

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 resumes just after Jesse, a sissy-slutwife in training, has had his first real experience in being bought for an evening as a human sextoy. He was wined and dined and taken to bed… but found out that his actual virginity had been reserved at great expense by some mysterious third party. The glimpse he was provided into the luxurious lives of the rich and domineering, along with the ease at which he slipped into the feminine role they desired of him, have had a profound effect upon the eighteen year old submissive. Opening his eyes a little to what his future as erotic property might truly look like.


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: A Taste of Eternal Youth

The next day, Jesse was back in his normal uniform, never thinking he'd be so relieved at returning to the comfort of a short skirt and no underwear. Even Suzy's buttplug, which he had dutifully kept in overnight, seemed to have become a reassuring presence. It was funny… How quickly something new and terrifying became absorbed into what he thought of as his safe and usual routine. At least when compared to any situations where he felt even further out of depth. 

Even now, thoughts of the evening before made him uneasy. Not because of the anxiety-ridden scurry home, but because of all the warmth and happiness he'd felt before that. Because of how easily he'd slipped into the role of being John and Miranda's 'little Sweetpea'. Happily bobbing along, bumping shoulders with all the wealthy perverts and their other playthings in that technological miracle hidden in plain sight. He'd tried to look for the outer semblance of the structure on his way in, but nothing stood out among the usual grey and green blur of the city. Was it disguised to look like blocks of empty offices or server factories? Were the smart-glass windows of the Maglev just programmed not to show certain things? The connotations of there being entire sections of his city that the Algorithm had never even let him see were mindblowing. What else had it hid from him and all his Home-grown friends and classmates? 

When he'd got in, Jesse had just wanted to slump down into bed fully clothed and drift away. But Betsy had been full of questions and had taken it upon herself to strip him down as she asked them, mopping the remaining lipstick from his forehead with a wet flannel. She seemed to think he was the luckiest boy in the world to get to see such wonders. Wined and dined in the sea breeze like some of the trashy, old romantic novels she read. It didn't seem to phase her at all that such fantasies lay just a few miles away… but forever out of her reach. She was more interested in the mechanical marvels that would be required to create and maintain such a place. Jesse got the impression she was already getting a little bored with her day-to-day at the breeding pit... Though she would never admit it. 

Apparently the incurable problem-solver had already started working out how their milking system worked, and made some suggestions on how to improve it. Her sissy roommate had been more shocked to discover there was a milking system. Betsy had just laughed at his ditsy ignorance again: 

“Of course... Human breast-milk is one of the major ingredients in the anti-ageing formulas we all take! I thought everyone knew that?” 

So now he was sat at his desk, feeling a little queasy at the thought of what he might have just drank with his cereal that morning… As well as all the other worries zipping around his brain. It seemed rather fitting, really: That all those 50+ year old rich folks who still looked 25, only did so because they were literally draining the fluids from the generations below. The sissy wondered what the other ingredients were…? Then rapidly avoided the thought. He wondered if his own unremembered mother was still out there too…? Plugged up to some vacuum machine, rubber cups sucking at her tits. While trainee breeders like Betsy made sure she was comfortable and yet another soon-to-be Home-child grew in her belly. 

He looked around the rest of the room at all his equally submissive classmates, boredly taking notes on how to most politely offer themselves up to anyone they met. Did none of them ever boil over with these same doubts and worries that he did? They must be experiencing the same sort of situations after school each day… Was he the only freak who just couldn't accept that this was his lot in life? 


Chapter 2: Problems Swallowed

Jesse was roused from his distracted fretting by a tap on the shoulder. Lizzy was looking at him from the adjacent desk with puffed up cheeks and a strange expression on her face. She tried to communicate something via a haphazard waving of hands… but the intended recipient couldn't make hide nor hair of what she wanted, or why she couldn't just say it out loud. He was very surprised, then, when in exasperation she just leaned forward and grabbed his face… Pushing her lips against his. A familiar, salty flavour filled his senses as some quantity of viscous slime was parcelled into his mouth by the small girl's tongue. This seemed to be the main aim of the interaction. Though he did notice she also took the opportunity to explore the kiss a little, tangling herself with him through the acrid taste of someone else's climax. 

When she finally pulled away, Jesse couldn't resist the immediate urge to swallow… Though he had no idea whose ejaculate he had just been gifted. Upon seeing the gulp of the sissy's throat though, Lizzy's face fell like a stone into water. She still didn't seem to be able to explain what the issue was, but Franceska on the desk beyond had watched all this unfold and hissed across the explanation: 

"You were supposed to hold that for a moment… Then pass it on, you dolt! Weren't you paying attention?!" 

The other girl's whisper was not quite as subtle as she perhaps intended, resulting in a good few heads turning their way. Jesse was forced to catch up very quickly to a blackboard on which was scrawled the title 'Sharing service with your fellow Sluts' and a row of slightly-glistening lips leading back to where Mr Durren was currently still having his deflating cock cleaned off by the furthest student. The teacher, of course, noticed the wave of giggling disturbance and politely asked if there was a problem. Seeing the unwarranted guilt on Lizzy's face for being unable to adequately explain the task while her mouth was full, Jesse knew he had no option but to step up and accept responsibility. 

"I'm sorry, Sir… I-I, um… swallowed... by accident…” 

The educator in ‘Slut etiquette’ seemed a little distracted by what was still being done to him. That particular pupil clearly fishing for some early extra credit, as he or she rolled their tongue around inside his foreskin. 

“Ah, I see… Well, I know that can be something of a compulsion for some of you… No matter. You’ll have to stay behind for punishment, of course…” The old man casually waved his hand at this, as if such formalities were begrudgingly inevitable. 

“But, in the meantime... Just collect another helping from the next desk along. I’m sure your classmate will be happy to help; while I continue with the lecture.” 

Jesse’s other neighbour was, of course, Suzy. Who had surprisingly gone bright red at the suggestion, though he tried to cover it up by sticking his face in a notebook and giving off an air of detached not-really-listening. Jesse couldn’t quite work out why the other sissy would be embarrassed at all by the thought of being sucked off by him… until a memory of their passionate kiss the day before came back. Then, suddenly, he found himself blushing as well. Still, the task had been set. Neither could afford to dispute or delay the idea, especially since one of them was already in line for a rulering come end-of-lesson. Slipping out from his chair, Jesse kneeled down and crawled under his friend’s desk. There, the feminine-faced boy’s fairly-large cock sat waiting between two milky-white thighs. It had already risen itself up to greet him, pushing up the flap of their pleated school skirt. Jesse caught himself licking his lips as he approached that fleshy target, thinking of the identical pink, silicon lumps they were both also still sharing the experience of. Somehow, he felt more nervously excited about putting his lips to this penis… than any other he had swallowed so far. 


Chapter 3: To Suck on a Friend

Jesse had barely got underway with Suzy's fifth limb, when there was a polite but rhythmic knock on the classroom door. He couldn't see who came in, but could hear the sharp tap of elegant shoes and a graciously confident voice explaining its presence to the teacher. 

"I'm terribly sorry for the disturbance, but my silly toy left its bag in the car this morning…" 

Jesse felt the recognition in his friend, even through the unorthodox cock-in-cheek connection they were currently sharing. Glancing around, he noted that the other sissy's usual glittery container of all manner of cosmetics and sex-aids, was indeed absent. Which would presumably mark that warm voice; which quite calmly degraded Suzy to nothing so much as an 'it'; as belonging to his oh-so-beloved 'Daddy'. The footsteps drew closer, and Jesse found himself instinctively shrinking away beneath the desk. Burying his face further between Suzy’s knees in an attempt to hide both his presence and activities. There was little chance for that, however… For as soon as his parental master came near, the other sissy practically leapt from his seat. 

"Daddy! Oh, you brought it in for me yourself?! I'm sorry… I'm such a silly sausage!" 

The full-breasted boy leaned up to wrap his arms around the neck of the silver-haired arrival and shove his tongue into the man's mouth in greeting. This caused Jesse to rather receive a slap of forgetful sausage himself. He caught the glint of amused eyes from above as the looming stranger noticed him. A flash of recognition sprouted in his mind, that he'd seen this man somewhere before… but he couldn't think where. 

Once he had extracted his 'son/daughter/human plaything' from his face, the gentleman spoke again in that politely strong voice: 

"All can be forgiven, little one. I'm glad to see you are being looked after here…" 

He offered a sly, conspiratory wink down to Jesse, which only served to make the kneeling femboy more nervous. In fact, as the stranger moved his gaze out to survey the rest of the class, there was a visible flinch from all of them. Each one was a born and bred submissive after all… and they knew a beast from the other end of the spectrum when they saw one. He could probably buy the entire life and future out from any number of them… and would… at the drop of a hat. Only Suzy dared to meet his gaze, with those adoring, puppy-dog eyes. He was already bought and branded… Absolute devotion was simply a baseline trait now. 

The visitor stepped round behind his plaything’s desk and allowed his hands to land possessively upon the femboy’s shoulders. His questions of permission were directed only at their teacher though: 

“May I stay for a while and… observe the lesson?” He enquired, in a tone that was clearly not expecting to be refused. “I will make sure not to cause any disturbance.” 

Mr Durren coughed slightly, clearly not entirely convinced by this promise. But he smiled anyway, and waved a hand graciously. 

“Of course! The Academy is always accommodating to visits by its donors… I shall just pick up where I left off… Which was… hmmm…” 


While the ageing educator shuffled through his notes, the new guest pulled away Suzy’s chair. Leaving the sissy half-bent onto his desk, bare ass presented beneath its skirt like a peach peeking out from a serving tray. While Jesse was still left in charge of his cock, watching all this unfold between the arch of his friend’s legs. 


Chapter 4: Samples of the School

Suzy arched his back, bared by the short-cut of the official school crop-top. Spread his shiny, black and high-heeled shoes apart and leant forward against the school desk. It was a position he knew well… and one he naturally assumed whenever Daddy approached from behind. Whether it was to stroke the sissy’s silky, blonde pigtails. To reach around and squeeze his prominent, sensitive breasts… Or just to stand silently and admire the anxious sway of his toy’s perky, little backside. It did not matter. The submissive femboy simply did what he was told to. What he was trained to. What he was born to. Felt his body and soul ache for the touch and approval of this man who claimed to be his biological father. He never questioned that obedience. Never doubted his own shivering desire. He was a pretty, little doll to be played with… and Daddy was the one who owned him. 

Meanwhile Jesse was caught between a desk and a semi-hard cock… The sissy equivalent of a rock and a hard place if ever there was one. He saw the visitor from upon high unzipping his fly from his oh-so low down vantage; and knew exactly what was about to happen. Knew he would be expected to carry on with his task regardless, and knew this would only bring the older man more twisted joy as he fucked his store-bought 'son' in the middle of his classroom. 

What the kneeling sissy couldn't yet understand, was the shiver of earnest excitement which ran up his friend's bare leg which he was holding onto for support. The teen whose anal virginity was apparently now booked and claimed by some unfathomable stranger… Could only wince with apprehension at the large slab of meat progressing toward the entrance above him. He couldn't help but imagine what feeling such a thing forcing its way inside his own delicate, feminine frame might be like. Surely far different from the various silicon or metal facsimiles that he'd enveloped so far. 

Yet, as he continued to suck upon Suzy's own swollen rod. Every twitch and throb told him the other sissy's anticipation was only eager and willing. His classmate wanted to be humiliatingly penetrated, here and now, in the midst of all their friends and contemporaries. There was a palpable desperation in the way those hips subtly and teasingly swayed backwards toward the approaching erection. Jesse could practically taste the tension rising up in his friend's body, and felt his own small manhood rise up in response. The man bumped his second head against Suzy's anus, but then slid its turgid length down lower… into Jesse's realm. The command was clear: lubricate this before I shove it inside your companion. Not that instruction was really needed when an extra penis was presented to a Slutwife-in-study. Jesse found himself running a salivating tongue up and down that limb before he even had to think about it. 

Meanwhile, all around, the class continued unabated. Mr Durren casually including the goings on into his lesson: 

"It should always be remembered that, while on school premises, you are free to be used by any esteemed visitors we might have. Your collars will not charge for services provided in what we consider an open and welcoming learning environment… Though, of course, it is your responsibility to maintain any reservations placed upon your bodies." 

The old man smiled, half-proudly, at the display of two of his newest students debasing themselves for the pleasure of the older gentleman who had just wandered in. 

"Anyone who has permission to walk these halls; whether they are a sponsor, maintenance worker or visiting professor. Is an honoured guest of Madame Stanfield. Therefore they are more than welcome to sample any of the school's assets that might take their fancy. You are each a working sample of Stanfield's reputation for quality… Never forget that." 



Chapter 5: A Sissy Who Knows His Place

It was a strange and harrowing experience, for Jesse. To simply wrap his lips around Suzy's cock and feel every thrust the other sissy was receiving. He couldn't see much… beyond the slim, churning musculature behind his friend's belly-button as it brushed against his forehead. He could hear the dry slap of balls against ass-cheeks though; and the lewdly, mewling squeaks this drew from the femboy's lips. The erection in Jesse's gullet seemed to throb bigger with every penetration. Forcing itself deeper down his throat with just the secondhand forces at play. The virginal kneeler hardly felt he could complain or choke; when it was the other short-skirted teen who was really taking the brunt of this… and all the while his mind kept connecting that friction against his tonsils with what it might feel like to be in Suzy's position instead. 

Pressed against the cold classroom floor. Jesse's own little backside seemed to gasp along with the laboured breaths above. He could feel his miserly erection straining against the flap of material smothering it. Soaking a small damp spot of pre-cum into those tartan patterns. Shame and guilt flowed through all of him at this obvious sign of arousal over his companion's moaning depravity. Yet that only seemed to increase the prickling warmth running up and down the back of his neck, and the drooling overspill as he rolled his tongue around his own fleshy invasion. 


Mr Silvertongue had insisted that the mouths of born-to-be sluts like them would naturally fill with saliva whenever they could even smell a cock approaching. A Pavlovian confirmation of everything they knew to be true about their worth and truest purpose. Jesse couldn't help but begin to believe it, as his eyes began to water too… All he wanted in that moment was for Suzy to be pushed a little further down his oesophagus. To be choked another inch along the cascade of emotions that were building up inside of him. It was a terrible thing: to realise you were so enjoying the lurid, echoing slam of a friend's debasement. That, set against all those swirling doubts and worries, this was a release of pressures built up. 

The silver-haired visitor groaned somewhere above, the rhythm of his thrusting hips staggering into a last few, trembling heaves. An instant later, Jesse felt a convulsing throb from Suzy. He knew instinctively that one thing had led to the other. That, by extensive training or delight in servitude… the other sissy would orgasm whenever his master did. An empathetic reaction to succeeding in one’s duty. 


The panting, blonde schoolslut collapsed forward onto his desk. While Jesse desperately coughed his cock back up, so as to catch the precious expulsions he required. He sucked at the deflating sausage like a calf at a teat, worried that he might already have lost half of what he needed… Another load selfishly swallowed instead of shared with his classmates. Suzy seemed to have plenty to give however, spurting string after string onto his dear friend’s tongue. It would seem the act of being fucked by his darling Daddy, while being sucked off by the prettiest femboy in class, in front of a room full of subtly jealous eyes… Was a combination to drain the poor thing dry. He burbled incoherently against the hardwood surface. While one end calmly extracted his penis and brought it to the next student to clean; and the other made sure to squeeze every last drop possible out from below. 

Meanwhile, all around… the lesson simply continued unabated. Mr Durren droning on through just another day of training these nubile, young things of all the politest ways they could offer themselves up as tribute. Everything proceeding exactly as it should, in Madame Stanfield’s Academy for Sluts of Great Pedigree. 



Chapter 6: Raw Questions, Sore Thoughts

Jesse arrived at the table with a slightly-stinging rump. The red welts where Mr Durren had laid his ruler still visible for all and sundry. The man had clearly had a lot of practice over the years though, the punished sissy felt sure that those strikes could have been made to hurt a lot more and show a little less if the ageing teacher had truly wanted. As it was, the teen was already beginning to become a little used to perching delicately on a raw and naked rear while eating his lunch. A skill he was fairly sure was only going to become more useful as his studies went on. 

The others were clearly in the middle of catching Suzy up on some of the lesson he had clearly missed out on, while otherwise distracted or half-comatose in aftermath. 

“He said our collars have brought it to their attention that we’re still not greeting everyone we meet properly. Y’know the whole ‘Hello Sir/Madam, may I service you?’ thing… So now every time we don’t say it when we meet someone, we will get deducted an overall mark in his class.” 

Lizzy explained, half-guiltily… as if it was her that was enforcing such draconian rules. 

"That could add up to a girl failing real fast…" Fran summarised. "They don't even tell us what our final marks are out of… or based on… It's gotta be deliberate. Guess we've just gotta be the best little sluts we can at all times." 

Jesse blanched, thinking of all the times he'd failed to give out the demanded greeting since his one encounter with Madame Stanfield herself. The sissy supposed he had just been trying to avoid the embarrassment of accepting what he now was. Which was probably exactly what the rule was determined to break down. Once it became habitual for them to simply offer themselves up to whoever they met, there was little room for pride. They were all whores in service to the school, on the way to becoming something even less free: The perfect slaves to other people's darkest fantasies. Perhaps it would be better if he accepted that sooner, rather than later. 

Yet, talking with his friends seemed to lighten the weight of it so quickly. They were all mirrored souls, struggling through together. Relaying the various misadventures each had had the night before. Suzy had spent all evening begging his Daddy for some great favour. Franceska'd had to explain to her delinquent Home-mates how a shared subscription upon her usage might work. Lizzy had apparently been so anxiously self-doubting as to whether anyone would actually pay for her that she'd taken a note from Silvertongue's book and stood naked in the middle of an intersection. The sort of strangely straightforward thinking that was becoming a trademark of the quiet teen. She'd ended up being pulled into the back of a van by several network maintenance workers and then dumped back where they found her several hours later. According to her they'd actually been 'very nice' and just got her to pleasure them while they chased down the various frayed wires and broken connections that the Algorithm's own automated repair systems couldn't solve. 

Apparently she'd actually quite enjoyed being jostled around with the toolboxes and coarse men in the back of their van. Screwing away their weekly bonuses and then clambering with them into the bowels of the city. It would seem they'd never caught anything close to a '1st Class' rated plaything, and marvelled at how Lizzy had not complained at all as her naked body became streaked with the grease and muck that they and their underbelly world were perpetually coated in. While the human sextoy herself had been amazed to learn that they actually knew very little at all about how the complex system's that ran everything worked. They just went where their work tabs told them and fixed whatever the gathered robo-drones were struggling with. The Grand Algorithm's processes were as alien to them as anyone. 

Compared to all that, Jesse suddenly felt a little ashamed to have any complaints about his own experiences of being wined and dined in the lap of luxury. But it opened up just another layer in his head of how much of the world was being kept out of sight and mind for most people. He had caught a glimpse of the glittering lives above… and found souls just as trapped by who they were born to be. Lizzy had crawled through the cracks below… and found there were secrets buried even there. The sissy was beginning to wonder if anyone knew who was actually in control of all this. Or if any human mind could even comprehend the complexities of what their society had become. What if the Algorithm had just been set running long ago… and had now stepped far beyond its remit. Would they even know? The thought sent shivers down his spine. 


Chapter 7: A Mystery of Reservation

Jesse tried to tell the story of his time with John and Miranda, with the crushing fear and distaste he'd felt for that place as he'd scurried home still raw in his heart. But... he kept getting sidetracked by his own descriptions of how beautiful and miraculous it had all been. That wide-eyed, excited and naive young lady he had played the part of… seeming to bubble up and jump onto his tongue without any of his say so. It was extremely frustrating: to want to put together an overbearing feeling of unease, when all you could actually offer were descriptions of happy people smiling in the sunshine. Beautiful sights and sounds and tastes. It made him feel fake. Plastic. Complaining about things he should instead be grateful for. 

The others tried to sympathise and understand, of course. But he could see in their eyes that same glazed look that Betsy got when she was explaining again how much better off they all were in this modern world. The simple inability to comprehend what nagged at him so about just how things were. Everyone was in their right place. Sweet dreams were made of this, who were they to disagree? Some people wanted to abuse you, some of them wanted to be abused. It was all as natural as the turn of the seasons… helped along gently by the same AI that also happened to monitor and maintain those as well. Humanity had been saved from all the crushing, apocalyptic ultimatums it had placed on itself by simply accepting all the dark and dirty little honesties of what they each really wanted. Instead of consuming everything else, they now just consumed each other. 

Jesse knew the narrative as well as any of them… so why did he just never seem to have the same sense of contentment and security in that? Was he some kind of freak? A soul so unsure about what he wanted that even the grand algorithm couldn't help?! It was those thoughts that really ate away at him. Somewhere inside… he just desperately wanted to be as self-assured by his lot in life as Suzy was. The taste of that other sissy's ejaculate, as he had cum just because his Daddy had, still lingered on Jesse's tongue. 

What took hold of his friends more, however, was the mystery behind who had reserved a future claim on him. 

"I still can't quite believe you're a virgin back there..." Was Fran's first statement. "If I had a cock and had been watching that perfect, little ass of yours bob past my room everyday. I would definitely have had to pin you against a wall at some point… No choice at all!" 

She meant it as a joke… but Jesse could see a flash of something Whitney in the taller girl's eyes. Suddenly he was sort of glad she hadn't grown such an appendage. They bounced about a myriad of suggestions who his hidden future deflowerer could be on the way to class… but none could really offer any solid idea. In fact Suzy barely seemed interested at all, besides strongly refuting any possibility that it could be his father. So the mystery remained unsolved, as they approached yet another new lesson in applied sluttiness. 


Chapter 8: Lessons of the Past

Their teacher for 'interslut relations' was another new face. A young woman who looked barely a few years older than themselves, yet whose round and swollen belly told of a new life sprouting forth in fairly short order. 'Miss Daisy', who admitted to still being weirded out when people addressed her by just her last name, got the elephant out of the room quickly. 

"Yes, if you want to come feel it kick… Go right ahead." 

Home kids, as a general rule, didn't get much interaction with expecting mothers or mothers at all, really. Unless they happened to share a block with some breeders-in-training. There was an unwritten undercurrent of absence wherein none of them could really remember their own parent's touch. Whisked away as they were into the grand system of shared matrons and the Algorithm's guiding hand, while she presumably went straight back to the task of earning their next sibling. So the collection of short-skirted human sextoys gathered around this small miracle in abject fascination. Resting their heads upon the teacher's round belly and listening for the faint heartbeat of another small soul, fated to join their ranks. 

"His or her father is one of your seniors." She revealed, encouragingly. "Every year, on a special day, the graduating class all gets a chance to plant their seed in me… provided they've got the right equipment of course." She smiled and chuckled warmly at her own humour… and the intrigued surprise on the faces of her new charges. None of whom had ever really considered 'fatherhood' as being found anywhere in their futures, for various reasons. Well, besides Jesse, if Betsy's plan had worked. 

The young educator went on to explain. "Not too long ago, I was just another student here, like all of you. I had a sponsor who had put me forward to be a surprise 18th birthday present for his son, as soon as I graduated. I was doing my best to learn how I could be the perfect slutwife for him. Went to sleep everyday dreaming of how I would one day jump out of a birthday cake and see the joy and excitement on my new master's face. I imagined a thousand different ways he might look and a million different ways he might treat me, as his own personal toy for life. I was ready for any of it: cruelty, perversion, domination or devotion… Any fetish he might have or want to try on me. I was determined to earn my place by his side... or at his feet." 

There was a flicker in Miss Daisy's eyes, even then. Which spoke to all the submissive listeners of her sense of duty and purpose in that life which clearly never came to pass. Each of them, even those that still held lingering doubts and hopes for a freer life… knew the lure of simplicity in servitude that she must have held onto for so long. Amongst all of life's complications, the idea that your only true aim was to make one person happy… was an attractive one, whatever the expense to yourself. Which made the next part of her story hit home hard against their hearts. 

"Only… it turned out I had a rare genetic complication that even the Algorithm hadn't been able to detect. A small mutation that it had never encountered before, which just happened to make all its normal contraceptive measures unreliable. Halfway through my second year… I started getting morning sickness. Then my belly started to swell. By the time the teachers realised what was happening, it was too late. My body had slipped out of range of what the customer wanted and the more invasive methods of contraception that could still have been used were 'besides the point' according to him. He had paid for perfect… and I was not. He was offered one of my classmates instead… I watched her be dragged off by him the following year." 

She couldn't hide the sadness in her voice as she relayed all this. The past traumas clearly still raw, whatever had come next. Yet, their newest educator kept going… as if knowing that they all felt what she had felt, and believing that that was an important part of her lesson to them. 


Chapter 9: Bought by Friends

“Of course, Madame Stanfield knew there would still be some value in me… Some rich folks have such a fetish for impregnating people that they want a breeder they can keep at home instead of going down to the pits all the time. But, those sorts of cumbuckets generally don’t need anywhere near as much training as we get. All they really need is to grow a big, round belly to bounce around every half a year for their master’s delight. So it was looking like I would be sold off as soon as possible, so as not to waste any more of the school’s time and resources.” 

The teacher spoke about all this so calmly. Referring to herself as some sort of defective product that fell off the factory line, despite everything that had happened to her having come from a failure of the ever-vaunted Algorithm. To Jesse it seemed another jarringly clear example that, even when something went wrong… Everyone seemed to just ignore it and pass the blame along. As if it was far more important to continue believing the system was perfect, even if that meant the sacrifice of a few souls caught up in its imperfections. Miss Daisy was getting to the crux of her tale though, and what she saw needed to be taken from it. 

“Which is when and why my classmates stepped up to save me. They petitioned the headmistress to let them work to earn the shortfall in my worth as a plaything. They all went out, night after night. Getting themselves gangbanged and group-purchased. Organising charity orgies and sponsored cum-drinking challenges. Doing everything they could to earn the school enough money to keep me as a student. Their efforts and pornographic images were scooped up and posted in the national media. Politicians and local businesses came to take promotional pictures with us sat on their laps and servicing them. It was an endless, tiring effort to sell our bodies as much as we possibly could, over and over again. For the whole rest of that year.” 

The woman smiled at those memories… Of those who had rallied round her and given everything they had to keep her with them. All collapsing together in the grey light of dawn, having spent entire nights screwing every stranger they could find… Only to have to wake up and drag themselves to lessons a few scant hours later, because Madame Stanfield would not accept a drop in their grades over such an effort. It had been exhausting, and stressful, and often sore… but it had drawn them all together in a way she had never felt before. Even now, when they had all disappeared off into the world to be toys for the rich and powerful, she could remember every face which had come to her rescue. She might never see most of them again… but she would never forget the debt she owed each one. 

“But it still wasn’t enough…” She sighed, remembering the crestfallen moment they had realised just how short they were going to fall from their target. “Our contracts are ones for life, after all… When buying or selling us, our masters usually trade in the value of all the years of service we likely have left. Like a mortgage on a building, if you’ve ever heard of such a thing. So what even 1st class sluts like us could earn in half a year… Barely came close to a downgrade in my overall value. I could have served that original master for a hundred years or more, after all. Or forever… If the Algorithm’s medical science keeps progressing as it has. Every single medical breakthrough makes our predicted worth go up a little more. So we thought all of it might have been wasted…” 

The young teacher turned to look at something now, drawing the view of a now-enthralled class to something none of them had noticed before. Unlike any of the other classrooms, this one had one of those ever-changing electronic photo frames that lined the hallways: Hung in pride of place above them. Only it was not the alluring eyes of a former student that gazed down upon them, but the intimidating gaze of the school’s namesake herself. Her glinting eyes as piercing as ever and heeled boot seeming to press down out of the frame and onto their collected chests. Yet, Miss Daisy looked up at the terrifying figure as if it was a holy saint, granting her strength in times of need. Just like with Silvertongue, it was clear there was more than mere professional admiration that this educator had for her employer. With a slightly quivering voice she said. 


“Which is when the Madame herself stepped in. She said we had beaten every record for a class’s earnings, since the school was built. So such efforts needed to be rewarded… She purchased my contract herself, and said part of my duties would be to work here… Teaching all of you about the amazing things that can happen if you all stick together and look out for each other.” 


Chapter 10: As Sluts United

"So that's why I'm here… to get you all to see how important it is to support each other, as submissives, in serving our masters. There used to be an awful amount of competitiveness in this school; where even the sweetest, little playthings would jealously fight tooth and nail to out-do their classmates. The previous Madame Stanfields even encouraged it, thinking it made us work harder. But our headmistress realised it was distracting us from our only real purpose: to make our owners happy. When you get out into the real world, as 1st class slutwives, you should be setting an example to all the other whores and servants. Working with them to please those we should be pleasing, not looking down on them or squabbling over who gets fucked first.” 

Jesse was taking his turn to lay an ear against the swelling in the teacher’s midriff. Listening out for the slight sounds of movement or just some sense of the new life growing within. It was so strange to think that, inside that cocoon of flesh, was another small future brewing. Waiting to be born into this world as just another blob of clay for the algorithm to play with. The offspring of two parents who barely considered themselves more than objects. It was an uplifting thing, to think of him or her so warm and safe inside there… but it somehow made the sissy profoundly sad as well. There was no memory in his own past of ever feeling that kind of protection and security. A single tear seemed to well up in the corner of his vision and soak up all the mixing emotions flowing through him. 

Miss Daisy must have felt the splash of that… for she reached down and lifted up the femboy’s chin between soft fingertips. 

“Always remember that our entire existence is built around love. We all come from an act of love and our business and duties are all still actions of love. Our society grew out from the pointless, squabbling fears and hatred of the past… and into one where we can dedicate our entire lives to just exploring the different shades of our love for each other. The algorithm digs through all our hearts and finds all the secret desires that we once might have felt we had to hide from each other, or even ourselves. Once upon a time it might have even been considered wrong for me to do this!” 


The teacher bobbed her head down and pulled Jesse’s up into a deep and passionate kiss. The swirling embrace of her mouth dragging her new student up into the swell of her heartfelt ardour. For just a second... his thoughts did tangle the image of that babe within her belly and the compassion she offered, pulling his tongue in to swirl around her own. There was no doubt in his mind that this young woman believed every word she said and truly loved each and every pupil who was given to her… as much as she did the woman who had bought her and every child she had given away. For as she finally broke off the kiss, she said: 

“We are all professional lovers. People who’s greatest calling is to give out as much love as we can. Fulfil as many lusts and ideals and funny little dreams as anyone can throw at us. So we should start by loving each other just as much! Each of you is going to spend just three years here: learning to be the best, damn providers of fleshy pleasure that anyone has ever been. So, to do that, you should be all learning from each other. Practising on each other. Playing with each other. Trying out everything you can, while you’ve got the perfect box of toys to do it with. By the end, you should know every one of your classmate’s bodies as well as you know your own… and most of what goes through their heads as well. Then, in your final year, all of you will get a chance to put a baby in me together… Who will get to grow up through the Home’s knowing they’ve got a whole class of beautiful godparents wishing them well from wherever you end up. Tying you all together, forever.” 

Miss Daisy’s preacher like zeal echoed out into the room, inescapable in its positivity. Each of the gathered teens felt her bubbling optimism fill them and couldn’t help but smile. Here was, after all, the truest example of everything they had been told. Someone who, even through all the challenges she’d faced, still held true to the knowledge that she was in the right place doing the right thing for her inner contentment. Even Jesse, still blushing from the thorough face-sucking she had given him, felt his endless doubts be dismissed for a while. She was right. He did feel the love of his new friends and classmates. He did feel more at home in this school than he ever had anywhere else… and that part of him that begged to please was undeniable as well. Why make himself miserable worrying about the rest of it? 


Chapter 11: Paired up

“So! With all that out of the way… Today’s exercise will be to make love to one of your classmates. If you look at the main screen, I’ve let the algorithm choose who pairs up with who, so as not to cause any arguments… It will also pick whether you are on ‘top, or bottom’, if you catch my drift. Like I said before, believe me: by the end of the year you will have done everything with everybody. So don’t get upset if you aren’t getting the chance to slide into someone you’ve been eyeing up, just yet.” 

Jesse didn’t notice the way Miss Daisy’s eyes flicked to him as she said this, nor the variety of hungry looks a good three-quarters of the class were giving his short-skirted rear. The young sissy still didn’t seem to have gathered even a hint of how highly his innocent beauty was rated by those around him. It probably would have made him hideously self-conscious if he had... but then, it was that honest obliviousness which really added the shine to his features overall. Some people very obviously wore their beauty. Knowing just how to let it filter out on display and always ever-so-aware of every pair of eyes watching. Jesse simply was his outward vision. Wearing no mask over his emotions, nor adding fake flourishes to his natural grace… and he didn’t even see how much that stood out. His closer friends did though, and they each bristled a little defensively closer to their precious little jewel. No amount of appeasing words could quite hold back the jealousy over who would get their hands on that gem first. 

The holographic display gave out its judgement though, and none could argue with that. It would seem the algorithm had been taking some note of who had cliqued with whom within the class; along with, of course, acknowledging certain reservations which were held over a few of the students. Jesse was given Lizzy as a partner, and Fran was paired up with Suzy. They were inspected to take up position with their selected companion upon one of the wooden desks around the room. Having been tied to the things before, the four friends were already well aware of the clever ways such seemingly-simple furnishings could be adjusted in height or orientation to create a suitably stable surface to sit or lie upon. Every section could be folded this way or that and locked in place, with clear slots and grooves where limbs could easily rest… or be fastened. Still, Lizzy was clearly in somewhat of a rush to get this started, and just hopped up to lie back upon the top of the thing. Jesse followed after the short, olive-skinned girl with some consternation. Though he was very relieved to be on this side of the equation and partnered up with what seemed like the gentlest option out of his classmates... He really didn’t have much experience of this angle of sexuality. Even with Betsy, she had always made the first move… and told him where to put himself. He had a distinct fear that the beaming creature lifting up her skirt and spreading her legs for him, was going to be very disappointed by all he had to offer. 

Lizzy, meanwhile… was grinning like she’d won the local lottery. She could barely believe her luck in securing this chance to get screwed by such a beautiful boy. The kind that got used as models on those big billboard displays: showing just how pretty and young you could keep your human pets, if you fed and groomed them right. Every day, she still came to school expecting to be told this was all some huge mistake. A drab, 2nd class-at-best girl like her should never have ended up among angels like these, no matter who had taken a liking to her. But, just to get a chance to feel the touch of someone like Jesse made her think it might all be worth it. She loved her boyfriend back at the Home dearly, yet their attempts at making love had always been quite painful, clumsy affairs… with the added complications of avoiding their roommates at either end. One of whom would complain that Lizzy’s squeaking and moaning was ‘disturbing her beauty sleep’, while the other didn’t see why he shouldn’t get a turn at her as well, since it was his room too. Being offered a chance to be screwed by someone soft and gentle, with a penis that wasn’t nearly as long and wide as her forearm, seemed like an absolute dream. 

She smiled warmly at Jesse, spread her labia... and dipped a finger inside herself, just a little. All around them the rest of the class began to get started. Sliding into each other with the giggling comradery that comes with any co-operative assignment. It was good: to do this together. Without the tense pressures of being paid for it, or the politics of being Home kids competing for social standing. When you were simply told who to fuck, and how to fuck them… it made everything so much easier. 


Chapter 12: Shamed into Passion

The sissy had had a little trouble rousing himself, to begin with… Being so used to Betsy taking such matters into her own hands. The chorus of gasps and moans that started around them, and the expectant eagerness on his partner's face, sent embarrassed shivers up his back. What if he couldn’t get it up, or in? ...And was instead left trying to mash his useless, flaccid meat against Lizzy’s inevitable disappointment? Memories of looking around after that tall, mesmerising senior had slid the first metal plug into his ass resurfaced. He didn't want to be the slowest and least experienced in all things. 

His friend pulled her own knees open wide as he rubbed his meagre manhood against her outer folds. Somehow, focussing on those thoughts of shame and humiliation helped. Imagining all those pitying eyes watching him grind away at his own base failure as a man. Imagining letting down all the glinting anticipation that was palpably visible in Lizzy’s eyes. The thought of failing to please her scraped against his very heart, yet the red-faced emasculation that would bring almost seemed to draw him on. Suddenly his little penis was throbbing with turgid valour. Jesse just squirmed with the implausible sensation that everyone around would see into his heart and realise what had actually set it off. He hurried to bury himself inside the girl, more to hide than anything else. 

The motion of sliding into Lizzy was actually surprisingly frictionless. Jesse had expected to find the inner passages of such a small and slim girl to be tight and restrictive… but then he thought back to how casually she had talked about being fucked by several men at once over lunch. Another indication that it was his still-present virginity that was rare among this class of those desperate to please. Most of the others had probably been claimed by one lover or another the moment they came of age… and passed around half their Home by the time they'd graduated from basic education. He listened to the happy sigh of her breath as he delved straight to all the depth he could muster. She pulled him down into a sweet kiss, smiling through it as his hips began to move. 

“I’ve wanted to know what this might feel like ever since I first saw you…” She whispered in his ear… giggling like it was a secret she could only now tell him. The hidden language of one shy thing on the playground as she braided the other’s hair. Lizzy had always hung back a little, in their group… seeming the only creature less sure of herself than Jesse was. He felt connected to her now, in that. As if they were the only two people in the world. 

Of course, that illusion was quickly shattered… by a fanfare of shocked-sounding moans one desk over. Suzy seemed to be driving himself into Fran with a fury and passion possessed. The other young woman was gripping the wooden surface she was bent over with knuckles turning white. Her knees buckling and tongue lolling with every thrust from the other sissy. A wide smile was pinned to her face though, and she soon noticed the drawn attention of her next-door lovemakers. 

“H-He’s s-uh-so *Ah!* g-Good!” She gasped, barely able to get the words out between thudding insertions. “L-little Suzy’s a- eeeh, yes! A fuck-fucking cock-genius!” 

She hardly seemed to be making much sense anymore, but kept babbling anyway. Waxing poetic about the delights she was experiencing as the desk rattled forward on its legs. 

“Youhear that, lovevevely? I’ve boooh-b-been fucked by atleast th-three, th-three guys everynightand… AND none of them are HALF as-as good as-as youuuuuoof! Orgotasniceapairoftits!” 


Suzy himself seemed avidly determined to ignore everything his current partner was saying… and instead just focus solely on the task of carving the shape of her into the desk she was being driven against. Jesse could only look on in amazement and disbelief… until he noticed the other sissy’s eyes were locked onto his. Something in that stare brought back all the feelings of inadequacy and doubt. Sure that he could never bring himself up to the level of pumping blood and passion required for that kind of penetration. Yet, of course… that also made his own cock twitch and throb again inside of Lizzy… demanding that he at least try to make a start on earning her an orgasm. He turned away from the other two pounding bodies, and set to work slapping his own hairless ball sack against his soft-skinned classmate. 


Chapter 13: A Little Bit of Guidance

Miss Daisy walked between her rows of panting, gasping and squelching students and smiled. Here and there she leaned in to whisper pointers in blushing ears. Instructing this or that short-skirted teen to slow themselves down and enjoy the experience, or let loose a little more of the passion that clearly hummed in their little, beating hearts. Sometimes she just slipped an extra caress along soft skin and churning muscles. Slid an extra finger or two inside gushing holes. These were all echoes of her earlier self, after all. Tender, young things whose each entire essence ached only to please. It was oh-so rewarding to let them loose on each other and watch them flail around as symmetrical pairs, both sides trying so hard to make the other feel good… while also instinctively feeling guilty over every inch of pleasure they received in return. It was almost an exponential feedback loop of physical interaction as each couple drove each other further and further into the recesses of their natural expectation to not be the driving force. Magnets of the same polarity forced together by the fact that they would never refuse a command given by their teacher. 

She had to admit… there was something in that arousing joy she got from this that was far from what she had originally been shaped for. Something that changed… or broke… when her specified future as a plaything had been swept out from under her. The ever-swollen educator loved all her lovely charges and wanted nothing more than to see them grow up together into the perfect, little fucktoys they were born to be… But she also liked to see them squirm, just a little, outside their comfort zones. A shadow of jealousy of her own, perhaps… but one that was important for their progression too. Her Mistress knew exactly what she was doing when she had offered this teaching position. Of course she did… Mistress Stanfield knew everything about her. 

Two pairs of diligent pupils drew the teacher’s attention most of all. The particularly striking young sissy among them. He seemed to be struggling with this positioning on top more than any of the others. Scared glints showing in the whites of his eyes as he slipped in and out of his partner. Surreptitiously glancing at anyone else around for hints of what he was doing wrong. Secrets he was missing in how to do a man’s duty. All manner of pointers she could give him popped into Miss Daisy’s head… yet she held back all of them. Why would she ruin what was clearly his most endearing struggles? Any dominant female a mile around would squeal with wicked delight at that fretful look upon his pretty features. Watching him try everything he could think of to push the young lady over her edge, while never realising the precious, teetering bliss she was being kept in by his clumsy efforts… It set a soon-to-be mother’s heart a-flutter and seemed to even stir the baby inside. She could only dream of her own child being half so beautiful and unblemished by the cold pretences of this world. 

A door at the back of the classroom slid open, and a presence came up behind her. Miss Daisy didn’t have to look to know who it was. The long, slender arms of her latest child’s father encircled her. Selene rested her chin upon her former teacher’s head and rocked the pair of them gently, side-to-side. The tall and swan-like senior was in the last stretch of her education, a contract already written up with the corporation that she would soon be the modelling face of… and finest offering to lay across CEO’s desks and negotiating tables. The graceful creature’s cock and balls pressed up against Miss Daisy’s lower back, both of them aware that all-too-soon these little daily interactions would come to an end. Selene would have been presented to this new class as an example of everything they could aspire to… Miss Daisy knew that. But they wouldn’t know the deep sadness of having watched such magnificence grow into being. Felt it slip inside and leave a promise of tomorrow, only to know that both the giver and the gift would soon be nothing more than memories. Scooped up and swept away into the ways of their world, leaving only a hollow feeling inside… and an inescapable desire to grab tighter hold of the next beautiful fucktoy she had helped create. 

All artists cried a little... as they sold their next masterpiece, Miss Daisy guessed. Leaning back into that embrace, just while she could. 


Chapter 14: Dressing down the day

The freshman class of Stanfield’s academy milled around a little in the summer afternoon, after all their lessons had concluded. Most had changed directly into one of the outfits that had been picked out for them the day before. Determined to show a willingness to get back out on the streets and earning their tuition… Even if no particular target had been set as homework today. Miss Daisy had said that the ancillary studies she required would be more akin to the etiquette rules that Mr Durren put upon them, only slowly ramping up over the year. For starters… She simply insisted that: whenever they said hello or goodbye to their fellow classmates each day, they would greet them each with a good, long kiss on the mouth. 

So the whole class made sure to go through the motions of seeking out every face they were slowly beginning to recognise and shoving a willing tongue into it for a minute or two. While all the while bustling around the large, wardrobe-size lockers they were assigned in the entrance hall of the school. No private changing rooms were provided for them yet. They were just expected to drop their skirts to the floor in full view of the open doors. Not that this lack of privacy seemed likely to improve as they got further in their studies. 


The higher-year students had their own, more elaborate spaces to change in… but these were large, glass-walled rooms looking out over the gardens and sporting grounds out the back of the building. Which were open to the public anyway. Besides… Those cameras were still dotted around everywhere. Some clever member of the faculty had realised that an awfully good way to chase sponsorships over access to the students’ collars was to broadcast a live feed to ‘changing time’ for free, all across the web and various billboards around the city. Half-naked teen backsides bending and stretching were plastered across intersections and Maglev stations just before the owners themselves headed out toward them. 

Jesse and the others hadn’t quite realised this yet, of course. The academy made little effort to inform its assets what was done with all the material it collected from them. They were just the next batch of school property in a long history, after all. Having finished making sure they had snogged their way through the entire register, each of them was still feeling a bit sheepish over having just made love side by side for the first time. Jesse had worried himself through the entire experience, right up to cumming heavily inside of Lizzy. He desperately wanted to apologise to her… in case he’d done it wrong, but couldn’t even bring himself to ask. While the girl herself seemed still to be standing just a little bit closer to him at every opportunity, along with many of the pairings the algorithm had presumably carefully selected to invade each other. Her hand kept brushing, just lightly, against the back of sissy’s… as if by accident. Their still-glowing cheeks just beginning to fade back to normal. 

Fran was, of course, a lot more open about her changed impression of Suzy. She kept not-so-subtly hinting that she would very much have liked to ‘go another round’. There was an unkempt, wild and primal need in her normally stoic and sarcastic eyes, that Jesse hadn’t seen before. He got the feeling that there was a lot more bubbling and boiling away in the centre of their steadiest and most-confident friend, than any had previously realised. Suzy did not seem interested at all, though. The other sissy had gone quiet and sullen, as if embarrassed more by Franceska’s praise of his fucking-prowess than anything else. There was an edge to the way he looked at Lizzy now too... Something had clearly upset the large-breasted femboy that he just didn’t want to talk about. 

Eventually, they all headed off in their own directions. Suzy called for a lift, rather than walking Jesse to the station, but there was again no ambush of delinquents waiting for him. He remembered to offer his services to a bored-looking salesman who he bumped into on the platform, earning a warm lap to sit on and a subscription to his photos while the man simply read through sheets of figures. Nothing else was demanded of him though, so the teen slut simply hopped off at his own stop and headed toward Home 23 feeling quite positive. 


Chapter 15: An offer unlooked for

A figure was waiting for him when he entered the lobby of the Home. Leaning nonchalantly against the small reception/security desk that was barely ever occupied. The matrons were usually far too busy helping with their older charge's homework to keep track of who might be coming or going. If someone wasn't supposed to be here, surely the Algorithm's ID scans would pick it up… 

George popped himself upright as he saw the far more effeminate boy approaching. While Jesse nearly tripped over his heels in a sudden fluster as he realised who it was. He'd been in something of a daydream and hadn't prepared himself to be loomed over by the handsome young man's musculature. This instantly brought back that crease of concern in his blockmate's brow. Which made the sissy even more tangled as he tried to dodge unwarranted pity and express that actually today hadn't been so bad. It just felt really important to him that George didn't look down on him as some kind of incapable flower... Yet, every time the taller boy approached… Jesse seemed to wilt. 

"Come with me…" Was the only instruction given, enigmatic and laden with possible reasonings. The teen of few words never seemed to catch on to how much space that left for more insecure hearts and minds to race around them. He put a hand gently but firmly upon the sissy's shoulder and guided him toward the elevator. 

Jesse was finding it increasingly difficult to get his words out past each other. Trying to nonchalantly ask about George's day, but ending up unleashing a barrage of stupid questions to which the only replies were simple grunts. It was clear the other young man also had things on his mind, but where this led him dragging Jesse off to was anybody's guess. All the little femboy could think of was how much easier it had seemed back in the day. When he was just another boy in comprehensive education, joining sports classes with the rest of them… Albeit in a slightly tighter pair of allocated gym shorts. He had never shied away from getting stuck in with the bigger teens, unlike many of the pouting creatures who began to share his body-type. He could still remember jostling around on the basketball court, pitching his slim frame back against those suddenly growth-spurted up to twice his size… Able to dodge and weave among them, then being lifted up in triumph as they laughingly gifted him a chance to dunk… 

Jesse blushed in the tight confines of the elevator… Suddenly seeing entire swathes of his own past in a slightly different light. Had he really ever been any good, or had he just wanted a chance to get muddled up among all those sweating bodies? To feel strong shoulders beneath him as he was hoisted up to see the world as they must. Had they ever thought of him as an equal, or just laughed at this pretty, little plaything rubbing himself against them like a kitten in heat? The sissy wanted to feel upset and off-put by all these thoughts… but somehow, they just made him feel a little warm inside. Hot and bothered. He felt himself drift his skirted rear a little closer to George with the shake of the elevator. Acutely aware of his lack of underwear for the first time in a while. 

When they arrived at the floor of block H, Jesse was led off in the opposite direction to his own room. He was beyond asking questions by this point, just meekly following where he was told. He truly had no idea what George had planned… but when the larger boy opened the door to his own room and instructed Jesse to lie face down on the bed… The sissy obeyed in an instant. Trying only to get a grip on the thudding of his heartbeat within his ears. 


Chapter 16: Begrudgingly Given

"Him?! Betsy's little pet?!" 

Jesse immediately recognised the indignant, nasal tones of George's roommate. Cynthia was on sneering form, as usual. Offering a level of condescending intonation that surely must grate against even the most gracious and gentile of souls. The sissy was still lying face down on the bed as he had been told to. Trying to work out whether the trace scents of humanity he could smell were from a body he would want to be so close to... Though, if the rumours were to be believed: neither of this pairing spent much time in this room at all without putting one of these mattresses through its paces. He supposed that might be the secret to not finding Cyn utterly insufferable. 

“Yeah, why not? He’s been having a rough time of it in that fancy school they shipped him off to… and you said you needed to practise on ‘different body types’” 

The boy being discussed felt a little like a dog on a rainy day, being argued over who would have to take him for a walk. The snipes and jibes passed between the two of them had the sound of a nigh-constant game they played. The sharp edge to a relationship that was actually all the more stable because of it. He got the distinct impression that even if he hadn’t been present, they would have found something to argue about… but still felt extremely awkward to be stuck here in between, just an accessory to their minor battles. 

“Oh and I suppose, while I’m busy… You’ll just pop down the hall and see if Jane and Laura need some help with their homework as well. Count it as a ‘group project’ between the three of you…” 

Jesse heard the other young man chuckle, as if caught out in his ploy… but having been expecting nothing less. 


“Well… they did ask me to help out with something. Kill a couple of birds with one stone sorta thing. You gotta be neighbourly sometimes, y’know…” 

Cynthia snorted, genuine fury pushed a little aside by the charmingly brazen humour. It was clear this was a fight she wasn’t even trying to win, really… but one she felt the need to put her foot down against anyway. 

“Oh, fuck off! Go on then… I hope you tear holes in those two harpies! But you’d better have some energy left by the time you get back. I’m not having any of that ‘I’ve got nothing left in the tank’ bullshit when I get my turn at a slice! It’s not like I’m gonna get anything I need from babysitting your skinny, little barbie-doll.” 

Jesse winced as he heard the door slam… Terrifyingly aware that that meant he was presumably now alone with an angry, wasp-like harlequin. He heard her sigh heavily, before turning to approach and found a moment’s silence in which he could release his timidly squeaking voice. 

“You don’t need to do anything for me if you don’t want to, Cynthia… George didn’t tell me why he was bringing me… I-I can just go back to my room and-” 

The girl waved a hand across the glinting sliver of vision that the femboy had allowed himself. Her voice retained the weight of that sigh, but took on more of a gentle overlook than he’d ever thought her capable of. 

“No, hun… Don’t worry. I do need to practise on a bunch of different people. I won’t lie, I’d prefer if that lump had brought over one of his new ‘professional-armcandy’ classmates… But I suppose you’ll be a good test of what to do if one of my clients ever brings their favourite toy in for a bit of pampering. Since I’m only ‘2nd Class’, I expect I’ll have a whole lot of pet grooming ahead of me…” 


Cynthia sighed again… at the indignity of a world where she would have to spend the rest of her life tending to other people’s sex slaves. Then set about pulling out the required tools of her given trade. 


Chapter 17: With a touch of Fear

Jesse lay face down in the darkness of someone else's pillow. He didn't dare lift his head up or crane his neck around to see what the room's other occupant was doing, but listened intently to the rustle of her movements. Somehow, he felt more nervously out of his element here… Than riding the Maglev on some stranger's lap without underwear, or being groped around a seaside resort by John and Miranda. Those scenarios seemed to happen to the 1st Class Sissy Slutwife-in-training. The other him, that was sometimes a her… and who was learning a thousand new things a second, about themself and the world at large. While, within these walls, he had so much timid history and connected gossip. He felt just like his younger self: forever tucked behind Betsy's skirt-tails and trying not to be noticed. Cynthia was one of those demons who had danced upon the edge of the campfire. Forever being whisperingly bitched about by the girls he knew as friends. So to be left alone in a room with her was terrifying, despite them never really having had more than a passing encounter before. 

He felt the mattress move as the girl clambered up onto the bed with him. A mix of heady smells had begun to fill the room; some sort of incense she had lit. Without parade or warning, the sissy felt his skirt and socks be stripped downwards off his legs, leaving his bottom half completely exposed and unprotected. His tightly-cropped blouse soon followed suit, with a sharp tug indicating he should raise his arms and allow it to happen. Jesse's long, brown hair cascaded softly around his neck as its clips and ties were removed and he was left completely naked at the hands of this oft-reported banshee. He shivered to feel her straddling his legs. Presumably looking down upon his small and tender frame. The snap of a bottle cap opening nearly made him jump out of his skin... and the tiny, liquid sounds of hands being oiled didn't offer much reassurance. He wondered if she could feel just how on edge and nervous he was, laid out before her and trapped between those knees. He wondered if that would put a cruel smirk on the face of this young woman whose forked tongue had brought at least half the block to tears, at one point or another. 

The scared little sissy felt her lean down close and murmur straight into his ear: 

"Don't worry honey. I'm not going to hurt you…" 

Which did not reassure him in the slightest. 

Then he felt those long, slender fingers set to work spreading a warm, slimy substance across all of his back. It was strangely electrifying, to have his senses wound up so tightly and then medically and methodically danced across. He kept trying to anticipate wherever those hands might head next.. then being caught out whenever they moved somewhere unexpected. Soon every inch of his body that could be reached was lathered in oil, but none of the movements had been anything other than direct and professional… even when she had slipped down between his thighs and up between his rosy buttocks. The disconnect with what he expected, as an object of almost continual, invited molestation… Seemed almost more threatening than if she'd taken more luxurious, squeezing liberties. Jesse was left with a pit of insecurity over whether he had, in fact, just expected… or wanted her to do so. 

"Do you know…" Cynthia offered, pausing for a second and sounding as if she was recanting an interesting bit of biological trivia. "There are some people who think massage goes all the way back to our roots as just dirty, old apes." 

She lowered her hands back onto the small of Jesse's back, and pushed her weight into his spine. Gradually dragging this pressure upwards as she lay herself down upon his body. Continuing her lecture all the while. 

"Back to when we would have spent hours at a time grooming each other. In constant physical contact with everyone we knew: friends, family or enemies… It didn't matter whether you liked someone or not. It was just part of life to run your hands across every inch of their body. Picking off parasites and looking after their health and wellbeing, for the good of everybody." 

By this point, the girl was lying down completely on top of her human practice dummy. Embracing his shoulders with her forearms and resting her chin upon his collarbone. Jesse could feel the changing textures of her form. The soft, but pointing press of her nipples against his back. She was topless too… but wearing something strange and silky down below. Nylon perhaps? It was an intense moment of discomforting comfort, so far removed from the warm, midnight embraces of Betsy. There was a sharpness and levering angle to everything Cynthia was doing… that he understood well. 

But, all the same… He couldn't say he didn't like it. 


Chapter 18: An Animal’s Place

"You know, I thought it was kinda weird when they told us that. But then I thought back to the nature documentaries we used to watch in biology class. About Gorillas and Chimpanzees and all those other big, extinct monkeys." 

Cynthia's hands moved across Jesse's skin with a confidence and familiarity that quite amazed the young sissy. Despite the fact she had only been in specialised training for the same amount of time he had... She had clearly picked up the skills of her role much faster. The girl's fingers dug into each and every muscle in his back, plying the tension out of them even as his nervousness tried to put it back in. 

"They used to go on and on about how closely related we are to them; and about how, for a while, we'd lost sight of that connection. To the whole 'natural hierarchy of our primal selves'... or whatever." 

She moved down to his legs now. Grabbing hold of his slim feet to bend and flex them at her will. Teasing more oil in between each of the sissy's slender toes. While back up above the texture of her nylon tights was now scratching against his awakened nerves. Jesse realised this was clearly done intentionally, the trainee masseuse using her hips and legs just as much as her hands in the task of kneading and stimulating him. Cynthia worked her way back up his inner calves and thighs, sending all sorts of strange, electric messages into the heart of him. It was sometimes a little painful, the way she dug her fingers in. But it was good pain, that seemed to drag relaxation kicking and screaming out of the tense depths of his limbs. 

"It makes you think what it would be like, in those dark, ancient jungles… If you were one of the smaller, weaker apes. Having one of those giant, silverback monsters running his fingers through your hair. Knowing that he could quite literally crush your skull to mush with those hands… and might, if you start to show any signs of being a competitor. But, for now, was just choosing to be gentle instead. Wouldn't that teach you exactly where you stood in the world…" 


The young masseuse's words seemed to be embedding themselves into the walls for Jesse, now. Their softly sharp tones etching into his stupefying brain as an untangleable part of everything: The warm bed that was possibly George's, the heady incense, the friction of another body pressing itself into his very bones... and the whole, terrifying world outside. Roaring around their quiet little room full of intimidating whispers. 

Somehow, without even noticing… The sissy found himself on his back now. The control Cynthia now had over his limp and malleable body being complete and unquestionable. Almost as if she truly had reached in and grasped some deep, integral key to his animalistic soul. With just a press upon several nerves he was putty to be moulded, rolling over to show his belly on slightest demand. 

He could see the sharp angles of his current captor now. She crawled over him with glistening skin and a wicked grin. Her firm breasts bared and their pointing nipples being rolled against his chest and arms. She squeezed them together and used them as a tool to work with, while the fork of her legs down below was utilised much the same. Already her training had established that every part of her body was just another appendage of her function. A new shape or surface to be pressed against her clients. The sodden, oily nylon of her lower half sent static shivers through Jesse's tiny cock and balls as its friction brushed or crushed them. This needle-nailed creature was no less a servant than him… but she was a means to a different end and pinned the little toy down like a wrench upon a plastic doll. 

“This is fun…” She purred. “I never got what stuck-up bitches like Betsy saw in you pathetic, little boy-toys. Why wouldn’t you just find yourself a real man? But watching you wriggle and squirm around like you’re not enjoying it… When we both know you’ll just lie there and take whatever I do to you… I get it now…” 

Jesse wasn’t sure the girl’s new found appreciation was something he wanted… There was a glint in her eyes that was very like the hunger he sometimes saw in Betsy’s, but without any of the restraining love that his roommate also contained. He wanted to stand up for his best friend, declare no-one could or should call her a ‘bitch’ ...but the words would not come. He was paralysed by his own nature. 


Chapter 19: To be One’s Self

At some point it became obvious that the ‘massage’ had stopped being about Jesse… or rather had become more a grounds for Cynthia to explore some of her own frustrations. The girl began letting her pristinely-sharpened fingernails rake across the sissy’s soft skin. Scratching and plucking and teasing at his nerves. Always on the very edge where tickling sensitivities might give way to actual pain… but never did. The enraptured fucktoy could barely whimper through the barrage of electric feelings she drew out of him. It didn’t hurt… but at times he almost felt like he wanted it to: just to complete the physical and emotional tightrope she was keeping him on. He caught his own body rising up to chase after the fading impression of her painted claws. The girl could almost make him rise up off the mattress in bated breath. A puppet pulled upward by strings of stinging delight. 

Soon, her teeth came into play as well… Biting and nibbling and pinching at random points across his chest and neck. Yet more sources of pointed interaction that drove Cynthia’s submissive practice-dummy mad with longing, whenever they detached. She sucked upon his neck and left a gleaming, purple hickey… a clear sign and message for any others that might love him. Soon joined by several others up and down his feeble frame and interspersed with the perfect indentations of her dental records that were becoming carved across his thighs and flanks. Jesse hated to think what Betsy might think, seeing those un-hideable traces. However, in this moment, his actual heart sped up with every new one she left. 


The absolute control this harpy had simply taken, over his physical and spiritual self, was an intoxicating whirlpool of emotions he just couldn’t escape. He had come here hoping for… something… From that blue-eyed boy half the block lusted after. But, what he had found instead… made the sissy’s head spin with confused arousal. He had never felt like this before. No-one had been so casually cruel… not until that terrible afternoon he had spent staring up at the blue sky, as one unwashed delinquent after another gruntingly ejaculated onto his electrified body. Was this really what his inner self wanted? Was that what every patronising, mass-produced, ‘motivational’ meme or poster which told you to ‘be true to yourself’ meant? That he was the smallest ape. The pretty, little runt of the litter. Who would only really be happy if he let himself be pulled apart and used to breaking by the rest of his kind. 

Cynthia was gasping now, too. Her face glowing red with the efforts of half-mending/half-tormenting her provided client. She was grinding her hips against the throbbing little lump she had grown from Jesse’s groin. Squeezing it with the sopping cameltoe of her slowly-tearing tights. Feeling that thin material begin to give way, a fresh wave of panic rippled through her prey: 

“D-Don’t… l-let it go in!” He squeaked, trying to get the words out around his own panting tongue. “They’ll know… and you’d h-have to p-pay!” 

The masseuse laughed sardonically, pulling her back straight to grab a breath of fresher air. 

“Pay? For you?! When I’d hardly even notice if it had gone in? No, you don’t d-deserve that… I can get everything I need… l-like this…” 

And, it was true. Jesse could feel the girl’s body beginning to convulse on top of him just from the grinding friction of her thighs against his small shaft. She continued to rake those nails up and down his chest… but the sissy suddenly realised that Cynthia was at her limit, bucking with the orgasmic bliss of what she had done to him. While his own cock and soul still throbbed with a want for her to keep going. To squish it down beneath the press of her body-weight more and bite and scratch and tear at him for just. A. Little. Bit. Longer! He had never found himself in a position where someone else had got him into such a state and then reached their own climax first. 


The terrifying teen deflated herself back down on to him, trembling with the after effects of her own climax… and he simply did not know what to do. His trapped little erection twitched and cried out to be squeezed and rubbed and crushed some more… but it did so to no avail… Ignored by the gushing flower of womanhood that nonetheless remained so tantalisingly close. Cynthia latched her mouth onto his neck once more, sucking and nibbling in a way that might almost have been affectionate again. Yet, Jesse was left staring at the ceiling… listening to his own thumping heartbeat fade. 


Chapter 20: Seeking Release, but not Escape

"We'll do this again…" Promised Cynthia. 


A threatening statement that they both knew Jesse would not disagree with. Even as he quailed with the still-frustrated after effects of today's 'massage session', his tender skin itched to be back beneath her scouring nails. The sissy was tossed out through the door with his clothes still in a bundle, leaving him to dress his naked form in the corridor. His twitching erection would just not go down, levering up a flap of his school skirt at the front. The embarrassing obviousness of this struggle only further hampering his attempts to calm it down. There was no option but to scurry along the corridor, hiding his red-cheeked shame as best he could. 

"Did that help?" Came a calm voice from one of the doorways he passed. George was emerging still half-dressed from a room where two visibly naked female forms lounged uncaring. "I know Cyn can be… difficult. But she's actually pretty good with those hands, right?" 

Jesse nearly squealed, turning his body away as the sight of the other boy's bare chest sent more waves of awkwardness rocketing through his loins. He got the distinct impression that the massages George received were considerably different from the one he did… but was not about to discuss that right now. He burbled out something that might have been words, but hurried on towards safety without waiting for any further reply. His only hope was that he wouldn't bump into Whitney or someone else on the rest of the journey. He needed Betsy. Needed her now more than he ever had before. 

The suffering sissy was through the door and buried in the soft embrace of his best friend before she really knew what was happening. The young lady was wise enough to just stay wrapped around him until otherwise guided though. She was a little confused by the small, but solid, lump she felt being pressed against her… but quickly noted the teeth marks and purple blotches upon her precious thing's neck. The trembling creature didn't seem to know whether he wanted to burst into tears or bowl her over and dry hump her like a horny puppy. She just squeezed him tight until he could decide… either would be fine in her book. 

"That Bitch!" The larger girl muttered under her breath, the nearest example of cold fury she ever really displayed in front of Jesse. "And George should have known better too, the moron… I thought I could trust him around you at least…" 

Jesse had tried to shift blame away from the tall and handsome young man in his recounting of events, but apparently hadn't done so well enough. He was sat in Betsy's arms upon her bed, her large breasts acting as a pillow against his back. His friend and confidante was staring off into space, clearly thinking over her options in defending the territory she considered hers, which had been trodden on. Her hands had crept around beneath his skirt and were both cupping Jesse's hairless balls and absentmindedly stroking up and down his still-standing shaft. It was a habit of hers whenever she was thinking, really… but was certainly not helping the sissy's current predicament. He still felt caught in a limbo. Unable to forget the rush of sensations that hadn't quite managed to spill over, or completely fade away. The small, dark patch of dampness where his swollen flesh met fabric continued to grow. 

"If she thinks she's going to get her hands on you again… she's got another thing coming!" 

The determination in Betsy's voice was irrefutable, a law laid down. Yet, Jesse was not so sure. He didn't ever want to upset this protector who had kept such creatures at bay for all these years… But, in his deepest heart, he knew for a fact that if Cynthia cornered him in the corridor tomorrow and told him to lie back down upon her bed… he would do so without hesitation. Some microscopic, fundamental switch in his spirit, or genetics, or algorithm-altered chemical concoction of a brain meant that he would do exactly as he was told by anyone who was confident enough to tell him. Even just thinking about it sent another shiver of humiliating excitement sparking through his veins. Behind him, the girl who had claimed his virginity boiled with jealous rage. Yet, every beat in Jesse's chest that took him another step away from that unfinished business seemed to draw him back toward the situation which would fulfil it. For the first time in his life… The sissy considered what the word 'slut' actually implied, and what it might mean to inhabit it. 


Chapter 21: A Meal Full of Changes

"I mean, she didn't even consider that it might impact your grades, leaving marks like that! What if you miss out on some people signing up to access your photos… ‘cause they think you're some cheap whore instead of your perfect, innocent little self?!" 

Betsy was still loudly railing against Cynthia's misdemeanours an hour or so later. The focus of her fury having slipped out in directions only she would follow it down. She seemed utterly determined that Jesse should be the purest and highest scoring sissy slutwife that ever had there been. As if transferring her own frustrations over academic prowess and the paywall that stopped her having him all to herself, onto an idea that he had to be untouchable by any but the most discerning customers. 

She had dragged him to the cafeteria, despite the sissy's mewling protestations. His problem still hadn't gone down… and he was beginning to worry there was actually something very wrong. His whole body still tingled with sensitivity, so that even the brush of his own clothing against exposed skin sent sparks across his vision. Betsy had tried to reassure him: 

"Don’t be silly… It’s just the new hormone packages the algorithm will have been giving you. I’ve read about this. 1st Class sluts like you get all the most cutting edge treatments and engineering, to make sure they can keep up with whatever their future masters might want.” 

The girl even sighed wistfully. Dreaming up the manicured lawns where the idle rich took picnics together along with their leashed collections of creatures like Jesse. 

“I hear some mistresses like their pets to have erections that never go away, so they can decorate them with ribbons or jewellery or things. There’s a whole competitive hobby scene around ‘penis arranging’ ...I think I saved a gallery somewhere I could show you… And hyper-sensitivity is all the rage in cuties like you. That’ll just be how your body will work now, so I expect you’ll get used to what sets it off…” 


Betsy seemed to catch herself out there, remembering what had set it off and being swept up again in a fit of fuming jealousy. Jesse just stirred his food around his plate… Once again not sure he wanted to eat something that was clearly playing havoc with even his very base senses. Would he be happier, if he just gulped it all down and accepted it? Let the universe make of him what it was clearly determined to. Would that answer all those questions buzzing around his skull, or at least burn them all away? Was that other saccharine voice in the back of his head; the one that was already anxiously wondering if John and Miranda would actually take her out again and a little proudly excited at which marks might still be visible on the Maglev tomorrow. Was that really his true self? Could he let himself become her? 

Jesse forced himself to eat. Though whether just for survival or towards another aim even he couldn’t tell. His best friend’s hand still kept straying into his lap, unable to resist the draw of his twitching, trembling reactions. Even when Whitney and Claire strode over and settled themselves down opposite, offering more ears for her to fill with targeted vilification. Neither seemed particularly surprised or outraged by Cynthia’s behaviour, but offered the required snorts and snide comments of support regardless. 

Jesse kept quiet and just tried not to let his overworked nerves overwhelm him. It seemed like the more passionate Betsy became in her decrying of that despicable bitch, the more her spare hand unthinkingly pumped away in the sissy’s crotch. Until, his mind filling with several flashes of blinding light… Jesse realised he was about to make a mess of himself, right there in the middle of the dining hall. The horror of that hovered over him, just waiting for his head to clear from the utter need for release. Except Betsy was a lot more clocked on to what was occurring than he realised. With barely a break in conversation, she leaned down and wrapped her lips around the helmet of him. The sudden, wet warmth of her mouth and tongue letting him buck his small hips upwards and pump stream after stream of semen up into her throat. Holding onto the back of her head for dear life, the teenage femboy looked around in terror for all the eyes that must surely be watching as he simply couldn’t stop cumming for what seemed like a minute or more. Yet… no-one seemed to actually give them more than a glance. Claire and Whitney just kept on talking, as if this was the most natural thing in the world. 


Jesse wound his hands into his best friend’s hair and gasped as her tongue cleaned up every last drop from his now raw and tender cock. Then released her to settle back upright in her seat, gulping and licking her lips. No-one else even blinked. Just another evening’s meal in Home 23. 

End Of Part 4 


Thank you for reading! Jesse’s story will be continued in part 5.

Ever so much love, JerkGently


Addendum:

The City 7 Sheet

Local Happenings Posted Every Day

Has the fizz fallen out of your fucktoy?

Is your office slut all limp and lifeless?

Spanky Dan’s Submissive Revitalisation Dojo is here to help!

Spanky Dan and his team of expert dominatrixes have been bringing life back into washed-up sex objects for years. They’ve seen thousands of used and abused sluts who just don’t seem to approach each day of cunny-sucking and constant fucking with the gusto they used to. With just one week’s course of trade-secret techniques and chemical concoctions, they can bring even the saggiest cocksleeve and most flaccid of flesh-dildos back to life!

Our customers can hardly believe the new lease on life their personal comfort companions or business morale workers come back with after such a short break from duties:

“I thought Daisy was a write off… We were already eyeing up replacements in the auction pages, but the prices just keep going up and up. So I called the number on the advert and, wouldn’t you know it… She came back swallowing cocks down deeper than she ever had before. I don’t know what Dan does to ‘em… but damn does it work!”

“I bought Andres for my husband a good few years back, as an anniversary present. We’d both been very happy with him for years… yet lately he just hadn’t seemed to be able to ‘get it up’ for either of us. He was very apologetic, but we really felt the cost of feeding and housing him was beginning to go to waste. Only ‘Spanky Dan’ stepped in at just the right moment! Andres can keep us both gasping for HOURS now… though he never speaks about what those big ladies did to him…”

So don’t waste another minute! Don’t get scammed by those ever-rising prices on the Algorithm’s public listings! Put some pep back into the property you already own and call Spanky Dan now on 07726-563-669!

Second-hand Subs:

F, 43, aesthetically 21, 3rd Class Office toy, Was left ownerless when company went under and reclaimed as part of bankruptcy proceedings. Given full refurbish of all holes and a new set of breasts. Practically good as new. $170,000 or best offer.

H, 29, presents as M, 2nd class bedwarmer, Given as a wedding present by husband's family, but came to me as part of divorce settlement. Too many sore memories of squeezing him between us. Very loyal and loving though. $300,000 to take home today.

M, 64, Presents as F, Aesthetically 40-something, 2nd Class Theatre Whore, Talented, if vintage, with all the distinctive traits of early submissive generations. Still puts on a very good show as a jaded, mature lady of the night. Can sing beautifully. Shame we can't afford to keep her. Looking for a home with a specialist collector who still knows how to appreciate such artistry. Price to be discussed.

M, 35, Aesthetically 25, heavily modified, Qualified personal trainer, Previous owner bought him away from a public gym for personal use. Seems to have made many black-market, Algorithm un-approved alterations and additions. Has two, permanently erect phalluses that produce far more ejaculate than average. Muscular build is impressive to say the least, but mental cognisance… less so. A good companion for a lady with very specific wants. Has been approved for resale, but requires additional licensing. $450,000.

Lost and Found:

Lost. Little sub boy, 5'3", short brown hair, answers to 'Annabelle'. We took him on a day trip to the inner-city beaches and must have been a little too inebriated… because by the end no-one could remember where we'd left him. We do hope the poor thing’s not still buried in the sand. $1000 for any information that leads to recovery.

Found. The 3rd class redhead girl from last week. Was found hanging by her wrists and ankles in a derelict warehouse, leaking cum from every hole. Must've been stolen by some Dropouts for an evening of fun. Is currently being kept in the office of the lot's security. If left unclaimed, will become property of Securicorp.

Found. Hermaphrodite puppydog. Complete with tail plug and attachable ears. Doesn’t seem to remember how to talk, just pants and barks. Surprised they aren’t chipped, considering the level of training and modification. Was huddled up in our doghouse this morning with Spot… think they might have a thing for one another.
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