

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.

Our story picks up at the end of one such young man’s second day of education at Madame Stanfield’s prestigious academy for 1st Class Slutwives. After the traumatic events of his previous journey home; Jesse is more than a little nervous to be crossing the city in tight shorts, a crop top and with ‘Slut’ scrawled upon his forehead. Yet, a day of being praised and pampered for his role as a cocksucker, along with his burgeoning relationships with the other classmates, have buoyed him considerably. He rides the Maglev home with a kiss from Suzy still hot on his lips, and a silicon gift from the other femboy still secreted securely inside him.

This story is a work of submissive erotic fiction and as such touches on subjects that some may find offensive, including but not limited to: homosexuality, feminization, sexual abuse, sexual slavery, grey-area consent and abuse of power.

All characters are over the age of 18 and unrelated. Their consent for all sexual acts is assumed, but not always explicitly stated. The author does not support any real world examples of any of the behaviour or ideologies represented within.

This is a piece of erotic entertainment aimed at those who wish to enjoy the fantasy of submission, not encouragement for those who seek to oppress others.

This story and all characters and settings within are copyrighted property of the author. The cover image was generated using Midjourney.com and is also property of the author.
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Chapter 1: Bought and Paid for

Jesse found a seat in the sleek, air-conditioned confines of the maglev and let his beating heart slow back to normal. He honestly didn't know what had come over him… There had been the fear as that dark-windowed car had pulled up alongside him that morning, just where he had been assaulted and abused. Then the intense relief as Suzy had appeared, the first person he'd ever met who fit into so many of the same categories as him. The fact that the other sissy had immediately kissed him seemed an obvious miscalculation from his unusual upbringing… but, had it stayed with him all day? While they'd gone through the ups and downs of having their oral abilities judged, and then watched each other dress and undress into a thousand slutty fantasies? While he'd felt the borrowed toy Suzy had burrowed into him shift and swell within his rectum? 

Jesse wasn't even sure he liked Suzy, on a more than forced-acquaintances level… The large-breasted boy was terribly naive, and more than a little standoffish; with his fierce loyalty to 'Daddy' and clumsy lack of social awareness. Yet… it was clear they both felt some sort of connection, deep beneath their skin. Jesse had heard Suzy openly ask his master if they could buy him… and that hadn't drawn up any great waves of horror or betrayal. The pampered sissy just wanted to share something with him: A life he saw as wholesome and fulfilling. To someone who could only remember life in the Homes, and who held no such contented certainty about his future… There was some attraction in that. Did he honestly think he couldn't play the part of a pretty pet? Just another furnishing in one of those gleaming, white mansions. Was that really any different from where he might end up otherwise? 

The boy was so absorbed by these thoughts that he didn't notice the expensively-dressed couple get on at one of the stops and take an immediate interest in him. Not until a woman who looked somewhere in her early thirties with curling black hair had quite calmly leaned down… and taken hold of his chin. 


"Well aren't you just the sweetest little treat!" She cooed in a sing-song voice, her eyes dancing above the level of Jesse's own. The teenage sissy realised she was admiring the word 'Slut' which remained branded across his forehead, and blushed at how he could possibly forget it was there. 

"How much are you, cutie?" The woman asked, tickling him a little under the chin with pristine fingernails. 

A small burst of burnt pride rose up in Jesse at the thought she'd mistaken him for a prostitute… Only for it to double back into a pit of self-doubt as he realised the woman was, in fact, right. In the background he saw the immaculate gentleman she was with, smiling down at them with clear adoration. The pair looked exactly like the sort of perfect, privileged couple which featured in every magazine and advertisement. Those born into the life everyone else was supposed to aspire to… but could never possibly acquire. He was intimidated just by how clean-cut and happy they looked. While he didn't even know what the price that had been placed above his head came to. Not only was he a whore now… but he was also not a very good one. 

"I-I… don't know… It's all in my collar… i-if you want-" 

He reached up absent-mindedly to tug at the thing nervously. Its tightness around his throat suddenly returning to focus, after having faded worryingly into unnoticeable discomfort. 

"That's adorable! She must be so fresh!" Squealed the woman. "Oh, John. Can we have her?!" 


"Already working on it, my love…" Stated her companion, tapping at the holographic display from his glinting wristwatch. "Two days out of Stanfield's! We have got lucky… I think even Father bought a wife or two from there. Very well trained… Ah, there we go: She’s all ours for the next few hours!” 

Jesse felt just the briefest hum of his collar’s electric capabilities. Confirming the purchase he guessed… and reminding of what they could now do if he refused to go along. For a second he thought perhaps he should warn them that he wasn’t actually a girl. But then he remembered how obvious the small bulge in his ridiculously tight shorts was, and how much free information the collar held about him. 

They knew what he was… Except now they had paid enough to decide who she had to be. 


Chapter 2: Along the Promenade

Jesse was hustled off the maglev at a station she had never been to before, half-dragged by the over-eager arm of her paid mistress for the next four hours. The supersonic transport only stopped and opened the nearest doors to passengers specific to the tickets that were booked for them... Just another subtle, little way that the riff-raff were kept out of areas where they weren’t supposed to be. The Algorithm had only ever provided Jesse with access to the Home and her various schools… So there were great chunks of the city of which she’d seen nothing more than a blur. 

This station, for instance… Opened out onto a hilltop overlooking several miles of beaches and promenades, flanked on both sides by a vastness of twinkling ocean. A warm breeze full of the smell of sea salt tousled her hair and large, white gulls swooped overhead. Yet… the currently-female teen knew all of this was impossible; regardless of the general improbability of finding a long, sturdy spit of land with glorious beaches on both sides. For she knew for a fact that their vast city-state sat nowhere near any coasts. There wasn’t the slightest flicker on the horizon to give the game away… but all of this had to be an illusion generated by absolutely massive sky-screens, wave-machines and climate controls. The sheer scope of expense and technology that would be required to create this simply blew the sissy’s mind, to the point where she had to just stand and stare for minutes on end. Desperately trying to find a crack in the mirage. 

Her purchasers waited patiently, smiling at the clear look of awe plastered across their new toy’s face. Clearly this view no longer worked its magic on them; and eventually they had to usher Jesse on from just this gateway into the miracle. Each slid a hand confidently down the back of her already-constrictive shorts, cupping the bare ass-cheeks which lay beneath. Then led her down through the narrow, cobbled streets like that. Caught between them like a child on a day out with her parents, except with a considerable amount more groping. The femboy was far too distracted to notice, however: staring into every little side-alley bar and quaint-facaded cafe they passed. This place was truly a seaside holiday distilled. A half-forgotten memory of some ancient architect’s Mediterranean childhood, cast in peach and yellow stone and nostalgia-tinted sunlight. 

The afternoon passed in a whirl that Jesse could hardly pin down, even while experiencing it. Never had she had so many new and simple joys in so short a time. She was bought a towering ice cream sundae. The precariousness of which was only offset by her hostess insisting on licking off any drips which trickled down her neck and collarbone. They walked along the pure, white sand of one beach, feeling it spill between their toes and watching the surfers zip and crash among the waves. Only to cross the central promenade of shops and restaurants to find themselves this time on jet-black, volcanic sediment. This was considerably hotter upon the sole, but was interspersed by shallow pits of cooling mud. Beautiful people wallowed in these everywhere, coating themselves head to toe so you could barely tell which were wearing designer bikinis and which were naked playthings brought along on their master's whim. 

Bouts of extremely erotic wrestling were commonplace… and even seemed to be semi-professionally arranged. Jesse could not work out the rules at all, but caught the gist: Two master's brought their favourite human toy and challenged each other to a battle which was more about flexible aesthetics than actual violence. There was an amateurish, hobbyist showboating to all of it... with extra contenders often being added mid-fight and catching a boasting leader by surprise. Smiles and laughter gleamed all around, and the battles always seemed to inevitably end in just an orgy of muddy bodies intertwining with each other: snogging and screwing all as part of the show. 

Jesse's own purchasers were more than happy to just let her wander between these, watching. They poured hands and adoration over both each other and their rented teenager in a near constant torrent. The sissy had never known anyone with what seemed like such an overflow of love and affection, that they couldn't help but spill it out on everyone around. After a while she just got used to their continuous groping, and barely registered as she was dragged along by a grip upon her small penis… or felt her ear being chewed upon and neck being hickeyed one more time. 

At one point it was half threatened that she herself might be pushed forward to join one of those slippery battles. But, panickedly looking up at the tanned and muscled bodies of the average contenders… She quickly realised she was being teased. Men, women or mixed-between; those who had been picked to provide entertainment here were of a different stock to the small, slight sissy. They glistened and flexed with an inner confidence just made for being a spectacle under the baking sun. More of the Algorithm's genetic shaping at work. Jesse let herself be pulled away, back towards the lamp-lit streets under slowly descending twilight. 


Chapter 3: Wined and Dined

There was a heat and charge to the air in this place that was entirely foreign to Jesse… as if she truly was under a different sun on some far-off shore. She wondered if perhaps it was just a coincidental effect of being flanked by electronic horizons that blended themselves in… all the way up to the, still presumably real, sky. Sweet scents drifted everywhere: From hanging baskets of flowers, racks of drying spices and permanently blossoming trees. Music echoed from within every open doorway and out from the smiles and fingertips of an endless assortment of wandering entertainers. It was all so unbelievably far from the muted, towering efficiency of the city Jesse knew. How could those two opposing ideals possibly exist without a break in the landscape between them? Did the same computed systems really create and hold sway over this place and the Homes? 

The sissy was guided to a table outside one restaurant among many. She sat where she was told and watched a tall, thin waitress walk immediately over to take an order of drinks in a thick and exotic accent. The woman was wearing nothing at all besides a pair of clicking, black heels and a thin, ribbon choker of similar hue. Her patch of dark, curling pubic hair hovering nearly at Jesse's eye level and trimmed into a neat, little triangle. Yet she moved with a feline confidence that the nervous teen thought she could never feign to... even with all her clothes on. 'John' ordered three glasses of wine while his partner, who their rented sissy had finally found out was called 'Miranda', pawed over the electronic menus. 

Perhaps to be expected… Jesse didn't recognise a single thing on the offered list. Half of them didn't even seem to be written in English. She was fairly confident most would just be variations on salad or pasta however… the Algorithm would be trying to counteract that ice cream she'd had earlier. While it always provided a variety of dishes, there almost seemed a prideful malice in the way it tried to defend the body-type it had worked so hard to provide you with. Scheduled exercise routines would be considerably ramped up in those who tried to spoil themselves… so Jesse tended to try and avoid earning such ire. 


Miranda, however, leaned over the femboy's shoulder and hissed at the frugal entries. 

"Oh, how boring!" She exclaimed. "No, we can't have you wasting away like that… I'll order you something off my menu sweetpea." 

Jesse didn't quite know how to react to that. "B-but, won't the Algorithm-?" 

"Oh, bother the silly thing dear! You have to be naughty sometimes. We'll just let it think I stuffed two whole meals into myself and then I'll tell Paolo to record double the number of sit ups in my session tomorrow morning… See: A woman can't let these machines get the better of her!" 

She had dropped down to a conspiratory whisper for this last part… but Jesse didn't think the lady was actually worried at all about being overheard, even by the microphones in the slutwife-to-be's collar. The Home-raised teen had never even encountered such casual disregard for the rules they all lived by. It made her shiver with a nervous thrill. Was it really so easy for these people to just ignore the whole system?! 

When the wine arrived, Jesse's hands were still trembling a little at all these new-found freedoms. She'd never had alcohol before… though she vaguely knew it existed. The ruby red liquid was somehow sweet and also tarter than anything she'd ever tasted. It seemed to cling to the back of her throat with a tingling, acidic sensation she was not so sure she liked. But she didn't stop sipping it anyway. 


The meal was delicious, some sort of fish drenched in a rich and spicy sauce. The couple who had purchased her spent the entire time teasing and joking with their young escort. They both seemed genuinely interested in Jesse's life and trials and absolutely in love with each other and the world in general. Soon the teen sissy almost forgot she was a boy with 'Slut' still printed across her forehead, whored away from her journey home by these two strangers. It was as if, in this new and magical place, she was someone new herself. A naive but happy suburban princess perhaps, being spoiled by long-lost relatives. It was a dream she couldn’t help but grasp for… with the tingle of wine and spices upon her lips. 


Chapter 4: Canaries and Cages

By the time the first course was over… and another full glass of ruby liquid had somehow appeared to replace the first. Jesse was feeling a spreading warmth running up and down the back of her neck, as if the sun was still caressing her there and encouraging her every word and action. Miranda’s hand had been crawling across the sissy’s thigh for almost the entire meal, tickling and teasing the bulge in her shorts with ever-straying digits. But she no longer felt any great embarrassment or anxiety about that. If anyone around had noticed… well the label and uniform she was wearing hardly hinted anything else. 

Suddenly, Jesse felt like she could shake loose a little… of the endless chains of self-doubt which had always constrained and gagged her. There was no-one here who knew her. No-one could think any less of her than the scantily-clad image with 'Slut' scrawled upon it which they were already faced with. While John and Miranda were so kind and encouraging and openly smitten. Completely absorbed by their evening’s acquisition and uninterested by anyone else that came and went around them. The normally too-shy-to-ask teen found herself quizzing them on their lives and thoughts. Wondering if they could possibly live like this every day? 

“Oh, we’re not very exciting Darling…” Stated Miranda. Scooping up a fingertip of cream from her dessert and leaving a spot of it, laughingly, on the tip of Jesse’s nose. “John’s father and mine are brothers with interests overseas, but we’re the first born of each of them. So have to stay here as ‘Heirs to the company holdings’. Basically we’re just paperweights on an insurance policy, in case something terrible happens to either of them…” 

John simply nodded shruggingly at this. For the entire afternoon he had let the woman who turned out to be his cousin do most of the vocalising. 

“We grew up together… While one or the other of them took turns running things over here, before returning to the harem of our mothers and siblings they keep over there…” 

Miranda’s voice took on that conspiratorially-loud whisper again as she revealed: 

“Seems like both of them had a real habit of knocking-up whichever nannies or serving staff were left to look after them when they were young… So we don’t even really know which of them are our actual mothers! They’re all just still paid wages to live out there on holiday and occasionally have another baby when required. We think dear Dad and Uncle Benji just have a thing for the big, round bellies… Once we’ve popped out, they don’t really know what to do with us.” 

She reached out a hand for John to squeeze, the pair of them sharing a meaningful look. It was clear there was a lot more pain and turmoil in that admission than either would state out loud. Things that had pushed them together into such an overtly-close relationship. 

“John and I grew up together in a big, empty house… With people who were paid to look after us but kept disappearing; and one grumpy, old parent or another we barely saw... Until we were old enough to go out and start exploring the world on our own. Our only purpose, really, is to exist. So we started collecting pretty things and spoiling them rotten. Seems as good a use of our wealth as any…” 

The older women took the opportunity here to tickle Jesse viciously, breaking any of the tension that might otherwise have weighed down upon the table. In the few brief moments the sissy managed to get a thought through that barrage of giggling… She was startled to think that these two who had so much more than her: were still just as trapped by who they had been born to be. There were just layers upon layers of canaries and cages. 

It was at that moment, that her collar began rhythmically buzzing. The time in her company they had paid for... had ran out. 


Chapter 5: A Question of Usage

Jesse panicked for a moment as the thing began vibrating against her throat, convinced she was about to get a shock… Only to see John calmly looking at his watch. 

"Time's up." He said, flatly. Smiling before he started his half-joke: "Here's your chance to run away... if you want to, Jesse." 

The sissy looked at him confusedly. Why would she want to run away? These had been some of the nicest hours of her life… She had seen and smelled and tasted things she never could have imagined. Been doted on and complimented at every turn… and barely been molested at all, comparatively… The division between this couple and most rich people she met, had her actually scrabbling for excuses to stay with them. 

"B-but I haven't actually… done anything, for you?! You paid for all that time… a-and we've just spent it walking around and eating and things… Wasn't I supposed to-? I'm meant to have asked if you'd like to-?! Oh, I'm mucking it all up!" 

The slutwife-in-training was getting herself quite wound up over her imagined failings. A fact that John and Miranda seemed to find cutely amusing until her distress began to draw pity. 

"Oh shush-shush, little one!" Said Miranda, taking the femboy's head to her breast. "We get our kicks from watching the faces of precious flowers like you light up, as much as from other things… It is a joy just to watch you walk around with your jaw on the floor and eyes all a-sparkle." She smiled an open and honest smile, to show she really meant this. 

"Buuuut… if you did want to spend a little more time with us…" 


Jesse was hooked, line and sinker. She almost fell to putty in the older woman's arms and half wanted to crane straight up and kiss those lips. 

"I'd love to! I've never met anyone like you two. You're both so beautiful and kind and- I can do anything you want me too! I'm still very new, but they tell me never to say no…" 

The words came spilling out from her lips. If one was the cynical type, who knew Jesse had an assignment to fill… You might think that this was a perfect piece of acting. But, all and sundry present knew there was nothing but innocent honesty to the sissy's words. 

John and Miranda smiled at each other. There really was something special about this one. Something beyond her natural prettiness and carefully-crafted anxiousness to please. The decision to keep her all evening had been made hours ago, but watching the little creature beg was just another level of delight. They kept so many young pets on their long, long leashes… but this one was special. 

"Well then…" The only man here made a few more selections on his holo-watch before clicking 'confirm purchase'. Almost instantly, Jesse's collar ceased its irritating complaint. "Let's go and find somewhere more comfortable, shall we?" 

Their young toy gulped down the last of her wine, before jumping up and wrapping her elbows around each of their own. She didn't know where they might be taking her next… but she trusted the pair of them with all of her heart. 


Chapter 6: Sun, Sex and Sea-Breezes

The hotel room was small, but bright and cosy. It overlooked a small harbour where various gleaming white leisure boats bobbed up and down. Again, it was hard for Jesse to fathom someone owning a vehicle that could only really drift lazily out around its own fake puddle of artificially-salted water. The ocean horizon looked like it stretched on forever… but it most certainly didn’t. 

Miranda scooped her up in a passionate kiss almost as soon as the door had closed behind them. The woman was a good few inches taller than the ever-overshadowed sissy, but pulled her rented property up to her by a tight grip upon those tighter shorts. John, meanwhile, was making himself comfortable… discarding various items of technology and ditching his thin, silk jacket. His cousin waited until he had sat himself down on the edge of the bed to take his shoes off… then ambushed him by pushing Jesse’s little body over to fall into his lap. 

“Love you, darling.” She said, switching over to push her tongue into his mouth instead. This caused their teenage companion to be rather trapped between them while they made out for a minute or two. Jesse found herself a face full of Miranda’s cleavage to try and breathe through, while behind her little butt was met by a swelling hardness from within John’s pants. If nothing else had told her where this evening was now headed… the hot crush of their two, toned bodies confirmed everything she might have asked. The wine was still buzzing through her veins though; and the strange feeling of just being an accessory or conduit to which their passion for each other was flowing through and over… swept her up in the excitement. 

It wasn’t long before the pair of them were stripping her naked, pulling that ridiculous ensemble of skimpy clothing off one end or the other. Suddenly it felt strange again, for Jesse to be thinking of herself as a young lady, detached from all the world outside this facade of seaside paradise. For there was flopping her same-old, hairless embarrassment of a penis and testicles. Dangling between two milky thighs that might otherwise have been entirely plausibly owned by a natural-born eighteen year-old girl. Miranda cooed and giggled with excitement at the sight of it though. Planting a trail of kisses down from Jesse’s cheek, to her flat chest, to her small belly-button… 


John was unbuttoning his shirt now, the flaps opening out above Jesse’s unravelling hair. He had laid back further in the bed now though, dragging all the action with him. So that the femboy’s head was now nestled in his still-covered crotch. As Jesse felt a warm, wet cavity engulf her manhood… she in turn was entranced by a straining tent pressed up against her cheek. Her own, straying fingers couldn’t help but wander towards its foothills, as from this angle it seemed to tower upwards like a mountain. Her soft lips parted to let out some of the growing heat and breath inside of her, as strange and wonderful feelings began rising from below. The sun, and a scent of sea-breeze, slid in through swishing net-curtains. Outside the murmur and cries of many joyful voices still drifted ghostily. Jesse reached up… and tugged upon a zipper she found there. She’d never really imagined herself taking the first step in such things. Never imagined she would find herself in quite this place and time. But she yearned to show these two how happy they had made her. Needed to prove she could be a good, little whore… just like everyone told her she had to be. John’s flesh spilled out in a tower that reached up to the heavens, and Jesse couldn’t help but feel her mouth beginning to water at the sight. 


Chapter 7: Swallowed and Shared

Once she had helped the pair of them undress, Jesse simply couldn't pull her eyes away from the bodies of John and Miranda. Evenly tanned and athletic, both of them clearly had a lot more muscle than the small, slim sissy had ever managed to build up. For a brief moment, she held a timid flash of thought at what would happen if she ever tried to resist their bought-and-paid-for advances… Either one could probably quite easily hold her down, while the other took just whatever they wanted. Their very physical forms were a testament to where the power lay. Ageless and unblemished. It occurred to Jesse that, although they looked in their early thirties, these two could have been playing their games for 40 years. Watching as their newest little toys became ever more fragile and delicate. 

Yet still, Jesse wanted nothing more than to touch their sun-kissed skin. Earn those charming smiles. More than the wine. More than the assignments she'd been set. She just wanted to make them happy. That was the deep, inner craving that made her heart beat faster and her head displace any remnants of pride or shame there might be, in bowing to their every emasculating whim. There was a warmth like the sun that came along with such subservience… and she wasn't even sure if it sprouted from herself… or the changes the Algorithm had made in her. 

Miranda sat on the femboy’s face, squeezing in on her ears with those finely-toned thighs. Jesse set to work immediately. She did not know what services the pair had actually paid for. Did not know what else might be expected of her. But a pussy was being pressed down against her young lips… and so she had little choice except to offer a willing tongue up to greet it. 

“That’s it, little sweetpea.” Sighed the older woman, clearly having been waiting for this moment for quite some time. “Give Auntie Miranda what she needs…” 

Meanwhile, John had taken over ownership of Jesse’s meagre erection. The sissy gasped when she felt a second mouth wrap itself around her small cock. She had never had a true-to-form man encompass her so. She could feel the scratch of smartly unshaven stubble where his chin bumped up against her hairless testicles. It sent shivers of excitement running all the way through her, to the point where Miranda could clearly feel them. 

“Ooooh, I think she likes that Darling… Isn’t her tiny thing just the tastiest little morsel!” 

Jesse couldn’t see anything but the olive rosiness of her current mistress’s flesh. Could barely hear through the muffling tightness of those clenching thighs. Her entire world was the overwhelming sensations coming up from below, and the sour sweetness of Miranda’s juices. She could already feel herself teetering on the edge of an explosion, having been built up over the entire afternoon by the constricting exposure of her slutty clothing and this beautiful woman’s ever-wandering hands. She wanted to give back as much of that swelling pleasure as she could, driving her tongue upwards into the gushing entry above. Miranda gasped with the increasing intensity of her plaything's efforts, but it was that human toy which broke first. 

Jesse nearly choked as she bucked her slim hips against the mouth bearing down on them. Shooting string after string of viscous whiteness into John's waiting mouth. She moaned her climactic amazement up directly into the passages of his cousin and lover, unable to breathe for the entire time her body was convulsing with ejaculation. 

As she collapsed back down onto the hotel bed, and finally managed to find an air hole past that suffocating genitalia… The sissy heard her temporary owners sharing a passionate kiss. Her mind was filled with the image of her own slimy expulsions, being passed back and forth between those greedily entwining tongues. A blush might have blossomed upon her cheeks, had she not already been bright red with exertion. 

But, there was still a vulva to be lapped at. So while her most intimate flavours were discussed far above… Jesse set back to her duties with the diligence that one might expect; from a student of Madame Stanfield's prestigious academy. 


Chapter 8: An Ass that Asks its Worth

Jesse was still struggling to get Miranda to cum, a fact that was beginning to upset the diligent cunnilinguist. Her tongue was getting tired, and the hot confines of the woman's thighs were beginning to make her lightheaded. Yet, every inch of her soul told her that she couldn't stop until the job was done. That was what she was for, wasn’t it? That was what the Algorithm had picked out to be the sole purpose to her existence: To be a face that others sat upon… If she couldn’t even bring them to climax, then what else did she have left? Surely the tight collar around her neck would register such failure… Surely even this kind pair, who had paid so much for her time, would demand a refund? 

The panicking sissy could already imagine the glowering stare of Mrs Durren when her homework assignment came back empty. The humiliation and punishments that would await. Perhaps she would be thrown out of the school altogether? Left to roam the streets at the mercy of any and all the Dropouts who found her… without the fear of Corpo retaliation to keep them back. 

Miranda herself was seemingly not aware of any of these spiralling thoughts tearing through her human seat. Though, she was enjoying the sudden second flurry of that energetic, young tongue. The heiress delighted in keeping their various toys locked between her legs for as long as possible. It made her feel motherly, like a nesting hen. Keeping her precious little eggs warm while they spoke volumes about how much they loved her, up into those lower lips. It took more than that to truly excite her these days though, and the taste of this delightful thing’s spunk upon her lips was dragging up her lust to see such innocence ravished. She leaned forwards across Jesse’s stomach and pulled the teen’s knees up and out. Presenting the little star that lay there in a way she knew would drive her dear cousin mad. 

“Come now, Darling… let’s not keep our new friend waiting any longer.” She lowered her head down further, until she could rest her chin upon Jesse’s little ballsack and gently spread the femboy’s cheeks apart with needle-nailed fingertips. “Just look how the little cutie is winking at you… She can hardly wait!” 

John was indeed entranced by the small, puckered sphincter being displayed for him by his ever-devious partner in crime. How many pretty little miracles had she laid open before him and invited him towards with that wicked little grin now? Too many to count… Yet every time his swelling erection twitched at the prospect. It had been her who had started them on this path of hunting down only the youngest, sweetest prey. Her who had perfected the art of luring them in and breaking down their barriers one by one, until the wonderful playthings were just putty in their palms. Her that had saved him from the terrible, undermining drudgery of life as a bottom-line signature… and her that he needed to see smiling back at him every time he filled another young pussy or ass with semen. He loved Miranda deeply and knew she felt the same. The ever-changing toys they used to surrogate those affections were simply a part of that love… for a time. 

The man plucked his holowatch from the bedside counter where he had left it. They had only paid for Oral while at the restaurant with Jesse. Father’s stern voice ever in the back of John’s mind, growling about extra expenditures that they never actually got around to using. There was no way he could turn down the pretty, little whore now though. Miranda was right… that perfect, rosy ass just demanded to be invaded. How the poor thing could make it five yards down any street without being bent over by someone was a great mystery. John had spotted at least twenty interested parties looking up her collar details just as they’d walked around town. It was lucky they’d got to her first… John was certain this was going to be a slut with a month-long waiting list, come this time next year. The Stanfield family didn’t make their fortunes from nothing. As one born into near unlimited wealth looked over the price list of his latest rented property once again… He wondered if she had any idea how much she and her classmates made that school, each and every day. 


Chapter 9: Things Already Reserved

“Oh!” Said John, his voice clearly tinged with surprise and a little disappointment. He was still scrolling through Jesse’s page on the school network, various images of the earlier dress-up session trying to leap out and grab his attention. 

"What's the matter?" Asked Miranda, still perched between the sissy's open legs, leaning her elbows down upon them to spread them further. She was idly tracing a finger around the toy in their toy's rectum, sending all sorts of strange emotions hurtling through Jesse. Neither of them had even commented on the lurid pink buttplug still anchored there… Why would such a slut not be wearing one? 

Her partner smiled sadly. "It seems our new find is even more precious than we thought… she's a virgin, at least down there. But someone else has just put a large bid down on claiming that… They must have been watching how far we were getting." 

Miranda's face screwed up into a vision of disgruntled scorn. The harshest expression she'd yet worn in Jesse's presence… not that the femboy could see it. 


"Well, just outbid them back! We can't leave this poor thing waiting! Look how much she needs your cock!" 

The woman dug her nails into the sissy's soft rump. A sharp, clawing massage that served to express and divert her frustration. Even in the pinching pain of it… Jesse found herself aroused and encouraged. She wasn't anywhere near as sure she wanted John to shove his way inside. But every time her current masters spoke of it, her beating heart seemed to lean in that direction. It was as if the more they spoke over and about her body as their own, personal property… The more it became so. As anxious to meet their whims and wants as the teenage boy who'd previously thought he both owned and inhabited it. 

"We can't…" Answered John, clearly aware he was going to have a fight on his hands with this denial. "We're already nearly over budget for the week… and we promised we'd take little Jane skiing on Thursday…" 

Stormclouds crossed his cousin's brow, as they only can upon those not used to ever being told 'no'. 


"Screw Uncle Benji's 'spending limits'! We've got more money than Jesus, Buddha and Santa Claus! What does he expect us to learn from holding back a few more drops from the ocean?!" 

This was a battle that had been ongoing for several weeks now… With poor John trapped as the middleman between his stern father and ferocious, familial lover. Unfortunately for him, while his heart was decidedly sided one way… his head could see some sense in the other. He was always mildly worried about what would happen if he ever did have to take over the family business. 

"He says it's to learn quality over quantity… by making us choose which of our little flowers are really worth the investment. It's asset management… just the same as knowing which employees or products can be cut from the company when needed…" 

The pair of them held a silent staring contest across this argument for a few seconds more. A tension in the air that even Jesse could feel, still buried beneath Miranda and having her anal virginity fought over like the last strawberry on a trifle. But eventually, something had to give. 

"Fiiiine…" Huffed the despondent ass-cheek spreader. "We'll make do with sloppy seconds whenever whoever-it-is has deflowered the poor creature. But, you'd best give dear Jesse something now… Pretty, little whores need to know they're loved!" 

The buried sissy sighed a little in relief that she wasn't going to be invaded right now... Though the news of this mysterious third party who had placed a booking upon her innocence, was a whole new source of worry and confusion. As was the growing realisation that Miranda had a considerably different idea of what counted as 'love' than most. Just what were these two's intentions for her, both tonight and beyond? Was she now trapped as being just another one of their sordid collection from here on out? Jesse began to feel a little dizzy at how fast her world was progressing into this new shape as a piece of pass-around meat for all these carnivores to squabble and growl over. How easily her own view of herself just slipped into whatever they wished it to be and how little say she had left over anything that happened to her. She was just school property now... there was no way to avoid realising it. 


Chapter 10: A Sissy Used Right

Miranda ran her tongue up and down the smooth skin of Jesse's inner thighs. The femboy quailed at such a tickling lubrication across the very edges of her intimacies. Somehow, it felt worse. To have this woman of such unfathomably higher social standing debasing herself to play mother cat around the sissy's most sensitive places. Jesse felt so humiliated by the way her little cock twitched in excitement every time her current owner's hot breath or silky curls brushed across it. Which, of course, just caused the woman to ensure it happened more. 

All of this was means to an end though. Miranda was also eyeing up the swollen pillar of her cousin as he stroked it up into its fullest size. Their rented schoolgirl's eyes grew wide as she was allowed a view of the pillar which had threatened to become her rectum's first fleshy invader. Her own half-flaccid little sausage was nothing in comparison. Just another unsubtle statement made by the Algorithm as it shaped the bodies of those on top and those below. She felt herself wilt even further as it approached, as if even her erection was bowing down in submission; a pack animal rolling on its back before its betters. 

John picked up the short, slender legs of his evening's effeminate delight. Holding them up by the ankles to provide one long, sheer valley of smooth, silky skin. His partner had provided plenty of lubrication to slide himself between those soft, inviting thighs. The sissy's small, hairless ball-sack provided a neat, little pillow for his cock to rest upon, out the other side. While the feel of her diminutive answer twitching intimidated beneath, was all its own delight. Miranda chuckled evilly to see the direct comparison… He knew exactly how much these moments of anticipatory humiliation turned her on. She loved to watch their playthings squirm with inner turmoil… Pricking out every last burrow of pride they might try to hold onto, as she whispered wicked things to the voices in the back of their minds. Reminding them again and again that they were slutty little whores who wanted nothing in the world more than to be ravaged by her lover's fleshy weapon. 

Which is where Jesse found herself. Feeling the teasing caress of that woman’s lips against her cheek or the sharp nip of teeth upon her ear. Her slim arms were pinned upwards by Miranda’s wiry strength. All while an endless barrage of twisted, debasing encouragements were burrowed into her mind. It became hard to tell which voices were the angel on her shoulder, or the devils in her loins… or this terrifying, naked goddess who played every part at once. John began pumping himself between the gap of her legs. Using that avenue of the femboy’s shape he’d made for himself. Jesse could feel each thrust as it slid along her perineum. The flared helmet of that engorged limb catching against her thighs then bumping back over her testicles. The friction it caused as it rubbed up against her own cock reawakened every confused feeling she’d ever had about her own masculinity as compared to those around her. She soon grew back to what length and girth sufficed for her own erection, but the duel of swords where John’s weapon collided with hers was no contest at all. 

With Miranda’s words still crawling in her ear, the sissy could only marvel in the wonder of being used for others’ pleasure. She twisted her ankles together in John’s strong grip, providing as tight a passage for him to squeeze through as possible. The still-growing width of him squeezing between her flesh sent such ripples of awe and excitement up through her intimacies. She was truly just a manoeuvrable doll for them to arrange and play with however they saw fit... Locked out of her rectum or not. 


The joy she got from that thought was sickening and pure. She never wanted this moment to end as she felt her own climax and John’s hovering balanced between the strength of his thrusts and the squeeze of her thighs. Auntie Miranda was right, in everything she said. There was nothing left in Jesse to disagree. She loved cock and cum and cunt and clambering over herself to be whatever her current masters wanted her to be. She was in training to be a 1st class sissy slutwife and couldn’t even dream of wanting anything else… 


Chapter 11: In Aftermath

Jesse woke up from his stupor in a room turned blood red by the setting sun. The tight collar around his neck was singing its buzzing song again, signifying the end of his extended contract with John and Miranda. The naked pair themselves were sprawled over him on either side, dozing gently. A glint of eyes and fingernail idly tracing itself around his nipple told him that at least one was still awake. The prophetic light and heightened senses of reawakening nerves unveiled to him just how many bruise-like hickeys and small indentations of teeth that woman had left all over him. He was an absolute collage of her stamps and brand. 

Memories of what had transpired not an hour before came flooding back: The press of John's erection against his own. The feel of it sliding between his thighs, lubricated by Miranda's tongue. The experience of her leaning in to suckle on each of them as their climaxes came closer and closer. His second orgasm of the evening, set off by the very fact that the man who had purchased him was gaining such measurable pleasure from his own unworthy form. The smell on Miranda’s breath as she greedily collected those two streams of ejaculate which burst forth one after another, and then the taste of that salty combination as she drooled the mixture into his own gasping mouth. 

Jesse had tangled tongues with his glorying mistress for what seemed like an eternity. Awash with a slimy, shared mouthful which was half his own. She had been playing with herself the entire time and finally seemed to reach her own climax in watching her submissive pet gulp down that sordid, slimy mess. It came to light in the sissy’s mind that he had struggled to bring the woman to such on his own because her gratification came not simply from her own physicality, but from the overflowing emotional state of those around. The unkempt desires she drew from her own cousin upon their human toys and the embarrassed corruption of those young things themselves. 


Jesse could see the parallels with how he himself seemed to find more dark excitement in others gaining pleasure at his expense… than from any direct arousal upon his being. The throb of John’s cock between his soft thighs, as he felt the larger man peaking his ascension… Was still stuck in the very depths of the femboy’s soul. Already feeling more like some treasured memory, than any small moments of joy in his previous life. It scared him as much as it already made his heart beat at the thought it might happen again. Just who was he becoming, as he already slipped in and out of thinking of himself as one gender or another? Had that wine-guzzling girl with ‘slut’ scrawled across her forehead. Who had almost begged to be taken up to this cramped, little hotel room… Really been him? 

“I-I need to go home…” Jesse mumbled, scrambling himself out from between the two naked bodies and looking around desperately for his clothes. 

“Oh… no, honey… Just stay here with us tonight…” Came Miranda’s sleepy purr. “We’ll pay for anything extra if they need us too… and treat you to breakfast in the morning!” 

The sissy was almost drawn in by those glinting eyes in the twilight… but shook himself loose. No! He needed to get out. He needed to escape that teasingly-innocent little whore who still danced around the edges of who he could be, if they wanted. He needed to be him, in his own bed. With Betsy and the Home and everything solid and concrete and grey. 

“My roommate will be worried! I’ve got to go!” He lied, almost certain that Betsy would in fact have tracked exactly where he was, by accessing his collar. 

Miranda smiled a feline smile, clearly content to accept excuses… this time. “Well, okay Sweetpea… But we’ll message you again next week. There are so many more wonderful places we’ve got to show you! You get home safe now, alright?” 

Jesse nodded absentmindedly, just about managing to squeeze himself back into those ridiculous shorts. Then he was out of the door and away… Already trying to forget the alluring smell of the woman’s perfume, and the taste of her incestuous lover’s semen… 


Chapter 12: Home

The cobbled streets were dark and mostly empty by the time Jesse escaped the hotel. Falsely flickering street lamps mixed in with actual open flames outside many of the still-serving bars and restaurants. Huddled groups and couples lingered in the shadows between these, their entwining forms making it difficult to tell how many limbs were involved in the groping, sighing tangles. It was still easy to tell who was in control though… The sissy saw many wide-eyed reflections of himself peeking out in wonder at the casual opulence of this painted facade. Young, lithe things each being ritually wowed by this place that seemed so far from their own world, yet was probably only two blocks over from the nearest Home. Their older, richer companions all too happy to splash out and spoil and compliment, without making a single dent in their pride or pockets. Only to do it all again with another pretty find the very next day. Jesse wondered how many of his own kind had, in fact, just got very good at faking wide-eyed amazement; in order to keep being brought to such undeniably-lovely places. 

He hurried on, well aware that if he stayed too long he would almost certainly be eyed up by some other prospective buyer. Plucked from the street by those who didn’t mind claiming a prize secondhand, once those who had first lured it here had got tired. The tightness of that collar around his neck only seemed to increase day by day… As more invisible presences accumulated upon a list of those who could always know where he was. What he was doing. He might have been saved from one unwanted invasion earlier… but the fact that someone, somewhere in this dark city had placed a deposit upon his anal virginity played heavy in his thoughts. Who was it?! Which stranger he had passed in the street had decided to claim him as their own?! There were a few obvious options… but it could be literally anyone who’d seen the sissy in his tight shorts or short skirts. Anyone with enough wealth to throw it around on a whim. Scurrying through this man-made miracle of a resort had seemed so safe to Jesse, in daylight and with John and Miranda on each arm. Admiring all the finely dressed people full of beaming smiles and raucous laughter. But now, alone, he realised he had never been so deeply buried among those who could buy him at a second’s thought. These streets were paved with predators… and though he’d smeared off the word upon his forehead, it was really still branded there forever. 

The femboy made it to the edge of the black-sanded beach. Tiptoeing along in bare feet past the various, naked serving-staff exhaustedly tidying away the chairs and tables around various food stands. Most of the bars would stay open all night long… but there was little call for ice cream beyond a certain point. The occasional bout of rhythmic moaning rang out as one of these was bent forward by a customer who had been eyeing them up all shift. It was the surest way to earn your tips for the day, after all. Meanwhile the various groups around the mud-fighting pits had now moved on to other pursuits. Bonfires flickered here or there, and the glow of hot coals. Various entertainers danced lightly across these, sending showers of sparks flitting from their heels while spewing out torrents of flame. The magnificent oiled and muscled bodies from before were now being tied up in ropes or wooden frames for various sadistic games of whipping or knotting… Or forced to carry their drunken, stumbling masters around like child-emperors; following their every slurred direction. It was a testament to just how perfect the Algorithm’s control was, that even when their owners were nigh-comatose and unlikely to remember anything… Those giants and giantesses fulfilled their duties diligently. If they were content with their lot… What complaint could Jesse have? 

He made it to the Maglev station without incident… though his evasive route probably added a good half an hour of anxious walking. As the doors slid shut behind him and the machine slid off toward Home 23, he finally let out a sigh of absolute relief. 


End Of Part 3 


Thank you for reading! Jesse and co’s story will be continued in part 4.

Ever so much love, JerkGently


Addendum:

Twinkorp and Lusty Lucy's Fabulous Floozies™ present: Derrick Carter's Rehabilitation Gala, in association with Madame Stanfield’s Academy!

A fantastic evening of fun, frolics and fucking… all in aid of supporting a cause that is close to all our hearts.

About the Charity:

Mr Carter's Dropout Rehabilitation program started several years ago, with just one, small facility in the darker fringes of our fair city. Now, however, there are over 30 specialist Homes catering to the specific needs of those most vulnerable in our society. The charity helps those who have lost all hope and purpose in life. Those who have been failed by the systems in place and strayed from the Grand Algorithm’s guidance. Any and all gracious support and donations at this event, along with the entire ticket price, will go straight towards this important cause, perhaps even allowing the expansion into further centres to predict and prevent such individuals 'dropping out' in the first place.

Our Generous Hosts:

Entertainment for the evening will be provided by both our corporate sponsors, but also by the freshest class of Madame Stanfield’s illustrious Academy. It need not be stated how salivatiously the world awaits any chance to peruse her newest pupils. Though it must be stated that the waiting list for graduates of her fine school has broken its own record once again… so try not to fall in love too quickly! Should you spy a future bride among their number, you may well have to remortgage more than a few other properties for even the down-payment! The madame herself will, of course, be in attendance… if your heart and loins truly cannot be dissuaded.

Programme of the Evening:

5pm:

Doors open. Oral greetings will be provided by all available human property, including the performers who may not be available later.

6pm:

Dinner. To be provided and served on and by Lusty Lucy’s Floozies themselves. Where else can you eat a meal right off the body of the chef that cooked it?

7pm:

Dessert. With accompanying seat warming duties performed by Madame Stanfield’s students. Please be courteous in sharing the sluts available, and passing them around as and when you’ve finished with each one.

7:30pm:

A display of acrobatics by Twinkorp’s Magnificent Flying Twink Corps™. Watch out for mid-air ejaculations and sprightly, little bottoms landing gracefully into your laps. This is the first return of the award-winning show since their tour of the Russian Federations.

8:30pm:

The Fabulous Floozies return, hopefully having been washed and rinsed from their time as serving platters… to give a display of knives-manship and flaming courage. Expect sharp objects thrown toward naked bodies and the occasional smell of singed pubic hair.

9:30pm:

Dinner will be adjourned and the tables removed as we move on to the charity auction. Item’s to be sold include private nights with any or all of the human property on display over the evening, or even, on more permanent terms… The chance to take home one or two of the Floozies or Flying Twinks whose contracts have come to an end. A percentage of proceeds from each sale will, of course, go towards the charity.

11pm till Late:

After the auction has concluded, the dining room will open up once more. Wine will continue to flow and lover’s couches and various other soft furnishings will be provided. A live band will play on into the early morning and all human property will be freely available for use, unless specified by any new owners they may now have.

11am the following morning:

This will be the final closure of the venue for cleaning purposes, should any of our guests have elected to stay the night. Black coffee shall of course be available, along with taxi services for those struggling to organise their own transport.

Any human property still being utilised will definitely need to be returned at this point. Madame Stanfield also personally requests that a gentle reminder be given that her pupils remain in education… and as such will still be punished for any lessons they miss due to being held up at such events.

We do hope you have a wonderful evening and cannot stress enough how much your support means to the charity in question and those they work to help. Many thanks to all those involved and all our generous sponsors!

Signed: Derrick Carter and all those at the Dropout Rehabilitation Program
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