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Chapter 1: The Surprise

Noah woke up slowly in Elias’s large, luxurious bed.

The morning light filtered softly through the curtains. He was still wearing the delicate white lace babydoll Elias had chosen for him the night before. His body felt warm and relaxed, the permanent silver collar resting comfortably against his throat.

Elias was already awake, sitting on the edge of the bed with a gentle smile. He held a steaming cup of coffee.

“Good morning, beautiful,” Elias said softly, handing him the cup. “Drink this. I have a surprise for you today.”

Noah took the coffee obediently and sipped it. It tasted slightly sweeter than usual, but he didn’t think much of it. He was still getting used to his new life as Elias’s officially registered sissy.

“What kind of surprise?” Noah asked quietly, his voice still soft and slightly higher from months of conditioning.

Elias’s smile widened. He leaned in and kissed Noah’s forehead.

“You’ll see tonight. I’ve been working on something special for you in the lab. It should be ready by this evening.”

Noah felt a flicker of nervousness, but Elias’s calm, confident demeanor kept him from asking too many questions. He finished the coffee and spent the day in a strange, dreamy haze — reading, lightly cleaning, and doing his usual submissive routines for Elias.



That night, after dinner, Elias led him to the private home lab attached to the penthouse.

“I injected you with a swarm of specialized nanites this morning,” Elias explained, his voice calm and scientific. “They’re already distributed throughout your body. They can precisely control your fat distribution and tissue development. I can shape you however I want.”

Noah’s eyes widened in shock.

“You… put something in my coffee?”

Elias nodded, gently cupping Noah’s face.

“I can give you beautiful, natural-looking breasts. A round, perky ass. An hourglass figure. Anything you — or I — desire. And I can adjust it gradually or all at once. Tonight, I want to show you what’s possible.”

Noah stood there trembling, the weight of the words sinking in.

This was real body modification. Permanent. Controllable only by Elias.

Elias pulled him close and kissed him tenderly.

“Don’t be afraid, my pretty sissy. I’m going to make you perfect.”

Noah’s heart raced with fear… and a dark, unwanted spark of curiosity.

The molding had truly begun.

Chapter 2: First Change

Noah stared at Elias, disbelief written across his face.

“You’re lying,” he said, voice shaky. “There’s no way you can just… change me like that. Not without me noticing. Not without asking.”

Elias watched him calmly, almost kindly. He reached out and gently brushed a strand of platinum blonde hair behind Noah’s ear.

“I understand why you don’t believe me yet,” he said softly. “Let me show you something small. Nothing permanent. Just a demonstration.”

Before Noah could protest, Elias tapped something on his tablet.

Noah felt a strange, warm tingling in his face. It wasn’t painful — just odd. Like his skin was shifting very slightly under the surface. He rushed to the mirror in the lab.

His reflection made him freeze.

His face had changed.

It was subtle, but undeniable. His jawline had softened. His cheeks looked slightly rounder, more feminine. His features appeared gentler, prettier. The change was small enough that most people might not notice immediately, but Noah saw it. He felt it.

He touched his face with trembling fingers, eyes wide with horror.

“You… you did that?” he whispered. “Without asking me? You just… changed my face?”

Elias stepped behind him, placing gentle hands on his shoulders.

“I told you what the nanites can do,” he said quietly. “I wanted you to understand that I’m not like the others. I won’t just use your body. I will shape it. Carefully. Beautifully. Into something perfect for you… and for me.”

Noah’s breathing grew rapid. Panic flooded him.

He had thought Elias was different. Kind. Someone who would respect him. Someone who might actually care.

But he had altered his face — without permission. Without warning. Just to prove a point.

Tears welled up in Noah’s eyes. He sank to his knees in front of the mirror, staring at his newly softened reflection.

“I thought you were different,” he choked out, voice breaking. “I thought… I thought you wouldn’t treat me like this. Like I’m just something to be changed whenever you want.”

Elias knelt beside him and pulled him into his arms, holding him as Noah began to sob.

“I am different,” Elias whispered, stroking his hair. “I’m going to take care of you. But you are mine now, Noah. Completely. You belong to me. Your body belongs to me. And I will make it beautiful. You’ll see.”

Noah cried harder, the weight of true ownership finally crashing down on him.

He wasn’t just registered.

He wasn’t just owned.

He was moldable.

And Elias had just shown him how little control he truly had.

Chapter 3: Shopping Trip

Elias was in a playful mood the next morning.

He handed Noah a black credit card with a warm smile. “I want you to go shopping today. Get yourself some new outfits. Nice ones. I’ll be paying, of course. Consider it a gift.”

Noah hesitated, still shaken from the previous day’s demonstration. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” Elias said, kissing his forehead. “Go with Sophie if you’d like. Have fun. I’ll see you tonight.”



Sophie was more than happy to join.

They went to the upscale mall. Sophie guided Noah through several stores, picking out feminine clothes she thought Elias would like. Noah tried to stay focused, but something felt wrong almost immediately.

As he stepped into the first fitting room and slipped on a soft pink crop top, he felt a sudden, intense rush of heat in his groin.

His cock began to swell.

Rapidly.

Within seconds it had grown to twice its normal size — thick, heavy, and painfully hard, straining obscenely against the front of his tiny thong. By the time he tried on the matching skirt, it was nearly three times its usual size, creating a massive, unmistakable bulge that pushed the fabric forward dramatically.

Noah stared down in horror.

He couldn’t even tell if the clothes fit properly. The enormous erection distorted everything. The skirt looked ridiculous with the huge tent in front. The crop top felt tight because his body was so tense from the sudden, unnatural arousal.

He tried on several more outfits — each worse than the last. Every movement made his massively swollen cock throb and bounce. He was leaking heavily, soaking through the front of every pair of panties he tried.

The embarrassment was crushing.

He could hear other shoppers moving around outside the fitting room. He was terrified someone would notice the obvious, ridiculous bulge when he stepped out to show Sophie.

He ended up buying nothing.

He told Sophie he didn’t like anything. That nothing fit right. He couldn’t bring himself to admit the real reason — that Elias had remotely swollen his cock to an absurd size just to humiliate him while he shopped for feminine clothes.

Sophie gave him a knowing look but didn’t push too hard.

When Noah finally returned to Elias’s apartment that evening, his cock was still painfully large and hard, though slowly returning to normal.

Elias greeted him with a smug, satisfied smile.

“How was shopping, my pretty sissy?” he asked, already knowing the answer. “Did you find anything you liked?”

Noah stood there, flushed and defeated, unable to meet his owner’s eyes.

Elias had reminded him once again:

He was completely at his mercy.

Even his own body was no longer fully his.

Chapter 4: Proper Size

Noah couldn’t take it anymore.

That evening, after another humiliating day where his massively swollen cock had made every movement a torment, he stood in front of Elias with tears in his eyes.

“I can’t keep going like this,” he said, voice shaking. “My dick is way too big. It’s embarrassing. It hurts. I can’t even function normally.”

Elias looked at him calmly, a small smile playing on his lips.

“Then ask me properly,” he said softly. “Sissies don’t have big dicks, Noah. They have tiny, cute clits. If you want it smaller, you need to ask for it like the sissy you are.”

Noah’s face burned with shame. He stood there for a long moment, fighting with himself. But the constant discomfort and humiliation won out.

“Please…” he whispered, voice breaking. “Please make my dick smaller. I want a small clit… like a proper sissy.”

Elias’s smile widened with satisfaction.

“Good girl.”

He tapped his tablet.

Noah felt a strange, warm tingling in his groin. He looked down in horror as his cock began to shrink rapidly. It grew smaller and smaller, shrinking down until it was barely three inches long when fully hard — tiny, cute, and almost doll-like. His balls shrank too, becoming small and tight.

The change was complete in under a minute.

Elias watched with clear enjoyment.

“Now,” he said, “try to masturbate like a man.”

Noah tried. He wrapped his fingers around the tiny shaft, but it was almost impossible to get a proper grip. It felt ridiculous. Humiliating. After a few awkward strokes, he gave up, face burning.

Elias chuckled softly.

“Try it like a girl then.”

Blushing furiously, Noah got on his hands and knees on the bed. He pressed a pillow between his legs and started grinding against it, humping pathetically like the girls in the videos Sophie had shown him. The new tiny clit rubbed against the fabric in a completely different, more sensitive way.

It didn’t take long.

Within a couple of minutes, Noah came — a weak, fluttering orgasm that left him whimpering into the sheets, hips twitching as he humped the pillow desperately.

Elias watched the entire thing with dark satisfaction.

When Noah finally stopped shaking, Elias gently lifted his chin.

“Do you like your new clit, my pretty sissy?”

Noah looked up at him, tears of shame and overwhelming submission in his eyes.

He couldn’t bring himself to answer.

But deep down, he knew the truth.

He was becoming exactly what Elias wanted him to be.

Chapter 5: Small Adjustments

The changes to Noah’s body became painfully obvious the very next morning.

He stood in front of the toilet, still half-asleep, and tried to pee standing up like he always had. His new tiny clit — barely more than an inch and a half when soft — made it impossible to aim properly. The stream sprayed wildly, splashing his thighs, the floor, and even the front of his pink babydoll.

Noah stared down in horror as warm urine ran down his legs.

He had to sit.

Like a girl.

He lowered the toilet seat and sat down, face burning with shame as he finished peeing. The act felt completely different now — small, delicate, and deeply emasculating.

When he told Sophie what had happened, she tried to comfort him.

“Oh baby,” she cooed, pulling him into her arms. “It’s okay. Let me make you feel better.”

She dropped to her knees in front of him and took his tiny clit into her mouth. Or at least she tried.

It was comical.

Even fully hard, it was so small that it kept slipping out of her mouth. Sophie giggled around it, trying different angles, using her tongue and lips creatively, but it was almost impossible to keep it inside for more than a few seconds at a time.

Noah’s face was bright red with embarrassment. The humiliation only made him harder — but the sensation was so different now. More sensitive, more focused, almost clit-like.

Sophie eventually gave up on the blowjob and got creative.

She laid him on his back, straddled his face so he could lick her, and used her hand to rub his tiny clit against her thigh while grinding on his tongue. She pressed the device at the base of his spine at just the right moment, triggering the extended orgasm.

Noah came hard — a long, shuddering, almost feminine orgasm that left him whimpering and twitching beneath her. His small clit pulsed weakly, spurting tiny amounts onto Sophie’s skin as the prolonged pleasure rolled through him.

Sophie finally came on his face, moaning softly, then kissed him gently afterward.

“See?” she whispered. “Even with your cute little clit, you can still feel good. You just have to learn new ways.”

Noah lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, feeling smaller and more changed than ever.

He was starting to understand that Elias wasn’t just modifying his body.

He was reshaping his entire sense of self.

Chapter 6: Party Humiliation

Elias wanted to test how far Noah had come.

He took him to a large, exclusive sissy party the following weekend. Noah was dressed in a tiny sheer silver micro-dress that barely covered his ass, with a deep plunging neckline that put his small, sensitive breasts on full display. His platinum blonde hair was styled in soft waves, makeup perfect, and the pink jeweled plug firmly in place.

Before they entered, Elias gave him clear, humiliating instructions.

“At the party, you will ask other sissies if you can fuck them with your little dick. When you inevitably fail to penetrate them because of how small it is, you will apologize sincerely. Do you understand?”

Noah’s face burned with shame, but he nodded.

“Yes, Sir.”



Inside the party, Elias watched with dark satisfaction as Noah obeyed.

Noah approached the first sissy — a pretty brunette in a pink babydoll — and asked nervously, “Can… can I fuck you with my dick?”

The sissy giggled and bent over, lifting her skirt. Noah tried. He pushed his tiny, shrunken clit against her, but it was far too small. It just rubbed uselessly against her entrance, unable to penetrate.

He pulled back, voice cracking with embarrassment.

“I’m… I’m sorry.”

Elias, standing a few feet away, discreetly triggered the device at the base of Noah’s spine.

A powerful, extended orgasm slammed into Noah. He whimpered loudly, knees buckling as wave after wave of humiliating pleasure rolled through him. His small clit spurted weakly into his sheer thong while everyone nearby watched. The sissy giggled at the sight.

This pattern repeated throughout the night.

Noah asked. He tried. He failed. He apologized.

Each time, Elias triggered the device, forcing long, public, uncontrollable orgasms out of him. By the third or fourth time, Noah was trembling, leaking constantly, his tiny dress ruined with cum and sweat. The other sissies and Bulls watched with amusement and arousal as the registered sissy was repeatedly humiliated and made to cum from his own failure.

By the end of the night, Noah was a broken, whimpering mess — barely able to stand, covered in his own weak orgasms, the constant cycle of asking, failing, apologizing, and cumming cementing a deep, burning humiliation kink into his mind.

Elias finally pulled him close on the ride home, stroking his platinum hair possessively.

“You did very well tonight, my pretty girl,” he murmured. “I’m proud of how honest you were about your little clit.”

Noah could only lean against him, exhausted and overwhelmed, knowing that Elias was slowly reshaping not just his body, but his deepest desires.

Chapter 7: Sensitive Growth

Elias sat across from Noah in the softly lit living room, a glass of wine in his hand. Noah was wearing nothing but a sheer white babydoll and his chastity cage, kneeling obediently at his owner’s feet.

“I’ve decided how we’ll grow your breasts,” Elias said casually, as if discussing the weather. “Your body will respond to stimulation. The more you rub them, play with them, and especially the more you cum from using them… the bigger and more sensitive they’ll become. It’s a natural reward system. Be a good girl and use them often, and you’ll get pretty, bouncy tits. Ignore them, and they’ll stay small.”

Noah’s stomach twisted. He nodded silently, but inside he was determined.

I won’t touch them. I won’t give in. I’ll keep them small.



The first day was pure torture.

Noah woke up already feeling the sensitivity. His small, budding breasts felt warm and tingly. Even the soft fabric of the babydoll brushing against his nipples sent little sparks of pleasure through his body. He tried to ignore it, quickly showering and getting dressed for class — a loose hoodie over a crop top and a short pleated skirt.

In the first lecture, he sat in the front row as required. Every time he shifted in his seat, the fabric moved across his chest. His nipples hardened almost immediately, becoming visibly erect and pressing against the thin material. He crossed his arms tightly over his chest, trying to hide them, but the pressure only made it worse. The sensitivity was maddening. Every breath, every small movement sent waves of unwanted pleasure through him.

He lasted twenty minutes before his hands unconsciously drifted up. He caught himself just in time and gripped the edge of the desk instead, knuckles white.

By the time class ended, his panties were damp. He rushed to the bathroom and splashed cold water on his face, whispering to himself, “Don’t touch them. Don’t.”

The rest of the day was a constant battle.

During lunch with Sophie, she noticed immediately.

“Your nipples are so hard today,” she teased, reaching out to gently flick one through his top. Noah jerked back with a whimper, the jolt of pleasure nearly making his knees buckle.

In the library, while trying to study, he kept catching himself absentmindedly rubbing his chest. Each time he realized what he was doing, he yanked his hands away, face burning with shame. The denial only made the sensitivity worse. His small breasts felt fuller, heavier, aching to be touched.

By late afternoon, he was desperate.

Back in Elias’s apartment, he locked himself in the bathroom and tried to relieve the pressure by grinding against the sink edge, avoiding his chest entirely. It wasn’t enough. His tiny clit strained uselessly in its cage.

He lasted until evening.

When Elias finally came home, Noah was a trembling, needy mess — sitting on the couch with his hands clenched in his lap, eyes glassy with desperation.

Elias smiled knowingly as he saw the state his sissy was in.

“Having trouble, pretty girl?” he asked, voice smooth. “Remember… the more you use them, the bigger they’ll get.”

Noah looked up at him with tear-filled eyes, fighting the overwhelming urge.

But deep down, he already knew he was losing.

Elias had complete control — and Noah’s body was betraying him faster than he could resist.

Chapter 8: Midnight Weakness

Noah woke up in the middle of the night, his body already moving on its own.

His hands were cupping his small, sensitive breasts, fingers gently squeezing and rubbing the erect nipples through the sheer babydoll. The pleasure was immediate and intense — warm waves radiating from his chest straight down to his tiny caged clit.

He froze, eyes snapping open.

No… stop.

He tried to pull his hands away, but the moment his fingers left his nipples, the aching need became unbearable. The sensitivity Elias had built into them was too strong. His breasts felt heavy, warm, begging to be touched.

Just one more squeeze, he told himself. Just to make the feeling go away.

He gave in.

His hands returned, rubbing and pinching more desperately. Soft whimpers escaped his lips as he played with them, rolling his nipples between his fingers. The pleasure built rapidly, feeding directly into his overwhelmed nervous system.

He came.

A weak, trembling orgasm rippled through him. His tiny clit pulsed in its cage, leaking pathetically into the lace boyshorts while he moaned quietly, hips twitching. The orgasm was longer than usual, drawn out by the device’s lingering effects.

Noah lay there panting, shame flooding him as the pleasure faded.

Just one time. That’s all. I won’t do it again.

But the need didn’t go away. His breasts still tingled, demanding more attention. He knew if he stayed in bed he would give in again.

So he got up.

He threw on a loose hoodie and shorts over his lingerie and headed to the 24-hour campus gym, hoping physical exhaustion would reset him.



The gym was nearly empty at 3 AM.

Noah tried to focus on lifting weights, but his body was still buzzing. Every movement made his sensitive nipples brush against the fabric of the hoodie. His mind kept drifting back to how good it had felt.

He lasted twenty minutes before the horniness became unbearable.

A tall, muscular Black guy — one of the late-night regulars — noticed him struggling. He approached with a confident smirk.

“You look like you need some help relieving that tension, sissy.”

Noah tried to say no.

But when the man stepped behind him, pressed against his back, and reached under the hoodie to grip his small breasts, Noah broke.

He let the stranger pull his shorts down, bend him over a weight bench, and fuck him from behind. The man’s strong hands squeezed and kneaded his breasts the entire time, pinching his nipples roughly while thrusting deep and hard.

Noah came again — another weak, humiliating orgasm — moaning loudly as the man used him.

When it was over, the stranger pulled out, patted his ass, and left without another word.

Noah stayed bent over the bench for a long time, tears slipping down his cheeks.

He had done it again.

He had used his breasts during sex.

They were going to grow now.

He cried quietly in the empty gym, knowing that every time he gave in, Elias’s changes would become more permanent.

He was molding himself.

One weak, desperate night at a time.

Chapter 9: Noticeable Changes

Noah had been avoiding mirrors as much as possible.

But this morning, after stepping out of the shower, he caught his reflection and froze.

His breasts had grown.

They were still small — perhaps a large A-cup at most — but the change was undeniable. They were rounder, fuller, and sat higher on his chest with a soft, natural weight. His nipples were slightly larger and more sensitive, constantly half-erect and visibly poking against any fabric.

Sophie noticed the moment he walked into the living room wearing a loose crop top.

Her eyes went straight to his chest. She tilted her head, a delighted smile spreading across her face.

“Noah… your breasts are getting bigger,” she said softly, almost reverently. “They look so pretty now.”

Noah instinctively crossed his arms over his chest, cheeks burning.

“They’re… a little bigger,” he muttered. “Not enough to change cup size or anything, but… people are going to notice.”

Sophie stepped closer, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

“Can I touch them? Please? I just want to feel how much they’ve grown.”

Noah stepped back quickly, shaking his head.

“No. Don’t.”

Sophie’s smile turned playful and teasing. She moved closer, backing him gently against the wall.

“Aww, come on, baby,” she cooed, her voice low and seductive. “They look so soft and sensitive now. I bet they feel amazing. Just let me touch them for a second…”

She reached out slowly, her fingers hovering just above his chest, not quite touching. Noah’s breathing quickened. His nipples were already visibly hard under the thin fabric.

Sophie kept teasing, her breath warm against his ear.

“You know how good it feels when I play with them… how easily you cum when I suck on them. Just say yes, and I’ll make you feel so good right now…”

Noah held out for almost fifteen minutes — squirming, blushing, trying to resist — but Sophie was relentless. She described in vivid detail how she would lick and suck his sensitive nipples, how she would use the device to force long orgasms out of him, how pretty his growing breasts would look bouncing while he rode her strap-on.

Finally, his resistance crumbled.

“…Okay,” he whispered, voice trembling with shame. “You can touch them.”

Sophie’s eyes lit up with triumph. She slowly lifted his crop top and leaned in, taking one of his slightly larger nipples into her mouth. She sucked on it sensually — slow, wet, and loving — tongue swirling around the sensitive bud while her hand gently massaged the other breast.

Noah moaned loudly, knees buckling. The sensitivity was even stronger than before. Every lick and gentle bite sent electric jolts straight to his tiny caged clit. Sophie took her time, switching between both breasts, sucking harder as Noah’s moans grew more desperate and broken.

He came just from her mouth on his breasts — a long, shuddering orgasm that left him whimpering and spurting weakly into his panties while clinging to Sophie for support.

Afterward, Sophie kissed his flushed cheek tenderly, still gently cupping one of his breasts.

“They’re getting so nice and sensitive,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to see how big they get when you really start using them every day.”

Noah pulled his shirt down with shaking hands, staring at the floor with deep, anxious worry.

He was terrified of how much bigger they might become.

And even more terrified that he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from making them grow.

Chapter 10: Growing Temptation

Elias noticed the changes almost immediately.

One evening, he had Noah stand in front of him shirtless. His small breasts had grown noticeably — no longer just subtle mounds, but soft, perky little handfuls with a gentle, natural bounce. His nipples were larger, darker, and almost constantly erect.

Elias cupped one gently, rubbing his thumb across the sensitive peak. Noah shivered and let out a soft whimper.

“Look at these,” Elias said with a pleased smile. “They’ve already grown so much. You must really want big, pretty breasts if you’re playing with them enough to trigger this kind of growth so quickly.”

Noah’s face burned with shame. “I… I’m trying not to—”

Elias chuckled softly, pinching the nipple and making Noah gasp.

“No need to lie, pretty girl. Your body doesn’t lie. The more you rub them, squeeze them, and especially the more you cum from using them… the faster and bigger they’ll grow. That’s how the nanites are programmed.”

Noah looked away, mortified. He had been touching them more than he wanted to admit — sometimes unconsciously, sometimes desperately when the sensitivity became too much.



He soon discovered a small way to cope.

If he went completely topless — no shirt, no bra — the constant brushing of fabric against his hypersensitive nipples was reduced. The direct air still felt good, but it was more bearable than the endless teasing of clothing.

So he started avoiding tops as much as possible when he was home.

Elias noticed right away… and didn’t stop him.

In fact, he encouraged it.

He loved the view.

Noah would walk around the penthouse in just tiny panties or a short skirt, his small, growing breasts completely exposed, nipples almost always hard and begging for attention. Elias would watch him with dark satisfaction — especially when Noah unconsciously reached up to gently rub or squeeze them when he thought no one was looking.

“You look so natural like this,” Elias would say, pulling him close and sucking on one nipple while Noah whimpered. “No need to hide them. They’re beautiful. And they’re only going to get bigger.”

Noah tried to resist. He really did.

But the sensitivity made it nearly impossible. Even the slightest movement or breeze sent sparks through him. He found himself cupping and rubbing them more and more, especially when he was alone or distracted by studying or chores.

Each time he gave in, the shame mixed with pleasure, knowing that every touch was making them grow just a little more.

Elias never complained about the lack of clothing.

He simply enjoyed the view — and the quiet knowledge that Noah was slowly, helplessly, turning himself into the busty sissy he was always meant to be.

Chapter 11: Topless Mistake

Noah was running late for his afternoon lecture.

He grabbed his bag and rushed out of the apartment without thinking. It wasn’t until he was halfway across the main quad that he realized his terrible mistake.

He wasn’t wearing a shirt.

Or a bra.

His small, perky breasts — now noticeably fuller from weeks of unconscious touching and the nanites — were completely exposed to the warm afternoon air. His nipples were already hard from the breeze and the constant sensitivity Elias had built into them.

People noticed immediately.

Heads turned. Phones came out. Whispers turned into open comments and laughter.

Noah tried to cover himself with his arms, but it was too late. Campus security was already walking toward him.

“Miss — you can’t be out here topless,” one officer said, trying to be professional. “Even registered sissies have to follow public decency rules.”

Noah’s face burned with humiliation. He tried to argue, voice cracking.

“I’m a guy!” he insisted desperately. “Guys can go topless on campus. It’s my right!”

The officers exchanged a tired look.

“Under the new laws, once you’re officially registered as a sissy and presenting femininely, you’re treated as female for public dress code purposes,” one of them explained. “You need to cover up or we have to escort you off campus.”

Noah had nothing to cover himself with. No hoodie. No shirt. Nothing.

He was gently but firmly escorted off campus property, arms crossed tightly over his chest, breasts still partially visible as he walked. Students stared. Some laughed. Some took videos. The entire walk of shame felt endless.



Still shaken and half-naked, Noah didn’t want to go straight back to Elias’s apartment.

He wandered into a quiet bar just off campus — a dark, dive-style place that wasn’t too crowded in the afternoon.

He sat at the far end of the bar, arms still crossed over his bare chest, trying to make himself small.

The bartender — a burly, middle-aged man with a kind face — noticed him immediately. Instead of kicking him out, he poured a cold beer and slid it over without being asked.

“On the house, kid,” he said gruffly. “You look like you’ve had a hell of a day.”

Noah took the beer with trembling hands, mumbling a quiet “thank you.” He sat there sipping it slowly, still topless, feeling the eyes of the few other patrons on his exposed breasts.

The free beer tasted bitter with humiliation.

But at least, for a few minutes, someone had shown him a small bit of kindness.

Chapter 12: The Napkin

Noah sat at the dimly lit bar, sipping the free beer the bartender had slid over with a kind smile. For the first time in what felt like forever, someone had shown him a small bit of decency without immediately trying to use him.

Maybe not everyone sees me as just a topless sissy freak, he thought, a tiny flicker of relief settling in his chest.

He finished the beer and reached for the napkin to wipe his mouth.

There was writing on it.

A phone number and a short message scrawled in black ink:

Call me sometime, cutie. I get off at 2 AM. - Jake

Noah stared at the napkin, the brief warmth in his chest instantly turning to cold humiliation. The “kindness” had never been kindness at all.

Before he could process it, chaos erupted behind him.

One of the waitresses — a curvy blonde who had been struggling for tips all afternoon — suddenly slammed her tray down and pointed directly at Noah.

“This is fucking ridiculous!” she shouted. “Ever since this little titty sissy walked in, none of us are getting any tips! Everyone’s too busy staring at his fake tits instead of ordering drinks!”

She grabbed a glass and hurled it toward Noah. It shattered near his feet. Two other waitresses joined in, yelling and throwing whatever was nearby — napkins, straws, even a plate of fries. The bar descended into a loud, messy fight centered entirely around him.

Security rushed in. The police were called.

When the officers arrived and saw the scene — a registered sissy sitting topless at the bar, surrounded by broken glass and furious waitresses — they didn’t arrest Noah.

Instead, they treated him like a misbehaving teenager.

One officer sighed heavily and pulled out his phone.

“We’re not charging him,” he told his partner. “But we need to call his owner. This is exactly the kind of mess these registered sissies cause.”

They called Elias.



Elias arrived twenty minutes later, looking calm but clearly annoyed.

He draped his suit jacket over Noah’s bare chest and shoulders, then spoke quietly with the officers. After a brief conversation, he signed some paperwork and led Noah out of the bar without another word.

In the car, Elias finally spoke, voice low and controlled.

“You really can’t go anywhere without causing trouble, can you?”

Noah sat silently in the passenger seat, jacket clutched tightly around his exposed breasts, staring at the floor.

The free beer had come with a very high price.

Everything in his life did now.



Chapter 13: Official Thanks

Elias wasn’t angry when he picked Noah up from the bar.

In fact, he found the whole situation genuinely amusing.

“You caused quite the scene,” he said with a low chuckle as they drove home. “A topless registered sissy starting a catfight among the waitresses. That’s one for the books.”

Noah sat quietly, still wrapped in Elias’s jacket, cheeks burning.

Elias glanced over at him, eyes sparkling with dark humor.

“But you did get in trouble. So there needs to be a punishment.”



The next morning, Elias made his first change.

He activated the nanites while Noah was still half-asleep. Noah felt a warm, tingling sensation in his hips and ass. Over the course of the day, his buttocks slowly swelled and rounded out, becoming noticeably fuller, perkier, and more feminine. Combined with his small but growing breasts, his body was starting to take on a clear hourglass shape.

Elias admired the result with obvious satisfaction.

“Much better,” he said, squeezing Noah’s new, plush ass. “Now you have the proper curves for a pretty sissy.”



The real “punishment” came the following day.

Elias drove Noah to the police station.

“You’re going to thank every officer who was there for not arresting you,” he instructed. “Politely. Like a good girl.”

Noah, dressed in a tiny white pleated skirt and sheer crop top, was mortified as he went from officer to officer, thanking them for their “leniency.” Most of them stared openly at his breasts and new curves, some making crude comments under their breath.

One of the sergeants, clearly enjoying the situation, invited Elias and Noah to a private party the department was throwing that weekend.

“He’s more than welcome to be the entertainment,” the sergeant said with a wink.

Elias accepted on Noah’s behalf.



The police party was rowdy and unrestrained.

Noah was the main attraction.

He was passed around from officer to officer — used on couches, bent over tables, taken in the back rooms. They groped his growing breasts, slapped his newly enhanced ass, and used his mouth and hole relentlessly. Noah came multiple times from the rough attention, his sensitive body responding eagerly despite the humiliation.

By the end of the night, he was exhausted, covered in cum, and barely able to stand.



The next morning, Noah woke up to find his breasts had grown again.

They were now a full, perky B-cup — noticeably larger, rounder, and heavier. The nanites had responded to all the attention and stimulation from the party.

Elias smiled as he gently cupped them.

“See what happens when you’re a good entertainment sissy?” he said, thumbing Noah’s sensitive nipples. “They grow so nicely when they get the attention they deserve.”

Noah looked down at his bigger breasts with a mix of horror and reluctant acceptance.

He was changing faster than ever.

And there was nothing he could do to slow it down.

Chapter 14: New Wardrobe

Noah’s new body made everything awkward.

His breasts had settled into full, perky B-cups — soft, round, and heavy enough to bounce noticeably with every step of his conditioned feminine walk. His ass had become significantly plumper and rounder, giving him a clear hourglass figure that made even simple movements look exaggerated and sexual.

Nothing in his current wardrobe fit anymore. Skirts rode up too high. Tops were too tight across his chest. Sophie declared it was time for a complete refresh.



They spent the entire day shopping.

Sophie was in her element, dragging Noah from store to store and selecting only the most revealing, ultra-feminine pieces:

​●​       Sheer micro-dresses in pastel colors that clung to his new curves and barely covered his ass.

​●​       Tiny crop tops and bralettes that made his breasts look even bigger and more prominent.

​●​       Pleated micro-skirts that flipped up with the slightest movement, showing off his enhanced ass and displayed clit.

​●​       Crotchless panties, garter sets, and strappy lingerie designed to frame his growing assets.

At one of the high-end lingerie boutiques, things went very wrong.

Noah thought he had stepped into a private fitting room. He hadn’t.

He was standing in one of the open display areas near the large front window.

Completely naked.

He realized it too late — right as he bent over to pick up a tiny pink babydoll set. The entire busy mall walkway outside had a perfect view of his naked body: his perky B-cup breasts hanging and swaying, his round ass pushed out, his caged clit and plug clearly visible.

People stopped. Phones came out. A crowd quickly gathered.

Mortified, Noah tried to cover himself, but in his panic he dropped the lingerie again. He bent over once more, giving everyone an even better view. He tried on several more pieces, each time forgetting or misjudging the space, accidentally exposing himself over and over again to the growing audience outside the window.

Security eventually had to close the blinds and ask people to disperse.

Sophie found him hiding in an actual fitting room, flushed and trembling.

“You became very popular today,” she said with a delighted smile, kissing his cheek. “Everyone loved seeing your new body on display.”

Noah left the store with a dramatically expanded wardrobe of extremely slutty, girly clothing — and the deep, burning knowledge that half the mall had just seen him completely naked.

His body was no longer something he could hide.

And Sophie was loving every second of it.



Chapter 15: Viral Shame

The video exploded overnight.

Someone had recorded the entire lingerie shop incident — Noah standing naked in the display window, bending over again and again, his perky B-cup breasts swaying heavily, his round ass pushed out, and his small caged clit clearly visible. The clip was short, crystal clear, and utterly devastating. It spread across campus social media, then beyond, with captions like:

“Registered sissy having a full meltdown in the mall 💕”

“He keeps bending over like he wants us to see everything ??”

“Those tits are getting nice. Little clit on full display too.”

By morning, it had hundreds of thousands of views. Comments flooded in — some mocking, some aroused, some cruel. Noah’s name and face were everywhere.

He found the video late that night.

He told himself not to watch it.

He failed.

He opened it. Then he opened it again. And again.

The humiliation hit him like a drug. Seeing himself completely exposed, breasts bouncing, ass on display, desperately trying on lingerie while strangers watched — it was overwhelming.

His hands moved on their own.

He stripped down to just his pink thong and started touching himself. First rubbing his breasts, then squeezing them harder. His nipples were so sensitive now that every pinch sent jolts straight to his tiny caged clit. He ground desperately against his pillow while watching the video on loop, reading the comments as they scrolled by.

“He’s such a pathetic exhibitionist sissy.”

“Those tits are begging to be sucked.”

“Look how hard his little clit is even when he’s embarrassed ??”

Noah moaned brokenly, humping the pillow faster, both hands mauling his soft breasts. The shame and arousal mixed into a feverish spiral. He came hard — a long, shuddering orgasm that left him whimpering and spurting weakly into the sheets.

But he didn’t stop.

He kept watching. Kept playing with his breasts. Kept grinding.

He came again. And again.

Hours blurred together. By the time exhaustion finally took him, he had passed out face-down on the bed, ass slightly raised, one hand still loosely cupping one of his breasts, the video still playing on his laptop.

Sophie found him like that the next morning.

She stood in the doorway for a long moment, watching her broken, addicted sissy sleep, then smiled softly.

“You’re really starting to love your own humiliation, aren’t you, baby?”

She gently closed the laptop and pulled a blanket over him.

The conditioning was working better than she had ever hoped.

Chapter 17: The Bop Club

The viral video from the lingerie shop had made Noah a minor campus celebrity — in the worst possible way.

Everyone knew who he was now. The registered sissy who kept accidentally exposing himself. The one with the bouncy walk, the growing breasts, and the obvious little clit on display. People stared openly. Some laughed. Some whispered. Some looked at him with clear interest.

He tried to keep his head down, but it was impossible.

One afternoon, as he was walking to class in a short white pleated skirt and a sheer lavender crop top, a confident girl with bright purple hair and a nose ring approached him.

“Hey, you’re Noah, right? The mall sissy?”

Noah nodded, already blushing.

“I’m Lexi. I run the Bop Club.” She grinned. “You probably haven’t heard of us. We’re the unofficial campus club for sex workers — strippers, OnlyFans creators, sugar babies, escorts, the works. We support each other, share tips, and throw parties.”

She looked him up and down with clear approval.

“You’ve been going viral for all the right reasons. The way you kept bending over and showing everything off? That was hot. You clearly get off on the public attention. You should come to our next meeting. We’d love to have you.”

Noah stood there stunned. He had no idea a club like this even existed on campus.

Lexi handed him a small black card with the meeting details.

“No pressure,” she said with a wink. “But you’re kind of a natural. Think about it.”

She walked away, leaving Noah holding the card, mind spinning.

He told Sophie about it that night.

She was thrilled.

“The Bop Club? That’s perfect for you,” she said, eyes sparkling. “You should go. It might help you accept what you are now.”

Noah didn’t argue.

He was starting to realize that fighting it was becoming pointless.

The campus already knew.

And maybe… just maybe… part of him was curious what the club had to offer.

Chapter 19: Shop Talk

Noah sat near the back of the room, legs pressed tightly together, trying to make himself as small as possible.

The Bop Club meeting started off surprisingly normal.

Lexi, the purple-haired leader, stood at the front and went through regular club business — upcoming safety workshops, a group rate negotiation with a local hotel for outcalls, and updates on campus security contacts. People chatted casually, ate snacks, and laughed about normal college things. For a few minutes, Noah almost forgot he was in a club for sex workers.

Then the tone shifted.

“Alright, let’s get into the good stuff,” Lexi said with a grin. “Shop talk time.”

The room came alive.

A confident girl named Maya went first. She stood up and demonstrated deepthroat techniques on a realistic dildo she pulled from her bag, explaining breathing patterns, throat relaxation, and how to handle gagging without breaking rhythm. Several others chimed in with their own tips — best angles for long sessions, how to use hands effectively, and how to make eye contact to drive clients wild.

Then came marketing and branding.

Jordan, a quiet but sharp trans girl, shared her OnlyFans strategy: themed series, lighting setups, how she used her “innocent nerdy sissy” persona to build a loyal following. Another member talked about pricing tiers, how to handle sugar daddy negotiations, and when to walk away from bad clients.

Noah sat there, wide-eyed and silent, absorbing everything. The casual, professional way they discussed very explicit topics was surreal. It made sex work feel like a real skill set — something you could study and improve at.

Toward the end of the meeting, Lexi turned to him.

“Noah, you’ve been pretty quiet. Anything you want to share? Or any questions?”

All eyes turned to him.

Noah’s face burned. He shook his head quickly.

“I’m… still pretty new at this,” he mumbled.

Lexi smiled kindly. “No pressure. But you’re always welcome. We look out for each other here.”

As the meeting wrapped up, several members came over to introduce themselves and offer encouragement. Noah left feeling overwhelmed but strangely less alone than before.

Sophie was waiting for him outside.

“So?” she asked, eyes bright. “How was it?”

Noah was quiet for a moment, then said softly:

“It felt… weirdly normal. Like they were just talking about regular jobs. But… they’re all really good at what they do.”

Sophie linked her arm with his and smiled.

“Good. Maybe one day you’ll be good at it too.”

Noah didn’t reply.

But deep down, he was starting to wonder if that was inevitable.

Chapter 20: Fishing for Whales

A few days after the Bop Club meeting, Noah’s phone buzzed while he was sitting in class.

It was a group text from Lexi, the purple-haired leader:

Bop Club Chat:

Hey everyone! Fishing for whales this weekend 💰

We’re doing a private mixer at The Penthouse Lounge on Saturday. Dress to impress — we’re targeting high-rollers, sugar daddies, and serious fans who can support our content and sessions. Bring your best energy. Newer members especially encouraged to come and learn the ropes.

Noah stared at the message, heart beating faster.

He knew what “fishing for whales” meant. Sophie had explained it to him after the last meeting: going after rich, generous clients who could become long-term sponsors or sugar daddies.

Sophie had already seen the text. She replied in the group chat almost immediately:

Sophie: Noah will be there ?? He’s still learning but he’s a natural.

Noah felt a wave of anxiety wash over him. He quickly texted Sophie privately.

Noah: I don’t know if I’m ready for this…

Sophie: You’ll be fine, baby. Just be pretty and sweet like always. This is good practice for finding a real owner.



Saturday night arrived too quickly.

Sophie dressed him carefully: a tight, shimmering silver micro-dress that hugged his growing B-cup breasts and flared out just enough to show the bottom of his ass when he moved. She added glossy makeup, long lashes, and his favorite pink collar.

At The Penthouse Lounge — an upscale private venue with dim lighting and expensive bottles on every table — Noah felt completely out of his depth.

The room was full of well-dressed, wealthy-looking men and a handful of other attractive sissies and escorts. The Bop Club members moved through the crowd with practiced ease, flirting, networking, and subtly promoting themselves.

Lexi pulled Noah aside early on.

“Just be friendly and let them talk,” she advised. “You don’t have to push hard tonight. Let them come to you. Your viral video already did half the work.”

Noah spent most of the night sitting at the bar or standing awkwardly beside Sophie, smiling shyly when men approached him. Several older, clearly rich men bought him drinks and asked about his “content.” One asked if he did private sessions. Another wanted to know his rates for custom videos.

Noah answered as best he could, face burning the entire time.

By the end of the night, he had three new “serious” inquiries from wealthy men interested in becoming sponsors.

Sophie was proud.

“See? You’re learning fast,” she whispered as they left. “Soon you’ll have your own whales.”

Noah said nothing.

He just followed her home, the weight of his new reality feeling heavier than ever.

Chapter 21: The Manager

One of the whales from the “fishing” event reached out quickly.

His name was Victor Lang — a sharp, well-connected OnlyFans manager in his mid-30s who specialized exclusively in sissy creators. He had messaged Sophie directly, saying he was very interested in Noah after seeing the viral mall video and the content they had posted.

A private meeting was arranged at a quiet upscale lounge.

Victor was polite but direct when he sat down across from Elias, with Noah kneeling quietly beside his owner’s chair in a tiny white dress.

“I manage almost exclusively sissies,” Victor explained, swirling his whiskey. “Real girls come with too much drama — demands, ego, scheduling issues. Sissies are simpler. They know their place. They’re grateful. And they tend to obey better when managed properly.”

He looked at Noah with clear professional interest.

“Your boy has strong potential. The public humiliation videos are performing very well. With the right guidance, branding, and content schedule, he could be quite profitable.”

Victor leaned forward slightly.

“I’d like to propose a rental agreement first. I’d take him for a trial period — full management of his OnlyFans, private sessions, and appearances. If he performs well and the numbers are strong… I’d be interested in buying him outright when you eventually grow bored.”

Elias raised an eyebrow, a faint smile on his lips. He gently stroked Noah’s platinum blonde hair while the younger man knelt silently, face burning with humiliation.

“Interesting offer,” Elias said. “I’ll consider it. He’s still early in his training, but he’s coming along nicely.”

Noah sat there, heart pounding, as the two men casually discussed renting and potentially buying him like a piece of property. He felt small. Objectified. But he didn’t speak.

Sophie, sitting beside him, squeezed his hand gently under the table, clearly excited by the possibility.

Victor smiled and slid a business card across the table.

“Think about it. I believe I could turn him into one of my top earners.”

As they left the lounge, Elias looked down at Noah with a thoughtful expression.

“Would you like that, pet?” he asked softly. “Being managed full-time? Turned into a proper content sissy?”

Noah didn’t answer.

He just leaned his head against Elias’s leg, overwhelmed by the realization that even his future was no longer his to decide.

Chapter 22: Professional Rental

Elias accepted Victor’s offer.

For three days a week, Noah would be “rented” to Victor for professional content creation. The rest of the time he remained fully under Elias’s control. The contract was signed quickly and cleanly.

Victor wasted no time.



Day 1: Solo Scenes

Victor’s private studio was sleek, well-lit, and intimidating. Noah arrived in a tiny white babydoll and matching thong, as instructed. Victor had him sign a content release and then set up multiple cameras.

“Today we’re doing solo content,” Victor said professionally. “Focus on your embarrassment. The audience loves when sissies look ashamed but can’t stop themselves.”

Noah was placed on a large pink bed with mirrors on three sides.

First scene: “Desperate Plug Play.”

Victor had him ride a thick, realistic dildo mounted on the bed while facing the camera. Noah’s face was flushed with shame as he lowered himself onto it, moaning softly as it stretched him. The cameras captured every detail — the way his small breasts jiggled, the pink jeweled plug base winking as he bounced, his tiny caged clit leaking steadily into the sheer thong.

The embarrassment was overwhelming. Knowing this would be watched by thousands made him throb. He came hard halfway through the scene, a weak, hands-free orgasm that left him whimpering and shaking on the dildo while Victor praised him.

Second scene: “Breast Worship.”

Noah was made to kneel and sensually play with his own breasts for the camera — squeezing them, pinching his sensitive nipples, licking and sucking on them while moaning. The rewired nerves made every touch electric. He came again just from breast play, spurting pathetically into his thong while staring at his own humiliated reflection in the mirror.



Day 2: Lesbian Scene

The second day was even more intense.

Victor brought in another registered sissy — a pretty, experienced girl named Ava with long black hair and full C-cup breasts.

The scene was “Sissy Girlfriend Experience.”

They started slow. Kissing. Touching. Ava was gentle at first, sucking on Noah’s sensitive nipples while Noah whimpered. Then it became more heated. Ava straddled Noah’s face, grinding her wet pussy against his mouth while stroking his tiny caged clit. Noah licked her eagerly, lost in the humiliation of being used by another sissy on camera.

Ava eventually rode him reverse cowgirl, bouncing on his small clit while facing the camera and moaning loudly. Noah came quickly from the embarrassment and the sensation — a pathetic, hands-free spurt that barely made it inside her. Ava kept riding through it, eventually cumming hard on his tiny cock while the cameras captured every second.

Noah was a trembling, cum-covered mess by the end.



Day 3: Final Solo

On the last day, Victor had him do a long, slow “confession” video.

Noah knelt in front of the camera in full slutty lingerie and confessed how much he was starting to enjoy being used, how his body craved attention, and how embarrassed he got when people stared at his growing breasts and tiny clit.

He came twice during the confession — once from just playing with his breasts, and again while riding a dildo and admitting he was becoming addicted to the shame.



When Victor returned him to Elias at the end of the rental period, he was satisfied.

“He’s got real potential,” Victor said. “If you ever want to sell or extend the rental, let me know.”

Noah knelt quietly at Elias’s feet, exhausted, humiliated, and deeply ashamed of how easily he had performed for the cameras.

Elias stroked his hair possessively.

“He’s not for sale yet,” he said. “But I’ll keep your offer in mind.”

Noah said nothing.

He was starting to understand that his body — and his future — were no longer entirely his own.

Chapter 24: Accelerated

Now that Elias knew Victor was seriously interested in buying Noah, his attitude toward the nanites shifted.

He became more playful — and much more deliberate — with the changes.

“I think we should speed things up,” Elias said one evening while Noah knelt at his feet. “If someone wants to purchase you, we should make sure you’re a worthwhile investment.”

He started making noticeable modifications almost daily.



Breasts

Elias focused first on Noah’s chest. He adjusted the nanites to rapidly increase fat distribution and glandular tissue. Over just a few days, Noah’s breasts swelled from small B-cups to a full, perky C-cup. They became noticeably heavier, rounder, and jigglier. His nipples grew larger, darker, and extremely sensitive — even the lightest brush of fabric made them harden instantly and sent sparks of pleasure straight to his tiny caged clit.

Elias loved testing them. He would spend long sessions sucking, pinching, and slapping Noah’s breasts while forcing him to ride a dildo, triggering the device repeatedly to make the pleasure last for minutes at a time.



Hips and Ass

Next came his lower body.

Elias widened Noah’s hips and added significant volume and firmness to his ass. The change was dramatic. His waist stayed relatively narrow while his hips flared out into a clear, feminine hourglass shape. His ass became plump, round, and bouncy — the kind that jiggled noticeably with every step of his conditioned feminine walk.

Short skirts now looked obscene on him. The hem constantly rode up, showing off the enhanced, heart-shaped ass and the base of his plug.



Face and Overall Softness

Elias also softened Noah’s facial features further — slightly fuller lips, higher cheekbones, and a gentler jawline. Combined with the platinum blonde hair and constant makeup Sophie applied, Noah now looked undeniably pretty and feminine, even when he wasn’t trying.



The changes were happening so quickly that Noah could barely process them.

Every morning he woke up to a slightly different body. His breasts felt heavier. His ass jiggled more when he walked. His hips swayed more naturally with his trained gait. People on campus stared even harder than before. Whispers followed him constantly.

Sophie was thrilled every time she saw him.

“Look at you,” she would say, squeezing his bigger breasts or slapping his enhanced ass. “You’re turning into such a perfect little fucktoy. Victor is going to love this version of you.”

Noah felt overwhelmed and helpless.

He was no longer just a sissy.

He was becoming a customized, high-value product.

And Elias was clearly enjoying the process of shaping him.

Chapter 25: Product Demonstration

Elias had bigger ambitions than just owning Noah.

One evening, after using him thoroughly on the living room couch, Elias casually announced his new plan while Noah was still catching his breath, cum leaking down his thighs.

“I’ve decided to monetize the nanites,” he said, stroking Noah’s platinum blonde hair. “The technology is too valuable to keep private. I’m going to pitch it at investor meetings and invention conventions. And you, my pretty sissy, are going to be the star of every demonstration.”

Noah’s stomach dropped.



The first pitch meeting was at a private tech investor summit in a luxurious downtown hotel.

Noah was dressed in a tiny, sheer white micro-dress that left almost nothing to the imagination. His enhanced C-cup breasts strained against the fabric, his widened hips and plump ass made the short hem ride up constantly, and his small caged clit was clearly visible through the sheer front panel of his display panties.

Elias introduced him to the room full of wealthy investors and tech executives.

“This is Noah, my registered sissy,” Elias said proudly. “He is the perfect live demonstration of what my nanites can achieve.”

Noah was forced to stand on a small stage while Elias gave his pitch. The audience watched intently as Elias used the tablet to trigger small, real-time changes:

​●​       He made Noah’s breasts swell slightly larger during the presentation, causing them to bounce and strain against the dress as the nanites redistributed fat and tissue.

​●​       He widened Noah’s hips further, making his hourglass shape even more dramatic.

​●​       He increased the sensitivity of his nipples, making them visibly harden and poke through the sheer fabric while Noah tried (and failed) to stay composed.

The investors were fascinated. Several asked to touch Noah’s breasts to feel the changes. Noah stood there blushing furiously as strangers groped and squeezed his sensitive chest while Elias continued talking about profit margins and scalability.

The humiliation was crushing. Noah’s tiny caged clit leaked steadily into his panties the entire time.



The invention convention a week later was even worse.

Noah was put on a main stage in front of hundreds of attendees. Elias demonstrated the nanites live:

​●​       He made Noah’s ass grow noticeably rounder and plumper in real time while Noah was bent over, showing the audience the dramatic before-and-after.

​●​       He triggered the device to force a long, public orgasm out of Noah while he was trying to walk across the stage in heels, making him stumble and moan in front of everyone.

​●​       He adjusted Noah’s lips to be slightly fuller and more pouty while the audience watched.

The crowd was riveted. Phones recorded everything. Comments and questions poured in about how the technology could be used for “personal enhancement” and “custom companion design.”

By the end of the convention, Elias had multiple serious offers from investors interested in licensing or buying the nanite technology.

Noah, meanwhile, was a trembling, leaking, humiliated mess — breasts heaving, ass jiggling, tiny clit on full display as he was paraded around like a living product sample.

Elias was extremely pleased with the results.

“You did wonderfully today,” he told Noah that night, gently playing with his slightly larger breasts. “Keep performing like this, and we’ll both make a fortune.”

Noah could only whimper softly in response.

He was no longer just Elias’s sissy.

He was becoming the face — and body — of a very lucrative new technology.

Chapter 27: Failed Escape (Final Chapter of Book 3)

Noah’s breakdown came suddenly and violently one quiet Thursday night.

He was kneeling at Elias’s feet after a long day of being used, the taste of his owner still in his mouth, when the words tumbled out in a broken sob:

“I don’t want this anymore… I don’t want to be your sissy. I don’t want to be sold like a fucking product to some OnlyFans manager. Please… just let me go.”

Elias looked down at him for a long moment, expression unreadable. Then he gently stroked Noah’s platinum blonde hair.

“You’re scared,” he said softly. “That’s understandable. But you stopped being free the moment you were registered. You belong to me now. Fighting it only makes it hurt more.”

Noah cried harder than he had in months.



The next evening, in a desperate act of rebellion, Noah slipped away without permission.

He went to a large sissy party, dressed in the sluttiest outfit he owned — a sheer silver micro-dress that showed off his growing breasts and enhanced ass. His only goal was to find someone — anyone — who might take him as their sissy instead. Someone kinder. Someone who might protect him from being sold.

He flirted. He danced. He let multiple Bulls use him in the back rooms, sucking them eagerly, bending over for them, hoping one would want to claim him as their own.

None did.

Most just used him and moved on. One laughed and said, “You’re cute, but you scream ‘already owned.’ I don’t do hand-me-downs.”

Noah returned to Elias’s penthouse hours later, makeup ruined, body sore and leaking, spirit crushed.

Elias was waiting.

He didn’t yell. He simply pulled Noah into his arms and held him while the younger man cried.

“You tried to replace me,” Elias said quietly. “That hurts. But I forgive you. You’re scared. I understand.”

He kissed Noah’s forehead.

“The next pitch meeting is in three days. I want you perfect for it. No more running.”

Noah nodded weakly against his chest.

He had tried.

He had failed.

There was no escape.
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