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Chapter 1: Second Place

The gun cracked like thunder across the cool autumn afternoon, and two dozen pairs of spikes dug into the rubberized track. Ethan Harper surged forward with the pack, heart hammering, lungs already burning in that familiar, almost comforting way. Mid-distance was his domain—800 meters to 5K—but today was his first official college race, the 1500 meters at the conference opener.

He ran smart. Stayed in the middle of the pack through the first lap, conserving energy, letting the overeager freshmen burn themselves out. By the third lap, the field had strung out. Ethan found his rhythm, long strides eating ground, arms pumping efficiently. The crowd’s cheers blurred into white noise.

Then, on the final backstretch, the leader—some lean junior from a rival school named Marcus—pulled away with a devastating kick. Ethan dug deep, teeth gritted, legs screaming, but he couldn’t close the gap. He crossed the line in second place, chest heaving, vision tunneling.

Second.

The word tasted like ash in his mouth as he bent over, hands on knees, sucking air. Silver instead of gold. Close enough to taste victory, but not quite there. Coach clapped him on the back, muttering something about a strong debut, but Ethan barely heard it. He wanted to be the best. Not good. Not promising. The best.

That night, back in his cramped dorm room, Ethan lay on his narrow bed staring at the ceiling. His roommate was out celebrating. The silence pressed on him. He’d trained harder than anyone else all summer—early mornings, grueling tempo runs, weights, drills. Yet second place still wasn’t enough.

A soft, melodic voice drifted through the room like silk on skin.

“You have such fire, Ethan. Such beautiful, aching ambition.”

He sat up fast, heart jolting. The desk lamp was off. The only light came from the window, but there she was—standing in the corner as if she’d always been there. A woman of impossible beauty. Long, flowing hair that shimmered between raven black and deep crimson depending on how the faint light caught it. Her body was a masterpiece of curves—full breasts straining against a sheer, gossamer dress that seemed woven from moonlight and shadow, wide hips, and legs that went on forever. Her eyes glowed faintly gold, ancient and knowing, with full lips curved in a gentle, hungry smile.

“Who the hell are you?” Ethan’s voice cracked. He scrambled back against the headboard.

“You may call me Lirael,” she purred, stepping closer. The air grew warmer, sweeter, like jasmine and something darker, more intoxicating. “I’ve watched you run, Ethan. Watched you push your body to its limits and still hunger for more. I can give you what you want. True greatness. Records. Victories no one else can touch. The body and will of a champion.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. This had to be a dream. Or a hallucination from dehydration after the race. But the way her presence filled the room, the subtle scent, the way his skin prickled… it felt real.

“And what do you want in return?” he asked warily. He’d read enough stories to know nothing came free.

Lirael’s smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth. She perched gracefully on the edge of his bed. Up close, her beauty was almost painful. Every movement was fluid, sensual. “Only your femininity, little runner. Piece by piece. You will become softer, prettier, more graceful. Your body will change to match the beauty I see trapped inside you. The more you accept my gifts on the track, the more feminine you will become. Smoother skin. Subtler curves. A delicate face. Perhaps even the sway of hips that draw every eye.”

Ethan’s face burned. The words should have disgusted him. Instead, a confusing heat stirred low in his belly. “That’s… crazy. I’m not into that sissy shit.”

“Are you not?” Lirael leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “I see deeper than you do. I see how you linger on the elegant lines of certain bodies. How you crave grace as much as power.” Her fingers—long, perfectly manicured—brushed lightly over his thigh. Even through his shorts, the touch sent electricity racing across his skin. “One small change tonight. Just a taste. Accept it, and tomorrow’s training will feel… different. Better.”

Ethan swallowed hard. His cock twitched traitorously at her touch and her words. Second place still stung. The thought of dominating the conference, maybe even nationals, made his pulse race faster than any race ever had.

“What… what would the first change be?” he whispered.

Lirael’s golden eyes sparkled with triumph and desire. “Nothing too shocking for your first night. Your body hair will thin and soften. Your skin will become smoother, more sensitive. And perhaps… a gentle rounding to your hips and rear, just enough to improve your stride and balance. You’ll feel it when you run. The power flowing more efficiently through a more feminine frame.”

She waited, patient as eternity, her full breasts rising and falling with each breath, nipples faintly visible through the sheer fabric.

Ethan’s mind spun. This was insane. But the hunger to win—to be the best—won out.

“Okay,” he breathed. “Do it.”

Lirael’s smile became radiant. She leaned forward and pressed her soft, warm lips to his forehead. A wave of tingling heat washed through him, sinking into his bones, his muscles, his skin. He gasped as pleasure—intense, almost orgasmic—rippled downward. His body hair seemed to retreat, leaving his legs and chest baby-smooth. His hips and ass warmed, subtly shifting, filling out just enough to feel different when he squirmed on the sheets. His skin felt electric, every brush of fabric suddenly sensual.

When the wave passed, Lirael stood, looking pleased.

“Rest now, my pretty runner. Tomorrow, you will feel the difference. And when you want more… I will be here. Each gift will take you further. Each step closer to the champion you dream of… and the beautiful sissy you are meant to become.”

She faded like mist, leaving only her scent and the lingering sensitivity on Ethan’s newly smooth skin.

He lay there in the dark, hands exploring his changed body with trembling fingers, heart pounding with equal parts fear and forbidden excitement.

Chapter 2: The Bargain

The next morning, Ethan woke feeling strangely light and refreshed. His skin tingled against the sheets in a way it never had before—smoother, more sensitive. He swung his legs out of bed and caught his reflection in the mirror. The body hair on his legs and chest had thinned dramatically, leaving his skin looking almost polished. His hips and ass carried a subtle new roundness that made his boxer-briefs cling differently. He ran his hands over the changes, heart racing.

It was real. All of it.

Practice that afternoon was transformative.

The same brutal interval session—8 x 800 meters at target race pace. Where Ethan usually started fading on the final reps, today his body responded with effortless power. His slightly wider hips and rounded rear gave him a smoother, more efficient stride. Each footfall felt springier, more balanced. The reduced body hair and newly sensitive skin made his running shorts glide over him with less friction. He hit personal best splits on every single repeat, finishing the workout strong while most of his teammates were gasping on the grass.

Coach was beaming. “Harper, that’s the kind of workout that wins races. Whatever you’re doing—keep doing it.”

Ethan forced a smile, but inside, doubt gnawed at him. The improvements were undeniable, but so were the changes to his body. He spent the rest of the evening in his dorm, touching his smoother thighs and rounded ass, torn between excitement and shame. Is winning really worth this? Turning myself into… something else?

By nightfall, the internal battle had worn him down. Second place from the first race still stung. The taste of true speed today had been intoxicating.

The air in his room grew warm and fragrant with jasmine and spice. Lirael appeared beside his bed, radiant and seductive. Her sheer dress clung to every lush curve, her golden eyes glowing with approval as she looked him over.

“My pretty runner,” she murmured, stepping close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her body. “You ran beautifully today. Grace is already becoming part of you.”

Ethan’s mouth went dry. “It felt… unreal. But these changes—they’re happening fast. I’m not sure I can keep going like this.”

Lirael smiled gently and sat on the edge of the bed, her full breasts shifting with the movement. One delicate hand rested on his thigh, sending sparks straight to his groin.

“Then let us take it slower,” she whispered. “One step at a time. Tell me what you desire.”

He hesitated, pulse hammering. “I want to win Friday’s race. The 1500 meters. First place. Not second. I want to dominate it.”

Lirael’s fingers traced slow circles on his leg. “A worthy goal. For that kind of edge, I will give you one focused gift.” Her voice dropped, rich and tempting. “Your lips will become fuller, softer, and distinctly feminine. A pretty pout that will make you look delicate and alluring. Nothing else this time. Just that single, sensual change. You’ll feel it every time you drink water, every time you speak… and every time you think about what you’re trading for victory.”

Ethan stared at her, cock twitching at the description. Fuller, feminine lips. It sounded small compared to what she could have asked for, but the idea still made his stomach flip with nervous heat.

“Just… lips?” he asked, voice hoarse.

“Just lips,” she confirmed, leaning in until her breath ghosted across his mouth. “Say yes, Ethan. Accept this one trade and claim your first real victory. Then you can decide if the pleasure is worth the price.”

The memory of flying through those intervals, of finally feeling like the best, made the decision for him.

“Okay,” he breathed. “I accept. Just the lips.”

Lirael’s eyes flashed with triumph and desire. She cupped his face tenderly and kissed him. The kiss was deep, slow, and intoxicating. Her tongue teased his, sweet and warm, while a concentrated wave of tingling heat flowed into his mouth.

He moaned softly into the kiss as his lips swelled and plumped. They grew softer, fuller, taking on a natural rosy pout that looked undeniably feminine. When Lirael finally pulled back, Ethan was breathing hard, his new lips parted and glistening.

He turned toward the mirror. The change was striking. His mouth now looked plush and inviting—pretty in a way that made his face noticeably softer, more delicate. He ran a fingertip across them and shivered at how sensitive they felt.

“Beautiful,” Lirael purred, clearly pleased. “Run your race on Friday, my sweet boy. Win for me. When the victory is yours, you’ll know exactly where to find me for the next gift.”

She faded into the shadows, leaving behind only her scent and the lingering warmth on Ethan’s transformed lips.

Alone again, Ethan touched his new pout with trembling fingers. He licked them experimentally and nearly groaned at the heightened sensation. His cock was rock hard, straining against his shorts. He slipped his hand inside and began stroking, eyes fixed on his reflection—on those undeniably feminine lips.

The orgasm hit him fast and intense. As he came down, panting, a single thought echoed in his mind:

Friday.

But right behind it came the quieter, worried whisper: Is this really worth it?

Chapter 3: Victory and Defeat

Race day arrived under crisp, perfect skies—cool enough for fast times, with a gentle breeze that favored the middle-distance runners. Ethan stood on the starting line for the 1500 meters, heart pounding. His lips felt impossibly full and sensitive under the bright sun. Every sip from his water bottle had been a reminder all week: the soft, plush pout that now defined his reflection. He’d caught a few odd glances from teammates, but no one said anything outright. Still, he kept licking them nervously, the heightened sensation sending unwelcome sparks straight down his spine.

The gun fired.

Ethan surged forward with controlled power. The new efficiency in his stride—courtesy of Lirael’s earlier gifts—felt even more pronounced now. He settled into position, relaxed but alert, his slightly rounded hips and smoother body gliding through the pack. By the second lap, he had moved up to third. On the bell lap, he kicked.

It wasn’t even close.

He crossed the finish line first, arms raised, chest heaving, a roar rising from the small crowd of spectators and teammates. Personal best by nearly four seconds. Coach was shouting congratulations, slapping his back. Teammates mobbed him. For the first time in his college career, Ethan Harper was the champion of the race.

The victory tasted sweeter than he had imagined. As he stood on the podium for the awards, medal cool against his chest, he couldn’t stop smiling—even with those noticeably fuller, feminine lips on display. The high carried him through the cooldown and the hour break before his second event.

Then came the 3200 meters.

Longer races had always been his weakness compared to the 1500. Today, the accumulated fatigue from the first race, combined with the subtle shifts in his center of gravity from his changed hips and ass, threw off his rhythm. He fought hard, but on the final two laps a rival pulled away decisively. Ethan pushed until his vision blurred, but he crossed the line in fourth place—solid, respectable, but not what he wanted.

Not what he needed.

The frustration hit him like a punch to the gut as he staggered off the track, legs rubbery, lungs burning. While the winner celebrated, Ethan sat on the grass, head down, medal still hanging around his neck like a bittersweet consolation prize. One win. One loss. The changes to his body had helped… but not enough.

Back in the dorm that evening, the high of the 1500 victory had faded, leaving only the sting of the later defeat. He trained harder than ever over the following days—extra miles in the morning, additional strength sessions in the afternoon, meticulous attention to form and recovery. His body responded beautifully to the work; the smoother skin and altered mechanics made long runs feel lighter, almost graceful. But every mirror glance reminded him of the cost: those soft, pouty lips staring back at him. He found himself absentmindedly tracing them with a finger, the sensation making his cock twitch even as shame heated his cheeks.

One win isn’t enough, he thought during a grueling tempo run, rain soaking his lightweight singlet. I need to be untouchable. In every race.

That night, exhausted but wired, Ethan lay in bed unable to sleep. His mind kept circling back to Lirael. The pleasure of the bargain. The power she offered. The slow, terrifying transformation.

The air grew warm and sweet with that now-familiar scent of jasmine and dark desire.

She appeared at the foot of his bed, more alluring than ever. The sheer fabric of her dress shimmered, barely containing her full breasts and wide hips. Golden eyes fixed on him with knowing hunger.

“My champion,” Lirael purred, her voice like velvet. “You tasted victory… and then defeat. How it burns, doesn’t it?”

Ethan sat up, pulse quickening. “The 1500 was incredible. But the 3200… I fell apart. I’m training harder than ever, but I keep thinking—” He stopped, swallowing hard, his full lips pressing together.

Lirael slid onto the bed, her hand resting lightly on his thigh. “You keep thinking how much faster you could be with another gift. How much stronger. How every race could be yours.” Her fingers traced upward, teasing. “You’re right to hesitate, my sweet boy. Each bargain deepens your femininity. But each one also brings you closer to the greatness you crave.”

Ethan’s breathing grew ragged. His cock hardened under her touch, betraying him. He looked at her—beautiful, eternal, offering everything he wanted at the price of his masculinity.

“I’m… contemplating it,” he admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “I don’t know if I’m ready for more yet. But I can’t keep losing. Not when I know I could be the best.”

Lirael leaned in, her soft lips brushing his new, feminine ones in the lightest, most teasing kiss. The contact sent a jolt of pure pleasure through him.

“When you’re ready,” she whispered against his mouth, “I’ll be waiting. One more step. One more beautiful change. And the track will belong to you.”

She faded slowly this time, leaving Ethan painfully aroused, conflicted, and more determined than ever.

He slipped his hand into his shorts, stroking himself while staring at his reflection in the dark window—those plush, pouty lips parted in a soft moan as he chased release. Victory was addictive. The changes were terrifying.

But the hunger to be the very best was winning.

Chapter 4: Earned Strength

The following weeks blurred into a cycle of relentless training. Ethan pushed himself harder than ever, waking before dawn for easy miles, hammering intervals in the afternoon, and reviewing film of his races at night. The single victory in the 1500 still lingered as proof of what was possible, but the fourth-place finish in the 3200 haunted him. He refused to simply ask Lirael for wins. That felt cheap. Hollow. He wanted to earn it—to become the kind of athlete who could dig deeper than anyone else on the track.

But his body had limits. Soreness built up. Fatigue crept in during long sessions. Minor aches threatened to become injuries. The doubt grew: How long can I keep this up with these changes already happening?

One particularly brutal evening, after a double run day left his legs heavy and his mind spinning, Ethan sat on the edge of his bed, staring at his reflection. His fuller, feminine lips looked even more pronounced when he was exhausted. The subtle curves of his hips shifted as he moved. He traced a finger across his soft pout and shivered.

That night, he made his decision.

The warm, sweet scent filled the room before he even spoke her name. Lirael appeared, radiant and patient, her sheer dress clinging to every lush curve of her body. She studied him with those glowing golden eyes, a knowing smile playing on her perfect lips.

“You’ve been training like a warrior, my pretty runner,” she purred, gliding closer. “Fighting so hard to earn every step. I’m proud of you.”

Ethan’s heart raced. His voice came out softer than he intended, partly due to the changes, partly due to nerves. “I don’t want you giving me races. I want to earn them. But I need… an edge in training. The ability to push as hard and as long as I want in practice. No crashing. No injury risk. No burnout. I want to be able to keep going when everyone else breaks.”

Lirael tilted her head, her long hair cascading like liquid shadow. She sat beside him, one smooth hand resting on his thigh. The touch sent an immediate spark through his body.

“A wise request,” she murmured. “Endless drive in training, without the body betraying you. That will make you formidable. You’ll recover faster, adapt quicker, and build the strength to truly dominate when it matters.” Her fingers traced higher. “But such a powerful gift requires a proper trade.”

Ethan swallowed. “What will it be this time?”

Her smile turned sultry. “Two changes, sweet Ethan. First, your hair will lighten dramatically—to a beautiful, shimmering golden blonde. Silky, healthy, and noticeably feminine. It will grow a little longer too, enough to frame that pretty face of yours.”

She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “And second… your libido will rise. Significantly. You’ll feel constant, aching desire. Your new body will become incredibly sensitive. Every run, every stretch, every brush of clothing will arouse you. You’ll need release often, and the pleasure will be far more intense. The hunger will drive you as much as your ambition does.”

Ethan’s cock throbbed at the description, already responding to her words. Blonde hair. Insatiable lust. It sounded dangerous. Addictive. Exactly the kind of deepening femininity he both feared and craved.

He thought of the long, grinding practices ahead. Of finally being able to push past every limit.

“I accept,” he whispered, his fuller lips trembling slightly.

Lirael’s eyes blazed with triumph. She pulled him into a deep, sensual kiss. Her tongue danced with his as the magic poured in.

First came the heat in his scalp. Ethan moaned into her mouth as his hair lightened strand by strand, shifting from his natural brown to a bright, golden blonde. It grew silkier, longer—falling just past his ears in soft, shiny waves that framed his softening face and feminine pout beautifully. He looked unmistakably pretty now.

Then the second wave hit—lower, hotter, overwhelming.

A surge of raw desire flooded his system. His cock hardened instantly, painfully, leaking against his shorts. Every inch of his smoother, curvier body lit up with sensitivity. His nipples tightened into stiff peaks against his shirt. Even the subtle weight of his rounded ass felt erotic as he shifted on the bed. The need was sudden and consuming.

When Lirael finally broke the kiss, Ethan was panting, flushed, his new golden blonde hair tousled.

“Beautiful,” she breathed, admiring him. “Now go train, my golden sissy. Push your limits. Feel everything. And when the hunger becomes too much… you know where to find me for the next gift.”

She faded, leaving him alone with his transformed body and raging arousal.

Ethan barely made it to the mirror. Golden blonde hair shone under the dorm light, making his fuller lips and smoother features look even more delicate and feminine. He looked like a pretty girl trying—and failing—to be a male runner.

“Fuck…” he whispered, voice breathy. The sound of it, combined with the sight, made his cock twitch hard.

He shoved his shorts down and wrapped a hand around himself. The first stroke nearly made his knees buckle—the pleasure was exponentially stronger. Every tug sent waves of ecstasy through him. His free hand moved up under his shirt to pinch a sensitive nipple, and he whimpered loudly, the sound unmistakably needy.

He came within minutes, harder than ever, golden hair falling across his eyes as his hips bucked. But even after spilling across his stomach, the heat barely faded. The new libido was already building again.

Lying there afterward, sticky and flushed, Ethan felt a mix of fear and dark excitement.

He had the tool now. The ability to train without limits.

Tomorrow, he would use it.

And he already knew the craving—for both speed and pleasure—would only grow stronger.

Chapter 5: Golden Victories

The gift transformed Ethan’s training entirely.

No longer did he hit a wall midway through brutal sessions. With Lirael’s blessing, he could run interval after interval, mile after mile, pushing his body to depths he had only dreamed of. His muscles adapted faster. Soreness melted away overnight. Even after back-to-back hard days—long tempo runs in the morning, track repeats in the afternoon, strength work in the evening—he woke up hungry for more.

The new libido, however, was relentless.

Every stride sent subtle friction across his smoother skin and sensitive nipples. The gentle sway of his subtly widened hips and rounded ass kept a constant, low-level heat simmering between his legs. By the end of long runs, he was often half-hard in his shorts, grateful for the loose training gear that hid his arousal. More than once he had to duck into a quiet corner of the athletic complex or rush back to his dorm just to relieve the aching pressure. The orgasms were shatteringly intense, leaving him whimpering into his pillow with his golden blonde hair fanned across his face.

But the results spoke for themselves.

Over the next three weeks, Ethan’s fitness soared. His easy runs became faster. His threshold pace dropped dramatically. Coach kept shaking his head in disbelief during workouts, muttering about “breakthrough season.”

Race day came again on a sunny Saturday double-dual meet. Ethan lined up for the 1500 meters first, golden blonde hair tied back in a simple, tight ponytail he hoped looked athletic. A few teammates had started teasing him about the “new surfer look,” but nothing too vicious yet.

The gun cracked.

He ran like a man possessed—smooth, powerful, and endlessly strong. The feminine changes to his stride gave him an almost floating efficiency. When the bell rang, he had plenty left. Ethan kicked hard down the final straight, crossing the line alone in first place with a new personal best. The crowd cheered. His teammates mobbed him.

The satisfaction was deep. Earned. Not handed to him.

Later that afternoon, in the 3200 meters, the longer distance no longer felt like a weakness. He stayed relaxed through the early miles, then methodically picked off runners one by one. With fresh legs that refused to truly fatigue, he surged on the final lap and won by nearly five seconds—his first victory at that distance in college.

Two golds in one day. Ethan stood on the podiums with medals around his neck, breathing hard, a fierce smile on his fuller, feminine lips. The golden blonde hair had partially escaped its ponytail during the races, framing his face in soft, shiny strands that caught the sunlight. He looked radiant. Almost ethereal.

Back in his dorm that evening, the high of victory mixed with the ever-present arousal. Ethan stood in front of the mirror, freshly showered, towel around his waist. His golden blonde hair hung damp and wavy past his ears, looking far too pretty.

“I can make this work,” he muttered.

He tried styling it into something more masculine. First, a tight, low bun at the nape of his neck. It lasted about ten minutes before soft strands escaped, curling delicately around his face and highlighting his pouty lips. Too soft. Too feminine.

Next, he tried slicking it back with product, aiming for a clean, athletic look. The result was worse—it accentuated his higher cheekbones and made his eyes look larger and more alluring. He looked like a model trying to play a jock.

Frustrated, he messed it up with his fingers, going for messy and casual. The golden waves fell into perfect, tousled layers that framed his face beautifully, making him look like a delicate, androgynous athlete. Pretty. Inviting.

“Damn it…” he whispered, tracing his full lips with a finger. The sight in the mirror—golden blonde hair, soft features, smooth chest with faintly visible nipple bumps—sent a fresh surge of heat through him. His cock stiffened rapidly beneath the towel.

He dropped the towel and wrapped his hand around his throbbing length, stroking slowly while staring at his reflection. Every tug felt electric thanks to his heightened libido. His free hand moved up to brush across a sensitive nipple, and a soft, needy moan escaped his plush lips. The golden hair swayed with his movements, brushing his shoulders sensually.

He came hard within minutes, knees shaking, spilling across his hand while watching his own pretty reflection fall apart in pleasure.

Afterward, as he cleaned up, the familiar mix of satisfaction and unease settled over him. The wins felt incredible. The training edge was exactly what he’d asked for. But every victory seemed to come with another visible reminder of what he was trading away.

His golden blonde hair was beautiful. Undeniably feminine.

And no matter how he tried to style it, it refused to hide what he was slowly becoming.

Lirael’s words echoed in his mind as he lay in bed, already feeling the low throb of renewed arousal building between his legs.

When the hunger becomes too much…

Ethan closed his eyes, fingers absently twirling a strand of golden hair.

He wasn’t ready to call for her again.

Not yet.

Chapter 6: Higher Stakes

Word of Ethan’s breakout performances spread quickly through the conference. His golden-blonde hair and noticeably fuller lips drew curious looks and a few whispered comments in the athletic department, but the results silenced most doubters. Within two weeks, invitations arrived for bigger meets—regional invitationals with stronger programs, NCAA provisional qualifiers, and athletes who had already run national times.

Ethan accepted.

The first upgraded race was a 1500-meter invitational at a major university track. The field included seasoned juniors and seniors from Power 5 schools—runners with scholarship funding, professional-level coaching, and years of elite experience. Ethan toed the line feeling both excited and exposed. His golden hair was pulled into the tightest ponytail he could manage, but soft strands still framed his face. His fuller lips felt dry under the stadium lights.

He ran well—extremely well by his old standards. The endless training gift let him stay strong through the final 400 meters, and his improved stride efficiency carried him to a strong third-place finish. A new personal best. Respectable. But not dominant. The top two runners had executed perfect tactics: smart positioning, well-timed surges, and a devastating kick that left Ethan chasing shadows in the final straight.

The same pattern repeated in the 3200 meters later that day. Solid fourth place. He could grind with anyone on fitness now, but the elite runners read the race better. They anticipated moves. They conserved at the right moments. They made the track their own.

Back in his dorm after the long bus ride home, Ethan showered and stood naked in front of the mirror. His body had continued its subtle shift—smoother skin, gently flared hips, a softly rounded ass, and that shimmering golden-blonde hair. The constant high libido simmered just under his skin. He was already half-hard again just from the water cascading over his sensitive nipples.

He needed more than raw fitness. He needed strategy—the tactical intelligence to win against real competition.

That night, he called for her.

Lirael appeared in a shimmer of moonlight and shadow, more breathtaking than ever. Her sheer dress clung to her heavy breasts and wide hips like liquid silk. Golden eyes drank in his changed form with open delight.

“My golden runner,” she purred, stepping close enough for him to smell her intoxicating scent. “You’re stepping onto bigger stages. Competing against the strong. And you’re still hungry for more.”

Ethan’s voice came out softer, breathier than he liked. “I’m doing well, but it’s not enough. The better runners are smarter out there. I need to see the race clearly. I want perfect strategy to come to me naturally during races—knowing when to move, when to sit, when to strike. I want to earn the wins, but with the tactical edge I’m missing.”

Lirael smiled, trailing a manicured finger down his smooth chest. “A sharp mind on the track. Excellent instincts in the moment. That’s a powerful gift.” Her hand drifted lower, brushing teasingly over his hardening cock. “In exchange, you will no longer be able to wear male underwear. Ever. Your body will only accept the most delicate, high-end, skimpy lingerie. Silky panties, lace thongs, tiny boyshorts that hug your pretty curves—designed to tease and please. Anything else will feel unbearably uncomfortable, even painful. You’ll have to wear them under your running shorts and sweats from now on.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The idea was humiliating… and intensely arousing. His cock throbbed visibly at her words.

“Just lingerie?” he whispered, lips parted.

“Only the prettiest, most feminine pieces,” Lirael confirmed, her voice dripping with seduction. “Say yes, my sweet sissy, and your races will unfold like beautiful choreography in your mind.”

The memory of being outmaneuvered earlier that day burned. He wanted to win cleanly, but he needed every tool.

“I accept,” he said.

Lirael pulled him into a deep, hungry kiss. Magic flowed through him like liquid fire.

The strategic gift settled into his mind first—a sudden, crystalline clarity about pacing, positioning, and reading opponents. He instinctively understood how races would play out.

Then the second change took hold.

A tingling wave swept across his hips and groin. His plain cotton boxer-briefs, still lying on the floor from his shower, suddenly felt repulsive even to look at. His cock twitched as the knowledge sank in: only delicate lingerie would feel right against his smooth, sensitive skin from now on.

When Lirael released him, Ethan was panting, flushed, and achingly hard. She gestured gracefully, and a luxurious shopping bag appeared on his bed—high-end, feminine lingerie in soft pinks, blacks, and creams.

“Try them on, pretty one,” she whispered before fading away. “Enjoy your new gift.”

Alone, Ethan opened the bag with trembling hands. He chose a pair of silky black panties with delicate lace trim—skimpy, expensive-looking, designed to ride high on the hips. The moment he slid them up his smooth legs, a wave of pleasure hit him. They hugged his rounded ass and cupped his hard cock perfectly, the soft fabric teasing his sensitive skin. It felt right. Anything else would feel wrong now.

He stared at his reflection: golden-blonde hair tousled, feminine lips parted, wearing nothing but those tiny black panties. The bulge of his erection strained against the delicate material, a wet spot already forming.

“Fuck… I look like a sissy,” he breathed.

The words only made him harder. He slipped a hand inside the panties and stroked himself, the lace and silk amplifying every sensation thanks to his heightened libido. His other hand played with a swollen nipple. Soft, needy moans spilled from his full lips as he watched himself in the mirror—hips swaying, golden hair bouncing.

He came explosively, soaking the front of the expensive panties, knees buckling with the intensity.

Afterward, cleaning up and changing into a fresh pair of deep red lace boyshorts, Ethan felt the weight of the new bargain. The strategic insight already felt natural in his mind. He knew it would help in the next big race.

But now every run, every day, would come with the secret knowledge that beneath his running shorts lay delicate, skimpy lingerie clinging to his increasingly feminine body.

And the hunger for both victory and pleasure was only growing.

Chapter 7: Unexpected Encounter

After another strong weekend at a regional invitational—two more podium finishes, including a win in the 1500 thanks to flawless tactical decisions that seemed to unfold instinctively—Ethan decided he needed a night off from training. His body felt electric from the endless drive Lirael had given him, but the constant high libido was wearing on his focus. A little fun, a few drinks, maybe some dancing. Nothing serious.

He dressed carefully: slim dark jeans that hid the lacy black thong and matching boyshorts he’d layered underneath, a fitted athletic hoodie, and his golden-blonde hair styled back as best he could. The soft waves still looked too pretty, framing his face and drawing attention to his full, pouty lips.

The off-campus bar was lively—loud music, dim lights, and a mix of students unwinding. Ethan was two drinks in, feeling the buzz, when he bumped into her while heading to the bar.

She was stunning.

Tall and athletic, with long, toned legs, a narrow waist that flared into strong yet feminine hips, and full, perky breasts that strained against her fitted top. Her face was classically beautiful—high cheekbones, full lips, bright green eyes, and dark wavy hair that fell past her shoulders. She moved with graceful power, like a dancer who also ran track or played soccer. Extremely feminine, but with an underlying strength that made Ethan’s pulse race.

“Sorry,” he said, his softer voice catching slightly.

She turned, eyes lighting up as she took him in. A slow smile spread across her lips. “No apology needed. You look like you could use another drink.”

Her name was Sophia. They clicked instantly—talking about running (she was a mid-distance runner for another school in town), laughing easily, bodies drawing closer as the night went on. The chemistry was electric. Ethan’s heightened libido made every brush of her hand on his arm feel like fire. When she leaned in and kissed him on the dance floor, deep and hungry, he forgot everything else.

They ended up back at his dorm. Clothes came off in a heated rush in the dark. Sophia pushed him onto the bed, straddling him, her athletic body grinding down as they made out. Ethan’s hands roamed over her curves, heart hammering.

He reached for his jeans, shoving them down quickly—eager, aching, mind clouded by lust.

Sophia froze.

The room was dim, but there was enough light. She stared down at the delicate black lace thong stretched tight over his hard cock, the silky fabric soaked at the tip, the thin straps framing his smooth, rounded hips and softly curved ass.

For a heartbeat, Ethan’s stomach dropped. He’d completely forgotten.

Before he could stammer an excuse, Sophia’s expression shifted. Her eyes darkened with heat. A wicked, delighted smile curved her lips.

“Oh… pretty,” she purred, voice dropping into a sultry tone. “You’ve been hiding this the whole night?”

She didn’t give him time to answer. Sophia took control.

She shoved him flat onto his back with surprising strength, pinning his wrists above his head with one hand. “Keep those on,” she ordered, snapping the waistband of the thong. “I want to fuck you while you’re wearing them.”

Ethan moaned as she yanked the lace aside just enough to free his throbbing cock. She stripped off her own panties and sank down onto him in one smooth motion, tight and wet and commanding. Sophia rode him hard, hips rolling with athletic power, her full breasts bouncing as she used him for her pleasure. Every time he tried to thrust up, she pushed him back down.

“Be a good girl and let me take what I want,” she whispered hotly against his ear, biting his neck.

The words sent a humiliating jolt of arousal through him. His golden hair fanned across the pillow, his full lips parted in desperate moans. Sophia played with his sensitive nipples, pinching and tugging until he was whimpering. She kept the thong stretched around his cock and balls, the lace teasing him mercilessly as she rode him closer and closer to the edge.

When he finally came, it was shattering—long, pulsing spurts while she ground down on him, chasing her own orgasm right after. She kissed his pouty lips possessively through it all.



The morning light filtered through the blinds. Ethan woke to the feeling of fingers tracing lazy circles on his hip, right along the delicate strap of the pale pink lace panties he’d changed into after their second round.

Sophia was propped on one elbow beside him, looking gloriously disheveled and still very much in control. Her athletic body was barely covered by his sheet.

“So,” she said casually, though her eyes sparkled with curiosity and lingering heat, “why is a cute runner like you wearing expensive lingerie under his clothes?”

Ethan’s face burned. He pulled the sheet higher, suddenly aware of how his golden-blonde hair must look splayed across the pillow, how soft and full his lips felt. His cock twitched again at the memory of how she had taken charge.

“It’s… complicated,” he muttered, voice soft.

Sophia raised an eyebrow, smiling. She leaned down and brushed a strand of his blonde hair behind his ear. “I’ve got time. And after last night… I’m very interested in hearing the story, Ethan.”

She waited, patient but clearly not letting him dodge the question, her hand still resting possessively on his lace-covered hip.

Chapter 8: The Proof

Sophia’s fingers continued tracing the delicate lace strap of Ethan’s pink panties, her touch light but possessive. She waited, green eyes steady on his face, clearly not planning to drop the subject.

Ethan took a deep breath, his heart hammering. Part of him wanted to lie—make up some excuse about a fetish or a dare. But after last night, after the way she had taken control and loved what she saw, something made him want to tell the truth.

“It’s going to sound insane,” he said softly, his fuller lips making his voice sound even gentler. “But it’s real. There’s… a being. She calls herself Lirael. She appeared one night after I took second in my first college race. She offered me power on the track in exchange for becoming more feminine. More… like this.” He gestured at his golden-blonde hair, smooth body, and the skimpy lingerie he couldn’t stop wearing.

Sophia’s eyebrows rose. She sat up a little straighter, the sheet slipping down to reveal the curve of her breasts. “A supernatural deal? Like a genie… but she’s turning you into a sissy?”

Ethan nodded, cheeks burning. “Every improvement on the track comes with changes. The hair, the lips, the hips… the lingerie. The constant need.” His cock twitched visibly beneath the pink lace as he spoke. “I asked for better strategy last time. That’s why I could win those bigger races.”

Sophia was quiet for a long moment. She studied his face—his pretty features, the undeniable femininity that had only grown since they met. Hesitation and disbelief warred in her expression.

“That’s… a lot,” she said finally, cautious. “It sounds like a wild story to explain wearing panties. How do I know you’re not just really into this and making up the rest?”

Ethan sat up, golden hair falling softly around his face. “I’ll prove it. Right now. I’ll ask her for something new, and you’ll see the change happen. Something useful for racing.”

Sophia’s lips parted, curiosity mixing with skepticism. “You’re serious.”

“Dead serious.” Ethan looked around the room, pulse racing. “Lirael… I need you. Please come.”

The air in the dorm room warmed instantly, carrying that signature sweet jasmine scent. Sophia’s eyes widened as a soft glow appeared near the foot of the bed. Lirael materialized—breathtaking, otherworldly, her sheer dress doing almost nothing to hide her voluptuous body. Golden eyes flicked between Ethan and Sophia with amusement and approval.

“You called, my golden runner,” Lirael purred, her voice rich and melodic. “And you brought a guest. How delightful.”

Sophia tensed, breath catching. “Holy shit…”

Ethan spoke quickly. “I want a faster start. Explosive speed off the line in races. Better acceleration in the first 100 meters so I can get position against stronger fields. That’s all.”

Lirael smiled, gliding closer. She glanced at Sophia again, clearly enjoying the audience. “A strong tactical request. In exchange, your toenails will become permanently manicured—always perfectly shaped, glossy, and matching whatever lingerie you wear. The color, the design, even delicate patterns if the fabric has them. They will be undeniably feminine and impossible to hide in sandals or flip-flops.”

Ethan swallowed, glancing at Sophia. She looked stunned but was watching intently.

“I accept,” he said.

Lirael leaned down and kissed him deeply. Sophia watched, wide-eyed, as a visible wave of magic rippled through Ethan’s body. He moaned softly into the kiss as heat concentrated in his feet. When Lirael pulled back, Ethan kicked the sheet away.

His toenails had transformed. On his smooth feet they now gleamed with a glossy, delicate baby pink polish that perfectly matched the lace panties he wore—subtle glitter flecks and a tiny bow design on the big toes. They looked professionally done, feminine, and unmistakably coordinated with his lingerie.

Sophia stared, mouth open. She reached out hesitantly and touched one of his toes, feeling the smooth, hardened polish.

“It… changed,” she whispered. “Right in front of me. The color matches exactly.”

Lirael gave a soft, satisfied laugh. “He does this for you, pretty athlete. To prove I am real.” She blew Ethan a kiss. “Use your new gift well, my sweet sissy. The track is waiting.”

With that, she faded away, leaving the room scented with her presence.

Silence stretched for several seconds. Sophia slowly looked up from Ethan’s pretty toenails to his face—golden hair, full pouty lips, flushed cheeks, and the obvious erection straining his pink panties.

“You were telling the truth,” she said, voice hushed with awe. Then a slow, predatory smile spread across her face. “And you’re willing to go even further… just to prove it to me?”

Ethan nodded, breathing fast, the new arousal from the magic and her gaze making him throb.

Sophia pushed him back onto the bed, climbing on top once more. “Then I want to see more,” she whispered hotly against his lips. “Show me how much you’re willing to change for this power… and for me watching.”

Her hand slipped inside his panties as she kissed him, taking control again.

Chapter 9: Explosive Start

The regional championship meet was a step up in competition again. Stronger athletes, deeper fields, and national-level talent on the line. Ethan felt the familiar mix of nerves and excitement as he warmed up on the infield. His golden-blonde hair was pulled into a neat ponytail, though soft strands still escaped to frame his face. Beneath his racing shorts, he wore a delicate lavender lace thong that matched his freshly polished toenails—glossy lavender with subtle silver accents.

Sophia had come to watch. She stood near the fence in tight athletic leggings and a cropped top that showed off her toned, feminine build. Every time their eyes met, she gave him a knowing, heated smile that made his cock twitch against the skimpy lace.

The 1500 meters was first.

Ethan stepped into the blocks. When the gun cracked, his new gift activated perfectly. He exploded off the line with blistering acceleration—quicker than anyone else in the field. The enhanced start let him seize prime position in the front pack before the first turn, avoiding the usual jostling and elbowing. His tactical instincts took over from there. He sat comfortably behind the leader, conserving energy, then made a perfectly timed move on the final backstretch.

He won by nearly two seconds. A new personal best.

The crowd cheered as he crossed the line, chest heaving, a fierce grin on his full, pouty lips. Sophia was waiting for him near the warm-down area, eyes bright with pride and something hungrier.

“You looked incredible out there,” she murmured, pulling him into a brief but heated kiss. “That start… fuck, Ethan. I’m so turned on right now.”

There was a two-hour gap before his 3200 meters. Sophia didn’t waste it.

She guided him to a relatively private spot behind the athletic building—mostly hidden by trees and storage sheds. “You need to stay loose and focused,” she whispered, pushing him gently against the wall. “Let me help you with that.”

Before he could respond, she dropped to her knees in front of him, athletic and graceful even on the grass. Ethan’s heart raced as she tugged his warm-up shorts down just enough to expose the pretty lavender thong straining against his already-hard cock.

“Mmm, look at you,” Sophia purred, clearly delighted. She hooked a finger under the delicate lace and pulled it slowly to the side, freeing his throbbing length. “I love how these look on you. So fucking pretty.”

She leaned in and took him into her warm, wet mouth in one smooth motion. Ethan gasped, golden hair falling across his eyes as he leaned his head back. Sophia worked him expertly—sucking, licking, and stroking with confident hunger. Every time she pulled back to breathe, she’d teasingly snap the lavender lace back into place for a moment before tugging it aside again, clearly obsessed with the contrast between his hard cock and the feminine underwear.

“You’re doing this for more power, aren’t you?” she murmured between licks, eyes looking up at him. “I can’t wait to see what you trade next. Maybe softer skin? Or bigger hips for even better stride power?” She swirled her tongue around the head. “Or prettier hands that look nice when you accept your medals…”

The dirty encouragement, combined with her skilled mouth and the constant teasing of his lingerie, pushed him over the edge fast. Ethan moaned—soft and needy—as he came hard down her throat. Sophia swallowed every drop, humming with satisfaction before carefully tucking him back into the lavender thong and kissing the lace-covered bulge.

“Better?” she asked, standing up and wiping her lips with a wicked grin.

“Much better,” Ethan breathed, legs still shaky. The post-orgasm clarity helped. His mind felt sharp.

He ran the 3200 meters with the same tactical brilliance, finishing a strong second against deeper competition. Not a win, but his best performance yet at the distance.



Later that evening, back in his dorm with Sophia curled against him, she traced patterns on his smooth thigh, right along the edge of a fresh pair of emerald green panties.

“You’re getting so good,” she whispered. “But I keep thinking about how much stronger you could be. Imagine if your chest filled out a little more—better aerodynamics or something.” She smiled playfully, though her eyes were serious. “Or maybe longer hair you could really style. I’d love to help you pick out more lingerie… and see what Lirael gives you for the next big leap.”

Ethan swallowed, his cock already stirring again at her words. The high of the explosive start and her eager support mixed with a deepening sense of inevitability.

Sophia was hooked on his changes.

And part of him was starting to crave the next bargain too.

Chapter 10: Spotlight

The regular season was winding down. Ethan had become a name in the conference—consistent podiums, several wins, and eye-catching personal bests that put him in serious contention for Nationals. But “consistent” wasn’t enough anymore. He wanted to be the story. The runner people talked about, the one spectators pointed out when he stepped onto the track. Someone unforgettable.

Sophia had been spending more and more time with him. She came to every remaining meet, cheered louder than anyone, and spent the nights exploring his increasingly feminine body with eager hands and mouth. The more changes she saw, the hungrier she became.

One evening after a hard training session, they lay tangled in his bed. Ethan wore a delicate white lace boyshorts set that made his rounded ass look especially soft and inviting. Sophia traced the edge of the lace with her fingertips, her athletic leg thrown over his.

“You’re so close to Nationals,” she murmured, kissing along his jaw. “But I want them to see you. Not just another good runner in the pack. I want every person in the stadium watching you.” She nipped his earlobe. “Tell Lirael you want showmanship. Charisma. Something magnetic that makes people unable to look away.”

Ethan’s cock stirred against the silky fabric. Sophia’s growing obsession with his transformation turned him on as much as it unnerved him.

“You really want me to go further?” he asked softly, his full lips brushing hers.

Sophia’s green eyes sparkled with heat. “Yes. I love watching it happen. Every new change makes you prettier… and makes me wetter. Ask her tonight. I want to see what she does to you next.”

Her hand slipped inside his boyshorts, stroking him slowly as she whispered encouragement. “Do it for me, pretty boy.”

That night, after Sophia had coaxed two intense orgasms out of him, Ethan called for Lirael.

The supernatural beauty appeared in her usual shimmer of moonlight and shadow, her voluptuous body barely contained by sheer fabric. She smiled warmly at both of them, noting how Sophia watched with open fascination.

“My golden runner and his eager admirer,” Lirael purred. “You’ve come far. What gift do you seek as the season reaches its peak?”

Ethan took a steadying breath. “Nationals are coming. I want more than wins. I want people to know who I am when I step on the track. I want natural showmanship—charisma and presence that draws every eye in the stadium. Something that makes spectators remember me.”

Lirael’s golden eyes gleamed with pleasure. She glanced at Sophia, who was practically vibrating with anticipation beside Ethan.

“A beautiful request,” Lirael said. “You will move with natural flair. Your posture, your expressions, even the way you acknowledge the crowd will captivate them. In exchange…”

She leaned down, running long fingers through Ethan’s golden hair.

“Your eyes will become larger, brighter, and more striking. Your lashes will grow long, thick, and naturally dark—framing those eyes in a way that gives you an irresistibly cute, almost doll-like innocence mixed with seduction.”

Sophia let out a soft, excited sound. She squeezed Ethan’s thigh hard.

“I accept,” Ethan whispered.

Lirael kissed him deeply. The magic flowed in, warm and tingling, concentrating around his eyes. Ethan gasped into her mouth as his lashes lengthened and thickened dramatically. His eyes enlarged subtly, becoming wider and more expressive, with a bright, captivating sparkle. When Lirael pulled back, Ethan looked noticeably cuter—almost ethereally pretty. His golden-blonde hair, full pouty lips, and now these big, long-lashed eyes created a devastatingly feminine face.

Sophia stared, transfixed. “Oh my god… Ethan, you look adorable. And so fucking hot.”

Lirael gave a satisfied smile. “Enjoy your new magnetism, my sweet sissy. The crowds will adore you. And your lovely Sophia…” She winked at the other woman. “I suspect she will push you for even more very soon.”

Lirael faded away.

Sophia immediately climbed on top of Ethan, straddling him. She cupped his face, thumbs brushing over his new long lashes and wider eyes.

“Look at you,” she breathed, voice thick with lust. “Those eyes… I can’t wait to see you on the track with them. Every camera is going to be on you.” She ground down against his renewed erection, the lace of his boyshorts creating delicious friction. “What should we ask for next? Maybe real breasts? Or a softer voice?”

She kissed him hungrily, clearly more turned on than ever by the fresh changes.

Ethan moaned softly, big doe-like eyes fluttering as Sophia pulled his lingerie aside once again. Nationals were approaching fast, and with every new gift, the version of himself he showed the world was becoming less male runner… and more something beautifully feminine.

He was starting to wonder how far he was truly willing to go.

Chapter 11: Confidence and Cost

The National Championship stadium was alive with energy. This was the biggest moment of Ethan’s running career — the 1500-meter final. A strong performance here could define his future.

But as the runners were called to the line, raw nerves threatened to overwhelm him. His hands trembled. His stomach twisted. The weight of the crowd, the cameras, and everything he had sacrificed pressed down hard.

“Lirael,” he whispered urgently, seconds before stepping into the blocks. “I need unshakable confidence for this race. Right now.”

Her voice answered smoothly in his mind.

You will have it. We will settle the price after you finish.

A wave of calm, powerful self-assurance flooded through Ethan. The anxiety vanished. His posture straightened with natural poise. A confident, charismatic smile touched his full lips as he settled into the blocks, long lashes framing his bright eyes. He looked magnetic.

The gun fired.

Ethan launched forward with explosive speed, seized perfect position, and ran the race of his life. His showmanship shone through — graceful strides, poised form, and small, captivating gestures toward the crowd on the backstretch. On the final lap he kicked decisively and pulled away, crossing the line in first place.

The stadium erupted. Ethan stood tall on the track, golden-blonde hair catching the light, accepting the roar of the crowd with elegant confidence.



In the quieter recovery area afterward, Sophia rushed to him, eyes shining with excitement. Before they could celebrate properly, Lirael appeared in a shimmer visible only to them.

“Congratulations, my champion,” the supernatural beauty purred. “You raced beautifully. As promised, here is my price for the confidence: Your ass will become incredibly sensitive — every bit as responsive and pleasurable as a vagina. It will develop the same deep, aching needs and cravings. You may soon find yourself desperately wanting to be filled… to have a thick cock sliding deep inside you and fucking you senseless.”

A warm, tingling rush immediately bloomed in Ethan’s rounded rear. The sensitivity awakened at once. Even the light pressure of his delicate thong felt intensely erotic against his new pleasure centers.

Sophia’s face fell. “That’s it? No visible change? Nothing we can actually see right now?”

Lirael’s golden eyes narrowed dangerously at Sophia.

“You dare complain about my gift, little girl?” Her voice turned icy. A flicker of magic lashed toward Sophia. “For your disrespect and greed, you will no longer be able to wear any bra. Any attempt will cause you severe discomfort. And your nipples will remain permanently hard, swollen, and extremely sensitive from now on.”

Sophia gasped sharply as the curse took hold. Her athletic breasts shifted slightly beneath her top. Her nipples stiffened instantly into prominent, aching peaks that pressed obviously against the fabric. She crossed her arms over her chest, face flushing with a mix of shock and unwanted arousal.

Lirael continued coldly, “Do not upset me further, Sophia. Be grateful you are allowed to watch and enjoy Ethan’s beautiful transformation. Push too hard, and the next changes may not be so kind to you.”

With that warning, Lirael faded away.

Ethan turned to Sophia, still breathing hard from the race, his newly sensitive ass clenching with unfamiliar need. Sophia’s hardened nipples were clearly visible through her shirt, and she kept shifting uncomfortably.

“Fuck…” she muttered, voice husky. She reached up and brushed one of Ethan’s nipples through his singlet anyway, then pinched her own with a soft hiss of pleasure-pain. “I wanted to see you grow real tits or something big for Nationals… but this ass thing…” Her eyes darkened with fresh hunger despite her own curse. “I can’t wait to play with it tonight.”

She leaned in and kissed him possessively, her stiff nipples brushing against his chest.

Ethan had won Nationals.

But the transformations — and the desires they brought — were becoming impossible to ignore.

Chapter 12: Cravings

Summer training for the upcoming cross country season had begun in earnest. Longer miles, hill repeats, and tempo runs replaced the crisp track workouts. Ethan’s body was adapting — stronger, more efficient thanks to all of Lirael’s gifts — but the newest change dominated his every waking moment.

His ass felt like a hungry, throbbing pussy.

Every step made the sensitive walls inside clench and flutter. The delicate lingerie he was forced to wear constantly rubbed against his hole, sending distracting sparks of pleasure through him. Sitting, running, even just bending over caused needy little contractions that left him wet and aching. His cock stayed half-hard most of the day, but the real hunger was deeper.

Sophia loved it.



One humid evening after a long run, they were in Ethan’s dorm room. Sophia had him on all fours on the bed, golden-blonde hair spilling across his back, lacy pink thong pulled to the side.

“Look at you,” she cooed, slicking two fingers with lube. “That pretty hole is already winking for me.”

She pushed both fingers inside him slowly. Ethan moaned loudly, pushing back greedily. His new anatomy made every inch feel electric — warm, slick, velvety walls that gripped her fingers desperately. Sophia curled them, stroking along his inner walls until she found the spot that made his eyes roll back.

“Oh fuck— right there,” he whimpered, voice breathy and feminine.

Sophia pumped her fingers deeper, scissoring them, stretching him open while she leaned down and took his leaking cock into her mouth. She sucked him sloppily, hollowing her cheeks, while her fingers fucked his sensitive ass in a steady rhythm — curling, thrusting, rubbing that magical spot until his thighs shook.

“You’re so wet inside,” she murmured around his cock. “Just like a little pussy. You love getting fingered, don’t you?”

Ethan could only moan in response, rocking back onto her fingers while she bobbed on his dick. The dual sensation — her hot mouth on his cock and her fingers plunging into his greedy hole — pushed him over the edge fast. He came hard, ass clenching rhythmically around her fingers as he spilled down her throat.

Sophia kept fingering him through the orgasm, drawing it out until he was whimpering and oversensitive.



It wasn’t enough.

A few days later, while Sophia was at class, Ethan found himself alone and unbearably horny again. His hole kept twitching, empty and needy. He remembered the dildo in her overnight bag — a realistic, medium-thick silicone cock with a suction base.

He locked the door, stripped down to just a black lace thong, and stuck the dildo to the floor in front of his full-length mirror. His reflection stared back: golden-blonde hair, big doe eyes with long lashes, full pouty lips, permanently hard nipples poking against his thin shirt, and a round, feminine ass.

Ethan lubed the toy generously, pulled his thong aside, and lowered himself onto it.

“Ahh— fuck…” he gasped as the thick head popped past his tight ring.

He sank down slowly, feeling every inch stretch and fill his newly sensitive channel. The sensation was overwhelming — full, deep, incredibly pleasurable. When he bottomed out, his ass pressed against the base, he let out a shaky moan. It felt like a thick cock was buried inside his pussy.

He started riding it.

Slowly at first, lifting and dropping, watching in the mirror as his rounded ass swallowed the dildo again and again. His own cock bounced hard, leaking steadily onto the floor. The more he rode, the wetter and louder it got — obscene, slick sounds filling the room as his greedy hole took the toy deeper.

“Shit… so good,” he panted, picking up speed. He braced his hands on his thighs and fucked himself harder, hips rolling, ass cheeks jiggling with each bounce. Every downward thrust rubbed perfectly against his prostate, sending jolts of pure pleasure through his body. His long lashes fluttered, full lips parted in constant moans.

He came hands-free the first time, ass spasming wildly around the thick dildo as his cock pulsed and shot ropes of cum across the floor. But he didn’t stop. He kept riding through the orgasm, chasing the deeper, rolling pleasure his new ass craved.

By the time he finally pulled off the toy, his hole was puffy, gaping slightly, and twitching with aftershocks. He felt satisfied for the first time in days.



It quickly became a daily habit.

Every morning before practice, Ethan would lock his door, lube up Sophia’s dildo, and ride it thoroughly. Some days he took it slow and sensual, grinding in deep circles while stroking his cock. Other days he fucked himself roughly — bouncing hard and fast, moaning into his pillow, chasing that full, cunt-like pleasure until he came twice.

The ritual helped him focus. After a good, hard ride, the desperate ache in his ass would quiet enough for him to get through long cross country runs without constantly thinking about getting fucked.

Sophia caught him one morning and watched from the doorway with dark, hungry eyes as he rode the dildo frantically, golden hair bouncing, pretty face contorted in ecstasy.

“That’s my good girl,” she purred, stepping inside and closing the door. “Keep going. I want to see how many times that needy hole can come before practice.”

She knelt behind him, fingering his cock while he continued impaling himself, pushing him toward another shattering orgasm.

Cross country season was still months away, but Ethan’s training had taken on an entirely new — and much more intimate — dimension.

Chapter 13: Constant Hunger

Sophia quickly learned exactly how insatiable Ethan’s new ass had become. The constant, throbbing need between his cheeks never fully faded — it only quieted temporarily after he came. She turned that knowledge into her favorite game.

Any chance she got, she had him riding.



One afternoon after an easy recovery run, Sophia pushed him into his room, locked the door, and pulled out the realistic dildo. “Strip down to your panties,” she ordered with a wicked grin.

Ethan’s cheeks burned with shame and arousal as he obeyed. Sophia had recently bought him several pairs of expensive crotchless panties — delicate lace pieces with strategic openings that left his smooth hole and hard cock completely accessible while still hugging his widening hips and rounded ass like feminine lingerie should.

She chose a pair of sheer baby-blue crotchless panties today. The lace framed his ass beautifully, the open gusset perfectly exposing his eager, twitching hole.

“On your knees,” she said, sticking the suction-cup dildo to the floor. “I want to watch you fuck yourself.”

Ethan straddled the toy and sank down slowly, moaning loudly as the thick silicone stretched him open. The crotchless design made it effortless — no fabric to pull aside. He felt every inch sliding deep into his sensitive, pussy-like channel.

“Fuck… it’s so deep,” he whimpered, long lashes fluttering, full pouty lips parted.

Sophia sat on the bed stroking herself, eyes locked on him. “Ride it properly, pretty girl. Show me how badly that new cunt needs cock.”

Ethan began bouncing. The wet, obscene sounds of his lubed hole swallowing the dildo filled the room. His rounded ass cheeks rippled with every downward thrust. His own cock bounced freely through the open front of the crotchless panties, leaking steadily. Every time he bottomed out, the thick head rubbed perfectly against his prostate, sending waves of deep, rolling pleasure through his core.

Sophia reached out and slapped his ass lightly. “Faster. I love how your tits — well, your hard little nipples — bounce when you really get into it.”

He rode harder, golden-blonde hair swaying, big doe eyes half-lidded in ecstasy. Sophia eventually knelt behind him, reaching around to stroke his cock while he impaled himself. She whispered filthy encouragement in his ear until he came hard — ass clenching rhythmically around the thick dildo, cock spurting onto the floor.

Even after he came, she made him keep riding slowly, “to keep that hungry hole satisfied.”



It became a near-daily occurrence.

Some mornings before practice she would wake him with the dildo already suctioned to the chair. He would sit on it and ride while drinking his coffee, trying to focus on training plans while his sensitive walls fluttered around the intrusion.

In the evenings she often had him on all fours, riding reverse-cowgirl while she fingered his cock or played with his permanently hard nipples. The crotchless panties made everything effortless and instantly accessible. She loved watching the delicate lace frame his bouncing ass as he fucked himself desperately.

One night, as Ethan was riding particularly hard — moaning shamelessly, ass cheeks clapping against the base of the dildo — the air in the room grew warm and sweet with jasmine.

Lirael appeared in the corner, leaning gracefully against the wall. Her golden eyes glowed with open interest and amusement as she watched Ethan bounce frantically on the thick toy.

Sophia noticed her first and smirked, not stopping her stroking of Ethan’s cock. “Enjoying the show?”

“Very much,” Lirael purred, her voice rich and velvety. She circled them slowly, drinking in the sight of Ethan’s feminized body — golden hair tousled, long lashes wet with pleasure, full lips moaning, and his greedy, cock-hungry ass devouring the dildo through the crotchless blue lace. “I knew this gift would suit you, my sweet sissy. Look how beautifully you’ve taken to it.”

Ethan whimpered, too far gone to stop riding. The knowledge that Lirael was watching him fuck himself only heightened his shame and arousal. His hole clenched harder around the silicone cock.

Lirael stopped beside Sophia and gently stroked her dark hair. “You’ve been a very good influence on him. Keep feeding his hunger. The deeper he falls, the more exquisite his transformation will become.”

She leaned down and whispered directly into Ethan’s ear as he continued bouncing, “Soon you won’t be satisfied with just toys, pretty one.”

With a soft, seductive laugh, Lirael faded away.

Sophia immediately pushed Ethan onto his back, climbed on top, and guided his cock inside her while the dildo was still buried deep in his ass. She rode him hard, grinding down so the toy shifted inside him with every movement.

“Even she likes watching you like this,” Sophia gasped, her own permanently hard nipples rubbing against his chest. “I can’t wait to see what you ask for next.”

Ethan could only moan helplessly, lost in the overwhelming pleasure of being filled while fucking — his new reality as cross country season approached.

Chapter 14: The Edge of Control

Ethan stood in front of the mirror in his dorm after a long morning run, towel wrapped loosely around his waist. The reflection staring back at him felt more like a stranger every day.

Golden-blonde hair fell in soft, shiny waves past his ears, framing a face that was undeniably pretty: big, doe-like eyes with long fluttering lashes, smooth cheeks, and those full, plump lips that looked made for kissing… or wrapping around something thick. His chest showed small, puffy mounds beneath permanently erect nipples that poked obviously against any shirt he wore. His waist had narrowed while his hips and ass had continued to round out into a soft, feminine heart shape. And between his cheeks… that constant, aching emptiness that never fully went away.

He turned slightly and let the towel drop. The crotchless black lace panties he wore framed his smooth ass and hard cock perfectly. Even standing still, his hole twitched with quiet need.

“I’ve gone far enough,” he whispered to his reflection. His voice had taken on a softer, breathier quality. “No more deals. No more changes.”

He was scared.

The new sensitivity in his ass had awakened something deeper. In the locker room after practice, he found himself stealing glances at his teammates as they showered or changed. Thick cocks hanging heavy between strong thighs. The way they swayed when someone walked. The musky scent in the air. Once or twice he’d caught himself licking his full lips before forcing his eyes away, heart pounding with shame and unwanted heat.

It wasn’t just the locker room.

Out on the street, at the coffee shop near campus, at the gym — he noticed men. The bulge in their jeans. The confident way some of them carried themselves. His sensitive ass would clench involuntarily, and a fresh wave of slick need would make him shift uncomfortably in his delicate panties.

If I ask for anything else… I won’t be able to stop myself.

He was terrified that one more bargain would push him over the edge. That he’d start craving real cock. That he’d stop fighting the pull entirely.



Sophia noticed his withdrawal immediately.

That evening she had him exactly where she loved him most — straddling her thick dildo in the middle of the room, wearing nothing but a new pair of red crotchless panties. Ethan rode slowly, trying to focus on the deep, cunt-like pleasure rather than the thoughts swirling in his head. His rounded ass rose and fell, swallowing every inch while his own cock bounced and leaked through the open front of the lace.

Sophia lounged on the bed, fingers lazily circling one of her own permanently hard nipples through her thin top.

“You’ve been quiet lately,” she said, eyes locked on the way his hole stretched around the silicone shaft. “No new requests for Lirael? Nationals are over, but cross country is coming. You could be even better…”

Ethan moaned as he sank down fully, the thick head pressing against his deepest, most sensitive spots. “I’m… I’m good where I am,” he panted, trying to keep his voice steady. “No more changes.”

Sophia raised an eyebrow. She sat up and reached between his legs, stroking his cock while he continued riding. “But you’re already so close to perfect. Just imagine how hot you’d look with real breasts bouncing while you train. Or a softer, sweeter voice moaning my name.” She squeezed him. “Or maybe hips wide enough that everyone knows exactly what kind of girl you’re becoming.”

Ethan whimpered, riding a little harder despite himself. The images flashed through his mind — and worse, the thought of dropping to his knees in front of one of those thick cocks he kept noticing. He shook his head, golden hair swaying.

“I can’t,” he gasped. “If I keep going… I won’t be able to stop. I’m already… fuck… I’m already looking at guys. In the locker room. I can’t risk it.”

Sophia’s eyes darkened with lust at the confession. She grabbed his hips and forced him down harder onto the dildo.

“That’s so fucking hot,” she breathed. “My pretty little sissy starting to crave real dick? Keep riding and tell me more.”

Ethan moaned helplessly, ass clenching around the toy as another orgasm built. But even as pleasure flooded him, the fear remained.

He wouldn’t call Lirael again.

He couldn’t.

Not unless he wanted to lose the last pieces of himself.



Later that night, as Ethan lay spent and leaking in his crotchless panties, the air grew warm and fragrant with jasmine.

Lirael appeared beside the bed, more beautiful and tempting than ever. She looked down at his flushed, feminized body with obvious hunger and amusement.

“You’re fighting so hard now, my golden runner,” she purred softly. “How long do you think you can resist when your pretty hole aches to be truly filled? When every man you see makes you wet with need?”

She blew him a gentle kiss that sent a fresh throb through his sensitive ass before fading away.

Ethan curled up, trembling with both fear and desire.

Cross country season was approaching.

And he was walking a dangerous line.

Chapter 15: The Bet

The first cross country race of the season was a mid-sized invitational on a rolling, grassy course. Ethan felt both excited and anxious as he pinned his race bib to his lightweight singlet. His golden-blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail, though several soft strands framed his pretty face. Beneath his shorts he wore a pair of light blue crotchless lace panties. His nipples were stiff and obvious against the thin fabric, and his ass already ached with that familiar, needy emptiness.

He had told himself no more risks. No more changes. Just run.

Then he met Jax.

The new runner from a rival school was tall, broad-shouldered, and cocky as hell. Dark hair, sharp jaw, and a confident smirk that never left his face. He carried himself like he already owned the course.

“You’re Harper, right?” Jax said during the warm-up, looking Ethan up and down with obvious amusement. “Heard you got fast. Cute hair, by the way.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned. Before he could respond, Jax stepped closer, voice low.

“Tell you what. Let’s make this interesting. Whoever loses today owes the winner a blowjob. Loser sucks. Winner gets sucked. Right after the race, somewhere private.”

Ethan’s heart slammed against his ribs. He should have laughed it off. Walked away. But the moment Jax said it, heat flooded his body. His sensitive ass clenched hard, and his mouth watered. Those full, feminine lips parted slightly as he stared at the obvious bulge in Jax’s shorts.

“Deal,” Ethan heard himself say before he could stop.

Jax grinned. “Good girl.”



The gun went off.

Ethan ran smart and strong, using every gift he’d earned. His explosive start, perfect tactics, and endless endurance put him shoulder-to-shoulder with Jax for most of the 8K race. He could have won. On the final hill he had the legs for it.

But at the last moment, Ethan eased off just enough.

Jax surged past in the final 200 meters and crossed the line first. Ethan took a deliberate second — close enough that no one questioned it, but far enough to lose the bet.

The shame hit him immediately as he slowed to a walk, chest heaving. What the fuck did I just do?

Jax was waiting with a triumphant smirk. “Looks like you owe me, princess.”



They found a secluded spot behind the equipment shed, far from the main finish area. Jax leaned against the wall and pulled his shorts down. His cock sprang out — thick, heavy, already hard.

Ethan dropped to his knees in the grass, heart pounding with humiliation. His golden-blonde hair fell around his face as he stared at the cock right in front of him. It smelled musky and masculine. His mouth watered uncontrollably.

“Fuck… I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he whispered, voice trembling with shame.

Jax chuckled. “You lost on purpose. We both know it. Now suck it like the pretty little sissy you look like.”

The words burned. Ethan leaned forward, full pouty lips parting as he took the head of Jax’s cock into his mouth. The taste — salty skin, a hint of precum — hit him instantly. He moaned softly around the thick shaft, eyes fluttering. It was better than he expected. Warm. Heavy. Addictive.

He started sucking eagerly, hollowing his cheeks, tongue swirling around the head. His long lashes fluttered as he took more and more into his mouth, bobbing deeper. Wet, sloppy sounds filled the quiet space behind the shed. Drool ran down his chin onto his hard nipples.

“Shit, you’re good at this,” Jax groaned, grabbing Ethan’s blonde hair. “Those lips were made for sucking cock.”

Ethan whimpered in response, sucking harder. One hand stroked the base while the other braced on Jax’s muscular thigh. The shame was overwhelming — he was on his knees in public, dressed in crotchless panties, sucking off a cocky stranger after throwing a race. But the deep, aching arousal between his cheeks and the intoxicating taste in his mouth betrayed him completely.

He loved it.

When Jax finally came, thick ropes of cum flooded Ethan’s mouth. He swallowed greedily, moaning as the salty, bitter taste coated his tongue. He kept sucking gently through the orgasm, milking every drop until Jax pulled out with a satisfied groan.

Ethan stayed on his knees for a moment, breathing hard, lips shiny and swollen, a faint trail of cum at the corner of his mouth. The shame crashed over him in waves… but so did a dark, thrilling satisfaction.

He had loved the taste.

He had loved the feeling of a real cock in his mouth.

Jax zipped up with a laugh. “Not bad for your first time, Harper. See you at the next race. Maybe I’ll let you win… or maybe not.”

He walked away, leaving Ethan alone with his racing thoughts and the lingering taste of cum on his tongue.



That night, back in his room, Ethan couldn’t stop replaying it. Even after riding Sophia’s dildo twice, the memory of Jax’s thick cock and warm load kept him aching for more.

He stared at the ceiling, golden hair fanned across the pillow, terrified of how easily he had given in.

Just one more race, he told himself. No more bets. No more deals with Lirael.

But deep down, he already knew the hunger was winning.

Chapter 16: Perfect Pleasure

The memory of Jax’s thick cock and warm, salty cum haunted Ethan for days.

He tried to bury it. He ran longer miles than necessary. He rode Sophia’s dildo until his legs shook and his sensitive ass was sore. But nothing erased the taste, the feeling of being on his knees, or the shameful thrill that came with it.

One night, after Sophia had left for her own training, Ethan sat alone on his bed wearing nothing but a pair of sheer white crotchless panties. His golden-blonde hair was loose, his full lips still slightly swollen from earlier that evening. His permanently hard nipples ached, and the deep, empty need in his ass throbbed insistently.

He couldn’t fight it anymore.

“Lirael,” he whispered, voice soft and trembling. “I need you.”

The air grew warm and sweet. Lirael appeared at the foot of the bed, more radiant than ever. Her golden eyes studied his increasingly feminine form with clear satisfaction.

“My pretty runner,” she purred. “You’ve been resisting me. But I can see the hunger in those big, beautiful eyes. What is it you desire this time?”

Ethan swallowed hard, cheeks burning with embarrassment. He chose his words carefully.

“I want… the ability to perfectly satisfy anyone sexually. A man or a woman — in any way they desire. I want to instinctively know exactly what they need, how to touch them, how to move, how to make them lose control with pleasure.” He added the last part quickly, almost too quickly. “Especially women, of course.”

Lirael’s lips curved into a knowing, predatory smile. She stepped closer, trailing a finger down his smooth chest and flicking one of his stiff nipples, making him gasp.

“Especially women,” she repeated, amused. “Of course. Such a generous, selfless gift. You will become the perfect lover. Your body will know every technique, every rhythm, every pressure point. Your tongue, your fingers, your cock, and that greedy little hole of yours will all become instruments of overwhelming pleasure. You will adapt instantly to any desire — rough, gentle, dominant, submissive. They will never forget you.”

Ethan’s cock twitched hard in his crotchless panties. His ass clenched with fresh need.

“What’s the price?” he asked hoarsely.

Lirael leaned in, her full breasts brushing his shoulder. “For this gift, your voice will become completely feminine — soft, breathy, and undeniably girlish. Your hips and ass will widen further, becoming lush and unmistakably feminine. And your scent will change — sweet, subtle, and naturally arousing to anyone attracted to you.”

Ethan hesitated only a moment. The craving won.

“I accept.”

Lirael kissed him deeply. Magic poured into him like liquid heat.

His voice shifted first. When he moaned into her mouth, the sound that came out was higher, softer, and deliciously feminine. His hips and ass swelled noticeably, rounding out into full, heart-shaped curves that strained the delicate lace of his panties. A new, sweet floral scent rose from his skin.

When Lirael pulled back, Ethan was panting, voice now unmistakably that of a pretty girl.

“Oh god…” he — she — breathed, the new voice sending a fresh shiver through her.

Lirael smiled. “Go ahead, my perfect little pleasure slut. Test your new gift. I suspect you won’t be able to resist for long.”

She faded away, leaving Ethan trembling with new power and even deeper hunger.



Later that night, when Sophia returned, Ethan put the gift to use immediately.

He worshipped her body with perfect skill — knowing exactly how to lick her clit in fluttering patterns, when to slide two fingers deep and curl them just right, how to suck on her permanently hard nipples until she was shaking. He made her come three times in rapid succession, each one stronger than the last.

When Sophia finally pushed him onto his back and straddled his face, Ethan licked her with instinctive perfection, tongue and lips working in flawless harmony until she was grinding down and moaning his new feminine name.

But even as Sophia came on his tongue, Ethan’s mind drifted to thick, hard cocks. To Jax. To the locker room.

His newly enhanced ass clenched with deep, empty need.

He had asked for the ability to please anyone.

And he already knew exactly who he wanted to please next.

Chapter 17: Improved Skills

The second cross country race of the season was another strong invitational on a fast, rolling course. Ethan lined up with a mix of excitement and dread. His body had changed even more noticeably — wider, plush hips and a full, heart-shaped ass that stretched his racing shorts tight. His golden-blonde hair was in a high ponytail, long lashes framing his big eyes, and his voice now sounded completely like a soft, breathy girl’s.

Jax found him during warm-ups, smirking as he looked Ethan up and down.

“Damn, Harper. You’re looking even cuter than last time. Those hips are something else.” He stepped closer. “Same bet? Loser sucks the winner off right after the race.”

Ethan’s new feminine voice came out shy and soft. “Deal.”

He told himself he would try this time. Really try.

But when the gun fired, the same pull returned. He ran strong for most of the race — using perfect tactics and his endless endurance — staying neck-and-neck with Jax. On the final kilometer, he had the speed to pull away.

Instead, he let Jax edge ahead in the finishing straight. Second place again.

Jax was waiting at the finish with a triumphant grin. “You threw it again, didn’t you, princess?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned with shame, but his sensitive ass clenched with anticipation.



They found the same secluded spot behind the equipment shed. Jax wasted no time, leaning against the wall and shoving his shorts down. His thick cock sprang free, already half-hard and heavy.

Ethan dropped gracefully to his knees in the grass, his wider hips and round ass making the motion look naturally feminine. The new sweet scent of his skin mixed with the earthy outdoor air.

“You’ve been practicing or something?” Jax asked, amused.

Ethan didn’t answer with words. His new gift took over.

He started slow and sensual, pressing soft, full lips against the head of Jax’s cock in a gentle kiss. His long lashes fluttered as he looked up, big doe eyes locking with Jax’s. Then he parted those plump lips and took the head into his warm, wet mouth, swirling his tongue in perfect figure-eights around the sensitive underside.

“Fuck…” Jax groaned, already impressed.

Ethan took him deeper, inch by inch, using the perfect combination of suction and tongue pressure. His soft, girlish moans vibrated around the thick shaft as he bobbed his head. Drool spilled from the corners of his mouth, running down Jax’s cock and onto his balls. Ethan used one hand to stroke the base with perfect rhythm while the other gently massaged and rolled Jax’s heavy balls.

He pulled off for a moment, strings of saliva connecting his shiny lips to the cockhead, and began licking long, slow stripes from base to tip, paying special attention to the frenulum. His new feminine voice whispered breathily, “You taste so good…”

Then he took Jax to the back of his throat in one smooth motion, relaxing perfectly and swallowing around the thick head. The wet, gagging sounds were obscene and deliberate. Ethan held himself there, nose pressed against Jax’s pubic bone, throat massaging the entire length while his tongue continued working.

“Jesus Christ,” Jax gasped, grabbing fistfuls of golden-blonde hair. “You’ve gotten way better. That throat feels fucking incredible.”

Ethan hummed happily around the cock, the praise making his own erection throb and his needy ass flutter. He started bobbing faster, taking long, deep strokes that made his full lips stretch obscenely around the thick shaft. Spit dripped down his chin onto his hard nipples. He varied the pace and pressure perfectly — sometimes slow and sensual, sometimes fast and sloppy — always reading exactly what Jax needed in the moment.

When Jax started thrusting into his mouth, Ethan relaxed and took it eagerly, letting the cock fuck his throat while his big, watery eyes looked up submissively. His hands gripped Jax’s muscular thighs for support as the cock slid in and out of his warm, willing mouth.

“I’m gonna cum,” Jax warned, voice strained.

Ethan moaned encouragingly and doubled down, sucking harder, swirling his tongue frantically. When the first thick rope of cum hit the back of his throat, he swallowed greedily, milking every pulse with rhythmic throat contractions. He kept sucking gently through the entire orgasm, drawing out every drop until Jax was shuddering and oversensitive.

Finally, Ethan pulled off with a wet pop, licking his full, swollen lips clean. A small dribble of cum had escaped onto his chin. He looked thoroughly used — golden hair messy, eyes glassy with lust, pretty face flushed.

Jax stared down at him, breathing hard. “Holy shit… that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had. You’re a fucking natural, Harper. Those lips and that throat are dangerous.”

Ethan stayed on his knees for a moment, savoring the thick, salty taste still coating his tongue. The deep shame burned inside him, but so did an even stronger, addictive satisfaction.

He had loved every second of it.

Jax pulled up his shorts with a satisfied laugh. “Next race is in two weeks. I expect the same level of… effort… from you.”

As Jax walked away, Ethan remained kneeling in the grass, heart pounding, cock leaking into his crotchless panties, and his newly enhanced ass aching with deeper emptiness than ever.

He knew he was slipping further.

And the scary part was… he wasn’t sure he wanted to stop anymore.

Chapter 18: Taking Control

Sophia had grown restless.

The dildo riding sessions were still hot, but she craved more. She wanted to be the one moving, the one in complete control, the one fucking Ethan’s greedy hole the way it clearly deserved to be fucked.

One evening she came back to the dorm with a discreet black bag and a wicked smile.

“Strip,” she ordered the moment the door closed. “Crotchless panties only.”

Ethan obeyed, his feminine voice soft and breathy. “What’s in the bag?”

Sophia pulled out the new toy — a high-quality strap-on harness with a thick, realistic eight-inch silicone cock. It was veiny, slightly curved, and had a pronounced head. She stepped into the harness and tightened it around her athletic hips, the fake cock jutting out obscenely.

Ethan’s eyes widened. His sensitive ass clenched hard with sudden, desperate need.

“I’m bored just watching you ride,” Sophia said, stroking the shaft with lube. “Tonight I’m going to fuck that pretty pussy properly.”

She pushed him onto all fours on the bed. Ethan’s wider hips and full, round ass arched naturally as he presented himself. The crotchless white lace framed his smooth cheeks and already-winking hole perfectly.

Sophia climbed behind him, pressed the thick head against his entrance, and pushed in with one slow, steady thrust.

“Ahh— fuck!” Ethan moaned in his girlish voice. The stretch was significantly bigger than the previous dildo. Every inch felt incredible as it slid deep into his pussy-like channel, rubbing along his sensitive walls and pressing firmly against his prostate.

Sophia groaned with satisfaction. “God, you take it so well. Listen to how wet you sound already.”

She started thrusting — slow and deep at first, then building a steady rhythm. The wet, filthy sounds of her hips slapping against his plush ass filled the room. Ethan’s golden-blonde hair bounced with every thrust, his full breasts-to-be nipples brushing the sheets as his heavy, sensitive ass rippled from the impact.

“You’re such a good little slut,” Sophia panted, gripping his widened hips. “This hole was made for cock.”

She changed angles until the strap-on dragged perfectly across his most sensitive spot with every thrust. Ethan’s cock leaked steadily onto the sheets through the open crotch of his panties as he pushed back to meet her thrusts, moaning shamelessly.



The air suddenly grew warm and fragrant with jasmine.

Lirael materialized beside the bed, watching with glowing golden eyes and a pleased smile. She wore her usual sheer dress that did nothing to hide her voluptuous curves.

“Mmm… now this is a beautiful sight,” Lirael purred, circling the bed slowly. “Look at how eagerly my pretty sissy takes a proper fucking.”

Sophia didn’t stop thrusting. If anything, she fucked Ethan harder, clearly turned on by the audience. “He’s been so needy lately. I figured it was time to give him what he really wants.”

Ethan whimpered, too lost in pleasure to feel proper shame. The thick strap-on kept pounding into him, stretching and filling his greedy hole while Lirael watched every second.

Lirael reached down and stroked Ethan’s golden hair tenderly as Sophia railed him. “Such a perfect little pleasure pet you’re becoming. Your body was made for this. Can you feel how happy that pretty cunt is?”

She leaned closer, whispering hotly into his ear while Sophia’s hips slapped loudly against his ass, “Tell the truth, my sweet girl. You’ve been dreaming about a real cock doing this to you, haven’t you?”

Ethan could only moan loudly in response, his feminine voice cracking with pleasure as another powerful prostate orgasm built inside him. His hole clenched rhythmically around the thick strap-on, milking it as if begging for cum.

Sophia reached around and stroked his leaking cock in time with her thrusts. “Come for me while she watches,” she growled.

Ethan came hard — hands-free — his ass spasming wildly around the silicone cock while his own dick pulsed and shot across the sheets. The orgasm seemed to last forever, deep and rolling, exactly like a woman’s. He cried out in his soft, girlish voice the entire time.

Lirael watched with open delight until the last tremors faded, then gave Sophia an approving nod.

“Keep training her well,” Lirael said before slowly fading away. “I’ll be back every time you fuck her. I do so enjoy the show.”



Sophia eventually pulled out, leaving Ethan’s hole gaping and twitching. She rolled him onto his back and kissed him possessively, her hard nipples brushing against his own.

“I’m going to use this on you a lot more often,” she whispered against his full lips. “And I love that she shows up every single time. It’s like she’s training you too.”

Ethan lay there panting, thoroughly fucked and satisfied, but the deep ache in his ass was already returning.

He knew the next time he saw Jax, it was going to be even harder to resist asking for more.

Chapter 19: Pretty for the Winner

The third cross country race passed in a familiar blur of deliberate restraint.

Ethan ran beautifully for most of the 8K — strong positioning, perfect pacing, and that endless endurance Lirael had given him long ago. He stayed glued to Jax’s shoulder through the hills and technical sections. On the final stretch, he had more than enough left to overtake him.

Instead, he let Jax pull away again in the last 300 meters and took second place once more.

Jax was waiting near the finish chute with a cocky, knowing grin. Sweat glistened on his muscular frame as he looked Ethan up and down, clearly appreciating the wider hips and rounder ass filling out his racing shorts.

“Second again, princess,” Jax said quietly as they walked toward the secluded area behind the equipment shed. “You’re not even trying to hide it anymore.”

Ethan’s feminine cheeks burned, but he said nothing.

Once they were hidden, Jax leaned against the wall and freed his thick cock. “On your knees. And next time? Wear something pretty underneath all that running gear. I want you looking extra cute when you’re sucking me off.”

The casual command sent a hot flush through Ethan’s body. His sensitive hole clenched hard at the thought.



That evening, back in his dorm, Ethan paced nervously. His new feminine voice trembled as he spoke to Sophia.

“Jax wants me to wear something pretty… underneath. For the next race. So I look cuter when I…” He trailed off, embarrassed.

Sophia’s eyes lit up with immediate excitement. She sat up on the bed, her permanently hard nipples clearly visible through her thin tank top.

“Oh my god, yes. We’re going shopping. Right now.”



The shopping trip was surreal.

Sophia drove them to a high-end lingerie boutique a town over. As soon as they stepped inside, the air grew warm and sweet. Lirael materialized near a rack of delicate lace, visible only to them. She looked delighted.

“My two favorite pets on a little adventure,” she purred, her voluptuous body drawing admiring glances from other shoppers even though they couldn’t see her fully. “Let’s make you absolutely adorable for your next performance.”

Sophia was in heaven. She pulled Ethan from rack to rack, holding up tiny, lacy pieces against his body.

Lirael offered guidance with a sultry smile. “Something that matches his golden hair. Pastels will look precious on him. And crotchless, of course. We wouldn’t want to make things difficult when he’s on his knees.”

They eventually chose several coordinated sets:

​●​       A delicate baby-pink lace bralette (that wouldn’t actually cover much, given he couldn’t wear real bras) and matching crotchless panties with little white bows on the hips.

​●​       A soft lavender garter belt with sheer thigh-high stockings.

​●​       A particularly feminine white lace thong with a small heart-shaped opening in the back, perfect for easy access.

Sophia held up the pink set and practically bounced with excitement. “You’re going to look so fucking cute under your racing singlet and shorts. I can already picture it — golden hair, pretty face, pink lace peeking out while you suck him.”

Lirael ran her fingers through Ethan’s blonde hair. “You’ll be irresistible. A proper pretty little sissy runner giving the winner his reward. I expect you to look your best.”

Ethan stood in the fitting room later, staring at his reflection in the baby-pink crotchless lingerie. The lace hugged his widened hips and full ass beautifully. His hard nipples were clearly visible through the sheer bralette. He looked undeniably feminine.

Sophia slipped into the fitting room behind him and pressed against his back, hands roaming over his curves.

“You’re going to be the prettiest boy on the starting line,” she whispered hotly, kissing his neck. “I can’t wait to watch you race knowing you’re dressed like this just so you can drop to your knees afterward and suck cock like a good girl.”

Ethan shivered, his sensitive hole twitching with need at her words.

Lirael watched from the corner of the mirror with a satisfied smile. “You’re both doing wonderfully. Keep encouraging her, Sophia. She’s so very close to accepting what she truly is.”



On the drive home, Sophia couldn’t stop smiling. She kept one hand on Ethan’s thigh, occasionally sliding it higher.

“I’m so excited for your next race,” she admitted. “You’re going to look adorable out there… and even cuter on your knees. I might even come watch from somewhere hidden this time.”

Ethan swallowed, heart racing with shame, fear, and dark anticipation.

He was no longer just losing races.

He was dressing up for it.

And the terrifying part was how much the idea turned him on.

Chapter 20: Complete Surrender

The fourth cross country race felt heavier than the others. Ethan stood at the starting line in his singlet and shorts, the delicate baby-pink crotchless lace panties hidden underneath, complete with the matching bralette that made his hard nipples even more sensitive against the fabric. Sophia had helped him dress that morning, practically vibrating with excitement.

Jax jogged over during the final warm-up, his usual cocky smirk firmly in place. He leaned in close so only Ethan could hear.

“New rules today, princess. I don’t just want second place. I want you to take dead last. Finish behind everyone. Show me — and yourself — exactly who’s in control. If you do it, I’ll give that hungry little hole of yours exactly what it’s been begging for.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. His new feminine voice came out small. “Last…?”

“You heard me.” Jax’s eyes darkened with lust. “Prove you belong to me out there.”

The gun fired.

Ethan ran the first half of the race on autopilot, staying comfortably mid-pack. But every time he thought about surging forward, Jax’s command echoed in his head. The shame burned hotter than the effort. On the second loop, he began to fade deliberately — slowing his pace, letting runners pass him one by one.

By the final kilometer, he was at the very back of the field.

He crossed the finish line dead last.

The humiliation was crushing. Teammates gave him concerned looks. Coach pulled him aside, worried something was wrong. Ethan mumbled excuses about a bad day and slipped away as quickly as possible.

Jax was waiting.



They didn’t go to the usual spot. Jax led him farther away, to a more private clearing in the woods near the course. The moment they were hidden, Jax shoved Ethan against a tree.

“You really did it,” Jax growled, clearly aroused by the display of power. “Dead fucking last. Good girl.”

He spun Ethan around, yanking his running shorts and pink crotchless panties down in one rough motion. Ethan’s round, feminine ass was fully exposed, his hole already twitching and glistening with need.

Jax didn’t bother with much foreplay. He slicked his thick cock with spit and pressed the head against Ethan’s entrance.

“Tell me you want it,” Jax demanded.

“I… I want it,” Ethan whimpered in his soft, girlish voice.

Jax thrust in deep in one powerful stroke.

“Ahh—!” Ethan cried out, the thick cock stretching his sensitive, pussy-like channel wide open. The sensation was overwhelming — full, deep, and intensely pleasurable. Jax didn’t give him time to adjust. He started fucking him hard, hips slamming against Ethan’s plush ass with loud, wet smacks.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Jax groaned, gripping Ethan’s widened hips. “This ass was made for cock. Say it.”

“This ass was made for cock,” Ethan moaned breathily, long lashes wet with overwhelmed tears of pleasure and shame. His golden-blonde hair bounced as Jax railed him against the tree. Every thrust dragged perfectly across his prostate, sending waves of deep, cunt-like pleasure through his body. His own cock leaked steadily onto the forest floor through the crotchless pink lace.

Jax reached around and stroked him roughly while pounding into him. “You threw the race just so I could fuck you like a slut. Pathetic… but so fucking hot.”

He fucked Ethan harder, deeper, until the pretty runner was moaning uncontrollably. When Jax finally came, he buried himself to the hilt and unloaded deep inside, flooding Ethan’s sensitive hole with hot, thick cum.

The feeling of being filled pushed Ethan over the edge. He came hands-free, his ass spasming wildly around Jax’s cock as his own dick pulsed helplessly.

Jax stayed inside him for a long moment, breathing hard, before finally pulling out. Cum leaked down Ethan’s thighs from his gaping, twitching hole.

“Next race, we’ll do something even better,” Jax said casually as he zipped up. “Maybe I’ll make you wear a plug during the race.”

He left Ethan leaning against the tree, panties soaked, legs shaking, and thoroughly used.



That night, back in his dorm, Ethan curled up in bed still feeling the ache and the sticky reminder of Jax’s load. Sophia was out, so he was alone with his thoughts.

Golden-blonde hair fanned across the pillow. Wide, feminine hips. A cum-filled, needy ass. A body that now craved cock. A voice that sounded like a girl’s. He had deliberately finished dead last in a race just to get fucked in the woods like a cheap whore.

Tears pricked at the corners of his big, long-lashed eyes.

“This has gone too far,” he whispered shakily to himself. “I’m losing everything. My dignity… my control… my life as a guy.”

He hugged his knees to his chest.

“I’m done. No more Jax. No more throwing races. No more asking Lirael for anything. I’m going to get my life back under control. Starting tomorrow.”

Even as he made the vow, his sensitive, cum-slick hole clenched with a fresh wave of needy emptiness.

He wasn’t sure if he was strong enough to keep that promise.

Chapter 21: Platinum Resolve

Ethan woke up the next morning with a fierce determination burning in his chest. The ache in his ass and the dried remains of Jax’s cum on his thighs only strengthened his resolve.

Enough.

The first step to regaining control was simple: he had to beat Jax. Fairly. Decisively. If he could cross the line first and deny Jax that power over him, maybe he could start pulling himself back together.

He sat on the edge of the bed in nothing but a pair of pink crotchless panties, golden-blonde hair messy around his pretty face.

“Lirael,” he called, his soft feminine voice steady. “I need your help. One more time.”

The supernatural beauty appeared instantly, as if she had been waiting. Her golden eyes sparkled with amusement.

“Yes, my pretty one?”

Ethan swallowed his shame. “I need better running form. Perfect, efficient, championship-level form that gives me every possible advantage. I have to beat Jax next race. I need to win.”

Lirael stepped closer, running her fingers through his current golden hair. “A focused request. I can give you flawless biomechanics — stride length, arm carriage, posture, breathing, everything optimized for maximum speed and efficiency.” She smiled. “In exchange, your hair will become platinum blonde. Long, silky, and naturally flowing. It will bounce and sway like a runway supermodel’s with every stride — beautiful, eye-catching, and impossible to ignore.”

Ethan hesitated only a second. The image of crossing the finish line ahead of Jax outweighed the cost.

“I accept.”

Lirael kissed his forehead. The magic flowed through him.

His hair transformed instantly. The golden color lightened dramatically into a stunning, shimmering platinum blonde. It grew longer, reaching midway down his back in silky, voluminous waves. Even sitting still, it looked like it had been professionally styled for a fashion show.

Ethan turned toward the mirror. The new platinum hair framed his feminine face perfectly — big doe eyes, long lashes, full pouty lips. He looked breathtakingly pretty.

Lirael admired her work. “You’ll be the most beautiful runner on the course. Now go win your race, my little supermodel.”



Race day arrived.

Ethan felt powerful. His new running form felt effortless — long, smooth strides, perfect posture, arms pumping efficiently. His platinum blonde hair bounced dramatically behind him with every step, catching the sunlight like a beacon. Spectators whispered and pointed. He drew far more eyes than usual.

He ran the best race of his life.

For the first three-quarters of the 8K, Ethan stayed glued to Jax, matching him stride for stride. On the final major hill, he even pulled ahead slightly. Victory felt within reach.

But as they entered the finishing straight, the hunger hit him like a wave.

The memory of Jax’s thick cock stretching his hole. The taste of his cum. The degrading thrill of being used after losing. His sensitive ass clenched hard, sending a deep, needy throb through his body. His mouth watered. His cock twitched in his pretty pink crotchless panties.

In the final 200 meters, Ethan faltered. He told his body to surge… but it wouldn’t. His legs slowed just enough.

Jax blew past him in the last fifty meters and won by three full seconds.

Ethan crossed the line in second place again, platinum blonde hair dramatically flowing behind him as the crowd cheered the beautiful runner’s strong performance.

Jax was grinning ear-to-ear when Ethan finally caught up to him near the cooldown area.

“You tried this time,” Jax laughed, eyes roaming over Ethan’s new platinum hair and curvier body. “But you still couldn’t do it. That hungry little hole of yours wants my cock more than you want to win, doesn’t it?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the aching truth between his legs and deep inside his ass.



They found a more hidden spot this time. Jax pushed Ethan to his knees immediately.

“Look at that hair,” Jax groaned as he pulled out his thick, hard cock. “You’re turning into such a fucking slut.”

Ethan’s platinum blonde hair swayed as he leaned forward and took Jax deep into his mouth without hesitation. The new length made it easy for Jax to grab two thick handfuls and use it like handles while fucking his throat.

Ethan sucked with desperate skill, moaning girlishly around the cock, his supermodel hair bouncing with every thrust of Jax’s hips.

He had failed again.

And the worst part was how good it felt to lose.

Chapter 22: Deeper Endurance

Ethan spent the days after the last race in a strange state of denial and determination.

It’s just not enough yet, he told himself. One more physical edge and I’ll be able to beat him. Then I can stop all of this.

He avoided Sophia’s strap-on sessions. He rode her dildo only once, quickly and efficiently, trying not to enjoy it too much. Every morning he stared at his reflection — the long, shimmering platinum-blonde hair that flowed like liquid silk, the wide doe eyes, the full pouty lips, the soft curves — and repeated the same mantra:

Just get stronger. Just get faster. Then you can take control back.

He decided VO2 max was the answer. Better aerobic capacity. The ability to sustain higher speeds longer without fading. That would let him drop Jax on the hills and hold the lead to the finish.



Two nights before the next race, Ethan stood in front of the mirror in nothing but a tiny white crotchless thong. His platinum hair cascaded down his back.

“Lirael,” he called softly.

She appeared immediately, looking radiant and amused as always. Her eyes traced over his increasingly feminine body with open hunger.

“Another request so soon, my pretty supermodel?”

Ethan nodded, trying to keep his voice steady. “I need a significantly higher VO2 max. Better oxygen efficiency, stronger aerobic engine — everything I need to dominate longer races and drop anyone in the final miles. That’s all.”

Lirael smiled knowingly. She stepped behind him and ran her hands over his hips, squeezing gently.

“In exchange, your ass will become even rounder, perkier, and more pronounced. A perfect, heart-shaped bubble butt that will draw every eye on the course. It will bounce and jiggle noticeably with every stride, impossible to ignore.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He knew how dangerous that would be. But he told himself it was just physical. Just another tool.

“I accept.”

Lirael pressed her voluptuous body against his back and kissed the side of his neck. The magic surged through him.

A deep, warm pressure built in his hips and glutes. Ethan moaned softly as his ass swelled and lifted. It grew rounder, fuller, and impossibly perky — two firm, plush globes that now dominated his lower body. The tiny thong disappeared almost completely between the generous cheeks. When Lirael stepped back, Ethan turned and stared at the mirror.

His new bubble butt was obscene in the best and worst way. It looked like it belonged on a fitness model or Instagram influencer, not a college runner. Even standing still it had a noticeable jiggle.

“Perfect,” Lirael purred. “Now go win your race, my bouncy little sissy.”



Race day was torture from the very first stride.

The improved VO2 max was incredible. Ethan felt like he could run forever. He stayed strong on the hills, breathing controlled, legs fresh. His platinum hair flowed dramatically behind him, and his newly enhanced bubble butt bounced and swayed with every powerful stride, drawing constant stares and whispers from spectators, competitors, and even officials.

He ran the smartest, strongest race of his life.

But when he and Jax entered the final mile neck-and-neck, the hunger returned like a tidal wave.

The sight of Jax’s powerful legs and the memory of that thick cock stretching him open made Ethan’s new perky ass clench hard. His hole fluttered with deep, empty need. His mouth watered. His own cock stiffened in the tiny thong beneath his shorts.

In the last 800 meters, Ethan’s perfect form faltered. He couldn’t find the final kick. Jax pulled away decisively and won by six seconds.

Second place again.



Jax found him quickly this time. He didn’t even wait to get fully hidden before shoving Ethan behind a storage building and yanking his shorts down.

“Fuck, look at that ass,” Jax groaned, slapping one of the plump, round cheeks hard enough to make it jiggle. “It’s even bigger than last time. You’re turning into a full-on fucktoy.”

He spit on his cock and pushed inside in one rough thrust, burying himself balls-deep into Ethan’s greedy hole.

Ethan moaned loudly in his soft girlish voice, long platinum hair swaying as Jax began pounding him hard. The new, rounder ass rippled beautifully with every impact. The sensation was even more intense than before — the thick cock rubbed perfectly against his sensitive walls while his heavy cheeks bounced against Jax’s hips.

“You ran so good today,” Jax growled, gripping the soft flesh of Ethan’s bubble butt. “But you still let me win. Because this slutty ass needs my cock more than you need to win.”

Ethan could only whimper and push back, taking every thrust like the perfect lover Lirael had made him. His platinum blonde hair bounced like a supermodel’s as he got fucked standing up, his perky new ass rippling obscenely.

When Jax finally came deep inside him, Ethan followed right after — another hands-free orgasm that left his legs shaking and his mind blank with pleasure.



Later that night, alone in his room, Ethan lay on his stomach, feeling Jax’s cum slowly leak out of his well-fucked hole. His massive, perky bubble butt rose behind him like a constant reminder.

He buried his face in his platinum hair and whispered to himself:

“Just one more improvement… Then I’ll win. I have to.”

But even he was starting to doubt his own words.

Chapter 23: Suggestions

Sophia couldn’t get enough of the new Ethan.

Ever since the platinum blonde hair and especially the massive, perky bubble butt, she had been insatiable. She kept touching him constantly — squeezing his plush cheeks, running her fingers through the long, silky platinum waves, and making him twirl for her.

That night, she had him exactly how she liked him.

Ethan was on all fours in the middle of the bed, completely naked except for a tiny black crotchless thong that disappeared between his round cheeks. His long platinum-blonde hair cascaded down his back and spilled onto the sheets like liquid silver. His heavy, perky ass was raised high, hole already glistening with lube.

Sophia tightened the straps of her harness and pressed the thick head of the strap-on against his entrance.

“God, look at you,” she moaned as she pushed inside. “That ass is fucking ridiculous now. So big and bouncy.”

Ethan let out a high, girlish moan as the thick toy stretched him open and sank deep into his sensitive channel. Sophia gripped his widened hips and started fucking him with long, powerful strokes, her athletic body slapping rhythmically against his plush cheeks.

The wet, filthy sounds of her strap-on pounding his greedy hole filled the room.



The air grew warm and sweet. Lirael appeared beside the bed, watching with glowing golden eyes and a satisfied smile.

“Mmm, right on time,” Sophia said without missing a beat. She kept thrusting steadily, making Ethan’s massive ass ripple and jiggle with every impact. “He’s been so good lately.”

Lirael ran her fingers through Ethan’s platinum hair, stroking it lovingly as Sophia railed him. “He has. Look how beautifully he’s blooming.”

Sophia leaned over Ethan’s back, still fucking him deep, and whispered hotly against his ear.

“You know… if you want to be even faster, there are so many things you could ask for.” She angled her hips and drove the strap-on directly into his prostate, making him cry out.

“Imagine having longer legs… or more flexible hips for an even better stride.” Thrust. “Or maybe bigger, stronger thighs that could power you up any hill.” Thrust. “You could ask for better lung capacity again, or insane recovery so you can train twice as hard.”

Every suggestion was punctuated by a deep, punishing thrust that made Ethan’s huge bubble butt bounce and his platinum hair sway dramatically.

Ethan moaned helplessly, pushing back onto the thick cock like a needy slut. “I… I’m trying to stop…”

Sophia laughed breathlessly and reached underneath to stroke his leaking cock in time with her thrusts. “But you don’t really want to stop, baby. Look at how pretty you are now. That hair, this fat ass… you’re turning into such a perfect little fuckdoll. Just imagine how much faster you’d be with softer, lighter bones or real breasts for better aerodynamics.”

Lirael chuckled softly, still playing with Ethan’s long platinum locks. “She has excellent ideas. You could become the most beautiful and dominant runner on the circuit… while being the perfect little cock sleeve in private.”

Sophia started fucking him harder, slamming into his perky ass with wet, obscene slaps. “Just think about it, princess. One more deal and you could destroy Jax. You could win everything. And I’d get to watch you change even more…”

She reached up and tugged on his long platinum hair like reins, pulling his head back as she pounded him.

Ethan came hard with a high-pitched, feminine cry — his hole spasming wildly around the strap-on while his cock pulsed all over the sheets. The orgasm rolled through him in deep, cunt-like waves.

Sophia didn’t stop. She kept fucking him through it, chasing her own pleasure while whispering more temptations.

“Come on, baby… tell Lirael what you want next. I want to see you get even prettier.”

Lirael watched with hungry, patient eyes, clearly enjoying how eagerly Sophia was pushing Ethan deeper into his transformation.

Ethan collapsed onto the bed, panting, ass still full of Sophia’s strap-on, long platinum hair spread out around him like a halo.

He knew he should say no.

But the ideas were already taking root.

Chapter 24: The Final Kick

Ethan couldn’t stop thinking about it.

No matter how strong he ran, Jax always had that extra gear in the last 400 meters. That decisive kick. If Ethan could match or surpass it, he could finally win. He could break the cycle.

He waited until Sophia was at a late class before calling for Lirael.

The supernatural beauty appeared in a swirl of moonlight and jasmine, her golden eyes gleaming as she took in Ethan’s current form: long platinum-blonde hair cascading down his back, massive perky bubble butt barely contained by tiny pink lace boyshorts, and permanently hard nipples visible through a thin white crop top.

“You’re looking especially delicious tonight,” Lirael purred. “What gift does my pretty runner need this time?”

Ethan’s soft, feminine voice was hesitant but determined. “I need a stronger kick. A devastating finishing sprint in the last 300 to 400 meters. I need to be able to drop anyone when it matters most.”

Lirael smiled knowingly. She circled him slowly, trailing her fingers over his wide hips and plump ass.

“A powerful request. In exchange, you will develop an intense, frequent drive to go shopping for feminine clothing. You’ll find yourself constantly drawn to lingerie stores, women’s boutiques, and online shops. You’ll crave new outfits, pretty pieces, and anything that makes you feel cute and sexy. Your closet will gradually transform — becoming fuller and more feminine until it looks like it belongs to a fashionable college girl rather than a male athlete.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but the need to finally beat Jax overpowered his hesitation.

“I accept.”

Lirael pulled him into a deep, sensual kiss. Magic flowed into his legs and lungs, enhancing his neuromuscular efficiency and anaerobic capacity for that explosive final kick. At the same time, a new, warm compulsion settled into his mind — a constant, nagging urge to browse pretty clothes, to imagine how they would look on his curvier body.

When she released him, Ethan was breathing harder, already feeling the new shopping itch at the back of his mind.



The next few days showed the change clearly.

Ethan tried to focus on training, but every time he had a spare moment he found himself on his phone looking at lingerie websites. By the end of the week he had gone on three separate shopping trips — two with Sophia (who was thrilled) and one alone, blushing furiously the entire time.

His closet slowly changed.

The few remaining male shirts and hoodies were pushed to the back. In their place hung delicate crop tops, soft sweaters in pastel colors, short pleated skirts, tight yoga pants that hugged his bubble butt, and an ever-growing collection of lingerie — dozens of panties (most crotchless), bralettes, garter belts, and sheer babydolls. His running gear now shared drawer space with lace thigh-highs and satin chemises.

Sophia spent hours making him try everything on, cooing over how cute he looked and taking pictures on her phone.



Race day arrived once again.

Ethan ran with perfect strategy and his new powerful aerobic engine. His long platinum-blonde hair flowed dramatically, and his massive perky ass bounced with every stride, turning heads the entire race. He stayed glued to Jax through the hills and technical sections.

In the final 400 meters, he unleashed his new kick.

For ten glorious seconds, he actually pulled ahead. Victory felt certain.

But then the deep, aching hunger hit him like a truck. The sight of Jax’s powerful body surging, the memory of being bent over and fucked, the craving for that thick cock stretching him open — it all overwhelmed him. His stride faltered. The desperate need in his ass made his legs feel heavy.

Jax passed him in the final 100 meters and won again.

Second place.



After the race, when Jax had him behind the usual building and was pounding his greedy hole with long, deep strokes, Ethan could only moan like a slut and push back onto every thrust. His long platinum hair swayed, his massive ass rippled, and his new feminine clothes (a pretty pale blue thong under his shorts) lay discarded on the ground.

Even as Jax filled him with another load, Ethan’s mind was already wandering to the new baby-pink babydoll he had seen online that morning.

He told himself he was still in control.

But his growing collection of feminine clothing and the constant shopping urges told a very different story.

Chapter 25: The Date

Ethan stood in front of his closet, staring in confusion at the explosion of feminine clothing that now filled it. Pastel crop tops, short skirts, delicate lace bralettes, dozens of panties (most crotchless), soft sweaters, and even a few pleated tennis skirts he didn’t remember buying. His few remaining male clothes were shoved into a sad little corner.

Why am I still losing?

He had better form, endless endurance, a monstrous finishing kick, and superior aerobic capacity. On paper, he should have been destroying Jax. And yet every single race ended the same way — second place, followed by getting fucked like a desperate slut.

“I don’t get it,” he whispered in his soft, girlish voice. “I’m faster. Stronger. Why can’t I beat him?”

Deep down, he knew the answer. But he refused to admit it.



The next race was a big conference invitational. Ethan lined up feeling determined. His long platinum-blonde hair was pulled into a high, bouncy ponytail that still swayed dramatically. Beneath his singlet and shorts he wore a delicate lavender crotchless thong that framed his massive, perky bubble butt.

Jax jogged over during warm-ups with his usual cocky smirk.

“You’re looking extra pretty today,” he said, eyes roaming over Ethan’s curvier body. “New hair color suits you. Same bet as always… but this time, if I win, I don’t want a quick blowjob. I want a date. A real one. Dinner, maybe a movie, the whole thing. You dress up nice and pretty for me.”

Ethan’s heart skipped. A date? That felt… different. More public. More real.

He should have refused.

Instead, he nodded. “Fine. But I’m winning this time.”

Jax just laughed.



The race was Ethan’s best yet.

He stayed glued to Jax’s shoulder through the entire 8K, using perfect tactics and flawless form. His platinum hair bounced like a runway model’s, and his huge round ass drew stares with every stride. In the final 600 meters, he unleashed his devastating kick and actually opened up a five-meter lead.

For a brief, glorious moment, victory was his.

Then the hunger hit.

The deep, aching need in his ass flared violently. His hole fluttered and clenched around nothing. His mouth watered at the memory of Jax’s thick cock. The thought of dropping to his knees — or bending over — overwhelmed everything else.

His stride faltered.

Jax surged past him in the final 150 meters and won comfortably.

Second place again.



Jax found him near the cooldown area, grinning victoriously.

“Another second-place finish, princess. You really can’t beat me, can you?” He stepped closer, voice low. “I want that date. Friday night. You’ll pick me up, dressed cute. Makeup, a nice outfit, the works. No backing out.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned with humiliation. His sensitive ass was already throbbing with anticipation. “I… okay,” he said quietly, voice soft and feminine. “I’ll go on the date.”

Jax’s grin widened. He gave Ethan’s plump ass a discreet squeeze. “Good girl. I’ll text you the details. Can’t wait to see how pretty you can get for me.”

As Jax walked away, Ethan stood there, long platinum hair swaying in the breeze, feeling a confusing storm of emotions — shame, defeat, and a dark, fluttering excitement low in his belly.

He had agreed to a date. With the guy who kept fucking him after races.

That night, when Sophia asked how the race went, Ethan could only blush and mumble that he’d taken second again. He didn’t tell her about the date.

Not yet.

But as he stood in front of his increasingly girly closet later that evening, trying to imagine what he would wear on Friday, the new shopping compulsion whispered in his mind:

You should buy something new. Something extra pretty.

Ethan sighed and reached for his phone.

He was losing control faster than ever.

Chapter 26: Trophy Night

Sophia found out about the date almost immediately.

When Ethan shyly admitted that Jax had won again and demanded a real date, her eyes lit up with wicked excitement.

“Oh baby, this is perfect,” she said, already dragging him toward his closet. “We’re not sending you out looking basic. Jax wants pretty? We’re going to make you the sluttiest little sissy he’s ever seen.”

She spent hours dressing him.

The final outfit was barely clothing at all.

A tiny, sheer black micro-dress that looked more like a lingerie slip. The hem barely covered the bottom of his massive perky bubble butt, and the thin straps did almost nothing to hide his hard nipples. Underneath, he wore the skimpiest crotchless white lace thong Sophia could find — just thin straps framing his ass and cock, leaving his hole completely exposed. She added thigh-high sheer stockings with little bows at the top, a delicate choker around his neck, and strappy heels that made his legs and ass look even longer and rounder. Sophia did his makeup herself — heavy on the lashes, glossy pink lips, and soft blush that made him look innocently slutty.

When she stepped back, even Sophia was stunned.

“Fuck… you look like a high-end sissy escort,” she whispered, squeezing his ass. “Jax is going to lose his mind.”

Ethan stared at his reflection — platinum blonde hair styled in soft waves down his back, massive bubble butt barely covered, cock and hole accessible under the tiny dress. He felt completely exposed.



Jax picked the venue: Velvet, a dimly lit bar on the edge of town that everyone knew occasionally crossed the line into something much more explicit.

The moment they walked in, heads turned. Jax kept a possessive hand on Ethan’s lower back, fingers occasionally drifting down to grope his barely-covered ass. He made no effort to be subtle.

“Look at my pretty little trophy,” Jax announced proudly to a group of his friends near the bar. He spun Ethan slowly, showing off the tiny dress and the way it rode up to reveal the bottom curves of his round ass. “Second place never looked so good, right?”

Ethan’s face burned with humiliation, but his sensitive hole clenched with shameful arousal as people openly stared and whispered.

Jax spent the night parading him around like expensive arm candy — hand on his ass, feeding him drinks, occasionally sliding a finger under the hem of the dress to tease his exposed hole in public. Ethan stayed flushed and quiet, his girlish voice soft whenever he spoke.

Halfway through the night, Jax pulled him into the dimly lit unisex bathroom.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

Ethan obeyed instantly, dropping down onto the sticky floor. Jax freed his thick cock and pushed it between Ethan’s glossy pink lips. He fucked his face hard, using the long platinum hair as handles while Ethan sucked desperately with his perfect oral skills.

“Such a good little trophy slut,” Jax groaned as he came down Ethan’s throat.

He didn’t let Ethan swallow everything — he pulled out at the end and painted his glossy lips and chin with the last few ropes.



At the end of the night, Jax took him home.

The moment the apartment door closed, Jax’s control snapped. He bent Ethan over the back of the couch, flipped the tiny dress up, and slammed into his needy hole in one brutal thrust.

“Fuck, this ass is unreal,” Jax growled, pounding him mercilessly. Ethan’s massive bubble butt rippled with every hard slap of Jax’s hips. His platinum hair spilled over the couch as he moaned loudly in his soft feminine voice.

Jax fucked him in multiple positions — bent over the couch, on his back with legs spread wide, and finally riding him reverse cowgirl so he could watch that huge perky ass bounce.

“You’re mine now,” Jax said as he filled Ethan’s hole with a second load deep inside. “My pretty little second-place sissy.”

Ethan came twice without touching himself, his sensitive ass milking Jax’s cock while dressed in nothing but the ruined micro-dress, stockings, and heels.



Lying in Jax’s bed much later, cum leaking from his well-fucked hole, long platinum hair spread across the pillow, Ethan felt completely broken and strangely satisfied.

He had lost again.

And this time, he wasn’t sure he wanted to win anymore.

Chapter 27: Perfect Conditions

Ethan lay awake in his dorm after the night with Jax, body still sore and leaking, long platinum-blonde hair tangled across the pillow. The humiliation burned, but so did the familiar determination.

If the conditions were perfect… if the weather always helped me… maybe I could finally beat him.

He refused to admit the real reason he kept losing. Instead, he told himself it was external factors — wind, heat, bad luck. One more gift. Something that wasn’t another obvious physical change.

“Lirael,” he called softly, his feminine voice barely above a whisper.

She appeared sitting on the edge of his bed, looking stunning as always. Her golden eyes traced over his curvy body with clear approval.

“Another request already? You’re becoming such a needy little thing.”

Ethan sat up, pulling the sheet over his lap. “I want the weather to always be in my favor during races. Perfect temperatures, helpful tailwinds when I need them, no rain, ideal conditions every single time I compete. That’s all.”

Lirael smiled, slow and knowing. She reached out and played with a lock of his platinum hair.

“A clever, subtle request. Granted. The elements will bend for you on race day.” Her smile sharpened. “In exchange, you will wear feminine clothing whenever you leave your room. No more hiding. No baggy hoodies or neutral layers. You must dress in the pretty outfits you’ve been collecting. And you will never grow comfortable with it. You will always feel deeply self-conscious, embarrassed by every stare, every whisper, every breeze that lifts your skirt. The shame will never fade.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted. Public. Constant embarrassment. But the promise of perfect racing conditions felt worth it.

“I accept.”

Lirael leaned in and sealed the deal with a deep kiss. When she pulled back, the new compulsion settled into him like a heavy weight.



The next morning, Ethan stood in front of his closet for nearly twenty minutes, face burning with shame before he even left the room.

He finally chose a soft pastel pink crop top that showed his smooth midriff and hard nipples, paired with tight white yoga pants that clung obscenely to his massive bubble butt and left nothing to the imagination. Underneath was a delicate lace thong. His long platinum hair flowed freely down his back.

The moment he stepped out of his dorm building, the self-consciousness hit like a wave.

Every person who looked at him made his cheeks flame. He could feel their eyes on his swaying ass, on the way his crop top rode up, on his feminine face and flowing supermodel hair. A group of guys whistled. A girl whispered something to her friend and giggled. Ethan wanted to sink into the ground.

He felt ridiculous. Exposed. Vulnerable.

And yet the new compulsion forced him to keep walking.



Sophia was thrilled when she saw him.

“Oh my god, you look adorable! Finally taking the step. Turn around for me, baby.”

Ethan obeyed, mortified, his hands fidgeting with the hem of his crop top. Every step across campus felt like torture. People stared openly. Some took discreet photos. By the time he got back to his room he was trembling with embarrassment… but already thinking about what even cuter (and sluttier) outfit he could wear tomorrow.



Two days later, race day arrived under perfect blue skies with a gentle tailwind on the backstretch — exactly what he needed.

Ethan ran magnificently. The weather felt custom-made for him. He stayed strong, used his devastating kick, and looked like an absolute goddess doing it — long platinum hair flowing, massive ass bouncing in tight pink running shorts and a matching cropped singlet.

He still took second.

Jax beat him in the final sprint.

After the race, when Jax had him pinned against the wall and was fucking his greedy hole again, Ethan could only moan and wonder why even perfect weather wasn’t enough.

Later that evening, forced to wear a tiny pleated skirt and tight sweater to meet Sophia, Ethan felt the heavy weight of stares the entire walk across campus. His face stayed flushed with permanent, burning embarrassment.

He was dressing like a girl in public now.

And he still couldn’t win the only race that mattered.

Chapter 28: The Real Reason

Ethan sat on the edge of his bed, still dressed in the tiny pleated skirt and tight crop top he’d been forced to wear all day on campus. His long platinum-blonde hair spilled over his shoulders, and his massive, perky bubble butt pressed against the mattress. The constant stares and whispers from strangers still burned in his mind.

But something else burned hotter tonight.

He finally let himself face the truth.

He wasn’t losing because Jax was faster.

He wasn’t losing because of the weather, bad luck, or any other excuse he’d been telling himself.

He was losing because, deep down, he wanted to lose.

Every time victory was within reach, the aching need in his sensitive, pussy-like ass would flare up. His mouth would water. His hole would flutter desperately at the thought of Jax’s thick cock stretching him open and using him. The craving for cock was stronger than his desire to win.

“I throw the races on purpose…” Ethan whispered, his soft, feminine voice trembling with shame. “Because I’d rather get fucked like a slut than cross the line first.”

The admission hung heavy in the quiet room. His cock twitched in his crotchless panties while his face burned with humiliation.

He couldn’t keep living like this.

“Lirael,” he called, voice steady despite everything. “I need you.”

The air warmed with jasmine and moonlight. Lirael appeared before him, more beautiful and commanding than ever. She studied his curvy, feminized body with obvious satisfaction.

“You’ve finally admitted it to yourself,” she said softly. “Good girl. What would you like from me?”

Ethan looked up at her with his big, long-lashed eyes.

“I want my drive to win to be stronger than my need for cock,” he said clearly. “Make me crave victory more than I crave getting fucked. Make me able to push through the hunger when it matters. I know I can beat him if I truly want it.”

Lirael smiled, slow and pleased. She stepped closer and gently cupped his soft cheek.

“A powerful request. I can give you that unbreakable competitive fire. Your will to win will burn hotter than your slutty cravings.” Her fingers traced down to his full lips. “In exchange, every time you leave your room, you must wear full makeup — foundation, contour, eyeliner, eyeshadow, mascara, blush, and glossy lipstick. And your fingernails will always be perfectly manicured, glossy, and matching your toenails… which will continue to perfectly match whatever lingerie you’re wearing that day.”

Ethan’s heart raced. The public humiliation would intensify dramatically.

But for the first time in months, he felt real hope.

“I accept,” he said.

Lirael leaned down and kissed him deeply. Magic poured into him like liquid steel — a fierce, burning drive to win flooded his mind and soul, overpowering the constant ache in his ass. At the same time, his fingernails lengthened slightly and transformed, becoming glossy and perfectly colored to match his current pink lingerie and toenails.

When she pulled back, Ethan felt… clearer. Stronger.

He stood up and walked to the mirror. His reflection stared back — platinum blonde supermodel hair, heavy curves, pretty face, and now glossy pink fingernails that screamed femininity.

Lirael watched him with pride.

“You know you can win now, don’t you, my sweet sissy?”

Ethan nodded slowly, a new fire in his eyes.

“Yes,” he whispered. “Next race… I’m going to win.”

Chapter 29: Makeup and Exposure

The next morning, Sophia came over early and immediately noticed the changes.

Ethan was standing in front of the mirror, carefully applying the full face of makeup Lirael had demanded. Foundation, contour, soft pink blush, winged eyeliner, smoky eyeshadow, thick mascara, and a glossy coat of bubblegum-pink lipstick. His fingernails gleamed with the same glossy pink, perfectly matching his lingerie and toenails.

Sophia’s eyes widened with delight as she stepped behind him.

“Oh my god, Ethan…” She grabbed his hands and examined his nails, then tilted his chin up to admire his fully made-up face. “Look at you! These nails are adorable. And the makeup… you look like such a pretty little doll.”

She spun him around and squeezed his massive bubble butt through the tiny pink skirt he was forced to wear.

“I love it. This is perfect for Nationals.” Her voice dropped, growing husky. “We’re going shopping. Right now. You need a signature look.”



Ethan felt mortified the entire walk to the car and through the mall.

Full makeup, glossy pink nails, long flowing platinum-blonde hair, a tight white crop top that showed his hard nipples, and a short pleated skirt that barely covered half his huge, perky ass. Every single person stared. Some openly, some trying to be subtle. A group of college girls whispered and giggled as he walked past. Two guys did a double-take and smirked.

The constant exposure made his cheeks burn bright red under the blush. His heart raced with embarrassment… but it also made his cock throb and his sensitive hole clench with shameful arousal. Every breeze that lifted his skirt slightly made him feel even more exposed, which only turned him on more.

Sophia noticed immediately.

“You’re so fucking hard right now, aren’t you?” she whispered, sliding her hand up his thigh under the skirt. “Being stared at like this is making my little sissy wet.”

Ethan whimpered softly, his glossy pink lips parting. “Everyone’s looking…”

“Good,” Sophia purred. “Let them look.”



They spent over two hours in the makeup store.

Sophia went wild, picking out expensive foundations, setting sprays, multiple palettes, lip glosses in various pinks, and long-wear mascaras. She made him sit at the testing counter while employees (who clearly clocked him as a sissy) helped match shades to his skin and platinum hair.

“Try this glossy one,” Sophia said, swiping another layer of shiny pink across his lips. “Perfect for when you’re on your knees after the race.”

Ethan’s face burned hotter, but his cock stayed rock hard the entire time.

After makeup, they went to several women’s clothing stores. Sophia was determined to find the perfect “Nationals look” — something cute but athletic, feminine but functional.

She made him try on tiny running skirts, cropped singlets in pastel colors, sheer mesh tops, and even a few outfits that were more fashion than athletic wear. Every time he stepped out of the dressing room, he felt completely exposed. The skirts were too short. The tops too tight. His makeup, nails, and platinum hair made him look like a glamorous Instagram model rather than a serious runner.

And every single time someone glanced at him, his arousal spiked.

By the time they left the mall, Ethan was carrying multiple bags filled with new makeup, several delicate running outfits, more lingerie, and a few pieces Sophia insisted would be “perfect for victory celebrations.”

On the drive home, Sophia kept one hand on his thigh, occasionally brushing her fingers over the bulge under his skirt.

“You’re going to look so fucking cute at Nationals,” she said excitedly. “Everyone’s going to be staring at the pretty blonde runner with the perfect makeup and that fat ass. And you’re going to be soaked the entire time, aren’t you?”

Ethan nodded, breathing shakily, his glossy pink lips pressed together.

He was terrified.

He was incredibly turned on.

And for the first time, he actually believed he might win Nationals… even while dressed and made up like this.

Chapter 30: Race Morning

The morning of the National Championships dawned bright and clear — perfect conditions courtesy of Lirael’s gift. Ethan stood in the middle of the hotel room wearing nothing but a tiny white crotchless thong, his body trembling with a mixture of nerves and deep, throbbing need.

Sophia moved around him like an artist preparing her masterpiece.

“Hold still, baby,” she murmured, carefully applying the final touches to his makeup. She had spent nearly an hour on it — flawless foundation, sharp winged eyeliner, sultry smokey eyeshadow, thick curling lashes, soft pink blush, and a glossy, kissable bubblegum-pink lipstick that made his full lips look even more inviting. “There. Perfect.”

She stepped back to admire him, then moved behind Ethan to style his long platinum-blonde hair. She brushed it until it shone like silk, then pulled the top half into a high, bouncy ponytail while the rest cascaded down his back in soft, flowing waves. Every movement made the platinum strands shimmer.

Sophia finished by helping him into his race-day lingerie: a delicate white lace crotchless bralette that framed his hard, sensitive nipples and a matching crotchless thong that disappeared between his massive, perky bubble butt cheeks. Over that, she dressed him in the new outfit they’d chosen — a tight white cropped singlet that showed his midriff and hard nipples, and tiny white running shorts that barely contained his round ass.

When she finally turned him toward the full-length mirror, Ethan’s breath caught.

He looked breathtakingly feminine. A glamorous, athletic sissy with perfect makeup, flowing platinum hair, glossy pink nails, and an exaggerated hourglass figure. The outfit hugged every new curve.

“Fuck… I look like a pornstar who decided to run track,” he whispered, voice soft and girlish. The constant self-consciousness hit him hard. His cheeks flushed under the makeup.

Sophia pressed herself against his back, hands greedily squeezing his huge ass. “You look perfect. But I can tell you’re already aching, aren’t you?”

Ethan whimpered, nodding. The craving was intense this morning. His hole kept twitching and clenching, desperate to be filled. The thought of seeing Jax on the starting line only made it worse.

“Please, Sophia…” he begged, turning around with desperate eyes. “I need it. I need you to fuck me before the race. Please peg me hard so I can get this craving out. I need to be empty and focused when I face Jax. Please…”

Sophia’s eyes darkened with lust. She smiled wickedly.

“On the bed. Ass up.”

She quickly strapped on the thick realistic dildo while Ethan got on all fours, arching his back and presenting his plump ass. Sophia pulled the crotchless thong straps wider apart and pressed the thick head against his slick hole.

“Beg properly,” she ordered.

“Please fuck me,” Ethan moaned, pushing back. “Please fuck the craving out of my slutty hole so I can win…”

Sophia thrust forward, burying the thick cock deep inside him in one smooth motion. Ethan cried out in pleasure, long platinum ponytail swaying as she immediately started pounding him hard. The wet, rhythmic slapping of her hips against his massive bubble butt filled the room.

“That’s it,” Sophia groaned, gripping his hips. “Take it like a good girl. Get that greedy cunt nice and satisfied before you destroy Jax.”

She fucked him relentlessly — deep, powerful strokes that rubbed perfectly against his prostate. Ethan’s glossy pink lips stayed parted in constant moans, his makeup staying flawless thanks to the long-wear products Sophia had chosen. His heavy ass rippled with every impact while his platinum hair bounced dramatically.

Sophia reached around and stroked his leaking cock through the crotchless thong as she railed him.

“You’re going to win today,” she panted, slamming into him. “And when you do, you’re still going to be my pretty little sissy. Now cum for me.”

Ethan shattered. He came hard with a high, feminine cry, his hole spasming wildly around the thick strap-on while his cock pulsed and soaked the front of his tiny thong. The orgasm helped. The desperate, aching need in his ass finally quieted to a manageable level.

Sophia slowly pulled out, leaving his hole twitching and slightly gaping. She gave his ass one last firm slap.

“Good girl. Now let’s go win Nationals.”

Ethan stood up on shaky legs, adjusting his tiny running shorts. His makeup was still perfect, his hair beautifully tousled from the fucking, and his body buzzed with post-orgasm clarity.

He looked at himself in the mirror one last time — the glamorous, heavily made-up sissy runner — and felt a strange mix of deep shame and burning determination.

Today, he was finally going to win.

Chapter 31: Photo Finish

The National Championships 10,000-meter final was the biggest race of Ethan’s life. The stadium was packed. Cameras lined the track. Announcers hyped up the rising star with the flowing platinum hair and the dramatic makeup.

Ethan stood on the starting line, heart pounding. His full makeup was flawless — glossy pink lips, dramatic eyes, and long lashes. His platinum-blonde hair was pulled into a high, bouncy ponytail that still cascaded down his back. The tight white cropped singlet and tiny running shorts clung to his exaggerated curves, his massive bubble butt impossible to hide.

Jax lined up beside him, shooting him a confident smirk. “Good luck, princess. Loser still sucks the winner off, right?”

Ethan met his eyes, the new unbreakable drive to win burning in his chest. “Deal.”

The gun fired.



The race was brutal from the start.

Both runners went out hard, staying shoulder-to-shoulder for lap after lap. Ethan’s perfect form, enhanced VO2 max, and devastating kick kept him right with Jax. His platinum ponytail bounced dramatically with every stride, drawing constant attention from the crowd and cameras.

They traded the lead multiple times. On the final two laps, it became a war of wills. Jax pushed hard, trying to break Ethan. But this time, Ethan refused to let the deep craving in his ass take control. Every time the hunger tried to rise, his new mental strength crushed it.

Win. Win. Win.

Coming off the final turn, they were dead even. The stadium roared as the two runners sprinted toward the finish line in an all-out battle.

Ethan dug deeper than he ever had before. His powerful bubble butt and enhanced stride gave him everything he had. In the final ten meters, he threw himself forward in a desperate lean…

They crossed the line together.

The entire stadium held its breath.



For nearly a minute, both runners stood bent over, gasping for air. Jax looked over at Ethan, chest heaving.

“Too close to call,” he panted with a tired grin. “Might still be mine, princess.”

Officials huddled around the timing system. The massive screen showed “Photo Finish” in bright letters.

Ethan’s heart hammered. His glossy pink lips were parted as he tried to catch his breath. The crowd waited in tense silence.

Finally, the results flashed across the screen.

1st: Ethan Harper

2nd: Jax Thompson

By just 0.012 seconds.

The stadium erupted. Ethan had won Nationals by the narrowest of margins.



Jax walked over slowly, breathing hard, and stopped right in front of him. He looked Ethan up and down — the glamorous makeup, the platinum hair, the curvy feminine body barely contained by the tiny running outfit.

“Fuck…” Jax muttered, a mix of respect and hunger in his eyes. “You actually beat me.”

Ethan stood tall despite the deep flush on his made-up cheeks. The victory felt incredible. But the old craving was already starting to stir again now that the race was over.

Jax leaned in closer, voice low so only Ethan could hear.

“Looks like I owe you a blowjob, princess. Tonight. After the awards. You pick the place.”

He gave Ethan’s massive ass one last possessive squeeze before walking away.

Ethan stood on the track, medal soon to be placed around his neck, platinum hair glowing under the stadium lights, full makeup still perfect.

He had finally won.

But as the reality of Jax on his knees in front of him sank in, Ethan realized the hunger wasn’t gone.

It had simply been waiting for its turn.

Chapter 32: The Winner’s Reward

The awards ceremony was a blur of lights and noise.

Ethan stood on the top podium, medal heavy around his neck, long platinum-blonde ponytail cascading down his back. His flawless makeup had held up surprisingly well under the bright lights. Cameras flashed constantly. Announcers praised the “dramatic photo-finish victory” and the beautiful, breakout runner who had captivated the crowd all season.

Afterward, he was swarmed.

College coaches from bigger programs approached him. Then, more importantly, representatives from professional training groups and developmental teams. They shook his hand, complimented his form and dramatic improvement, and handed him business cards. A few openly stared at his curvy body and glamorous appearance but still made serious offers.

For the first time, the dream of turning pro felt real.

When the crowds finally thinned, Ethan sent Jax a single text:

Locker room. 10 minutes.



Jax arrived quietly, closing the door behind him. The cocky smirk was gone. He looked almost… humble.

“You really beat me,” Jax said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Fair and square. I owe you.”

Ethan leaned back against the lockers, heart racing. His tiny running shorts did nothing to hide his growing bulge. “On your knees.”

Jax hesitated only a second before dropping down in front of him. He pulled Ethan’s shorts and crotchless thong down, freeing his hard cock. For a long moment, Jax just stared at it, clearly uncomfortable.

Then he leaned in and took Ethan into his mouth.

It was… bad.

Jax had zero skill. His teeth scraped a little. He bobbed awkwardly, taking too little and using almost no tongue. His expression was one of clear disgust — eyebrows furrowed, eyes squinted, like he was forcing himself to do something unpleasant. He kept pulling off to breathe, looking like he wanted to spit.

Even so, the sight of the cocky, dominant Jax on his knees, struggling to suck him off, sent a twisted thrill through Ethan.

But something was missing.

As Jax continued his clumsy, reluctant attempt, Ethan closed his eyes. His mind drifted. Instead of enjoying dominating Jax, he pictured something very different…

A thick, hard cock slowly pushing into his ass. Stretching his greedy, sensitive hole. Filling him deep while strong hands gripped his wide hips. Slow, powerful strokes that rubbed perfectly against his prostate while his massive bubble butt rippled.

A soft, needy moan escaped Ethan’s glossy pink lips.

That image — being fucked, being used — was what finally pushed him over the edge.

He came hard down Jax’s throat with a high, feminine cry, hips twitching. Jax gagged and pulled off quickly, coughing, cum dripping from his chin. He looked thoroughly grossed out and relieved it was over.

Ethan leaned back against the lockers, breathing heavily, makeup still perfect, platinum hair slightly messy.

In that moment, the truth crystallized:

He wasn’t a top. Not with men.

He didn’t want Jax on his knees. He wanted to be on his knees. Or bent over. Or riding. He wanted to be the one getting fucked.

Jax wiped his mouth and stood up. “We’re even now,” he muttered, clearly eager to leave.

Ethan just nodded, still dazed by his own realization.

As Jax left the locker room, Ethan stared at himself in the mirror — glamorous makeup, perfect hair, curvy feminine body, medal still around his neck.

He had finally won Nationals.

But the real battle — and the real changes — were only beginning.
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