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Introduction




Liv, my girlfriend of five years, planned our European vacation all year. We traveled through Europe for two weeks, made love, and had a great time. When we checked into a hotel in Amsterdam, things changed. Liv was always bossy and demanding, but her demands became well freaky. 

Insisting we watch porn before sex. Not just any porn. But cuckold porn. Caged sissy crossdressers dressed in skimpy schoolgirl outfits were her particular kink. I developed a problem getting an erection as she humiliated me verbally.

When I caught her with a guy, I left. Liv left, too, taking my wallet, cash, passport, and credit cards. Broke and alone, I’m left with two choices, go to jail for trying to use my own credit card that Liv reported stolen, or sign a contract to be a sissy maid and sissy slut for the hotel. 


Chapter One

“I’m sorry, sir, but your card has been reported stolen. Do you have some identification?” The desk clerk, with a slender toned body, at 5’10” or 11”, was an inch or two taller than me. She dressed conservatively yet stylishly in a grey suit that hugged her boyish curves. Her long blonde hair was tucked into a neat bun. She had soft blue eyes that, a moment ago, were filled with compassion. Now they were flooded with suspicion. Her hand moved toward the phone.

“Stolen? It’s my credit card. Why would I report it...” I mumbled, “Fucking cunt…”

“I’m sorry, sir. What did you call me?”

“Nothing. I was talking about my girlfriend or rather ex-girlfriend now.”

Liv, my ex-girlfriend, as of five hours ago, wasn’t content with stealing my plane ticket home, taking all my cash, my credit cards, and leaving me stranded in Amsterdam. But she went all in and fucked me over completely.

For what? Because I caught her cheating? Or because I refused to join in? I should’ve been the one that ripped her off and left her stranded.

Liv should be calling on my phone, begging me for forgiveness if she hadn’t stolen  that too! I looked into the woman’s eyes. They still had an ounce or two of compassion in them. Maybe she’ll help me out.

How? I can’t pay our two weeks stay here, the two hundred dollar drink and food tab, let alone another night. I turned around and looked at the six angry customers waiting for me to finish.

What were they thinking of me and my troubles? “Fucking idiot.” “Probably can’t get it up.” “Girlfriend cheating on you, huh serves you right.” “If you had a cock between your legs instead of that little sissy clitty.”

That’s why I haven’t been able to get it up over the last two weeks. During our first two weeks in Europe, everything worked fine. But since checking in here, Liv has been referring to my cock as sissy clitty, flirting with men, and insisting we watch BBC porn and cuckold porn. The guys in her choice of porn all were dressed as sissies, and their cocks were locked up in plastic pink cages. Liv had a fetish, it seemed, for guys dressed in little schoolgirl outfits looking nothing like men anymore. How’s a guy supposed to get it up after his girlfriend spends all day telling you how much she’d like to have a big cock instead of your sissy clitty.

Whispering, I said. “Listen, my girlfriend, ditched me. She ran off with another guy. I’m unsure why, but she took my cash, credit cards… and wallet. And passport! She even took that! So I don’t have any identification. This is all I have. Why did she report it stolen? I don’t know. So don’t ask! She took my plane ticket home too!”

The woman shook her head. “I’m sorry to tell you. It seems she didn’t pay the bill when she left.” She looked at me with an appraising eye. “Why would she dump you like that anyway? What did you do to her?”

Why do women always assume the man is at fault? That it was the man that was unfaithful? “I didn’t do anything. I went to the store for her and returned four hours later…. she was….”

Do I tell this woman the truth? Would it make things worse? Instead of joining in on her sucking cock, I stormed off, filled with rage. I wasn’t satisfied with just storming off. On my way out the door, I screamed out every rotten name I could think of. “Bitch.” “Tramp.” “Whore.”

Why shouldn’t I be mad?

Liv sent me out to buy some stuff on a list. Four hours later, I returned with four bags of stuff, two bags filled with intimates. Panties. Bras. Lingerie. Pantyhose and, you know, girly stuff. The two-piece schoolgirl uniform with the short white top would show all of Liv’s toned stomach, and the super short plaid mini skirt would show off her gorgeous legs if it had been intended for her. It wasn’t. It was intended for me. The skirt was… I mean fucking short, short, short. Half my ass was going to be on display. The white thigh-highs would look sexy…

Like I said, I thought the stuff was for her, and I was in for a wild night.

Was I in for a surprise? 

When I returned, ready for a passionate night of love-making. The shock of my life waited. Liv was kneeling. A six-foot-four black guy chiseled to perfection, towering over her. They were on the balcony, and his coal-black skin, sweaty from Liv’s endeavors, shimmered in the moonlight.

More alarming, returning from my wild goose chase, I glanced up and laughed at the shadows of a man and woman. The woman is kneeling, her head bobbing back and forth, sucking dick. 

When I opened the door to the hotel lobby, I laughed and mumbled to myself. ”Amsterdam is a wild place. These people aren’t as hung up sexually as Americans.”

I entered the bedroom of our suite. It took seconds to concede it was Liv on the balcony.

Did she purposely time her blowjob and the location so I’d see her?

What humiliated me most about the incident wasn’t that my girlfriend was giving head to a stranger. That was humiliating. What was worse, I’d begged her to suck my dick for three years. But every time she looked at my hard dick, she grimaced and turned her head in disgust. I figured she had a thing against oral sex. But it was apparent she didn’t hate sucking dick because she was going to town on one nice big thick cock at midnight, on the balcony of our eleventh-floor hotel room for all of Amsterdam to see.


Chapter Two

I stared in disbelief. How the hell do cocks grow so big? Liv’s lover’s cock was massive. The European’s cock was thicker than my forearm. Fury rushed into my veins as I stood there, feeling powerless. Liv wasn’t just giving head. She was worshiping his enormous cock, which dwarfed my little white dick.

What’s she doing? She had to know I had entered because I called out when I arrived. I thought it strange when she responded. “We’re in here.”

There she was, licking his balls without hiding her actions. I’m not sure, but I think she got more enthusiastic when I entered. Flaunting her cock sucking skills. That realization that my girlfriend, who refused to give me a blowjob, was a highly skilled cocksucker was emasculating.

My jaw dropped along with the packages as I watched Liv twist her head, wrapping one hand around his enormous erection.

Damn, she’s good.

She used a healthy dose of precum lubricating his… holy shit, massive throbbing cock. She stroked it. Then ran laps with her silky, skillful tongue around his thick tip. She indulged herself with his head for a time. She turned and looked at me, his cock in her hand, her tongue flicking teasingly on his cock. She smiled.

That’s when I got hard for the first time in two weeks.

Holding my gaze, she ran her tongue along the underside of his cock. The stranger glanced at me and winked. Liv licked his cock, balls, and tip like this man’s cock was a drug, and she was hooked on cock like an addict would be hooked on a drug.

Liv pulled her lips off his cock long enough to say. “Clive, this is my sissy boyfriend,” Clive said nothing. But the smug satisfaction smeared across his face said it all. “I’m going to fuck your girl. You’re going to watch it.”

Filled with rage and humiliation, I wanted to fight. Show Liv that I was a man to be respected. Not a sissy. Clenching my fists, I said. “Get your hands off her.”

He laughed. He had no interest in fighting. He had everything he wanted.

Liv said. “I’ve prepared for this moment, sissy. The clothes in the bag are yours. Go shave, smooth, and then come back and put on your new clothes. Then I’m going to feminize you. Do it now, sissy. Or leave…” Liv laughed when she saw the tentpole under my pants. “I was right. That’s why you can’t get it up anymore. You’re a faggot. A sissy faggot.”

After affirming that I got a hard-on from watching my girlfriend cheat on me, I turned, leaving my wallet right where I’d left it on the table near the door. I walked around Amsterdam, feeling sorry for myself until early morning. When the sun popped up from the horizon, I stumbled back to our room in shock and utter humiliation, feeling betrayed and used by the person I loved and trusted for so long.

Liv was gone. I headed for the bedroom. I curled up and cried, ready to get home and put Liv behind me. A knock on the door woke me up. It was the assistant manager informing me it was past checkout time.

So, here I am at the counter, with no wallet, passport, cash, credit card, or identification, and all alone.

Nothing else to do, I said. “Just give me a couple of hours to call a friend or my family and get this straightened out.”

The desk clerk nodded, clearly happy to get rid of me. She added. “It is best you not leave the hotel until this bill is paid, sir. And you have cleared up why you have a stolen credit card in your possession.”

I headed for the lobby. It was wide and arched. The ceiling seemed a thousand feet high, filled with men, and the female waitresses and hostesses were all dressed in skimpy, short skirts showing their gorgeous legs. The skirts were so short when they bent over their pink panties, and lovely tight asses were displayed.

The lobby, for the most part, is quiet and peaceful. The only sound I hear is coffee cups clinking and people talking hushedly. I fell into a chair that was comfortable and soft. Something life hadn’t been for me over the last eight hours.

What was I going to do? What had I done to her? I thought she loved me.

Even if Liv hadn’t taken my smartphone, calling anyone would have been a waste of time. She’d no doubt spun an elaborate tale of last night’s activities, and the blame wouldn’t fall on her. After two hours of sitting, thinking, and coming no closer to a solution, an effeminate-looking man in a sharp suit with the hotel’s name on the jacket approached me. “Good morning. My name is Elias. I own this establishment. My desk manager tells me you’re having some issues?”

“Yes, my card was reported stolen. I think maybe my girl...” Was she my girlfriend anymore? “The only card I have left was reported stolen by mistake, and I’m sort of well. My phone, clothes, identification, passport, and plane ticket were all stolen.”

Elias put his hand on his chin and said. “Wow! You’ve had a very stressful night. Was your stuff stolen here? We have cameras everywhere. Perhaps we can find the culprit. I have friends in the police department. Perhaps we can find the perpetrator and return your belongings.”

I shook my head. “No. I know who did it. It was my girlfriend. Well, ex-girlfriend.” For some reason, I felt drawn to this man, safe even. So I told him the story hoping he might pity me, let me stay the night, and allow me to pay my bill when I got home if I got home.


Chapter Three

As I told Elias, the manager, and owner of the Luxury Hotel, the story, leaving out that I got an erection for the first time in two weeks watching my girlfriend suck a big black cock. He listened, seeming willing to help. As the tale unwound, I also left out that she forced me to buy my sissy clothes for something she had planned. I didn’t know the lingerie was for me, nor did I tell him I got hard picking the stuff out.

As he listened, he nodded his head.

Please give me one night. Maybe the embassy can help—just one more night to get my head together.

I watched his face and wondered what he was thinking. What would he say? “That’s horrible. She wanted you to suck the guy’s cock? What man would do that?”

Maybe, feeling sorry for having such a bitch of a girlfriend, he’ll offer to help. My imagination ran wild as I imagined the next words coming out of his mouth. “Jessie, I’ll buy your plane ticket. I will help you out. I have a friend at the embassy. Stay here on the house till you get a new passport. Send me a check when you get home. You seem like an honest guy.”

I am. But honesty had nothing to do with my financial situation. So, the check wasn’t coming anytime soon. We’d saved all year for this vacation. My credit cards were maxed out, and I had tuition.

I finished my story and took a breath feeling better getting it out.

Elias lowered himself gracefully and crossed one leg over the other with the precision of a ballerina. He tucked his feet to the side and then folded his hands delicately on his lap. He looked poised and elegant with an air of femininity. Elias probably would look and feel very comfortable in a dress.

He leaned forward and placed a hand on my knee, fingers curling around it reassuringly. “There’s always a solution,” he murmured in a voice like silk, his words carrying the weight of wisdom.

I fought back tears, incapable of seeing any way out of the situation Liv put me in. She would have spread her version of the truth far and wide by now. My family would never believe me if I called for help. Instead, they’d only shout, “Serves you right, asshole!” I didn’t want to give up, but I couldn’t find a solution that wouldn’t get me into deeper trouble.

“Perhaps a trade is in order.”

“Trade?”

He said, “Yes, I’m currently short-staffed. You could come and work for me, and in exchange, I will happily offer you one of our maid’s rooms. Our hostesses make a good wage, and tips are excellent. If you decide to…. well, we can do that part of the job later. Do you think you’d be able to handle it? Would you...like to join my team of beautiful girls?”

Did he say girls?

“Girl?”

Elias batted his long, feminine lashes and shifted his legs, smiling flirtatiously and seductively. “Honey, you could be rolling in dough,” he purred. “Enough to fly home in style and have cash left over for something extra. Maybe even a whole semester’s worth of tuition.”

“Girl?”

“Girl, you act surprised. I saw your girlfriend at one of our seminars. It’s okay to be a sissy here.”

“I am not! A sissy. You’re crazy.”

“Jessie, I’m surprised you and your girlfriend. What was her name?”

“Liv, and she isn’t my girlfriend anymore.”

Elias smiled sympathetically. “Ah yes, I am sorry,” he said apologetically. “But it’s well known that we cater to a specific clientele. Those who enjoy crossdressing, cuckolding, feminization, and sissies. My hotel is well known for it.”

He paused, waiting for me to respond, but I remained silent, still trying to process this new information.

After a brief silence, he continued. “I cannot believe you didn’t see it in the brochure.”

I stared at Elias in shock, my face a mask of disbelief. “Are you telling me all your staff are crossdressers, cuckolds, and sissies?” I asked, finally finding my voice. I shook my head slowly in disbelief as the truth dawned on me.

Of course! Liv wanted me to be her sissy cuckold. She’d hinted at it.

“No matter,” Elias said softly, interrupting my thoughts. “All our maids, waitresses, staff, and other services are provided by men who like dressing up. Our guests are people that enjoy the company of sissies. Or crossdressers wanting to escape, dress in a safe place.” His words hung between us like a heavy curtain waiting to be drawn back.

“They’re men?” I croaked incredulously as tears welled up in my eyes.

"Why yes,” he replied quietly with an understanding smile. “So what’s it going to be? You can join my team, live comfortably, or take your chances with the law.”

I gulped, the noose tightening around my neck. There were no good options. I had almost resigned myself to my fate when a thought occurred to me.

I slowly nodded and said: “What choice do I have?”

Elias said. “Jail. Or accept my offer.”

“Okay, I’ll do it.”

Elias smiled with approval. He rose from his seat. “Good. Follow me, and we’ll get your contract drawn up. The training will begin immediately.”

Elias rose and headed for a door that said. Manager.


Chapter Four

We entered Elias’s office. He sat behind his desk and offered me a seat. His tone changed from pleasing to stern. “I warn you, Jessie. This isn’t charity. If you weren’t sissy material, then you’d be on your way to jail. Straight to jail without passing go and collecting two hundred dollars. I have the highest standards. Being a sissy here is a privilege. My girls are either the finest sissies in the world or will be. If you listen and take in all of our intense training, you’ll be a sissy in no time and go home with a backpack full of cash. Heed Mistress Sayyida’s instruction, and you’ll become highly successful in a week or two. Think of this as an investment. Normally, the feminization process takes six weeks. So, you’re sissy training will be intense. As I said, this is not charity. I expect the best from my girls. Join the ranks of the greatest sissies on the planet, or fail and go straight to jail.”

“I just want to get home. Sleep in my bed. Forget about this trip.”

He steepled his finger under his chin. “Yes. I’m sure you do. Unfortunately, you have no choice. You had a choice with your girlfriend. One black cock, and you’d have been on your way home. Instead, well, you must choose. Be a sissy, fuck and suck cock, quite a few more than one, I warn you or go to jail. I’m sure you’ll be able to clear up all the troubles in time in jail. But… Well. I think you’ll enjoy the new you.” He waved out his office window into the lobby. “Look around you. All these gorgeous gals once were men.”

I glanced out the window at the sissies dressed in maid’s outfits in frilly, pretty pink and black dresses. Short skirts adorned with sheer lace ruffles, revealing asses, legs, and feminine shoulders. Damn, their legs were gorgeous. Irresistibly sexy. Long. Smooth. There’s a hint of submission in how they serve the guests coffee, wait on them, and…. 

When one of the three male guests sitting at a table reached under the waitress’s skirt and grabbed her ass, I knew what I’d be doing.

“Once? Aren’t they? I’m not sure I follow.” I glanced at Elias and said. “There’s no way I can look that good.”

Elias smiled and said. “If you couldn’t, the cops would already be here. So, sign the contract. Minimum time here is four months.”

“Four? I have college.”

“That you can’t pay for. Too bad you didn’t accept your girlfriend’s offer. One cock. You wouldn’t be in this predicament. You might as well take a semester off. Learn something worthwhile. By the way, sissies… aren’t men anymore. Feminization is part of the process.”

“I don’t follow?”

“You will. First, the contract.”

“Contract?”

“Of course. Do you think I’m going to pay you without a contract?” Elias handed me the contract. “Let me paraphrase. This legally binding document outlines your obligations and responsibilities as my Sissy. I’ll give you the short and sweet, but read it if necessary. You must be available to serve sexually at all times, dress in feminine clothing, and remain in a female identity. All expenses will be covered by me, including clothing and supplies for the feminization process. In return, you will receive payment for services rendered.”

He paused. “Remember, as you read, rule one is the most important regulation here at my hotel. All are important, but never forget rule one you exist for the sexual pleasure of men. Rule two: Your body is not yours. It is my property to do with as I please. Rule three: You will always show respect towards me, Mistress Sayyida, and any client we send your way. Finally, rule four: There will be consequences if you fail to follow these rules or meet expectations.”

I read. There it was. Plain as day. The Sissy exists for the pleasure of men.

“What? What the hell does that mean?”

Elias said. “The contract means what it says. Please read and sign, or I call the police. You can sort your troubles out with them.”

I lowered my eyes and returned to the contract. Elias must have it memorized because as I read, he stated what I was reading word for word. “Your body will be trained to serve men, satisfying their hard cocks orally, anally, and with your dainty little sissy hands. Once trained, your purpose will be to serve the hotel’s clients. To be used by them at any time of day or night.”

“So…” I said.

Elias interrupted. “So, once you have passed our sissy certification….”

“I have to be certified?”

“Of course. As I said, we have high standards here. Finish and sign, and we’ll get you checked into the staff quarters. Or…”

“I know. I know.”

As I read, Elias said. “You shall always obey Elias and Mistress Sayyida, the guests.”

“Mistress Sayyida?”

“Yes, she will do the training. I oversee the hotel. Now back to the legal stuff. You shall be responsive to their sexual needs. You shall not question or refuse any sexual act. Not just accept all requests but eagerly attend to every dirty, nasty, kinky desire our guests have. Never challenge or deny any sexual request unless hotel rules forbid that act. There shall be no limit to the number of sexual partners you service at once, in one night, or any specific period.”

“What does this mean?” I held my finger over the portion of the contract.

“You will sometimes be asked to service more than one man. You will do it. Some nights are busy, and you will have to go from one man to another. Then on to a woman and back to a man. Your ass will be sore, your throat will be tender, and your jaw will ache.”

“I don’t…”

“Jessie, sign, or I have no choice but to turn you in. Being a sissy here is not easy. But fulfilling.”

I gasped as my eyes raced over the text and Elias talked. “The sissy slut will offer her body for the guest’s pleasure, completely at their disposal to do with whatever brings them ecstasy. No part of her will be off-limits, and she must give herself without hesitation or objection, even if it means taking their sperm in the vilest places imaginable. She should never flinch or show signs of revulsion, no matter how depraved and degrading the act may be. Her sole purpose is to fulfill every sexual fantasy they crave, nothing more. The sissy slut will perform as a prostitute for the hotel along with her other duties as a sissy maid, hostess, waitress, and of course slut.”

Elias said. “Oh, one last thing the sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless released by myself or Mistress Sayyida. So a cock cage is required.”

“Cock cage? I’m not sure I can sign this. Or do this.”

Elias said. “The contract means what it says. Read and sign, or like I’ve stated a hundred times, I call the police. You can sort your troubles out with them.”

I signed.

Once I had signed the contract, Elias informed me that I would now have to undergo sissy certification with Mistress Sayyida. This ensured I could perform all required duties and provide the highest service to the clients.


Chapter Five

Elias took me to Mistress Sayyida’s chambers in the basement A.K.A. The Sissy Training Room. Elias opened the door.

What was I getting into? What was behind that door? Why didn’t I do what Liv wanted? One cock. One big fat black cock, and I’d still be with my girlfriend on my way back to the States. Why didn’t I? Because I’m not gay!

I stepped inside. Elias closed the door leaving me alone with who I assumed was Mistress Sayyida. She stood her back to me. She was tall, dressed in a long-sleeved black body-hugging body suit. Her long muscular legs were wrapped in thigh-high black lace silk stockings. Right above muscular brown thighs was a mouth-watering ass split in two by the shiny material of the bodysuit.

She turned gracefully on her six-inch stiletto heels. She crossed her arms and appraised me. She was dark-skinned, I guessed maybe of Middle Eastern descent or Indian. I waited for her to speak, feeling like an inanimate object. Feeling every ounce of dignity had been peeled away from me. As she soaked in my body, studying it in those brief seconds, there was no doubt I was her property to do as she pleased.

Her face was expressionless yet intimidating. Her heels clicked on the concrete floor as she approached me. She circled me several times. Slowly. Intimidatingly slowly, smacking her riding crop in her hand.

Her calm, commanding voice pierced the veil of my manhood. “You belong to this hotel now—to me. To Elias. To the guests. My first task is to teach you obedience. Every demand I make, you will obey without hesitation or objection. You will serve as a sissy maid when asked and a sissy slut at other times. So in our short time together before we release you to the floor. You will learn how to dress as a woman. Walk, talk, and present as a woman.”

She put the end of the riding crop under my chin and lifted.

“If you perform to our high standards, are loyal, and submit to every command without question, rewards may be in order. If not…”

She glanced to a corner of the room. There’s a cage with thick black metal bars. Next to it is a wooden cross with leather straps for the wrists and ankles.

She said. “This one’s for punishment and training. There are others throughout the hotel for play. What playroom is complete without it.”  

I gulped. “There are others? What’s the cage for?”

“No concern at the moment. Strip. Now.”

My clothes, except my underwear, were off in a flash, and Mistress Sayyida eyed my movements. My cock tented beneath the fabric of my underwear, begging for attention. I immediately covered it with my hand, embarrassed by its size and desire for her.

Or was it being treated like a slut? Was I enjoying this?

Smacking her riding crop in her palm, she said. “The underwear, slut! Now! And put your hands to your side.” She laughed. “You do like the idea of being owned, don’t you? Being a slut? Being…. Why the hell didn’t you do it for Liv?”

“You know Liv?”

“Oh yes, she was in one of my seminars. No matter now. Your mine now. Mine to mold. And don’t argue or deny it. You like it. Don’t you? Cock's don’t lie as words do.”

I hesitated. Not sure what to do.

Why hadn’t I just sucked cock like Liv wanted? Why? Because I’m not gay, that’s why! Or I don’t think I am. I feel I will be gay in less than a week, whether I like it or not.

“Is this necessary? I mean, can’t I keep my underwear on.”

“Look at your underwear. Did you read your contract? Sign it?”

“Yes!”

“What did it say?”

I shook my head.

“You will present as a woman at all times. Do you think women wear underwear like that? Do they have hairy legs? Hairy arms? Hairy chest.”

I glanced down. There was hair, but it was barely visible. I shimmied out of my underwear but cupped my hard cock.

“Move your hands, slut. That you are hard is of no concern to me for now. Enjoy it. It’ll be your last for a very long time.”

I gulped, then put my hands to my side, my cock throbbing perfectly with my racing heart. She circled me like a predator, inspecting every inch of my body, clicking her tongue as her finger ran along my chest and stomach before moving lower down my body. She beckoned me to turn around, then continued studying my form from behind.

Finished with her inspection, she crossed her arms and spoke sternly. “You have a very feminine body. No wonder your girlfriend wanted to feminize you. You should have taken her up on her offer. I suspect that sweet little ass of yours will get more attention here than with her. No matter.”

“This is not what I want. I’m doing it only because… well because I have to. Liv left me here. Took my wallet. My passport. My credit cards. Reported the only one I had left stolen.”

She smiled. Then with one swift motion smacked my cock. I dropped to my knees. “Then, if you don’t want to be a sissy slut. Why do you have a hard-on? Stand up.”

I stood as she turned away and gestured for me to follow her across the room. We stopped at an extensive wardrobe full of dresses, makeup, lingerie, and accessories of all colors, shapes, and sizes. Sitting on the table were the two bags of clothes I had bought for Liv. What were they doing here?

“This is your new wardrobe.” Mistress Sayyida said. “You will dress as I command you whenever necessary.” She paused for a moment before continuing. “Do you understand what I’m telling you?”

I nodded timidly in response—my throat dries with fear. So, I can’t speak, even if I have something to say.

Mistress said, “First, we clean up that hairy body. Once smooth, keep it smooth.” She pointed to an open shower like a gym shower. “Shave every hair off that body. Go.”

Mistress Sayyida pulled up a chair, sat, and waited. “Well, get to it.”

I headed for the shower and turned it on. While waiting for it to warm up, I peeked at my throbbing cock, then glanced at Mistress Sayyida, watching me intently.

There wasn’t a lot of hair on my effeminate body so shaving would be easy. I grabbed the pink can of flowery-scented shaving cream and spread it across my face working the razor along my jawline. Once finished, I moved on to my chest and stomach. My legs were a bit trickier but soon felt smooth and soft. Forgetting Mistress Sayyida was watching, I ran my hands over my chest, down my stomach, and, bending over, ran them down my legs and over my freshly shaved ass. It felt right. My cock swelled even more.

What the hell is wrong with me?

When I finished shaving, Mistress Sayyida gestured for me to come closer so she could inspect my body. She ran her fingers over my chin, jawline, and upper and lower lip. Slowly her hand trailed down my chest, stomach around my back, and over my ass. She grabbed one cheek, caressing it for a moment. “Very nice girly ass, Jessie. Very nice, indeed. Plump. Squishy. Very fuckable.”

“Listen. Maybe this is… I’m not ready to… I’m not gay or anything.”

Mistress smacked my ass. “What is your purpose? Rule one! What is it?”

Too nervous to answer. I shook my head.

“Rule one, You exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

“Bend over. Grab your ankles. Maybe some motivation, and you’ll never forget again.”

I obeyed.

Not sure why? Did I like it? Or was it her commanding personality? Or was I scared of going to jail? 

In any case, I bent over before I knew what was going on and grabbed my ankles. The air conditioner kicked in, blowing a breeze across my exposed ass. “Now slave. You will count out each strike to ten. Then recite rule number one. So….”

She smacked my ass with her open hand and said. “One. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men. Try it.”

My ass stung. I said. “One. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

“Good. Never forget again. Understood.”

Smack. “One. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

Smack. Smack. Smack.

By four, my ass was quivering. This wasn’t playtime. By eight, I’d never forget rule one. By nine, I wanted to call Liv and tell her I’d suck any cock she wanted.

“Ten. I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.”

I stood, my ass stinging, and what was embarrassing was that I still had a hard-on.

Mistress Sayyida laughed while looking at my cock. “Now, we need to take care of that. A sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless released by myself, so a cock cage is required.”


Chapter Six

Leaving me naked, cock hard and throbbing, shivering, my ass stinging and red, Mistress Sayyida turned, walked toward the door, her heels clicking, opened it, and left.

Was this it? What was the last thing Elias had said? What had the contract said?

“A sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless released by myself or Mistress Sayyida. So a cock cage is required.”

Shit. This was it. I was going to get locked up. I knew what that meant because Liv had forced me to watch porn with caged cuckolds at the hotel. So, I knew what was coming. Maybe I should, well, you know, take care of myself one last time. My cock throbbed, dribbled some precum, and despite what had just happened, I was horny as hell.

But what if Mistress Sayyida caught me? What punishment was in store for me?

The words rang in my mind. “The sissy slut is not permitted to orgasm while on-premises or get an erection unless given permission by Mistress Sayyida, so a cock cage is required.”

Damn it. I’m horny. What’s it going to hurt? She won’t know, will she?

I waited. Paced. My cock throbbing. Bouncing. Swinging from side to side. What should I do? Put my clothes back on, and run? But go where? Or jack off. Relieve myself before I get locked up. How long does she plan on keeping me caged?

Fuck! 

There was no way out of this. I paced. And I walked eventually, stopping at what would be my new wardrobe. I checked out all the female clothes. I ran my hand over the maid’s outfit, the short skirt, the low-cut top, and how it would hug my body. The lingerie was the same. Black lacy panties and matching bras. It seemed so strange that I would wear this for someone else’s pleasure.

I imagined what I’d looked like in the maid’s uniform with my cock caged in a little pink chastity device. In minutes, Mistress Sayyida was coming back to put me into a chastity device to ensure I could not get aroused or ejaculate without permission—a flash of fear and excitement surged through me at being locked in such a way. There was no turning back.

As if Liv was here with me, I said. “I’m sorry, Liv, I’ll be your sissy. Please take me back.” But Liv was gone, and I was entirely under the control of Mistress Sayyida.

My mind swirled with thoughts of submission and obedience as my hand traced along the skin of my throbbing cock. Do I dare stroke it? One last time? 

A few moments passed before the reality sunk in. If caught, Mistress Sayyida would severely punish me. Of that, I was sure. I took a deep breath and steeled myself for whatever I would experience from a side of sex I never knew existed. I wasn’t ready. Please, Liv, come back. I’ll do as you command. Wash your clothes. Clean our apartment. Suck your bull’s cock. Find bulls for you. Anything, get me out of here.

I grazed over the silky panties, the black lace thigh highs, and the stiletto heels. Their silky smoothness calls out for me to put them on. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. I grabbed the panties, ready to slip them on, when the click of heels on the floor outside told me Mistress was returning. I tossed the panties toward the table. My aim was off. They tumbled to the floor. I bent down to pick them up as I turned toward the door. It was too late. I stood, trying to look innocent.

Mistress Sayyida entered with eight sissy maids in tow, lining up in a straight row, heads bowed. As if this had been rehearsed, they lifted their skirts and removed their panties. Everyone had a caged cock: pink, short, and when Mistress released each from their prisons. Their cocks sprang to life. My heart pounded as I realized this was what fate had in store for me.

Mistress Sayyida stepped forward. “As I said and the contract clearly states, caged cocks are required for all sissies who wish to remain on-premises.” She glanced at my still throbbing cock. “I want you to understand that violating the no erections or orgasms policy will be punished.”

She waved her hand. “These sissy have been good girls. So they will be rewarded with the opportunity to pleasure themselves and serve simultaneously.” She pointed to a pink bondage table resembling a wild exam table. Maybe that a gynecologist might use. “Lay down over there.”

“What are you going to do? I don’t have to... like suck their cocks, or anything, do I?”

Mistress laughed. “No, you are going to get acquainted with cum.”

I stared at the table, wondering what she meant. She smiled and said. “As a reward for being good sissies, they will pleasure themselves and cum all over you.”

“What? I mean... what about me?”

“Oh, you are going to get all you can handle. Then we cage you, dress you, and begin your feminization.” She glanced at the wardrobe. Smiled. The panties I had admired were lying on the floor instead of the table. “I see you have been exploring your femininity already.” She glanced at my cock, a drop of precum hanging from the tip. “And liked it.”


Chapter Seven

I lay down on the table. What choice did I have? As Mistress secured my wrists, I glanced at the door hoping Liv would barge in and rescue me.

Liv said. “What are you doing to my boyfriend? He’s mine to use and abuse. Get away from him.”

Liv didn’t come to my rescue. Mistress lifted my legs, splayed wide like I was about to give birth, and strapped them securely. One by one, she squirted a dabble of lube on each of the sissies’ cock’s and told them to masturbate while she attached a device to my cock, turned it on, and, oh my fucking god. My pulse quickened as this device was sucking the cum out of me. It was the most incredible sensation I’d ever had, a blowjob extraordinaire.

She grabbed a curved black dildo from the table, lubed it up, then rubbed some lube between my ass cheeks. The sissies surrounded me, rubbing their sissy clitty’s.

“No! No! Please! Why are you doing this to me?”

She twisted, turned, and pushed the curved black anal probe between my cheeks. As she pushed, she recited the contract I had signed word for word. “Your body will be trained to serve men, satisfying their hard cocks orally, anally, and with your dainty little sissy hands. Once trained, your purpose will be to serve the hotel’s clients. To be used by them at any time of day or night. We are beginning the anal training. That’s why I am doing this to you. You are here because you refused to be your girlfriend’s cuckold. So… loosen up. It’s too tight to be useful to anything but a sissy’s cock.”

She pushed. Twisted. Five sissies surrounded me. One was jacking off between my legs. One was on either side of my head. I turned left. The sissy had two fingers on her little cock, stroking it back and forth. I turned right. The sissy to my right was jacking off. Her cock wasn’t much bigger, three inches rock hard at best, about the size of mine. Looking at it, I understood why Liv never wanted to suck my cock. Why she wanted me to be her sissy cuckold.

Over my stomach, on either side, two more sissies jacked off. I gasped in shock as the probe inched further into my ass. It felt so wrong and yet so good at the same time.

Mistress Sayyida kept pushing pain lancing through me. I gasped as the invading thickness inched forward. She pushed another inch, paused, twisted, and pushed again. The milking machine moved steadily, sucking on my swollen cock. Then with a final thrust, the plug was inside me, pressuring my prostrate.

She grabbed a little black remote from the table and clicked it on. Immediately I felt my whole body shake uncontrollably as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. She smiled at me devilishly before saying, “This is the beginning of your anal training.”

I moaned in pleasure as she increased the intensity, my muscles clenching around it. Something strange happened. I begged for more. “Oh yeah! Faster.”

At that moment, Mistress Sayyida said. “Sissies, you may cum.”

Those words added even more passion to an exceptionally intense experience. The sissy to the right of my face bucked, groaned, and shot a massive amount of cum all over my face. The warm semen dripped down my cheek before pooling around my closed mouth. Soaking my lips with cum.

Mistress Sayyida said, “Open and accept your duty as a sissy.”

I opened my mouth, cum slipped past my lips and into my mouth as the sissy to the left shot her load. Her aim was perfect, filling my mouth with salty cum. Most of the warm seed found its way into my throat. The rest of it coated my cheeks and eyelashes and filled my nostrils with the musky scent of cum, supplying me with the most intense sensation of arousal I’d ever experienced.

Two more sissies took their places to the left and right of my head as the sissy between my legs soaked my ass with cum. I gritted my teeth, trying to fight back what was happening between my legs. I was close. The cum on my face, sliding down my throat, was… pleasurable. I can’t cum now. I fought back the release I so craved.

My balls tightened as two sissies coated my belly with cum. My body tensed as the anal probe vibrated, thrust, and massaged my prostate. I gasped in surprise as my legs shuddered, and I exploded—a hot blast of what might be my last orgasm for… who knows how long.

I was done, spent, and ready to relax, but the machine didn’t slow down and kept stroking my now sensitive cock.

“Please stop it. Please.”

“Oh no, sissy. Not yet.”

More sticky semen splattered against my face, chest, and stomach. The sensations of the vibrating anal probe, the milking machine on my sensitive cock, and the cum drying all over my stomach, ass, and face were too much for me. I screamed. “Please stop it. Please. I’ll do anything.”

Mistress Sayyida wiped down each sissy’s cock one by one and returned their cocks to their little pink prisons. Once everyone was returned to normal, she said. “Tell me, rule one. Make me believe that it is your only desire in life.”

My cock had softened after my first orgasm, but it was slowly swelling again at the constant attention paid to it. The plug in my ass was pressuring my prostrate. It wasn’t painful in the least. But satisfying. I wanted to leave it there. I wondered what a cock would feel like. Stretching my ass, pounding me senseless.

Over and over, I screamed. “I exist for the sexual pleasure of men.” I repeated it five or six times before it evolved into something I didn’t know existed. “I want to be used by men. Lots of men. I love the feel of cum on my body. My face. I love the taste of it. The smell. I want cock in my ass. My mouth. Please give me more cum. More.”

I was twitching, struggling against the restraints, screaming like a woman. Begging for more cum.

Mistress Sayyida laughed, turned off the milking machine, removed the device from my cock, and stood back, admiring her work. She smiled at me knowingly before un-cuffing me from the table and helping me up gently. She then presented me with my little pink cage.

“Do you wish that you’d listened to your girlfriend? What was her name?”

Why didn’t I do what Liv wanted?

“Liv. Yes. I do. I’d suck the crap out of that guy’s cock if I could do it all over.”


Chapter Eight

She handed me the cock cage and explained how to put it on. “Put it on. Then we get you dolled up for the next stage.”

The fear of knowing that I would have no control over my sexual pleasure filled my heart with dread, but also a strange feeling of anticipation like whatever happened next would be worth it…

As she instructed, I lubed up my balls and shaft, then around the plastic ring, and slid the ring over my cock. One at a time, I slid my balls through the ring. By the time I got my balls in, my cock was getting erect again. Mistress Sayyida was prepared with some ice-cold water. Then came the cage. Then the key.

When finished, I looked up at Mistress Sayyida for approval. She nodded. She told me to shower again and gestured toward a chair in front of her vanity table. “Then sit down.”

A sissy named Kate entered and began my makeup. I sat quietly, oddly excited about the transformation, wondering if Liv would have done this if I had agreed to suck her bull’s cock?

While she worked, I drifted into a fantasy replaying last night’s events. This time, I opened up the bags of women’s clothes I had just purchased. I did as told, shaved and dressed eagerly, then dropped and sucked Liv’s bull off.

As I fantasized about how I’d suck a ten-inch cock, brushes, fingers, and sponges dabbed makeup over my face. Kate’s fingers fluttered around my eyelids as Liv’s bull’s cock stretched my throat. As the mascara was applied to each lash, the bull’s cock destroyed my mouth as Liv watched her hand working furiously over her clit.

Why hadn’t I just swallowed my pride and obeyed Liv?

When done, Kate sat back and looked at her work, smiling. I felt like a princess that was getting ready for her coronation. My eyes were lined with bold colors against my pale skin. My lips were boldly painted red, bringing out the subtle curves of my lips that now seemed made for sucking cock.

Mistress Sayyida said, “Now all you need is your outfit!”

She dropped two bags that looked exactly like the two bags of stuff I had bought for Liv. She unloaded the haul. There it was, the schoolgirl outfit Liv requested I buy. What was this crap? I dressed, though, scared of what disobedience would bring. When everything was finally in place, Mistress Sayyida smiled approvingly.

She put a pink collar and leash on me. The collar in white glittering capital letters informed everyone I was a SISSY. Shame at being so humiliated and emasculated fought with the growing desire to be used, cummed on again, and I wanted to show Liv I’d be hers. If she’d just let me try again.

She pulled me into the elevator, up into the hotel lobby. In the lobby, I stared at the small crowd walking about. They stared back. Lips were licked. Eyes popped out of heads. I was hot. 

I felt a surge of confidence, mingled with the shame of being pulled by a leash through such a public forum. But Elias said that his hotel catered to this crowd.

Everyone stared at me. Mistress Sayyida pulled out a smartphone. My smartphone. She glanced around the room. Finding what she was looking for, she pointed to three guys sitting. “Over there. Walk.“

I swung my hips as sexually as possible, feasting on my new persona. I arrived at the table and stood wondering what was next. Mistress Sayyida let go of my leash and stepped back. She pointed the phone at me and said. “Tell them who you are and why you are here.”

I thought it would not be easy, but the words flowed freely. “I am a pretty sissy. I love dressing as a woman. I love sucking cock, or I think I will once I find one. I’m here to serve men in any way they desire. I am a slut.”

Mistress Sayyida said. “Lift your skirt and show everyone your cage.”

I did as told. She zoomed in. She paraded me around more, filming me walking and talking to strangers. Then she handed me my phone. “Send the video to Liv. Beg her to give you a second chance.”

It was easy. I hit send. The video was long, so it took time to load. She pulled me into the elevator and back to the same hotel room on the eleventh floor where Liv had ditched me. Inside she instructed me to kneel.

Moments later, Liv and a tall black stud entered the room. She walked right past me without so much a glance, but the man paused to take me in with an intrigued expression before heading to the bedroom. Then, I realized who he was: it was Liv’s bull from last night. Liv returned, grabbed my leash, pulled me up, and guided me into the bedroom where the black guy was stripping.

Liv said. “Are you mine or the hotel’s?”

I looked hesitantly at Liv and then at the man, now completely nude and his cock fully erect. My pulse raced with what just twenty-four hours ago was a forbidden longing, but now was all I wanted.

“I’m yours, Liv,” I said firmly, determined not to back down from my commitment. “Please take me back.”

“Then do your duty,” she commanded.

I had never tasted a man before but I wanted him in my mouth. I was mad to prove my obedience to Liv. That I would be her sissy, I would be her cuckold. Do as she wished with no more argument. As if she sensed my apprehension, Liv leaned in close and breathed against my ear, her seductive words of encouragement washing over me like a wave. “Suck him off and give me control over your key. Then you are mine.”

My chest tightened. I took a deep breath allowing the arousal to flow through me. I locked eyes with the stranger, Liv’s bull, before slowly lowering myself. My hand wrapped tightly around his cock, steadying myself as my tongue lapped against the sensitive skin from base to tip.

I trembled as the heat of the man’s swollen cock radiated into my tongue. Worshipping his big black cock, I closed my eyes and tried to steady my breathing.

Liv dropped to her knee. “This is an honor to suck my bull’s cock. Do good.”

I dove in and opened my mouth to accept the man’s stiff shaft between my lips. My tongue swirled around the head. Before I opened my mouth as wide as possible, I savored his moans of pleasure as his head passed my lips. When his head entered my mouth, I was thrilled at the thought of being able to pleasure a man for the first time.

When he pulled out, I licked his head, and swallowed again, I obeyed only my lust to make him cum. I forced myself to take the man’s cock deeper into my mouth, determined to prove to Liv I’d be a good cocksucker for her. So I shook off the gag as his cock hit the back of my throat.

My mouth eagerly explored his manhood, bobbing up and down, grabbing his balls, licking his shaft, and spitting on it to keep it slick. Then he took over and thrust deeper into my throat, pumping his hips. Forcing his cock even deeper than I had gone. I gagged and put my hands on his hips.

Liv smacked my hands away. “Take it or go back to the hotel.”

I clasped my hands behind my back as his groans grew louder and more desperate. He pulled out and slapped my face with his cock. As he slapped one cheek and moved to the other, my tongue explored the length of the man’s shaft, savoring every swell and bulge. I followed its contours with a deliciously careful pace. His moans grew more pronounced as he took hold of the back of my head and plunged again and again deep into my mouth. I stifled my gasps as his vicious, dominating thrusts pounded my throat. A wave of ecstasy rippled outwards throughout my body as the assertiveness of his pace grew faster and harder, forcing me into submission and emasculating me with every thrust.

Finally, he climaxed. I felt a sense of accomplishment as his cum shot down my throat, coating my stomach with the warm seed of a real man. He pulled out, wiped his cock on my face, and headed for the shower.

Liv looked at me and smiled.

I said cum running out of my mouth, down my chin. “Did I do good! Did I? I’m sorry. I want to be your slut. Your sissy. Please take me back.”

Liv smiled. “You did great! Get your cock key and the contract. Kneel before me and hand them to me. You will be mine and must complete the contract and the training.”

Mistress Sayyida handed me the key and the contract tucked in her thigh highs. I knelt before Liv, bowed my head, and gave her my cock cage key. “I am your slut.”




The End
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