

Preface

In a future not too far flung, humanity has progressed to a stage where almost all production and provision of society’s needs is automated. With no need to work, all citizens are instead driven to find lifestyles that fulfil their own and each other’s fundamental desires. This is achieved through the medium of an overruling system of artificial intelligences and mathematical algorithms which record vast amounts of data about each individual from the moment they are born; working out precisely where they will most comfortably fit into the lives of everyone else.

Medical science has also made great leaps, to the degree in which the Grand Algorithm can manipulate hormone provision and expression in all those under its control… Shaping their bodies and minds to perfectly fit the role it determines they are destined to fill. Citizens age slowly and rarely suffer any sort of malady, with immortality being considered a very real possibility in the next decade or so. Ideas like gender division are considered childish and old fashioned, with what genitalia and pronouns an individual uses dependant more on the lifestyle they lead than whatever was attached when they were born.

There are still inequalities and divisions within society though. Having emerged from the cocoon of free market capitalism, society is still very much tiered by class and overshadowed by corporate elitism… with the commodities sold simply having changed entirely toward ‘entertainment’ in one fashion or another. The rich are seemingly deemed fit to stay so by the Algorithm, the middle classes content enough to spend their entire lives devoted to any perversion that might take their fancy. This self-centred outlook leaves little interest in raising a family, so any children they do produce are generally given over to group ‘Homes’ wherein they are looked after and raised by those who have been determined to actually enjoy parenting. These young men and women are, of course, then sorted into roles that provide for their progenitors desires… thus continuing the cycle.

This story follows one such group of young adults who, all having just turned 18, are graduating into the lives they will lead from now until their deaths. This is administered, with little ceremony, by a simple printed card ejected from their high-school’s connection to the Grand Algorithm…

Written by Jerk Gently, all rights reserved.
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Addendum: Madame Stanfield’s Academy

Base Rules and Guidelines For Sluts of All Classes


Chapter 1: A Printed Future

Jesse looked down at the slip of paper in his hand. Its pristine white rectangle so simple and innocuous, despite all the weighted significance it held over his future. A month ago he had turned 18, along with all the others in Block H of Home 23. Today they were all graduating from comprehensive education, moving on with their lives into whatever further education or immediate vocation had been laid out before them. On this small, concisely printed certificate was the assigned position that he would spend the rest of his life fulfilling. It told him who he was. What he was. Where he would go tomorrow, and what time he was expected to be there. Nothing more. Nothing less. 

In plain, un-embellished text were written the words: 


Jesse of HH-23: Sissy Slutwife (1st Class) 


To be enrolled at Madame Stanfields’ Academy 9 AM, July 1st 2192. 

“Oh wow! Stanfields?! Well done Jess-Jess! That place is very prestigious…” A voice filled with utterly-earnest encouragement came down from over his shoulder. Betsy. His roommate, confidante and closest friend in all the world. The girl stood a whole head taller than him and practically hovered through life on a wave of bubbling optimism. She beamed at him with motherly pride without blinking an eye at the role description which was shocking Jesse to his core. 

“You’ll be leaving us all behind and mixing with the big shots in no time!” The teen’s smile wavered for just a split-second at this. A fact that would have been unnoticeable to Jesse… had he not known her so well. 


“Who's gonna be hanging out with big shots?” Bustled in a brusquer voice, dragging another, voiceless body behind it. Whitney was not taller than Jesse, though the way she seemed to fill up all available space with her abrasive personality might well have hid that. She snatched the card straight out of his fingers and snickered at the writing there. 

She whistled, almost admiringly. “Yeah, ‘1st class’ eh? You’re gonna be made up as a waaay more classy bit o’ fuckmeat than this one…” She nodded a head down at her companion, the ever put-upon Claire. That short and shy young lady was indeed holding a card which quite clearly read ‘Office Fucktoy (3rd Class)’. Though, as always, she hardly seemed to be paying much attention to the world around her… shuffling the toes of her shoes into the grit of the schoolyard while allowing Whitney to just pull her around. 

“I got ‘Sub-Trainer’, of course.” The louder girl boasted, practically shoving a card that indeed said ‘Submissiveness Trainer (2nd Class)’ in everyone’s face. “How ‘bout you, Bets?” 

Betsy blushed a little as she revealed her own card, holding it out for everyone to read: ‘General Breeding Sow (2nd Class)’. If Jesse was unnerved by his own assignment… this one absolutely baffled him. 

“Breeding…?” He looked up at her bright red, but still smiling face. “But you were the best in the class! At nearly everything! Why would it make you…” 

The tall and curving girl just chuckled away the redness in her face. Chiding her friend as she had over a thousand silly questions about homework in the past.“It’s not about being smart, silly. You know that. It’s about where we’ll be happiest! The Algorithm’s decided I’m going to spend the rest of my life popping out babies… I’m sure there’ll be plenty of downtime around that where I can read and study whatever I like… It makes sense really…” 


There wasn’t a semblance of doubt in the girl’s face… so Jesse couldn’t argue. Nor did either of the others look particularly upset with the lots they had drawn, or at all surprised by the one he himself had been given. So why had it come as such a shock to him? Was he really going to spend the rest of his life as some prettied up plaything?! The thought of it ate away at his soul… surely there had to have been a mistake… 


Chapter 2: The Man Who Cares Too Much

“The Algorithm doesn’t really make mistakes, Jess…” Daniel said, in the most consoling voice he could. 

“It knows everything about you from the moment you were born. It’s been shaping the young man you’ve grown up into, every step of the way…” 


The thirty-something year old matron looked kindly across at the slight-bodied teenager slumping morosely on his desk, twiddling with a pen in clear, conflicted turmoil. He had been looking after the twenty or so teens in block H for the last five years of their lives, supporting them in any way he could. Everyone liked Daniel. You couldn’t help it. He was exactly the sort of gentle, wise-beyond-his-years man that fit perfectly into this role. Which was rather the point to be made. The Algorithm didn’t make mistakes. It put everyone where they ought to be. 

Jesse knew this. He knew how it all worked, however much he might have dozed off in classes to be poked awake again by Betsy. It just… didn’t seem to fit inside his head right now. That some infinitely complex machine somewhere had scanned from top to bottom of his soul and decided… Here's a young man who needs to suck old rich guy’s cocks for the rest of his life. It didn’t seem fair. 

“Look… you’ve always known you were a little different from the other boys, haven’t you?” Daniel offered, looking down at the light, soft slant of his charge’s collarbones and the smooth, hairless skin on his arms. “The Algorithm’s been controlling the hormones in your food and suggesting you exercise patterns all along… That’s never seemed to bother you at all, up till now.” 

Jesse grunted… It was true. The fact that he was short and dexterously thin and had never needed to bother learning to shave or anything had just seemed… right at the time. Sure, it was sometimes a little intimidating to be overshadowed by Betsy, or George, or any of the other more conventionally masculine young men he grew up around. But that didn’t mean he’d ever really thought of himself as a ‘Sissy’. He could fight with the best of them… the few times he’d needed to. Admittedly, usually by the well-placed application of a knee to the crotch. Would he even really be considered ‘pretty’ by anyone? And what was with that ‘1st Class’ definition that had been hung above his head… Almost no-one from the public Homes ever got graded so highly… There had to be some mistake. 

“Have you ever… actually found yourself in a… situation like that?” Daniel asked, treading the ground carefully. Jesse’s eyes flicked to him in immediate confusion and suspicion. 

“Most people do, you know… Over that month from when you all come of age to when you graduate. That’s kind of why it exists. The Algorithm chooses your roommates and guides your body’s progression and… things just tend to happen naturally.” He paused for a second, considering what he knew of his charge’s social interactions over the years. 

“Of course… Betsy has always been a bit… overprotective over you. I wonder if you were supposed to bump into George or Whitney somewhere and…” The man trailed off. 

“But then… why would it have put you in with her in the first place…” He had the eighteen year old’s full attention now, in the slipping twilight of his office. Those glinting eyes really were unavoidably exquisite, when you were caught in them. It was baffling how the young man had never realised it. 


Chapter 3: Small Steps

“Like this…?” Jesse was on his knees, down on the floor beneath Daniel’s desk. Between the legs of the man who had effectively been his closest thing to a parent for the past five years of his life. Daniel had always been there for him. Always happy to make time and talk when Jesse, or any of the others needed it. Every matron had several groups of youths under their guidance, at varying points of ageing. This allowed them to oversee the teens as they grew up until they finally flew the nest… and claim some degree of the rewards that inevitably came with this. 

Daniel was beginning to figure out why the Algorithm had put Jesse in with Betsy. Why it had scored the lithe and pretty boy so highly. Everything was plotted out. Everything was done for a reason. As the teen wrapped his soft hands around the older man’s penis and looked up at him with those timid, round eyes it was obvious: No-one could resist the urge to defile someone so pure and self-doubting… yet beautiful beyond words. Jesse poked out his tongue experimentally and let it just lightly touch the swollen shaft. Not able to bring himself to taste the bulbous, purple head just yet. 

Two whole sets of young men and ladies had left Daniel’s care by now. All directed off to be playthings, or painters, or breeding factories at the whim of the invisible force that controlled all their lives. He loved each and every one of the kids who came into his hands. Loved watching them grow into the complex adults they were going to be. But, he was no less under the sway of that artificial mind than any of them. It knew that this was what he loved doing… and knew that he guiltily loved the bit that came next most of all. For the youths didn’t leave immediately upon coming of age. They stayed for several more years, while further ‘vocational’ education was given. Apprenticeships worked through. New talents found. And, all the while... he would be there. Offering further support. Helping with homework assignments. Enjoying the fruits of a varied orchard’s labour. 

Further to that… every matron was required to go down to the breeding pits once a month. Just to muddle in the possibility, however slight… That one or two of these young people might be his own offspring. Would the Algorithm purposefully ensure that? Would it utilise plausible incest as a hanging threat, or perverse reward, or just plain, old fucked-up experiment? He had honestly no idea. There was so much it seemed capable of. So much that once might have seemed impossible that anyone would agree to. Yet every generation he raised was just carved out and sent off in the images set for them, perfectly content to become what was asked of them… even when what was asked of them was not to seem content. Jesse’s doubts were put there on purpose, of that Daniel was now certain. 


Chapter 4: Sights That Shape Us

Jesse walked along the darkened corridor toward his and Betsy’s shared bedroom. It had been so strange, to kneel down between Daniel’s knees and look up at the man and his exposed penis. There was something, in that mental image. In that memory. In the feel of rough carpet against his bare knees and the looming shadow of someone who suddenly seemed so much bigger than him. Who filled up the whole horizon of his focus. 

He had held another man’s penis and felt it swell into excitement at the touch. Seen it grow to a size far beyond that which his own meagre offering ever reached. He had smelt the unmistakably-strong musk which came off of it and found it alien… but not repulsive. He had reached out his tongue and… 

A bright red and boiling flush came into the teen’s cheeks, even though he was alone. He didn’t even know why he had agreed to do any of that. He’d just needed some way to prove to himself that he wasn’t what the card had said he was… That he wasn’t going to head off tomorrow and spend three years learning how to better… 

The young man huffed and growled at himself, bunching his school skirt up into a tight knot then biting on his own fist. He hadn’t proven anything! In fact, just the opposite... He was more unsure than ever! 

A flicker of moving light drew Jesse’s attention away from furious introspection, along with slightly muffled noises of exertion. A thin crack in a doorway showed that Whitney and Claire hadn’t closed their room properly. Tiptoeing closer, he began to be able to witness the scene unfolding inside: 

Claire was half-on, half-off her bed. Still wearing her school shirt and tie, but stripped entirely from the waist down. One of her legs was lifted high into the air by a restraining hand while the other steadied her against the floor. In between these was Whitney, furiously pumping and panting. The girl had a fully-formed penis that put both Jesse’s and Daniel’s to shame… though no testicles dangled beneath it. That absence itself allowed the viewer to realise that she still had a vagina as well; a seamless provision of all sexual organs available. Jesse’s eyes bulged… he’d never even suspected… Whitney had always been a force to be reckoned with. Happy to scrap or joke with any of the Block H boys… but… 


Suddenly something Daniel had said earlier came back: ‘I wonder if you were supposed to bump into George or Whitney and…’. He stared at the gasping, moaning, shaking form of Claire as the smaller girl was driven into time and again by her overbearing roommate. Could that have been him, if not for the loving protection of Betsy? It had always confused him what the dynamic was between the near-silent little blonde and her ever-present, bullish companion. She had always been so passive, dragged around like a puppy by Whitney, yet also somehow… One of the only people who the typhoon of a young lady seemed to respect and listen to, on the rare occasions she did speak. Now here, yet more of it was laid out before him; without even the conscientiousness to be behind properly-closed doors. 

For just an instant, he thought he saw Claire’s eyes snap to him. Spotting the glint of his spying from the corridor. She seemed to stare straight at him for a second or two… but made no sign or sound that she had recognised him. Jesse’s blush came rushing back, and he hurried on to his own door. The vision he’d seen still scorched into the back of his eyelids. 


Chapter 5: The Comforts of Companionship

Entering their bedroom, Jesse was pleased to see Betsy in her usual place: Lounging on her bed with nose firmly buried in a book. It was a slice of normality he needed after a long day of emotional turmoil. The young man dropped his skirt to the floor and undid his tie, at last able to feel comfortable in the safety of his shared little womb. Eyes glinted over the top of the book, followed by a cheeky little snicker. 

"You're still wearing them!" Betsy chuckled gleefully, staring intently at her best friend's crotchal area. Forgetting what she could possibly be referencing for a moment... The boy suddenly realised he had been wearing a pair of her patterned, cotton panties all day. 

For as long as they had lived together, Betsy had handled most of the actual, general maintenance of the room. Doing laundry and laying out clean outfits for each of them every day had just naturally become part of that. Jesse didn't mind… He had always been fairly hopeless at coordinating clothing and wasn't really vain enough to risk upsetting her with refusals. Lately, though, she had taken to playing little tricks, like leaving out pairs of her own panties from the day before for him to put on. Forever late for the rush to the school-bus and so used to the trustworthiness of his friend was Jesse. That he'd quite often just slip these on without really noticing… or purposefully do it to bring a smile to her face. The girl really seemed to like the idea of him being sat next to her in class all day dressed in her own, pink-hearted possessions. 

"You know… just the fact that you wear skirts would have made people suspect you were a sissy, back in the old days." 


She was just trying to cheer him up, he recognised that. Knowing full well what would be playing over in his mind. Always full of little facts about history and how much better things surely were now. He didn't feel better though… and only wore the uniform that had been assigned to him. Some people got skirts, some got trousers. He'd always just assumed it was a height, or shape of the legs thing… All uniform was just to make them look smart and… well, uniform, after all. Now he realised it was almost certainly just like the hormones in his food. All this had been decided, years before. 

Jesse slipped off the offending panties and chucked them into the laundry basket, closely followed by the white shirt. He and Betsy had no qualms at being naked in each other's presence. The Home was warm in summer, and sleeping in single beds opposite each other for five years meant some things were just unavoidable. He jumped up onto his own, soft mattress and curled up into a ball. 

He heard the book being put aside and the creak of her bed-springs. He felt her weight being added to his own. He felt the soft caress of her long, cotton night-shirt embracing him, and knew he couldn't resist the calming effect that had. It was impossible to stay mad at Betsy. She and he had been through so much together. Shared so many secrets across the dead of night. She was the kindest, warmest, wisest soul he had ever encountered… and he valued her far, far more than he valued himself. 


Chapter 6: Questions of Gender

"I saw into Whitney's room on the way over, accidentally…" Jesse had finally unravelled again, lying facing Betsy in the darkness. "Did you know she had a…?" He could barely finish the sentence. A flashed image of that huge slab of meat being forced in and out of quiet, little Claire putting a gulp in his throat. 

"A cock?" Chuckled Betsy, unabashed. One of her hands had snaked its way down to Jesse's, much smaller, example. Taking casual, teasing hold of it. For all the world as if it were her own property. That was something else that had changed in their relationship over the last month. "I could hardly have missed it, with the way she waves it around the changing rooms…" 

The curvaceous girl leaned in closer, through the darkness. To the point where Jesse could feel her breath upon his neck. She even gave him a little nip there, with playful teeth. She liked to leave slight bite marks, hidden across his body. "Did you know Claire used to have one too? I was in her first Home, back when she was ‘Carl’…" 

This was also news to Jesse, he blinked with surprise. How many more secrets had he failed to pick up on, all these years; that everyone else seemed to know? "She was a boy?!" 

Betsy just chuckled again. Softly. Gently correcting his mistakes. "No, she was definitely always Claire. So small and cute and dainty… Nature just got something wrong. So the Algorithm stepped in and fixed it." 

The girl continued to explore the contours of her best friend's penis. Managing its limited growth by hitting all the sensitive spots she'd learned so well. "I was worried the same thing might happen to you… I'm glad it worked out you're so much lovelier like this." 


Jesse was still trying to wrap his head around the idea of Claire being a Carl. Once more, the thought of what might have happened if Whitney had been his roommate popped into his head. "She was a boy…" He whispered again, half to himself. 

Betsy seemed to be getting a little annoyed that her teasing games weren't having much of the desired effect. She swung herself around in the bed to try a different tactic, letting the moist kiss of her breath slide over his erection with every word. 

"You'll have to stop thinking of things in terms of boys and girls anymore… We're adults now! That stuff's all silly, old fashioned ideas for kids. When you're a fully trained ‘Sissy Slutwife’, do you know how it'll be decided which pronouns to use? Whether you're a he or a she?" 

She swallowed his whole cock into her mouth and sucked on it patiently, looking across at him for an answer. But Jesse had none to give… He hadn't studied up on the whole prospectus of career paths available, like her. There hadn't seemed much point… You got what you were given. 

His more studious friend sighed, releasing him from between her lips for another moment. "It'll be whoever's your master, at that moment in time. Whoever holds your contract. They get to choose whether you're a boy-slut or a girl-slut, on that particular day. Our genders are defined by our role to play, nothing else really matters." 

As always, the gentle lecturing sounded slightly exasperated. As if the intelligent girl could just not understand why no-one else seemed to read as much as her. She contented herself with returning to the task of sucking sloppily upon Jesse's cock though. Leaving the young man to just listen to, and experience, the sounds and sensations of her work. Conflicting thoughts still ricocheting through his skull. 



Chapter 7: She Who Knows Herself

“Are you really happy to just spend the rest of your life as a breeder?” 

They were lying together in the dark, some time later. Two naked bodies so used to the comforting presence of the other. How many sleepless nights had they shared in this way, facing one great turmoil or the next? Always embraced. Always together. Jesse knew the basic duties of a breeder at least… almost all of their mothers had been one, more than likely. Women whose entire role was to pop out baby after baby to keep the population moving along. Impregnated by random strangers who saw it as their public duty, or wished to leave some sort of genetic legacy… Or just used by those who had a fetish for watching that swollen belly bounce around as they pumped away and suckled at always-full breasts. 

It must be a simple life. One of endless invasions and repetitive cycles. Each baby might be left with the mother for a year, before the next was expected and a Home was provided. Anyone with a womb could do it, really. In fact he was fairly sure he’d heard such an organ could be implanted in those born without them these days too… though the procedure sounded invasive. But Betsy was so smart. She could go on to be one of those few people who actually made a difference in this world. Who could understand the ridiculous complexity of where human science and ingenuity had progressed to, in these latter years of the 22nd century. She could be one of those on top of this boiling pyramid of people just using each other for constant gratification. Why on Earth would she be so calmly accepting of a role in which she was wasted?! 

She watched the play of these emotions across his face… and knew exactly what he was thinking. “It’s not about what I could do, if pushed and pushed by the idea that I need to validate my existence somehow… That’s just your funny, old-fashioned views of what success is, again.” 


Betsy turned away and looked at the ceiling, respecting Jesse’s viewpoint enough to give her answer some deeper thought. 

“I do wonder where you get them all from… you never speak about your first Home…” 

Nor would he tonight, it would seem... silence settled comfortably between them for a while. Until she had her words together. 

“I like learning. I like solving puzzles and thinking new thoughts and seeing things from different angles. But I also like exploring my sexuality. Listening to my body’s senses as they’re pushed to their limits and beyond. I have all these thoughts swirling around my head all the time… and it just feels amazing to be able to turn them off for once and let Daniel, or Whitney, or anyone drive me completely blank with overblown stimuli. To create life is the point of life. It is the greatest drive that has got us all the way here… from being single-celled organisms floating in the sea. I feel it in me already, and want to do nothing else more than answer it. I like to think that maybe any babies I produce will be smarter because of who I am… Maybe one of them will live up to the expectations you seem to have for me…” 

She turned back towards him, chiding a little with this reflection that perhaps it was Jesse who was trying to make her into something she wasn’t. Guilt flashed up in the boy’s mind as he realised what she was getting at. 

“But I’m happy with where the Algorithm’s pointed me! I was so worried it was going to agree with what you and everyone else seemed to be thinking. Which is why I know it has got it right for you as well! You’ve always been my pretty, little sissy-slut… and I think, deep down… You know it.” 


Betsy stared straight into the heart of his soul… and Jesse couldn’t hold the gaze. He still wasn’t convinced… but at least he knew she thought she was right. Her happiness had always been what buoyed his own… 

“Now, though… I’m going to break a few rules.” The tall girl stated, with perfect confidence. “I’m pretty sure I’ll already have had my first dose of fertility hormones mixed in with dinner tonight… and I’m going to try to make sure my first baby… is yours!” 


Chapter 8: A Fountain of Future Life

Many things flashed through Jesse’s head as his best friend swung over and straddled him. He was still reeling from the fact that she had just casually mentioned having past interactions with both Daniel and Whitney. Somehow, in his head, he had fully believed that these little night-time connections between him and her had been unique. Special. Isolated from the roaring excesses of the world outside and far more pure and innocent because of it. She had come upon him in the darkness and made claim to what was hers. They each were all the other had, really… so he had just assumed his body was part and parcel with that. Two warm hearts beating together against what the rest of the world seemed to expect of them. It had never even occurred to him that itself might all be part of what that world had planned for him. 

He felt the dripping softness of what was between her thighs press up against that which she had aroused from him. The sensitivities which she had set alight with lips and tongue now felt the tingling prickle of recently-shaved pubic hair. Betsy was grinding herself down upon him, sighing with the joy of it. In the dim neon lights leaking through from outside, he could see her face: contorted into a warm smile of self-fulfilling pleasure. He was her throne to rise upon. Her steed to ride upon. And some small part of him quailed with nervous wonder that he could be of such use to her. 

Then the girl opened her eyes… and grinned wickedly down at him. Lifting her hips and reaching down a hand to take hold of his meagre shaft. She took command of his flesh and directed it toward the very centre of herself. Jesse felt the wet and waiting entrance he was being introduced to take hold and possession of him. It gushed in readiness… and he could do nothing but clench at the bed-sheets with his fists as anticipation ached through the stifling air… 

Then the moment was broken as she sat down onto him; Smoothly. Easily. Taking all the length he could offer with the sigh of a goddess. Her inner embrace was a gushing torrent of squeezing comfort. Jesse felt like he’d finally found somewhere he truly belonged… but was nearly overwhelmed by the rush of sensations that brought. With a gasp, he realised it was all already too much. Betsy had toyed with him between nimble fingers, enraptured him with a playful tongue… and now devoured him wholly with her not-so-virginal womanhood. The small and slight teen she sat upon had no chance at all to hesitate. His body betrayed him with spurt after spurt of humiliating immediacy. He felt the slimy fountain of his shame spill out to surround the part of him trapped inside of her. The awful failing of a man about his most sacred of duties already beginning to deflate in proof of its own inadequacy. 

“Betsy, I’m sorry… I-I couldn’t… I-” Tears welled up in his eyes as the crushing reality of failing her pressed down on him. 

But… Betsy only giggled. That same, light, teasing sound which had soothed so many of his deepest wounds. The naked young woman leaned down to plant a kiss upon his nose, not letting his cock slip out of her for a moment. 

“That’s one” She whispered. “Tomorrow I’m probably going to spend the whole day being ploughed into by one old man after another… I hear there’s a huge rush whenever a new batch of us come in. Everyone trying to put their juice in, to be the one who gets me pregnant first…” 

The girl ran a tongue up Jesse’s cheek, lapping up the single tear which had trickled there. Keeping her breasts and presence pressed as close to him as could be. 


“So if I want to make absolutely sure the one who does give me my first baby is you… I’m gonna need to squeeze every. drop. I can out of you… tonight…” 

Jesse gulped. Already beginning to feel the vigour of his youth rising again inside of her… but now aware of just what he had been singled out for. He also almost certainly had a tumultuous day ahead of him. The idea that he might not be getting any sleep at all beforehand… was just another layer of anxiety he didn’t need. 


Chapter 9: Beeps in the Darkness

The next morning… Jesse was dragged back into consciousness by the beeping of another alarm… 

Betsy was still on top of him. In fact… he could still feel his wilted self jammed up inside of her; stewing in the warmth and juices left flowing after the night they had just spent together. True to her word… the girl had not stopped fucking herself upon him until every climax he reached was nothing but a sore and fluid-less expulsion. True to her obsessively-organised nature, she had managed this by scheduling an alarm almost every hour from darkness till dawn. Jesse had simply been blearily dredged awake to find himself once again being rebounded off of the bed-springs by her bucking hips. Unable to respond with anything more than yawning compliance as she dragged another orgasm from him, before they both collapsed back into dreamless oblivion. 

This alarm was his own though… and signified he only had an hour before he had to be on the maglev, journeying towards his new place of education. Squeezing out from under his best friend’s gently snoring form, he felt himself pull free of her at last. His poor, little cock gasping at the cold morning air. Not bothering to put on clothes, he wandered down the corridor to the shower block… Home-23 somehow no longer felt like a place where privacy mattered much. 

Returning to the bedroom, and feeling a little better at least… He found Betsy up and about at last. She was shuffling around with her own preparations, but had laid out the new uniform which had arrived for him fully laundered. The boy barely had a chance to glance at it before she was upon him: Kneeling him down beside the bed so she could do his hair and apply a little makeup. His shoulder-length, brown locks were swiftly twisted into a smart side-plait. A small amount of blush was added to his cheeks and thin, dark eyeliner carefully applied to draw out his naturally-striking features. Normally he quite enjoyed the focused efficiency of Betsy’s attentions over his personal appearance. But today… he couldn’t help remembering what she had mentioned yesterday about boys not wearing skirts once. Was everything about his physical outlook part of what led the Algorithm to its conclusions…? Or set up by the system, after having already made those conclusions. How much of Betsy’s love had been factored into all those calculations? Was any of it real? 

All of this raced through the teen’s head as he was pulled back upright and handed a pair of lacy, white panties. Sure enough… they were the ones she’d worn yesterday. 

“Wow… that’s really no more than a big belt…” His smirking roommate stated, admiring the pleated, tartan skirt he had been assigned. “And I guess they want your cute, little belly button on display at all times…” 

The white-collared ‘shirt’ was little better, ending far above his midriff and with a tie that really didn’t achieve much besides drawing attention to the opening below his neck where his cleavage would be… if he had any. Long, gartered socks that reached up to his thighs and a pair of distinctly-heeled black shoes completed the ensemble. Jesse was beginning to become very nervous about the type of school he was about to be attending… but Betsy practically gleamed with pride and excitement. 

“Oh I wish I could be there when they line you all up! I bet all the others in your class will be just as gorgeous! It’s such a well-known school. I’m so glad the Algorithm was clever enough to recognise you belong there! Oooooh, I just want to start making babies with you all over again!” 


This last one came out as practically a squeal… Which Jesse was sure would have been audible down the corridor. He quickly gathered his things in order to leave before she actually couldn’t restrain herself. There was no time anyway… The maglev would be at the station any minute, and he wasn’t used to walking in these strange, high-heeled shoes. He wobbled down the corridor, trying to avoid any eyes that poked their heads around bedroom doors. Everyone else was busy prepping for their first days too, so there was little risk of hassle. But, he did think he heard a wolf-whistle as he signed himself out from the entrance and stepped out into glorious sunshine. 


Chapter 10: A New Day Begins

Jesse squirmed within the baking confines of the Maglev carriage. He simply couldn't find a way of crossing his legs which didn't flash his pure white panties at the leering man opposite. He shifted his gaze around desperately trying to avoid making eye contact and searching for any plausible distraction. 

The cityscape moving past the window whizzed along at far too furious a pace to look at for long. But a silver-tinged and portly gentleman was sat a few seats along, dressed in a refined grey suit and reading the news from his flexi-tablet. He gripped two red, leather leashes casually in one hand, which descended to the necks of two scantily-clad blonde girls at his feet. Neither could have been much older than Jesse himself and were either genuine twins or, more likely, genetically engineered to appear so. The only difference being the small cock and balls hanging openly between one's legs. Each wore a full-body fishnet stocking, but nothing else… taking on an aspect more like netted meat, than human beings. They crawled around the carriage floor on all fours, never daring to raise themselves up higher than another passenger's knees. 

But what fascinated Jesse was how easily they seemed to take all this in stride. They lounged by their master's legs: chatting amiably with each other or lifting up their chins to be tickled by the occasional passerby. It would seem this was just another morning commute to them, and there was no hint of shame or embarrassment at the level they faced it from. The Algorithm… working just as intended. Those who wished to be leashed and those who wished to hold the leashes. Yet, something in Jesse still rattled against that assessment. Asked how they came to want such? Asked who they were before they were just two echoes of an older man's fantasy? He felt his own leg twitching with the press of those doubts and insecurities. Why was his mind so plagued, when they were clearly happy? What secret inner peace did everyone else seem to have, that he just couldn't find? 

The arrival of his stop thankfully freed him from such over-boiling thoughts. He was just tired… and nervous about his first day. Everyone got like that sometimes, he wasn't some paranoid freak. The world he lived in now was the best it had ever been. No war, no hunger. No need to hide from who you were. His generation were so, so lucky that those before had made every mistake there was… and learned from it. 

The click of his heels against the sun-drenched concrete matched the rhythm of everything flowing just as it should. Ahead loomed his destination, barely four stories high in a city that touched the clouds. New stone carved to resemble ancient aesthetic ideals. It looked a stubbornly proud place. Set apart from the gleam of everything else around it and yet not intimidated in the slightest. Jesse hoped he would find something he was looking for beyond its intricately carved gates. 


Chapter 11: A Woman of Legacy

“I… am the current Madame Stanfield. This was my mother’s school before me and my grandmother’s before her. I was not given this position though, I earned it… by the sweat of my brow and the proof of my steel.” 

The woman who spoke stood above them, at the top of a wide marble staircase. The click of her heels as she paced from one side of this to the other, punctuated every word. Jesse stood down below, lined up with what he presumed were the rest of his new classmates. He hadn’t had a moment to talk or even catch the eye of anyone. This intimidating woman had marched out at the dot of nine and simply begun talking. Silence and attention were not given question. 

“My mother took this institution from her parent when she saw it becoming lax… and I did the same in my time. Our family name is not just one of blood relation, but of mastering our art. If a single pupil under my tutelage goes on to shame herself; She shames that name, this school and all that legacy. That has never happened, nor will it while I still yet draw breath... You have been warned.” 

She wore tight, black trousers and a similarly fashioned halter top, cropped just below her impressive breasts. A simple, unsympathetic style that spoke volumes as to how much of the room she managed to occupy with neither frivolities or props. Her pulled-back hair was also black and two perfectly symmetrical eyebrows gave the impression that they could crush anyone with half a frown. This was not someone who ever needed to demand respect. 

She descended now, and walked amongst them. Looking each new pupil up and down. Lifting up a chin or straightening a spine wherever she wished to. 


“Make no mistake… You are all here because nothing makes you feel more alive and content than giving others what they want. Nothing fulfils you more than debasing yourselves for the pleasure of your betters. You are not just mere fucktoys, always seeking the next limit of debauchery to push yourself past. They are nothing but the pathetic, self-centred shadows of the perfection that you all have the potential to become.” 

She had stopped right in front of Jesse at this line, speaking it directly into the back of his skull. She paused to watch the self-doubt creep in behind those words and his eyes soon run for the floor. A smirk was all that she offered in reply… but he got the sense it was not a cruel one. The woman walked on without comment. 

“At the end of your time here some of you might be sold off to corporate hotels or casinos. You might be provided to high-class, suburban estates. Some of you already might have a sponsor lined up who has intentionally placed you in our hands… But you are all going to become someone’s idea of perfect. You are going to be the one they come home to after a long, hard day and are going to be the place where they can take out all their frustrations. You are going to be a comfort to everyone you serve, every day of your lives. You are going to ease their burdens and soothe their souls. There is great beauty in that… and great beauty to be found in each of you.” 

She had returned to the front now, and addressed them all at once. Brow creasing in stern severity. One hand on hip and one finger pointing in emphasis and undisguised threat. 

“However… It is going to take a lot of long, hard work to get you to that point. To draw that beauty out of you. You might think our methods harsh, at times. You might have moments of selfish weakness where you wish you were chosen to be just some third class whore in a factory. But you must always remember that what we are trying to achieve here is perfection… and for that there can be no holding back the whip. You will all complete your courses here, of that I am certain. How painful the lessons are… is only down to you.” 


And with that she turned to leave… marching back up the steps without a single glance back. Several other presumed teachers stepped in to take command, who seemed like far lesser creatures in comparison. It was only when the Madame had reached the top and completely disappeared… that anyone in the room felt safe to breathe again. 


Chapter 12: Those Who Near Perfection

“These are some of your seniors: Third year students who already spend much of their time apprenticed out to locations that suit their… specialisations.” 


The woman who was speaking now was much more akin to the kind of teacher Jesse recognised. Introducing herself as ‘Ms Julian’ she was wearing quite a loudly-coloured floral dress whose loose hem stopped halfway up her thighs. Her hair was brown and frizzy and she had a constant habit of tugging upon her own thick-rimmed glasses. 

The girls she was speaking about, though… were a whole different species. There were four of them, and each was as different as the seasons. Yet what they all shared was a sense of pure, unrestrained sexuality: 

The one who was nearest must only have been about 5 foot tall, yet she radiated a raw, fierce confidence. Half her hair had been shaved off, leaving only a punk-like shock of green. She wore a sheer, black gown which misted around her, but beneath that only a network of crisscrossed leather straps. These pulled her varying features into full display: breasts pushed forward, ball-less cock presented proudly and flowered pussy beneath, open for all the world to see. 

Another was simply a souffle of frills. Layer upon layer of hooped skirts and petticoats, with smooth bare legs poking out beneath. Her bleached-white hair pulled to either side in elaborate, swirling pigtails. She fluttered an old-fashioned fan in front of her face, clearly a pointedly chosen affectation of fragility… however the smile she wore behind it had the look of a cruel child working out which butterfly to pull the wings off. 

The third was tall. Tall and oh-so slender. She had short-cropped tomboy-ish hair, but wore a silky, floor-length navy-blue dress and matching, elbow-length gloves. A slit almost all the way up this garment revealed one immaculate, bare leg leading several miles down to an incredibly precarious-looking, needle-heeled shoe. Still struggling to balance on the comparably low and blocky heels of his new school shoes, Jesse couldn’t even imagine how the graceful creature managed to walk in those. A conspicuous bulge in the front of that dress also making him reconsider all the ‘she’s his mind was inserting. 

The last student was definitely a she, though. He knew this because she was wearing practically nothing at all. Dark, dark ebony skin seemed to almost shimmer with its own light, as if oiled and polished to perfection. Long, braided black hair poured down her back. Yet, what was most striking were the piercings: Her nose, lips and ears were all studded with several silver bars and hoops. Each of her nipples was similarly treated, as were the visible outer folds of her womanhood. Connecting all of these were delicate hanging chains, thin and gleaming. They wove their way around her in loose, concentric loops and seemed to sing a tinkling song with every slight movement she made. 

All of them simply oozed confidence in who and what they were. Jesse felt himself drawn in like a moth to four flames and, glancing around, knew all the other newcomers felt the same. He felt himself biting a lip and almost salivating at the mere sight of them. Shuffling awkwardly in his silly, little skirt and too-tight top. He wanted to have them, touch them. Be them or be crushed beneath their heels. Was it really possible that that was what this place was going to make of him? Surely such beings were dropped from the heavens… not raised from the discarded crowds of the Homes. He could never be so perfect… 


Chapter 13: A Badge of Submission

“These collars serve as your badge of enrolment at Stanfield’s. They serve to allow you through our security gates and identify you as a student here to any and all. As the Madame stated: as soon as you are wearing one, you are representing all of us… and will behave as such.” 

The items in question were simple, black chokers, clasped in silver at the front. Jesse felt something of the finality in the click as his own was applied, pressing rather tightly against the small adam’s apple the Algorithm’s hormone treatments had deemed suitable to leave him with. He was more distracted by who had applied it though… The four seniors had taken on this duty, moving among their younger peers like blazing torches among sputtering candles. It was the short, green-haired one who had reached up from behind to snap it around his neck… Though she seemed to have paused for a moment to lift up the back of his skirt. 

“Ma’am,” She called out, calmly. “I think we have a uniform violation here…” 

“And on this one!” Answered a considerably more gleeful voice from three steps down the line. Jesse recognised sugary-sweet tones that could only belong to the multi-frilled marvel. 

Ms Julian bustled over, looking a little flustered at this disruption. Jesse felt his skirt being lifted up to reveal the white, lacy panties he was wearing. His face flushed bright red at such treatment. 

“Ah… are those yours?” Asked the teacher, as if already expecting the answer. 


Jesse felt compelled to offer nothing but the truth, so intimidated was he by all the eyes and attention. “Err… no. They’re my roommates… She likes me to wear them…” 

Again, the spectacled older woman did not seem surprised at all. Nor interested in making much of a scene out of this. “Staking her claim I suppose… Oh well…” With barely a flash of movement she suddenly seemed to have a pair of gleaming scissors in her hand. With one smooth cut she had sliced through the side of the offending article and removed them. Then stood back up to address the room at large. 

“If any underwear was part of your official uniform, it would have been provided. No other garments may be worn without our permission! This will be your only warning.” 

Somewhere along the line there was an undignified squeal… The other offender was receiving similar treatment, but seemed to have been wearing a bra as well. Her breasts flopped out for all to see for a moment as the frilled menace held up quite an expensive-looking set of torn lingerie in triumph. “My Daddy bought me those!” squeaked the victim, clearly in some distress… but she cowed down quickly in sensing the mood of the room. 

“As I was saying in regards to the collars…” Glowered Ms Julian, a little more sternly now. “Once you are wearing them: You are school property. You will follow our rules to the letter and recognise no other authority, be they friends, lovers, or the ones who paid for you to be here…” This last sentence she seemed to aim directly at the sniffling girl pulling her top back closed. 

“You are now being seen as an investment… and the quality of the product which comes out at the other end relies entirely on your ability to obey. If this seems unreasonable to you… then it is best that you leave right now! The Algorithm will be able to find some more fitting place for you, I’m sure…” 


The girl returned to her place in line, still sniffling a little. No one else moved a muscle. 


Chapter 14: Collared and Kept Track of

“The collars also keep a record of all your vitals, checking for illness, injury etcetera… Should for any reason you be required to not attend school on a day, it will inform you. Tardiness at any other juncture will be punishable.” 

Ms Julian continued on with her lecture. Jesse was feeling distinctly exposed without the protective covering of his panties. Not only did his ridiculously-short skirt barely cover anything… but he felt like his only connection to home had gone too. 

“Should you even be stolen… the collar contains a tracker through which we can find you. Attempts at forced removal will be… unpleasant for any who try. The device contains a highly sophisticated charge pack, which has a variety of applications…” 

Suddenly, Jesse felt like an iron rod had been driven into his spine. Painful spasms jolted out through all of his limbs and every muscle tensed at once, near paralysing him from head to toe. Eyes whipping from right to left, he realised every single student in the room was experiencing the same effect… though the third years seemed a lot less surprised or bothered by it. Then, in another instant… the feeling changed. Now climactic waves of hyper-sensitivity and pleasure seemed to spiral through him. In barely a matter of seconds he felt the familiar explosion of an orgasm rock through him and a darkening stain appear at the front of his skirt. It probably would have been a lot bigger, had Betsy not nearly drained him completely last night… A small mercy he tried to focus on in the humiliation of the moment. 

Moans and gasps came from all around for another couple of seconds… before the feeling abruptly stopped. Several of the students collapsed to the floor in shaking puddles, while not a pair of knees in the room were left without knocking together in trembling aftermath. 


“The connection to your central nervous system has been found to be an extremely effective method of punishment or reward… though of course we do like to mix things up a bit and not just rely on it.” 

Ms Julian surveyed the slowly recovering room with an experienced eye, clearly having given this particular practical example many times before. She smiled encouragingly at those who were clambering back onto their feet. Clearly not seeing the action as any particular joy… but simply an administrative necessity. Once everyone had struggled back up to their place in the lines, she continued on with the lecture. Carrying the flexi-tablet she’d used over toward the tallest third year. 

“The collars can also be networked to by any public device, bringing up various information about the student in question. For a nominal fee… access can be granted to a variety of functions. For instance, downloadable collections of photos or videos taken of you while under our supervision. This is how we collect payment for your education here; you must consider it part of your duties to all aid in the upkeep of our fine institution.” 

She, indeed, brought up on her screen a selection of images and files starring the swan-like creature she had connected to. Diverging from fully-clothed and artistic, to scenes of him being taken brutally from several directions at once. Multiple swollen cocks hanging ready to have their turn next. 

“Any would-be customer can purchase permission to perform varying sex acts with you. Rising in price dependant on invasiveness and your level of training, obviously… This is also how homework assignments we set you are recorded, via one-off allowances, but we will explain that further later… Any use of your services outside of these scenarios will now be considered theft, and will be recorded and reported as such by the collar. ” 


The woman smiled at them all, happy that she had at last got all the basics out of the way. Jesse and the other new pupils could only exchange wide-eyed glances and gulps… Suddenly the thing he had just let be slipped around his neck seemed a whole lot more choking. 

“Oh! And anyone can also buy in to use the shock-treatments, of course. So do remember to always mind your manners, girls…” 


Chapter 15: A Warm Welcome

“Right! Well now all that’s been covered… I’d like to welcome you, one and all, to Stanfield’s Academy. Make no mistake, we are overjoyed to have each and every one of you!” 


The brightly-floral teacher smiled widely. “By the grace of the Algorithm, and Madame Stanfield herself; we are one of the most highly-regarded educational institutions in the world. Only the prettiest and most suitably-tempered members of any generation are sent to us… and that is you! This is a place of love and artistry. We think of every one of our girls as a natural-born masterpiece in need of just that last bit of polish. You are precious. You are beautiful… and you are some of the few who could be perfect… Don’t ever forget that. Now, are there any questions?” 

There was a certain degree of shuffling. No-one wanted to be the first to raise a hand. Eventually, from near the back… came a nervously-trembling voice. 

“Y-you keep calling us ‘girls’... but I-I’m a boy… Am I actually supposed to be here?” 

Jesse couldn’t see whichever small form had spoken up… but felt the pain of echoed doubts. Whoever it was sounded even more anxious about this whole situation than him. 

Ms Julian singled out a particularly gentle smile for the one who had been brave enough to ask. “Yes, dear… There is nowhere else you belong more. We tend to call all our pretty, little things ‘the girls’, just to make things easier… but once you are graduated such words will hardly matter any more. You will be Slutwives. Defined only by whatever your Master or Mistresses want you to be, until they grow bored and trade you on down the line. We will train you how to use whatever equipment you have been given… and you may find the Algorithm even decides to change a few things, now that you’re here… Look.” 

The teacher lifted up the hem of her dress: revealing a large and drooping penis, complete with testicles tied up in a delicate, ribbon bow. 

“It might help if you stop thinking of these bodies as your own, anymore. You are, after all, now property of the school… and negotiable for rent by other parties. Had you been sent to the breeding pits or corporate training centres, you would be being told just the same. You have been calculated as recognising your own value and worth through the happiness of others. So let those others decide what you are to them… Only then will you find out what kind of slut you should really be. Does that make sense?” 

The small voice retreated with an, as-yet-unconvinced-sounding: “I guess…” But Ms Julian showed no interest in fielding any further questions. 

“Now, since this is your first day. We have a traditional sort of… bonding exercise to help you get to know your fellow classmates. If you would look to your Seniors, they will be helping to divide you into four-person groups. Those groups will stick together with each other all day today and not leave each other’s company for any reason.” 

Jesse did look over to where the seniors were collecting some equipment… and was given yet another reason to pause in confusion. Each was dragging out a series of metallic, egg-shaped lumps, all connected together by a silver chain. He couldn’t for the life of him work out what they were going to be used for… but he already knew it wasn’t going to be particularly pleasant. 


Chapter 16: A Boy Who Does As He’s Told

“Bend forward...” Came the instruction, which Jesse followed compliantly. He felt the steadying presence of a hand upon the small of his back. He thought it was the entrancing, tall and thin one who was dealing with him this time, but dare not turn round to check. He’d seen her or him take off those long, silk gloves in preparation for this task. Further along the line a surprised-sounding “Ooooh!” told him one of those he was going to be connected to had already had their turn. He felt the back of his skirt being lifted up and a cool presence introduced between his ass-cheeks. The squelch of a bottle told him some kind of fluid was becoming involved, but he really had no experience on which to draw upon for this scenario. He understood that such things as ‘butt-plugs’ existed… but had never actually seen one in use. The objects strung up along those chains had appeared so big. 

His mind trawled back through his very limited sexual experiences up to this point, desperate for something else to focus on… but unable to detach from the avenue down which his worries escalated. Sharing a room with Betsy had meant his opportunities for… exploration had been limited. Sure, he could wait for her to fall asleep and then load up the glitchy, old flexitab that they shared… But the fear of her waking up, and then the couple of embarrassing times it had actually happened, made such forays a fretful and hurried affair. When she had caught him the third time… and then just wordlessly clambered into bed next to him… It had been the most wonderful and horrifying night of his life. 

From then on, there had been an unspoken agreement that, at least one night a week: They would sit side by side half-naked and watch whatever colliding naked figures they could find on that small and flickering screen. Of course, he had let her do most of the selecting… More content to simply feel the moving muscles in her arm against his shoulder than to care much what others got up to. From there things had just escalated… all the way up to the adventures of the night before. As in all things, Jesse had just gone with the flow… Hoping to keep a smile upon the faces of those he cared for. 


An icy visitor was knocking upon his rear door. He could feel a drip of the viscous fluid it was drenched in, trickle off down his perineum. A steady, consistent pressure began to force itself inside of him. He felt things stretching. Widening. Sending panicked signals up toward his brain as to what exactly was happening here. 

“Just relax…” Said that soft voice, floating in the air above and behind him. The same voice which was pushing this invader further into what had only ever been an exit till now. 

Yet, it did help him relax a little… Jesse was not unaware that he had always just found it easier to do as he was told. Whether that made him a ‘1st Class Sissy Slutwife’ or not… he wasn’t certain. But it did mean he wasn’t going to buckle or run away when someone was just, very gently, sliding something into his rectum. Once it was what felt like halfway in, the going became easier. The senior carefully rocked the thing forward and back, getting it just a little bit deeper every time. Jesse found he had a strangely intense ball of sensitivity, somewhere around there… Which sent deep shivers of dark emotion through every pit of his being every time it was pressed upon. He shuddered a little to feel his small cock rising again as these sensations shook through him, but hardly felt it was the most embarrassing thing happening right now. 

At last he felt himself closing up around a new weight he was entirely encasing. He could feel the cold lump of it pressing against the depths of him, and his legs shook as he stood back up and felt the chain attached to it tickle against his ass-cheeks. 

“Good girl!” Announced that soft voice, full of genuine pride. Jesse turned to look over his shoulder at the beautiful face above… and was rewarded with a quick press of lips to his forehead. The soothing sense of their presence seeming to linger there for a long while afterwards. Waking up to the rest of the universe a little more, he heard a few light snickers from those around him. The girl to his right offered a warm, little wink… chained as they now were to each other by the same unorthodox circumstances. Looking around further, Jesse realised he had taken considerably longer than anyone else to envelop the metal plug… and the other seniors were already moving steadily down the lines, eliciting gasps and groans and squelches wherever they went. 


Chapter 17: A Taste of Cooperation

Once all was said and done… there were five groups of four students all bound together by the metal plugs shoved securely into their rears. Jesse shuffled awkwardly with the feel of the thing resting inside of him, constantly convinced it was about to fall out. This resulted in him standing upright with his thighs clenched together, ankles turned out as if he desperately needed the bathroom. A glance around revealed several others giving off similar signals, picking out those that were not used to such treatment. 

The seniors had returned to stand beside Ms Julian at the bottom of the staircase, each returning to their individual aspect of loveliness without a hair out of place. The teacher herself stepped forward once more to offer one last instruction. 

“Excellent! Well now that is out of the way… In a moment we will lead you upstairs to your classroom where one of my colleagues will begin the first of your actual lessons at this school. However, it is important that you always remember to thank those who help you with your education in any way. Be that by guiding you, teaching you or punishing you… Therefore the first group task for each team of four of you, will be to bring one of us to climax orally. You will get down on your knees, and begin immediately.” 

As one, the class descended… though there was some degree of anxious shuffling as those still unused to high-heels or butt-plugs worked out the practicalities of those extra complications. There seemed to be no particular assignment as to which group serviced who… so Jesse caught a smile from the tall, thin senior and hoped that she might reach them first. It was not to be, however… The one that he had now internally labelled as ‘The Menace in Frills’ made a beeline for his group. She paid little attention to him, but the teen realised the pupil on the far end of his chain was the other underwear-offendee… who the Menace had practically ripped free of her fancy lingerie. This was definitely some sort of power play. 

She said nothing when she arrived though. Simply standing over them as they worked out the mechanics of shuffling forward on their knees while still tangled together by quite short chains. Inevitably, the tent-like nature of her thousand, hooped skirts meant they all had to crawl inside to find a hot and enclosed space surrounding her smooth and dainty legs. What was not so expected, was the absolutely humongous cock and balls that lay drooping inside there. Jesse had never dreamed one could grow so big… especially on a young lady who couldn’t be much taller than him. The two who were in the centre of his chain-gang set to work on it at once… clearly more than a little practised at the art of spreading saliva over a shaft of waiting flesh. 

Which left him face to face with the lingerie-less daddy’s girl, who still looked a little red-eyed and teary from that whole exchange. She was big-eyed and pretty… wearing a lot more makeup than he was and with her shoulder-length, blonde hair tied up in cutesy, little pigtails. 

“Come on then!” She half-barked, half whispered to him. “Let’s get this over with quickly…” 

But Jesse didn’t quite know what to do to help… there wasn’t enough room for him to squeeze in around the front and get access to that swelling penis. He supposed he could slip between her legs and do something with her testicles…? 

“Oh, for heaven’s sake-” Huffed his partner. “Like this!” 


She then promptly stretched herself up and spread their hostess’s ass-cheeks, burying her nose between them. Jesse watched in amazement as she jammed her tongue into the puckered star she found there and worked away with diligent seriousness. With a start, he jumped forward to help… the two of them taking it in turns and switching to sucking at the back of the senior’s balls in between. It wasn’t long before some muffled squawking from the other side of the equation told them their task had been completed… and someone had earned a large, salty mouthful for the trouble. 


Chapter 18: A Question of Etiquette

"The correct greeting for a Slutwife to offer anyone they meet is 'Hello Sir or Ma'am, how may I service you?'. This should always be said in a bright and cheerful tone, not sullied with sarcasm or impatience... Even if you are in a rush to be somewhere." 

The grey-bearded man who was speaking was NOT who Jesse had expected to be leading their first lesson in 'Slutwife etiquette'. Well dressed, but drily spoken. He seemed more like your average history teacher, or possibly the butler to a high class residence… than someone who would unveil the polite and correct order to suck several cocks at once in a gang-bang situation. 

"If uncertain as to the person's preferred gender pronouns, you may offer both… However, should this cause offence, you should expect and accept any just punishment they might choose to dish out." 

The teen shuffled uncomfortably in the seat of his old-fashioned, wooden desk. Sitting on top of the metal plug that was currently buried deep inside him added a whole extra level to its presence. The desks were also spaced out at almost exactly the furthest possible extension that the chain connecting him to the three other members of his group could reach. This meant that any slight movement by any of them could cause a rippling chain reaction of red faces and caught breaths. Jesse was worried that his wriggling inexperience in carrying such a burden, was causing more of these than anyone else. 

"A Slutwife never refuses anyone who replies positively to that invitation... If she is in a rush to run an errand for her current master, then she must simply endeavour to service this secondary party as quickly as possible. Try to ensure any fluids produced are deposited internally, so as to keep yourself pristine… and make no mention of the event when you do manage to return. Should your master choose to punish you for tardiness caused in this fashion, that is his or her right; and obviously you should accept the lesson gratefully." 

The sticky summer heat of the classroom was really starting to get to Jesse, combined with the multiple alien layers of discomfort and humiliation here. He was painfully aware that the front flap of his tartan skirt had been tented out by at least a half-mast erection for the entire time he'd been sat here. The rough grain of the seat against his bare backside. The ever shifting lump pressing up toward his stomach. The ridiculously skimpy outfit worn by him and all the other beautiful strangers around him, and this endlessly rolled out list of rules. All of which just seemed to lead to you being punished for things beyond your control… It all added up to make his head swim and heart thump up around his ears. 

"However, should you be accosted by a whole group of lower class parties… I would advise you gather as much evidence upon yourself as possible, to prove to your master that a greater delay was unavoidable. Torn clothing and bodily stains are not necessarily badges of shame for a young Slutwife, after all… but also signs of her worth as seen by society at large. In fact, some masters may see fit to punish you if you don't look something of a state by the end of the day. Avoiding your duties being a very serious malefaction that should never even be put forward as a possibility." 

It was all getting too much for Jesse. He had to get out for some fresh air. The butt-plug was pushing up against his bladder and making him desperate for a piss, but the constant sense of arousal jarred heavily against that need. Eventually, there was little choice but to jam his hand up in the air… 


"Sir, I'm sorry- but may I go to the bathroom!" 

The old teacher was clearly sympathetic when he saw the desperation on the teens face… but seemed incapable of doing anything quickly. 

"Hmmm… well I should warn you that, under normal circumstances, you would just be instructed to relieve yourself in your chair… and clean up thoroughly afterwards. But, since this is your first day… Very well. Your group is dismissed for a moment. Be quick!" 

Jesse hadn't even considered the fact that his companions would have to come too. He flashed them a guilty look, but all were already standing… and none seemed particularly upset with the idea. 


Chapter 19: Danger Walks the Halls

They wandered along the corridor in silence. None yet confident enough in each other or their surroundings to break that boundary. Four pairs of smart, black heels clicked out a staggered rhythm on polished oak floorboards. Ridiculously lavish in a world rapidly running low on natural-grown trees. Along the walls were staggered frames emblazoned with the names of past students of note. These flickered through a seemingly endless catalogue of candid photos from those students’ lives as professional fucktoys. It was possible they were still even updating in real time... Streaming in images every time one of their masters decided a particular act of debauchery was worth commemorating and proudly sending back to the place which had forged their favoured little pets. It was quite humbling to just pause for a moment beside one and observe simply how many fucked up and degrading situations might still be waiting in store for them after they left this prestigious institution. 

Jesse walked with quick, but wobbling steps. He’d thought he mostly just needed to get out of the classroom and onto his feet… but now the idea had entered his head he did desperately need the toilet. Mr Durren had given them basic directions… but this one corridor seemed to go on forever. The metal plug between his cheeks had warmed up to his body temperature at least, but shifted inside him with every step. Combined with his clunky inexperience with heels, this all made him just stare intently at the next step ahead of him, using that driving focus to get him where he needed to be. 

Of course, that also meant he was not sufficiently on the lookout for trouble further ahead… Such as the incredibly intimidating woman swiftly appearing around a corner and stepping into a collision course with the four, chained newcomers. No-one managed to get to him in time to pull him aside. Leading to the incredibly awkward situation of Jesse looking up to realise he had trapped the Headmistress of the whole school in a human net across her own corridor. The teen looked up at the raised eyebrow of Madame Stanfield herself, and very nearly wet himself just then and there. She didn’t ask them what they were doing out of their classroom, or why he had decided to walk right up to her and block all passage… She just stood over him with that one curled eyebrow hanging like a scythe. 


Jesse’s mind went blank. A thousand ways to prostrate himself and apologise rushed in, but he couldn’t find a way to say any of them… In the end the only words that came to mind were: 

“Um, H-Hello Ma’am… How m-may I service you?” 

The eyebrow shot up another few notches, in surprise but approval. A small smirk crossed the Madame’s ruby lips at this clumsy, but quick-learning new pupil. If any of the older students had tried such a tactic they would have probably been subject to double the amount of lashes they would already be receiving for interrupting her train of thought. But, there was something sincere in this one that she couldn’t quite put a finger on… 

“Why not?” She offered, in sharply-humoured tones. Already popping open the single button on the front of her trousers and slipping them down to reveal a neatly-trimmed patch of pubic hair. Jesse was smart enough to drop instantly to his knees, shuffling forward till his head was between her thighs. None of the others dared move to help him… they all understood well enough: This was his test to pass. 

Suddenly the desperate need to pee was only a background ringing in Jesse’s ears. He had used his tongue before… When Betsy had decided she’d quite like to wrestle him until he was pinned into place with her sat on his face. But, somehow he thought this devoted trainer of ‘perfection’ might require a lot more than reluctant, haphazard probing. So he set to work actually working out what he was doing… Finding places and techniques which seemed to draw out some small reaction, and moving between those in as smooth a rotation as he could. By the end, he still couldn’t really tell if he’d done well or poorly. Madame Stanfield only made a few polite coughing sounds in her throat. Yet, she promoted him back up to his feet, pulled her trousers up… and gently moved him to one side so she could pass. No further words were spoken. 


Chapter 20: Four Porcelain Introductions

"Umm… that way round won't work for us, dude…"

Jesse looked confusedly at his neighbour-in-chains for a second… before he blushingly understood. There was a shy giggle from the third place along:

"I'm willing to give it a go! …I've always been a bit jealous that boys can."

It was instead decided that they would all rotate around and settle down on the four porcelain thrones provided. No walls or partitions divided these from each other, and for some reason a floor-to-ceiling length mirror on the far wall meant there was nowhere safe you could look. Jesse was pretty sure he wouldn't have been able to go at all, if he wasn't so desperate at this point. But somehow, the gentle sounds of four streams starting did bring a sense of relief and camaraderie.

"That lady is scary." Started up his nearest companion again. She seemed to have no qualms about chatting away in this moment. "I can't believe you got away with that… I bet she tasted like champagne and grown men's tears."

Jesse blushed, the flavour of Madame Stanfield indeed still on his lips… and not something he was going to try and describe.

"I'm Franceska, by the way… and this is Lizzy."

She offered her hand out towards him, which Jesse confusedly took… he had never shook someone's hand while peeing before. The black-bobbed and olive-skinned 'Lizzy' gave a little wave from further along.

"I'm Jesse…" He offered, then before he could stop himself said: "You're both… girls? I mean, you don't have…?"

Franceska just laughed. "Nope! Might've done once, who knows? Got a big-ol' blank where half my memories should be… but I've come out this end with a pussy and tits." She bounced her chest a little as if to prove this point, distracting Jesse away from the whole 'missing memories' thread she had so casually handed out.

But the face at the far end was also looking distinctly like she wanted to join in on these introductions, yet couldn't work out how to go about it. Seeing as he had already shared a meal with her, Jesse felt like he should at least ask her name.

"Suzy." Was the reply, through slightly-pouting lips, and the young man noted she had to keep one hand aiming something, below the rim… just like him. "Shouldn't we hurry up and make sure we get back to class?" He squeaked, clearly nervous about rocking any more boats after the lingerie incident.

Franceska again gave off an air of genial detachment. "Nah… We're definitely already gonna be punished after this one earned himself 10 minutes of licking out the headmistress… May as well get to know each other, while we've got the chance."

Suzy did not look entirely convinced… and a surge of guilt came over Jesse. They'd all only had to leave the lesson in the first place because of him… but then, the logic was quite sound… and none of them really wanted to rush back into that hot, stuffy lecture.

Fran could clearly see the internal beating that the boy was giving himself over their predicament. So threw a friendly spanner in the gears of the revving guilt-machine: "Oh, cheer up dude… Just look at this place! I don't think this is gonna be the last time we get punished for something that isn't entirely our fault. Better to get the ball rolling early really… Take the smacked ass while they're still holding back a bit, y'know?"


Chapter 21: The Blanks That We Draw From

"What did you mean, when you said half your memories were blank?" Jesse asked. Unable to restrain the curiosity any longer. 

Franceska ran a hand up through the back of her long, reddish-brown hair. The first sign of any slight discomfort she had in discussing any topic so far. "Oh, yeah… guess I kinda just blurted that out. See, my matron showed me this letter he's got about how I ended up in a Home that's meant mostly for boys who've caused trouble in other places. Apparently there was some sort of big 'incident' in my first Home which resulted in everyone needing a mindwipe and being spread out into other places. So I don't really know much about myself… At least before I ended up with a whole ton of big brothers who constantly fight tooth an' nail over the use of me… I don't mind it though, they're all sweethearts really…" 

The girl unleashed another carefree smile, as if trying to reassure everyone she really did believe everything she was saying. Then she turned to draw in Suzy, possibly to prevent him from trying to suggest they leave again. 

"How about you, Babes? What was all that 'Daddy' stuff about when the big-dicked marshmallow ripped off your bra?" 

The large-breasted sissy looked a little abashed, but flattered, to be asked about himself. He shrunk back a bit as all the eyes in the room focused in on him. 

"My… my Father came and found me in the Homes, after I'd been there for a few years. He bought me off the director there and I've been home-schooled ever since. So… so I'm not used to having so many people around…" The blonde and prissed-up boy looked quite vulnerable as he said this, but his eyes dared anyone to make fun of that. "I'm here to learn how to be his perfect, little plaything so I can marry him and live happily ever after, helping to run his estate. That's all there is to it!" 


The forced snap of his declaration spoke of a lot of underlying anxieties… One of which Franceska immediately, unthinkingly, stepped on. 

"Wait… Your real father? If he just came and bought you under the table from a Home… How would you know?" 

The glower this received could have melted plate glass… The reply offered nothing but an end to the conversation: "Because. He. Told. Me." 

Even Fran got a hold of that one. She quickly switched over to Lizzy. "Your turn, little 'un. What dark secrets are you hiding?" 

The small creature of clearly East-Asian descent could only grin shyly. "Oh, I'm not very exciting really… I got a sponsor to be here too, but it's just one of the board of directors of the Home I'm from. He took a liking to me on a corporate inspection once and said he'd 'bump my numbers' to get me in here. So… I'm not really as special as all you guys. I just got lucky, I guess…" She shuffled her feet a little, clearly uncomfortable being the centre of attention. Jesse was struck by, in a school entirely comprised of submissive teenagers, how many different colours of that base characteristic there were. 

He in turn was interrogated for a little of his background. Offering what he was happy to... about Betsy and Whitney and Daniel. It was Fran's story of being mind-wiped which was swirling around his head though. Years and years of her life, just snatched away by those above. Unable to even remember if she'd been born with a cock between her legs or come out much as she looked today… The world was a strange and terrifying place. He was amazed at how easily she seemed to approach it. 



Chapter 22: For Every Sin, an Answer

They were punished for the length of their absence, of course. Strapped over their desks with their skirts lifted up and hands and ankles tied to the metal legs. Every other student in the class was instructed to take a wooden ruler and strike it across each of their backsides as they left to go for lunch. Some of the blows were harder, some were softer. By the end their sore and reddened ass-cheeks couldn’t tell much difference. Jesse could feel tears welling up in his eyes at the barrage… and the distinct sound of Lizzy yelping and sniffling near broke his heart. Each squeak she made being really all his fault. 

Yet, Suzy and Franceska hardly seemed phased at all by the treatment. With the lewd moans the former made giving the distinct impression he might be enjoying it more than suffering. While the latter made absolutely certain to tease each participant with a gleeful “Thank you, Lovely!” Purposefully drawing out a sort of arms race as they each tried to strike her harder and she stubbornly made efforts to only sound more cheerful about it. Then the four of them were just left alone, unable to move… With the glowing hills of their ass-cheeks cooling in the open air. It was oddly uniting, to be trapped there like that… Segregated from all their classmates as they presumably enjoyed a meal together somewhere downstairs. Each dealing with an equal stinging rear in their own way. 

Franceska cracked jokes, drawing out a delightfully clear peal of laughter from Lizzy and cheering everyone up. Suzy burbled about the pleasure of a certain patch of sunlight on his bare butt. Half delirious from the joy of being spanked it would seem, but utterly sincere in pointing out the small pleasures of sensation that this situation drew your attention to. Jesse laughed and chatted along with them all, realising he had never encountered such a quick and easy kinship with anyone before. They all seemed so different… but at the same time, were the same. The Algorithm had brought them all here because they found joy in other’s delight. When left with just each other, this seemed to result in them each just bouncing off of the others in a parade of smiles. All of his fears and doubts seemed to melt away when he was around these three. Despite the fact that they were all humiliatingly tied up, and chained together by the anus… That was not a series of thoughts he had ever expected to go through his head. 

Eventually, Mr Durren turned up to let them free and offer a plate of sandwiches for them to quickly wolf down. The quiet, friendly old man didn’t seem particularly offended that they had missed half of his lesson… Giving them the impression that students getting caught up in the corridors for one reason or another, was quite a common occurrence. He guided them off to the next lesson they would be attending: Poise and Posture with Ms Julian. 

This afternoon of balancing across wooden beams in their high-heels and learning how to stand just right to show off each of their particular sets of assets was, surprisingly, a lot of fun. The entire thing was complicated greatly by the fact that they were all still bound together by the ever-jingling chains… Which sometimes caused great tangles of confusion when two groups crossed. Everyone cheered each other on as they got quicker and quicker at crossing thinner bars in their unsuitable footwear and commiserated greatly with one young sissy who fell off the thing square onto his plug… 

Ms Julian herself was also more of a marvel than expected. Pulling her garish dress off over her head she unleashed an impressive set of cultivated curves. She showed them exactly how her ass moved with every step she planted, and could point to and name all the muscles which needed training to achieve such grace. The fact that their teacher was just walking among them naked, with her cock and balls swaying, hardly seemed out of place at all. The standard comprehensive education they had all gone through seemed a long way behind them now. Somewhere across the day… all this had stopped seeming daunting and terrifying and had instead just become new and interesting. For the Stanfield’s Class of July 2192… their education had begun. 



Chapter 23: Freed at Last

With a *pop* the metal lump in Jesse’s rectum finally came free. He was the last of the four to be released from its chain and weight. Partly because he felt guilty for all the extra trouble he had caused the rest of them… but also because he had been sort of dreading the experience of it coming out as much as when it went in. He could feel his own sphincter gasping as it slowly shrank back down to it’s normal size. Somehow, it now felt empty… To not have that large, pressing presence filling up his back passage. It also felt oddly lonely to not be able to sense just the occasional tug or pull as one of the others took a step too far. Instinctively, all four of them continued standing considerably closer to each other than might otherwise have been the case. 

“It was kind of nice… by the end.” Said Lizzy, speaking the words that everyone was thinking. 

“I can’t believe neither of you’d ever worn one before!” Exclaimed Suzy. “Daddy gets me to put one in nearly every morning… They help me concentrate. I think I still have some of my practice sets lying around… I’ll bring them in and lend them to you!” 

Jesse was not entirely sure he wanted to borrow some second hand anal-toys from his new-found friend… but understood he was just trying to be helpful. The slightly standoffish sissy had a way of drawing you in, once you realised most of his quirks were just down to being alone with ‘Daddy’ most of his life. Which also drew up another point, as Jesse realised he had possibly been being quite rude himself for a while. 

“By the way, Suzy… Should I be calling you ‘he’ or ‘she’? I’m sorry I didn’t ask earlier... Apparently I have an ‘old-fashioned’ brain. That’s what Betsy says, anyway.” 


“The Baby-Momma?” Interjected Franceska, teasingly. He had told them about his trials of last night. 

Suzy actually looked thoughtful for a moment, though not hurt at all by the question. “I don’t… actually… know, really. Daddy usually just calls me pet-names and things. I mean, he paid for me to have these…” He or she said, catching hold of the two fairly large and perky breasts that ballooned from his or her chest. 

“But he also definitely wants me to keep my penis… Maybe I should ask him? In the meantime… Why don’t I just be a ‘he’, ‘cause then we’ve got two of both!” 

This was not quite the logic that Jesse was expecting… but he guessed one reason was as good as another. As long as Suzy was happy with it. There was going to be a lot to process when he finally got home tonight. 

Above the throng, the sound of Ms Julian’s voice made itself heard. “Well, ladies… Well done! That marks the end of your first day here… Just a last note to say: your homework for this evening is to each suck one cock and swallow the results. It doesn’t matter who it belongs to, but if you get them to place a thumbprint against your collar after you’re done… then it will record the task as complete and not charge them for your services. I’ll see you all again, bright and early tomorrow morning!” 

And with that… they were free to leave. Jesse stayed chatting with the others for a while, but a great wave of tiredness had finally taken hold of him. He wanted to get home… to his bed and Betsy, and all the shared discussions of how their differing day’s went. So he waved his goodbyes, and set off alone. Toward the Maglev station and a return to Home 23. 



End Of Part 1 


Thank you for reading! Jesse and co’s story will be continued in part 2.

Ever so much love, JerkGently


Addendum:

Madame Stanfield’s Academy

Base Rules and Guidelines For Sluts of All Classes

The rules stated below are to be obeyed by all students, at all times. While non-exhaustive, they set a core base of conduct by which all who have the honour of representing this school must adhere to. Any individual displaying behaviour counter to these clear instructions will be subject to severe punishment, up to and including immediate dismissal/expulsion. 

1)    All students enrolled at this institute are considered school property from the moment of said enrollment. Any consideration of ownership over their appearance, gender, sexual preferences, body autonomy, or rights as a citizen are immediately handed over to the authority of the school. Damage, vandalism or theft of school property without prior authorisation will be dealt with severely by litigation and/or private security forces.

2)    All students will wear only the official, designated uniform while on school premises, excepting when they are required to wear other previously-authorised attire as part of their studies.

The official uniform is as follows:

1 white cotton blouse, cropped to just below the upper chest,

1 tartan miniskirt,

no more than 6-inches in length and patterned in the school colours

1 pair of white cotton knee-socks,

exchangeable for a pair of crotchless white leg warmers in winter

1 pair of polished black heels,

of shape and height set automatically as the student’s training in balance

and poise progresses.

No underwear may be worn by any student without prior authorisation, and will only be authorised as part of one of their additionally designated outfits.

An additional sweater may be requested by the student during the winter term, but its provision will be reliant upon that student’s current grade record and recent earnings on behalf of the school. This privilege may thus be removed at any time.

3)    All students will immediately obey any command given to them by a voice of authority while on school premises. A voice of authority in this regard includes all staff of the school, teaching or otherwise, all visiting contractors working on behalf of the school, any visitor displaying a valid badge recording them as such and any other student of one year’s seniority above them.

A student does not have to obey the commands of any persons on school premises not in the above categories, but will always act courteously and within the spirit of their training here. A student will always refer to those superior to them as ‘Sir or Ma’am’. Remembering that, as school property, only other human property can be considered not superior. Staff and students will always refer to the headmistress of the school in the non-abbreviated form: ‘Madame’.

4)    The school terms consist of Summer and Winter, starting in June and November respectively. No holidays are provided. The school week consists of Monday to Friday 7am to 6pm, with one hour allowed for lunch. Students are reminded that, even on evenings and weekends, they are still both property and representatives of Madame Stanfield’s Academy, and expected to work toward the progression of their studies and benefit of their school.

5)    Students will complete any additional assignments given to them in a timely manner, and will otherwise ensure they are always working to earn back the investments of time and trust put forward in their education. Students will, at all junctures, be making themself attractive and available to any prospective client in service to the school. All transactions relevant to such services are, naturally, beholden to the Academy as rightful owner of the tools in use.

6)    A student will never seek to profit personally from the prestige, training and trust bestowed upon them by Stanfield’s Academy. The consequences of such an attempt would be swift and final.
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