

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 future that they are being prepared for creeps ever closer for Jesse and the other young sextoys of Stanfield’s Academy. Yet even as they learn their lessons diligently and offer everything they are to those who the Algorithm deems superior… the rules of their world seem to be changing. Will they be able to cling to the stability of voluntary servitude, or will this next leap of technology steal even that from them? One new classmate in particular seems to be causing quite the stir, while the behaviour of another has Jesse wondering just how much he actually knows about her. Meanwhile… Betsy’s child is born. A new life sparkling in the morning light. Can she really face giving away such a precious creature to those who will make him into nothing so much as a tool or toy? 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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Addendum:


Chapter 1: A New Friend 


The school day began much as any other. The slutwives-to-be were lined up at their wooden desks, chatting about the clients they’d serviced yesterday or creeping a hand or two up under their neighbour’s skirt. They’d shared so much together as a class by now that a quick handshake to the genitalia was very much the expected good morning between friends. It helped to get the juices flowing early, after all… lest any leftover soreness from the night before be aggravated by the lessons ahead. Jesse found himself glued to Suzy’s lips, as always. That reassuring exchange of saliva helping to distract away from the troubles that still plagued him. His foremost lover seemed to notice something was wrong, unsurprisingly… but did not push to find out what it was. He’d been close to Jesse long enough by now to recognise when the brunette beauty needed some more time to think things through. 

Order was quickly established, however, when Mr Durren entered the room. Bums placed squarely on seats and a class of attentive young whores ready and waiting to receive their next lesson in Slut Etiquette. The rhythm had been established well enough by now, and enough after-class spankings provided… that none would dare continue talking when a teacher was present. What was new, however… was the timid-looking creature following in the shadow of their educator. She was a strange-looking thing… with short-cut, dark hair and sunken, tired eyes. She was wearing the usual school uniform, but had unusually broad shoulders for a student of this effeminate, submissive stock. Her legs were shaved and face was painted… but in what looked like a much more shaky hand than the practised, careful finesse that the rest of the class could now produce. Jesse had pitying flashbacks to his own early attempts at beautification, his heart reaching out toward this newcomer. But why was she here? If she was a new student, there was a whole class below them now who were surely at a level of study that she’d be more comfortable with… 

To his left… the sissy heard a sharp gasp. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Franceska gazing toward this stranger with a face turning pale. The normally utterly unfazeable girl looked like she’d seen a ghost, holding one hand over her mouth to stifle her reaction. Even as Jesse watched… she visibly got a hold of herself again, returning to the polite position of hands in lap, back straight and chest pushed forward. Yet, it remained clear in her face that something about the new girl had shocked her deeply. 

Mr Durren cleared his throat, dryly. Clearly not quite sure how to make this introduction either… but unwilling to waste any more time with it than necessary. 

“Class, this is… ahem… Beth. She will be joining you in lessons from now on, so make her welcome. She may look a little… rougher around the edges than you, but I am assured her level of training is comparable to your own. Thus, we will simply continue where we left off with the syllabus.” 

The grey-haired old man looked down through his glasses at the mysterious transfer, still squirming in her heels at all the eyes glued to her. 

“Well… go and find a seat, girl. Today we are going to be continuing our discussion of roles to be taken on at a garden party. From entertaining performances, serving platters to boot-cleaning… You’d be surprised how many interesting ways you can be of use to your masters, if grouped up together with the playthings of other guests!” 

And so ‘Beth’ scurried off to the back of the room, trying to avoid meeting anyone’s eye as the lesson got started in earnest. Whenever he could… Jesse tried to steal a glance back at her, but couldn’t really see the seat she’d chosen. Meanwhile, Franceska stared doggedly ahead… diligently taking notes and not giving the slightest indication of interest in this person she’d clearly had a completely different reaction to, at first sight. 

The entire situation swept Jesse up into a whirlwind of intrigue. Not the least because it helped distract away from his own troubles.


Chapter 2: Probed and Prodded 


Come lunch, the class in general were gaggled around the new member in their midst. Trying to pry loose any information they could about who she was, or where she came from… or even if 'she' was how she wanted to be referred to. 

But there was very little offered to satisfy any of this curiosity. Whether for shyness or some other reason, 'Beth' seemed to crawl away inside herself from all the attention. Muttering only timid, non-committal replies and seeming desperate to be anywhere else but in the centre of all this attention. Jesse, being all too familiar with such squeamishness in crowds, hung back and stayed clear… hoping to give the poor thing some room. 

However, he was still just as curious over the answers to all those questions as anyone else. He watched carefully as Franceska stomped off toward the cafeteria… now clearly determined to show as little interest in the newcomer as possible. It struck him as especially strange, as the laid back girl would normally be the first to step in and rescue someone from the herd of hounding gossipers, when her den-mother instincts kicked in. He mentioned it to Suzy as they trotted along the corridors together as well, but the other sissy didn't seem particularly interested. His world still revolved almost entirely around two pillars: Jesse and Daddy. Anyone else was just not really worth noticing much. 

Sitting down to eat, though… the usual four were soon joined by two more. Binita appeared with the new student in tow, having apparently been the one to step up and offer a wing to shelter under. It was quite funny, really… to see the much taller and more muscular Beth trying her best to hide behind her tiny, brown-skinned companion. Introductions were made… though Fran offered little more than a vague grunt, and seemed unable to even look at the newcomer for more than a second or two. By comparison… when Lizzy offered a smile and arms open for a hug, her usual sunny disposition on full display. It was Beth who acted rather strangely: choking on her words and seeming terrified to be even touched by the smaller creature. 

Lizzy laughed it off and they all settled down into the usual lunchtime chattering, hoping to let their companion feel less picked out upon. But Jesse was in full spy mode now, and noted that it was in that direction Beth couldn't help but keep glancing. As if unable to quite believe their cheery, gold-skinned compatriot would still be there the next time she looked. She even started every single time Lizzy’s name was spoken, jumping like ice had been dropped down her neck. 

It all didn't seem to quite add up. All three classmates were acting, stiffly or obliviously… as if they had never met before. Yet there were clearly strong emotional undercurrents simmering between them. Jesse couldn’t for the life of him work out why any of them were behaving as they were. He had never really been one to pry into others’ business, being far too polite a little sextoy to imagine he had any right to. But the lure of a mystery to solve offered far too tempting an escape right now. His guilty pleasure growing up had always been secretly borrowing Betsy’s series of ‘Sister Sue the Slutty Sleuth’ books. Teenage detective novels about a heroine with a perhaps unsurprising knack for ending up in… compromising scenarios. 

So the sissy watched carefully in their next lesson as Beth showed an indeed impressive knowledge of all they’d learned up to now… but a clumsy lack of finesse and coordination in all the more practical elements. She knew all the required positions to prostrate herself before a master, yet gagged upon the training dildo as though she’d never swallowed one before. It was clear these small failings frustrated her as well… eyes welling up as she tried to force herself to keep up with everyone else by willpower alone. Until she actually fainted from simple lack of breath. 

Silvertongue rushed forward with surprising grace and pity, gently cradling the girl’s head until she returned to her senses. And in a return to usual disposition, Franceska offered to take the poor thing to the nurse’s office. Just a short trip down the hall but difficult in heels and with a woozy head. The teacher agreed without hesitation. The academy never took any risks with its assets’ health, after all. They were here to be bent into shape, not broken… yet.


Chapter 3: A Secret not Shared 


Jesse watched the pair leave with a sense of trepidation… though for what reason he couldn't say. Franceska had always been the strongest rock in their group. Unassailable in her carefree good humour and unwilling to consider anyone outside her purview of kindness. He realised he had never seen her blanche at anything asked of her or offer shock to anything the world threw… until Beth's introduction that morning. That was what had unsettled him the most, he supposed and set off all this spark of curiosity: What could possibly have upset their own iron lady. 

Out in the corridor, Franceska already had Beth pinned to the wall. Pressed up against the gasping image of one former student or another in the utmost throes of ecstasy. Fierce eyes sought any glint of recognition in the watery spheres that blinked back at her. 

"Sean! What are you doing?! Where have you been?!" 

Beth stared back at her in fear and confusion. Her head was still spinning from the moment of asphyxiation. From the continual strange and confusing sense of her body not being right. Not behaving in the way she expected to. Seeming longer and clumsier and more… dangly between the legs than it should be. She didn’t know who 'Sean' was. She wasn't entirely sure who 'Beth' was, for that matter. The only name which felt a better fit was being worn by someone else, along with the face that went with it. 

None of it really mattered, of course… they'd told her she was Beth, so that was who she was. If anything made sense anymore, it was the continued fact that she was whoever those in charge wanted her to be. At least doing what she was told; dropping to her knees and serving a master. That gave a sense of grounding solidarity. However, here… pinned up against a wall and interrogated by someone she only half recognised… she was thrown back into the drowning depths of her own confusion. It brought up great waves of fear and sorrow from the very centre of her, and cast them sobbing into light. 

The 'Queen of the Dropouts' looked at the deflated, blubbering thing in her grip and felt awful for it. This hadn't been her intention… and her heart now ached for the poor creature, half a foot taller than her though it was. She pulled 'Beth' close, into a tight embrace. Offering what consolation she could. It was clear there wasn't much, if anything, of the boy she knew left in this short-skirted shell. Which meant she was really just assaulting an innocent... 

Another soldier lost. Another win for the enemy. They had known the Corpos were up to something. Seen the shifts in the patterns of power, even from their lowdown view from the gutter and her own meagre infiltration. Nothing had prepared her for this though. A complete transformation of one of her most loyal and capable compatriots into, what? Just another warm bag of mind-wiped jelly for them to shove their cocks into? What had they done to him?! It wasn’t as if they’d ever really gone into these little guerilla tactics with any real hope of winning… But this… This was something terrifying. 

Franceska hugged her old/new friend closely… embarrassed at how she’d been treating her all day. Whoever ‘Beth’ was… it was obviously not her fault she happened to be inhabiting a body Fran had prior attachments to. And, if there was any hope of Sean still being in there somewhere… The spy in this den of wolves was going to need to keep her close. 

“I’m sorry… I’m sorry…” She murmured, tears welling up in her own eyes. Finally letting out some of the guilt and horror she’d felt upon seeing the one she’d sent into danger reappear in skirt and stockings. 

“You just reminded me… of someone I used to know. I’ll take you to see the nurse now.”


Chapter 4: The Pace of Tomorrow 


Nurse Terry was the school’s first line of medical aid: A friendly, handsome young man who was rather obsessed over by more than one of the teenage sluts-in-training. His office was always open and available for any student to slip into and confidentially discuss any number of the physical or mental strains their specific areas of study could cause. While the Algorithm and its many cocktails of vitamins and preventatives held back most of what might be considered traditional sicknesses amongst the student body, before they felt a single symptom. It was still judged necessary to have someone qualified to offer advice and specialist diagnoses to those whose daily education was particularly… strenuous on certain areas. At the same time… the exhibitionist nature of most of his charges meant he might very well not have a moment spare from looking at one set of genitals or another… If not for the threat of physical punishment for wasting his time. 

"Ah… Miss Elizabeth, isn't it? I was told about you… Thank you for bringing her over, Fran." 

The nurse turned his kindly smile towards the other student present, but used it to make clear that she was no longer needed. Franceska turned back toward class, but not before giving Beth's hand one more squeeze. She was still trembling over what had become of her friend… and the visceral reaction it had caused in her. Keeping her precarious cover was hard enough with this damn collar around her neck, recording everything she did. She could pretty much only communicate with her allies when she had one of their cocks buried in her throat, distracting its spy software. Showing she’d recognised Sean in the belly of the beast itself had been… foolish. 

Back in the office, Beth was squirming nervously in her seat as the handsome nurse took stock of her temperature and blood pressure. Asking exactly what had happened back in the classroom. A hot prickle was burning across the back of her neck, but the adrenaline of her encounter with Fran had cleared out most of the dizziness. Above all, she just wanted to retreat back out of the limelight. Deal with the gaping void of who she was in her own time and in her own way. 

"How are you feeling?" Asked Terry, looking deep into her eyes. 

"O-okay now, I think… It was just… I-I thought I could… I could go back to class now!" 

The school’s medical officer nodded, but made no indication that she should leave. The newly-christened young lady knew she couldn’t go until dismissed, though when she'd learned such a rule remained a mystery. 

"How about in your head? Are you finding things very… confusing? Stressful? Are any of the other students bothering you?" 

Terry flicked a glance towards the door, which Franceska had closed behind her. But Beth didn't notice… her eyes had dropped immediately to the ground at the question. Her resistance to delve into the whirlpool of conflicting feelings and disconnected memories that formed her mind, all too obvious. 

The nurse put a hand gently upon his charge’s knee, such a far distance from the ruffled hem of her tiny skirt. 

“Your mental health is just as important to us as anything else, sweetie. Especially considering… what you’ve been through. The point of this school is to teach you all to bring out the best in yourselves. To love what you do, and love learning to do it better. If you aren’t happy here... that means something is wrong. So all you need to do is tell us and we can fix that. You are safe here, Beth. We won’t let anyone hurt you… outside of the classroom.” 


The tears came back… welling up through the now-femboy’s soul. Yet with them came all the yearning determination not to disappoint, not to let go of this chance to be a slut worthy of his love. There were so many things that Beth didn’t know or understand, but what she wanted was as clear as golden day. 

“No! No… I-I’m fine. This is where I belong. I know that… I-It’s just… I don’t remember what I’ve been through. I don’t remember anything really… except the thirteen steps to correctly suck a cock, and that sort of thing… And there’s this one girl I think I recognise, but she doesn’t seem to know me at all. While this other girl…” 

Beth’s explosion of frustrations faltered… an inner voice suddenly telling her to be careful, in case she got someone else in trouble. She didn’t want that. She didn’t want to be any trouble for anyone. 

“It doesn’t matter… I’m fine… I think I’m just tired. My body doesn’t stretch the way it’s supposed to. I must have got hurt, right? I just need to get into practice again… and it’ll all get easier!” 

Terry studied the face of this transformed marvel. Looking for any signs of dishonesty or coercion… but found nothing except innocence. It really was like watching an injury heal. A mind knitting itself back together just like flesh and bone would: making do with what was left and bridging over gaps with slightly porous tissue. It wasn’t pleasant to see or experience, by any means. Yet he also couldn’t say for sure that the difference would be noticeable when all was said and done. That any scarring would be more than temporary. Who was he to say that ‘Beth’ was any less fit for schooling than the rest of the often aphrodisiac-addled, hole-stretched students he looked after. Madame Stanfield’s instructions had been just to observe, so that was all he could do. 

“Well… if you’re sure. Then, yes… you can go back to class. Just… take it easy for the moment, okay? I’ll send word to your teachers that you're excluded from homework tasks, for the moment. Just do some extra practice at your own pace in the evenings, instead.” 

Beth smiled widely, wiping away the last of her tears with an offered tissue. A soldier ready to return to her ranks without complaint.


Chapter 5: Leaving the Womb 


A passing nurse stopped for a moment outside birthing room 7, to chat with the midwife standing there in idle patience. 

"Not quite yet then?" He asked, smiling the distracted smile of the perpetually overworked. 

"No… shouldn't be too long though. She's got a good set of hips on her, for such a young thing. I expect she'll get a nice, regular crop going after this first one's out the way." 

The nurse nodded contentedly. The first harvest was always the hardest, for their baby-making charges… both physically and emotionally. The breeding centre went to great pains to offer as much support and comfort as could possibly be provided but, at the end of the day… There was still a good amount of nature's contentious wiles to the process. After their second or third, the girls could usually just pump out another child for the Homes every 9 months, like clockwork. Up till then, however; there tended to be a good amount of gritted teeth and tears. 

"And what about this one?" He asked, finally drawing attention to the small, kneeling figure who had been on its knees between them the whole time. Jesse’s head was buried securely between the thighs of the more qualified medical practitioner, her hand gripping the back of his head encouragingly through the rubbery material of her uniform. 

"Oh, he's some friend of the momma-to-be… it's quite sweet actually. He got special permission from his fancy slut-school to be here. Who knows what kinda extra study practice he'll have to have put in to make that deal. You know what those cane and ruler places are like…" 

The male nurse's commiserating face made clear he did, at least by gossip and rumour's standards. Though, he also gained a glint to his eyes as to why his colleague was making use of this cute, little treat while she had the chance. The toys the company provided in their own break room tended to be overused and barely trained… clearly 3rd class submissives bought in bulk from the Algorithm’s discount auctions. Of course, you could always go and play with the breeders… but those passive, pampered creatures were not to everybody's taste. No, there was definitely something special about a pretty teen in a pleated skirt who absolutely needed you to get off on their practised attentions. The bastards who could afford such playthings better bloody appreciate what they were getting. 

The two staff members made their goodbyes, one not wanting to stick around as the other began her red-faced build up to an all-encompassing orgasm. Jesse was always surprised how easy it was to bring some strangers to climax… compared to the concise and demanding perfection his teachers demanded. This nice lady must have spent a good chunk of her monthly salary just to rent him for these five panting minutes in a corridor. The sissy only wished he could offer a little more for free, to anyone who was working to help his dear Betsy in this moment. He felt so useless and lost in the sidelines of that room, while everyone else seemed to know exactly what their job was and where they needed to be. Seeing the person he had always privately considered the most tough and unshakeable in all the world, huff and puff her way through breathing exercises and clear waves of distress… shook him to the core. He had indeed had to move mountains and face Madame Stanfield herself in order to gain permission to be here… Yet, what good was a tarted-up femboy trained in twelve different ways to innocently lean forward and wiggle his bottom, in the real world? 

The midwife gathered herself together and led him back inside, pulling up her panties and heading straight for the wash basin to regain some sense of hygiene and cleanliness. The young woman in the bed was still being guided through counting minutes between contractions… trying her best to politely smile her way through all the complex, arguing signals her body was sending her. For months, she had been guided through every inch of this ‘miracle of nature’. Prepared for every eventuality in achieving the purpose the Grand Algorithm had laid out for her, in order to produce the precious product that Procreation Centre 57 existed to generate. 

So many thoughts were rushing through her head… caught up in all that she had learned in her illicit dives into the records room, and all the hormones roaring through her veins. Nothing seemed to make sense in the clear and outlined way that her life had seemed guided up till now. Everything seemed to be swelling up in these waves that engulfed every muscle and nerve in her body, blotting out every shape and face and word that surrounded her. Ready to break upon the shore of tomorrow and ravage its coastline with changes that never could be gone back upon. A decision was being made, in her and through her. The young woman could feel it as palpably part of the new life pushing itself through her innards, towards the light. Yet she couldn’t focus on it at all… couldn’t guess at even a hint of what shape it might take… past the pure exertion of allowing it to happen. 

Suddenly, through the haze… Someone she could see appeared. Jesse. Her dear Jesse. Here with her as he would always have had to have been. His eyes were glistening with worry and doubt, beautiful and pure as they ever were. She reached out a hand and wiped one from his cheek, immune to all pain for a moment… besides that of upsetting him. She felt his delicate, soft fingers enlace with her own… and knew nothing could stop her with such jewels to defend. This baby was going to enter the world on the back of love insurmountable.



Chapter 6: Born a Jewel 


A new, squealing life emerged into the world… swiftly to be gathered up and cleaned and swaddled and checked for any immediate defects. 

Of course, there were none… The Algorithm’s subtle genetic tweaking and perfectly measured balance of drugs and nutrients that had been fed into Betsy for months meant that such risks were no risk at all. He was perfect. How could he not be? 

The child was handed over to his teenage mother, lying exhausted in her bed beside the immaculate femboy who had moved mountains to be here. The differences that had grown between them were starker than ever, with Jesse’s slim, perfumed and manicured form contrasted to her own red face and sweat-drenched hair. Tools of different purpose, finally reaching the potentials laid out for them. But when that babe was offered into their arms, such surface concerns seemed shallow and meaningless. Betsy watched her newborn gaze up in fascination at his older brother, and knew the bond between them was as strong as any other she could have wished for. 

“He does look a little bit like me…” Offered a sissy with wonder in his voice. “Maybe your plan did work, after all?!” 

She smiled at him… but couldn't breach the truth. Not yet. There was too much at stake. Too much she still didn't understand. Out in the corridor, a familiar face appeared… just briefly. 'Joseph' had barely spoken to her in a month, not since she had revealed that name to him and shattered his attempts to hide away from a forgotten past. Yet still, Betsy had spied him creeping around the edges of all the fuss being made of her in the lead up to this moment. Checking in on her health and safety. Making sure no-one had discovered their brief foray into forbidden territory. She wondered just where the older man was, inside of his own head? How able to accept the concept of being a father, not once… but twice now. It struck her that none of the ‘adults’ she’d interacted with: not Daniel the Block H Matron, not the regulars who’d come to the breeding pit day after day… nor even the doctors and midwives here in the birthing wing. None of them really wanted to talk about her child, beyond the cold, medical facets of his arrival. She had been taught the signs of a thousand different complications he might face. Instructed in all the best ways to get him to feed or burp or sleep… but never once asked what name she might give him. 

And that seemed now the most pressing question she could imagine. It was the one choice that still remained hers to make, over all the little creature’s future. Something he would carry with him always, regardless of any path the Algorithm decided was right for him. Modern convention implied that it was usually best to apply a handle that could be associated with any gender, just in case it turned out femininity suited the boy-to-be better. A situation that Betsy could only consider plausible while admiring his oh-so pretty older brother. In fact… looking deep into the glistening eyes of both such precious beings… There seemed only one logical answer: This baby boy would be her Jewel, more radiant than any diamond. He would shine with a thousand facets, just like Jesse did… and reflect back all the beauty there was left in this world. 

“I think that’s a great name!” Sighed her femboy friend and lover, offering a slender finger for smaller hands to grab hold of. “I’m sure he will make all sorts of people very happy one day.” 

The slightest shadow flickered in Betsy’s heart, but she quelled it down. She knew Jess-Jess meant it only as the highest compliment. To him, there was no longer anything else, after all. Every lecture she had ever given him, on the joys and necessity inherent in finding one’s true purpose… had finally taken hold. The moody, teenage mope-around that she had had to coax and coerce through all his studies… was gone. Along with all the stubborn refusals to accept just how perfectly he fit that role. Here was the grown up, dedicated sissy that she had always dreamed he’d one day be… And somehow, she was struggling to recognise him. The only boy she had ever fallen for was in there, she was sure. Yet, all that painstaking makeup she no longer needed to help with; suddenly seemed like it was in the way. 


“I’ve got to get back to school now.” He whispered, kissing her on the forehead. Unable to read the thoughts boiling away inside. “I’ll come back and visit again on my way home!” 

Betsy let him go… grabbing his hand to squeeze for only a second, as he left. Sure that it was just a little bit of postnatal depression, or overtiredness and exertion… That made her feel suddenly so guilty. 

Chapter 7: Missing Persons 


Jesse arrived at Stanfield’s just in time to catch the gap between classes. He hurried up through the throngs of milling student sluts, to find his own gaggle of scantily-clad friends. He paused for a second, at the bottom of the stairs… just to marvel at how pretty they all were. How each one had slowly began taking form as their own niche of lewd attraction, just like those third years they’d been introduced to, right at the start of their studies. Each wore the same uniform as he did, of course… but around that so much had changed. 

Franceska came first, tall and ferocious. Her long hair had been shaved down one side, but layered feather-like upon the other. The most striking part was her new tattoos though: winding up her arms and meeting above her cleavage. ‘Live Ink’, it was called… jet black patterns that seemed to be constantly in motion, swirling hypnotically beneath her skin. Many of their classmates had baulked at the idea of such permanent augmentations to their natural, algorithm-gifted beauty. But for Fran they fit perfectly, showing off that fierce and feisty edge she had… which masters and clients so loved to tease out and stand tall over. 

Lizzy walked beside her, bob cut black hair dyed half gleaming gold down the middle. Every week she seemed to become slightly more polished and corporate-looking. Her shy, meek nature transforming into quiet, polite professionalism. The perfect trophy secretary to stand patiently in the corner of some high-rise office, ready to welcome visiting businessmen at a moment’s notice. More and more she seemed to disappear off with Mr Carter, even skipping school-days to accompany him for Algorithm-knows-what secret meetings and rendezvous. 

Next came Beth, always seeming to try and hide in the others’ shadow… despite actually having more verticality than any of them. Gazing after Lizzy’s behind with that faraway look she sometimes got. The late-joining sissy had managed to come out of her shell a little over the month they’d known her, but was still clearly playing catch-up with the rest of the class in confidence. Whispered gossip among some of the other students about why such an awkward, gangly femboy was enrolled in this supposedly ‘highest tier’ institution certainly didn’t help. Jesse and co. rallied around her to fend off such pernicious cruelty though… and Mrs Durren had certainly done her best. Her lanky, angular outlook was now a neon-candy marvel: all teal and shocking pink pigtails. The eye-grabbing outrageousness of such affectations serving to smooth over where the Algorithm’s hormone treatments clearly hadn’t taken enough hold yet. Jesse still wondered what on earth could have made the poor thing such a late bloomer… but was sure she’d be suitably feminised in no time. 

Finally, bringing up the rear of the pack, came Suzy. Dear Suzy. The golden ringlets of Jesse’s truest love danced from side to side as he delicately tried to get Beth to stand up straight and walk in a suitably whoreish manner. The independently-raised femboy really seemed to have taken it upon himself to act as older sister to this latest addition to the group. Perhaps from the same, motherly tendencies that had initially drawn him to Jesse. His constantly chiding commands to ‘stand up straighter’ or ‘sway your hips more’, might have sounded harsh from an outside view… but not even Fran would rush forward faster if anyone else dared pass criticism. 

Jesse was still as infatuated with his Daddy-obsessed femboyfriend as ever, caught out of breath by the way the light reflected off his halo of angel-blonde hair. Being taken under the wing of the ‘Frilled Nightmare’ had somehow resulted in Suzy taking on a look somewhere between Little Bo Peep and a 1950’s Hollywood starlet. Purest farmgirl innocence meets fast-talking, swashbuckled glamour. The sissy from Home 23 still could not quite believe he got to greet such beauty with an open-mouthed kiss each morning… and be bent over by it more than once before most days’ end. He loved that magnificent creature just a little more each day, and knew Suzy felt exactly the same way too. Their inseparability the glue that held all the rest of the group in orbiting admiration. Each one had made love to all the others in a thousand different ways by now, after all… It just didn’t change who belonged to who, romantically. 

There was one member of their regular collective who wasn’t present however, and Jesse asked after her immediately: 

“Where’s Binita?” 

Suzy’s smile to see one returned to the pack was warm and wide… but it didn’t stop a crease of the brow in answer to the question. Their hermaphrodite friend hadn’t been seen all morning. 

“We don’t know… Must’ve been hired for an all-nighter.” 

It wasn’t exactly unusual, these days, for a customer to be enjoying the company of one of them so much that they’d extend the rental through a morning as well. They’d all turned up to classes tousle-haired and yawning, still wearing yesterday’s outfit stained with red wine and bodily fluids. Such were the signs of a successful, young slutwife-to-be moving up in the world. Still… classmate camaraderie made them at least worry a little over every absentee. A very enthusiastic client often meant a very sore little whore when you came wobbling back into the fold. And classes missed only meant more catchup later… even if it was from earning the school another healthy donation. Madame Stanfield wouldn’t stand for her more popular playthings falling behind. Jesse himself was more than aware of that. He expected he’d see his brown-skinned friend later, for some of Ms Julian’s remedial tuition.


Chapter 8: To be like Water 


That afternoon, the physical education lesson for the day was 'Sensual Swimming': the art of looking alluring in aquatic conditions. Students of Stanfield’s Academy were of course expected to be able to live up to their high standards of servitude in all climates. If they were taken yachting on the high seas by their future masters, or even dropped into the frozen tundra… they were still expected to be able to move and act with grace and poise. To that end, today the thermostat had been turned way up: to generate a Caribbean-esque swelter. The little sluts lounged around in their individualised bikinis and one-pieces, trying not to sweat their makeup off in between Ms Julian's commands to swim lengths. 

Jesse rather enjoyed such challenges, though the heat made him feel dizzy and lightheaded. It was nice to have something straightforward and physical to contend with, rather than the increasingly complicated rules and politics their other lessons were devolving into. There was a lot more to learn about being polite in other cultures and keeping a master's secrets in order to be the perfect sex-pet, than he ever could have imagined. Using one's body as a tool of others' pleasure was apparently only half of it… A properly trained slutwife dedicated her entire mind to such goals as well. 

So a couple of hours spent splashing around, trying to 'emulate the mythos of mermaids'. Was a far cry less straining upon certain muscles. Though, it had to be said, there was a degree of chafing involved: His own, personal swimsuit consisted of one long stretch of tight rubbery material, but open at the sides and back. It revealed all the smooth curves of his now distinctly hourglass frame, to the point of offering out the top of his buttocks for perusal, before sliding down between them like a thong. Some extra room had been allowed at the front for a small pair of testicles and the shaft between them… but clearly it had been designed specifically to present and advertise the shape of such things by clinging to every contour. 

The same could be said for the small, tender orbs which had grown upon his chest. Still not what could be fully considered breasts, but not the chest of a real man by any metric. Jesse had been finding his puffy areola and pointy, little nipples had grown ever more sensitive recently. A fact which was only exacerbated by the raw friction of this outfit. It made him near shudder with electric excitement every time he brushed up against anything. An observation which Mrs Durren had nodded in approval of, when first trying it on. "That will be a source of endless amusement, for one mistress or another..." she'd stated, in her usual flat tones. Adding such additional flair and playability to the human toys under her charge had become second nature by now. The clients always enjoyed a button or two to push. The fact that Jesse’s were picked out so clear and pointedly could only add to his attraction. 

The sissy slid through the pool like a salmon, keeping his arms and legs together and just using the flexible strength of his stomach and hips to weave through the water. It wasn’t the most effective method of swimming and eventually ran out of momentum, needing to be replaced by more traditional strokes. However, he had been assured it was by far the most sexy way to glide below the surface; providing excellent views of a slut’s backside as it just about broke the waterline. He once had seen Selene cross near the entire length of the pool doing it. The epitome of femboy grace having seemed to enter, travel through and leave the water without ever causing more than a ripple. So different from Suzy’s cutesy floundering, Francine’s powerful breaststroke or even Lizzy’s near-perfect butterfly. It seemed to him that everyone else was beginning to truly take shape into the individually distinct fucktoys they would someday be, but he still had so far to go! Where their outfits and outlooks and mannerisms all seemed to be cementing to a theme… he was still stuck in the crossroads of so many different directions. 

Selene and Mrs Durren and all the other teachers had told him not to worry… not to overthink it too much, but Jesse simply couldn’t help feeling he was lagging further and further behind. He had finally come to terms with the fact that he was born only to serve at other’s pleasure, and had thought everything would be simpler from then on. That all those plaguing anxieties and doubts inside him would finally just slip away. Yet… all that had really happened was that a whole world of new sources for his general unsurety had opened up: Worrying if he was walking right. Worrying if his cock-sucking techniques were growing stale. Worrying if in learning all these complicated new rules of engagement, that he was then forgetting just the basic tenets of slut etiquette. 

He had tried dying his hair. He had tried acting pouty and surly. He had tried just walking down the street in nothing but a thong and tank top. All it ever seemed to achieve was getting his regular customers like John and Miranda to giggle with giddy glee at his attempts. They didn’t discourage him at all, in fact were nothing if not supportive and complimentary. But neither did they ever seem to say: ‘Yes! This is the perfect look for you. This is how we want our plaything to behave.’ Everyone just always told him he’d look pretty in anything… Which didn’t actually help at all... 

Jesse sighed, as he heaved himself onto the poolside again. It wasn’t as if he was ungrateful. It still set a little fire inside every time anyone said he looked sexy, or cute, or smacked his ass on the Maglev. He knew it was wonderful that nearly everyone he walked past paused to ogle or grope him. What more could a proud protégé of Madame Stanfield’s Academy ask for? However he’d just… he’d just thought it would suddenly become easier, once he knew who he was. Not even more complicated as his heart struggled to fit all these new loves he’d found: For Suzy, and Betsy and their possible child, and all his other classmates who he’d shared explicit and intimate moments with. For his teachers and their whips and wisdom, for the headmistress herself and her fierce pride and expectations. For his ever-growing list of fans and clients, who bombarded him with gifts and messages and invitations to get down on his knees in front of them. 


He didn’t want to let any of them down. Didn’t want to fall short of the ‘1st Class’ rating he’d been inexplicably given. He wanted to be the most perfect little slutwife he could be… the only problem was… He just couldn’t quite visualise what that meant.


Chapter 9: She who Commands 


Once classes had ended, Jesse snogged his way through goodbyes to his friends. There wasn’t even time for a quick buggering from Suzy, an absence in their daily routine which went sorely missed by both. His lover understood though… the appointment he had would not be kept waiting. 

What did surprise him, was Beth surreptitiously following along. The taller, brighter-coloured femboy had been too shy to announce it, but clearly had been called on to the same place of meeting. Jesse slipped his arm through the newer student’s elbow, with a smile of reassurance. This particular journey still scared him… the few times he’d made it. He doubted there was a slut-to-be, staff member or graduate from this proud institution who didn’t feel their footsteps faltering a little, as they approached the great, oak doors ahead. The very architecture of the corridor was obviously designed to instil such nervousness, of course: looked down upon by giant visions of your highly successful forebears in sexual submission. Yet, it might all just seem a thin façade… if you did not know who held office beyond those walls. 

Jesse rapped his painted nails against the woodwork tentatively. He was still considered both blessed and cursed to have tasted their glorious headmistress on that very first day, and survived to tell the tale. The other first year students rarely got to interact with her at all, besides the occasional weekly assembly. You saw her through a window sometimes though, punishing some seniors who had forgotten their place. Whipping raw and red behinds in the cold winter air and earning a ‘Thank you Headmistress!’ for every strike. Everyone in the school learned to recognise the sound of those heeled, leather boots marching through the corridors. Everyone knew to step to one side and curtsy meekly, burying one’s eyes in the ground. To even speak a word against her would result in your fellow classmates shunning you instantly and reporting your infraction to the nearest teacher without a thought. For this erotically educational ship had only one captain, and her word was law. Absolute loyalty to that ideal was unquestionable, among this house of subservience. 

“Enter.” Came the command, from beyond that mirror-polished woodwork. Jesse pushed the door open just the smallest amount possible, to let him and Beth slip through. Not because the portal was heavy or stiff in the slightest… but simply because causing any part of this room to be out of place for more than an instant seemed like blasphemy. 

Madame Stanfield sat behind her desk, typing quickly upon a pop-out keyboard. The holographic screen projected a wide map of the city in front of her face. Various flashing dots upon it clearly represented the collars from her multitude of students, with little, elicit photo IDs popping up on occasion. The vast majority of these were of course still clustered around their current location, though already they were beginning to spread out into the late afternoon. Even as he watched, Jesse spotted one of these hop into a passing vehicle; its colour changing from cold blue to lurid pink. He imagined the headmistress sitting here every evening, watching her flock divide itself among all the fancy mansions, grimy alleys and public parks of their local neighbourhoods. Their electronic neckwear recording every sordid detail of what they were being hired for and put through. He wondered how many times her keen eye had flicked onto his own little dot, checking in as a stranger bent him over a park bench or Cynthia wrote up another of her massage lessons as a training expense. It was strangely somewhere between comforting and terrifying, to think of that mothering gaze watching his every movement from above. 

Comforting and terrifying. It seemed strange to the sissy that he could equate such words together… yet… Here was the woman who epitomised that contrast for him, for all the students of this school. They feared her… but also loved her. They knew she ultimately held all the whips upon their backsides and leashes about their necks. Except they also knew she truly believed that both were being used to drive and pull them forward. 

Their headmistress never lied to them. Never betrayed the trust they’d handed over to her. If it was going to hurt, she would tell you so… but then take equal share in applying the salve afterwards. There was a plainness to her. A lack of pout, pomp and parade that all their clients and customers seemed to think of as everything. For all the grandeur outside, her office was plain, practical and unembellished. For all the heartbeats her heels set quivering, her boots were worn and weathered. They had been licked clean by a thousand pornographic pupils, and would be by a thousand more. Madame Stanfield was stability, Jesse realised. A rock of unshakeable confidence among all her self-doubting, submissive students. She answered all those ‘whys?’; ‘when?’, where?’ and ‘whos?’ with a simple: Because I say so. Whenever I say so. Wherever I say so and ‘Whomever I say so.’ Whatever the question, she held your answer. That was what mattered.


Chapter 10: To be Served and Serving 


"Get changed." She said, without looking up… or really acknowledging that they'd arrived at all. Of course they'd turned up exactly when and where she'd commanded them, anything less was unthinkable. 

Two tunic-like dresses were hanging on a rack to one side. Chinese-style 'cheongsams' Jesse recognised, from his culture training. He and Beth exchanged a momentary glance, before hurrying to drop their uniforms to the floor. Somehow it seemed more exposing: to be stripping down in this spacious, formal setting, than surrounded by all their classmates in front of the great glass entrance to the school. Yet, hesitation to follow an order was as great a sin as any, so they helped each other into the tightly-fitting clothing as quickly as possible. Both dresses were made of gloriously smooth silk, full of colour and decorated with a delicate pattern of small flowers. Beth's was a deep, sensual pink accented in teal; a perfect match for her pigtails. While Jesse’s was cream with flashes of dark red; less loud, yet more drawing upon the eye towards the curves and bulges of his body beneath. There were also, of course, long slits up the sides of both that left their bare legs showing, all the way to the hip. 

Just when the sissies were somewhat decent, Mrs Durren bustled in with little more than a perfunctory knock. The wrinkled teacher was carrying one of her many large boxes of mixed makeup, the weight of which were renowned for being able to knock a little whore clean off her feet if she didn’t dodge out of the way fast enough. She set to work immediately, getting one of the femboys to provide an extra pair of hands while the other kneeled upon the cold floor. Prettying both up to the heights of sophisticated, high-class escorts from their more common role as simply prissy prostitutes in training. Jesse wasn’t entirely sure what they were being prepared for… This had simply been Madame Stanfield’s condition for allowing him to go see Betsy: to accompany her for the evening. The eighteen year old femboy’s little heart began to quicken as Beth and Mrs Durren attended to his face. He was actually quite excited to be stepping out into the world at the side of the seductively intimidating presence that, for all extents and purposes... currently owned him. 

His mind slipped back to that very first day… when he had felt so clumsy in blocky practice-heels. So exposed to be walking around in a skirt without underwear. He hadn’t realised at all how rare and prestigious it had been, for him to be allowed to drop to his knees and taste the woman who stood over them all. The flavour of her sex came back to his lips, even now… strong and sweet and sultry. 

Jesse realised he had been staring at the still-typing headmistress for at least five minutes now. Focussed in fascination like a puppy towards the farmer who controlled all the boundaries of its world. She seemed to sense his gaze, for a moment… and flashed those fiery eyes his way, for just a second. The sissy blushed deeply and buried his eyes back in his own lap… trying to ignore and will away the small bulge that suddenly started growing there. So he missed the small smile of mild amusement that crossed Victoria Stanfield's lips. It was always good to confirm her flock's devotion. She knew all the complexity of such submissive creatures' feelings for her. Had seen them splashed across a thousand equally-innocent faces over the years. Even now, it still gave her the slightest flicker of electric satisfaction… Inescapable proof that she too had been allocated her own perfect place in the order of things she supposed. 

For all that that persuaded the board and their ilk. Praising her endlessly from every direction, then immediately trying to pull the rug from under her feet whenever her back was turned. It really was just a balancing act of making sure enough of them were pulling from different angles that they thwarted each other’s schemes. Mr Carter though… he had swept in and added a whole new layer of complication to proceedings. Whispered in enough ears in that strangely hypnotic way of his and widened the divide between those who’d held power the longest and those who felt their time was due. Instilled, perhaps, a belief that if enough determined voices all pulled together… that their squabbling parents might be left clutching at torn threads and cursing the days they had handed over some perfunctory portion of shares as just a way to make their heirs feel included. It really left the embattled headmistress with the much harder task of persuading even two of those old tyrants to put aside all the embittered grievances they’d built up against each other, and recognise this new player as the threat he was. Instead of just another pawn to funnel their own plans through. 

She sighed as she finished up yet another pointlessly polite letter laying out these very concerns, all too aware that it would be immediately ignored. The Madame looked back over to where her two escorts were having their final once over. Around both their necks hung the tight bands of technology that she’d finally had to let Derrick's creepy twin scientists add their modifications to last week. None of the class had so much as blinked when ordered to allow outside forces to fiddle with the very leashes they lived on. They trusted her. In everything. With the keys to their bodies, minds and futures… 

Victoria Stanfield very physically felt the weight of that trust… starting to slip from her grasp... 


Nothing had ever felt so terrible.


Chapter 11:Dining with He who Uneases 


Madame Stanfield led her femboy escorts out of the school and into a waiting car. By now she herself had also slipped into a long black dress, open-backed and glittering with a thousand hand-carved diamonds. She hated such ostentatious shows of wealth… but recognised that sometimes one had to bow to society’s first-glance weaknesses. She couldn’t let the school look as though it was struggling in the slightest to stay afloat upon these changing waves. 

Jesse and Beth trotted along nimbly to keep up with her marching pace. Each of their collars was connected to a short, leather leash that in turn hooked in to specifically designed loops at the headmistress’s waist. Neither would dare trip or fall behind enough to pull back against that flimsy connection. What little slack they were given was all the room they could ever consider moving through. They tumbled into the back seat of the slick, black vehicle on either side of their majestic mistress, allowing the driver to close the door behind. Madame Stanfield rested a steady hand on an exposed thigh from each of them, a reassuring presence for sure. Yet, even they could tell this event was preying upon her nerves too… a silent, pensive frown was glued to her face. What could possibly unsettle this rock at the centre of their universe? Like many small creatures, their emotional state was very much affected by proxy. 

They arrived at a restaurant in one of the flashiest centres of the endless city. Everything glittered with the lights and gilding of a competitive market in overindulgence. Jesse had been to many such places by now, and knew to mostly just keep his eyes down and focussed on the task of navigating through this mess on high heels and leash. Other pets and playthings littered the sidewalks, dragged along behind movie starlets and investment bankers. There was ample opportunity to stamp on the wrong set of toes or wind up in some awful tangle of collared necks and smooth-shaved limbs. Beth, however, seemed to stare around as if she'd never seen such majesty in all her life of servitude. So the more experienced sissy took it upon himself to keep an eagle eye out for her as well. 

Their headmistress led them on in through sliding glass doors and holographic menus, offering up both the ridiculously expensive meals available and the rentable companions which were recommended to attend to you during each one. Jesse briefly wondered what meal he might be considered the perfect accompaniment for… Something sweet, perhaps? Subtle, but fruity… A maître d' was waiting for them at the end of a mirror-walled corridor. He barely glanced at Madame Stanfield, before tapping quickly upon the control panel next to him. Her arrival was very much expected and credentials need hardly be checked. With little more than a slight hiss, a blur of movement occurred behind him. A pair of glass doors which had appeared to lead into some sort of interior garden, suddenly found a room upon their far side. The cuboid space contained a lavishly dressed table, some high-class pornographic artwork, and a blonde-haired man who Jesse instantly recognised. 

Derrick Carter stepped forward with a smile as sweet as syrup, offering his hand for Madame Stanfield to take. She accepted this graciously, stepping over the threshold without pause… but nimbly brushing off his attempt at a kiss on the cheek. Her two trailing sissies had to follow as well of course, each receiving a similar greeting from the man with glinting eyes. 

“Ah, Jesse! So good to see you again! It seems you are everyone’s favourite… not that that comes as much of a wonder.” He exclaimed, with easy warmth and honest flattery. 


The femboy in question blushed and looked at the ground, accepting his own press of lips to a burning cheek. It was so rare for those among the upper echelons to actually acknowledge his presence and remember his name. Most just treated him like furniture. But the fact that it was this man doing so… was more worrying than anything else. He had been present at several more ‘date nights’ between Mr Carter and John and Miranda over the last few months, yet had grown no less uneasy in the charismatic creature’s presence. Beth, however, seemed almost about to wet herself with joy upon realising who they were to be dining with. She flashed beetroot-red at her own brief peck to the face, and raised a hand to vaguely grasp at the place where it had been given. As if hoping to catch it before the memory left. There was only one other person that Jesse had seen react quite so strongly to Derrick’s presence… and it bothered him that he hadn’t noticed the similarities before. 

More to the point, the femboy from Home 23 suddenly had flashbacks to when Lizzy had first spoken of her mysterious sponsor… and her whispered devotions to some other boy in her own Home. She never even seemed to mention that forgotten love anymore… yet repeated every detail of her adventures with Mr Carter obsessively. Jesse had just been so wrapped up in his own progression as a plaything that he hadn’t noticed. Was that simply all part of the girl’s journey towards slutwife perfection? Or was there something more to the way she and others seemed to just attach themselves to him in trance-like devotion? 

There was little time to ponder such thoughts though, for Madame Stanfield was already taking her seat. And, with a start, Jesse realised the whole-wall window opposite was becoming a rapidly improving view of the city. The doors had shut behind them and entire room had begun rocketing up the side of it’s skyscraper, with barely any a sound or sense of movement at all.



Chapter 12: A Splash of Extra Flavour 


Madame Stanfield broke bread with her foe; a man she had already come to despise. Though, to be honest, she wasn't particularly fond of anyone she met… Anyone except her darling students. She couldn’t stand the spoiled, self-obsessed sycophants that were her 'equals'. Preening and probing at each other’s peacockery all day every day. Only her students ever seemed to understand the importance of duty, loyalty and devotion to one direction of being. Only they ever came close to meeting her hopes and expectations. That was the secret to why she threw herself so wholeheartedly into her work. Why she would risk all her wealth and stature to ensure that opportunity still lay before them. In truth, she almost envied their purity and sense of purpose. 

Both her and Mr Carter were flanked by such a creature, the product of their own divided formula for creation. This particular restaurant specialised in delicacies that one’s trained companions could take an active role in. Each honoured guest had a bowl of finest caviar, a rare treat that had earned itself a newly traditional topping over the last century. Jesse felt the powerful woman shift the flap of his Chinese dress to one side and delicately take command of his genitalia between thumb and forefinger. The sissy knew very much what to expect, having participated in this very ritual before, with other clients. His tiny manhood sprang instantly to life at the lightest touch of his headmistress’s hand. If she needed something from him, his body obeyed; without a second's thought. With a soft sigh he sprang almost immediately to the point of climax, as if all along this was something his soul had waited for. The sensation of ejaculation was not one of great, built up release… but rather just the small, popping joy of service. Madame Stanfield received several satisfying, artful streaks of white across her serving dish and Jesse got to bask in both the warmth of a duty fulfilled... and the small, sordid knowledge that his mistress had deemed fit to consume a little of him on hard-baked bread and fish eggs. 

The 'tradition' clearly had little to do with flavour. Dreamt up by bored Russian oligarchs as just yet another way of showing the degree of control they maintained over their playthings' every aspect. Symbolic theatrics to display what years of training could achieve. A statement along the lines of: 'Look how attentive I keep my household; such is also how I conduct my business' The headmistress of Stanfield’s academy had arranged the location of this meeting as carefully and pointedly as she ever did anything, and allowed the slightest of smiles to cross her lips. Her chosen companion had performed admirably, so early in his training and yet so promising. She’d known he was an asset to keep tabs on from the very first moment she'd met him. 

Meanwhile, Beth was squirming in her skin. Stood beside her beloved master with the lights of the city glinting all around. Mr Carter had his hand upon her cock and was squeezing and massaging it steadily. Yet the blasted thing was barely more than half-mast! The sensations of him touching her most intimate of areas were sending shudders of pure joy up her spine… but they were curtailed by meeting the crushing feelings of embarrassment and inadequacy coming back the other way. Across the table, Jesse had performed so perfectly... as always. The shorter, prettier sissy showing her up as the awkward, out of place intruder she had always felt. She sometimes hated how kind and gentle and friendly her fellow classmate could always seem, succeeding so easily wherever she struggled. He was infuriatingly lovely and supportive, along with all the rest of their group. None of them willing to openly admit the truth that this situation brought to light so keenly. Her body just felt so wrong and confused, desperate to fulfil its duty… but unable to find the right tools and pathways to do so. She adored Mr Carter. Could feel her heart thumping and soul melting at his touch. But still… her penis seemed to simply refuse to reflect that. 

So several decade-long minutes of politely awkward silence began this meal between giants. Business was certainly not to be discussed until the entrees were eaten. Madame Stanfield delicately brought a portion of semen-topped fish-eggs to her ruby lips, offering a glance of carefully-crafted sympathy towards her struggling student. However, her opposite number gave no satisfying signs of frustration or shame. Derrick simply gave back one of those warm and charming smiles, taking a sip of champagne from one hand while he continued to masturbate his self-made prototype with the other. Until… finally… the poor thing bucked and shuddered into orgasm, half her ejaculate missing the bowl as she fell back from the clearly-forced effort. 

Even that drew no comment or reaction. The man simply picked up his own slice of bread, dipped it in the slightly-sauced bowl… and took one large and exaggerated bite.


Chapter 13: Faith in the System 


"So how is young Beth settling in?" Asked Mr Carter, giving a vague gesture towards the still red-faced and breathless femboy beside him. 

The main course had been brought out now: a series of small plates of sizzling meats and char-grilled vegetables. The menu had even offered having a separate 'companion' to chew each individual dish for you, so their kisses would retain just that specific flavour. Neither diner was actually interested in such frivolities however. The point had been made and pointedly ignored… beyond that, both were individuals quite happy to use their own teeth, thank you very much. 

"Well, I certainly can't question her… dedication." Madame Stanfield replied, offering the femboy herself a supportive smile. 

"But, as you may have just noticed… There are certain aspects of physical manipulation and muscle memory, which just take much longer to build up. There might even be an age limit… on when such training can be begun. Past which what can be done may be… limited in scope. That is why the Algorithm begins making its adjustments so early." 

She glanced at Beth again, with perhaps an apology… or perhaps just the sorrow of missed opportunities. 

"Once the bread is baked one way, it can't be made dough again… so to speak." 

Mr Carter seemed to absorb her words, and genuinely take them into considered thought. Looking his awkwardly shifting companion up and down with measuring interest. 


"Hmmm… So what if the collars were applied earlier? They could be given to every child at a certain age, really… and set to only activate if necessary." 

The headmistress looked startled, for just a moment. This was a suggestion she hadn't prepped for. Just how far did this man's ambition go?! She was beginning to realise his aim was not just to undercut her business… but change the very heart of their society. 

"Surely that would go against the very fundamentals of Algorithmic Governance… A few rebellious undesirables is one thing but… The 10 councils would never allow it! The Statute of Overriding Principles would kick in!" 

Derrick Carter rolled his focus languidly back around toward the woman he still hoped he might one day consider a… business partner. Parsing through her history in his long exile, she had been one of the few people ever to impress him. Ever to be considered a worthy equal and potential ally in the task he deemed so necessary. Yet, here in person; the ferocious woman still seemed so naïve. So trusting of falsehoods he had long ago seen through. It was… disappointing, really. Frustratingly different from how he’d hoped all this would go. 

“I already have the backing of the councils… or at least, enough of them to matter. And I have two fully-trained and licenced Algorithm Technicians in my employ. They assure me our research is fully within the Statute’s shifting guidelines…” 

The headmistress thought back to the two white-haired giantesses that had escorted Beth’s previous form into her office a month ago. Their unsettling demeanour and overt body modifications now made a lot more sense. How could he have possibly won the support of those who were supposed to be unreachable? Above the interference of these petty games of corporate politics. 


With that infuriating habit he had, of seeming to read one’s thoughts. Mr Carter continued speaking: 

“It’s simply a question of supply and demand… just as it ever was. The Algorithm knows that our current rate of… production is failing to keep up with its objective. Citizens are declaring themselves 'unfulfilled' in their weekly surveys. Those Drop-outs who reject their purpose create a gap in the market that its calculations cannot predict. The time it takes to train replacements only furthers the cost on overall satisfaction. You know how that balancing act goes… If the populist society columns are to be believed: one thumbs-down emoji on a spreadsheet too far and we’ll all be back to war and famine and nuclear missile silos. The world is crying out for a new breakthrough! And here she is!” 

The man gave Beth an enthusiastic smack across her ass. Leaving the hand there to squeeze on it encouragingly. The tall, neon-coloured femboy beamed with pride… unsure what exactly she was being complimented for, but just happy to move on from her humiliating failure before. 

While, across the table… Jesse felt Madame Stanfield’s hand idly trace across his own skin. There wasn’t a tremble there at all… but all the same. He could tell his mistress was less than happy. The woman he had so much faith in… seemed to be losing some faith of her own.


Chapter 14: A Call to Arms 


"So… Do I have your support? This is the future Madame, with or without your blessing. But underscoring it with the name ‘Stanfield’s’, which you have put so much work into building… will reassure an awful lot of tentative minds. Just think: The fruits of your labour could soon be in every home… Not just the pockets of the unworthy few…" 

Jesse could still feel the rake of his mistress's perfect nails across his bare backside. Could almost trace the measure of her thoughts through that slightest, scoring connection. He wondered if that was what it was like to have a final, definitive owner? When all his inner achings to serve and devote one's self could throw themselves in one direction. Watching the sheer joy light up in Beth's eyes at every touch or word Mr Carter sent in her direction awoke a little something akin to jealousy in the ever self-doubting sissy. Just as Suzy’s unwavering faith in 'Daddy' did. He couldn’t tell if it was his own, flowering yearning, or just the gradual impact of a whole year's lessons in submissiveness… but some secret part of him was just reaching out and grasping for someone to own him, once and for all. 

"I know you're just as sick as I am… at having to bow and scrape to their outdated ideals and reticent whims. This 'utopia' is no more free and equal than the last… The Algorithm is still working on the solution. It is not the solution itself. That's the great, open secret we all know, but try to hide from ourselves. 100 years, and we still haven't got there… Time to shake the sandbox, don't you think?" 

Mr Carter's words infuriated Victoria Stanfield all the more because nothing he said was wrong. She was nothing if not endlessly frustrated by the entire class of men and women she had to call clients and customers. The way they squandered small fortunes on her precious graduates just to show off, but then wasted or mistreated all that potential. Spoiling or despoiling them until all her hard work fell away and they were left lost and forgotten… yesterday’s favourite. The stoic headmistress had more than a few doubts about the purity of their overarching Algorithm herself, but this man… 

Her gut simply wrenched at the thought of standing shoulder to shoulder with him… and it was her gut which had got her where she was now. Yet, he had cornered all the avenues of logic beyond just reticent instinct. There was too much at stake for her to selfishly denounce him on personal feeling alone. Too many innocent-eyed darlings who relied upon her. Her lips began to taste the acid flavour of words she was about to say… 

When an incoming call lit up on her wrist implant. 

"I told you not to… What?! Are you sure? Get three teams to the last known location immediately and begin scouring the area. Report back to me the moment they find anything. Go. Now." 

The ferocious woman waved the line closed with a gesture that could have torn through jugulars. The angle of her eyebrows in that moment could have toppled empires. She pierced Derrick Carter with eyes of the coldest fire, stolen from gods who no longer wanted it back. 

"One of my student’s collars just went dark. One of those that your people modified. Would you care to explain?" 

For a moment… For just a moment. Jesse saw a glint of something other than smug ambition in Mr Carter’s eyes. Genuine surprise… and a fear of threads untangling. However wide and well-practised his schemes and speeches were… This he had not planned for…


Chapter 15: Riding on Nerves 


In the confines of the sleek, black car Jesse was nestled up against the button-popped blouse of his headmistress. The soft flesh of her bare breast cushioning his cheek and the small bud of her nipple safely ensconced between his lips. 

The sissy had been taught how to properly suckle upon a female-presenting owner as much as he had been taught how to arouse or excite any erogenous zone. 'Such a position can be of great comfort to both the owner and the property' echoed Mr Durren's dry voice in the teen's head. 'A slutwife must be able to read whatever their master needs: immediate pleasure, sadistic excitement or gentle consolation.' 

There were a near infinite variety of subtle interactions that could be provided from one body to another, it turned out; and intrinsically knowing which to offer out in any specific moment was what divided a 1st Class Slutwife from any common fucktoy. Jesse was still unconvinced he'd ever manage to master such complexities of servitude. Yet, here and now… he could sense something of Madame Stanfield’s needs… as he listened to the intimidating woman's heart beating within her chest and looked up at the unknowable shadows cast across her face. There was no stutter to that heartbeat. No real signs of worry upon that ever-stoic brow. But still, he knew just by the way she held him… She needed to feel like she was comforting and nurturing him… so that she herself could remain steady. 

The headmistress had been on call after call, ever since they had stormed out of the restaurant. Jesse had just been swept up in the typhoon of it. Watching as Beth was left behind with Mr Carter, sharing the wide-eyed glance of children or pets whose owners are having an argument they couldn't possibly understand. The little sissy wanted desperately to ask what exactly was going on… but didn't dare do so. Such things were not for the likes of him to stick his nose into… even if it was potentially about one of his beloved classmates. A dildo didn't get to question where the missing buttplug had gone. Yet the worry burned deep inside him. He had to find a way to broach the subject, without earning his mistress's wrath! 

"Will Beth be okay… with him?" 

The colour and tremble in his voice was plain for even Jesse to hear. Mr Carter was a superior being, whatever the Madame's personal opinion of him. To question his behaviour even with just a subtle change in intonation, was to shirk everything her prestigious academy had been teaching the young sissy. He fully expected to be punished for it later: to be ordered to lift up his skirt and lay out his small genitalia on the side of a cold school desk… to have it struck several times with a ruler. That was the penance owed for such a lack of respect, the boy knew this. Yet he pressed on anyway. 

One of Madame Stanfield’s eyebrows raised itself, her razor-like gaze focussing in on the small thing in her lap for the first time in a while. Jesse wondered for a second what it might be like… to be always surrounded by such servile, fearful creatures year after year, generation after generation. Charged with both their protection and degradation in equal parts. He wondered if she even recognised their faces, or if each of them were entirely interchangeable for her? Maybe that just made it easier, when the time came to let them go? 

But, after a dread moment’s pause, the woman just sighed… as if glad, really, that her student should care for his classmates so. "She will be fine, little one… I believe, to Mr Carter, she represents an investment and a triumph worth more than morality itself." 

The glint of her eyes in the dark of the car turned steely now though, her voice soft and conspiratorial. 

"I'd be careful around that one though, and anyone else he's got his claws into… That man is not playing the same game as anyone else, but is putting pieces on the board all the same. I suspect, before too long, we are all going to be learning his rules… if it's not already too late." 

The madame returned to pensive silence after this, pushing Jesse down into the footwell to begin work between her thighs. The outpour had been enough though, the warning stitched into her student's soul. Things were occurring far above his lowly position, great cogs clunking in the workings of the world. Better that he and his classmates just keep their pretty heads down where they belonged, lest they get chewed up and spat out by such machinations.


Chapter 16: Scraps of Tartan 


"No sign of the asset, ma'am… but we've found evidence of some tampering with her collar." 

Jesse had once again managed to fade into the background when they arrived at their destination: one of a seemingly infinite number of identical, dilapidated warehouses in this part of the city. A district where most people would never even think to set foot, accessed only really by the Algorithm’s armies of automated cargo drones. All the stores and resources a billion-strong urban population could need, packed away as conveniently as possible in inventories known only to the machine-mind which governed them all. The perfect place to hide, and one utilised as such by those at all levels of society. 

Corporate security scuttled everywhere, sending up drones and scanning for DNA traces. Their dark jumpsuits emblazoned with a whole variety of shell-company logos, but the ones clearly in charge proudly showing the badge of Stanfield’s academy itself. It was only these that dared approach the headmistress, carefully presenting what evidence they'd recovered: a shorted-out flexitab with some of its circuitry pulled out and exposed, a few discarded cans of soft drink and a scrap of clothing that had caught on a broken fence. 

"The tab belongs to a 'Harvey Wisson', researcher for a small AI and programming lab two blocks over… They're 'independent', but the investment trail leads back to 'Carter and co.', sure enough." 

The techie corpo speaking was the normal coagulation of colour-changing tattoos and cybernetic enhancements, making it hard to tell which were aesthetic and which were functional. The ease and speed at which she'd brought life back into the seemingly destroyed machine surely a terrifying thought for any who might want to hide the traces of themselves in technological society. 

Victoria Stanfield didn't even blink at the mention of her new 'business partner's' name, though her mind did flash back to the look on the man's face at dinner. That had seemed like genuine surprise. Having a covert lab buried under false ownership in the less visited parts of the city wasn’t exactly unusual behaviour for any corporate entity, in fact it was fairly standard practice. Yet, such a place might be one of the only and easiest ways to gain access to the encryptions in her student's collars, since the board had just handed it over to young master Carter for his little experiment. Her mind raced at all the possible connotations here… there had to be something she was missing. 

You didn't get to work for Madame Stanfield very long without getting used to scantily-clad young things prostrating themselves in front of you in their short school skirts. Jesse had slipped from the car and got to work on a couple of the more bored-looking guards standing around. Instantly becoming invisible to all the higher beings discussing this mystery in hushed tones. He was becoming more and more aware of how much you could get away with as long as visibly you were fulfilling your role as a sex object. Dominants just seemed to forget you had eyes and ears at all if you were sucking their cock well enough, and the sissy was practised enough at that to not need to focus on it 100%. 

His focus was drawn immediately to the small scrap of snagged fabric that was being bagged up for analysis later. Its tartan pattern was more than familiar, for he went to school in a miniskirt marked with it everyday. Suddenly the reality of what was happening here really hit home: One of his classmates was missing. 

The little femboy tugged at his collar nervously. Over time that band of choking tightness around his throat had almost grown reassuring. A constant reminder that his betters were watching over one shoulder, ensuring both that he was behaving as a good little slutwife should and that no-one took any advantage of him without paying for the privilege. He thought back to all the compromising situations he'd found himself in over the past few months; barely dressed and balancing on pinprick heels. Relying entirely on the threat of swift, infallible corporate retribution to keep punters and predators from abusing him in any way more than they could afford. 

If that certainty turned out to actually be fallible in any way, then the whole system broke down. How was he supposed to feel safe to serve himself over to strangers if everything wasn't recorded, registered… recognised as right by the Grand Algorithm? It actually brought an acrid taste to the back of his throat, behind the lathering of semen it had just received. A dislocating panic that stretched guiltily out past simple worry for his lost classmate and into self-centred dread about what this might mean for all of those delegated to life upon their knees. 

Only one figure stood as a nail, holding back Jesse’s fears: Madame Stanfield stood silent and stern in the midst of all the scurrying security personnel, sharp eyes flashing just as keenly as when she personally directed a class of her students in erotic performance. The sissy gazed up at his headmistress adoringly. With her in charge, those responsible for this would be caught and punished quickly… of that he was sure. All Jesse had to do was keep his head down and bobbing.


Chapter 17: A New Kind of Predator 


A week later and the rumour mill had really started churning. The halls of Stanfield's Academy were filled with the nervously dancing click of heels on scurrying feet. Whispers of attacks on students from other schools and shadowy figures following you home were ramping up in intensity between the human playthings. None more so than around the class that was actually missing one of their comrades-in-thongs. 

Binita had not been seen or heard from since the night Jesse had personally witnessed a scrap of her miniskirt caught on a warehouse fence. Questions about her from the trainee slutwives were strictly forbidden, as several red and welted bottoms could attest. Yet the bonds they all shared would not allow them to ignore the absence in their midst. Over the past year they had become family. Lovers. A united collective in servitude and submission. Those connections, both emotional and physical were shaken to the core by the fact that one of their number had been stolen. Snatched away into the night by powers utterly unknown. 

Fear gripped them all… and it was a fear greater than all the whips and paddles of their teachers; whose regular caresses had just become a daily acceptance by now. Sissies and sluts were supposed to be spanked and humiliated… but no-one was supposed to be able to claim their bodies without ample remuneration. None of them were supposed to be able to go anywhere without those collars around their necks beaming out a thousand points of data a millisecond into the eyes and hands of their superiors and the ‘all-seeing’ Algorithm. It upset completely their sense of the natural order of things. Everything they'd been taught about their place in the world as precious and valued property, protected from all threats outside their dutifully paying customers. 

Jesse sat back in the seat of the rowing machine and pulled, the action both sliding him back into the embrace of Suzy behind and driving two thick, silicon extensions up into both their rectums. It was good to get a bit of mindless physical exertion between himself and all the crushing doubts and worries. The rhythmic tensing, penetration… and then returning release did much to soothe his fraying nerves. Though they always came slinking back in around the side, like eddies from the tide. He knew Suzy felt much the same, whatever the other sissy’s occasionally fraught relationship with Binita might have been. Jealously they might have bickered, yet they were sisters as sexpets. That was a love forged strong by struggles shared. 

The P.E. lesson in general was unusually quiet. With none of the usual teasing and joking the slutwives shared while toning their bodies to be better tools for others' pleasure. It was as if a coming storm sat heavy upon the air. They could all feel it: A charge of change rapidly approaching that could be neither escaped nor avoided. Yet none of them knew what they could or should do about it. They were all just toys in a box, after all! The churning waves of political manoeuvring and sociological ethics that played out above and around them were not theirs to pry at or question. 

Then a gasp split the room, from the couple of students nearest the clear, glass wall. Down in the courtyard below, several dark figures marched: the pride in one's shoulders immediately recognisable. 


End Of Part 9 


Thank you for reading! Jesse’s story will be continued in part 10. 

Ever so much love, JerkGently 


Addendum: 


A Letter Tied to a Cat’s Collar

Dearest Franky,

Forgive the old fashioned physical delivery method, but I fear all my channels have been compromised. I do hope your dear pet is as good at slipping in and out and losing a tail as she used to be.

He has made his move… I know you warned me, but I will admit I did not expect him to win the board over so fast. Never misjudge how much your moneylenders despise you, I suppose.

However, there is still time. He is, as you predicted, clearly even more infatuated with the idea of me upon his arm, than he is in using my name to sell his abominations. I will use that to stall as much as possible. We need to find out who is funding and supporting this technology, and where they are based. I am sure there must be something to expose which will bring the entire project crashing down… or at least get it smothered in enough red tape to close the market.

Get Graham to stop sitting on his hands about all this and do some digging in that damn Home his brat was in charge of. There’s got to be something there!

I will buy as much time as I can,

Yours V.S.

A Memo to Dr Finley

Peter, 

The presentation test went smoothly, exactly as you promised. My commendations to you and your team. I was confident enough to leave the newly created asset in her hands for counter-assessment. 


However we must now move quickly and quietly onto stage 4. There is little room for mistakes. We will need to move to larger premises and be ready to start production ASAP. 


Security is also a concern. I do not feel our potential partner has been sold fully on the process, and there are outside interests that she will no doubt be consulting. I will be hiring an entirely new layer of security, many of whom will not announce themselves to you or your staff. There will be no leaks before we are ready and no unwanted attention. 

Derrick Carter 
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