

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. 

As comfortable as he has become in his role as a human sextoy, some inner part of Jesse still clings to the past and a sense of what else might have been. His continuing training, and the constant influx of drugs and hormones provided by the Algorithm keep his mind and body focussed on pleasures of the flesh… but is he losing something in the process? Meanwhile Madame Stanfield is facing challenges of her own, new technologies threaten to change the nature of the business entirely and sweep all her empire out from under her. Can she really cling to old-fashioned ideals of love and dignity for her ‘products’, when a man with greater ambitions comes knocking? Read on to find out… 


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

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

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


This story and all characters and settings within are copyrighted property of the author. The cover image was generated using Midjourney.com and is also property of the author. 
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Chapter 1: A sissy half asleep 


Jesse woke up groggy to the sound of his beeping alarm the next day. Whether rain or shine; long nights spent satisfying clients or even invitations to all night orgies which the paying attendees might spend three days recovering from; Students of Madame Stanfield's were still expected to turn up to every day of school promptly and smartly dressed.

The sissy splashed on the quickest and simplest array of makeup he could get away with, and then tried to do something about his hair. He had forgotten to take out the elaborate braid before collapsing asleep and thus had something of a tangled haystack to contend with. The occasional bead of dried-in semen also certainly not helping. Once he was at least vaguely presentable he rushed out of the Home, skipping breakfast in order to make the train. The femboy hoped his grumbling stomach wouldn't have to contend with too many deposits of man-gunk this morning, before it got something real to fill it. Although… Silvertongue did always try to convince them that a good mouthful of cum should be all the nutrition a good slut needed to start his or her day.

Speaking of rain or shine… the heavens were pouring down toward him as Jesse stepped out into the city. He hadn't bothered to look at the prearranged weather for the week, so the sudden blast of sound and sweet-smelling air caught him slightly by surprise. Not that it really mattered: The automated, plexiglass covers had unfolded over all the main sidewalks, ensuring everyone could get where they needed to high and dry on this damp autumn morning. Still, the occasional stray splash at ankle height and rhythmic drumming from above did a good job of waking a sleepy sissy up.

Jesse watched the raindrops streak down the Maglev's windows as it whizzed him across the city. Able to do so despite kneeling in the aisle and bobbing his little head in and out of a new stranger’s lap. The femboy’s Oral Professor would be horrified at such a lack of attention given to the sacred task at hand… but the customer in question didn't seem particularly bothered as long as the lips and tongue he'd rented did their work. The few gulps of slime he earned did indeed make Jesse feel a little queasy on an empty stomach, yet he pushed past the initial reaction to such a salty aperitif to the day. To be honest, he was getting so used to the flavour of other men's semen these days that he was beginning to develop a connoisseural taste for it. There was such a variety in amount, warmth, consistency and texture that you received in every donation. Sometimes it was throat-cloggingly pungent, sometimes milky and mellow. Sometimes it was almost fruity and sweet! Apparently a result of whomever it belonged to eating pineapple the day before, at least according to Frankie. Either way… Jesse would always diligently swallow it all down, going back to clean up and gather the last drips as a proper slut should. Wondering just how many litres of the stuff he might have lined his belly with by now, since being assigned his proper place in the world.

The sissy skipped out onto the platform at his station, feeling a lot more awake and aware for the journey. He was looking forward to his first snog of the day from Suzy, and whatever new secrets to being the perfect fucktoy his teachers would unveil today. Day in, day out… this was the life he led. It seemed silly to think any of it had once seemed so strange and terrifying. He got to go to elaborate shows in expensive dresses; drink fine wines and meet fascinating, if intimidating, people. He got to learn his specific artform from the best of the best and do so among some of the most precious and beautiful friends he'd ever made. He got to bring pleasure to stranger after stranger, earning his own gasping joys in return and carefully assessing what made each lustful experience unique.

Every day was new. Every day was interesting. What more could a young man ask for, really?


Chapter 2: The measure of a legacy 


A few hours later... in the smart, bright, minimalist space that served as Madame Stanfield's office. The woman looked out over her queendom with a face as unreadable as it ever was. Below, various short-skirted students scuttled from one lesson to the next. The flash of bare legs or crotchless legwarmers as tantalising as it had ever been. The collar around every neck, visible even at this distance: a sure symbol that each and every young life down there belonged to her… At least until their education was complete and their fawning sponsors or drooling fans paid some minor fortune for her blessing to take them away. 

The 67-year old headmistress would be lying if she claimed the acknowledgement of all this didn't bring her some flicker of lurid delight… even now. That was the whole point, after all, wasn’t it? Those who were supposed to take command over others, did so. She wouldn't be in the position she was, if the greatest power in society hadn't recognised the hunger she had: for seeing rosy-red bottoms spanked good and thoroughly… and the watery eyes of a pretty, young creature who had finally learned its place. The ever-invigorating search for perfection in breaking something so lost among dreams and doubts and insecurities… until he or she finally saw the one, clear path forward: A pristine vision of themselves as a culmination of other's desires. Her desires. It simply wouldn't do for someone to be in control of a place like this and deny she was as perverse as her clientele. 

For 40 years she had been headmistress of this school, wresting control of it from her mother when everyone else around her had claimed she was far too young to do so. Branding her mark upon the world and upon the backsides of the product she took such personal pride in. Sending those precious, subservient pieces of fine artistry out into a world all too eager to gobble them up. She hated letting go of any. single. one... into the hands of some gormless philistine or another. Who would spoil them and let their training go slack, or grow bored of them far too quickly and lend them out to friends and public events until they were nothing but loose and limp and listless playthings. Worn out toys; rather than rare, hand-carved collectors' pieces. 

Now a man much like her. Who had also been told what he could not do… Was coming here this afternoon with vague threats that he was going to render all her hard work obsolete. Utterly shake up the order of things and reimagine this business of dream-fulfilment. Had the unthinkable moment finally come? Was she now the dinosaur? The stubborn traditionalist? The bitter, blind old bat that couldn’t see which way the new wind was blowing? Had she in fact become… her Mother?! It was a prospect too hideous to consider. 

“Do you have any idea what this grand idea of his is?” 

She directed the question at the graceful being lounging across her desk in a patch of sunlight. A next-to naked girl wearing incredibly lifelike cat ears and a gently swishing tail. She had known the sly beast almost as long as anyone, having shared an apartment with her and her mistress for many years of her own youthful studies. Yet Victoria Stanfield still found the creature’s detached demeanour and sultry movements more irritating than anything else. Especially since even she was still none the wiser whether her closest confidante throughout several tumultuous decades was one woman who owned a clever pet… or two twins taking turns. There seemed no point to the subterfuge… Everyone who knew anything knew that whatever Lady Francine’s cat saw or heard, was probably already being whispered in another ear by the Lady herself. 

Still… old school-friend or not. When the feline did not feel like speaking… it wouldn’t. The Headmistress supposed she could see the appeal of slipping into a role so free from rules of etiquette. If that really was old Franny… she’d bet the woman was filled with gleeful, internal chuckling. True friends were the finest tormentors a woman could have, after all. 

Madame Stanfield supposed that she would find out what Mr Derrick Carter was bringing to show her, soon enough. A sleek, black vehicle had just arrived at the school gates. With a sigh, she tugged on the hair of the second-year student bound and kneeling between her legs. That one’s honour and punishment would have to be resumed again later. There were bigger games afoot.


Chapter 3: Changing ways 


“Ladies and Gentlemen… Stray cats… Most esteemed Madames…” 

The tall, blonde caricature of a man lent into his address as if it was opening night at the circus. Bowing low before Madame Stanfield in a manner so egregious that he could practically be kissing the toes of her black, leather heels. Around her, the assorted board of the school chuckled. Governors, investors, former or future clients. Each was tied heavily into the past and future of this institution… and thus both openly praised the undeniable efficiency and successes she had forged in running it… and wanted nothing more than to see her fall from grace. She had given them nothing but ever increasing profits, year on year on year. Offering not the slightest chance for any of them to manoeuvre their way above the others or gain any sort of leverage over her and her methods. So, naturally, they hated her. Theirs was not a world where one could let such good work go unpunished. 

Mr Carter clearly knew this. There was a slightest smirk he offered just for her, while in the sarcastic pretence of grovelling… that none of them could see. It asked why she would suffer such fools to let a man like him demand entry into her very inner sanctum? Let him come here and openly try to mock and humiliate her… just so she could stoically ignore him. ‘We are the same’, it seemed to say: ‘Forced to use these people who wish to use us, and forever, quietly infuriated by that necessary reliance’. 

“I, above all, know how prestigious and long-standing this school's reputation of excellence in its field has been. I know how accomplished our dear Victoria has been in solidifying and maintaining that reputation throughout her tenure. In fact I have even entrusted my very own slutwife-to-be in her care…" 

He gestured toward the one young lady in attendance who looked most out of place, even including the person dressed as a cat. Madame Stanfield believed she went by the name of 'Lizzy' amongst the other students. She sat swinging her legs nervously below her chair, stuck in her tightly revealing uniform among all these powerful men and women. Why 'Derrick' had insisted she be present, the headmistress couldn’t quite work out. 

"But, still. I am here today, ladies and gentlemen… to inform you that, quite soon: Such expensive and time-intensive methods of education and training will be completely obsolete. That the same results will be achievable in a matter of mere moments and that all this clinging to the trappings of tradition; Ranking our playthings' value into meaningless classes… Will be as dead as the divides of war and religion. As extinct as the African Elephant or Blue Whale." 

Madame Stanfield couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow at this. Her foresight had been correct: He truly did mean to sweep her entire industry out from under its own feet… but the question remained: How? 

"The grand algorithm was supposed to make us all equal… but, I hope it will not come as much shock to you all to point out it still hasn't. The lines in the sand have simply been moved… not washed away. And the gaps between them only ever grow further apart. The vast majority of our species live lives of idle luxury, it's true… yet, they still look on the gilded mansions and perfect fucktoys of those born into greater dynasties with awe and envy. While these submissive, young things we amuse ourselves with even have to look on as those they’ve grown up with are ensnared in a hierarchy, even of debasement and humiliation. The pyramids go both tall and deep. Why… I had to pay for my darling Lizzy here even to be considered worthy of this establishment. I have watched her grade cards closely. She has not fallen so short of her classmates, has she, Madame? She hasn’t failed to live up to your expectations?” 

So… even the man’s generous sponsorship had been a ploy. Victoria Stanfield understood that now. He had used the girl to both gain access to the social events of the school where he could whisper in the board member’s ears, and to prove a point in his little tirade here. To seem both invested in the school as a customer and determined to change it for ‘personal', 'moral' reasons. He had been planning this for months… perhaps even years, and was playing it out shrewdly and with unshakeable confidence. The headmistress was impressed. She had been caught on the back foot for the first time in many, many years. The man spoke grand words of upheaval, almost as if he actually believed them. Whatever his plan was… her cold heart fluttered a little. She hadn’t really been challenged in far too long.


Chapter 4: To stretch for achievement 


Jesse strained against the natural limitations of his own body. Trying to will himself forward past the point his creaking spine just said he could not pass. Folded near in two… he was just. so. tantalisingly. close... to his goal. The young sissy’s tongue was lolling out to the absolute, aching end of its extension. He could feel it welling up with saliva as he stared at its target; which somehow seemed even more alluring… considering he owned it as well. Jesse had got quite used to the way his little heart fluttered at the mere prospect of pressing his lip-sticked lips against the swollen flesh of another these days. Whether it was all this education, the Algorithm’s cocktail of aphrodisiacs or the femboy’s own natural longing that instilled such a physical reaction. However, the idea of using his practised talents upon his own meagre manhood was one that still seemed blushingly naughty to him… and, as yet, forever just out of reach. 

All around him, the rest of Ms Julian’s ‘Flexibility’ class faced the same challenge… with varying degrees of success. Paired up into teams of two, with one attempting the stretch and the other supporting. Their young, submissive bodies were all likely a lot more supple than the average human due to the Algorithm’s tweaking with growth hormones and genetics. They were lighter and bendier by augmented design. Retaining much of that child-like ability to bounce back from rough treatment or uncomfortable positions that more mature and brittle bones might break under. But that didn’t mean their teenage bodies didn’t need to maintain some strict training regimens to accommodate this with some of the more adult traits they were blessed with, in order to be as useable as they could. 

Jesse glanced up and down the lines of his classmates, little pangs of jealousy springing up where he spied others who had triumphed where he had not. Binita and several of the other more hermaphroditic girls seemed to have very little problem with the task at all, their black heels dancing in the air above as they contentedly suckled upon their own helmeted shafts. There was something of a tendency for those who had been born fundamentally female to be considerably… larger in that regard than those who might once have seen themselves as ‘boys’. An expectation of taste in their future owners, perhaps? Or the result of an unpredictability in the hormonal modifications required to grow what was desired of them. Matias was an olive-skinned, latino sissy though, and was gurgling away upon himself with an eagerness that put Jesse utterly to shame. Suzy, at least, also seemed to be struggling… though it would appear it was his lover’s melon-like chest pillows which were causing most of the issue. Jesse was entranced by the sight of his femboyfriend inadvertently titty-fucking himself as his training partner tried to use a bouncing rhythm to push his knees down either side of his ears. 


The sissy from Home 23’s penis-less helper for the exercise was Franceska. The girl’s strong hands gripped into the milky flesh of his thighs and pushed down with a constant pressure. She was more than happy to just keep this technique going; slowly and gently increasing the distance he could fold himself between rest periods over the course of the session. To be honest, his friend seemed more interested in the dish she was making out of him than the one she was supposed to be helping him achieve. She buried her tongue in Jesse’s asshole time and time again, swirling it around the puckered star like there was nothing more delicious in this world or the next. The femboy wasn’t going to complain… The sensations she was bringing him were utterly divine, and they certainly helped keep his lower half stretched out to the furthest it could reach too. He’d just never yet found anyone so enthusiastic about that particular activity. He washed every morning, obviously. The communal Home showers had nozzles specifically provided for that purpose, but still felt more than a little self-conscious about it. 

With a gasping moan, he came all over his own face. It was the second time it had happened that lesson… Fran’s attentions were just too overwhelming. The salty taste of his own seed splattered across his tongue, but several ribbons also spurted out across his cheeks and hair. There was something particularly embarrassing about being coated in your own spunk at the end of a long, school day… Yet they had been instructed not to clean up if it happened. A small punishment for failing to secure the load where it belonged: in his gullet. It seemed like another slimy and dripping Maglev trip home lay ahead of him. Jesse could imagine the giggles and stares already.


Chapter 5: An example to be made 


"Three long years of dedicated study… On top of the eighteen in general education and all the Grand Algorithm’s genetic and hormonal tampering. That's what this school offers. With the promise that, at the end, it will have produced as near to perfect a human toy as is possible. A unique plaything catered specifically to your tastes… Nurtured into that role with care and attention!" 

The tall, blonde man gestured towards Lizzy, causing the teen schoolgirl in her skimpy uniform to blush profusely. All these powerful eyes were briefly upon her, lapping up the view and imagining all the ways that 'nurturing care and attention' had been doled out so far. But both Derrick Carter and Madame Stanfield smirked to recognise that, beyond that embarrassment at being the centre of attention… there was pride in the girl’s eyes. Joy at being so praised by her master-to-be and just a hint of shuffling in her seat to offer those who were leering an even better view. 

"No-one could deny that it works… I'm sure the Madame ensured you were all entertained by a student or two upon arrival… But what if I told you I could achieve such quality of product in barely a matter of minutes? That I could achieve the same end results with barely a fraction of the costs… Making it possible for every household to have what they truly desired, instead of just those born privileged enough to keep up with the ridiculous inflations of value we've seen." 

"I'd say prove it…" Replied one of the sterner-looking members of the board. A severe, portly old man who Madame Stanfield knew wore through one of her precious graduates every five years or so. Normally, he was nothing but a thorn in her side… ever complaining that 'this batch wasn't half so good as the last', but claiming one of the smallest and most fragile-looking beauties nonetheless. Yet she was glad to see someone looking unconvinced by this interloper and his grand ideas. 

Mr Carter didn't look perturbed at all though… he simply gestured towards the far end of the room. Where, at that very moment, the double doors swung open. Two tall, white-haired, white-dressed and perfectly identical women marched in. Each must have been near to 7-feet from stilettoed heel to immaculate bob-cut. Between them they were dragging a scruffy-looking young man, barely noticing at all the way he tried to struggle and break free from them. Everyone present could recognise a Drop-out when they saw one… The ever-embarrassing bane of civilised society. The boy hissed and spat like a wild animal, having clearly never learned anything of the dignity or composure a properly educated teen would have. Whatever else might divide the ambitions of those gathered in that room… their distaste for this kind of person was united and equal. 

"This… character… was caught by corporate security trying to break into one of my facilities. He has the usual long list of previous offences and would be due yet another localised mindwipe and attempt at rehabilitation… had I not gained permission to bring him before you, instead." 

Derrick stood up and wandered over to stand near the snarling and swearing teenager. Ignoring the barrage of insults completely, but taking something politely from one of his two towering employees. 

"We all know the Algorithm’s shortfall when it comes to this one and his ilk. Those who refuse to take their proper place in the world, even knowing the hardship and misery that it causes them. Those stubbornly determined to live short, disease-ridden lives in the cracks and sewers of our city… stealing what they could very much be given for free. The system simply doesn't know how to deal with someone who would intentionally do themselves harm, rather than accept who they are inside… The wilfully ignorant who apparently wish to go back to divided times of self-delusion, racism, homophobia and religious persecution." 

"That’s right! I ain't never gonna suck your limp-ass Corpo dick, no matter 'ow many times you wipe me, Shit-for-brains!" 

The Drop-out clearly felt some small, petty triumph in getting this chance to say his piece before all these suited enemies. But Derrick Carter only smiled down at him with detached delight. He couldn't have asked for a better statement if he'd tried. Now the real show could begin...


Chapter 6: Needling at the neck 


"Determined words… Using fierceness to cover over fear. False confidence to blot out deep-seated insecurities. But he's right… No matter how many times you try to rinse clean one like this, and start again, they seem to fall back on this complete rejection of their own inner desires. The Algorithm continues to work perfectly… but the dolls it's playing with are sometimes just gleefully defective. I watched it play out time and time again in the facility I'd been sent to manage." 

There was a small sliver let slip… of just where this ambitious man had come from. Madame Stanfield's mind grasped on to it like a steel trap. Running through all the connotations for any sign of weakness. Running a Home specifically for juvenile delinquents… That was precisely the sort of role given to a son of great wealth, exiled in disgrace. A punishment that kept them out of sight and success, working on the impossible task that Mr Carter and his unwilling assistant were now displaying. Yet, here he now was… claiming to have conquered the impossible. 

"But… given enough time… Our species always finds a new way to evolve, does it not? Mechanically or organically, we always find the next step forward." 

With a small flourish, the man revealed what he had been handed by his overshadowing beauty… and proceeded to quickly fasten it around the Drop-out's neck. It was a collar, clearly designed to look nearly identical to the ones the students of this academy wore. The angry teen immediately reached up to try and yank the thing free, except Mr Carter had already flicked a little switch on the side. The young man’s arms faltered only halfway to his neck… and then slowly began to droop back down. 

"A fast-acting anaesthetic, delivered through several small needles in the rim…" Explained the leader of this presentation, clambering back up to his full height. "It is important the mind be blank, for this next step." 

He had flicked up the holographic screen from his wristwatch and was configuring something on the display there. Three small lights appeared on the slumped boy's new collar, sliding back and forth in the well-known manner of wireless technology searching for a signal. The man then looked directly toward his barely-dressed fiance-to-be, drawing everyone else's attention that way as well. Only to notice that she was currently wearing two collars, one of which was also starting to light up. 

The rhythm of those two blinking indicators aligned themselves for a long moment, clearly communicating in some unseen digital language. Transferring some large chunk of data along invisible channels between the unkempt street urchin and well-trained human plaything. There was a slight shudder, but nothing more, from the comatose boy… before his eyes opened and back straightened, kneeling back up in the grip of his supporting giantesses. 

He looked around puzzled, for a moment… as if unsure quite where he was. No fury or bile came to his lips this time, no urge to fight against those still holding him tightly. Glancing up, he realised that Derrick Carter had unzipped his fly… and offered a half-swollen slab of man-meat not inches from his face. 


Without a second thought… The Drop-out leaned forward and took that penis between his lips. Attending to it as eagerly and diligently as any of those studying in their classes down below.


Chapter 7: Looking out at one’s self 


Lizzy woke up feeling exceedingly groggy and altogether strange in all manner of ways… She couldn’t really remember where she was, or how she'd managed to fall asleep in such a position. Blearily, she looked around her and was surprised to find an audience of well-dressed and intimidating strangers watching her. Was that a woman dressed up as a cat? 

It was only the presence of Madame Stanfield and another body wearing the Academy's skimpy uniform that solidified for her that this must be a dream… After all: she recognised that anxious-looking face staring back as the one which had greeted her in every mirror, as far back as she could remember. Though somehow it seemed sickening to witness it without the cross wired symmetry of reflection. She had to turn away from that vision, lest it drive her quite mad with self-detachment. 

Fortunately, presented before her was something she found far more reassuring: The cock of her owner and husband-to-be, dangling there expectantly before her unusually-chapped lips. She leant forward to take it between them as any good slut would, comforted by the familiarity of the task when all else seemed topsy-turvy. This must just be a vivid dream. An out-of-body experience as she lay in her bed after a long day of learning to be fuckmeat. That was why her fingers seemed courser as she reached them up to caress Master’s balls. That was why her legs ached from what was a barely uncommon amount of kneeling. That was why her chest felt flatter and some curious, new source of discomfort was wedged between her thighs. The good, little slutwife ignored all of that as much as she could… and concentrated on bringing Mr Carter to climax. 

Lizzy looked on in confusion… as the horridly rude Drop-out boy set to work doing exactly what he'd just said he wouldn't. She didn’t really understand what was going on. No-one had told her anything since her master had given her this second collar as a gift several weeks previously and his two giantesses had fiddled with it that morning. The tight choker prickled sometimes… like it was rimmed with tiny needles that buzzed with static electricity, but she certainly wasn't going to complain about anything Derrick asked of her. Still, the sudden look of recognition that dishevelled young man had just given her… had been particularly unsettling. 


"Remarkable!" Exclaimed one of the observing shareholders, standing up to get a better view. "He's going at it as eagerly as my Sonia does after I've given her an afternoon of vibes and spankings…” 

Derrick smirked, beckoning the man over… along with the rest of the onlookers now crowding round for a better look. He then motioned for Lizzy to join him among the throng too, settling down to kneel beside the newly christened cock-swallower, as of course she would. Before long the pair of them were back to back, two mouths and four hands occupied by a rotating cast of genitalia. The practised schoolgirl was of course more than used to finding herself in such positions… but even she was quite impressed by how well the drop-out boy was keeping up. 

“Their technique’s are uncannily similar… almost precisely the same, even.” Blurted out one of the participants, an elegantly-dressed lady with her long skirt bunched up in a fist. Clearly she thought of herself as some sort of connoisseur over such things, pushing Lizzy’s face deep between her thighs. 

“Exactly!” Beamed a triumphant Mr Carter, unable to hide his delight at everything playing out just like he’d hoped. 


“No more need for all that specialised training and constant discipline... Just a flick of a switch and your pet could be a cheeky, little minx… or shy, timid flower… or domineering, young sadist! One slut, bought second-hand and lowly-rated… Could suddenly become a whole harem of uniquely-raised personalities! No need to ever get bored... nor go through the expense of having one toy for every occasion. Every household in the city can simply share the fruits of those labours…” 

The man leant back on his heels to wrap an arm around the waist of each of his white-haired goddesses. Watching the gaggle of rich and powerful investors squabble over who got to dip themselves into which plaything next, like children trying to determine which identical new bike was faster. A single drip of sweat tracing down his brow hinted that he had not been quite so confident this would all go smoothly as he’d acted… But the satisfaction in seeing it had, was unshakeable and clear. 

Madame Stanfield remained perched upon the edge of her own desk. Stroking the cat-woman lying across her lap. Watching her own student be matched cock-for-cock and pussy-for-pussy… by a boy brought in hissing and spitting not moments before.


Chapter 8: What’s in a name? 


"So, why... if you're so convinced this 'remarkable' piece of technology is going to completely sweep our market from under our feet… Have you brought it here, to show us ahead of time?" 

The Academy's headmistress kept her tone steady and measured… Allowing only the smallest hint of ocean-deep, icy fury shine through. She continued to dip two, long fingers in and out of the naked feline form splashed upon her thighs, but the glint in that creature's eyes was half full of intrigue toward that question and half full of fear that those gentle insertions could turn vicious at a moment’s notice. As if playing the role of a cat so long had granted her the uncanny ability to sense a mistress's moods. 

Derrick Carter was in far too high spirits to recognise danger in his indefatigable hostess's manner, though. He flew back into teasing charm without a second's measure. That was, after all, the question which asked to be asked… 

"Why, out of respect, of course! You have almost single-handedly made 'Stanfield’s Academy' a household name. A synonym for quality of the highest regard. A dream of joining your two-year waiting list to which every new entry to the collective of greatest wealth aspires. Your brand is certified gold. Don't think a simple man like me could ever try to dent or deny that…" 

The man bowed low before the Madame once again, but this time there was some hint of honesty behind the sarcastic pretence. He had shown her his hand, dragging out the wealthy fools she relied upon into the undignified scuffle behind him… But now he ignored all them and came to her, personally, in hopes of being recognised as a potential equal. A not-fool. Someone who could just as easily be a partner as a rival. 

"The process requires templates… Perfect versions of every aspect of submission that could be imagined. And, once our consumer base is established, it will need a constant stream of fresh ideas… New inspirations and updates to keep our consumers engaged. With the 'Stanfield’s' name attached, no-one would doubt that what they are getting is the highest quality product. But, at the same time, it would free you from being so chained to the wants of each specific customer… you could experiment. Not just churn out the same meek and predictable young thing that the same old relics want to show off to the mansion next door." 

That earned a raised eyebrow, at least. It was true that some of the… creativity had drained from the headmistress’s role, over the years. Once you got a name for reforming stale traditions into something new and superior… Soon enough everyone just wanted you to repeat those previous successes ad infinitum. Yet, for all his bluster, the man could not hide the fallacy in such a statement: 

"So why would I choose to dilute that name that you commend me so much for building. What you are asking, in fact, is for my permission to mass-produce that which I have hand-crafted for so many years, is it not? Not to mention the… moral implications that you have completely skirted around. Is this not completely counter to the very concept our world is built on? Overwriting the very essence of who each individual is… just to ensure a supply meets a demand. Why would someone who cares as much about each of my little darlings as I do, want to associate myself with any of that?" 

Mr Carter faltered again for a moment… as if having not allowed himself the consideration that she might make such a complaint. A certain cat smirked to see that in all this upstart's attempts to make himself out to be a twinned soul with the mistress of this house… He was not. Madame Stanfield was in the position she was not just from hollow ambition, but also because she genuinely believed that she was helping each of her young wards to become the best versions of themselves. Hers was a harsh love. A demanding love, perhaps… but love it still was. 

The thin man recovered, though. An equally thin smile playing across his lips. Charm and charismatic speeches were his preferred tools… but he wouldn't have dared come here if they were all he could bring to bear. 

"This is the future, Madame. Whether you decide to come along for the ride or not. I have already secured approval with those one needs to. The system remains intact. All we are doing is opening doors for those who unhealthily reject their true place and purpose, or aiding those who would fall short of their full potential. They are still there, behind the extra layer of personality matrix… You can simply consider it a form of technologically-aided method acting.” 

He gestured towards the minor orgy going on behind him, Lizzy and the Drop-out boy now well and truly encircled by laughing strangers and both already becoming coated in the various fluids of those who had already climaxed. 

“Besides… it is not entirely up to you, as you well know. You can try persuading them that it’s not in the school’s best interest to jump in on the ground floor of tomorrow’s biggest venture… but we both know ‘moral qualms’ won’t make it that far as an argument.” 

Madame Stanfield continued to glare with a sharpness that cut through stone, unwilling to show an inch of acknowledgement that what the younger man said was very much true. If the board turned unitedly against her, she would have to bend... or relinquish the school over to someone who would. 

Still, Derrick Carter sighed, deflated. It would seem he genuinely had wished to simply win her over to his side. The admiration he flashed up and down the headmistress’s... striking... figure, was the most genuine thing she’d learned of him throughout this entire interaction. 

“Look… At this point, all we’re asking for is a little ‘prototyping’ research. Let us install our collars on, say, a single class… so we can record some data and run some more tests. The safety of the whole process has already been completely guaranteed, but we need to know if all those special little quirks your ‘girls’ develop over their years of training can actually be transferred. In return, you will have complete access to inspect and input upon the further arcs of the business… and cut all ties at some further juncture if you so wish.” 

The man gathered his coat and hat, indicating to the two giantesses that it was time to leave. Glancing at the medley happening on the other side of the room, and almost as an afterthought… he also offered: 

“Oh… and why don’t you keep that young man I brought with me. You can keep an eye on him for any unforeseen issues I’ve failed to mention. I doubt you’ll find any…” 

Then he simply walked away, neglecting to wait around and hear whether his offer was accepted. It would be… Madame Stanfield couldn’t pretend otherwise. Giving the board some indication that she was considering the proposals in full, was the best she could do for now.



Chapter 9: Wet and wandering 


The streets were lined with puddles as Jesse skipped his way back toward the Maglev station, but the skies had cleared and breeze had freshened. The best one could ask for from a late autumn evening. Perhaps it was just his body pushing back against the left-over tiredness from the night before… but everything felt bright and hopeful to the boy-turned-sextoy, even as winter loomed chillily upon the horizon. The cheerful sissy splashed his shiny, black stilettos in and out of those pools of reflective water, scattering the up-skirt reflections of his bared and dangling genitalia. Eventually you just kind of got used to those sensitive areas being exposed to the varying measures of season and climate, though that first step outside and its accompanying shrivel still required a moment’s adjustment each time. 

The femboy barely even blushed at the thought of the amount of his own spunk that still lay glazed across his carefully make-upped features. Offering out a hand job on either side as he sat upon the carriage seat home. One of this week’s homeworks was to practise their technique by never being in a public place without at least one cock in palm. Providing the invigorating thrill of introducing oneself to strangers by tickling fingers against their crotch, and asking as sweetly as possible if they might let you pull it out. 

He lapped up the slimy rewards that dribbled down his knuckles as he jumped up to catch his stop. Barely noticing the praise and thanks that both men offered as his skirt flapped by. It was getting quite hard to remember or recognise every soul he’d given a freebie out to, after months of casual assignments to complete. It was really only those who went out of their way to purchase his services that stuck with Jesse. The boy from Home 23 sometimes even felt like he was becoming a little snobbish because of that. Everything that his fellow block-mates whispered ‘1st Class’ fucktoys were like… but it wasn’t easy to treat every little hand or blowjob like it was a big deal to a slut like him. 

When he arrived back at the Home, however, the sissy rushed straight to the communal showers... Somehow, being back in the building where he’d lived most of his young life stripped away almost all the confidence he’d built up. Out there, he was just another piece of fancy school property… In here were all the boys and girls who’d grown up alongside him. Slowly outmatching his dainty, insecure self in size and stature, then sent off to work and learn in places far less prestigious than he’d ended up. Jesse had too much history here to be able to completely slip into the role he was destined to fill. Too many old fights and flights of fancy. Back when he might’ve insisted loudly, that he wasn’t going to be anyone’s sexual plaything. 

It seemed quite funny now… how shocked he’d been, to see that printed card outlining his future. Just part of becoming an adult, he supposed… to come to terms with who you really ought to be. Betsy and Whitney and Daniel had all seen it, far before he had. It made the sissy wonder, just where he might’ve ended up… if the Algorithm hadn’t peered into his heart and found the truth there waiting? How lost might he have felt, in that old world of war and hunger? Scraping by without learning the purpose that he craved. 

It almost sent him into a panic, just to imagine… as the water splashed around him and various other naked teens came and went. To have a whole gaping future ahead of you, but no direction even indicated. An empty, looming void of what you could and could not be. No masters or mistresses to shape you with senses of duty, obedience or loyalty. Nothing could seem more terrifying to a femboy six months into his certainty. He was so lucky to be where he was… so blessed by genetics and fate. 

A call of hello brought Jesse back to the present, his turn towards it brought straight to blushing cheeks. George was right there, clothesless and muscular… barely a foot away under the next spout along. The sissy couldn’t drag his eyes upward, to look at his old friend’s face… for more than a handful of seconds at a time. Other appendages were far more his focus these days, and the pull towards it felt almost magnetic. 

“Hey buddy! You’re coming over for your lesson with Cynthia later, aren’t ya?” The taller teen was saying. Seemingly oblivious to the way his companion was just staring slack-jawed at his cock. 

Jesse could only nod. Watching the hypnotic sway of that flesh down below, and feeling his mouth fill with saliva. Once upon a time, sharing this close proximity with George in the shower would have been an idle fantasy that scared him too much to even admit to himself. Now, his mind and body could barely resist the urge to leap at the man… hormones and chemistry churning in his veins. 

“C-can I h-help you wash your back?” Was the best the femboy could manage, desperate not to let on the struggles that he was facing… yet needing to feel his soft hands upon some of that skin. 

George shrugged acceptance, though clearly wanting more of a friendly chat than anything else. Jesse set to work with a soapy sponge, wondering in circles whether this counted as a ‘public place’ and thus should his homework ruling apply?! He had to almost jump to reach the top of his friend’s shoulders, but the other young man just chatted away… recounting all the trials of his day.



Chapter 10: Finding Home 


Betsy was still not back by the time Jesse returned to their room, so he got dressed for the evening and went to the cafeteria alone. The nervousness of being back in the Home without his rather pregnant guardian angel still remained… but the encounter with George had buoyed him considerably. He was determined to prove to himself and everyone else that he could act like a proper, little slut here as well as in the classroom. So the outfit he'd chosen was just a skin-tight, white leotard with several decorative slits cut down each side and his smooth, girlish legs left on full display below. He squirmed a bit at the thong-like way it presented his bubbly bottom from behind… and tried not to even look at the small, but obvious bulge at the front. 

There was some practicality to the outfit… for several months now, Cynthia's 'erotic massage' lessons had actually become part of his official education. Every slutwife-to-be was expected to pick up various extra skills to diversify themselves and figure out exactly what kind of unique plaything they were going to become. Somehow, it had just seemed right to ask the much-maligned 'queen-bee' of block H to begin teaching him properly. She was actually quite a good teacher… if a maliciously strict and molestingly intimate one. Of course, the fact that this meant the sissy spent a lot more time in close proximity with George while absolutely dripping with oil hardly came into the equation at all. The taller, handsome teen still seemed to always find an excuse to be somewhere else, anyway. 

Whitney gave a wolf-whistle as he passed through the dining hall, and an unapologetic squeeze on his ass. But Jesse didn’t see anyone else he particularly knew, so went to sit with her and Claire anyway. There had been several other instances where he’d needed to come begging to their door for help with an assignment by now, so the boisterous hermaphrodite had clearly begun to see him as solidly part of her property by now. Her designated role as a dominating trainer of others had done nothing if solidified the girl’s undauntable self-confidence. Yet, even Jesse had to admit… it seemed to have curbed the downright bullying she used to dole out. Nowadays every small cruelty was expansively explained to you as being 'for your own good': An example of what she had learned this week and all the ways it would safely shape the receiver into a better version of themselves. 

It was funny how grown up it all felt… To be coming back to these same, old rows of plastic tables but now be discussing all the different directions their lives had gone. Even Claire had begun to come out of her shell a little, cozying up to Jesse as they traded stories of how their disparate levels of clients chose to use and abuse them. It almost seemed like, to her: the more he submitted to Whitney, the more worthwhile a person he was. Just another little quirk of his fellow residents of Home 23 the sissy felt he could pick up on, now he was no longer hiding behind Betsy’s skirt-tails all the time. 

Jesse pondered this, as he said his goodbyes and headed off through the corridors toward George and Cynthia's room. He loved Betsy eternally, and owed her more than he could ever hope to repay… But, at the same time, it was strangely freeing not to have the safety net that she’d provided all those years. All that time, she’d been encouraging him to put himself forward a bit more. Show off the pretty, kind hearted young man she considered to be more rare and precious than any other… Yet also… She’d been giving him the perfect excuse not to: fixing every problem and fighting off every challenge before he even had to face it. The late, but looming removal of that net, seemed to be what now drove the femboy’s determination to prove he could be as close to that idealised version of himself as he could be. To live up to the fantasy of himself as the most perfect of sissy slutwives that she’d always prophesied he should be. In the back of his head, that same old, self-doubting, cynical whisper asked whether that too… had been the Algorithm’s plan all along. Except he now was nearly sure that his dearest friend had been right all along: 

It didn’t matter. This was who he was supposed to be. Why worry about all the little factors that had led up to him getting there?


Chapter 11: Sustained frustration 


Jesse heard the vaguely muffled sounds of thumping and arguing as he approached the door… hardly an irregular feature of George and Cynthia’s living space. Sometimes it meant Cyn had caught her roommate/lover sleeping with someone else down the hallway again. Sometimes it meant he had caught word of her being particularly awful to one of his friends for no apparent reason. Either way it usually just resulted in the two of them knocking boots in a particularly furious and passionate fashion for a bit. Their entire relationship seemed to be built on turmoil and presumably enough-to-make-it-worthwhile makeup sex. 

Early on… timid, gentle Jesse would spend up to an hour nervously waiting in the corridor for what seemed like an appropriately quiet moment to politely knock on the door. Until various passing neighbours had pointed out to him that the pair rarely bothered to lock it anyway… and were more likely to get through the process quicker if he was present. Constant bickering was just how the beautiful couple related with each other. There wasn’t really any maliciousness or deeper grudge-holding to it, and it didn’t embarrass them to be seen doing it… or be seen making amends afterwards, for that matter… 

Many, many times by now… the shy, little femboy had had to sit awkwardly in a corner while the other two teens slammed their bodies together like thunderclouds against a storm-wracked sky. It was becoming obvious that at least Cynthia secretly enjoyed an audience; just another way to assert her authority in the block as being the one true berthing for the most sought-after penis around. It was also all part of her teasing dominance over Jesse in particular, which hadn’t subsided at all through this now educational form of their massage sessions. She loved to stare him down as she bucked and sweated, gasping and moaning from the heavy slaps of a real man entering her. Showing off her magnificently-toned body in arch-backed majesty as she climaxed and received yet another bellyful of hot, sticky delights. Then lying back and ordering her ‘student’ to get straight to work soothing her aching muscles, the scent of sweat and sex mixing in with that of today’s selection of massage oils and whatever fluids were now slowly dribbling out of her. 

Jesse was not exactly proud of how all that heady mix affected him… but couldn’t begin to deny how much it did: Watching these two veritable gods or royalty of teenage passion entwining in front of him. Both nearly twice his height and far, far more muscular. Then being called to order like a slave in ancient kingdoms, to clean up the messes they had made of each other. Running his cool hands across skin still scorching. Feeling the thump of another’s heartbeat still racing from orgasm. It sent him into a mewling mental state of submissive admiration. Made him feel lucky to just be so ancillarily involved. He felt utterly ashamed… to look up through the fork in Cynthia’s legs at her wickedly smirking eyes. To lap up and suck out a taste of what kind, friendly George had left in her… and know she knew how much even that secondhand-serving meant. 

It had been obvious from the start that that oh-so-jealous guardian was well-aware what the visiting sissy’s little heart actually beat for. Leftover desires from years of boisterous playground games, back when all the now-obvious femme in the boy was still being repressed. The more Jesse opened up into his new, clear vision of himself the more those… missed opportunities seemed to prey on him. All those strong, overshadowing forms which he had regularly rubbed up against… without properly appreciating the experience. If only he’d known Ms Julian’s 7 secret techniques to bend over and wiggle one’s bottom alluringly back then. If only the Algorithm had elected to put him in this room with its now bruised and battered mattresses… 

They were guilty thoughts… all of them. And ones he knew were not thought through. Without Betsy, he would not be who he was. Past him would never have accepted what present him now revelled in. But, somehow… Cynthia drew out those sordid, little dreams… and both encouraged and belittled them all at once. That was why he wriggled with anticipation for this session, once a week. Because she was not a nice person… so he felt free to be a little less perfect himself. 

Chapter 12: Temptations left behind 


This time, however, Jesse opened the door to be nearly bowled over by a Cynthia considerably more dressed than usual. No form-fitting yoga pants and bra-less crop top today. Instead, she was wearing a fashionable and alluring red dress, still trying to fasten a dangly earring while rushing through the doorway. 

"Oh… You…" Was the distracted-sounding reaction the girl provided, upon nearly stomping poor Jesse into the carpet. 

"Sorry hun… I forgot you were coming. I've got a date with a salon owner tonight! If I fuck him well enough I might be able to win myself an apprenticeship!" 

She turned to look back into the bedroom, seeming genuinely sorry to be letting her own would-be apprentice down. 

"Hey, Lazy-bones… Let the little fuckmeat give you a massage for an hour. He could use a bit of solo-practice anyway!" 

The girl didn't wait for an answer before turning back to Jesse, the nervousness and excitement for her evening's challenge clear in her. 

"There you go… It'll do you some good to try a session without me telling you what to do all the time. Anyway, got to run!" 

And with that, she was gone. Nothing but heels clicking down the corridor. Leaving Jesse on the threshold… to an hour alone with George. A rush of blood shot straight to the sissy’s head. A roaring in his ears as he felt suddenly faint. He had wandered calmly into rooms full of waiting cocks all primed and paid for… but this… This was different… 

Jesse poked his head through the doorway and was greeted by the sight of a young man already mostly undressed. George was lounging on his bed shirtless, flicking across pages on a flexitab. For the second time that evening, Jesse bore witness to the new, muscular form of his friend through so many years of general education. The guy had always been handsome… no-one would deny that. But in the last year or so, presumably since the Algorithm had concluded he was going to be a piece of eye candy on the arm of rich, older ladies… Those features had grown ever more carved and magnificent. 

Jesse expected there was a similar degree of specialised diet and accompanying hormone treatments to his own involved… though with a considerable amount more mandatory gym-time. He had seen the glass-fronted 'display cases' in various shopping centres on trips with John and Miranda. Where specimens such as George were conveniently expected to work through their assigned routines in hot, sweaty boxes full of equipment sponsored by whichever clothing store or cafe they formed the walls of. The sissy had guessed it was probably decidedly uncomfortable to be so claustrophobically trapped in full view. Panting for air as you tried to complete your required exercise while also trying to ignore all the middle-aged shoppers ogling you. 

Still, the sissy himself couldn't help feeling his leotard tighten a little at memories of Miranda drawing him into giggling appreciation and discussion of such views while they shared a coffee. Nor at the sight of what all that physical activity had now laid out before him. He didn’t want to think of George as just another hunk of meat to be leered at. He knew the other young man was anything but a preening, narcissistic lump of muscle… Yet something in the swirling mix of chemical aphrodisiacs and submissive tendencies that was his body simply ached at the sight. After all, at the end of the day, he was just a walking receptacle for cock, wasn’t he? And here was an equally-sculpted provider of such wares. 

Surely it was only natural for them to… help each other fulfil those designations.



Chapter 13: Laying hands upon an urge 


Jesse dug the heel of his little palms into the soft tissue on either side of his old friend’s spine, just as Cynthia had taught him. Sitting astride George like a cowboy upon his faithful steed… though in a much tighter outfit than the hero of your average old Western. He could feel the slight shifts of movement between his thighs as the larger boy relaxed into the tension-relieving work of those small hands. The thrill of this positioning not lost on a sissy to whom any bodily contact as close as this would inevitably turn sexual. Suzy’s daddy had fairly recently invited both young femboys to participate in an amateur race of ‘pink jockeying’, which involved them both riding upon a man in much the same way; though with a securing method that was a lot more... penetrative. The chaotic, bouncing ride over various obstacles, all for the enjoyment of a crowd of drunkenly betting rich folks, had been surprisingly fun. Though pulling one’s self free of the dildo-saddle afterwards was a sore and shaking affair. 

The confined erection that the sissy was already experiencing was not helped at all by remembering such hijinks. Cyn had always said that such natural reactions were nothing to be embarrassed by, and in fact were further tools to focus the experience of their clients. Any female masseuse was expected to utilise her breasts as softer applicators of pressure or the lathering of oil, but noticeably erect nipples were considered an encouraging sign of professionalism and love for their work. Likewise, a reassuring lump at waist height was a 'polite compliment' about the customer's unveiled body. 

Jesse’s compliment for George was growing by the second, though the embarrassment every time he stretched forward and felt it gently bump against the other boy's skin was near paralysing. He had to start talking quickly, and distract away, before the silence became deafening. 


"George…" The sissy squeaked, pushing into the broad shoulders of the young man in question. "We've been friends for a long time, haven't we?” 

His friend seemed half asleep, tired after a long day of physical exertion mostly for the advantage of strangers. He yawned out an answer, though… sleepily bowing to the polite, if pointless enquiry. 

“Sure… Back since you were still the little scrapper tryna keep up with all of us in gym class…” 

Memories of huffing and puffing around one sport or another; utterly confused why everyone else seemed to shoot up toward the sky, while he remained shrimpy and spindly; flashed up in Jesse’s mind. He had fought and fought and fled the idea that he would simply never receive such a growth spurt. It all seemed so silly now… and the pitying, snide looks he’d earned from other classmates made so much more sense. They’d all known where he was heading… So why had it taken him so long to grasp it? 

He motioned for George to turn over, settling himself down upon a set of abs in the process of becoming perfectly sculpted and applying a little more oil to his soft, dainty fingers. Behind his little bottom he could almost supernaturally sense the presence of that thick, meaty limb he had been gifted a vision of earlier. He tried not to obsess over it. Tried to drag his thoughts away from a desperate enquiry as to whether it had grown swollen and throbbing from his attentions so far… But, if he just scootched his way back a little. Let the thong-like architecture of his outfit’s lower half offer a cosy valley for things to settle into back there… 

The sissy had to drag himself back into the processes of working through his target’s muscle groups, one at a time. This was supposed to be a proper practice of his techniques. It was supposed to be about the client’s needs, not his own. ‘If they just wanted to fuck you, they’d pay for that instead’ had been one of Cynthia’s first pieces of advice. Every massage salon on the high street offered the option to skip all pretences, business was business after all. 

“W-why did you hang out with me… back then?” 

Jesse found a way through his flusteredness: to ask the question that had always plagued him. He had not been popular, after all. Had not really had any friends beside Betsy. The combination of his shyness and that gigantic chip on his shoulder over his size and shape, had meant that any attempts at conversation usually met curt, sharp dead ends. Yet, George had persevered… in that breezy, casual way of his. One of the most handsome and approachable pillars of masculinity choosing to take time to work through the prickly defences of one of the most grumpily fragile and effeminate. Some deep, secret part of Jesse had possibly always hoped there was a very specific reason for that…


Chapter 14: Things given and taken 


"I dunno… you were just… different." George offered, rubbing a hand across his forehead in a vague sign of not wanting to be pressed on this right now. 

"Talking to most of the other guys usually just ended up as dick-measuring competitions… in one way or another… And the girls…" The handsome young man sighed the sigh of someone who was only ever approached for one thing really. 

"With everybody else it was always just sex, sex, sex… y'know. Who was dating who. What kind of whore we were gonna be when we graduated. How many rich ladies we were gonna plough… That kinda bullshit." 

Jesse listened intently, feeling the vibrations of his friend's words echo up from the sternum beneath his fingertips. Different. Different was good… though it certainly hadn't felt so at the time. Isolated even from the other effeminate boys by the way he had held no interest in prancing and preening. He supposed they had been proved right in the end though… considering how carefully he had applied his third round of makeup before coming over here. 

He could definitely feel the press of something nestled between his asscheeks now. Not swollen and solid yet… but he had been taught a thousand ways to change that around, without needing to draw attention to it. The tight pinch of his leotard just itched to be pulled aside, letting that awkward first meeting of flesh to flesh step into play. His rear entrance had been delved into so regularly by now, he was sure it had developed its own, natural way of guiding visitors in to be welcomed warmly. He was, after all, really just an elaborate extension out from that point of being. Everything else he said or did, served mainly as landing lights towards that ultimate destination. 

George had continued talking, however, not noticing the obvious distraction and direction of his small passenger's thoughts. Or perhaps… Noticing them all too clearly. 

"It was nice… to have someone to talk to who wasn't just obsessed with who they were going to end up fucking, all the time. Like, I genuinely thought you might end up beating the system… Not turn into what everyone else seemed convinced you were going to… It gave me hope, y'know, to see a little guy so stubbornly holding out against all this… You were a breath of fresh air." 

Jesse squirmed atop the larger boy's stomach. Desire writhing within him: to feel that hot slab of meat buried within his body. To melt into the mindless, bouncing receiver of lusts and thrusts that had become his sissy centre of self. Yet, through it all… he started to actually hear what George was saying. Somewhere, deep inside the femboy, a small window seemed to open upon a shuttered room. A place he had slowly been locking away from himself day after day… for what might have been years. He sat back upon his friend in pure astoundment. Tears suddenly welling up in his eyes, and causing expensive, glittery mascara to begin running down from them. 

Concern had immediately spread across George’s face, horrified at what upset he might have caused. “I’m sorry, dude! Are you alright? ...We can still do it, if you want to?” 

The words seemed to fade from Jesse’s mind. He managed to resurface enough to reassure his practice partner… but then finished the massage session then and there. 


With eyes still streaming the sissy traipsed back to a darkened room, no sign of Betsy returning for the evening given. He curled up on the bed he had slept in for thirteen years now, and hugged a pillow to his chest. George hadn’t wanted to fuck him at all… but he had nearly been the aggressor in that. Acted like just another sex-obsessed teenage fucktoy… the ones that he had apparently seemed so different from. The realisation twisted inside his chest like a knife. So quickly he seemed to have become someone he didn’t recognise… 

But, beyond all that… there was something else… An image that had flashed into his mind from depths he couldn’t even guess at. A sense of place and time that seemed so detached from everything he knew… yet also as real as the night he cowered in now. Blue skies, green spaces and air that didn’t taste of concrete. Fresh air. Run down old vehicles that chugged and groaned, rather than glided smoothly along. A face… a smiling face that knew him… and yet that he could not recall the details of at all. 

Jesse saw and smelled and felt all this… and sobbed into his pillow. Unable to tell if he was happy... or desperately saddened by the memory.


Chapter 15: Reawakening 


Jesse woke up sticky and sweating, tangled up in the clinging grip of his bedsheets. For a moment, between dreaming and dawn… he’d felt like some great, invisible reptile was constricting and engulfing him. The inescapable fear of being so utterly consumed, without a single thing he could do about it, brought his own heartfelt yelp of despair to be the very first sound he heard that morning. Throwing off the twisted cause of such a nightmare, he gasped for breath and sought out anything in the room that he could recognise. Everything seemed just so slightly wrong. Even the air in his lungs didn’t taste like it should. 

The little femboy shook off the confusion. He’d just slept in Betsy’s bed, in the clothes from last night… Those were the sources of disorientation. But his dear friend herself was nowhere to be seen. She must have stayed all night at the breeding centre again, a situation already becoming more regular it would seem. He looked at the mess of make-up upon her pillowcase and felt the uncomfortable prickle around his lower belly. Perhaps it was best she hadn’t come home to see that… His closest friend wouldn’t mind the mess, of course… but she would have searching questions towards what had driven him into such a state. Questions the sissy wasn’t sure he could answer quite yet. 

Jesse climbed out of bed and struggled to peel the tight, plastic leotard away from his soft, tender skin. It was glued to his stomach with what seemed like an inordinate amount of dried, crusty substance. As if his body had been so unable to deal with the turmoil of his mind… that it had simply responded in the only way it knew best. Vague flashes of waking up across the course of the night; horny beyond measure and forced to stroke his every heightened source of sensitivity through this tightened second skin; spattered through his bleary head. Not that wet dreams were a particular rarity for him these days. Sometimes his whole shape seemed like one, big erogenous zone… sent into electric thrills of excitement by even the slightest bit of friction. His bumping excuse for breasts and tiny, hairless cock and balls were no less packed with nerve-endings desperate for attention, than any of his more well-endowed classmates. Ms Julian always said the right Master or Mistress would be able to make a slutwife cum by running just a single finger up their spine. At the time… that had almost sounded like a reward at the end of the tunnel… 

There was no time to waste standing around and mulling over the events of the previous evening though. There was no such thing as a ‘sick-day’ for students of Stanfield’s Academy. However groggy he felt… the Algorithm would presumably pick up on it and stick an extra portion of caffeine or Flu-B-Gon into his breakfast smoothie. What mattered now was what an awful state he looked… Hair stuck out at all angles and the remnants of yesterday’s style still smudged across his features. Hardly the image of a first-class fucktoy ready to lure in a client or two along his morning commute. The sissy scuttled off naked towards the showers again, determined to put all this nonsense away for the moment and concentrate on the day ahead. 

Sitting on the Maglev half an hour later though… Jesse realised he hadn’t stopped to pick up that smoothie, what with all the rushing to get ready. He hadn’t taken advantage of whatever pick-me-ups the system might offer him after a sleepless night of unsettled thoughts. Nor the normal mix of hormones and endorphin-encouragers that would have come with it. Not that it mattered… he was sure to just be given a double dose at lunch. As the details of his internal chemistry chased him all the way across the city… chained to that collar around his neck. Then all the churning bubbles in his gut would fade away. The jagged shards that seemed to be catching in his grey matter, let loose. 

None of his usual customers approached him today, however. As if something in his stare was keeping them at bay. So for now… he was left to simply sit on his own. Staring out the window. 

Wondering why the air just didn’t taste like it should... 

End Of Part 8 


Thank you for reading! Jesse’s story will be continued in part 9. 

Ever so much love, JerkGently 


Addendum: 


Test results for Personality Overwrite technology (as yet unbranded)

Introduction

Using contemporary memory-erasure models as a basis, we have developed a further device that then overlays new neurotic pathing over synapses that had previously only been ‘switched off’. In layman's terms the structure of the patient’s brain remains entirely unchanged, rather mental processes are simply diverted into an external data store, allowing rapid switching between various personality ‘dubs’.

Test Groups

Preliminary test groups 1 through 5 displayed little evidence of altered personality traits, just the expected memory erasure. However some individuals actually showed greater loss of cognitive function to the point of near vegetative state.

Test group 6 was our first major step forward, not with take up of new personality traits, but with loss of specific traits above and beyond those associated with general memory erasure. Several individuals showed signs of entering a ‘blank’ state, wherein they could respond to and answer factual questions, but showed very little emotional reaction at all.

Test groups 7 through 12 were formed of promising individuals from each of the previous groups, and allowed us to develop a method of generating the aforementioned ‘blank’ state in any subject at will.

Test group 13 was our first major attempt at overlaying a new personality matrix on top of subjects in the ‘blank’ state. Unfortunately there appeared to be some sort of ‘feedback loop’ created between the technology and their biological cortices. This resulted in extreme expression of whichever personality traits we were trying to superimpose. Bouts of sudden, violent sexual desire, despair or even physical aggression were commonplace. Some thought was given to possible uses for such behaviour, but ultimately the subjects were deemed too hard to control.

Test groups 14 through 25 were the first to show signs of true success. After being put into a ‘blank’ state it became possible for us to overlay personality traits and memory dumps from one individual to another, with little risk of the extreme behaviours we had seen before. While there were still some signs of rejection between the mental engram and physical form, with each iteration we became more confident in fine tuning what was replaced or retained. Disentangling and recombining motor reflex controls from other subconscious traits proved particularly challenging, but by group 21 subjects could reliably walk across a room in constrained footwear, even if their host body had never learned such and yet also pick up a glass with arms much longer than the personality dub was used to.

Conclusions/Profitability assessments

Frankly, the success of this venture has outstripped even the least conservative of our predictions. When [Redacted] first came to me with the proposals for this research, I was inclined to refuse even despite the extremely generous funding package offered. Yet, I will freely admit that the initial hypotheses and additional support from central [Redacted] indeed proved wholly invaluable.

That said, an identified weakness of this process is in long-term memory retention among subjects, with many describing ‘fogginess’ as to events that have occurred over any timeframe beyond a few hours, even while remaining in a singular personality dub. However the lack of long term memory also seems to help prevent rejection of the overlaid personality and does not seem to present any major problem to the business model or product, and rather could be marketed as an advantage. Perhaps as ‘a product that never gets tired or bored and will never reveal your secrets’ or some such. I am sure spin doctors in the relevant department could come up with something catchier along those lines.

I am now honoured to have been part of this major breakthrough in the field of sociological sciences and look forward to all the further avenues of research that it will open up before us. We will continue perfecting the process, but am fully confident that it is at a stage that can be put forward for limited, profitable consumption. Moving on from that, I believe withs additional funding and real-world testing I believe mass production could begin within 2 years at the latest.

Dr P L Finley, PhD
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