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BBC Hotel

When he tore open the envelope, Luke hadn't known what to expect. In fact, he'd been tempted to throw the letter away. Yes, it came in the post, but he figured it would be another useless advertisement. What were they trying to sell him this time? A cruise, maybe a new cable subscription, or something else equally useless?

And yet, there had been something about the font, the paper, and the ink. Altogether, it was enough to entice him. Even if he figured he was wasting a few seconds, it wasn't a big deal.

Only then, he started to read it. Luke Marchado, you have been invited to one of the most exclusive resorts on the planet. At BBC Hotel, you will experience something you never imagined, pleasure beyond your wildest dreams, experiences you could have only hoped to accomplish in your lifetime. Take this opportunity now...all for free. Chances like this only come around once in a very, very rare while.

At the bottom of the page, there was a QR code.

Despite these wild promises, Luke nibbled on his bottom lip. He glanced over at the garbage bin. He could have thrown this away so easily. He could have ignored the advertisement as another example of wild hyperbole. Did he really think a vacation could change his life?

And yet, he was bored or intrigued, and so he pulled out his phone and scanned the code.

The first video came up immediately. There was this gorgeous blonde woman standing there in a little black dress. She had a heart-shaped face, big blue eyes, long lashes, and straight hair that fell past her shoulders. Holding her fingertips together, she looked at the camera and announced, "Thank you so much for your interest in the BBC Hotel. Here, we offer our guests exquisite service, and now we have chosen you." At first, he assumed this would just be a generic video. He was sure every resort and hotel on the planet had this kind of marketing material, only then she paused, almost as though she could read his thoughts. "Luke, we have reviewed your social media, your online activities, and we believe you would be a welcome addition to our facility. Once you come here, your world will never, ever be the same."

Luke stared down at his phone, his grip tightening as he tried to comprehend what that meant.

What was it about this woman? How could she be so beautiful, so inviting? At the same time, there was this real excitement that seemed to race along his veins. He pressed his lips together; as a skeptical consumer, he needed to believe that this had to be too good to be true.

With a nervous gulp, he looked around the living room of his apartment. It wasn't much, just a small kitchenette, his couch, a flat screen TV mounted to the wall, and the tiny hallway back that brought him to his bathroom and bedroom. Outside, it was snowing. But what if he could get away for just a little while?

Besides, it was free?

Like any responsible adult, he searched for a page describing the terms of service and the frequently asked questions. He found it, and he started to read it.

Normally, Luke didn't bother with vacations. If he intended to take time off work, he’d throw himself into his video games, maybe read a book, or catch up on some of the movies he may have missed. Sometimes, he would binge his favorite shows. But what if he got out of the city? What if he escaped for just a little while?

The possibility started to seem more and more practical, Luke went online, he searched for reviews. It didn't take him long to find materials dedicated to the BBC Hotel. He saw photos and videos from different guests who had arrived. They recorded the tennis courts, the private beach, the exercise room, and so much more. Some of the pictures were amazing, others less so. And yet, Luke found himself coming to the same conclusion again and again.

This could be amazing.

Still thinking it had to be some kind of trick, like he would show up, and it was only free for a certain number of people or someone who had a winning ticket or something, Luke called the front desk of the BBC Hotel using the number he found on the letter.

The young woman with a breathy voice answered, "Hello. How may I help you, sir?"

How did they know he was a man? What if a woman had called?

Discarding the thought, Luke started to ask the appropriate questions. Was his airfare included in this package? Yes. Was there any obligation to buy or subscribe to another service? No. Were there any hidden fees he should know about? No, sir. Again and again, the young woman on the front desk answered with her breathy, seductive voice.

After a little while, Luke actually wished he could stay on the line with her. There was something about her eagerness to answer that appealed to him.

He waited a while then she said, "Is there anything else I can do for you, sir?"

"No, I think that's it," he said before he hung up.

After that, he just had to send in his emailed response. Did he want to go hunting for an all-expenses-paid vacation to an amazing beach resort?

Yes, yes he did.

And as he sent the email with all of his information, he still suspected this was too good to be true, but Luke had no idea. He didn't understand what kind of trap he had just agreed to walk right into.

When he left for the airport, Luke had this little, niggling thought at the back of his brain. Was he to go? What if he just stayed home? He had taken off time from his crappy job and made all of the appropriate arrangements. And yet, it was just a vacation, right? It wasn't like anything bad would happen if he skipped out on it.

Still, he took each step. He made it to the airport, checked his luggage, went through security, and got on the plane. Six hours later, he landed, and he left the airport. As he walked outside, he was surprised to see a young woman in a short, black skirt and dark gray top. At first, he had to wonder if it was the same woman from the video he had watched. But no, there was something a little bit different about the shape of her face. Perhaps her chin was a little bit longer, or maybe her brows seemed slightly thicker. Either way, she was holding a sign with his name on it.

"Hello, sir!" she chirped. "Are you ready to come with me?"

Although he had mostly slept on his flight, he still felt that exhaustion of travel, so he nodded and followed along. At the same time, he watched as she strode ahead of him. She was wearing high heels, but she took quick steps, like she couldn't wait to get back to her car. He followed her into the parking lot where she unlocked a black sedan. He got into the backseat and pulled out his phone. The young woman started to drive.

When they arrived at the BBC Hotel, Luke could see the crystal blue waters off in the distance. If he listened very, very carefully, he imagined he could hear the sound of the waves crashing down on the beach.

The air smelled cool and fresh. The sun was deliciously warm against his skin. Back home, it had been snowing, and stepping outside meant confronting some of the worst weather mother nature could throw at him. But here? She seemed serene, like she just loved the idea of welcoming everyone and giving them a few days to rest and relax.

The woman drove to the main entrance, and Luke took out his bag. They headed through a set of automatic double doors, but this wasn't what he had expected when he thought of what the lobby should look like. Maybe they were taking the back entrance so that they could spare the parking spaces for other guests? This was his idea, right until the moment when his driver pulled out a silver key card and she swiped it through a reader. A red light over the door blinked and turned green. Then he heard the telltale sound of an automated lock.

What was this? Some kind of hold?

"This way, sir," she said.

"Where are we going?"

"We need to go to your room so we can get you prepared," she said.

Since that sounded right, he followed her, only now they walked into his "room," and it was nothing like what he had expected. "This is a guest room?" Luke asked as he blinked. He looked around, and he saw a steel table with shackles at each corner. There were cabinets and drawers along the walls. This didn't feel like a hotel room; it looked more like a laboratory of some kind.

Turning to his guide, Luke insisted, "I think there has been some kind of mistake. This isn't a hotel room."

The young woman turned her head from side to side like she also intended to inspect the space. Then she flashed him a wicked little smile. The corners of her eyes crinkled, and she said, "This is going to be your room for the next couple of weeks while we go through the feminization process."

His brows creased. He stared at her. He tried to understand what he was hearing. Finally, lamely, he asked, "What are you talking about?"

Feminization process? If he had stopped and thought about it, maybe those words would have made sense, right then and there, they sounded like technical gibberish.

"If you have a closer look, I'm sure you will see you are exactly where you need to be," she told him.

Luke furrowed his brows again, and he turned away from her. As far as he was concerned, this young woman couldn't possibly be a threat. Small and lithe, she had the body of a model. Besides, he was guy. He was supposed to be larger and stronger. With his broad shoulders and better developed muscles, he would have been able to shove her back. And maybe he was also exhausted and slightly disoriented by his trip.

Either way, he cooperated. He didn't know what he expected to see this time, but he still turned to face the room. He saw the table again, and his stomach tightened as he considered the shackles. Why did they have something like that here? Just as he was about to politely turn around and excuse himself, the driver stepped up behind him, and she brought a syringe up to the base of his neck. The needle bit down into his skin and he experienced a prick. It was almost like a bug bite. Faster than he could process, she pushed down on the plunger. The sedative was injected directly into his bloodstream. She stepped away as he spun back. Almost immediately, his vision started to blur. His sense of balance wobbled, and he tried to take a step forward, only to stop himself as the room began to spin around him.

"Don't worry," she said. "Our vacation specialists know exactly how the feminization process is supposed to work. We are going to have you down on your knees and sucking big, thick cocks before you know it!"

Luke couldn't comprehend what that meant. He stumbled back, and that's when the young woman came forward. She shoved him, bringing both of her hands to his chest, and knocking him back. He hit the table, and then she shoved him down again. Suddenly, he was looking up at the ceiling. He clenched his eyes shut, and he tried to roll away from her, but she moved far faster than he expected. By now, his sense of time had been skewed; the disorientation grew stronger and stronger. She brought both of his wrists up toward the shackles. When he touched those small, embedded pressure plates, the metal band snapped into place, trapping his arms over his head. Next, she skipped to the foot of the table.

Luke was busy trying to free his wrists when she pulled his right ankle over to another one of the restraints. Another band snapped shut, locking his leg in the place. Then she finished the last of his limbs, so Luke found himself utterly trapped. He squirmed, struggling from side to side. He tried to push himself to the left, to the right. It didn't help. As he fought this, he felt the restraints, only they refused to yield. He couldn't break through the steel bands, no matter how hard he tried.

From there, the young woman pulled opened one of the cabinets, took out a bottle, and she dampened the white cloth.

Opening his eyes again, he could feel this overwhelming sense of exhaustion already start to creep in and blur the edges of his vision. Even so, he understood what was going to happen.

Ridiculously, he remembered that old, stupid joke. He imagined this beautiful girl with her long, straight blonde hair and vivid eyes smiling down at him before she asked, "Can you tell me if this smells like chloroform?"

She didn't say that. Instead, she sounded almost sympathetic as she gazed down at him, "Don't worry. The doctor is going to be in here to see you soon. After everything is done and you are totally transformed, you will feel like a better person. You’ll be on your knees, and you’ll only think about servicing our guests."

Luke managed to speak, "But, but I'm supposed to be one of the guests."

"No," she said, correcting him gently. "You were supposed to be one of the sluts. That's why you will lick, suck, and slurp. You will understand that your body is here to pleasure our guests. You will obey. You will serve. You will make our guests feel so good just like me and the rest of the BBC Hotel's staff of eager sluts."

"No," he said as he shook his head from side to side. "I, I’m not a slut!"

This time, the young woman didn't say anything. She leaned down, and she looked into his eyes, but she refrained from speaking. She smiled at him, and then she pushed the dampened cloth down against his nose and mouth.

Right before he felt the dampened fabric, Luke sucked in a breath. He tried to hold on, to hold onto consciousness for as long as possible. He could do this, he told himself. Simultaneously, he tried to free himself from the restraints. He fought so hard to break away, to pull his arms out, to kick legs free, something, anything! In spite of all of his very best efforts, he remained there, spread out vulnerable.

Inevitably, he had to suck in a breath. He had to inhale…

When he did so, he tasted the sickly sweet sedatives at the back of his throat. Apparently, the injection hadn't been enough. She intended to knock him out completely.

Luke blinked into the darkness as it swallowed him.

"Hello, Luke," came a voice.

He liked the sound of her voice. The tone sounded warm and competent. She sounded confident.

Luke managed to lift his eyelids. At first, he assumed that he had to have gotten into some kind of accident. Before the memories slotted back into place, he figured he was in a hospital because there was a woman with dark hair tied back into a bun standing over him. She held a tablet computer in her hand, and she wore a white lab coat. She had warm, blue eyes, and she smiled down at him. She wore just a little bit of makeup, perhaps some lipstick and blush.

At first, he tried to ask what had happened.

"Are you awake?" asked the doctor. "Are you with us?"

"What happened?"

"You are at the BBC Hotel."

The BBC Hotel…? As hard as he tried, Luke still didn't understand what that meant. Why would he be at a hotel if he had gotten into an accident? She wasn't a paramedic. That much was obvious.

"Before you can see any of your new clients, you are going to need to be modified and upgraded," she said.

Despite the grogginess and disorientation, Luke tried to speak. The doctor raised a hand. Wearing latex gloves, she lifted one finger up in front of her mouth. This was enough to quiet him. "Just relax. Relax. You can let go. You don't need to worry. Soon enough, you will be exactly where you belong. You know, we examined you very closely. We tracked you, studied you, and decided that you would make an excellent slut for us."

"No…" Luke tried to say. He kept staring up at this beautiful woman. She exuded power and authority. She seemed unstoppable…

Even so, he had to try. He had to speak. He had to say something! Luke couldn't just go along with this. But now, he lifted his head and looked toward the restraints locking his wrists to the corners of the table. He could feel the thin cushion beneath him. Next he pulled on his arms. He attempted to break free, only he still couldn't tear through the steel restraints. It felt as though he had been cored out; all of his strength had been taken away.

"All you're going to need is a little bit of time in VR, some sonic exposure, and our patented cocktail of drugs. After that, we can work on the aesthetic upgrades." She explained all of this quite casually, like it wasn't a big deal.

Luke tugged on the restraints again. He strained his muscles as best he could. Even in his disoriented state, however, he could tell that most of his strength and energy had been somehow stripped away. Whatever sedatives they had given him had clearly worked. He could hardly move. The chances of him escaping had to be zero, which meant he had to speak.

"Why, why are you doing this?" Luke managed to ask.

The doctor cocked her head to the side and smiled down at him. She seemed surprised for a moment. "Oh, what's that? Wow. You can still speak. That's impressive. I guess you’re just trying really hard?" She flashed him the benefit of her smile. "Since you're trying so very hard to, my dear, I guess I can answer a couple of your questions."

If he had been allowed to think clearly, then, Luke would have hated her condescending voice. After all, she was supposed to be a doctor, right? Wasn't she supposed to be helping people? And yet, he jerked against his restraints again. He managed to channel all of his lingering strength into one serious pull.

It accomplished nothing.

He remained spread out and bound, utterly helpless before this woman. He arched his back as much as he could. He turned toward her, and then he realized something. Moment by moment, his body burned through the sedatives, not that it would make any difference for him. Still, he managed to lift his head and look down along the length of his body.

He was naked.

Worse, he had been shaved.

The hair along his legs, his chest, and underneath his arms had all been shaved away. He felt ridiculously smooth. Then, as he flexed his toes, he saw that his nails had been painted a bright shade of red. What? Why?

"Oh, I'm sorry about that. One of our interns gets bored sometimes, so she likes to play with the new recruits," said the doctor.

"What is this? What's happening?"

"This must be very traumatic for you," she said. Yes, she spoke with this gently concerned tone, but he could still hear the condescension laced beneath each word. "You came here thinking you would get a free vacation. And you will. You’re going to get a vacation from the rest of your life. You won't need to think about your terrible job, paying for your apartment, taxes, or changing the oil in your car. You know what you will think about?" Her eyes sparkled as she asked.

He pressed his lips together into a narrow line. Hot frustration bubbled inside of his chest. Yes, he had been shaved, and his toes painted, but he still refused to think about what all of this meant. As his nostrils flared, he jerked against his bonds again. Yes, he realized that more and more of his strength was coming back. Would that be enough to let him break free?

No. Probably not. Despite his circumstances and the adrenaline running through his system, Luke understood his predicament, especially in terms of the steel bands around his wrists and ankles. He wouldn't be able to break free; he couldn't tear through that solid metal. So what did that leave him? Could he squirm free? Maybe. Probably not. Whether he liked it or not, his best option was probably to try to talk his way out of this. Maybe he could convince this woman that there had been some kind of mistake? He didn't really belong here…

She continued, "The BBC Hotel specializes in two groups. First, there are our wealthy, powerful men who like to come here to relax. Sometimes they bring their girlfriends. Sometimes they come on their own. Sometimes they come in groups. In any case, these are the men who are wealthy and powerful. They're incredibly successful, and so they have money to indulge in a facility such as ours. You thought we were giving away a free vacation?" The doctor chuckled. She shook her head and grinned even as she looked right down at him. "No, that's not how the world works. It was a trap. It was a trap for boys like you. Well, you can show up here as a boy. Soon enough, you are going to be an obedient slut."

"I'm not a slut," he said. "I'm not a woman!"

"Oh, I love the misogyny," she said. "Seeing you retrained is going to be especially satisfying," said the doctor. "As I'm sure you can figure out for yourself, this was something you don’t get to decide. You already signed all of the paperwork."

"No! I didn't…" His voice trailed off, however, as he remembered the paperwork they had sent him. There were documents that appeared online, and they required his signatures. At first, he tried to read through the small print, only then he started scrolling down and automatically clicking on the different parts of the contract.

He froze. This chill ran down along his back and spread to his arms and legs.

"No…" Luke said. After another moment, he tried again. "That doesn't count. I, I didn't know what I was signing!"

"It's cute that you think we care," she told him. "Now, are you ready to be trained?"

"Nope, you can't do this to me. You can't!"

"I can, and I will," she said. That's when she turned back toward one of the drawers and she pulled something out. When he saw the VR headset, he didn't understand. She wanted to play a game or something?

Only then she slipped it over the top of his head, she adjusted the straps, and suddenly he couldn't see anything at all.

Not only that, she was laughing, but her voice seemed to come from far away. The built-in headphones were pressed against his ears, muffling the rest of the outside world.

Frantic now, Luke abandoned any pretense of trying to reason with this woman. Instead, he jerked and thrashed. He threw his body from side to side as he wiggled there on the table. The doctor adjusted the headset, making sure it was nice and tight. This way, even as he threw his head from side to side, he wouldn't be able to dislodge the apparatus.

The doctor didn't say anything else to him. Instead, she just patted him on the head. Next, he could feel something cool against the side of his neck. What was it? What was she doing? He tensed up, suddenly afraid. Only then he inhaled, and he caught the aroma of the antiseptic.

Next, he felt the needle.

She pressed it down against the side of his neck. She took her time; that much was obvious. She pushed down, and then he felt the prick. There was a flash of pain, and he imagined her injecting him. But what was she doing? What would these drugs do to him?

Biting down, he knew he could speak. He could try to say something cute, but what? How could he convince her to let him go?

Before he could really think about this, he promised, "If you release me, I won't tell anyone about this. Please let me go. It, it can be our little secret."

It can be our little secret?

What made him say that? How could he sound so pathetic? A jolt of frustration ran through his body, so he tried to jerk against the restraints again. He fought as hard as he could, only now he could feel a different kind of warmth begin to spread through his body starting at the injection site. That tingling heat wandered up along the contours of his face and down his chest, over his arms, between his thighs, and down along the length of his legs until he could feel it even at the tips of his toes.

Tensing again, Luke sucked in a breath. He tried to figure out what he could do or say to get them to change their minds. "Please. If you let me go, I can pay you."

The doctor pulled back the headset for just a moment, "You are going to pay us. You're going to pay us with your service. You’re going to make us so much money, Luke. It's not just your background or your current circumstances. It’s so much more than that. It's your facial features, your body type, and who you are psychologically. Trust me. We have been examining you for a long time, so when you're wearing those panties and that short, pleated skirt, that tight little corset, and when you have your long hair tied back in sexy pigtails, you will be ready to serve our guests. You are going to look so amazing on your hands and knees, begging, crawling, kneeling, or maybe just across a powerful man’s lap before he spanks you."

Distantly, he could hear those sounds, but the tingling had spread. His thoughts seemed slick and slippery, so he couldn't hold onto them. Again and again, he came to the same conclusion: he had to do something! But what? How could he fight back? How could he resist?

As the seconds rushed by, his thoughts turned to fizzing static. Then, right when he started to think that maybe he would lose consciousness again, he could hear the sounds from the speakers built into the VR headset. "Welcome to slut training," came a voice. "Over the next, hours, days, and weeks, you will be thoroughly retrained. You will be taught to obey. You will learn to yield to your superiors."

As he filled his lungs, Luke tugged against his restraints again. He pulled as hard as he could, straining, and that's when he felt the electrical shock, "This program is powered by an AI equipped with neural learning algorithms." At this point, Luke pretty much ignored the sounds, right until that moment when he felt the blast of electricity. He hadn't noticed the small, smooth prongs before. He hadn't paid much attention to the interior of those metal bands.

Only now they came to life, and a burst of electricity shot through his skin.

Somewhere far away, beyond the VR headset, he thought he could hear that doctor chuckling at him. Maybe she saw this kind of behavior a lot. If so, it still seemed to entertain her. She liked watching these boys struggle before they were transformed into obedient sluts.

"Disobedience will be punished," said the program. "You must learn to obey. You must learn to surrender."

As those words hit his eardrums, the small screens in front of his eyes activated. First, there was just this gentle light, only then he saw the first image. It felt like he was on his knees, looking up at a naked, muscled man. In this image, the male had broad shoulders, a muscled chest, and strong legs. More importantly, Luke's vision seemed to be dominated by the big, hard, black cock right in front of him.

His eyes widened.

At the same time, something happened deep within his body.

Luke waited for some surge of revulsion. Disgust should have shot along his arms and legs. He should have clenched and turned his head to the side. Instead, his eyes widened, and he seemed to drink in the image. For these first few seconds, the image of that shaft filled his vision. He couldn't see anything else. Not only that, his lips froze; he couldn't speak.

While all of this happened, Luke experienced something else.

Desire.

He could feel a different kind of urge deep within his mind. He didn't know where it came from. It wasn't conscious, not exactly. Instead, it seemed, chemical, like a new instinct had been programmed into his body.

But how could something like that happen?

Then he heard that voice again, controlling and powerful, gentle and insistent, "This is what you intend to worship. This is what you need. You are a slut now. You want to be like this girl."

Suddenly, he was no longer studying the hard phallus right in front of him.

Instead, there was this young woman with long red hair tied back into a pair of braided pigtails. She had a few freckles along her cheeks and down the ridge of her nose, a slender neck, and a nubile body. From her naked ass to her perfectly shaped breasts, she was gorgeous. She had pale skin, and she was on her knees as she looked up, her eyes wide and filled with nervous energy.

A man stepped in front of her. Tall and black, he exuded an easy sense of control. Like the girl, he was naked, only he seemed so confident. Maybe it was his musculature. Maybe it was the knowledge that he could take control of any moment.

In fact, he brushed his strong fingers down along the top of her head. Then he grabbed onto her left pigtail and yanked.

Suddenly, the girl was forced up. There was this little squeak of dismay that came from her mouth, only he grabbed her other pigtail as well. Holding onto both sets of braids, he pulled her close, forcing her to kiss the base of his cock.

She didn't just kiss him; she started licking. Her tongue darted out, like she was eager little feline desperate for cream.

Luke had wandered around online; he had watched clips of pretty girls going down on powerful men. And yet, as Luke watched it this time, his reaction was completely different. He tried to fight it.

Technically, there is nothing stopping him from simply closing his eyes. He could have brought his eyelids down and tried to hide in the dark. Maybe he wouldn't be able to block out the sounds of her eager kisses as she slid her tongue along the base of this man's cock, but Luke didn't have to watch.

Over and over again, he tried to close his eyes.

This boy fought so hard to hide from what he was seeing.

The visions didn't have to penetrate his brain, but he couldn't help it.

From one moment to the next, his breathing came faster, his heart raced, and heat spread along his skin. In reality, he was down on his back in some kind of laboratory, restrained and helpless. And yet, at that moment, he almost felt like that girl. It almost seemed like he developed some kind of double vision. He was watching her. At the same time, it felt like he needed to become her. He wanted to be on his knees. He could be this petite girl who licked and sucked.

But that was only the beginning for her.

"Beg," commanded the man, his voice deep, rough, and powerfully masculine.

"Please, sir. Please, may I service you? May I suck your cock? May I become your cock socking slut? Please, sir! Please, I want to please you. I want to use my mouth on you. Please, allow me to suck you off! Let me suck and slurp like an obedient slut! You're my superior, and I belong to you! Please, let me worship you. Please, let me give you the pleasure you deserve as my superior!" As those last words left her lips, he grabbed her hair again, and tightened his grip. He jerked her head back. Yes, she flinched, yet Luke could still see those eager desires play across her features.

From her big eyes to her small nose and her tensed lips, she craved this so badly!

At the same time, so did Luke…

When he realized what he wanted to do, he instantly fought as hard as he could to suppress those urges.

No, he didn't want to suck another man's cock! The idea of giving a blow job to another male was repellent! In all of his fantasies, Luke had always been the big, tall, strong and powerful one. Even if he knew he would never be able to impress a woman the way this black guy did, Luke still wanted to try. Besides, they were his fantasies. They didn't have to be realistic.

Only now, he wondered what it would be like to be that redheaded girl, to have her hair tied back into braided pigtails and to feel this man's powerful grip on her mane. It was obvious he could take her whenever he wanted. He could yank her head forward and use those pigtails like a pair of twinned leashes.

Each time he jerked on her hair she knew she was being used. Yes, there were those flashes of pain, but it was more than that. Even if her eyes watered, she knew she had to take this. She had become his slut, and she would do whatever it took to please him.

Tension still rolled through his body. The muscles in his arms and legs remained locked, but Luke found himself concentrating more and more on the powerful man, his big, thick cock, and the way that girl looked up at him with that mixture of humiliation and adoration.

"Again," the man commanded.

"Please, sir. Please, let me suck your cock like I’m your slut? Please, use me. Turn me into your plaything. I want to use my mouth on you. I want to be taken and owned. Please, sir. Please let me serve you!" She practically wagged her pert bottom as she made her requests, one after another.

And now, he jerked her head forward, and she licked her lips and mouth at the last moment before she wrapped her mouth around his circumference. She started at the tip of his cock. She sucked.

"Look at me, slut," he commanded.

Immediately, she raised her gaze. Down on her knees, she knew exactly where she belonged. She understood that she deserved to be taken and used because she was just a plaything. She was a living sex toy, his cock sleeve, and he could use her however he wanted.

Luke longed to be that girl.

He blinked for just a moment. In that instant of clarity, he knew that it was wrong, but he couldn't help himself.

This wasn't right!

He jerked against his bonds again, only to feel another blast of electricity. The images stopped. After he caught his breath, they resumed, and that voice filled his thoughts, "You want to be like this girl and you can't help yourself. Deep down, you know that you need to be a slut just like her. You want to wear short skirts, high heels, and tight corsets or blouses. You want your hair to be grown out. You want to be a pretty femboi who serves. You want to be owned and taken. You want to be used. You understand who and what you are."

"No…" Luke tried to say.

He tried again. Pulling in a long, slow breath, he concentrated as hard as he could. In that moment, he was supposed to arch his back, yank against the restraints, and shout out a barbaric snarl of defiance. "No!"

He needed to yell as loud as he could.

Instead, this trapped boy barely whimpered out, "No…" His voice trailed off, breathy and uncertain. He didn't sound like a man. Instead, his voice had started to shift, and now he could feel that same kind of tingling somewhere deep at the base of his throat.

What kind of drugs had they given him? How were they trying to resculpt his mind and body?

If Luke been allowed to think about this clearly, then he would have been able to figure it out for himself. He would have focused on the drugs; at the same time, he would have tried hard to ignore the sensations running through his brain. He could have pushed aside those urges.

And yet, they grew stronger and stronger.

What would it be like to wrap his lips around a powerful man's cock? How would it feel to slide his mouth up and down, feel his hair get yanked every few seconds as this powerful man took control and showed him exactly where he belonged?

"That's right, girl. You belong on your knees, don't you?" asked the man as he was serviced by this gorgeous girl. Clearly, she couldn't speak. It didn't matter. She tried to whimper out some kind of answer. In response, he shoved his cock forward as he buried his length right between her pretty lips. He pulled back, only to ram into her again.

Luke heard her. Her goal and struggle to breathe. At the same time, she fought against her gag reflex. An innocent girl like her probably never had anything so thick or powerful between her lips. And yet, she had no choice. Even as she continued to look up at her superior, she sucked, and she probably used her tongue as well. Her cheeks hollowed, and Luke could imagine the tip of her tongue darting along his cock, sweeping to the left, the right, the underside and the tip of his manhood. Again and again, she worshiped him. Even if her eyes watered, she kept at it. She showed this man exactly where she belonged.

No, she wasn't smart enough to think for herself. She couldn't resist any of his commands. As she said, he was her superior in every way. Tall and powerful, he could take whatever he wanted.

In that moment, he wanted her.

What was it that Luke just felt? A twinge of jealousy?

Did he imagined himself on his knees, stripped and powerless, braced and servile as he got ready to lick and suck?

The feminine voice came back, "You belong on your knees just like her. You know you want to be a slut just as you know you need to be a slut. You need to be enslaved. You need it. You need it so badly." Again and again, he tried to fight that voice. He needed to ignore it, to push it away. He had to think for himself. If he concentrated, then he could do it, right?

Wrong.

More and more, that jealousy grew.

Then the headset was removed.

Bright light shined down on him, and Luke found himself looking up at the anonymous doctor with the dark hair pulled back into that bun. He gasped as he tried to comprehend what had just happened to him. "Tell me you're a slut," she commanded.

Disoriented, he couldn't understand what was going on.

The shackles around his wrists and ankles activated again. Hot electricity sizzled along his nerves, making him cry out.

"I want you to know that you can fight all you want, but we will win. It will take a matter of hours or days or weeks. It doesn't matter. You can try to be defiant, Luke, but you are going to be a femboi slave here. You will serve your superiors. You will lick and suck. You will get down on your knees. You will crawl for their pleasure. You will do whatever it takes to show them that they are your superiors because they paid good money to come here, and you are just a piece of property." She chuckled and tilted her head to the side. "You might be cute when we're done with you, but you're still going to be just a plaything. Say it."

Again, he waited for that burst of defiant anger.

He needed to shake his head, to shout out at her.

As hard as he tried, Luke couldn't do it.

He pushed his lips together, bit down on the inside of his mouth, and tried so hard to fight. Although he couldn't shout or growl back at her with some violent promise of defiance, at least he managed to stay quiet. No, he wouldn't tell her that he would just be a plaything. No, he wouldn't admit that his independence or freedom would get stripped away.

He would never look like that redheaded girl.

The doctor smiled down at him. Her expression remained just as condescending as before as she slipped the headset in place. She tightened it, and now he couldn't see or hear anything.

Within seconds, the new images came into focus.

There was a black haired girl on her knees. Unlike the first redhead, this young woman wasn't naked. Instead, she had on white panties and a matching bra.

"Stroke that pussy while you suck my cock," commanded the black guy standing over her. This was a different man, yet he had a strong jaw, equally powerful shoulders, a muscled abdomen, and the thick limbs that made it clear he could go wherever he wanted and do whatever he wished.

And now, he circled the girl. His eyes moved along her body. He checked out her ass, her shoulders, her chest, her slender neck and her pretty face. Tentatively, she glanced back up at him. Obviously, she was intimidated, but she still did her best to meet his gaze.

"What are you?"

The girl didn't hesitate, "I'm a slut, sir."

"And so, where do you belong?"

"I belong on my knees, or wherever you put me. I will crawl at your feet. I will lick your balls and suck your cock. I will do anything for your pleasure, Master," she said, making one promise after another.

Before Luke could stop himself, he whispered, "I will do anything for your pleasure." He didn't really speak those words, yet his lips formed the outline of each syllable.

The feminine voice hit his ears, "That's right. You want to be this girl, don't you? You want to be a slut just like her. You want to be obedient. You want to be docile. You want to do everything you are told. You know that you like this man. He is big and powerful. You are just a dumb slut. He deserves power. He deserves the right to take control. He deserves the right to use you. You are just a dumb slut. You are a plaything. You are a toy. Your pretty mouth is going to get used. You're going to learn to suck cock."

Again and again, Luke tried to erect some kind of mental or psychological defense.

Despite all of his very best efforts, he failed again and again. Instead, he watched as this beautiful girl got ready to service her superior.

Only a few seconds later, he dropped his hand down to the back of her head. He grabbed onto her hair, pulled her up onto her knees, and he gave her just one command, "Suck."

Like the redhead before her, this dark-haired girl wrapped her lips around his cock. She worshiped him, sucking and slurping. She bobbed her head down and up. He allowed a little bit of slack in her dark hair. This way, she could set the pace, at least at first. Whenever he wanted more, he could take it.

He knew she had no rights. She was just this man's toy. She was worshiping his big, black cock, and there was nothing she could do about it. At the same time, maybe some part of her yearned for this subjugation.

Was that what Luke needed? Was that what he craved? When he tried to close his eyes and hide, he still saw those afterimages lodged deep within his head. Part of him knew he yearned for the opportunity to be in that exact same spot, on his knees, wearing white panties and a matching bra. His hair would be grown out, and he would worship his superior.

This powerful man would be able to smack his right cheek or his left. He would be able to spank him. He would be able to take whatever he wanted.

Luke would just be a slut, an obedient femboi programmed to serve.

"That's right," reinforced the feminine voice. "You want to be just like her, don't you? You want to wear pretty outfits and to serve. You want to be down on your knees. You want to taste his excitement. You need to know your place. You need to understand that you belong on your knees. He is better than you. He is bigger and stronger. He is a real man, and you are nothing but his toy. You deserve to be used by him."

Luke still tried to push the urges aside. He told himself that he didn't want to watch this, he didn't want to see it. And yet, the arousal burned hot through his body. Those desires gripped him; they became more and more powerful. His urges overwhelmed him, and so he watched. At the same time, the excitement thrummed through his chest.

"It won't be long now," promised the feminine voice.

Luke didn't remember a lot of what happened. He always felt groggy and disoriented. Yes, he could see the different images, and there were those snapshots of memory here or there, but now he started to feel like he was waking up.

He remembered meeting a young woman. Her long blonde hair was straight and stretched down along the back of her neck. Curved bangs ended right above her eyebrows, and she wore this bright red lipstick and pale blue eyeshadow. She looked cute and sweet. There was something about her heart-shaped face, and the way her eyes twinkled that made her seem very innocent. At the same time, however, he saw her, and he knew that she was a slut just like him. She served at the BBC Hotel, and she would do whatever she was told.

So would he.

That's why, when she escorted this naked femboi out of the laboratory, he hadn't argued or fought. Even when the restraints retracted back, he didn't try to shove his way free. He didn't rush toward the exit either. Instead, he knew he had to follow her.

And so he did.

She escorted him into another room, and that's when she started to fuss over him. The blonde didn't introduce herself, but she did speak occasionally, saying something like, "Oh, I think these would be cute on you. And yes, these pink pumps will look great on you!"

As she dressed him, he stared straight ahead. With the drug still running through his system, he couldn't quite think for himself. He wasn't completely aware of what was going on. Not yet.

At the same time, his handlers had decided that the programming had taken hold.

He had already gone through the sun tanning sessions. His skin had darkened and his hair had grown out. Now he had long blonde strands, not that he really paid much attention. There was an extra weight on his scalp and trailing down along the back of his neck, but he didn't think about that. Instead, he remained utterly relaxed and obedient as this girl made her decisions for him.

She handed him a pair of pink, satin panties and ordered him to put them on.

He obeyed immediately. The snug material felt different and strange around his waist and between his legs, but Luke didn't argue. As a servant at the BBC Hotel, it wasn't his place to resist or even to try to think for himself. Once he was wearing his panties, he was told to put on a pair of white stockings, a short, pleated skirt that looked like something a sorority girl might have worn when she wanted to impress her boyfriend for Halloween. Then there was the blouse with a little red ribbon. Once he was fully dressed, he felt exactly like a slut.

That's when she pushed him down into a chair. He had hardly noticed it before, but now the young woman in front of him started to do his makeup. She told him to purse his lips, and he obeyed. Next, Luke closed his eyes as she worked on his lashes. After that, she put the eyeshadow on him. Little by little and layer by layer, she hid away his masculinity, making him look more and more like an eager, femboi slut.

Eventually, she finished brushing out his newly dyed, blonde hair. She clipped in a pair of ribbons and tied his hair in pigtails. They were curved and bouncy, adorable, girlish, and sexy.

"Very nice," she said, touching the underside of his chin. "Now come with me."

She took him by the hand, and he followed.

With one step after another, he expected to wobble in his high heels. Instead, he moved easily and gracefully. Yes, it took extra effort, and maybe he could feel that strange strain along his calves, but he still successfully followed this girl.

Within moments, they entered one of the hotel rooms. The door closed automatically behind them, and she told him to hold his hands behind his back. He obeyed, and that's when she held up a pair of silver handcuffs. She grabbed his wrists and locked them in place just below the small of his back. Nervously, he clutched at the pleats in his skirt.

Men came up to him, and she looked right into his eyes. "Aaron, Jamal, and Omar are going to have so much fun with you tonight." The girl patted him on the head, spun around, and sauntered off. The door opened and closed for her.

Luke didn't know what to do. He was still somewhat disoriented by his programming. He glanced down along the length of his body, and he experienced this strange twinge. Yes, he was a slutty white boy who would worship his black superiors, but he also enjoyed this jolt of pride or maybe it was arousal?

He looked cute in his outfit.

Only now, the doors opened, and he saw the three of them.

These guys were big. They had shaved heads, smooth cheeks, and big, powerfully muscled shoulders. When they saw him, they smiled, their lips pulling back to reveal their white teeth.

Immediately, Luke started to pull back. He took several steps, but two of the guys quickly came up to him, their long, loping strides far more impressive than his mincing little steps. They grabbed him by his arms, shoved him forward, and pushed him down onto his knees.

"So," said one of the men. "This is the newest cock sucker." He swept his eyes up and down along the femboi's body. He studied the high heels, and the smooth legs, and the adorable knees, the hem of his skirt, his tight waist, and his narrow, dainty shoulders. He had a long neck, and he looked especially cute with his perfectly smooth cheeks.

"Knock the bitch down," said the lead.

They shoved him to the floor. His knees bent, and he knew exactly what he would have to do. His heart hammered, and nervous energy pulsed through his body. "Don't worry, slut," said the man now towering over him. "You'll get used to sucking cock."

When he unzipped his pants and freed his erection, Luke blinked, like he didn't know how to process what he was seeing.

This man was enormous! He was at least two or three times larger than Luke! Not only that, the man standing in front of him seemed to get harder and harder, his cock lengthening every moment.

Yes, Luke knew about all of the clichés. He understood how impressive a black guy could be, only now his eyes watered. There was no way he could do this.

Luke tried to jump up onto his feet, but the other two guys grabbed him and knocked him right back down onto the floor. From there, they worked together, probably because they had done this to other whitebois. The two guys to his left and right held him by his pigtails, yanking in one direction before shoving down in the next. With their other hands, they grabbed him by his shoulders and held him in place.

Before Luke realized what he was doing, he had parted his lips.

How much time had he spent watching servants and slaves suck on black cock just like this?

Again and again, Luke tried to fight free. It wasn't even physical; instead, he had to resist the programming that had been etched deep into his mind. With each second, he knew that there was that temptation. He could surrender. He could yield. He could acknowledge these men as bigger and stronger, smarter and faster. He could service them, one after another. Didn't he work at the BBC Hotel? Didn't he belong on his knees before these men in his cute little skirt with his panties on display? Wasn't he supposed to service them because they were better than him?

Those questions punched against his defenses.

Maybe, way, deep down, Luke held onto some shred of his old identity, and the young man he had been before he signed up for this "free vacation". But now, that first guy grabbed him by the back of his head, pulled him forward, and forced Luke to start sucking.

With that huge cock right in front of him, Luke didn't hesitate. Maybe he tried to fight it, yet he failed completely. He started licking. He slid the flat of his tongue along the left side of this man's shaft. Next, he went for the right side. He worshiped him, licking and kissing like he couldn't get enough.

Don't do this. You don't have to do what they say. You can beat them! Luke had no idea whether or not any of this was true, yet he yearned to believe it anyway.

He licked the right side of the cock, then the left. He did this again and again.

The man wrapped his dark hands around the tip of his shaft, pulled his cock back, and ordered Luke to start licking his balls.

Without hesitating, Luke leaned in. He caught the aroma of this man's musky arousal. There was the heat, the scent of stale sweat.

They made Luke's mouth water with desire.

His heart hammered even faster.

No, Luke couldn't think of his own sexual satisfaction. Why would he? He was a slave at this hotel. As a well-trained femboi, he had to pleasure these men.

Finally, the man decided he had enjoyed enough of this.

"My name is Omar Drake, and you're going to suck my cock. I want you to remember that name, slut."

The other two guys allowed Luke a few seconds. When he dropped his head down, his pigtails fell forward and brushed along his cheeks for just a second. He loved and hated those sensations. He wished he was strong enough to jump up and run off, but he already knew he wouldn't be able to escape. With his suntanned skin and his blonde hair, he looked like some California girl. From a distance, maybe he could have even been mistaken for some ditzy high school girl.

But now he licked his bottom lip just a tiny bit. He stopped as he felt the lipstick on his mouth. Then he glanced up at Omar.

Yes, the man standing over him wore a smug expression. And why wouldn't he? At this hotel, he was in charge.

Not just here, Luke realized. The BBC Hotel existed to satisfy the needs of powerful black men, individuals who had succeeded in business, entertainment, politics, and elsewhere. These are the kinds of guys who could have any girl they wanted, but they came here.

Although these men were powerful, they still had to treat real women with respect.

Not here. Not at the BBC Hotel.

They had servants and slaves just like Luke: feminized whitebois who would do whatever they were told. That's why he sucked. That's why he tightened his lips around the tip of that cock as he bowed his head forward. He sucked, almost eagerly.

Again and again, however, he tried to fight it. He attempted to resist, to pull his head back. Once or twice, he nearly succeeded, only to feel the pressure of a dark hand pressed against the back of his skull. In those moments, his moistened lips slid down along the length of Omar's cock. At the same time, his gag reflex kicked in, and he nearly lost control.

He was able, however, to use his training. After so much programming, he had no choice. He licked and sucked. He went deep until he could feel the tip of that cock at the back of his throat. Again, he nearly gagged. But the slut knew what he was doing. He sucked in air through his nostrils. He concentrated on his breathing even as his tongue darted and danced along this man's shaft.

Omar didn't give Luke any kind of warning. He came hard, thrusting and pumping as he blew his load.

Without being told to do so, Luke started to go down. He swallowed every drop.

And when he finished, the door opened, and the doctor sauntered in. She glanced down at the blonde, feminized slave. "Gentlemen, what you think?"

"This one isn't done yet," Omar said.

"Yeah," agreed. One of his compatriots. "There was still some struggling."

"Let's take this whiteboi back to the lab, so we can fix him. But make sure that cute blonde here knows exactly how to serve his black masters," the doctor decided.

Days (or maybe it was weeks?) later, Luke found himself dressed in that same uniform. He had a short, pleated skirt on, high heels, stockings, and a white blouse with a sexy little ribbon tied around his neck, and beneath his collar. At the same time, his blonde hair had grown out even more. Now, it came more than halfway down his back, and every time he turned his head, he could feel the swinging movements of those gorgeous, yellow-gold braids.

Before, he had been handcuffed.

But now, the door opened, and those three same men came in. "I'm glad we get to play with the slut," said one of the guys. It wasn't Omar.

"Aaron, you always love breaking in the new ones," Omar told his buddy.

"Technically, you used this one's mouth first," Aaron replied.

"Gentlemen," Jamal chuckled, “I suggest we enjoy this slut’s pretty mouth.”

"Agreed," Omar said. "There’s no reason to delay. Let's have some fun that mouth."

The three men strode forward, and Luke remained on his knees, his head bowed down in a sign of subservience. During his first time with these guys, he had tried to fight back. Now, he looked up at them. Tentatively, he raised his gaze. "Excuse me, sir. How would you like me to service you?"

"You're going to suck my cock first," Aaron said.

"After that, you will pleasure me," Jamal told the slut.

"And last, you're going to suck my cock again."

"And if any of us feel like a little more refreshment, then you're going to be ready, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir," Luke answered immediately.

He blinked couple of times, all while he waited for some rush of defiance. Maybe, deep down, he hoped he would be able to fight back.

But now. Instead, he watched as Aaron sauntered forward. Just like his friends, he was tall and broad. Maybe he was brilliant when it came to political maneuvering or he knew how to demonstrate his business acumen. Either way, this man looked just as well developed as the others. And when he unzipped his pants and took out his cock, Luke stared forward.

At the same time, he recognized his own white inferiority. On the basis of birth alone, he knew he would never be able to compete with these men. Both physically and mentally superior, they deserved his utter devotion. They were clients of the BBC Hotel, and he was the property of this facility.

That's why he gulped nervously and asked, "May I service you, sir?"

"Suck my black cock," Aaron commanded.

This time, Luke didn't lick his lips first. Instead, he leaned forward and opened his mouth. He took this man, going deep. At the same time, he enjoyed the fact that his gag reflex had been fully suppressed. He got down, taking this man, inch by inch. He worshiped his superior. At the same time, he desperately hoped his superior would enjoy this.

Aaron did.

Luke's client let out a growl of satisfaction. "Damn. This little slut has a tight mouth. I don't think you guys are going to be disappointed," Aaron told his friends.

The others were watching. They stood back with their arms crossed over their chests. Moment by moment, they saw Aaron's cock glisten with Luke's saliva.

"Get ready to swallow, slut," Aaron ordered.

Normally, these men wouldn’t be able to treat someone like this. If a woman was down on her knees, she would deserve at least a modicum of respect. But here, the rules were different, and they all knew it. A pathetic whiteboi like Luke had to be grateful for this opportunity. Before he came here, he had been a failure. Yeah, he was a white man, but he could never have competed with any of these guys. If they had been at the same bar, Aaron, Jamal, and Omar would have been able to pick up any of the girls. Maybe Luke would be able to get a few minutes of pitiful conversation in with one of the cute girls, but only if he bought her a drink, and only if he made himself look as nonthreatening as possible.

Yeah, these men were dangerous, but that only added to their allure. They were capable and competent. They exuded the easy confidence of men who understood what they could do.

And now, Aaron blew his load. He came hard, thrusting and pumping into the femboi's slutty mouth.

Jamaal stepped up next. He unzipped his pants, freed his erection, and Luke blinked once or twice. Was he really going to do this again? He still had the aftertaste lingering along his tongue and at the back of his throat.

Yes!

Just like before, he begged for permission. At the same time, excitement roiled through his voice. "Please, may I service you? May I suck your cock, sir?" Maybe there was a tiny sliver of defiance left somewhere within his psyche, but it wasn't apparent. At the same time, even Luke relished the opportunity to serve these men. His black overlords deserved nothing but his respect, admiration, devotion, and obedience.

Jamaal grabbed his pigtails and pulled his head forward. He impaled Luke's tight little mouth. At the same time, the whiteboi licked and sucked and slurped. He worshiped this man, giving Jamaal everything he had. From one moment, the next, he tightened his lips as he worked hard to pleasure this man.

Jamaal was his superior; Jamaal deserved nothing less than his absolute best.

Luke had learned all of this and so much more. At the same time, this warm sense of completion washed over him. He belonged on his knees. He had never been good enough for these men. They never, ever would have considered him a competitor, but perhaps Luke had been delusional enough to believe he might be able to succeed in their world.

Jamaal pumped his shaft forward, drew back, and rammed into the slut's mouth again and again, going harder and faster.

By now, Luke lost all sense of time. He didn't understand what was going on. He had his eyes open, and he looked up along the length of this man's torso all the way to his eyes. Sometimes Jamaal made eye contact. Sometimes he looked away and closed his eyes as he enjoyed the tight feel of that eager mouth.

But now it was time for Jamaal to finish up.

"Swallow," he commanded.

Luke obeyed, drinking down every drop of that ejaculate.

By this point, he enjoyed it, this elated sense of subjugation. He knew where he belonged: right there on his knees before these powerful men. They were the masters, and he was the slave.

The final man strode over to him, grabbed him by his pigtails, and forced his head back. Right away, Luke opened his mouth. He closed his eyes and got ready. "Look at me," he heard the command and obeyed.

Omar grinned ferociously. "They really did it, didn't they? They turned you into the perfect whiteboi slave."

"Yes, sir," Luke answered.

Omar didn't bother talking to him, not at this point. Instead, he shoved his cock right down this femboi's throat. He forced the slave to suck, to lick, to worship and to serve. Luke did it all. "You know, you're never getting out of here," Omar promised. "This is who you are now. This is just the beginning of your new life. You will cook and clean and crawl at the feet of men just like us. Each day, you will remember your place."

If Luke had been allowed to speak, he would have agreed. Instead, he continued to lick and suck just as this man demanded.

Omar jerked his cock back. He hadn't come, not yet. "Say it. Say all of it."

"Yes, sir," answered the slut. "I'm just a dumb slut now. This is the beginning of my new life. I have been remade in order to cook and clean and crawl at the feet of men just like you. You're my superiors. You're my black masters," Luke told these men. "Each day, I will remember my place."

Omar didn't wait for another comment. Instead, he rammed his cock deep into Luke's mouth. He impaled that slut, going deep, going hard, going fast…

Luke felt like he might choke, but it didn't matter. So long as he could pleasure his superior, then he would have succeeded.

Within seconds, Omar indulged. He embraced his orgasm and let out a grunt of satisfaction as he panted.

Again, Luke swallowed it all down. He gulped it almost eagerly. And when Omar was done, he jerked back, and the three men were laughing. Then they decided to head back down to the bar to get some drinks.

Luke remained there on the floor of their hotel room, knowing full well that they could come back at any moment. And when they did, he would serve them again and again and again because he was just a slut, and he was never going to leave the BBC Hotel. He belonged here, on his knees, ready and eager to pleasure the men who used him.

The End

OEBPS/image_rsrcB8.jpg
BBC Hotel





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




