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Chapter One: Small
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The chip sat at the base of her skull, right where the spine met the brain. A little rectangle of silicon and cruelty no bigger than a grain of rice. Every futanari born in the New Federation had one installed at birth, slipped in with the same casual efficiency as a vaccination. The official name was the Reproductive Compliance Module. Everyone just called it the Lock.

It did exactly what it sounded like. The Lock monitored arousal, tracked hormonal surges, mapped the neural cascade of approaching orgasm with the precision of a Swiss watch. And the moment it detected the specific signature of self induced climax, it fired. Not a shock exactly. More like a wall. A sudden, total shutdown of every pleasure receptor between the hips and the knees. The orgasm didn't just stop. It reversed. Collapsed inward like a dying star and left behind a hollow, throbbing ache that could last hours.

You could not jerk off. You could not grind against a pillow. You could not hump the corner of a washing machine or rub yourself raw in the shower or do any of the thousand desperate, creative, pathetic things that a person with a fifteen inch cock and no sexual partner might attempt in twenty years of unbroken, screaming frustration.

The Lock knew. The Lock always knew.

It had one exception. One narrow, government sanctioned loophole coded into its circuitry. Penetrative sex with a registered breeding partner. That was it. You could cum inside someone. You could not cum any other way. The Federation called it reproductive efficiency. The population had been declining for forty years and futanari produced viable offspring at three times the rate of traditional conception. Every drop of seed was a resource. Wasting it was, legally speaking, vandalism of state property.

Zoe Rin had been alive for twenty years. She had never had an orgasm.

Not once. Not a single, solitary time in seven thousand three hundred days of conscious existence. She had been aroused. God, had she been aroused. The Lock didn't prevent erections. It didn't prevent the slow, maddening accumulation of need. It only prevented release. Which meant that Zoe walked through the world in a state of permanent, low grade sexual emergency, her balls heavy and swollen, her cock twitching at the slightest provocation, her entire lower body a dull symphony of pressure and want that never, ever resolved.

Blue balls. The phrase was too small for what she carried. Too colloquial, too jokey, like something from a college comedy. What Zoe experienced was closer to a chronic illness. A weight in her pelvis that deepened with every passing month, every passing year. Her testicles ached the way a bad tooth ached. Constantly. A background hum of discomfort that she had learned to walk with, sit with, sleep with. Most days she could ignore it the way a person ignores tinnitus. Other days it doubled her over in the cereal aisle at the grocery store and she had to grip the shelf and breathe through her nose until it passed.

She was five feet tall.

This was the detail that undid everything else. Because a five foot futanari with a fifteen inch cock is not a fantasy. It is a logistics problem. A cruel joke written in flesh. Her cock, fully hard, reached from her pelvis to the underside of her chin. Soft, which it almost never was because the Lock kept her in a state of semi permanent engorgement, it still hung past her knees. She could not wear normal pants. She could not sit in a standard chair without rearranging herself first. She could not stand at a bus stop on a cold morning without her cock responding to the temperature change in ways that made passersby stare or laugh or both.

Her breasts didn't help. GG cups on a five foot frame meant that her chest arrived in rooms before she did. They were heavy and full and sat high on her ribcage in a way that might have been beautiful on someone with the height to balance them. On Zoe they were a spectacle. A pair of pale, blue veined monuments that strained every shirt she owned and turned every staircase into a physics experiment. They bounced when she walked. They bounced when she breathed too hard. Combined with the cock she could not hide and the permanent blush she could not control, they made her a walking target.

She lived alone. A studio apartment on the ninth floor of a government housing block in District 14, which was the district they put you in when you had nowhere else to go. The walls were thin. The elevator smelled like piss. The view from her window was another housing block identical to hers, so close she could see into the apartments across the gap if she wanted to. She didn't want to. The woman on the seventh floor of the opposite block sunbathed nude on her balcony every afternoon and the sight of her brown stomach and spread thighs had, on more than one occasion, left Zoe curled on her bathroom floor with her forehead pressed to the tile, cock rigid and leaking against her chest, the Lock humming its quiet refusal at the base of her skull.

She worked at a data entry firm six blocks away. The commute took twelve minutes on foot, fourteen if her cock was acting up and she had to walk slower to manage the friction of it against the tape. Because yes, she taped it. Every morning. A ritual as fixed and joyless as brushing her teeth. She stood in front of her bathroom mirror, naked, and looked at the absurd proportions of her own body. The tiny feet. The wide hips, wider than they should be on someone her size, a genetic quirk of futanari biology. The heavy breasts pulling at her shoulders. And the cock, flushed pink and thick as her forearm, curving gently upward even at half mast because it didn't know how to be fully soft anymore.

She used medical tape. The good kind, the kind that cost twelve credits a roll and didn't rip her skin off when she peeled it away at night. She pressed her shaft flat against her stomach, angling it upward between her breasts. This was the only configuration that worked. Pointed down, it reached her knees and swung like a pendulum. Tucked to the side, it created a bulge the size of a forearm along her hip. But pressed upward, wedged into the warm valley between her GG cups, it was almost manageable. Almost invisible.

The key word being almost.

She wore an oversized white cable knit sweater. It was her armor. Two sizes too big, it hung past her hips and created enough volume around her torso that the outline of her cock was softened into ambiguity. You could see something there, a thickness between her breasts that wasn't quite right, a subtle ridge that moved when she breathed. But you had to be looking. You had to know.

Everyone knew.

District 14 was full of futanari. That was the other thing they didn't mention in the brochures. The housing blocks were de facto segregation. Futa in one district, breeders in another, naturals in the nice neighborhoods with the parks and the schools. Zoe's block alone held forty registered futanari, ranging in age from eighteen to sixty, all chipped, all aching, all waiting for the match that the Federation's Breeding Bureau might or might not ever assign them.

The Bureau was supposed to pair futanari with willing breeders. That was the social contract. You accept the Lock, you register your genetic profile, and in exchange the Bureau finds you a compatible partner for scheduled reproductive sessions. In practice, the Bureau was understaffed, underfunded, and prioritized high viability matches. Which meant tall, healthy, well proportioned futanari with manageable endowments and good social scores got paired first. Zoe's file had been in the queue for two years.

Two years. Twenty four months of waiting while her body screamed.

She had asked once, at her annual review, why it was taking so long. The case worker, a tired woman with bifocals and a coffee stain on her blouse, had pulled up Zoe's profile and squinted at the screen.

'Your physical compatibility index is low,' she had said. 'Most registered breeders specify a maximum of eight inches. Your measurements exceed that by nearly double. It limits your pool.'

'Can't I just, I don't know, not go all the way in?'

The case worker had looked at her over the bifocals. 'The Bureau matches based on full compatibility. Partial insertion carries medical risk. We can't authorize that.'

'So what do I do?'

'Wait. Or find someone privately. You're allowed to register a voluntary breeding partner if they consent and pass the medical screening.'

Find someone privately. As if Zoe could walk up to a stranger and say hi, I'm five feet tall with a cock the length of your thigh, would you like to help me have the first orgasm of my life? The thought alone made her chest tighten and her palms go slick. She couldn't even order coffee without her voice cracking.

Her anxiety wasn't clinical. She'd been tested. The Federation required psych evaluations for all futanari, partly out of genuine concern and partly because a frustrated, desperate futa with no outlet and no support was a liability. Zoe's evaluations always came back the same. Mild social anxiety exacerbated by physical self consciousness. Not medicated. Not flagged. Just a small, quiet girl in a world that wouldn't stop staring at her.

She had three friends. Riko, who worked the same data entry shift and was also futa, though blessed with more proportionate dimensions. Greta, a natural who lived two floors down and brought Zoe soup when the aching got bad enough that she couldn't cook. And her mother, who called every Sunday from District 7 and spent twenty minutes asking if Zoe was eating enough before spending another twenty minutes carefully not asking if Zoe had found a partner yet.

That was her world. Small apartment. Small job. Small life. Giant cock. Giant breasts. Giant, unrelenting need.

And the dates.

God, the dates.

The Federation encouraged futanari to socialize. They ran mixers, posted compatibility forums, offered subsidized dinners at approved restaurants where the tables were spaced far apart and the lighting was low enough that you could almost forget what you looked like. Zoe had been on four dates in the last six months. Four evenings of stomach churning, palm sweating, cock taping terror.

The first was Lena. Tall, dark hair, a breeder with a generous smile and kind eyes who had signed up for the mixer out of genuine curiosity about futanari. They met at a noodle place in District 9. Lena was nice. Lena asked questions and listened to the answers. Lena even laughed at something Zoe said, a small, surprised laugh, like she hadn't expected to find anything funny. It was going well. It was going so well that Zoe's cock stirred against the tape, thickening in her sweater, and she shifted in her seat to accommodate it, and the movement jostled the table, and her water glass tipped over, and the cold water hit her lap, and the shock made her gasp, and the gasp made her chest bounce, and Lena's eyes went to the bouncing, and then to the ridge between the bouncing, and then back up to Zoe's face with a new expression. Not disgust. Just recalculation.

'How big exactly?' Lena had asked.

'Fifteen inches.'

Lena's chopsticks had paused halfway to her mouth. 'Inches?'

'Yeah.'

'Oh.' She had eaten the noodle. Chewed slowly. 'I think I might be too small for that.'

They finished dinner. Lena paid, which was nice. She didn't call again, which wasn't.

The second was Marie. Short blonde hair, freckles, a nervous laugh that matched Zoe's own. They met at a coffee shop and talked about data entry because Marie also worked in data entry and it was the only topic Zoe could sustain for more than three minutes without her brain seizing up. Marie was sweet. Marie reached across the table and touched Zoe's hand and the contact was so unexpected, so warm, that Zoe's cock went fully rigid in her sweater and pressed against the underside of her chin hard enough that she had to tilt her head back.

Marie noticed. Marie bit her lip. Marie said 'maybe we could go somewhere more private?'

They went to Marie's apartment. It was small and clean and smelled like lavender. Marie kissed her. Soft and tentative, standing on her toes because even Marie was taller than Zoe. The kiss deepened. Zoe's head went blank and hot. Marie's hand slid down from her shoulder, over her breast, paused at the ridge between them.

'Can I?' Marie whispered.

Zoe nodded because she couldn't speak.

Marie's fingers found the outline of her cock through the sweater. Traced it. Up along the stomach, between the breasts, to where the head sat just below the collarbone. Her eyes went wide.

'Oh my god.'

'I know.'

'It's really, it's...'

'I know.'

Marie's hand wrapped around the shaft through the fabric. Squeezed. Zoe's vision went sideways. Pleasure and pain tangled together because she had not been touched by another person in this way ever, not once, and the Lock was already warming at her skull, monitoring. Marie stroked upward. The sweater bunched. Pre leaked through the tape in a warm pulse that soaked the fabric against Zoe's skin.

'You're so hard,' Marie said. She sounded fascinated. Her grip tightened and she pulled down, fabric dragging across the cockhead, and Zoe whimpered. A real, pathetic, desperate sound that she had never made before in front of another person.

'Wait,' Zoe managed. 'The chip.'

'What about it?'

'I can only, I mean, I can't, unless we...'

Marie's hand stopped. 'Unless we have sex.'

'Yeah.'

'Like, actual sex. Inside me.'

'That's the rule.'

Marie looked down at where her hand gripped the outline. Looked at the wet spot spreading on the sweater. Looked at Zoe's face, which was red from the jawline to the hairline. She let go.

'I want to,' Marie said. 'I really do. But I don't think I can fit that. I'm sorry.'

'It's okay.'

'Can we just, can I keep touching you? Would that be okay?'

No. It would not be okay. It would be the opposite of okay. Because if Marie kept touching her without the possibility of climax then Zoe's balls, already aching, already swollen to the size of small oranges from twenty years of unspent seed, would tighten further and the ache would deepen into something genuinely medical. But Marie's hand was warm even through the sweater and nobody had ever asked to keep touching her before.

'Yeah,' Zoe said. 'Okay.'

Marie stroked her for twenty minutes. Through the sweater, never under it, never skin to skin. She kissed Zoe while she did it, soft kisses that tasted like coffee, and Zoe stood there in this stranger's lavender apartment and trembled and leaked and made sounds she couldn't control. Marie's grip was uncertain. Sometimes too loose, sometimes too tight. She squeezed around the head and Zoe flinched. She ran her palm down the underside where the fat vein sat and Zoe moaned into her mouth. She used both hands, one on the shaft and one cupping where the balls pressed against the bottom of the sweater, and Zoe's knees buckled.

The Lock buzzed. Distant. Warning.

'I should stop,' Marie said. Her lips were swollen from kissing.

'Yeah.'

'Are you okay? You're shaking.'

'I'm fine.'

She wasn't fine. She was the opposite of fine. She was a pressure cooker with no release valve and someone had just turned the heat up for the first time in her life. Her cock throbbed against her chest in violent, metronomic pulses. Her balls hurt so badly that she wanted to cry. The wet spot on her sweater had spread from a circle to a continent. She could feel the pre cooling against her stomach, sticky and thick.

Marie texted her the next day. A simple message. 'I had fun last night. Want to do it again?'

Zoe stared at the text for forty minutes. Then she typed 'yeah' and deleted it. Typed 'I'd like that' and deleted it. Typed 'sure when' and stared at it and thought about those twenty minutes and how good it felt and how much worse the aching was afterward, how she had gone home and lain on her bathroom floor for an hour with her cock purple and leaking and the Lock buzzing every time a wave of desperate need crested, and she typed 'ok' and sent it and then put her phone face down on the table.

Marie replied with a date and time. Zoe didn't see it for two days because she was afraid to look at her phone. When she finally did, Marie had sent a follow up. 'Hello?' And then, a day later. 'Guess not then. Take care.'

Gone.

Zoe had sat on her bed and looked at those three messages and felt something in her chest that had nothing to do with her cock. A quiet, flat feeling. Like a door closing in a room she'd barely entered.

The third date was worse. The fourth was a disaster. Neither deserves more than a sentence. On the third, the woman took one look at Zoe's proportions and said 'I thought the profile was exaggerated.' On the fourth, the woman was nice enough but spent the entire dinner talking about her ex, a futanari with, she mentioned three separate times, a very manageable seven inches. Zoe nodded and ate her pasta and went home and sat in the shower until the water ran cold.
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