

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.

The story of Jesse, 1st class sissy-slutwife in training, continues apace. Having had a traumatic first few days of submissive education… our femboy heroine is already beginning to lose sight of his life before all this. Hearing the tales and daily lives of his fellow submissives, it almost seems a guilty selfishness to complain about his lot. From specifically-tailored outfits to neighbours willing to use him as ‘massage-practice’, his place in society really seems to be settling into its own form of luxury… Whether that pampering is ultimately all for the benefit of others, or not.

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.


Chapter Links

Preface

Chapter Links

Chapter 1: Offered Seats

Chapter 2: Supporting the cause

Chapter 3: Cheered on out

Chapter 4: Start off with a Squeeze

Chapter 5: Submissive Posturing

Chapter 6: Punished with Love

Chapter 7: Friendships Forged, in crimes Forgotten

Chapter 8: Pulled Aside and Stood Upon

Chapter 9: Lured Away, by Lips and Soft Hands

Chapter 10: Dragged out, and Driven Away

Chapter 11: Surrounded by a Sky of Lies

Chapter 12: Scrabbling Excitement

Chapter 13: To Meet the Meat

Chapter 14: A Collection to Envy

Chapter 15: A Catalogue of Vices

Chapter 16: A Meal to Remember

Chapter 17: Food is Best Shared with Love

Chapter 18: Hurt by Acts of Love

Chapter 19: Fae Creatures fall Together

Chapter 20: Two Tongues Touched

Chapter 21: At last… Everything a Sissy Deserves

End Of Part 5

Addendum:The Stanfield Slutwives, A Poem


Chapter 1: Offered Seats

The next morning, Jesse woke up in Betsy’s bed, wrapped up in the girl’s protective embrace. He felt warm, and safe, and strangely well rested. A perpetually light sleeper, the sissy was used to waking up somewhere near a thousand times a night: needing to creep through the corridors in his nightie to the communal toilets, or just lie staring at the ceiling in a cloud of swirling thoughts until his roommate’s snores lulled him back to the respite of oblivion. Alone, in his own bed, he would often shrivel into the next morning in a ball of unreleased tension. As if he’d spent every dream sprinting between shadows and squeezing into cracks too small for even his slight frame to hide in. No such aches and creaks came from his bones today though… leaving the idea that perhaps there had been more to Cynthia’s massage than just her own gain, after all. He got up and dressed, admiring the cut of his slim figure in the tall mirror of their shared wardrobe. 

Somewhere along the line… he had got used to seeing himself in the smart-but-skimpy lines of his new school uniform. The amount of his smooth, pale flesh on display hardly even registered. Nor the absence of any underwear, pre-worn or otherwise. He stood on his tall, blocky heels with fairly practised ease, even trying out a few of the ‘resting poses’ Ms Durian had suggested he learn to make a habit of… ‘to subtly show off what you’ve got’. It seemed a little corny to be told how he even had to stand around doing nothing, in order to be more pleasing upon his future master’s eyes. But then he remembered just how pristine and graceful every movement the seniors who had welcomed them into the school made was, and couldn’t help but dream of having such eye-dragging poise. Would the school begin handing out thinner and more dainty heels soon, now that most of the class had got used to these ones? 

The sissy couldn’t help but feel he was wearing the equivalent of training-wheels currently, and had a sudden urge to prove he could do better. He carefully applied some lipstick, foundation and eyeliner… trying his best to meet the standard that Betsy seemed to so-easily achieve. Most of the hickeys and bite-marks that weren’t hidden by his blouse and skirt had faded actually, except for one or two large ones on his inner thighs and neck. He couldn’t do much about his thighs, but found a thin silk scarf that Betsy had bought him once. Wrapping it around his neck and matching it with the colour of his knee-socks and hairbands today made him feel like he was making the outfit his own at least a little bit, not just what he was forced to wear. The lauded beauty of a boy had never really seen what everyone else seemed to make such a fuss about in his looks… but today he felt tentatively good about his outward appearance. 

Stepping onto the Maglev after breakfast, the sun was still shining upon this last day of his first week in specialised education. He even managed to find a space for his bare little ass to plonk itself without any requirement that he balance precariously upon the knee and inevitable erection of a stranger. So pleased was the sissy with how the day was shaping up that he even offered that same seat over when a wrinkled old lady clambered wearily on at the next stop. She smiled and thanked him dearly, settling down with a glint in her eye while he hung on to the silver pole nearby. To be honest, Jesse was rather amazed by the sight of her himself. It was rare to actually see someone who looked old these days, being as there were some centenarians these days who could still appear twenty if they felt like it. Those who were actually beyond the reach of the algorithm’s help tended to not be in any state to walk around either. 

“That was very kind of you dear…” A voice like crackling autumn leaves told him. “But, I recognise that uniform… isn’t there something else you’re supposed to say to me?” 

She smiled up at him in a particularly encouraging and unthreatening way, making Jesse blush just with the embarrassment that he hadn’t even considered she should count among ‘everyone’ in the rules he was supposed to follow. 

“Oh, ermm… yes! Sorry… Hello Ma’am, my name is Jesse. How may I service you?” 

The aged creature’s face cracked even wider at the lilting, stumbling tones of the polite, little sissy. She pulled out a flexitab from her large and jangling handbag and began pawing at it with just a hint of inexperienced confusion. 


Chapter 2: Supporting the cause

"Let's see dear… I'm still not very good with these things... Could you help me?" 

Jesse was drawn in to help the little old lady connect her device to his own collar. Which was not the sort of tech support he'd ever thought he'd have to do. While he did so, immediately bringing up several images of him sliding in and out of Lizzy, the woman just kept on chattering away: 

"We sent one of my granddaughters off to Madame Stanfield's, I remember. She was going spare, after all… all the inheritance had been shared out already. Was a right little terror too, before she entered the academy. Always running off to hang around with dropouts and drug dealing thugs, or distracting any workmen who came to the house. Once even refused to eat her meals so long she nearly got pregnant… luckily the algorithm caught it in time or our problems would have multiplied!" 

Jesse was beginning to remove the 'nice' from his mental assessment of this wrinkled, old creature. She talked about her own kin with a detached callousy that he simply hadn't encountered before, though he'd been hearing whispers that this was what rich people were like for years. 

"That headmistress of yours sorted her out in no time, though. It warmed my heart every time I heard her greet one of her father's business partners with that 'may I service you?' line… it helped secure an awful lot of good deals for him. He even managed to trade her off for a very good share in one of our competitors in the end. Who'd have thought the runt of the litter could be so much use, eh? That's why I always try to help out if I ever see one of you girls in your smart, little uniforms..." 

The woman had taken her portable device back now, and was scrolling through its list of options while sucking on a chunk of hard candy she seemed to have produced from nowhere. Jesse just had to wait in trepidation while the carriage swayed and he wondered what on earth this crone was going to make him do for her. 

"Ah, there we go! She exclaimed, jabbing 'confirm purchase' with a relish. Now, you just pull out that little sausage you're hiding and stroke it for me. We'll see how far you can get with it before you have to get off." 

Jesse glanced up and down the semi-crowded carriage, commuters of various shapes and sizes clogged the seats and passages. Most minding their own business for the moment. He had no choice anyway… the choker around his neck had buzzed to confirm the lady's demands. With his accustomed flush of bright-red cheeks, the sissy lifted up the front of his skirt and took hold of his penis. For a while he didn't think he was going to 'get anywhere' with it at all. Trying to stroke life into its tiny softness in the broad daylight of a Friday morning's transport system, while a seated hag watched intently and sucked loudly upon her boiled sweet. Yet, the embarrassment of the moment and innate need to please even those he'd taken an immediate disliking to, soon got blood pumping where it should. 

It was a particularly strange and difficult thing to do: masturbating for the casual entertainment of someone else… even without the added pressures of a train full of side-line observers and the disgusting slurping noises his customer was making. Jesse squirmed through the horrendous mechanics of it, turned almost equally on and off by his own humiliated awkwardness. The old lady lapped up the knees-locked sight of him, desperately trying to just get this over with but also dreading the thought of what might happen if he went too far. 

As the sleek vehicle slipped along at breakneck speed, its internal carriages only swaying ever so slightly… Jesse began to think he might make it to his station without spilling his load. Surely his short-rental mistress couldn’t complain if he did exactly what she wanted, but just never quite made it to orgasm? He was buoyed by the general disinterest the rest of the passengers seemed to be giving him. Just another slutty schoolboy jacking off in public for pocket change… they must have seen it all before. The warmth and confidence he had felt this morning still hadn't faded. This was just another shape of the new morning routine, like how he was beginning to get used to the idea that a stranger's lap was a more appropriate seat for one such as him. Nothing to get upset over… 

A flash of blinding light crossed his vision. Simultaneous with a jarring wave of pins and needles which launched itself up and down his spine. In shock and horror he looked down and spotted the old lady holding her flexitab again, seemingly this time with an entirely able grip over its functions. With an unrestrainable, girly squeal the sissy felt all his internal buttons pushed at once and pure pain and pleasure overwhelm him. His little cock became a fountain almost immediately, splattering the well dressed woman with spurt after spurt of shaken-loose semen. Until everything he had had been released, and Jesse dropped to his trembling knees… Lightning still lodged in his spine and the old lady's triumphant smile seared into his mind. 


Chapter 3: Cheered on out

It was the cheer that went up and down the carriage… that really shook Jesse. He could hear it still ringing in his ears as she made him clean her off. Licking up what drips of his own expulsion he could find, on the leathery skin of her cheeks and breastbone, or the actual leather of her boots. He did it wordlessly and in a daze… Only just managing to scurry out the door when his station arrived. Every day, he caught the same train at the same time. Already he was beginning to recognise some of the regular faces who shared that commute… and now surely each and every one was going to remember having seen him blow his load all over a wrinkled old witch perhaps five or six times his age. The utter debasement of how she had tricked him hollowed out his soul… Along with the promise she had whispered in his ear before he left: 

“There now, Sweetums… That’ll win you a few more interested parties. I catch this train every week or so. Perhaps we’ll get them to join in a little next time, to? I know a bottom that needs a few more spankings when I see one… You be good in school until then, though.” 

She had reached around to squeeze his ass at that, then patted it on its way. Leaving Jesse to walk onwards with the feel of that wrinkled touch upon his backside and the deflating sense of post-orgasm shame still dripping down his inner leg a little. Except… He shouldn’t feel ashamed, should he? All that had just happened was what was supposed to. He had simply earned a little extra towards his tuition and presumably bumped his grades up a little by letting a valued supporter of the school have a bit of fun with him. Desperately searching for that body of confidence he had felt this morning, Jesse tried to see it like Betsy would. Like Madame Stanfield and the whole damn world wanted him to: He was a sissy slut and she had just treated him the way sluts should be treated. He should be proud to walk into school with reddened ass-cheeks and a sticky, little cock... He only wished that was how he felt, when he finally climbed the entrance steps. 

Suzy and co were waiting for him. Each one ready with a willing tongue to shove down his throat in greeting. Once again, the troubled femboy found himself brought back up to spirits by their open camaraderie. The rule that they all had to kiss one another in greeting was already proving to be a popular one. The commanded necessity of it seemed to open up the way for them to just feel more comfortable around each other’s bodies. It was just a gentler juxtaposition of that same conundrum that Jesse was battling with. His classmates were all just playthings too, after all. Why should any of them feel awkward roaming hands across each other’s flaunted curves, or showing their affection romantically and erotically? Overt sexuality was their shape and purpose… there were no lines to be crossed in that. 

While they were all still milling around waiting for the first bell to ring, Jesse noticed some further movement to one side of the room. Another of the seniors he recognised from his first day was splayed out across a side table probably placed there for this very reason. It was the green-haired, punkish-looking hermaphrodite; though this time free of all her leather straps and dressed only in a full-body fishnet stocking… with carefully placed tears in all the right places. She was being driven into at each end by two workmen in dirty boiler-suits: chatting away amiably over the wet, slapping and gurgling sounds of their efforts. Jesse became fascinated by the bulge he could see forming in the senior’s neck as she simply lay back and took the entire lengths of both men, entirely unfazed and unchoked by their girths. He found himself drifting a little closer, catching glimpses of their conversation: 

“See I told you these school jobs were the best! Ain’t nobody grows a good little fucktoy like Scary Miss Stanfield does…” 

“I still don’t see why they need all this fancy stuff… or to call us out for jobs the robots could do, just to teach all these hussies how to suck a cock better… We could be doing this with Sally, back at the office. Sure, she’s getting a bit loose around the fuckholes these days… but it would mean I didn’t have to watch that bouncing around every time I push in!” 

The second worker looked pointedly at the student’s large, but flaccid cock which was indeed flapping a little… here and there… as he pumped away next to it. It clearly made him uncomfortable, for some reason Jesse couldn’t quite fathom. 

“That’s ‘cause you got no class. You don’t even know perfectly-trained fuckmeat when you’re balls deep in it. Sally’s barely even 3rd class these days… lolling around like a wet sponge while you screw her, barely able to focus on anything except the next cock waiting in line for their break. Boss’s been trying to trade her on for something fresher for months now, but even then it’ll be some second-hand whore who barely got outta Basic before they tied her up under some office-drone’s desk.” 

The man pulled his penis out from the depths of the senior’s throat, letting her catch a few, rasping breaths while he slapped her across the face with it. 

“While this is the kinda toy they’ll send right to the top floor of that skyscraper. Where they’ll balance glasses of champagne worth more than your year’s paycheck on her, and seal deals selling off stocks in a thousand more Sally’s by pissing it back into her. We’re getting a chance to stick our dicks in fucking caviar, son… Savour the chance while you’ve got it…” 

At that moment, the bell rang… and Jesse was forced to march his little butt off to class. As he navigated the stairs in his heels, his thoughts turned to Claire… and all the others in Home 23 who hadn’t scored anywhere near as highly as him. He really should be more grateful of where he was in life. For the algorithm could just as easily have made him a 'Sally'. 


Chapter 4: Start off with a Squeeze

"I wondered when it was going to be my turn…" 

Fran beamed down at the sissy between her knees, shuffling herself forward a bit in her seat so he would have easier access. Silvertongue's lesson for the morning was 'Cunnilingus 101', so the assorted members of the class blessed with female paraphernalia were riding high. Lizzy was somewhere further down the line, giggling down at Suzy's unhesitant approach. Jesse had got the distinct impression that the other femboy was not best pleased about this arrangement of pairings, so was just trying to get the lesson done with as soon as possible. In fact he also found it a little odd that their little group had only seemed to be paired off together so far, while the rest of the class had been mixed around a lot more. Was this some other purposeful scheme of the Algorithm, testing the bounds of their new-found friendships… or just the coincidence of a truly randomised system? 

Either way... Franceska, at least, seemed happy about her given partner. 

"I've never actually had anyone girly down there before… It's always just cocks, cocks, cocks, slamming away… Even when they use their fingers or tongues, you know they're just viewing it as an extra sausage they've grown somewhere weird." 

She grinned as she brushed a hand against Jesse's smooth and powdered cheekbones. 

"But in here's the tongue that made even the demon headmistress blush… on your first day!" 

Suddenly, her eyes bulged white… and her thighs slammed shut around Jesse's neck like an iron vice! The sissy panicked, struggling to free himself as he was pulled forward by the girl's spasming muscles. Until Silvertongue's face and voice appeared over Fran's shoulder, demystifying what had occurred. 


"Slandering Madame Stanfield is not a punishment I hand out twice, girl… Show some respect!" 

The terrified-looking schoolgirl was obviously trying to turn her head and nod, but could barely manage it while the teeth-gritting electric shocks ravaged her body. Meanwhile, the sissy trapped between her legs was finding his face already grinding against the slight stubble of her sex; as the raw strength of those thighs was simply locked into full tension. It horrified him how little he could do against the unintended grip of this girl who, from all accounts: had been getting quite an impressive workout down here every day since she came of age. The sweetly-pungent scent of her pussy filled his nose as its growing wetness was rubbed against his lips. Guiltily, despite her obvious distress, all he was hoping was that she didn't wet herself from the overloading experience. 

Neither of these plights seemed to particularly concern Silvertongue, the diminutive teacher who currently towered over them both. He kept the paralysing punishment going impassively. But something Fran had said clearly had intrigued him: 

"Is that true, though? Did you get a chance to taste our glorious headmistress on your very first day here?" 

Jesse did his best to nod meekly… Afraid that even answering truthfully might get the shocks increased and his head severed from its shoulders by Fran's ridiculous strength. 


Silvertongue just sounded distant and thoughtful, though. Looking down on this currently strangling student in a new light. 

"And you're still here… Now that is impressive…" 

He walked away, making it five steps before absentmindedly remembering to turn off the collar. Leaning down to give some advice to another pairing of students without a glance back at the gasping Jesse and Fran. As soon as the girl could: she was smothering her partner with apologetic kisses, shooting the teacher dirty glances whenever his back was turned. But Jesse himself was more filled with anxiety about a past mistake, where he had clearly got away more lightly than even he had realised… 

He got back to work lapping at Fran's dripping entrance as soon as he could. Determined not to waste any more lesson time and to try to replicate whatever had worked back then. If he was going to survive in this harsh world he needed to understand what it was that people valued him for… and he could start by giving his chastised friend here the gentler, more-effeminate orgasm she craved. 


Chapter 5: Submissive Posturing

"That's right. Let me see those big, watery eyes of yours." Ms Julian stood overshadowing him, naked again… as seemed to be her preferred state for teaching. She used a long, wooden ruler to tap and prod Jesse's kneeling body into the perfect form. 'Submissive Postures' was the name of today's lesson, though the sissy teacher had affectionately subtitled it 'Begging 101'. The whole class was down on their knees: Doing their very best to look like mewling kittens begging for scraps…

...Meanwhile, several hundred miles away: The day's activities in Procreation Centre 57 were plodding along as usual. Even for the 'new sows', as they were not-so-affectionately referred to. The routine had already settled in monotonously: When they first arrived there was a round of warm-up exercises, vital to get the juices flowing and ensure no-one tore muscles in the long day ahead. From there they went straight on to the morning session: Catching the waiting lines of sperm donors who had been called up for this service to the community before they headed off to whatever work or pleasures would fill the rest of their day. Then there was a short lesson in theory… Today on the correct foods to eat in order to maintain peak fertility and not influence the flavour of any milk they might soon produce. Not that the Algorithm ever provided them with any dining options outside of those restraints.

Betsy relished these short opportunities for learning; regardless of the rather pointless and extremely narrow fields of subject matter. Her mind just craved an influx of new information to fold away and absorb, though the knees-to-chest crunching positions they were required to maintain while watching the screens got rather uncomfortable after a while. After that there was indeed a lunch of rather bland, but nutritious food… Designed more for the fitness of their future children than themselves. The already rather stocky girl had noted that most of the older breeders had a distinct curvature to them that, while not unpleasing to the eye… told you exactly where all these bowls of quinoa and oat porridge stuck to. A good set of hips suddenly seemed to be the most desirable attributes you could have, after all.

Then it was back onto the ‘shop floor’, in order to catch the next rush of eager penises… This time mostly comprised of those who volunteered themselves for the task, out of some brooding sense of genetic duty or just a burning fetish for a certain shape of lover. Each girl might earn themselves 8 or 9 vagina-fulls of ovary-seeking squigglers over the course of the afternoon. The atmosphere was pretty relaxed though. They all just rolled around a room full of wipe-clean mattresses and handily-placed beanbags, waiting for the next visitor to wander over and slide in. There was no particular rush or quotas to meet, at least ahead of this first pregnancy. They were trusted to get themselves knocked up one day or another, what with the constant flow of cocks sent their way. In fact, the entire lifestyle in general seemed so very slow paced and gentle to Betsy, after all the squabbles and pressures of basic education. The rest of her compatriots just chatted aimlessly and amiably to each other, mostly about all the dream attributes their children-to-be would have; while one man or another thumped away between their legs.

That, or described every single cock they’d experienced in adoring detail before spending another few minutes squealing and groaning like pigs in a slaughterhouse… It would seem some of those who ended up here did so because they really liked being fucked twenty-odd times a day. The scion of Home 23 had never thought herself shy or squeamish at all, until she heard some of the colourful language deployed by the ‘sperm addicts’, as she mentally categorised them.

While she herself was finding the constant penetrations… pleasurable, but repetitive… She enjoyed a good dick-ramming as much as the next girl but, there was something just clinical and factory-processed in the way each cock just turned up and jammed itself inside her. She began to lose track of the faces. Only recognising the differing feel of one bigger, or smaller, or girthier invader from another. She didn’t need to be driven into the floor by the pistoning efforts of a muscular hunk, and barely any of the huge variety of men she’d already met blushed, or squeaked. There was no time to play subtle games of arousal, lying together in darkness and privacy. They played their role, and then they left… any goodbyes probably drowned out by the pantomime squawking of the next cum-dump over. Betsy still felt a glowing warmth in the idea of producing a whole new generation of humanity. Who might even go on to live forever: Seeing and experiencing and creating such miracles that she could hardly even imagine… But the physical practicalities of doing so… were already beginning to wear at her.


Chapter 6: Punished with Love

"Are you alright?" Asked a voice, close by and slightly out of breath. It took Betsy a second or two to realise it belonged to the man currently inside her and bucking his hips against hers. She had been lost in thought again, and rather out of orgasms at this point. Come late afternoon, her body just seemed to settle acceptingly into its role as a cock-receptacle… without wanting to bother her by making a fuss about it. Most of her partners didn't even appear to notice this. Some seemed to actively seek out the most bored-looking girls. She'd never realised even passive disinterest could be a fetish. 

This man was different though… a little scruffy and unshorn. She'd seen him come and go for most of the week's sessions, unhurriedly traipsing over to whichever girls had not been picked out by the more discerning customers. He looked to be somewhere in his early forties, always wearing the same workman's jumpsuit. She realised she'd seen him around outside of the usual visiting hours too; carrying around a bag of tools and tinkering with various bits of machinery the maintenance robots were struggling with. It had been him, in fact, that she'd had a fascinating discussion about the milking pumps with. Betsy found it odd that she hadn’t recognised him quicker after that… The man just seemed to blend into the background here. 

“Oh, no. I’m fine... Sorry! Do you want me to move about and moan more?” The girl went a shade of red that almost matched the one she was thinking of. She didn’t want to seem rude in her daydreaming away from this gentleman’s panting efforts. But then, he didn’t seem particularly upset about it either. 

“Don’t worry about all that…” He murmured, his soft tone holding a gentle world-weariness that suddenly made Betsy feel like all her concerns were just silly and girlish. “We’re both just going through the motions at this point. I wouldn’t have bothered you… ‘cept they get antsy if I don’t fill my quota for the day.” 


Betsy was intrigued. She’d just been thinking that it was odd that there were no quotas placed upon them... and that this whole thing could be run a lot more efficiently if the aim was just to get each of them to pop out a baby every 9 months or so. Yet, here was one of the people she’d thought were getting the most out of this arrangement, looking decidedly unhappy to be here. 

“Do they pay you to come here?” She asked, wondering if it was a ‘filling up the numbers’ sort of thing, in order to give the new girls more practice. 

“Not really… no.” Replied the man, leaning back upright for a moment between her legs and scratching his head. He was clearly a little uncomfortable talking about himself… but did so anyway. “It’s more a part of my punishment… community service, working detention… that sorta thing. I’ve been living and working here for… well, years now… an’ this is just part of it.” 

Betsy felt the rough, calloused surface of the man’s hand upon her naked hip. Not to mention the thickness and weight of his penis inside of her. She’d never even considered that the algorithm might let criminals come in and fuck them. Her heart seemed to leap sharply in her chest. 

Yet... the man could clearly see the fear creeping in to the way she looked up at him, and his reaction to that was a look of such dismal dismay, that she hardly felt she could be intimidated by him. It was almost perfectly the look of a kicked puppy that Jesse grew across his features, when he thought he’d disappointed you. That same, wide heart of hers could not resist such a pull. 

“What… What did you do?” She asked… deciding that her opinion was best shaped by knowing more about this deflated creature. He could just be a victim of circumstance, after all. 

“Well I… I don’t rightly know, actually…” The man sighed. That admission clearly being an old, but still open, wound. “They must’ve mind-wiped me after I did it… whatever it was…” 

He looked down at the eighteen year old he was buried to the hilt in. Assessing him with clever, but kind eyes. Something in that gentle calculation made him want to talk… to share some of the soreness that ate away inside of him, year after year. 

“All I can bring up is this feeling I was looking for something… something important… but I don’t even know if I found it...” 


Chapter 7: Friendships Forged, in crimes Forgotten

"Maybe you were a corporate spy?" Betsy offered. "You were looking for some sort of secret data in a rival company and got caught…?" 

They had turned guessing what crime the man might have committed into a game, of sorts. While below the continued mashing of their flesh together carried along casually, so as not to raise suspicion. Betsy found she simply couldn't be afraid of such a quiet, world-beaten shade of a man such as this… and was actually finding the chance to have a conversation that didn't revolve around babies or penises very refreshing. Her latest theory was a fairly good one too. Everyone knew the big corporations were forever sneaking agents into each other's operations… Trying to pick up on whatever dirty deals and secret projects were being kept from public eyes. It would make sense that the punishments they dealt out when one was caught were more along the lines of just silencing and side-lining the man or woman in question. Mindwipes were not a perfect science yet, after all… They would want to keep an eye on those who had learned things they shouldn't. 

It made the intelligent girl ponder a little more on her own instinctual abhorrence of those who stepped out of line in her world. Civilian crime as a concept was such a rarity these days, at least according to the statistics that were proudly displayed on every newscast for all to see. That even mention of it sent a shiver of fear through her… As if that was the first step back toward the bad, old days: of war and murder and famines. 


The Algorithm protected them from all that: by giving those who might otherwise have such urges safe and alternative routes to vent their frustrations. If you wanted to hurt someone, why… There was always someone who wanted to be hurt. Complete with self-managed pain receptors and the training to make sure they knew their own limits. It all worked. To the point where only big businesses really needed to hire their own private security firms in order to protect from each other. Even those dropouts and delinquents who refused to engage with society knew they couldn't step far out of line without finding themselves at the hands of squads of bored and sadistic 'Corpos'. Who had little better to do than trade insults with each other or chase down small time troublemakers when their company-provided playthings needed a rest. 


"What's your name?" She asked, out of the blue. Realising that, if anything, her failure to acquire that had been the rudest part of their interaction. 

However, the pained look came back across his face… Telling her all she needed to know by way of answer. Throughout their exchange, the physical connection they were sharing communicated as much as the words. Even deep inside her, his manhood deflated with the confirmation that they had taken even that from him too… Degrading his base humanity to just a uniform and half a purpose. Again, it made sense if he had found something he wasn't supposed to… Names could be traced, even if not written down. 

She wondered how many slightly-addled, memory-less men and women like this one there were… Dotted amongst the various offices and private holdings. Found small and repetitive tasks to do, despite the leagues of automated drones that made such things generally unnecessary. Her sharp mind even took note of the little inefficiencies. The clumsiness of some of the older maintenance machines… and wondered if they, too, were left operating for a reason. Everything in society was set up to provide fulfilment. It was what unlimited fulfilment meant, that was beginning to itch at her; with a belly full of semen and a head guiltily delighted to have a new puzzle to scratch upon. 

"Well I'm going to call you 'Finder'" She declared. "Because I don't think you would've ended up here if you hadn't found what you were looking for…" 

The older man smiled, at that small kindness. His young cumdump-of-the-moment feeling the slight, but real invigoration that it brought. It was true: at least he could be fairly convinced his original duty had been fulfilled… To still be being punished for it. Between the two of them, a final, concerted push was made. Pouring their newly made acquaintance together, until Betsy’s inner passages were once again doused with another small quantity of sticky success. Their task together was complete, at least for today… and each could lie back and bask in the warmth of that. Perhaps even believing that that deposit, among all the others so far… Would be the one to produce her first child. 


Chapter 8: Pulled Aside and Stood Upon

Jesse poked out his tongue, nervously. Daintily. He didn’t really know how to approach this.

A somewhat random selection of seniors had been recruited in by Ms Julian, presumably just whomever was free from other duties at the time. A few that the sissy now recognised, a few that he did not… but all having brought their own variations on black, leather boots.

The pair that he had been tasked with cleaning belonged to the dark-skinned goddess who had stood so proudly silent through their welcoming ceremony. The boots themselves were tall and sturdy and old fashioned. Embellished only with a silver-looped trim which perfectly echoed, and in fact latched into, those thousand delicate chains which weaved around and were laced into her body. Clearly having been remodified by Mrs Durren to fit their latest in a long line of owners.

Staring up from his grovelling position, face near the floor and ass in the air… The young woman looked to be a hundred foot tall to the small, pale boy. He could barely bring himself to gaze past all those ferocious curves and glittering links to meet the eyes far above. Yet the stare that held him there was unshakeable: Cold, but not contemptuous. Superior, but not condescending. It was a visage that knew its own place and duty, and told you: you should be getting on with yours. Without question of argument or hesitation.

So Jesse proceeded to do as he had been instructed, running his taste buds across already-polished leather. The flavour was one of old, imperial dignity. Nature’s musk cured with chemicals to stave off a march through endless rainy days. Its smell filled his nostrils and told him these boots had already seen more of the world than he might ever, and would still be capable of stomping on the likes of him a century from now. The sissy wondered how many other pathetic, mewling creatures such as himself had already kissed these same folds of stitched and laced-up leather? He almost felt a beat of pride, himself: To join in their ranks of submission. He was passing on a flutter of lips and prayer of lowliness from one generation to the next. That made all senses of debasement and humiliation here seem vain, and trivial. Here he was, on his knees, among a whole line of his classmates doing the same. Just the next class of trainee sluts in this school’s oh-so vaunted history. What could he possibly have to complain about? This was how the world turned.

The older girl above him seemed to sense some measure of this acceptance growing within him. As it too, must have slowly come to her. She carefully raised one boot and set its toe pressing upon his shoulder blade... not hard and not too heavily. The click of her heel settling into this new position was just an announcement nearby his ear. The weight she pushed down upon him: just a measure of her trust that he would not buck or unbalance her. It lowered him down further to reach more of the other boot, the press of his own knees into his chest the only real discomfort… besides the traitorous rise of his little cock towards his belly-button. Jesse kept his arms clasped behind his back, however, as he had been told they had to remain. He was beginning to trust this silent marvel of womankind and her clearly proven training, more than he had ever trusted much of anything in his life. Somehow, it was so much easier… to hold out his heart and soul; when the receiver simply had the confidence to reach in and claim them. He felt the cooling press of the floor against his face and found himself more at home than he ever thought was possible. This was surely what the universe had been trying to tell him, through all those years of hardship.

He only hoped he could remember the feeling… when the doubts came inevitably spiralling back in.


Chapter 9: Lured Away, by Lips and Soft Hands

Once the lessons of the day had ended, the freshman class of Stanfield's Academy filed themselves down into the entrance hall to get dressed and go home. Their first week at the school had finally come to an end… and that morning they had all stood here chained together in prim, new uniforms seemed so, so far behind. There was a strange and unified sense of nostalgia and trepidation at the weekend ahead hanging over all of them. The 'new normal' had taken such hold; that they now feared to leave it behind… even for a day or two. 

Jesse and the others milled around near their wardrobe lockers, chatting and embracing as the required deep kisses goodbye were exchanged. Even those classmates who he had barely yet spoken to seemed determined to let their hands linger just a little longer upon his hips and rear as their tongues intertwined. Not that it was him alone that received such treatment. Once again, there was a sense of deeper connection between them all… as opposed to the world outside and whatever lodgings they were returning to. Here, they were trainee bootlickers and dolls dressing up together… Out there, each was alone amidst the predators they did it all to impress. It was a pensive fear not so much of the strangers in the dark… but of where their own natures might lead them: once they skipped, scantily-clad from the arms of their submissive kin. They had perhaps all started this week with some vestige doubts about whether they fit the role that had been set for them. Yet now, that same coming-to-terms that even Jesse was experiencing; opened wide questions regarding the free time they had ahead. None of them felt like the same nervous young person who had first stepped clumsily through this threshold in their oh-so-short skirts and tall, blocky heels. The uniform just fit now… Exposing as much of them as it should with each practised step. Some switch had been flicked that could not be undone. They’d feel strange to not have so much flesh on display. 

The one person Jesse had not expected to be consumed with the same buzzing energy, was Suzy. He had never stopped admiring the other sissy’s complete and unbending devotion to his role as ‘Daddy’s Fucktoy’. Having now seen and felt and even tasted some hint of what that entailed… He had to admit to himself a fascination with the other femboy. Perhaps even a jealousy: that all of it seemed to have come so easy to him. That there was the rival he needed to catch up with, if he truly wanted to throw himself down this path laid before him. 

Except Suzy was clearly filled with the adrenaline of the moment. Hopping from foot to foot like some internal spring had popped loose within his effeminate form. Jesse couldn’t help but be distracted by the way this made those near-perfectly round breasts bounce and sway as they both stripped naked at their side-by-side lockers. Neither could seem to decide which outfit from their cherry-picked selection to wear, they just kept picking out options for the other and enjoying the results. It soon became obvious that the game was more about watching the other dress and undress than anything else… Yet neither could seem to stop, determined to see every beautiful shade the other could take and always happy to lend a hand to pull things up, or down, or tight. Eventually everyone else seemed to have just faded away… Finally drifted off to whatever awaited them in the weekend ahead. Fran and Lizzy had said their goodbyes. Then left sharing knowing smiles, barely noted by their two, sissy friends. 

At the bottom of each wardrobe remained two matching white dresses. Simple and loose and flared. They were pure and gleaming and unblemished, made of material so fine and soft that it just hinted at translucency. Dressed in these the pair of them felt almost like priestesses or princesses: Ready to be plucked into some old and grainy movie and made sacrifice to some great beast or monster. There was little attention paid to connotations, however. As soon as they were alone they were wrapped up in each other’s arms once more, recurring that kiss that they had shared at the maglev station. Through only the thinnest of veils, Jesse felt the press of hardening nipples against his chest, and down below: a place where his own heightened sensitivities crossed paths with another. They clung to each other like storm-tossed sailors to a mast, and simply rode out the tumult of their own overflowing passions. 


When finally, the moment had slipped past… Suzy pulled himself free, arms holding back a Jesse whose lips still ached for further contact. Panting, the other sissy announced; without question of recourse: 

“Daddy said you’re to come over, tonight…” 

Some other Jesse, a week long-gone, might once have tried to awkwardly refuse. Out of pride or fear or simple shyness… But this was not the same small creature… and he was following where soft hands led him, even before his collar began to buzz. 


Chapter 10: Dragged out, and Driven Away

Jesse's heart was in his ears as he was dragged into the blinking light of another gleaming afternoon. Half of him still hadn't quite caught up with what was happening or where he was being led. His lips still stung with the softness of Suzy's kiss… or the small bite he had been given on the lower one as they broke off. Yet that short, little buzz from his collar left a tickling, choking feeling that he just couldn't ignore.

The fact that it hadn't burst forth with paralysing shocks yet told him everything he needed to know about who had just made a claim upon him. But he had been ready to follow the ghost of that kiss wherever it wanted him to go anyway… The fact that it had obviously already been pre-ordered as a demand was jarring. As if he hadn't been trusted to fall for such allure. He hadn't even considered breaking free from that softly insisting hand until it became clear that he didn't actually have much choice. And, above it all. There suddenly loomed that extra presence… The true power in this exchange, of whom Suzy was only ever an extended limb. The kiss of invitation had come from one… but the pull at the collar came from another.

Seeing the glinting, dark-windowed car slide over to the curb for them… Jesse suddenly found himself facing a whole new pit of doubt and confusion. Suzy had outright stated that his Daddy was not the one who had staked a claim on Jesse's virginity… Did that just mean that the other sissy was willing to lie for his owner as well? Never had Jesse felt such an immediate, crushing loss of trust in someone; at the same time his entire skin seemed to be burning with the need to press up against them again. His eyes were glued to the subtle hints of Suzy’s curving body that slipped out through that pure white dress. The voracious tease of its oh-so-high hem as it danced in the light summer breeze. The smooth lines of his calves as the femboy locked his knees together and bent down to speak to someone within the vehicle. Was it really possible that he could ever look so pretty in his identically matching outfit and high-wedged sandals? Surely all those eyes passing by could see one perfect, angelic fucktoy and one sham of a stumbling echo…

The beating sun of all his insecurities came crashing back from above and refracted out down any avenue they could find. Now he wanted nothing more than for them to hurry up and pull him inside that shaded interior. Away from that glorious sunshine and all the suit-wearing strangers who stepped around this obstruction on the sidewalk, whistling under their breath.

“Jesse, this is Driver…”

Suzy had already skipped across the man’s lap to sit on the other side. Cuddling straight up to the slick-haired 30-something with unabashed familiarity. Jesse clambered in, settling down on the leather seat with a lot more awkwardness and an obvious question on his face.

“Oh, he doesn’t actually drive us… obviously. The car handles all that.”

As if to prove the point, the electric machine hummed into motion. Sliding away from their school with a quiet, dignified smoothness that made the Maglev seem like a juddering old farm truck.

“He just comes along to make sure nothing goes wrong… Or, you know. To help me carry stuff if I go shopping…”

The other sissy seemed to be coming more and more into his element, feeling as empowered as Jesse was unbalanced as they headed off into this world of pampered luxury that Suzy saw day to day. Without a second’s thought he had draped himself down into the lap that lay between them and began undoing the zipper he found there.

“I just call him ‘Driver’ because Daddy doesn’t like me getting too close to the staff… He *Mmmph*... He says his future slutwife shouldn’t need to know anyone’s name but his… There’s lots of funny, little rules like that at the house you’ll have to learn. But he won’t mind when you’re new…”

Even as he had been saying this, the apparent bride-to-be had taken his daily escort’s cock into a cheek and began slurping away. He even glanced up at Jesse with confusion on his end, when the other femboy didn’t immediately join in. Only seeming to come to a conclusion on what the problem might be after a second or two’s baffled stare stalemate.

“Oh! Don’t worry about the collar… Daddy keeps a tab open for all his friends and employees. It’s only polite to thank people for their hard work, after all…”

With that, he settled back into running his ruby-painted lips up and down the shaft of a man he saw every day and didn’t even know the name of. Jesse hesitated for a moment or two more… but with nothing but small, slurping sounds filling the space around him, there seemed to be no other choice. Whatever he felt about Suzy and the situation right now... He didn’t want to be impolite.


Chapter 11: Surrounded by a Sky of Lies

Jesse earned another sloppy kiss, there in the back of the imperceptibly moving vehicle. As their efforts finally brought 'Driver' to climax, two open mouths met at the erupting pinnacle and made efforts to not let a single drop fall upon expensive leather. It was strange to think… that merely a week ago he had never even tasted a cock before. Now the overpowering scent and salty taste of semen barely registered with the sissy. He caught it in waiting cheeks and an expectant tongue as it spurted out in pulsating, irregular streams. Watching the eagerness with which his partner-in-crime lapped up the last beading drips, sent certain shivers down his spine. Smelling that same heady flavour on Suzy's breath as the sticky reward of their hard work was swapped and shared… only increased the sense of an unavoidable bond between them. 


His heart still stung with the potential wound of his friend's betrayal, but he was locked to those lips with a hunger he could not hold back. They pushed the creamy load back and forth between them for a full minute or more, until it had become a foamy mix of shared saliva. There was something in the vulgar playfulness of the act that drew them in together. Suzy blew giggling bubbles with the expulsions of this silent man who was supposed to be a servant of the house the sissy would be a mistress of. It was all so openly, alluringly distasteful that Jesse couldn’t help but laugh along. 

So when they finally pulled onto the mansion’s driveway… The teen from Home 23 had no real idea of what distance or direction the car had taken him. Stepping out into the sunshine again, he gasped audibly at the view that opened up around him. For the grand house seemed to sit at the very top of a dizzying precipice… All around, the rest of the city glinted up like a lego set from beneath a shifting layer of fluffy, white clouds. It was breathtakingly beautiful, but brought an immediate sense of vertigo… As if they had just parked on the wing of a jumbo jet. Even the sun felt closer and air tasted clearer, as if it had barely been breathed in or out by anyone else before. 

“H-How are we s-so high?!” Was all the sissy could ask, as Suzy stepped up next to him to share in the view. The young scion of this manor resumed his previous light-hearted chuckle. Scraping one last stray drop of semen from the corner of his mouth with a brightly-painted nail. 

“It’s just a holo-screen, silly… Like those ones you saw at the beach, remember? All the best houses have them…” 

The pouting femboy sidled up closer to Jesse, and lay his head upon the slightly-shorter boy’s shoulder. As if truly contemplating the vision before them for the first time in a long while. 

“This one is pretty good though… Daddy just changes it depending on his mood… Or what games he wants to play. There’s some really spooky deep, dark forest ones that are great for ‘hide-and-seek’. And even a live-feed from the moon, if I want to feel like a space princess. It can change the weather and lighting and stuff inside the house too! Come on, I’ll show you…” 

Jesse was dragged away, on towards the grand and imposing doors to the white-walled mansion. Which itself would have impressed him to no end, had he been able to tear his eyes away from where the world seemed to drop out into a thousand moving parts of the most intricate model city possible. Just before he was tugged through the doorway, he managed to see the car that had brought them slip away… A wide gate-panel smoothly opening to let it pass back out into the grey reality of ground-level. Yet, as soon as the seal was reset... there was no hint at all that the sky around them was all just a lie. 


Chapter 12: Scrabbling Excitement

"See, watch this!" 

As soon as they had entered the building Suzy rushed over to fiddle with a control panel on the wall. Jesse barely had time to take in the wide, sparsely-furnished entrance hall before a ferocious growl of thunder shook through and over them. Rain immediately began splattering against the windows in a torrent, and a simple glance back through the open door told him it wasn't just an illusion of sounds. The smell of it hitting the, up till now sun-drenched, tarmac was visceral and undeniable. Yet, three seconds later, the sissy showing off had flicked a few more settings and the storm was utterly gone. Forgotten behind a golden glow of wondrous twilight. Even all the way down the long corridors visible from where they stood, perfect sunbeams sliced in from every window... Frozen in those magical moments at the end of a high summer day that might otherwise exist only for a few fleeting minutes, once or twice a year. Once again Jesse was simply stunned to silence... At the thought that some in this world had such marvels at their very fingertips and yet would do anything else than just sit and stare at them, all day long. He reached out a hand to catch some of the sun-spun gold, and felt it as warm and tangible as anyone could ever hope. 

His smiling host seemed to appreciate at least the wonder on his friend's face, if not so enthralled by the effect itself, anymore. Suzy left the settings as they were now, and stepped up to again wrap his arms around Jesse, for a moment. There seemed to be a lot more touchy-feely confidence to the large-breasted teen, here in the womb of his world. Sometimes it was easy for Jesse to forget that his friend had pretty much been raised exclusively within these four walls. The ever-bristling, excitable but on-edge character that they knew in school was clearly still a result of nerves. Jesse let those thin arms embrace him and, despite everything, vowed to keep in mind how hard all those crowds and social collisions must be for the other femboy. 

Just then, a scrabble of enthusiastic movement emerged from the first doorway along the nearest corridor and rushed out to meet them. Jesse was nearly bowled straight over by what he was at first completely convinced were a pair of very short-furred dogs… Until he caught the glint of mischievous, conscious intelligence in the eyes of the one that ended up pinning him to the floor. It was a slim, blonde-haired girl who was taking great relish in running her tongue across most of his face. 

"Back Sloppy! Down Floppy! Leave him alone!" Came Suzy's embarrassed, commanding tones. 

He tugged the pair back by the collars around their necks, simpler but still so similar to the ones both sissies wore. Once the naked bodies were off of him, Jesse could fully appreciate the two nigh-identical teens crawling around on all fours. Each had an unsettlingly-lifelike, fluffy tail emerging from their rear and made nothing but entirely convincing barks and yelps in excited greeting. Yet stunningly, he realised he recognised them both from the maglev carriage on his very first journey to Stanfield's. They were the twins he had watched accepting chin-tickles and head-pats from passing strangers, chatting away without a care in the world at their canine positioning. 

Suzy offered a hand to pull his guest back upright. "Sorry Jesse… I forgot Uncle Larry was coming. He doesn't train his 'puppies' very well…" 

A jovial scoff came from the same door said 'puppies' had come from, closely followed by a rather portly, if warmly smiling, gentleman. 


"Well I am sorry, little Su-Su… but not all of us can send our pets to the finest schools." Suzy blushed a little to have been overheard, but it was immediately clear that the pair of them had a teasingly antagonistic relationship. He reached out an arm to accept the apologetic hug, but gave a sharp pinch to the sissy's backside instead. "Besides… I like a bit of wild left in my cuties. I don't want them rolling over and showing their bellies to just anyone." 

He pulled out a small device from his pocket and made a clicking sound. Immediately, both the naked dog-twins stopped rolling over each other and rushed to his heels. They stayed there, kneeling perfectly still, while he turned his attention to the newcomer with a certain degree of leering, unsubtle interest. 

"So, niece-or-nephew… Who's your pretty friend?" 


Chapter 13: To Meet the Meat

'Uncle Larry' reached around and grasped firm hold of Jesse's ass-cheeks. Kneading the soft flesh he found there like a fresh batch of pizza dough. The encroached upon sissy felt himself pulled in close, and from there the lump of an erection pressing against his belly button was unmistakable. It throbbed and swelled all through the time the man was talking, unashamedly enjoying the nervous squirm of his welcomed prey. 

"It's lovely to meet you Jesse! And such a pretty, little thing you are too! Y'know I was really hoping our Su-Su would make some friends. I've always told that brother of mine that it's not right to keep such a cutie cooped up all the time… Such flowers need sunlight to grow, and look even better in bunches!" 

Suzy had just watched on, smiling, as this… intimate greeting was given. Clearly seeing this as just the usual hello his slightly eccentric old uncle gave out. Eventually, the embrace ended and Jesse was let loose to be dragged off on a tour of the house. The round man with his two pink-skinned hounds watched the sissies intently as they departed, one skipping excitedly ahead to pull at the other's hand. 

Unable to bear the stuttering drag and pause of his guide's hyperactive bounces, Jesse soon found himself skipping along as well. Suzy's joy at finally being able to show someone around his expansive kingdom was open and infectious. They seemed to fly through so many rooms that served such similar purposes, or no real purpose at all. Each decorated in wasteful finery beyond the Home-raised teen’s wildest imaginings. It all became somewhat of a blur, especially since the speed of their passing soon became a game of races and jumping out from behind corners. Jesse hadn't really played in such a fashion for many many years, and it seemed like Suzy might never have. So the sudden onset of fun sent them giggling about like children, 18 years of age or not. 

One room which did stand out, was the kitchen. Expansive, cluttered and filled with heat. It served as the base of operations for a one-woman typhoon that Suzy named only as ‘Cooky’. Together with a small army of robotic implements she seemed to be preparing at least 8 dishes at once, all while completely naked. Sweat dripped off of her golden skin, from the exertion and sweltering overflow of four large ovens. Yet, the gusto with which she threw herself into her work… and way her hands so often crept across her own intimacies gave some indication as to why, even in this world, she ended up in such a profession. 

“She’s had to go to hospital a few times to get out vegetables she shoved a little too far in…” Suzy whispered, as surreptitiously as he could. “And Daddy’s tried to tell her plenty of times not to use the robot mixers on herself!” 

Somehow, the woman seemed to be able to hear across all the sizzling, chopping and whirring devices though. 

“I always clean them off afterwards, Little Toy Mistress. This is a hygienic kitchen… Where it needs to be.” She smiled and let them each lick an offered wooden spoon of creamy, chocolate icing… before smacking them both across the ass with it. 

“Besides, if the results weren’t worth my methods... The master would have fired me by now! It’s passion that makes life worth living, and a meal worth eating.” She delivered this line with all the flair and gesturing of a pop diva, or Shakespearean actress. Before quickly returning to a pot that had begun to boil over. 

“Now, scuttle off out of my way! I’ve got a lot to do before the rest of the guests arrive… and that no-good uncle of yours is bound to come creeping around to slip something into me... While his mutts make off with half the pantry!” 


The announcement that more guests were arriving worried Jesse a little, but he was still too overwhelmed by the size of this place and all the wonders his friend was unveiling, to take much time to think about it. They headed off to look upstairs now, with promises from Suzy to show off his grand toy collection and paint each other’s nails. 


Chapter 14: A Collection to Envy

"Wow." Said Jesse. 

It was about all that could be said, when faced with Suzy's 'toy cupboard'. A cupboard which was more of a walk-in wardrobe, really… Filled with every kind of sex toy you could possibly imagine. Beads, buttplugs and dildos of every shape and size. Vibrators and massagers. Fleshlights and onaholes. Giant teddy bears with worryingly-human additional anatomy. Fluffy handcuffs and bright pink paddles. Things to shove in places and clamp tight around others, organised into shades of rainbow colours so they could be matched with any makeup or outfit. 

Jesse had never even guessed that half such a treasure trove could be purchased… Not to mention all be owned by one rich, little fucktoy. He had been so grateful for the one practice plug that he had been lent. Still slipping it in at night, secretly; when Betsy had fallen to snoring. The connection he had felt with Suzy's identical one had seemed so important… but seeing this… He now felt a bit silly for considering the other sissy might have felt anything of the same. 

Still, his host was nothing if not willing to share all his limitless possessions with their guest. Suzy's make-up table was similarly overladen with a smorgasbord of brightly-shaded products. They set to work dusting Jesse's starkly beautiful features with all manner of lurid eyeshadows and sparkling lipsticks, then laughing at the clownish results and wiping it all off to try again. A student of Betsy's minimalist, frugal, don't waste too much at once school of artistry… The visiting femboy had never really had much chance to experiment with more outlandish and vibrant plumage. He let Suzy plait green and purple ribbons into his long, brown hair and paint tribal-pattern stripes upon his cheeks. The careful, intimate attention that make-up brushes and nimble fingers played against each other's skin and scalps being a delight all unto itself. 

Soon enough, they ended up kissing again. Making out thoroughly on top of Suzy's humongously wide bed. Jesse felt giddy with all the rushes of endorphins and dopamine he was getting, again and again and again. Seeing into the life of this pretty boy he felt such a connection to… yet seemed so far below from. But still under it all stayed that nagging feeling of doubt and betrayal. Fears over who these guests were: Arriving below and moving unseen among the labyrinthine bowels of the house. Something had been planned and plotted for him here, with this beautiful creature left as bait. He had walked right into it because he had no choice. Because the collar around his neck was filled with lightning and laws, from which he could not escape. 

Except… as he shoved his tongue into Suzy's mouth as eagerly as the other sissy returned suit. Some part of him knew that he had been willing to come anyway. That his heart was racing excitedly through all manner of twisted, little fantasies over what they might want to do to him. That some small ache inside of him was saying: enough is enough. No more teasing. His whole reason for being… was to be someone else's fuckhole. 


Chapter 15: A Catalogue of Vices

"That's Lady Francine, with her pussycat…" Suzy whispered, pointing out an elegantly dressed lady with razor-sharp eyebrows and a thousand-mile stare. 


She was seated on one of the couches with another woman lounging across her lap, wearing nothing but long, black gloves and stockings. Both looked distinctly feline, though the pointed ears and thin, swishing tail told which was the pet and which the mistress. Suzy sighed longingly at the obvious, view-commanding grace both simply exuded from every pore. 

"They give me hints on Parisian fashion sometimes, when they visit… They even told me they sometimes switch which gets to play the ‘pussycat’ at parties! Though that might have been a joke…" 

The hosting femboy had been surreptitiously introducing his father's gathered acquaintances to Jesse while the two of them were tucked away in a corner: clearly expected to just smile and look pretty as part of the furnishings until dinner was ready. The sissy who had clambered out of Home 23 that morning was feeling more and more out of depth in these surroundings. The colourful experiments his friend had settled on for his hair and makeup just making him feel more self-conscious and clown-like. He listened intently to all this insider knowledge about the rich and eccentric characters though, both fascinated and determined to remember every name. 

"That's Father Barlow, with his wife and sister. They're very religious, part of some sect where wives aren't supposed to see or speak to anyone else… Don't be surprised if she comes up and touches you a bit though… That's just how she gets to know you." 

Jesse was slightly confused, as there seemed to be only one woman upon the arm of the indicated pastor. Though it did now explain the red, silk blindfold she was wearing. Which seemed to tie completely in with her open, flowing robe and the tightly strapped ball-gag in her mouth. He watched intrigued as she moved through the crowd, spare hand reaching out to brush delicately at crotch level… as if that was how she recognised each figure she passed. 

But Suzy had already moved on, picking out a group of three younger-looking ladies talking to Uncle Larry. Each had a shock of bright-orange hair, tied up in some flamboyant arrangement clearly purposeful to define one from the others. For, in facial features, they were near inseparable… Each freckled, grinning and green-eyed. All wore some variation on a pair of loose, slitted pantaloons with very little to hide their pantiless crotches… The reason behind this becoming immediately clear; as they passed the leashed head of a bare-chested man between them. With his hands tied behind his back, this muscled beauty seemed to spend his life upon his knees, being ever shrewdly fought over by the three triplets. They constantly ground themselves against his face, even mid-conversation… Ceasing only when one of the other two snatched his attentions back away. The game seeming to be how close each could leave their sisters’ to climax, before causing them to stumble infuriatingly frustrated upon the cusp. 

“Ughh… The Beverly Sisters…” Was all Suzy seemed to want to say about them. Though the femboy’s eyes lingered on their half-naked plaything for more than a moment. He then got sidetracked by greeting a couple of other guests, leaving Jesse a little time to scan the room for any other interesting caricatures. 

One slim, slick-haired individual seemed to be skulking in the opposite corner of the drawing room. Looking as uncomfortable to be there as the teenage sissy felt. Even as Jesse noticed him, the young man seemed to have been staring back at him as well. Causing a familiar, embarrassed blush to spread across the effeminate thing’s cheeks. The stranger immediately pulled a small, actual-paper notebook out of his inner suit pocket and began scribbling something, which again made Jesse feel nothing if not more awkward. 

“And who is that?” He carefully motioned to Suzy, as soon as he could… Almost not wanting to know what manner of pervert he might have already attracted the attention of. 

“Oh… Doctor Pietre?” Offered his distracted friend. “I… don’t actually know much about him. Daddy says he’s one of those few people who are actually smart enough to work on the Algorithm… They actually have to plug themselves into it, to be able to understand how complex it all is, and what any changes might affect. So, they tend to all end up a bit… strange… That’s what he told me, anyways.” 

The ringing of a loud bell drew them away from any further discussion, as the call through to the dining room was made. Jesse watched the thin man continue scribbling until everyone else had left, only moving toward the door once all murmuring conversation had been ushered on. 


Chapter 16: A Meal to Remember

The dining table was long, and had tiny, little etched cards prescribing every guest their seat. Suzy’s Daddy was at the head of the table, of course… Jesse had barely been given a chance to offer more than a quick curtsy hello to the intimidating gentleman thus far, as he strode between the groups of other guests. 

Suzy had whispered something about him using any excuse to gather important people together and play discreet games of politics or business. To which the visiting sissy had already begun to see visible currents in the way all these wealthy strangers milled about each other, gathering together or pulling one individual aside. There was definitely a miasmic cloud of exchanges and discussions floating overhead which were completely beyond the realm of those who were just here as pets and playthings. It actually began to give him a slight glimmer of hope that perhaps all that his fears about being invited here might have been misplaced. Especially with the way he and Suzy had been mostly ignored: Admired only briefly… like the pieces of artwork on the walls, then left to dodge between skirt-tails among the other domesticated, young toys. 

He was given some pride of place however, seeing his name printed delicately on a card just to the right hand of their magnanimous host. For a moment, he was anxious that he had been split up from Suzy… until he saw his friend hop happily up into his master’s lap. There was a distinct and unashamed degree of shuffling as the older man unzipped his pants and settled his penis into comfort between the femboy’s soft, round ass-cheeks. Clearly a pair of pillows it knew well and which were always happy to accommodate. Jesse wondered how many tables of faces his companion had faced down, filled with CEO’s, professors and senators… All while his claimed-to-be father’s cock rubbed swellingly against his backside. It brought him back to a blush to imagine. Caught wondering what it might be like to be so accustomed to the warm, throbbing meat of another pressed up under that thin, silky dress. 

A smile across the table seemed to have gleaned the direction of his attention, and perhaps guessed the passage of his thoughts. The sharply-sparkling eyes of ‘Lady Francine’ flashed like finely cut diamonds from the other seat of highest honour. A slight arc of just one of those perfect eyebrows being all it took to send an even brighter flush burning down Jesse’s neck. He quickly tried to look away… Only to find that the other neighbour to settle in beside him was that tall, thin doctor from the previous room. The man was still scribbling away with a pencil at the notebook in his lap. Only now the sissy could see what he was drawing: 


On one page was already completed a perfect, shaded image… Of Jesse cowering nervously against Suzy in the corner of a room. Only, the artist had somehow managed to completely remove the clothes from both of them and still produce every detail to lifelike perfection. The femboy was both amazed and horrified to see his own miniature penis and testicles flopping timidly between his legs in greyscale accuracy, while his friend’s puffed-out chest showed off the exact pair of breasts and puffy nipples that he had caught so many stray glances of in school. Even worse: on the other page, the speedily flickering pencil was already halfway through a set of further, imagined poses. This time all of just Jesse and showing him bending over, kneeling down or being bent forward onto a table by some as-yet undrawn force. The man’s skill was undeniable, and the speed at which each picture formed under that blurring stick of graphite near inhuman. Yet it was the exact biological accuracy, down to every mole and hint of musculature… that really bothered Jesse. It was as if he was looking at one of the lewd sets of photographs the school had already taken, only in poses and places he had not yet even been in. 

The young doctor seemed to notice his attention for a moment, but made no comment… Instead only studying the chaotic mix of emotions scrawled across his new subject’s face. Without a word, he flipped over onto another page, and got to work. Soon enough forming the basic lines of that same expression looking up at its owner from a paper mirror… only on top of a naked body kneeling and looking up at the viewer, gripping its half-risen cock in open masturbation. 


Chapter 17: Food is Best Shared with Love

The food arrived at last, and began taking Jesse on a journey through flavours and textures he had never even believed possible. Each course came on its own small plate, beautifully arranged into a work of minimalist artistry. He almost feared to jab a fork in and ruin such painstaking attention to detail… except that the sizzling smells wafting up from them simply could not be denied. 


If this was what having a chef who was a little over-enthusiastic about her kitchen appliances brought, he could see why it was worth the issue. You could practically taste the sordid delight Cooky took in her work. The ever so slightly unsuitable love she had for food in general. Plate after plate came, and the sissy devoured them all… while trying desperately not to drop anything on his pretty, white dress. To this end, he found he needed a little guidance on which of the vast array of cutlery laid out before him were required for each dish. 

Yet, as he surreptitiously glanced around… he noted that the rich and capricious strangers that lined this table barely showed the miraculous food much interest at all. Some picked at it daintily while making eyes at each other’s pets and playthings. Some shovelled it in without really giving time for it to cross their tongues. The Doctor continued to scribble away over an untouched plate and the Lady opposite seemed to consist solely on a magically-refilling glass of wine and long and wisping e-cigarette; while whispering wicked somethings into their esteemed host’s ear. The slight smile and dry chuckles he offered from behind Suzy hinting that what was being shared might be at the expense of many of those further down the table. 

Jesse couldn't understand how anyone could do these culinary marvels such discredit, no matter how often you might experience them. However, as the meal wore on, and the dishes just kept on coming… he began to realise just how much was being wasted. It was as if, instead of choosing… they were each just given the entire menu, and simply let lie anything they didn't particularly feel like. The robotic serving arrays would simply sweep away whatever was left and place a new and pristine plate in its wake. Leaving Jesse to wonder what happened to all that protein and starch being turned aside and thinking of the filling, but clearly reconstituted and 3D printed meals he got at Home. Would it be such a surprise to find out the Algorithm was able to sort and recycle leftovers into its institutionalised feeding systems? And for that matter, how on earth did it regulate the hormones going into these people if it didn't particularly know what they were and weren't eating? Did this food perhaps taste so much nicer to him simply because it wasn't laced with anything? Questions buzzed around the femboy's head as he began to feel more and more full, unwilling to join in with the wasteful behaviour at show… but also feeling like his little belly might swell up and burst if he went on much longer. 

A brush against his leg brought Jesse out of such reverie, drawing his gaze down beneath the table to meet a pair of glinting, brown eyes. It was the cat-girl of Lady Francine's fancy, naked and purring. Unlike the dog-twins, this refined actress seemed to take her role much more seriously, having not uttered a single noise that might be considered human all afternoon. She gazed up at Jesse with an intelligence undeniable though, and the communication was clear. He picked up the drumstick of some bird smaller than a chicken from his plate and slipped it down to her, watching as she took it between delicate fingers and set to work stripping it bare with sharp teeth. 


The slutwife-to-be found himself imagining what it might be like to spend your entire life play-pretending as just an animal… Immune to all the complications and politics that came part and parcel in any level of society. It didn’t sound so bad really, when you thought about it. The beautiful creature finished her morsel and set to ticklingly licking his fingers clean of sauce, begging for another. Jesse happily obliged, this time all of a sudden aching to have a pet of his own. Something loyal and alive to love and care for. There seemed the balance and knife edge on which he was caught… somewhere between master and mastered. Longing to love and be loved. It was a line he walked clumsily, on oh-so thin heels... 

As pudding arrived, Suzy’s Daddy stood up. Jesse was horrified to see he had slipped himself straight on inside his ‘son’ again, and proceeded to fuck the teen across the table as he began to speak. 

“Friends. Allies. Family! How lovely to see you all here!” 

He punctuated each beat of his speech with a squelching thrust into Suzy’s rear end. Causing the strange, creamy blancmange in front of Jesse to wobble in equal rhythm. 

“Now I know you all know it doesn’t take much for me to call a little celebration together… What is the point of society if not to be sociable with those you hold dear?” 

The charismatic grin he shone out was strangely, tongue-in-cheek-ly endearing. As if it said: ‘yes I know you know I have other motives, and you do too… so let’s have a little fun while we’re all in on it’. Even Jesse could catch that fang-showing warmth, even as the man so clearly used his schoolfriend as a prop to show off his  at-ease power. 


“But this one was actually called to order by my dearest, little Suzy here… Who I know you all adore. To celebrate his new friendship with Jesse: A cherry blossom just on the cusp of bearing fruit!” 

The sissy suddenly felt all eyes cast in his direction, and wished there was anywhere at all he could hide inside himself or that so thin and flimsy see-through dress. He truly felt like fruit hung up on a branch: glistening above a host of hungry eyes and feeling his stalk beginning to fray. 

“So can I ask you all to raise a glass and a cheer! To both our prettiest young playthings!” 

A great cheer went up from all around, though possibly through the occasional sneer from the prouder owners of other challengers to ‘prettiest plaything’. Jesse truly did blossom redder than ever he had before. Yet all he could stare at was the array of gasping faces that Suzy was continuing to make; being anally screwed quite casually in front of all these people. The other sissy looked happy… as if nothing about this situation troubled him in the slightest, and all his Daddy’s words were simply the unadulterated praise he grasped for. Once again, Jesse was not sure if he wanted to be jealous of, or pitying over… his dear friend’s surety of place in this world. 


Chapter 18: Hurt by Acts of Love

As everyone else made their way out toward the 'smoking parlour' for after-dinner drinks, Suzy peeled himself up from the table. Jesse immediately jumped up to try and help… but the other sissy simply waved him off and brushed down his dress as if this was nothing to make a fuss about. 


He grinned reassuringly at his visiting friend and offered a chipper: 


"Come on, let's get cleaned up and ready then!" Tugging at an arm without waiting for a reply. 

Jesse let himself be pulled along in the wake of a further stream of those robotic serving drones, zooming around and clearing the table with dizzying efficiency. His attention was gripped though, by a single drip of creamy, viscous liquid dribbling down the back of one of Suzy's pink and perfect legs. Everything that small memento meant, in physicality and emotional weight, was spinning around his head. Yet, his companion only seemed to have more of a spring in his dainty, skipping step. 

The virginal femboy just couldn't seem to equate those two contrasting ideas: The genuine, building storm of fear and anxiety in his chest over what might happen next… and what it might feel like to be penetrated by another human being in such a way. Compared with the genuine joy in life he saw from this beautiful creature he felt such a connection with, and found it harder and harder to drag his eyes away from. No-one he'd met, in all the Homes; seemed to shine with the same sense of inner light and purpose. They did not fight against their roles, and might even revel in them… But most did so darkly and sordidly, with all the dry, grounding backdrop of feeling they were just dirt beneath their 'betters’s' feet. While Suzy had such faith. Such a sense of fitting precisely into this higher world, exactly where he was supposed to. It made even Betsy's ever-recycled logical arguments seem like they were always halfway just the girl trying to persuade herself. It was that thought that really put Jesse on edge… As if he was leaving her behind in clinging to this new prophet through the darkness. 

They entered the kitchen and found Cooky waiting. The magnificently-curved woman bouncing a strange-looking implement lightly against one palm. 

“Time for the turkey baster, Little Toy Mistress?” She enquired, raising an eyebrow and grinning malevolently toward Suzy. 

“It’s probably a good idea…” Came the reply, diverted toward Jesse by the full-breasted boy. 


“It’s not as bad as it looks!” He squeaked, shaking loose of his guest's grip and moving over to stand on a grate in the floor. 

Without a second’s thought, the house chef stepped straight up behind the apparent son of her employer… and shoved one end of her tool into his rear. A strange, mewling sound emerged from Suzy’s lips for a second or two… closely followed by a pop, and a torrent of pouring water. Jesse watched in horror as a lot more of that thick, creamy substance came pouring out of his friend and down into the drain below. 

“It does make you feel a lot cleaner!” Squawked the teen, as the older woman had already somehow refilled the implement and begun the process anew. “And Cooky’s actually pretty gentle…” 

The clear enjoyment the naked cook was getting from this task, rather hampered his efforts to make it seem like no big deal. With toes turned in and the hem of his dress pulled up high, Jesse probably would have laughed at how comical his friend looked… if he wasn’t dreading the words “Your turn!” so much… Right up to the point they were quite cheerily said. 


Of course, he stepped up to the grate anyway… Bending over a little and offering his bottom as any good slut would. The plastic insertion was nothing new in the slightest, but the rush of water going the wrong way most certainly was. He felt it slosh and splash an awful long way up. Mapping out the bends of his gut in a way he never thought he’d become so intimately aware of. Then came the strange and sudden rush back out the other direction, as it felt like all of him might just fold inside out and flow down between the gaps beneath his bare feet. The rush of watery sensation seemed at last the final straw… He felt something splutter within him and tears begin to flow down his cheeks. A bursting dam of raw, overwrought emotion! 

Both individuals surrounding him looked stunned for a moment by this reaction, before rushing in to embrace and console. For no-one at all could see such a pretty thing sob… and not drop everything to try and mend that. 

It took a minute or so of frantic asking, and deep, squeezing hugs… before Jesse could finally get out the two words which mattered most among all his other worries: 

“Y-you lied!” He unleashed upon Suzy, only wanting the other sissy to hold onto him tighter. “A-about your Daddy not paying to f-fuck me… and now all these other strangers are going to, too!” 

A look of heartbroken despair washed over his friend. As the femboy realised what mistake he had made and let fester within this one who he loved so dearly. The glisten of tears instantly jumped into his eyes too, as he tried to get all the words he needed to fast enough. 


“Nononononono! I didn’t- I should’ve! Oh, Jesse… I-I never explained!” Suzy seemed to have to stop for a moment here, to shower his companion in kisses. 

“Daddy didn’t pay for you… or not really… I did! I-I just couldn’t bear the thought of someone else- Someone who might be too rough… So I… Oh, I just didn’t want the others to know! I was stupid! So stupid!” 

Jesse’s heart skipped a beat, blinking through the watery blur and trying to catch up with what he had just heard. “Y-you… did? But… how?! It was so expensive… Betsy looked… and… I… I thought…” 

More kisses were incoming, from Cooky on the back of his neck as well. Pervert or not, it was clear the woman had a lot of heart to lend. 

“I begged Daddy to let me give up my allowance… For, well, pretty much forever…” Said Suzy, beginning to wipe the salty mess from his eyes. 

“He finally agreed… As long as he could hold this little party and invite some friends to… watch. I didn’t think you’d mind… I mean, we’re on camera half the time anyway… I am really sorry Jesse… You can still go home if you want… they won’t mind really… I can put on some other show…” 

The teen from Home 23 was still trying to find his heart in this situation, from where it had bottomed out and then been filled beyond bursting. He just couldn’t find the words. He just couldn’t find the words! 


“Y-you did that… for me?” Was all that came out. Sounding so short of all the unfathomable love and gratitude he had for this wonderful creature right now. He couldn’t bear to be so tongue tied about it, so made do with leaping forward and tying up Suzy’s tongue instead. Drowning the other sissy in a tear-soaked snog that might have lasted for years yet to come. 


Chapter 19: Fae Creatures fall Together

Jesse entered the dimly-lit room with an entire continent’s worth of butterflies in his stomach. Suzy was leading him by the arm again, but gently this time… not demanding, only asking… and every step checking back to make sure he was still sure he wanted to follow. 


Trails of sweet-smelling smoke whirled and wisped around them like fog in moonlit streets. It struck the young sissy as funny to think: Almost as soon as a cure for lung cancer had been found, humanity at large had dived headlong back into its love affair with tobacco. Mixing it in with further advances in technology to allow for immeasurable choice in what flavour, or colour, or consistency of fumes you wished to inflict and infuse into the world around you. He had even heard Betsy whisper that the wealthy slipped various subtle and illicit substances into their pipes and smoking sticks: Aphrodisiacs and gentle mood-alterers that might suffuse a room with a cloud of gentler dispositions and opened inclinations. Honestly though, Jesse didn’t think he would be able to tell right now if they had… Even normal cigarette smoke had always made him feel dizzy, and his heart was currently racing at a thousand beats per minute regardless. 

They must have looked like fae spirits of a distant mythology: emerging through those curling drifts and shadowcast figures. Their gleaming-white dresses catching every flicker of errant candlelight. Fragile and ethereal. Caught between worlds and genders. Faeries from Tír na nÓg who must have lost their way and wings to end up here, in this dark world of leather and polished oak. There was certainly a charge of trapped magic in the air that Jesse could feel. Like the first breath before a storm… or the stick hovering above that first drumbeat to signal a maiden’s sacrifice. He was sure all the members of the dining party were arrayed here. Languishing upon a fortune’s worth of furniture as they sipped wine worth more than he was… yet he couldn’t see any of their faces. All he could see was Suzy’s encouraging smile; the boy’s mascara hastily fixed after they had each cried out their fill. That and the spotlit stage: clearly raised and arranged, just for them. 

It was covered in soft, feather cushions. Fashioned from some padded substance that offered plenty of comfort, but also enough resistance to push off of. The sissy wondered how many other acts of love or debauchery had been committed here? How many similar stages existed the world and city over? Where other soft, young playthings such as he, did their duty day in, day out. Providing succour and entertainment for the masters they so longed to please. Perhaps it made them all dream of innocence… for just a moment? Watching the pure things they’d purchased play out a forgotten memory. 

All that became unimportant though, as soon as they landed together upon that softness. 

The two femboys were on each other immediately: kissing, stroking, tickling. Their embraces up till now, at school or in the bedroom, had been just overflows of a certain pool within each of them. Dipping their toes and testing the waters before either was really sure what the other wanted. Now, though… The dams had been let open. Jesse found that, in knowing that his friend had given up so much to pay for this moment, he couldn’t possibly hold back anything that he himself felt. His heart ached in his chest as it seemed near determined to beat its way free, yet reaching a hand out to touch Suzy’s breast met a pulse only equal. The beautiful, blonde creature straddled his belly, reaching up and tossing aside his only item of clothing. Jesse raised his arms to allow the same to be done with his. They were past such teasing now. The silky material had hid so very little anyway. 

The boy from Home 23 gazed up and saw an angel haloed by lights. Someone who shared so much with him. The struggles of being caught somewhere between everyone’s dreams of perfection: slim and smooth and suggestively submissive. Suzy’s magnificent breasts bounced free and healthy, his painted lips holding smiles and secrets. While down below his hairless balls rested against Jesse’s belly, an already full-grown erection rising up from that pillow. The pinned down sissy felt his own, smaller offering rise up in answer anyway. Brushing just the edge of its sensitivities against a bobbing pair of ass-cheeks. No, he didn’t feel the stares of their gathered audience at all… Nor did he have any fears left from that abyss he had been falling toward… 

For the first time in his life… Jesse felt he might need to re-evaluate what ‘love’ meant. 


Chapter 20: Two Tongues Touched

Suzy’s hands reached down and found their place upon Jesse’s chest. The oh-so-soft touch of a boy raised to be just as dainty and delicate as he was. It was almost easy to believe they were both fairy creatures. Wholly separate from those smirking, sweating humans that surrounded them with chaining collars and ugly lusts. What difference was there between genetic engineering and the fickle whims of spirits, really, to those caught in the middle? The image of a Victorian carnival displaying these sweetly captured sprites was a hard one to shake, for any concerned. Yet, for the newcomer to this stage, the drooling audience no longer existed. All he could see, or feel, or hear… were the thousand frames a second his eyes and skin and nerves were taking of Suzy’s every tiniest movement. 

Brightly painted nails slipped up across his flesh, as the other sissy leaned in once more for the lightest of kisses. The caress continued upwards, tracing the veins along the inside of his pale, slender arms. Causing those limbs to naturally extend out and out… until they could be held together at the wrist, trapped by the gentlest, sealing touch. Looking down, Jesse became suddenly aware that this had required a shuffling forward of those hips which sat astride him. The bobbing head of his dear friend’s penis now hovered scant inches from his lips. He could smell the strong humanity of it… but also the array of sweet, fruity soaps and lotions that the femboy must surely drench himself in. 


He saw Suzy smile from above, but there was no need for instruction or encouragement. Jesse’s neck was already craning forward of its own accord. His lips moistening and tongue trembling forward, just like any good slut’s would. For a second time, he found himself tasting the flesh of his classmate; running a long, slow lick up from the base of that shaft, right to the very tip. There, he found some teasing confidence. Feeling safe in the surety of this place and position: with knees either side of his ears and a cock dancing in the warmth of his breath. He offered a few teeth and nibbled at Suzy’s tenderness, causing the boy to roll his head back and squeak a little… His breasts pushing forward in the tantalising pinpricks of sensation. 

Then Jesse got to work properly. Understanding that the point here was to lubricate this impending invader as much as possible. He was no slow student either. Compared to Whitney’s impressive tool, this was barely a challenge to slide down to the back of his gullet… and it was the second time he’d done so! If ever there was a skill that the self-doubting young man would admit he had: it was an attention to details about those around him. He had already worked out just where to roll his tongue and how long to apply suction in order to send a twitching sense of success through Suzy’s appendage. The feeling of giving pleasure to another was a tight ball of wonder within his chest. Every sign the other body gave that his attentions were being appreciated sparked another slip of joy through his heart. Betsy, Suzy or Whitney. Man, woman or monster. It did not matter. Once he was embedded in the process of making someone feel good, the shy, little creature simply could not hold himself back. 

His partner for this dance could though… and had to. Suzy knew he wouldn’t be able to stop himself overflowing, if his pretty friend continued on like that. There was a lot more show to be put on before the curtains fell. A promise and purchase made that needed to be kept. He pulled himself loose of Jesse’s pouting lips and offered another bout of tongue wrestling instead. Tasting himself in amongst that wondrous gift he had given so much away for. Then he pulled away and backward, shimmying down that perfect body toward the end he truly aimed for. 

His visitor waggled his legs in the air like a synchronised swimmer, giggling as the home-team toy applied more kisses to his inner thighs and belly button. The little penis there also got a moment’s loving, but it was not the evening’s target either. Thinking back to when they had first met: trapped within the confines of a frilled nightmare’s hooped skirt. The more experienced fucktoy gloried in the innocence and growth of this first boy he had ever thought of as a ‘friend’. It was wonderful to think that Jesse hadn’t even considered the possibility of sticking his tongue into the rear of that senior on their first day. Yet, now Suzy had the chance to spread that angel’s perky little cheeks and offer a little catch-up session manually. He dove in without hesitation, ears wide open for the gasp… and not left disappointed. 

The Home-grown sissy’s hips bucked a little at the feel of his back passage being moistened so, entered by the dextrous muscle his companion carved sweet words with. Betsy had never even really touched him there, beyond the occasional straying finger out of curiosity. The only intrusions had been formed of metal or plastic, slid in and sat upon as toys for a lowly toy. But this was something wholly different, and a feeling that made him both squeamish and overwrought with eager excitement. Now he was very glad that Cooky had done her work with the turkey baster… but the unbridled, dirty confidence of Suzy’s probing efforts made him wriggle with raw enjoyment. Jesse now felt certain that he couldn’t possibly have let anyone else do this to him first except this marvel of a femboy. His reinstated trust ran as deep as any ocean. He wanted to learn everything his new study-partner could teach. 

Gazing up through the arching ‘V’ of Jesse’s legs. Suzy judged he was ready… He pulled back from his meal, wiping away a little drool with the back of one hand. Then dragged his classmate’s hips in a little closer, rearranging the pillows around them just right. His swollen penis sat resting upon the other femboy’s ballsack, balanced between the opened portal of his smooth, slim thighs. Jesse stared across at him with those sweetly glistening eyes. The ones that every stranger who gazed into wanted only to possess. There was no refusing such a lure, even for one as dedicated to his place in submission as Suzy was. He was putting this show on for Daddy, yes… but there was something here he wanted more than anything else he’d ever asked for. 


Chapter 21: At last… Everything a Sissy Deserves

Jesse slipped his small, feminine hands into the creases of his own inner knees. Pulling them out and open, until they were nearly level with his ears. Thankful now, for the years of flexibility training the Algorithm had deemed fit to specify for his comprehensive gym lessons. At the time he had watched on jealously whenever the other boys got to run around outside, pushing each other into hedges while he was stuck balancing his slender leg upon a bar and pointing toes with most of the girls. Now he knew that that was all as it should be: to ensure that he could spread this gate he offered. As wide and welcoming as could be. 

Nothing took away the embarrassment of exposing himself so. Presenting his rosy, round ass cheeks and already half-risen little cock. Yet the blush and the warmth around the back of his neck only seemed to push him onwards now. They were for Suzy too… As all of him was, in this moment. His friend had paid for him! Somehow those two differing shapes of devotion were combining into a sense of complete adoration. He belonged to the other femboy now… All other views of their relationship seemed to fade away behind that. 

Suzy reached out to collect a bottle that had been handily left within reach. Dribbling down a stream of viscous, translucent liquid from quite a height onto that place where their two sets of genitalia were resting together. Jesse felt the cool, stray drips that reached him after sliding over the other sissy’s erection. He watched in absolute fascination as painted-nail fingers set to work lathering that lubricant up and down its shaft. Until the whole pillar was glistening in the candlelight, like a column made of stars. A purple-headed constellation of his truest fate. 


He watched it move, down and back… Following his effeminate lover’s hips as they made ready to push forward again, at any beating moment. He felt the kiss of that human presence, as it brushed against his own puckered star. Where it sat, as a teasing certainty. A revving engine preparing to kick into gear, but idling for one moment longer. Letting his rear entrance adjust to just this level of anticipation… before going on. 

Suzy leaned down and kissed him. On the nose. One last time. 

Jesse tried to say something… Though even he was not sure what it was. 

The press of penetration cut him off. The feel of something, no someone, sliding their way in through the tightness of his sphincter. It must have got about 5 miles… or a single inch, before his body tensed up entirely and the invasion ground to a halt. The still-just-about-a-virgin gazed up at his friend with a stupid looking ‘O’ upon his lips. But that gave enough time and relaxation for Suzy to push in a little further. So it continued, inch by inch, second by second. The more experienced lover giving just enough time for Jesse to get his breath back, before increasing the pressure once again. 

The sissy on his bed of pillows felt a deep, internal throbbing of how far his friend had made it. Not painful, as such, but just an overwhelming adjustment that his body was having to make to accept that the swollen flesh of someone else was now dwelling within its passages. Sliding along what had always thought of itself as a one way street. It was nothing like the metal and silicon pretenders that had entered that way before… because there was the absolute certainty of life within this guest amongst his bowels. The thousand tiny twitches, movements and murmurs of throbbing veins which danced upon the edge of perceptibility and announced without doubt: That there was another soul attached to that object. When Jesse first felt Suzy’s soft balls reach his bottom, it was a glorious feeling. A sense of such achievement and accomplishment that he had never felt before. He had a whole cock inside of him! His dear friend’s limb encased to the hilt in nothing but the squeezing embrace of Jesse-flesh! The joy that thought brought, sparkled through his every cell and pore like lightning. 

Then the thrusts began. Suzy pulled his hips back, dragging that sense of his presence slowly out… and out… and in again! Jesse felt his own legs droop even further open, as his whole body began to accept this was happening. 

Out, out… in again. 

Each thrust seemed to become just that little bit easier as the mix of lube and his own saliva on that cock did their work and his own passages opened up to realise this was what they’d been waiting for, all along. 

Out, out, in. 

There was a point just a little way past his entrance which was beginning to throb and tremble with strange and exotic feelings for Jesse. He’d never quite felt anything like it… 

Out. In. Out. In. 

Suzy seemed to be getting even harder within the loosening grasp of his innards. That cock which had always seemed fairly unimpressive when compared to the likes of Whitney and co., now certainly feeling like more than enough to the other sissy. He began hearing caught breaths and ever-so-slight moans coming from somewhere. The scandalous chorus of some trembling, girlish creature gasping in pleasure. It took a blushing moment for him to realise they were coming from his own lips… he couldn’t stop them anyway. 

In, out, in, out, in, out. 

The pace at which that lump was being forced up into his depths never seemed to miss a beat, as it increased and increased. Suzy was now pulling the length of himself almost completely out through Jesse’s sphincter… before slamming it back in. Both of them were panting in unison with the raw physicality of it. The virgin-no-more felt himself pushing his own ass up with every thrust, trying to be helpful and meet each visitation halfway. Sweat dripped upon his forehead as his long, brown hair flowed loose upon the pillows. His squeaks and moans and animal yelps were loud and clear now… but joined percussively by the squelching slaps of hairless balls meeting perky buttocks. Suzy’s impressive breasts were bouncing above like two water balloons, giving Jesse nothing but the urge to try and jump up and catch one in his mouth. Yet there was no time or energy left for such additions… Something was building in his gut, and in the throb of that limb cast inside of him. A great, rippling bubble of something… like oxygen trapped at the sea floor and finally rising through the depths of the ocean. 

Suzy cast his little body into Jesse’s with all the last of his energy. Thumping against the other sissy with a hyperactive flurry of squealing ‘Yes’s’. He felt all the dams burst within his thrusting cock, squeezed to completion by the tightness of his dear friend’s passages. Jesse felt the release occurring within himself and was borne up from the stage by the holy light of that experience. He had made someone he cared for climax with only the tightness of his innards. He was being coated internally by the hot and splashing rewards of such success. Such overwhelming joys could only be answered by his own body orgasming. That throbbing point within his depths shuddered, while his tiny cock burst forth itself, splattering trails of semen all the way up to land even upon his own glowing face. His clenching stomach muscles dragged him upwards to wrap his arms and legs around Suzy, a whole body embrace completed by the fact that the other femboy remained inside of him. 

He poured himself into the mouth he found there and pressed their slim bodies against each other; even as his semen continued to spurt out, glueing their bellies together. All around them silence fell... before erupting into rapturous applause. 


End Of Part 5 


Thank you for reading! Jesse’s story will be continued in part 6.

Ever so much love, JerkGently


Addendum:

The Stanfield Slutwives,

A Poem by Lord Billingham

See the little rosy cheeks,

All lined up in a row.

Reddened by the ruler,

And set to merry glow.

Oh! Their angel voices,

Made to yelp and moan.

Joyous in their calling,

Their bodies up for loan.

Each one a perfect fantasy,

A dream of sculpted flesh.

The work of careful training,

Such beauty, sweet and fresh.

Listen as they gurgle,

Throats that never gag.

Each end a perfect entry,

No skin that ever sag.

Watch their hips a'bobbing,

Bouncing in delight.

To serve their master’s wantings,

In both sensation and in sight.

Ah, to cum inside them,

Is such a merry treat.

Each hole a warm embrace,

The prettiest of meat.

The only consternation,

So many from which to choose.

Once one is bought and paid for,

I see another I'd like to use.

Poem by Lord Billingham, renowned philanthropist, whore collector and minister for culture. His devoted patronage of Stanfield’s Academy helped escalate it to the regard it currently holds. At the point of his death his estate was believed to have held the deeds to over a hundred graduates, though many were sold on to family, friends and business associates.
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