

Chapter 1: The Crossroads 

Ethan Harper stood on the balcony of his hotel room, staring out at the city lights. The National Championship medal still felt heavy around his neck even though he had taken it off hours ago. His long platinum-blonde hair moved gently in the night breeze, and the full glamorous makeup Sophia had insisted on for the after-party still adorned his face.

He looked every bit the beautiful, androgynous athlete that had gone viral after the photo-finish victory.
And he hated how much that mattered. 

His phone buzzed again. Another message from a professional training group. Another college coach offering a full scholarship if he stayed for another year. Another agent wanting to represent “the most marketable runner in the country right now.”

Marketable.
The word left a bitter taste in his mouth. 

He had finally won Nationals. He had beaten Jax. His new mental strength had carried him through. But deep down, Ethan knew the truth: many of these offers weren’t just about his times. They were about him — the glamorous, ultra-feminine runner with the flowing platinum hair, perfect makeup, massive bubble butt, and captivating presence that made headlines and drew clicks.

His racing talent was excellent.
But his image? That was becoming the real selling point. 

Ethan walked back inside and stood in front of the full-length mirror. The tight crop top and tiny shorts he still wore hugged every exaggerated curve Lirael had given him. His glossy pink nails caught the light as he touched his reflection.

“I earned this medal,” he whispered to himself, voice soft and feminine. “Not because I look like this… right?”
The silence in the room felt like an answer he didn’t want to hear.
He had a real choice to make: stay in college for another year and dominate there, or turn professional now and chase the dream he’d always wanted.
Sophia was pushing hard for him to go pro. The agents were calling daily. Even his coach had said the offers on the table were “once-in-a-lifetime.” 

But Ethan felt torn. If he went pro, the spotlight would only get brighter. The expectations higher. The pressure to lean into his feminine image even stronger.

He sat on the edge of the bed, heart heavy with conflict.
“Lirael…” he called softly.
The supernatural beauty appeared in the corner of the room, radiant as ever. She smiled at him with knowing affection.
“My champion,” she purred. “You finally won. And now the real journey begins. What are you thinking, my pretty one?”
Ethan looked up at her, eyes conflicted. 

“I’m thinking about going pro,” he said. “But I don’t want to be chosen because I’m… this.” He gestured at his body. “I want to be chosen because I’m the best runner. So I need to get better. Much better.”

Lirael’s golden eyes sparkled with interest.
“Then we’ll make you better,” she whispered. “One careful step at a time.”
She stepped closer, her presence filling the room with warmth and temptation.
“Are you ready for the next chapter, Ethan?”
He swallowed hard, knowing that every new deal would push him further into femininity.
But the fire to be truly great — to prove he deserved this on talent alone — burned hotter than his shame.
“Yes,” he said quietly. “I’m ready.”
Chapter 2: The Estrogen Path 

Lirael sat gracefully on the edge of the hotel bed, her sheer dress clinging to her voluptuous curves as she studied Ethan with those ancient golden eyes. The medal from Nationals still rested on the nightstand beside him.

“You’ve come so far,” she said softly. “But going pro will be different. The competition is fiercer. The schedule is relentless. If you truly want to prove yourself on talent alone… I can give you a full year of consistent personal records. Every major race, every important meet — you will set new PRs. You’ll become undeniable.”

Ethan’s heart leapt. That was exactly what he wanted. Real, measurable progress that couldn’t be dismissed as image or marketing.
“What’s the cost?” he asked, already wary.
Lirael smiled, gentle but predatory. She reached out and lightly traced a finger down the center of his chest, between his small, permanently hard nipples. 

“Your body will begin producing more and more estrogen. Slowly. Naturally. Over the course of the year, it will reshape you further.” Her voice dropped into a seductive whisper. “You will grow real breasts. They will start small and tender, then gradually become fuller, rounder, and more sensitive as the months pass. By the end of the year, you’ll have beautiful, soft breasts that will bounce noticeably when you run.”

Ethan’s breath caught. He instinctively looked down at his chest. 

Lirael continued, her tone warm and coaxing. “They will feel incredible, my sweet one. Far more sensitive than anything you’ve experienced before. Every brush of fabric, every touch, every caress will send pleasure straight through you. They’ll become powerful new erogenous zones. You’ll discover how good it feels when they’re kissed… licked… squeezed… sucked on.”

She leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. 

“Imagine running with them. Feeling them bounce and sway with every stride. Feeling them grow heavier and more sensitive month after month. You’ll hate how much attention they bring… but you’ll love how they feel.”

Ethan’s cock twitched in his tiny shorts. The image was terrifying and intensely arousing at the same time. Growing actual breasts. Real, permanent breasts that everyone would see.
He was quiet for a long moment, wrestling with himself.
“If I do this… I’ll finally be fast enough to silence everyone who only cares about how I look,” he murmured.
Lirael nodded. “Yes. You will earn your place. The results will speak for themselves.”
Ethan closed his eyes, heart hammering. He knew this was a massive step. But after everything he had already given up, what was one more?
“I accept,” he whispered. 

Lirael’s smile bloomed with satisfaction. She cupped his face with both hands and kissed him deeply. Warm magic flowed into his chest and throughout his body — subtle at first, but unmistakable. A gentle heat settled into his pectorals and nipples, already promising future growth.

When she pulled back, Ethan touched his chest. It felt slightly more sensitive already. The change had begun.
“Congratulations,” Lirael purred. “Your year of dominance starts now. Enjoy your new hormones, my pretty runner. They’re going to make you feel things you’ve never imagined.”

She faded away, leaving Ethan alone with his thoughts and the faint, warm tingling in his chest.
He stood up and looked at himself in the mirror again — glamorous makeup, platinum hair, exaggerated curves… and now the very first hints of something new growing beneath his skin.
He had just agreed to grow breasts.
And deep down, he already knew he wouldn’t be able to stop touching them once they started to develop.
Chapter 3: Early Signs
Sophia burst into Ethan’s hotel room less than an hour after he had made the deal with Lirael. Her eyes were bright with excitement.
“Is it true?” she asked immediately, closing the door behind her. “You made another deal? You’re really going to grow breasts?”
Ethan nodded, cheeks flushing under his remaining makeup. “Yeah… slowly. Over the next year. She said they’ll start small but keep growing.”
Sophia’s face lit up like Christmas morning. She crossed the room in three quick steps and gently pushed him back onto the bed.
“Take your top off. I want to see.” 

Ethan hesitated only a moment before pulling off the tight crop top. He lay back, bare-chested, his smooth skin glowing under the hotel lights. His nipples were already noticeably harder and slightly more puffy than usual.

Sophia climbed onto the bed and straddled his waist, staring down at his chest with hungry fascination. She ran her fingertips lightly over his nipples, circling them slowly.
“They already feel different,” she murmured. “A little swollen… warmer.” She leaned down and blew gently across one nipple, making Ethan shiver.
“They’re so sensitive already,” he whispered, voice breathy. 

Sophia smiled wickedly. She lowered her mouth and flicked her tongue across one stiff peak, then the other. Ethan gasped, back arching slightly. The sensation was sharper than before — electric pleasure shooting straight down to his cock.

“Fuck… they’re definitely starting,” Sophia said, clearly thrilled. She took one nipple into her mouth and sucked gently, then harder, while her fingers teased and pinched the other. Ethan moaned loudly, hands fisting the sheets. The new sensitivity was overwhelming. Every lick, every suck, every graze of her teeth sent waves of pleasure rolling through his body. His massive bubble butt squirmed beneath her as his cock hardened fully in his tiny shorts.

Sophia switched between his nipples, lavishing attention on both, squeezing the small mounds of flesh that were just beginning to swell. She moaned against his skin, clearly enjoying herself.
“You’re going to have such pretty tits,” she whispered between licks. “I can’t wait until they’re big enough to bounce when you run… big enough for me to fuck between them.” 

The dirty words combined with her skilled mouth pushed Ethan over the edge surprisingly fast. With a high, feminine cry, he came hard in his shorts — hands-free, hips bucking as intense pleasure radiated from his sensitive chest.

Sophia kept sucking gently through his orgasm, drawing it out until he was trembling and whimpering.
When she finally sat up, her lips were shiny. She looked extremely pleased with herself.
“These are going to be so much fun,” she said, giving his left nipple one last playful pinch. “How do they feel?”
“Too good,” Ethan admitted, still catching his breath. “Dangerously good.”
Later that evening, after showering and changing, Ethan decided he needed to clear his head. 

He slipped on a pair of loose running shorts and decided — perhaps for one of the last times — to go shirtless. His platinum hair was tied back, and the warm evening air felt good on his skin as he stepped out for an easy recovery run around the hotel grounds.

But even on this light jog, he couldn’t stop thinking about it. 

His nipples were still tingling from Sophia’s attention. Every breeze made them tighten. He looked down at his chest while running and wondered how much longer he’d be able to go shirtless like this.

A month? Two months?
How long until his chest became obviously rounded? Until he had actual breasts bouncing with every stride? Until going shirtless in public would be impossible? 

The thought sent a confusing mix of dread and dark arousal through him. He picked up the pace, long platinum ponytail swinging, massive ass bouncing, trying to focus on the rhythm of his feet instead of the slow, magical changes already beginning beneath his skin.

The year of dominance had officially started.
And so had his transformation into something far more feminine than he had ever imagined.
Chapter 4: Professional Decision
The week after Nationals was a whirlwind of meetings, calls, and offers. 

Ethan sat in a sleek conference room wearing a soft pastel pink cropped hoodie and tight white leggings — the only kind of clothing he could wear in public now. His full makeup was flawless, glossy pink lips pressed together as he listened to yet another pitch.

Two standout offers rose to the top. 

One was a massive contract from a flashy new professional group offering the highest salary and biggest social media push. They talked endlessly about “building his brand” and “monetizing his unique look.”

The other came from Aether Athletics — one of the most respected and elite distance running teams in the world. Their head coach, a no-nonsense former Olympian named Marcus Reed, looked Ethan in the eye and said:

“We want you because of how you run. The image stuff is secondary. We’ll help you become one of the best in the world — if you’re willing to put in the work.”
Ethan didn’t hesitate.
He signed with Aether Athletics for less money than the other offer.
His new team wasted no time.
During the very first strategy meeting, the marketing director — a sharp woman named Vanessa — slid a thick folder across the table. 

“We’ve already had serious interest from several brands,” she said. “Especially lingerie and women’s activewear companies. Your look is incredibly marketable. We can have a signature feminine athletic line ready within months — custom lingerie for training, cute race kits, even a full lifestyle collection. It would be huge for visibility and income.”

Ethan’s stomach twisted. He glanced down at his long platinum nails and felt the faint new sensitivity in his chest.
“I… I’d rather focus on training right now,” he said softly, voice feminine and hesitant. “I just signed to run. Not to model.”

Vanessa smiled politely. “Of course. But opportunities like this don’t wait forever. Think about it.”
Ethan threw himself into training. 

He moved to the team’s high-altitude training camp and buried himself in miles, workouts, and recovery. The new estrogen slowly circulating in his system made him a little more emotional and tired at times, but his performance was climbing fast. His nipples stayed constantly sensitive, brushing against every shirt with distracting pleasure.

Two weeks after signing, he lined up for his first professional race — a prestigious 5K road race against several top international athletes.
He ran with quiet fury. 

His platinum ponytail streamed behind him like a banner. His massive bubble butt bounced noticeably in his tiny custom shorts. The crowd cheered wildly for the glamorous new pro. And this time, when the final kick came, Ethan’s unbreakable drive to win carried him through.

He crossed the line first.
His first professional victory.
As he stood panting in the finish chute, sweat making his cropped singlet cling to his slightly swollen, sensitive chest, Ethan allowed himself a small, genuine smile.
For one brief moment, it felt like he was winning on his own terms.
But later that evening, when he took off his shirt in front of the mirror, he noticed it:
His nipples were visibly puffier.
Two small, tender mounds were just beginning to form beneath them.
The changes were starting.
And he knew the team’s pressure for the feminine clothing line was only going to grow stronger now that he was winning.
Chapter 5: The Marketing Reality 

Ethan managed to buy himself some time. In the weeks following his first professional victory, he threw himself completely into training. He used every excuse possible — heavy mileage blocks, recovery needs, altitude camps — to dodge Vanessa’s repeated requests for photoshoots, brand meetings, and “content creation sessions” focused on his feminine image.

To his relief, the results spoke loudly enough that she backed off temporarily. His second professional race was another strong 5K, this time against a deeper international field. Thanks to Lirael’s gifts and his unbreakable drive, Ethan ran a smart, tactical race and won again, this time by a more comfortable margin.

The post-race high felt incredible.
But it didn’t last long.
Two hours after the awards ceremony, Vanessa found him in a quiet corner of the athlete village. She was dressed sharply in a tailored blazer and skirt, her expression pleasant but firm.
“Congratulations on the win, Ethan. Two for two. That’s excellent.” She paused, then continued in a more serious tone. “We need to talk. Sit down.”
Ethan sat, his long platinum ponytail falling over one shoulder. He was still wearing his cropped racing singlet and tiny shorts, full makeup intact, glossy nails gleaming.
Vanessa didn’t waste time.
“I’ve been patient because you’re delivering results,” she said, folding her hands on the table. “But that patience is running out. Let me be very clear with you.”
She leaned forward slightly. 

“You are not the product here. You are the marketing. Aether Athletics sponsors you to run so that people buy our gear, our apparel, our lifestyle. And right now, the thing that makes people pay attention — the thing that makes sponsors open their wallets — is you. The beautiful, glamorous, ultra-feminine runner with the platinum hair, the perfect makeup, and the body that turns heads.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned under his makeup.
“I want to be known for my running,” he said quietly.
Vanessa gave him a sympathetic but unflinching look. 

“We all want that. But the world doesn’t work that way. We prefer winners, yes. But what we need is sales. And right now, your feminine image is driving more interest than your times alone ever could. The lingerie and women’s activewear partners are extremely eager.” She let that sink in before delivering the hammer.

“So here’s how this is going to work. You can keep fighting me on this, or you can start cooperating. Because if you continue to resist, we will make adjustments to your racing uniform. A custom chastity cage under your shorts to keep everything… neat and tucked. And a discreet training butt plug to help with that lovely sway in your stride. We can brand it all as part of your signature look.”

Ethan’s eyes widened in shock. 

Vanessa softened her tone just slightly. “I don’t want to do that. I don’t want to fire you either — you’re talented and you’re valuable. But this is a business, Ethan. The prettier and more cooperative you are, the easier this becomes for everyone. Think about it.”

She stood up and slid a new contract addendum across the table.
“Read it over. We’ll talk again in a few days.”
As Vanessa walked away, Ethan sat frozen, heart pounding.
His chest tingled faintly where his breasts were slowly beginning to swell. His glossy pink nails dug into his thighs.
He had just won his second professional race.
But the real battle for control of his career — and his body — was only beginning. 

How does this chapter feel? The pressure from the team is now clear and escalating without being overly extreme. Would you like any adjustments to Vanessa’s tone, the threats, or Ethan’s reaction before we continue to Chapter 6? Let me know your guidance!

Chapter 6: The Addendum 

Ethan sat alone in his hotel room that evening, the thick contract and its addendum spread across the bed. The main contract was standard — performance bonuses, training support, medical coverage. But the addendum was something else entirely.

He read it slowly, his glossy pink lips parted in disbelief. 

It outlined “Image and Brand Obligations.” Mandatory photoshoots. Social media content focused on his feminine presentation. Approval rights over his public appearance. And worst of all, a clause that gave the marketing team final say on race-day uniforms and training attire “to maximize brand alignment.”
The thinly veiled threat from Vanessa was written in professional language: continued resistance could result in “specialized performance garments” including compression and containment features.

Ethan’s hands trembled slightly as he turned the pages, his long matching fingernails catching the light.
A soft knock at the door pulled him out of his thoughts.
Sophia entered, carrying takeout bags. The moment she saw his face and the papers on the bed, she set everything down and climbed onto the bed beside him.
“What is it? Show me.” 

Ethan handed her the addendum. Sophia read it quickly, her eyes widening with every paragraph. When she finished, she looked up at him with an expression of pure, delighted shock.

“Oh my god… they’re basically demanding you go full sissy for the brand,” she whispered, clearly thrilled. “Chastity cage? Butt plug in your uniform? This is insane… and so fucking hot.”
She leaned in and kissed his glossy lips, then ran her hands over his chest, gently squeezing the small, tender mounds that had begun to form. 

“You’re really going to have to choose,” she murmured against his mouth. “Fight them and they’ll lock your cock up and plug your ass every race… or lean into it and become their glamorous star.”

Before Ethan could respond, the air grew warm and sweet.
Lirael materialized near the foot of the bed, her golden eyes immediately drawn to the contract papers. She picked one up, scanning it with growing amusement and delight.
“Well, well…” she purred, a radiant smile spreading across her face. “Your new team has excellent taste. They see your true potential far better than you do.”
Lirael sat on the other side of Ethan, sandwiching him between herself and Sophia. She traced a finger along his jaw.
“They want to dress you up. Display you. Turn you into their pretty little marketing doll.” Her voice dropped seductively. “And part of you wants it too, doesn’t it?” 

Sophia nodded eagerly, still fondling Ethan’s sensitive chest. “This is perfect. You keep winning races while getting prettier and sluttier for the cameras. Just imagine the photoshoots… the custom lingerie race kits… everyone seeing exactly what you’re becoming.”
Ethan sat between the two women, heart racing. One part of him was horrified by how clinical and controlling the contract was. Another part — the part that had been slowly corrupted by months of deals — felt a shameful, throbbing heat at the idea.

He looked down at the addendum again, then at his own body — platinum hair, full makeup, budding breasts, massive ass barely contained by tiny shorts.
“I just wanted to run,” he whispered.
Lirael kissed his temple gently.
“And you will run,” she promised. “Faster than ever. But you’re learning an important lesson, my sweet girl: in this new world, your body and your image are part of the race.”
Sophia squeezed one of his nipples, drawing a soft whimper from him.
“So… what are you going to do?” she asked, eyes sparkling with excitement.
Ethan stared at the contract, the weight of his decision pressing down on him.
He had a choice to make.
And whatever he chose, it was clear his femininity was no longer just Lirael’s project.
It was now part of his professional career.
Chapter 7: Signing Away
Ethan stared at the signed contract for a long time before he finally sealed the envelope. 

He had agonized over it all night. The threats, the expectations, the loss of control. But in the end, the fear of being forced into even more humiliating “uniform modifications” won out. He told himself he could still focus on running. That this was just paperwork.

The next morning, he scheduled a meeting with Vanessa.
She was waiting for him in a private lounge at the team’s headquarters. When Ethan handed her the signed addendum, a slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.
“Well done,” she purred, taking the papers and setting them aside. “I was hoping you’d make the smart choice.” 

Vanessa stood up and circled around the desk, looking him over with open appreciation. Her eyes lingered on his full makeup, glossy pink lips, long platinum hair, and the way his tight top hugged his budding chest.
“You know,” she said, voice dropping into a silky, dominant tone, “I’ve broken in quite a few new talents over the years. But none quite like you. There’s something special about watching a pretty boy slowly realize his proper place in the world… learning to smile for the cameras, to dress up, to accept that his body is just as valuable as his legs.”

She stopped in front of him and gently lifted his chin with two fingers, forcing him to meet her eyes.
“I love it,” she whispered. “I love watching them fight it at first… then slowly melt. Just like you’re going to.”
Ethan’s heart hammered. His cheeks burned beneath his makeup.
Vanessa’s thumb brushed across his glossy lower lip.
“I’ve been very patient with you,” she continued softly. “Now it’s time you show me some gratitude. On your knees, sweetheart.” 

Ethan hesitated only a moment. The weight of the signed contract, the new pressure from the team, and the constant low-level arousal from his changing body made resistance feel impossible.

He sank to his knees in front of her.
Vanessa smiled approvingly and slowly lifted her tight skirt, revealing sheer black panties. She pulled them to the side, exposing her smooth, already wet pussy.
“Good girl,” she murmured, sliding her fingers into his platinum hair. “Show me how grateful you are.” 

Ethan leaned forward, heart racing with shame and unwanted excitement. His glossy pink lips parted and pressed against her. He started tentatively, then used every skill Lirael had given him — licking, sucking, and worshipping her with perfect technique.

Vanessa moaned softly, gripping his hair tighter.
“That’s it… just like that. You’re a natural little pleaser, aren’t you?”
She guided his head, rolling her hips against his tongue as he worked her clit and slid two fingers inside her. Her breathing grew heavier, her praise more explicit.
“Look at you on your knees in full makeup… sucking your boss’s pussy after signing away your image. This is exactly where you belong.” 

Ethan whimpered against her, the humiliation only making him harder. He licked and sucked with desperate skill until Vanessa’s thighs began to tremble. She came with a low, satisfied moan, grinding against his glossy lips and tongue as her orgasm washed over her. When she finally released his hair, she looked down at him with hazy, pleased eyes. His lipstick was slightly smudged, and his chin glistened.

Vanessa gently wiped his lower lip with her thumb.
“Good girl,” she whispered. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together.”
She lowered her skirt and stepped back, once again the composed professional.
“Welcome to the team, Ethan. I look forward to shaping your future.”
Ethan remained on his knees for a long moment after she left, tasting her on his tongue, face burning with shame.
He had signed the contract.
And the real transformation — both on and off the track — had just begun.
Chapter 8: Bridal Campaign
The call came sooner than Ethan expected. 

Just ten days after signing the addendum, Vanessa summoned him to a high-end photography studio downtown. When he arrived — full makeup, glossy nails, and a soft baby-blue crop top with white leggings — she greeted him with a triumphant smile.

“Today’s your first official campaign shoot,” she announced. “Bridal lingerie line. Very high-end. They loved your look.”
Ethan’s stomach dropped. “Bridal…?”
“Romantic. Feminine. Dramatic.” Vanessa guided him toward the wardrobe area. “You’re going to be perfect.”
The lingerie was exquisite — and devastatingly feminine. 

The creative team dressed him in a sheer white bridal babydoll made of the finest lace. The top was a delicate corset-style bra that lifted and accentuated the small, tender mounds already forming on his chest. The bottom was a tiny matching thong with a garter belt and sheer white stockings. A long, flowing sheer veil was clipped into his platinum-blonde hair, completing the bridal look.

Ethan stared at himself in the mirror, face burning beneath his flawless makeup. The lingerie left almost nothing to the imagination. His massive bubble butt was framed beautifully by the garters, and the sheer fabric did nothing to hide his budding breasts or hard nipples. The first concept was “The Runaway Bride.”

They had him sprinting across a stylized track set, veil streaming behind him, looking back over his shoulder with a mix of fear and excitement as a male model in a tuxedo chased him. The photographers shouted directions — “More sway in those hips!” “Arch your back!” “Look terrified but aroused!”

The second concept was “Eloping.” 

In this one, the male model carried him in his arms while Ethan clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, kissing him passionately as they “escaped” together. Ethan’s face burned with humiliation the entire time, but he followed every instruction.

Vanessa watched from the sidelines with clear satisfaction.
Two days later, Ethan received the real shock.
He was preparing for his next professional 5K when Vanessa appeared in the warm-up area holding a garment bag.
“Good news,” she said brightly. “The race officials approved your new signature uniform. They loved the bridal campaign so much they agreed it would be excellent for brand visibility.”
She unzipped the bag. 

Inside was a modified version of the bridal lingerie — a sheer white lace crop top with built-in light compression bra, and matching ultra-short white running shorts with delicate lace trim and built-in brief. The outfit was unmistakably bridal and incredibly revealing.

Ethan’s eyes widened in horror. “You can’t be serious. I can’t race in that.”
“You can, and you will,” Vanessa said firmly. “The officials have already signed off. They think it’s bold and marketable. You signed the addendum, Ethan. This is part of your obligation now.”
She leaned in closer, voice low. “Wear it. Run beautifully. And maybe next time we can do something even prettier.”
That afternoon, Ethan lined up for the race wearing the bridal lingerie uniform. 

The crowd went wild the moment he stepped onto the track. Cameras flashed nonstop. His long platinum ponytail, full makeup, and the delicate white lace outfit made him look like a runaway bride who had decided to compete instead of getting married.
His face burned with humiliation the entire race, but his drive to win pushed him forward. He ran hard, his budding breasts and massive ass bouncing noticeably with every stride, the sheer lace brushing teasingly against his sensitive skin.

He finished third — still an excellent result against strong competition, but not the win he’d hoped for.
After the race, Vanessa was waiting with a proud smile.
“You looked incredible out there,” she said. “The photos are going to be everywhere. Welcome to the big leagues, sweetheart.”
Ethan stood there in his revealing bridal running outfit, chest heaving, cheeks flushed under his makeup, already feeling the slow magical changes in his body continuing.
He was now officially a professional runner.
And his career was becoming more about how he looked than how fast he ran.
Chapter 9: New Wardrobe, New Craving
The control escalated quickly.
Two days after the bridal race, Vanessa sent a large clothing delivery to Ethan’s training apartment with a note:
“Approved daily attire. Wear only these pieces in public. No exceptions. — V”
The wardrobe was extreme.
Extremely feminine. Extremely slutty. 

Tiny pleated micro-skirts, sheer crop tops that barely covered his budding breasts, skin-tight dresses with deep cleavage, thigh-high stockings, platform heels, and an entire drawer full of crotchless panties in every color. Everything was designed to highlight his platinum hair, heavy makeup, massive bubble butt, and slowly growing chest.

The first morning he tried to push back, Vanessa called him immediately.
“Wear the pink micro-skirt and white sheer crop top today,” she said sweetly. “You have a sponsor lunch at noon. Don’t make me send someone to dress you.”
Ethan obeyed. 

He felt utterly ridiculous and exposed walking through the training center in the tiny skirt that barely covered the bottom of his ass, the sheer top showing the outline of his puffy, sensitive nipples and small mounds. Every step drew stares, whispers, and phone cameras. The constant self-consciousness Lirael had cursed him with burned hotter than ever.

He hated it.
And yet his cock stayed half-hard the entire day.
That night, back in his apartment, Ethan locked the door and called for Lirael.
She appeared instantly, smiling as she took in his current outfit — the slutty pink micro-skirt and sheer top.
“Vanessa is quite enthusiastic,” Lirael purred approvingly. 

“I need to be faster,” Ethan said desperately. “Much faster. If I start breaking records and winning consistently, maybe they’ll focus on my running instead of… all of this.” He gestured at his revealing clothes and curvy body.

Lirael tilted her head. “Another speed request. I can give you significantly more raw speed — quicker acceleration, faster top-end pace, better efficiency. You’ll become one of the fastest in the world.”

Ethan nodded eagerly. “Yes. Please.”
Lirael stepped close and ran her fingers down his chest, brushing over his tender, swelling nipples. 

“In exchange,” she whispered, “you will develop a powerful new humiliation kink. Public embarrassment and degradation will turn you on intensely. The more people stare, the more they whisper about what a slutty little sissy you are, the stronger your arousal will become. You won’t be able to hide how much it affects you.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He knew it was dangerous.
But the alternative — continuing to be dressed like a fuckdoll while only getting mediocre results — felt worse.
“I accept,” he said. 

Lirael kissed him deeply. Powerful magic surged into his legs and lungs, enhancing his speed dramatically. At the same time, a dark, warm heat settled deep in his mind and body — a new craving for humiliation taking root.

When she pulled away, Ethan was panting. “Enjoy your new speed, my pretty girl,” Lirael said with a knowing smile. “And try not to blush too hard when they make you wear even sluttier outfits.”

The very next day, Vanessa dressed him in an outrageously short white pleated skirt with a tiny baby-pink crop top that said “Aether’s Princess” across the chest in glittery letters. His budding breasts were clearly visible beneath the thin fabric.

As Ethan walked through the facility, feeling the cool air on his ass and the stares burning into him, the new humiliation kink hit hard.
His cock stiffened instantly in his crotchless panties. His hole clenched with need. A wave of shameful arousal washed over him so strongly that his knees felt weak.
He hated how much he loved it.
Vanessa noticed immediately and smiled with satisfaction.
“See?” she said softly as she passed him. “You’re already learning your place.”
Ethan was starting to fear she was right.
Chapter 10: The Corset Fitting
The following week, Vanessa scheduled a mandatory “uniform development session” at the team’s headquarters. 

Ethan arrived in a tiny black pleated skirt and a sheer white blouse tied just under his budding chest, as required. His full makeup was perfect, glossy pink lips pressed tightly together as he walked into the large fitting room.

A tall, sharply dressed stylist named Claire was waiting with measuring tapes, fabric swatches, and a sleek black garment on a mannequin. 

“This is your new racing corset,” Claire explained brightly, holding it up. It was a delicate but structured piece — white with delicate lace trim, built-in light boning, and subtle compression panels. It looked more like high-fashion lingerie than athletic wear.

Ethan blinked. “A… corset? For racing? Who’s going to buy that?” 

Claire smiled knowingly as she motioned for him to remove his top. “You’d be surprised. There’s a growing market for ‘feminine performance wear.’ Especially with athletes like you leading the way. It’ll cinch your waist, support your chest, and create a beautiful silhouette on camera.”

Ethan reluctantly pulled off his blouse, standing there in just his micro-skirt and crotchless panties. Claire stepped forward with the measuring tape.
As she wrapped it around his chest, just below his nipples, she paused. 

“Oh… very nice,” she murmured, almost to herself. “You’ve developed a solid A-cup already. The estrogen is working beautifully. They’re coming in nicely — perky, round, and very sensitive looking.”

Ethan froze. 

He looked down at his chest. The small, soft mounds were undeniable now. His nipples sat prominently on top of them, puffy and constantly erect. They were small, but unmistakably breasts.

“I… I have breasts,” he whispered, voice shaky. 

Claire nodded casually, as if measuring a runner’s new A-cups was completely normal. “They look great on you. The corset will support them nicely during races and give you a lovely hourglass shape. The fans are going to eat this up.”

Ethan’s face burned with humiliation. The new kink flared violently — the shame of standing here half-naked while a professional stylist casually commented on his growing tits made his cock throb hard in his tiny panties. His hole clenched with sudden need.

Claire continued measuring his waist and hips, chatting pleasantly the whole time.
“Once we get the corset fitted properly, we can do matching sets in different colors. Maybe even some with garters for special events. You’re going to look incredible on the starting line.” 

When the fitting was over, Ethan stood in front of the mirror wearing the prototype corset. It cinched his already narrow waist and pushed up his small A-cup breasts, creating clear cleavage and a dramatically feminine silhouette.

Vanessa walked in at that moment and let out a pleased hum.
“Perfect,” she said. “We’ll have this ready for your next race.”
Ethan stared at his reflection — platinum blonde hair, full makeup, growing breasts, massive ass, and now a racing corset — and felt a deep wave of submission wash over him.
He was becoming exactly what they wanted.
And the worst part was how much his body was starting to crave it.
Chapter 11: Halloween Warning 

Ethan had finally reached his limit. After another long day of training, he stormed into Vanessa’s office still wearing the sheer crop top and micro-skirt she had chosen for him that morning.

“I can’t keep doing this,” he said, voice shaking but determined. “The outfits are getting ridiculous. I’m here to run, not to be your dress-up doll. I’m not wearing anything more humiliating than I already am.”

Vanessa leaned back in her chair, studying him with calm, predatory patience. She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to.
“I see,” she said smoothly. “You’re pushing back again. That’s unfortunate.”
She tapped something on her tablet, then looked up at him with a sweet smile that didn’t reach her eyes. 

“Halloween is in three days. We have a big sponsor event and a charity fun run. You were going to wear something tasteful.” She paused. “But since you’ve decided to be difficult… we’ll go with something more educational instead.”

On Halloween morning, Ethan opened the garment bag Vanessa had sent over.
His stomach dropped.
It was a full cat costume — but designed with maximum humiliation in mind. 

The top was a tight black push-up bra made of shiny latex and lace that forced his small A-cup breasts up and together, creating prominent, eye-catching cleavage. Tiny black cat ears sat on a headband, and his long platinum-blonde hair was styled into playful pigtails with black ribbons. The bottom was an extremely skimpy black G-string lingerie panty that disappeared completely between his massive bubble butt cheeks. Attached to the back was a long, fluffy black cat tail… with a thick, tapered plug at the base.

Ethan stared at the plug in horror.
He tried to refuse. He really did.
But Vanessa sent a simple text:
“Wear it all day. Or we’ll find someone who will. Your choice.” 

By the afternoon, Ethan stood in the middle of the sponsor event wearing the full cat costume. The push-up bra made his A-cup breasts the undeniable center of attention — pushed up, rounded, and jiggling slightly with every movement. The fluffy tail swayed behind him with every step, the plug buried deep inside his sensitive ass, rubbing against his prostate with cruel efficiency. The tiny G-string left his round ass almost completely exposed.

Everywhere he went, people stared, whispered, and took photos. “Aether’s little kitten” became the running joke of the event. 

The new humiliation kink Lirael had given him betrayed him completely. His cock strained painfully against the tiny G-string, leaking steadily. Every whispered comment, every laugh, every lingering stare on his pushed-up breasts and plugged ass sent waves of shameful arousal through him.

Vanessa approached him while he was posing for photos, smiling sweetly as she adjusted one of his cat ears.
“See how cooperative you can be when properly motivated?” she murmured. “This is just a warning, Ethan. Next time you push back, it won’t be this gentle.”
She gave the tail a light tug, making the plug shift inside him. Ethan bit his glossy lip to stifle a moan.
As he stood there — breasts on full display, tail plug buried inside him, dressed like a slutty catgirl in front of sponsors, fans, and teammates — Ethan realized something terrifying.
He was no longer just fighting the changes.
He was starting to lose the fight.
Chapter 12: The Carrot
Vanessa called Ethan into her office three days after the Halloween incident.
She was smiling — a dangerous, knowing smile that made his stomach twist.
“Sit down, kitten,” she said, gesturing to the chair. “I’ve been doing a little research on your college career. Very… illuminating.” 

She turned her monitor toward him. On the screen were several photos and a short video clip someone had leaked — Ethan on his knees behind the equipment shed with Jax, platinum hair bouncing as he eagerly sucked cock. Another clip showed him bent over, moaning like a slut while getting fucked after a race.

Ethan’s face went deathly pale under his makeup. “I have to say,” Vanessa continued, leaning back, “I’m impressed. You were quite the cock-hungry little whore back then, weren’t you? Throwing races just so you could get used afterward. Adorable.”

Ethan wanted the ground to swallow him.
Vanessa stood up and walked around the desk, gently stroking his platinum hair.
“Here’s the good news,” she said sweetly. “I’m not going to punish you for your resistance. Instead, I’m offering you a carrot.”
She tapped her perfectly manicured nail on the desk. 

“We have a very important Christmas lingerie campaign launching soon. I want you as the face of the entire collection. Full boudoir photoshoot — very sensual, very feminine. You’ll wear our most luxurious pieces. If you do this willingly and give me beautiful, eager energy… I’ll arrange some male company for you. Discreet. High quality. Men who know exactly how to handle a pretty girl like you.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The new humiliation kink flared violently at her words.
Vanessa leaned down, lips close to his ear.
“Do we have a deal?”
He agreed.
The boudoir shoot took place two weeks later in a luxurious studio filled with Christmas lights, red velvet, and white fur throws. 

Ethan was dressed in an incredibly revealing red-and-white Christmas lingerie set — a sheer babydoll with fur trim, matching crotchless panties, thigh-high stockings with little bows, and a Santa-style choker. His A-cup breasts were prominently displayed, pushed up by the built-in bra. His makeup was glamorous holiday perfection.

The male photographer, a tall, confident man named Marcus, was professional at first. He guided Ethan through sensual poses — kneeling on the fur, arching his back, looking seductively over his shoulder.

But halfway through the session, Marcus lowered his camera.
“You’re stunning,” he said, voice warm. “But I think we could get something really special… if you’re willing to go further. Tasteful nudes. Artistic. Very elegant.”
Ethan hesitated.
Marcus smiled. “I’ll make it worth your while. After the shoot… I’ll fuck you properly. The way you need it.”
The combination of shame, the new humiliation kink, and the deep craving in his ass made Ethan’s resistance crumble.
He agreed. 

The nude portion was intensely erotic. Marcus had him pose completely naked except for the stockings and choker, oiling his skin so it glowed under the lights. Ethan’s small breasts, wide hips, massive ass, and leaking cock were all captured in artistic, sensual frames.

After the final shot, Marcus locked the door.
He bent Ethan over the velvet chaise and fucked him slow and deep, just as promised — thick cock stretching his sensitive hole while praising how perfect his body had become.
Ethan came twice, moaning like a whore, completely lost in the pleasure.
Later that night, lying in bed with cum still slowly leaking from his well-fucked ass, Ethan realized the truth:
Vanessa wasn’t just controlling his clothes anymore.
She was learning exactly how to control him.
And he was getting weaker at resisting every single day.
Chapter 13: Shifting Priorities
That evening, Sophia wasted no time.
The moment Ethan walked through the door of their shared training apartment, still wearing the tiny skirt and crop top from the day, she pulled him into the bedroom.
“Tell me everything,” she demanded, already buckling on her thick strap-on. “I want details.”
Ethan stripped down to just his crotchless panties, his small A-cup breasts and hard nipples on full display. Sophia lubed the realistic dildo generously, then sat on the edge of the bed. 

“Ride me,” she ordered. “And talk while you do it.” Ethan straddled her lap, facing her. He lowered himself slowly onto the thick cock, gasping as it stretched his sensitive hole open. Once he was fully seated, Sophia gripped his wide hips and guided him into a slow, deep rhythm.

“Start talking,” she whispered, eyes locked on his face.
Ethan began riding her, his massive bubble butt rising and falling as he recounted the photoshoot in excruciating detail. 

“They… they put me in this sheer red-and-white Christmas babydoll,” he moaned, voice breathy. “It was so short… barely covered my ass. The top pushed my breasts up and made them look bigger. Marcus, the photographer… he had me posing on white fur throws, arching my back, looking over my shoulder with my ass up…”

Sophia thrust up to meet him, making him whimper.
“Keep going.” 

“He… he oiled my skin so it would shine,” Ethan continued, bouncing harder. “He made me get on all fours, then on my back with my legs spread. He kept telling me how pretty my tits looked… how good my ass looked in the tiny thong. Then he convinced me to do the nude set…”

Sophia’s eyes darkened with lust. She reached up and played with his sensitive nipples as he rode her.
“And then?” 

Ethan’s rhythm faltered as shame and arousal mixed. “I let him fuck me. Right there on the chaise. He bent me over and fucked me slow and deep while the lights were still on. I came twice… moaning like a slut while he told me how perfect my body was becoming for the brand.”

Sophia moaned approvingly and started thrusting harder, driving the strap-on deep into his greedy hole.
As Ethan rode her, lost in the sensation and the retelling, a dark realization settled over him.
He had barely thought about his training today.
His last hard workout had been days ago. Instead of analyzing race footage or planning his next tempo session, his mind had been consumed with:
What will Vanessa make me wear tomorrow? How do I avoid another punishment?
What if she makes the next outfit even worse?
His entire focus had shifted.
Racing — the one thing he had fought so hard for — was no longer the center of his life.
Vanessa’s control was.
The thought of her holding total power over his image, his clothes, his body… of being forced to obey her whims… sent a powerful surge of humiliating pleasure through him.
“Oh fuck…” Ethan whimpered, riding Sophia faster. “I can’t stop thinking about her controlling me… telling me what to wear… making me pose like a whore…”
The combination of the thick cock stretching him, Sophia’s hands on his budding breasts, and the overwhelming thought of Vanessa’s dominance finally pushed him over the edge. 

He came hard — hands-free — his small breasts bouncing, hole spasming around the strap-on as he cried out in his soft, feminine voice. Thick ropes of cum spilled across Sophia’s stomach while he shook with the intensity of the orgasm.

Sophia held him close afterward, stroking his platinum hair as he trembled.
“You’re not really a runner anymore, are you, baby?” she whispered tenderly. “You’re becoming their pretty little marketing toy… and you’re starting to love it.”
Ethan buried his face in her neck, breathing shakily.
He wanted to deny it.
But deep down, he knew she was right.
Chapter 14: The Great Run
After the holiday break, Ethan returned to the Aether Athletics training facility a changed man — quite literally. 

His breasts had grown significantly. What had started as tender A-cups were now full, soft B-cups that bounced noticeably with every step. They were undeniably breasts now — round, perky, and extremely sensitive. His nipples had darkened slightly and stayed almost permanently erect, brushing against any fabric with maddening intensity.

Vanessa took one look at him and smiled like a cat who had caught the canary. 

“Perfect timing,” she said. “We’re launching a major campaign. ‘The Great Run.’ Inspired by Forrest Gump. You’re going to run across the country — coast to coast — raising awareness for women’s empowerment and body positivity. And we’re going to document every single mile.”

Ethan felt a chill run down his spine. “What do you mean by ‘document every mile’?”
Vanessa’s smile widened.
“Each day you’ll start with one more piece of clothing removed than the day before. We’ll film it. Live streams. Social media. The whole thing. It’s going to be massive.”
The campaign began in early January on a beach in California.
Day 1: Ethan started in full running gear — crop top, shorts, sports bra underneath.
Each subsequent day, Vanessa’s team removed one piece.
By Day 5 he was running in just the crop top and tiny shorts.
By Day 12 the shorts were gone — replaced by sheer running briefs.
By Day 18 he was running in just a sports bra and a G-string. 

His B-cup breasts bounced freely with every stride, barely contained by the increasingly minimal support. His platinum ponytail streamed behind him, full makeup flawless despite the miles, and his massive ass drew constant attention from passing cars, news crews, and crowds that gathered along the route.

The internet went wild.
Hashtags like #TheGreatRun and #EthanHarperStripRun trended daily. Donations poured in. Sponsors were ecstatic. 

Ethan hated how much the humiliation turned him on now. Every day, as more of his body was exposed to the world, his new kink made him achingly hard and his hole desperate to be filled. He was running across America essentially naked, breasts bouncing, and part of him was shamefully addicted to it.

On Day 26, somewhere in rural Texas, Ethan reached his limit. 

He started the day wearing only a tiny black G-string. Nothing else. His full B-cup breasts bounced heavily and freely with every stride, nipples hard in the cool morning air. The plug tail from the Halloween costume had long since been replaced by a discreet training plug Vanessa insisted he wear “for posture.”

He made it twelve miles before the flashing lights appeared behind him. A sheriff’s deputy pulled him over on the side of the highway.
“Sir — ma’am — whatever you are,” the deputy said, trying not to stare at Ethan’s bouncing chest and barely-covered crotch, “you’re under arrest for public indecency.” 

Ethan stood there on the side of the road in nothing but a G-string, platinum hair windswept, breasts on full display, makeup still somehow perfect, while cameras from the trailing media van captured every second.

Vanessa was on the phone within minutes, already spinning the story as a “bold artistic statement about freedom and body autonomy.”
As Ethan was handcuffed and gently placed in the back of the patrol car, breasts pressing against the cold seat, he realized the terrifying truth:
He was no longer in control of anything.
Not his body.
Not his career.
Not even the clothes he was (or wasn’t) allowed to wear.
And the worst part was how wet and aching that realization made him.
Chapter 15: Empowerment and Consequences
Vanessa turned the arrest into a masterclass in spin.
Within hours, press releases went out: 

“Ethan Harper’s ‘Great Run’ is a bold statement for women’s empowerment and body positivity. His near-nude run challenges outdated societal norms about gender, sexuality, and freedom of expression. We stand behind our athlete and demand the charges be dropped immediately.”

The media ate it up. Social media exploded with support, outrage, and memes. Donations to the campaign skyrocketed.
But the local authorities didn’t care about the PR narrative.
Ethan was held in custody.
Vanessa visited him the next morning, looking calm and in control behind the glass partition. 

“You’ll stay here until the charges are dropped,” she said sweetly. “It might take a few days… or a few weeks. Depends how cooperative the system wants to be. In the meantime, I’ve arranged for you to be housed in the men’s facility under special protective custody — but with full access to your approved wardrobe.”

She smiled.
“The inmates have been very excited to help choose your daily outfits. Consider it part of your rehabilitation.”
The reality was worse than Ethan imagined. 

He was placed in a segregated block, but still very much visible to the general male population. Every morning, a group of selected inmates was allowed to choose his lingerie for the day from a cart Vanessa had “generously” provided.

The outfits were pure humiliation fuel: 

● Tiny pink babydoll nighties
● Sheer red lace bodysuits
● Black micro G-strings with “ cumslut” written across the front
● Baby-blue crotchless sets with matching push-up bras that perfectly framed his B-cup

breasts 

Each day he was paraded in the chosen lingerie — full makeup, platinum hair styled, breasts bouncing freely, massive ass on display. The prisoners catcalled, whistled, and made crude comments. The guards largely looked the other way.

And yet… thanks to Lirael’s humiliation kink, Ethan was constantly, shamefully aroused. 

His cock leaked into whatever tiny panties they made him wear. His hole clenched with desperate need every time he was bent over for a “routine search” or forced to bend down to pick something up.

He got more cock than he could have ever imagined. 

Some nights it was rough, hungry, and overwhelming. Other times it was slower, almost affectionate — men using his mouth and ass while telling him how pretty he was. His B-cup breasts were groped, sucked, and played with constantly. He was passed around like the prison’s favorite toy.

By the end of the first week, Ethan had stopped pretending he hated it.
He still cried sometimes from the overwhelming shame. 

But he also came harder than he ever had in his life. One evening, after being thoroughly used by three inmates, Ethan lay curled up in his cell in a cum-stained pink lingerie set, breasts tender and marked with hickeys.

He whispered hoarsely to the ceiling:
“…I just wanted to run.”
But even as he said it, his hand drifted between his legs, touching his well-fucked hole, already craving more.
Vanessa had complete control now.
And Ethan was beginning to accept that this was his new reality.
Chapter 16: Well-Behaved
Three and a half months.
That’s how long Ethan spent in custody. 

The “Great Run” charges dragged on far longer than anyone expected. Vanessa visited regularly, always smiling, always reminding him that cooperation would speed things up. But she never pushed too hard. She seemed to enjoy watching him break slowly.

By the time the judge finally dismissed the charges “in the interest of justice and public awareness,” Ethan had missed the entire indoor track season and most of the outdoor season. His dreams of dominating as a professional runner had taken a severe hit.

But something else had changed far more dramatically. 

When Ethan stepped out of the county jail facility on a warm spring afternoon, he moved with soft, graceful steps. His long platinum-blonde hair was styled in loose waves, his makeup was flawless (applied that morning by one of the nicer guards), and he wore the modest but undeniably feminine outfit Vanessa had sent: a soft pink sundress that hugged his B-cup breasts and flared over his wide hips and massive ass.

He no longer argued.
He no longer pushed back. 

He simply obeyed. That night, back in his apartment, Ethan was quietly unpacking when the air grew warm and fragrant with jasmine.

Lirael appeared in the center of the room. She took one long look at him and her golden eyes lit up with pure delight.
“Oh… my sweet girl,” she breathed, stepping closer. “Just look at you.” 

She circled him slowly, drinking in every detail. The soft, submissive way he held himself. The gentle sway of his hips. The way his eyes stayed lowered respectfully. The quiet acceptance in his posture.

Lirael gently lifted his chin so she could look into his eyes. 

“Jail was very good for you,” she purred, clearly thrilled. “You’ve become such a well-behaved, submissive little sissy. No more fighting. No more denial. You’ve learned your place, haven’t you?”

Ethan’s cheeks flushed, but he didn’t look away. His voice was soft and sweet when he answered.
“Yes, Lirael.”
She smiled radiantly and ran her hands down his sides, cupping his B-cup breasts through the dress. They were fuller and more sensitive than when he went in.
“You used to fight so hard,” she whispered, thumbing his nipples and making him whimper. “Now you tremble so prettily when you’re touched. You’ve accepted what you are.”
Lirael leaned in and kissed him tenderly, then deeper, claiming his mouth as her fingers continued teasing his sensitive breasts.
When she finally pulled back, she stroked his platinum hair like one would a cherished pet.
“You still have so much growing left to do,” she murmured. “But I’m very proud of how far you’ve come. My perfect submissive sissy runner.”
Ethan shivered at her praise, a familiar mix of shame and warm arousal blooming inside him.
Lirael stepped back, glowing with satisfaction.
“Rest now, little one. Vanessa will want you back on the track soon… and I have a feeling your next chapter is going to be even more beautiful than this one.”
She faded away, leaving Ethan standing alone in his pink sundress, breasts tingling, heart racing.
He touched his reflection in the mirror — soft, feminine, obedient.
And for the first time, he didn’t try to convince himself he could still fight it.
He simply whispered:
“Yes, Lirael.”
Chapter 17: Reclaiming the Track
Vanessa didn’t waste any time. 

Two days after Ethan’s release, Sophia was officially brought onto the team as his “personal image and lifestyle coach.” Her salary was generous, and her role was clear: help Ethan fully embrace his feminine brand.

Sophia took the job very seriously. 

She moved into the training apartment with him and began restructuring his entire daily life — from the outfits he wore to practice, to his makeup routine, to how he carried himself. She was gentle but relentless, constantly praising him when he obeyed and teasing him when he hesitated.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she’d whisper while adjusting his push-up bra in the morning. “Just let yourself enjoy it.”
Ethan’s first race back was a mid-tier international meet in Europe. 

He lined up wearing what had become his standard race kit: a delicate white lace-trimmed crop top (more bra than singlet) and tiny matching running briefs that left most of his massive ass exposed. His B-cup breasts bounced noticeably with every stride, supported but still very much on display.

The crowd cheered wildly the moment he appeared.
And Ethan ran like a man who had something to prove.
He crushed the field. 

From the gun, he took control of the race with aggressive positioning and devastating pace. His new speed from Lirael combined with months of pent-up frustration exploded onto the track. He won by nearly four seconds — a dominant, statement victory.

For the first time in a long while, Ethan felt a spark of real confidence return. As he crossed the finish line, chest heaving, breasts rising and falling with each breath, he allowed himself a small, genuine smile beneath the glossy lipstick.

Maybe I can still do this, he thought. Maybe I can win on my own terms.
That night, back at the hotel, Sophia celebrated with him.
She had him ride her strap-on slowly while she praised him.
“You were incredible today,” she moaned, hands gripping his hips. “All those people watching your tits bounce and your ass shake… and you still won. My strong, pretty girl.” 

Ethan rode her with more fire than he had shown since leaving jail. The victory had reawakened something in him. He was still obedient — he let Sophia dress him, fuck him, and guide him — but the blind, broken submission he’d shown right after release had faded.

He was less submissive now.
More determined.
Later, as they lay together, Ethan stared at the ceiling. 

“I’m going to win the World Cup,” he said quietly, voice soft but firm. “Even if I have to run it in nothing but a G-string and a cup-less bra. I don’t care what Vanessa makes me wear. I’m going to win.”

Sophia propped herself up on one elbow, looking down at him with a mix of pride and hunger.
“That’s my girl,” she whispered, tracing a finger around one of his sensitive nipples. “Win the World Cup looking like the prettiest slut on the track. I can’t wait to watch you do it.”
Ethan closed his eyes, feeling the fire of competition burning again.
He had been broken down.
But something inside him was starting to burn hotter than the humiliation.
He was going to the World Cup.
And he was going to win — no matter how feminine they made him look while doing it.
Chapter 18: The Incentive 

Ethan threw himself into training with a ferocity he hadn’t shown since before jail. He woke up at 5 AM every day. He ran twice as many miles as anyone else on the team. He attacked every workout — intervals, hills, tempo runs — like it was the Olympic final. His body responded. With Lirael’s gifts and his renewed fire, his times dropped dramatically.

But Vanessa noticed something else.
She noticed that no matter how hard he trained, his focus still wavered whenever the men’s team was training on the same track.
So she made a new arrangement.
At the next team meeting, Vanessa stood in front of both the men’s and women’s groups with a pleasant smile. 

“To motivate our star athlete and encourage healthy competition,” she announced, “we’re implementing a new practice incentive. Any male athlete on the team who beats Ethan in any timed workout, interval, or race simulation… earns a personal reward from him.”

She looked directly at Ethan.
“A blowjob. Immediately after the session, in private.”
The room went silent for a beat, then erupted in murmurs and grins from the men’s side. 

Ethan’s face burned crimson under his makeup. His B-cup breasts rose and fell quickly with his breathing. The new humiliation kink flared violently in his chest, making his cock twitch in his tiny running briefs.

He wanted to protest.
But the words wouldn’t come.
The new rule took effect immediately.
Ethan trained harder than ever, determined not to lose. He fought with everything he had in every session.
But he didn’t win every time. 

Some days he held them off. His superior endurance and speed let him crush most of the men’s team.
Other days, one or two of the stronger guys managed to edge him out on a specific interval or hill repeat.

And on those days, Ethan paid up.
The first time was against Marcus, one of the team’s top 800m runners. 

After Marcus beat him on a set of 400m repeats, Ethan followed him into the equipment storage room behind the track. On his knees in his tiny training outfit, glossy lips wrapped around Marcus’s cock, Ethan sucked him with practiced skill while his own B-cup breasts bounced slightly with every bob of his head.

The humiliation was intense.
The craving was worse.
He came in his panties without touching himself, just from the shame of servicing a teammate after losing.
It happened most days.
Sometimes it was quick — a fast, sloppy blowjob behind the bleachers.
Sometimes it was more involved — on his knees in the locker room while two guys who had tied him in different drills took turns.
Each time, Ethan told himself he hated it. 

Each time, his body betrayed him completely. The new humiliation kink made every degrading second intensely arousing. He began craving the attention, the grunts, the way they called him “princess,” “good girl,” or “team slut” while he swallowed.

Vanessa watched it all with quiet satisfaction.
During one particularly intense practice where Ethan lost two separate intervals to different runners, she pulled him aside afterward while he was still flushed and disheveled. 

“You’re doing so well,” she purred, wiping a small smear of cum from the corner of his glossy lips with her thumb. “Keep training this hard and servicing the team nicely, and we might even let you wear slightly less revealing outfits for the next race.”

Ethan looked at her, breathing hard, breasts heaving in his sports bra. He was exhausted.
He was humiliated.
And he was more motivated than ever to get faster — so he wouldn’t have to drop to his knees quite so often.
But deep down, a dark little voice whispered that he was starting to look forward to the days he lost.
Chapter 19: Whatever It Takes 

Ethan crossed the finish line of the National Qualifier in first place, breathing hard but victorious. His B-cup breasts bounced noticeably in the tight lace sports bra, and his platinum ponytail streamed behind him like a banner. The crowd cheered loudly for the glamorous, curvaceous runner who had become one of the most talked-about athletes in the sport.

He had qualified for Nationals.
But as he stood in the finish chute, sweat glistening on his skin and his small breasts heaving, the familiar dissatisfaction crept in.
It’s not enough. 

He had won the qualifier, but the field at Nationals would be deeper. Stronger. Faster. And with the way his career was going, simply qualifying wasn’t enough anymore. He needed to dominate. He needed to win.

That night, back in his apartment, Ethan stood in front of the mirror in nothing but a tiny pink G-string. His B-cup breasts were round and perky, his nipples stiff and sensitive. He looked every bit the feminine athlete the brand had crafted.

But he still wanted more.
“Lirael,” he called softly.
The supernatural beauty appeared behind him in the mirror, placing her hands gently on his shoulders. She smiled at his reflection.
“You qualified,” she said warmly. “But I can see it in your eyes. You’re not satisfied.” 

“I need to win Nationals,” Ethan said, turning to face her. His voice was soft but filled with determination. “Not just qualify. I need to be the best. Give me whatever I need to win. Whatever it takes.”

Lirael’s golden eyes sparkled with intrigue. She stepped closer, trailing her fingers down his chest and over his sensitive breasts.
“Whatever you need?” she repeated. “That’s a very open request, my sweet girl. I can give you the complete package — perfect race-day instincts, unbreakable mental focus, enhanced speed, stamina, and recovery. Everything required to stand on top of the podium at Nationals.”

Ethan nodded eagerly. “Yes. Please.”
Lirael cupped his face tenderly. 

“In exchange… whenever you run — in training or competition — you must wear six-inch heels. Stilettos. Elegant, feminine, and impossible to ignore. They will become part of your required race kit. Your body will adapt to run in them beautifully, but everyone will see exactly what you are.”

Ethan’s breath caught.
Six-inch heels. On the track. In front of the world.
The humiliation kink flared hot and immediate, making his cock twitch and his hole clench with need.
He swallowed hard, cheeks burning.
“I… I accept.” 

Lirael kissed him deeply. Magic surged through his body — power, focus, speed, and instinct all sharpening to a razor’s edge. At the same time, a new awareness settled into his legs and feet. He instinctively knew he would be able to run in heels… and that he would have no choice but to do so.

When she pulled back, Lirael smiled proudly.
“Congratulations, my champion. Go win your Nationals. And enjoy how pretty you’ll look doing it.”
She faded away, leaving Ethan standing there, heart pounding.
He looked down at his feet, already imagining the click of six-inch stilettos on the track surface.
The deal was made.
And the final stretch toward Nationals had just become far more humiliating than he ever could have imagined.
Chapter 20: First Steps in Heels 

The very next morning, Ethan stood on the training track at dawn, heart hammering. In front of him was a brand-new pair of custom six-inch stiletto heels — sleek, glossy black with delicate ankle straps and a reinforced sole designed specifically for him. They looked more like high-fashion runway shoes than athletic footwear.

Vanessa, Sophia, and two coaches stood on the sidelines watching. 

Ethan’s face burned with embarrassment as he slipped his feet into the heels. The height immediately changed his posture, forcing his massive bubble butt to arch more prominently and pushing his B-cup breasts forward. His legs looked impossibly long and shapely.

He took a few tentative steps.
The heels clicked loudly on the track surface. Every movement felt exaggerated and hyper-feminine.
“I feel ridiculous,” he muttered, voice soft and girlish.
“Try running,” Vanessa called out, already filming with her phone. “Let’s see what you can do.”
Ethan took a deep breath and started jogging.
Then faster.
Then at full sprint.
To his own shock — and everyone else’s — the heels didn’t hinder him at all. 

Thanks to Lirael’s magic, his balance was perfect. His stride adapted beautifully, becoming even more powerful and graceful. The six-inch stilettos clicked rhythmically against the track as he accelerated smoothly, his platinum ponytail flowing behind him, B-cup breasts bouncing in his sports bra, and his round ass swaying with every powerful stride.

He completed a full 400m repeat faster than he had the day before in normal shoes.
When he slowed to a stop in front of the group, barely breathing hard, Vanessa’s eyes were wide with excitement.
“Holy shit,” she whispered, then louder, “This is incredible! The heels don’t slow you down at all — if anything, your form looks even better!”
Sophia grinned from ear to ear, clearly aroused by the sight.
Vanessa immediately started pacing, mind racing with possibilities. 

“We’re launching a new line. ‘LuxeStride’ — high-heeled performance running shoes. Fashion meets function. We’ll market them as empowering, sexy, and revolutionary. Ethan will be the face of the entire campaign. Just imagine the ads — you running in stilettos, breasts bouncing, looking like a glamorous goddess…”

She turned to Ethan with hungry enthusiasm.
“You just gave us a goldmine, sweetheart. We’re going to make millions off this.”
Ethan stood there in the six-inch heels, chest heaving, cheeks burning with humiliation as the new kink made his cock throb in his tiny shorts.
He had just run faster than ever… in stilettos.
And instead of being celebrated purely for his speed, the team was already planning how to sell the image of him running in heels.
As he clicked back toward the locker room, ass swaying dramatically with every step, Ethan realized the truth:
Even when he got faster, the focus never shifted back to his running.
It only gave them new ways to feminize and market him.
Chapter 21: LuxeStride
Two days later, Ethan found himself back in the photography studio for the official launch of LuxeStride — Aether Athletics’ new high-heeled performance running shoe line.
The concept was bold and unapologetically feminine. 

Ethan was dressed in a tiny white sports bra that barely contained his B-cup breasts and matching micro running shorts. On his feet were the star of the campaign: sleek, glossy black six-inch stiletto running heels with reinforced carbon-fiber soles and elegant ankle straps.

The photographer had him running on a stylized indoor track set, posing mid-stride, leaping over hurdles, and doing dramatic finishing-line crosses. His platinum ponytail whipped through the air, breasts bounced heavily, and his massive ass swayed with every powerful, heeled stride.

“Perfect! More arch in the back!” the photographer shouted. “Give us that sexy runway strut mixed with athletic power!”
Ethan obeyed, face burning beneath his full glamorous makeup. Every click of the camera felt like another piece of his dignity slipping away.
Between setups, while the team adjusted lighting, Ethan sat on a stool and stared at his feet in the towering heels.
Girls are going to see this, he thought miserably. Young runners. Teenagers training for their first races. They’re going to think this is what it takes to be fast… or to be noticed. 

The idea made his stomach twist with guilt and embarrassment. He was no longer just feminizing himself — he was helping market this hyper-feminine, sexualized version of the sport to others.

Vanessa noticed his expression and walked over, smiling. 

“You’re doing beautifully,” she said, adjusting one of his bra straps so more cleavage showed. “These shoes are going to fly off the shelves. Especially when we show the world how fast you can run in them.”

Ethan didn’t reply. He just nodded obediently. 

After the photoshoot finally ended, Ethan changed into his training clothes (a tiny pink crop top and white running shorts) and slipped back into the six-inch heels. He told the team he was going for a long recovery run to clear his head.

He ran for nearly two hours through the winding trails near the training center. 

The heels clicked rhythmically on the pavement and dirt paths. His body had fully adapted — he moved with surprising grace and power despite the height. His B-cup breasts bounced freely in the crop top, and his round ass swayed with every stride. The constant exposure and movement kept his new humiliation kink simmering.

But the long run helped.
As the miles passed, Ethan focused on his breathing, his form, and his goal:
Nationals.
He visualized himself crossing the finish line first. Not as a marketing prop, not as a glamorous sissy, but as the champion he always wanted to be.
By the time he returned to the facility, sweat-soaked and exhausted, some of his mental clarity had returned.
He was still embarrassed about the LuxeStride campaign.
He still hated what his image had become.
But the fire to win Nationals burned brighter than ever.
Even if he had to do it wearing six-inch heels and a G-string.
Chapter 22: Growth Spurt
The World Championships felt like stepping into another universe. 

Ethan arrived in the host city with the full Aether Athletics team, his heart pounding with a mixture of determination and dread. He had trained harder than ever. His speed was at an all-time high. This was supposed to be his chance to prove he belonged among the elite — not just as a marketing gimmick, but as a real contender.

But the moment he tried on his official race kit in the athletes’ village, reality hit him hard.
His breasts had gone through a major growth spurt during the final weeks of heavy training and travel. 

What had been a solid B-cup was now a full, round C-cup. They were noticeably heavier, softer, and far more prominent. His nipples were thicker and even more sensitive, poking obviously against any fabric. The sports bra and cropped singlet that had fit reasonably well just a month ago now strained tightly across his chest, creating deep, unavoidable cleavage and visible bulging at the sides. The tiny running bottoms barely contained his massive ass.

He looked in the mirror and felt a wave of humiliation wash over him. 

“I look ridiculous,” he whispered, adjusting the top for the tenth time. No matter how he pulled or tugged, his C-cup breasts were impossible to hide. They jiggled and bounced with even the slightest movement.

Sophia, who had flown in to support him, bit her lip as she looked him over.
“God, they look amazing,” she murmured, reaching out to gently cup one through the tight fabric. “So full and perky…”
During the first qualifying round of the 5000 meters, the problem became painfully public. 

Ethan lined up on the world stage wearing the skimpiest version of his uniform — a sheer white lace-trimmed crop top and micro running briefs. The crowd cheered loudly for the now-famous glamorous American runner.

The gun fired. 

He ran hard, pushing himself from the very beginning. His C-cup breasts bounced heavily with every stride, straining violently against the already too-small top. The friction against his sensitive nipples sent sparks of unwanted pleasure through his body.

On the third lap, during a tight turn, it happened. His left breast slipped completely out of the overstretched crop top — a full, blatant nip slip in front of thousands of spectators and millions watching live on television. The soft, round C-cup bounced freely for several strides before he could clumsily tuck it back in with one hand while still trying to maintain pace.

The crowd roared. Cameras flashed. The announcers stumbled over their words.
Ethan’s face burned with mortifying shame as he continued running, breasts still jiggling wildly in the poorly fitting top.
He finished the heat in second place — safely qualifying — but the damage was done.
Immediately after the race, two officials pulled him aside near the mixed zone.
One of them, a stern older woman, gave him a disapproving look. 

“Mr. Harper, that was completely inappropriate. You received a formal warning for indecent exposure. Another incident like that and you will be disqualified from the competition. We expect athletes to maintain proper attire at all times.”

Ethan stood there panting, makeup slightly smudged from sweat, one breast still threatening to spill out again. He could only nod meekly.
“Yes, ma’am. I’m sorry.”
As he walked back toward the warm-down area, breasts bouncing with every step in the ruined top, the weight of his new reality settled over him.
He was at the World Championships.
He was faster and stronger than ever.
But his body had grown so feminine, so quickly, that even his competition clothes could no longer contain him.
And the whole world had just watched his breasts spill out on live television.
Vanessa was waiting for him with a satisfied, almost proud smile.
“We’ll get you a better-fitting top for the final,” she said smoothly. “Though between you and me… the footage of that nip slip is already going viral. The engagement is through the roof.” 

Ethan said nothing. He simply adjusted his top again, trying to contain his C-cup breasts, and wondered how much more of himself he would lose before this was all over.

Chapter 23: Women’s Quarters
The officials’ decision came down like a hammer after the nip slip incident and multiple complaints about “inappropriate attire.” 

“You are no longer permitted access to the male athletes’ quarters,” the head steward informed Ethan coldly. “For your own safety and to maintain proper decorum, you will be housed in the women’s village for the remainder of the championships.”

Ethan tried to argue. He really did.
But the decision was final. 

That evening, he was escorted to the women’s dormitory building with his small suitcase of extremely feminine clothing. The moment he stepped through the doors, a group of elite female distance runners spotted him.

The reaction was immediate and overwhelming.
“Oh my god, it’s him!”
“The pretty American!”
“Look at those tits!” 

Within minutes, Ethan found himself surrounded by eight or nine of the world’s top female runners — tall, athletic, confident women who were clearly thrilled to have a living doll in their midst.

They didn’t ask permission.
They simply took over.
For the next two hours, they played with him like a dress-up doll. 

They stripped him down to nothing but his tiny G-string, cooing over his B-to-C cup breasts, wide hips, and massive ass. They tried different outfits on him — tiny sports bras, micro skirts, sheer babydolls, and lacy lingerie sets from their own collections. They did his makeup even more dramatically, styled his long platinum hair in pigtails with ribbons, and took hundreds of photos and videos.
“Smile pretty for the camera, princess!”

“Arch your back more — show off those tits!”
“Look at how well that bra fits your little boobs!” 

Ethan was mortified. The constant teasing, the hands touching him everywhere, the flashes of cameras, and the new humiliation kink combined into an overwhelming storm of arousal and shame. His cock leaked constantly into the tiny panties they kept putting him in.

Eventually, the energy in the room shifted.
One of the Kenyan runners, a tall beauty named Aisha, smirked and sat on the edge of a bed.
“Well… since you’re staying with us,” she said, spreading her legs, “it’s only fair you show your gratitude, right?”
The other women giggled and watched with hungry eyes.
Ethan, flushed and trembling with need, dropped to his knees without being told twice.
One by one, he serviced them. 

He buried his glossy pink lips between their strong thighs, licking and sucking with the perfect skill Lirael had given him. Some were gentle, holding his platinum hair and moaning softly. Others were more dominant, gripping his head and grinding against his face while calling him their “team sissy.”

He made each of them cum — some quickly, some after long, teasing sessions where they made him beg with his eyes. By the end, his face was glistening, his jaw ached, and his own untouched cock had leaked so much that his G-string was soaked.

The women praised him enthusiastically, petting his hair and calling him a “good girl” as they took even more photos of his flushed, cum-glazed face.
When they finally let him collapse onto one of the beds, exhausted and thoroughly used, Ethan lay there surrounded by powerful, athletic women who now saw him as their shared plaything.
He had come to the World Championships to win.
Instead, he was sleeping in the women’s quarters — dressed like a doll and used like one.
And the terrifying part was how natural it was starting to feel.
Chapter 24: Locked Down
The second day of qualifiers was a nightmare for Ethan. He barely made it through. 

Despite his superior fitness and speed, his mind was consumed with terror of another wardrobe malfunction. Every stride, he was hyper-aware of how tightly his top strained across his full C-cup breasts. He ran with one arm frequently pressed across his chest, sacrificing form and rhythm. The constant worry slowed him down just enough.

He scraped into the final by the absolute skin of his teeth — qualifying in the very last position.
The relief was short-lived.
As soon as he crossed the line, two officials and Vanessa were waiting for him in the mixed zone. 

“We’ve received multiple reports about your behavior last night in the women’s quarters,” one official said sternly. “Engaging in sexual activity with multiple athletes is unacceptable conduct at this level.”

Vanessa stepped forward, looking perfectly composed.
“While we understand the unique situation with Mr. Harper’s… presentation, we agree something must be done to maintain decorum for the remainder of the event.”
She held up a small, ornate box.
“Effective immediately, Ethan will wear a custom chastity cage for the rest of the championships. This will prevent any further… distractions.”
Ethan’s eyes widened in horror.
“No… please, not that.”
But his protests were ignored.
In a private medical room, under the watchful eyes of Vanessa and a team doctor, Ethan was fitted with the device. 

It was sleek, pink-tinted, and surprisingly small — clearly designed with his caged cock in mind. The cold metal and plastic locked around him with a decisive click. His cock was trapped, unable to harden properly, pressing painfully against the confines.

Vanessa admired the result with open delight. “This is perfect,” she said, gently tapping the cage with her fingernail, making Ethan twitch. “We’ve been developing an entire ‘LuxeLock’ chastity line for feminine athletes and sissies. You’re going to be the debut model. We’ll have photos and promotional content ready by tomorrow.”

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear:
“Consider this motivation to keep your hands — and other parts — to yourself unless given permission.”
That night, back in the women’s quarters, the girls were even more excited to have him. 

They dressed him up again, this time in a tiny sheer pink babydoll and matching crotchless panties that perfectly framed his new pink chastity cage. They played with his C-cup breasts, teased his locked cock, and took turns using his mouth and tongue.

Ethan serviced them eagerly, lost in the humiliation and pleasure of being their shared toy. His tongue and lips worked overtime, bringing one girl after another to orgasm while they cooed over his caged dick and bouncing tits.

But no matter how desperately his body ached, no matter how much his prostate throbbed from the constant teasing and plug they made him wear, he couldn’t cum.
The chastity cage kept him denied — painfully, frustratingly edged and leaking, but completely unable to reach release.
By the time the girls were satisfied and fell asleep around him, Ethan lay curled up in the middle of them, horny beyond belief, cage straining, nipples aching, and ass plugged.
He was more turned on than he had ever been in his life.
And completely unable to do anything about it.
As he drifted off, one terrifying thought echoed in his mind:
How am I supposed to run like this?
Chapter 25: Night Out
It was the rare day off before the finals — a recovery day for all athletes to rest and prepare for the biggest races of the championships. 

Ethan spent most of the morning and afternoon in the women’s quarters, hyper-aware of the pink chastity cage locked around his cock. Every movement made him feel it — the constant, snug pressure, the inability to get fully hard, the aching throb that had no outlet. His C-cup breasts felt heavy and sensitive in the soft bralette Sophia had picked out for him. The plug the girls had insisted he keep in only made things worse.

He needed to get out. To clear his head. To be somewhere that wasn’t filled with teasing women or constant reminders of his situation.
So he went to a club. 

The underground nightclub near the athletes’ village was dark, loud, and crowded. Ethan wore one of the least revealing outfits he owned — a tight black mini-dress that still hugged his curves and showed plenty of leg and cleavage. He danced alone at first, trying to lose himself in the music and flashing lights.

It didn’t work. 

The cage kept him constantly aware of his denied cock. Every sway of his hips, every brush of the dress against his breasts and caged bulge, kept him in a state of frustrated arousal. He drank a few cocktails, hoping it would dull the sensation.

It only made him hornier.
Somehow, he ended up in one of the private back rooms with a small group of men.
Clothes came off quickly. Too quickly. 

Before he fully realized what was happening, Ethan was completely naked on a leather couch, surrounded by three athletic men. His C-cup breasts were being groped, his plugged ass teased, and his caged cock leaked helplessly while they used his mouth.

The humiliation was overwhelming.
And then the panic hit.
If someone sees this… if there’s another public indecency incident… they’ll disqualify me.
He pulled back suddenly, breathing hard.
“I… I can’t,” he gasped. “I need to go. Please.” 

The men grumbled but let him leave. Ethan scrambled to find his dress in the dark room, but it was gone — lost or taken in the heat of the moment. He was completely naked except for his heels and the chastity cage.
Panic surged through him.

He slipped out a back exit into an alley and immediately whispered desperately:
“Lirael… please. I need clothes. Right now.”
The supernatural beauty appeared in the shadows, glowing softly. She looked him over — naked, caged, breasts heaving, makeup slightly smeared — and smiled with dark amusement.
“Poor thing,” she purred. “Always getting yourself into such compromising positions.”
She stepped closer and cupped his chin. 

“I’ll give you clothes. Something appropriate to get you back safely.” Her golden eyes sparkled. “In exchange, whenever you speak to any male, your voice and words will naturally sound flirtatious and suggestive. You won’t be able to help it. Every conversation will sound like you’re offering yourself.”

Ethan was too desperate and too aware of his nudity to argue.
“I accept,” he whispered.
Lirael snapped her fingers. A new outfit appeared on his body — a tight, slutty little red dress that barely covered his ass and showed deep cleavage, along with matching heels.
“Run along now, my flirty little sissy. You have a final to prepare for.” 

Ethan made it back to the women’s quarters just before curfew, flushed and shaken. He collapsed into bed, the chastity cage still painfully tight, his mind racing with worry about the finals.

But underneath the fear, the new compulsion already whispered in his mind:
What will you sound like when you have to talk to male officials… or competitors… tomorrow?
He pulled the covers over his head, trying to rest.
Nationals — the biggest race of his life — was tomorrow.
And he was more trapped in his femininity than ever.
Chapter 26: Uniform Negotiations
Ethan arrived at the call room for the World Championship 5000m final feeling as ready as he possibly could. 

He was wearing what he thought was his assigned uniform — the modified white lace crop top and micro briefs. His C-cup breasts strained heavily against the fabric, his platinum ponytail swayed, and the pink chastity cage remained locked beneath the tiny bottoms.

The head official looked him up and down with clear discomfort.
“Mr. Harper, we’ve received multiple formal complaints about your uniform. It does not meet regulation standards for coverage and decency.”
Ethan’s stomach dropped. 

“However,” the official continued, looking visibly relieved, “we are unsure how to properly enforce the rules given your… unique situation and the approvals already granted by your federation. We’ve asked your team representative to negotiate an acceptable compromise.”

Vanessa stepped forward with a professional smile, holding a small garment bag.
After ten minutes of hushed discussion, Vanessa returned looking extremely pleased with herself.
“It’s settled,” she announced. “The officials have approved your new race uniform.”
She opened the bag and held it up.
It was even more revealing than anything he had worn before. 

A cupless bra — delicate white lace that framed his full C-cup breasts perfectly, lifting and presenting them without any coverage over his nipples. Paired with an ultra-skimpy white G-string that disappeared completely between his massive ass cheeks, leaving his plugged hole and caged cock barely concealed.

Vanessa leaned in and whispered, “They agreed that since your body is so obviously feminine now, full coverage is no longer practical. This way you won’t have any more wardrobe malfunctions. Your breasts and cage will be on full display, but technically ‘within guidelines.’”

Ethan stared at the outfit in horror.
“I… I can’t run like this.” 

“You can, and you will,” Vanessa said firmly. “This is the only approved uniform now. Put it on.” Minutes later, Ethan stood at the starting line of the World Championship final wearing nothing but a cupless white lace bra that framed and lifted his bare C-cup breasts, a tiny G-string, and his six-inch stilettos.

His nipples were completely exposed, hard and pink. The chastity cage created a visible, humiliating bulge in the front of the minuscule G-string. His massive ass was almost entirely bare.

The stadium fell into a stunned hush for a moment… then erupted in a roar of cameras, cheers, and shocked gasps.
Ethan’s face burned with unbearable shame. The new humiliation kink hit him like a tidal wave, making his caged cock strain painfully and his plugged hole clench with desperate need.
The gun fired.
He ran. 

His bare breasts bounced freely with every powerful stride in the heels. His ass jiggled. The tiny G-string offered zero support or coverage. Every single person in the massive stadium — and millions watching worldwide — could see everything.

But despite the overwhelming humiliation, Ethan ran with everything he had.
He was no longer just racing against the other athletes.
He was racing against his own breaking point.
Chapter 27: The Final Lap
The gun fired for the World Championship 5000m final. 

Ethan took off in his cupless white lace bra and tiny G-string, six-inch stilettos clicking against the track. His full C-cup breasts bounced completely exposed with every stride, nipples hard and sensitive in the cool night air. The pink chastity cage bulged obscenely in the front of the minuscule G-string. The entire stadium could see everything.

The humiliation hit him like a freight train. 

Thousands of eyes locked onto his bare bouncing breasts, his plugged ass, and his caged cock. The roar of the crowd mixed with laughter, cheers, and shocked gasps. Cameras zoomed in. His new humiliation kink ignited like wildfire.

He tried to focus on the race. 

He really did. But the overwhelming shame and arousal made his mind spin. His stride faltered. His breathing became ragged. By the 2000m mark, he had fallen back into the middle of the pack.

Everyone is looking at my tits… my cage… my ass…
The thought only made it worse. 

His caged cock strained desperately against its prison. The constant rubbing of the plug in his ass, the bounce of his bare breasts, and the knowledge that the whole world was watching him run nearly naked finally pushed him over the edge.

He came.
Hard. 

A hands-free, full-body orgasm ripped through him mid-stride. His legs buckled. Pleasure exploded from his prostate and locked cock as thick ropes of cum pulsed helplessly into the tiny G-string. His knees gave out.

Ethan stumbled and fell to the track in front of 60,000 people.
Luckily, most assumed it was simple exhaustion or a misstep in the heels. No one seemed to realize he had just orgasmed on live television.
But the damage was done.
By the time he scrambled back to his feet, he was dead last — nearly a full lap behind the leaders.
The humiliation was soul-crushing.
And it only fueled him.
Ethan ran like a man possessed. 

He channeled every ounce of shame, anger, arousal, and determination into his legs. He passed runner after runner with ferocious speed. His bare C-cup breasts bounced wildly. His stilettos clicked rhythmically. The crowd, sensing the drama, began cheering louder for the glamorous underdog fighting his way back.

On the final lap, he was neck-and-neck with the defending champion — a tall, muscular Kenyan runner.
They sprinted down the home straight, dead even. In the final 20 meters, both athletes leaned desperately for the line.
Ethan’s full, bare C-cup breasts extended just slightly farther forward than his competitor’s chest.
The photo finish showed it clearly.
1st: Ethan Harper
He had won the World Championship — by the tiniest margin imaginable, decided by his own breasts.
The stadium erupted. 

Ethan crossed the line, breasts heaving, body trembling from exhaustion and the aftershocks of everything that had happened. He collapsed to his knees on the track, panting, tears mixing with sweat on his cheeks.

He had done it.
He had won the biggest race of his life. 

But as the cameras zoomed in on his nearly naked, cum-stained body, his exposed bouncing breasts, and the pink chastity cage clearly visible in his ruined G-string, Ethan knew one undeniable truth:

Even in victory…
He had never looked more like a sissy.
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