer than any one I ever had. I was shaking. Her nails were digging into my butt, and she continued moaning, not letting up on her thrusting.

Just a week ago this would have been completely unthinkable, but I needed to rationalize this – I was playing a role, and she was just a woman who happened to have a cock . . . Nothing unusual, happens to everyone right? It didn’t mean I was gay. But we were more than just actors rehearsing for a play. This “thing” between us was real. It was something tangible that I wasn’t ready to come to grips with yet.

She pulled out slowly, and then began licking her cum off the inside of my butt and thighs, which sent me into orbit – it was that good. I spread my legs out farther, and I was getting so weak that I almost sank down into the bed.

“Now mon cher,” she said, having licked me clean, “we move on to the next part of your training for your role.”

“Jeanette, I need to talk to you.”

“What about darling?” she asked sweetly.

“Um, Jeanette, I think I’m falling for you.”

She placed her arms around my bare shoulders, rubbing them and kissing my neck and cheeks. “I am with you too Cliff. I see great things for us.”

“You mean that?” I said, wanting to believe that with all my heart.

“Of course I do darling,” she said.

“There’s something I’ve been meaning to ask you – about your perfume that you put on me too. It seems to have some kind of effect on me.”

“How so,” she asked innocently.

I just came right out with it. “I think it, well, is it possible that it ‘paved the way’ for what is happening between us?” Then I realized it sounded somewhat accusatory, so I quickly added – “Please don’t take this the wrong way Jeanette; my feelings for you are real, it’s just that I think somehow the perfume has made me more receptive to the physical part of our relationship – you

know, removing any kind of inhibitions I may have had.”

She looked at me knowingly and said, “Yes, you are right. You see, the perfume is a pheromone, that makes your body chemistry more receptive to the feminine side of yourself. It produces changes in your body. Haven’t you wondered about the fact that your first time with me was not painful? That you willingly took my cock in your mouth and ass so freely?”

It just confirmed my suspicions, and I wasn’t angry, but I felt relief. “Ok, that’s fine. But what happens when I stop using it?”

She grinned at me. “My Cliff, you mustn’t stop using it. Soon you will see changes start developing in your body – your breasts will grow larger, and you will see some more definition around your hips. It’s the same thing I used in Thailand when I transitioned, and I must tell you; I never once wanted to look back mon cher.” I accepted it. I did indeed feel more receptive, more desirous of everything we did, and I was looking for more.

“Tomorrow, come back here at eleven o’clock in the morning, and we’ll begin the next phase of getting you ready.”

So I changed back into my clothes and left. I spent the rest of the day down lakeside, and did a meditation class, went for a swim, and maybe it was in my head, but I noticed (or thought I did) some changes in my breasts. They felt different – more sensitive. Looking at some of the other women, I couldn’t help but notice that they seemed “different,” maybe like me?


4

THE EVENING WAS UNEVENTFUL. I felt relaxed and I fell asleep right away. I was very tired. The next morning I was up at seven and I went for a walk. After breakfast I went back to the clubhouse, and the same people were there as yesterday. Jeanette ran over to me and started kissing me right away.

“Well good morning to you too!” I said, really excited to see her again. I inhaled deeply her perfume once more.

“Okay Cliff let’s go back to the dressing room. This is the next phase of your ‘training’ for your role.”

“Jeanette, I’ve been meaning to ask you – what exactly is my role?”

“Why you’ll be one of the, how do you call it in English . . .” she thought for a second, and said, “one of the SKANKS. You know, one of the sluts in the cabaret.” I became hard instantly; harder than I’ve ever been in my life.

I walked with Jeanette, holding hands, back to the same dressing room. All my clothes from yesterday were laid out on the bed, except for the lingerie. Both the G-String and the bra were pink satin.

“Wow, I like the new colors Jeanette!”

She smiled. “Good I’m glad. I like you in pink, Cliff. Oh! That reminds me. For the show we will need a girl’s name for you – something easy, something . . . SLUTTY! Do you have any ideas Cliff?”

I was a bit embarrassed about that name business, but I suppose it was necessary thing – for the cabaret show, of course. “How about ‘Tiffany?’” I said, the word just rolling off my tongue without a second’s hesitation.

“Tiffany, Tiffany . . . humm, yes Cliff! I can see you dressed for the show as a Tiffany!” I nodded my approval, even smiled.

“Now, let’s get you dressed, shall we?”

“Sounds good. What’s the plan for this afternoon?”

She flashed me a wicked smile, made all the more so by her sparkling green eyes. “You will see – Tiffany – It will all become clear very soon.” I didn’t say a words after she spoke because I completely trusted her, and got undressed.

This time however, pulling the pink satin G-String up my legs was even more pleasurable than yesterday. When I centered the pouch over my cock, I got chills all over my body. Then once I put the matching pink stretch bra on, it felt as if it had always belonged there. My cock was aching once again. In truth, I wanted to be ravaged – pounded – by a cock, or COCKS!

Then Jeanette marched me into the bathroom and did my makeup, but this time, she used false, thick eyelashes, and a bit heavier mascara. She held me by the chin to study her work and remarked how “sexy” and “hot” I looked this time.

Jeanette handed me the short, hot pink, shiny, satin one-piece dress and I pulled it over my head without a moment’s hesitation. I loved the soothing feel of the satin over my butt cheeks, and the way my hips made them fill out. God, soooo sexy, I thought, echoing her comments as I looked at the new me in the mirror. Once the wig was on me, all semblance to “Cliff” who came up here two days ago was gone and “Tiffany” was born. But born for what I still didn’t know.

Then, after my red heels went on I stared at myself in the mirror and my breasts, and my asshole were tingling. I was so fucking horny. I wanted to be taken, and taken hard. When Jeanette saw my face she knew what I was thinking, and she laughed.

Suddenly I was overcome with the urge for one of those all-white girly cigarettes, and I begged Jeanette like a fiend. “Please Jeanette, I need a cigarette.”

“Okay Tiffany, just wait a moment. You must be dying for one, right?”

“Yes, PLEASE Jeanette.” She laughed. I think my intense craving had something to do with the perfume she sprayed on me and that she also wore.

So she lit both of us up, and as I smoked and looked at myself in the mirror, having been broken in by Jeanette’s cock yesterday I was a complete slut now. I had no choice but to accept it.

“I can’t wait for the others to see you now Tiffany!”

“Well then, what are we waiting for?” and we both laughed. Then she grabbed me.

“Listen to me Tiffany. Whatever happens for the rest of your stay here, you will always be mine, do you understand?”

“Yes Jeanette, of course . . .” and before I could finish, we were locked in a deep, smoky kiss. Then she held my hand, gave it a squeeze and we exited the dressing room, walking with our heels clicking together on the floor to the common room, where all the others were hanging out.

There were about fifteen others in the room, drinking from the bar, smoking, and six of them were dressed like total skank sluts like me. I couldn’t tell if they were bio women or not. I just knew I wanted cock.

Then a beautiful dirty blonde with long hair and gray eyes, wearing a black latex one-piece dress called out “INITIATION TIME!” and there were catcalls and whistles coming from the others.

Jeanette looked at me and said, “Do you see mon cher how excited they all are to meet you? Go ahead, mingle,” and she gently prodded me with her hand on my satin ass to go out to them.

“Ladies and gents, it is my pleasure to present to you the star of our Cabaret Night – ‘Tiffany!’” shouted Jeanette.

I was immediately surrounded by six of the ladies who formed a circle. They each took turns kissing me and my cock was throbbing. Some of them gave me smoky kisses and we were all wearing that same nameless perfume.

Then one, the dirty blonde in the one-piece black latex dress with fishnet pantyhose – a real whore by the looks of her, stood in front of me and picked up her dress and placed her thumb under her G-String, smiling at me with a long cigarette dangling out of her mouth. With a deep, sultry voice she called out to me: “I’m dying for you to suck on me Tiffany!” With that, she pulled her G-String down and revealed a very large, veiny cock! The others in the circle were laughing and did the same.

“Okay Tiffany,” Jeanette said. “You are going to suck every one of these shemales off now! Are you ready?”

“Yes, yes, a thousand times YES!” I yelled out, pleading really.

Someone threw a pillow from one of the couches in the room in front of me and I got down on my knees. As the dirty blonde placed her cock tip on my lips, the others all touched my head with their cocks. “Go ahead Tiffany,” Jeanette called out. “As you suck a girl off, give the others a bit of your hand, then suck each one off. Come now, hurry! We don’t want to keep these horny cum sluts waiting, now do we?”

“No Jeanette, I don’t!” I called out.

“My name is Robin,” the dirty blonde said. It was hard to speak with her cock pressing my lips, but I was able to get out, “Pleased to meet you Robin.” Then she pressed me a bit and my glossed lips parted, and Robin was in my mouth, going in and out. My tongue washed her head around and around like a paint brush, so much so, that I had a drop of pre cum come out into my sating G-String. I was that turned on. She went deeper into my mouth, all wet and slippery. My head was bobbing in rhythm to her thrusting, and my right hand reached to the side of me, and I found a waiting hard cock, that the girl was already stroking. In fact two of them were stroking each other, impatient for me to finish off Robin.

The cock in my hand had lube on it. In fact, all the girls had their cocks lubed, passing around the same tube of gel. I sucked on Robin harder and faster keeping a tight seal with my lips. Some cabaret song was playing on a piano. Was this a rehearsal for the show I wondered?

Then Robin let out a scream and she shot a cannon ball of cum into my greedy mouth, and I drank her all in. Some of it even came out of my mouth and dribbled out of the corner of my lips. Another pulse of cum came out of Robin’s cock and she suddenly pulled out of my mouth and shot the load directly onto my face and my eyes, partially closing my right eye.

As soon as Robin pulled out another cock quickly took its place against my lips, and the cock I was rubbing, making an “O” with my index finger and thumb, shot its load onto the side of my face. I was soon covered in cum. Then another cock pushed its way into my hand, and I was getting into a good sucking motion with the second cock. This girl I was sucking had jet black hair with a purple highlight and she was dressed in fishnet stockings and a leather bustier and leather skirt – goth style. Her cock pushed itself int the sides of my cheek, making it bulge with each thrust, It was like a carnal mad house.

My own cock was ready to burst. I was dying for some relief. Then the goth girl came and filled me with three spurts of come, again spilling out of my mouth. She soon pulled out and I barely had time to catch my breath when a third cock entered my mouth. The second cock I was pulling on and stroking let out another load of cum and went into my hair and my ear which stuck out.

I was busy sucking the third cock, and then I was rubbing two cocks with both hands. The third cock was ready to cum from the wetness of my mouth, and I made sure to keep my lips tightly sealed, and just as she was ready to explode and the pre cum came out of her mouth, she suddenly pulled out of me, and shot warm cum all over the front of my face, covering me completely, making all my makeup run.

The music was playing a jazz version of “My Heart Belongs to Daddy,” and the girls that had already cum were laughing and rubbing each other’s cocks. Out of the corner of my eyes I spied Jeanette being sucked off by Robin. I was somewhat jealous, but I had no time to think about it because another cock was in my mouth! I was a cum sucking machine by now and I went to work on what may have been my fourth cock? I lost count but I didn’t care – I didn’t want the parade to stop.

Now I was rubbing two more cocks, and a big muscled man was in the front of the line, which turned me on greatly, and sticking his cock in my mouth growled, “Suck me off good slut!”

That I started to do – with pleasure. I gave him a good ride because it was maybe two minutes before he shot his load all over my face, defiling me with all his cum. It just added to the other layers on me. The play with a few more continued and I was silently crying out for my own release which I wanted desperately.

Then we were done and Jeanette, seeing my distress called out “Now it’s our slut’s turn to get off! Any volunteers?”

Robin was the first to call out. “Lemme go first Jeanette!”

“Okay Robin, she’s all yours.”

Jeanette smiled at me and moved her head towards the wall where I was to go. I stood against the wall with my palms flat and Robin took her place behind me, lifting up my pink satin dress, and pulling down my pink thong. She quickly took the lube and rubbed it all over my bussy and placed the tip of her cock over my already dilated cherry lips and pressed inside me, making me cry out in pleasure. Robin wasted no time and took me hard, thrusting inside me like a jack hammer. I was floating in total ecstasy, and tears were running down my cheeks mixing with all the cum on my face.

She was really pounding me hard and fast and then she cried out and filled my insides with her cum. Some of it leaked down my butt cheeks and the insides of my thighs, gathering in a puddle on the floor underneath.I felt an electric bolt go through me and I came next – I screamed as a giant wad of pent up frustration exploded against the wall and dribbled down to the floor.

Robin pulled out and my Jeanette took her place and kissed the back of my neck. I felt her familiar huge cock tip against my bussy, and she entered me hard – no playing this time. She went in and out very hard and fast, and I moved my hips to keep time with her thrusts. One of the girls handed me a cigarette and lit me up, and I stood there against the wall, getting fucked by Jeanette behind me, with the long cigarette dangling out from my cum-sticky lips.

“Oh Jeanette,” I cried out. “Please don’t stop! Keep fucking me hard!”

She obliged me and as we continued thrusting, the goth girl with the jet black hair, got under my legs and placed her succulent mouth on my cock. Oh my God it was heaven!

Then Jeanette let out a loud, long moan and came inside me, filling me up, and the combination of that with the girl sucking me off from the front made me explode again. The goth girl swallowed all my cum, not letting a drop go to waste. By this time I had been fucked and sucked so much I was sore.

She was the last, and I walked back to a couch where Jeanette was sitting with a couple of the girls, while others were actively getting pounded by some of the other men in the room. A couple of them I recognized from down by the waterfront.

“Well Tiffany, how did you enjoy yourself? I know the other girls told me that you’re a hit. Oh, for the cabaret, you’re going to wear black, see-through nylon pantyhose and a black, glitter tuxedo with tails in the back and a top hat. There is really no acting involved except like what we did here today. The only difference is that I want you show more emotion and play it out more.”

I looked at Jeanette incredulously. "How can I possibly show ‘more emotion’ than I did now?” I asked.

Jeanette smiled. “I was just kidding mon cher. You did perfectly. You were amazing. The girls love you.” Then she called out to the room: “Didn’t you girls love Tiffany today?”

“Oh yes, yes,” the girls all answered, shaking and nodding their heads, smiling at me.

“There, you see, mon cher?”

Jeanette left me to go bring back drinks for the both of us.

“I think that both of us are going to be spending the rest of your nights here together in your cabin. Do you like that?”

“Oh yes! That would be wonderful Jeanette.”

“Good. So, the rest of the show is musical, some comedy, and we are the last act. I don’t have to tell you that our act is the most popular.”

So for the next week and a half I got to clear out my mind, relax, and explore a new side of myself that was always inside of me but needed a little “coaxing” to come out. Very simple. Of course Jeanette was my constant companion for the rest of my stay, and I was even offered a position here at the “Shady Pines Retreat.” This worked out well for me because I hated the bank job anyway. I moved up to Shady Pines and got an apartment in town with Jeanette. She helped me with my transition to a full shemale like her.

Now, aren’t you happy for me that I answered that ad?
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