Wrestling With My New Life (Part One)
By Soul-Controller

Thud, thud, thud. The sudden pounding against my apartment door startled me enough to make me jump. The clock had just ticked past eleven at night; who would be arriving at such a late hour? Upon approaching the door and glancing through the peephole though, no answers presented themselves: there was nobody standing there. With my curiosity piqued, I unlocked and opened the door, expecting to see some jackass teen running away after pulling a lame prank, only to instead discover a cardboard box sitting on my welcome mat.

After taking the box into my hands, I inspected the postage label and huffed in annoyance. My Halloween costume had finally arrived - nearly a month late! I had let my Patreon supporters choose what I’d be wearing for a party to celebrate my favorite holiday of the year, only the delivery had been delayed so much that I’d been forced to adapt my plans at the last minute. Given my status as a broke retail worker, I knew that I’d been taking a risk ordering an orange singlet off a sketchy website offering surprisingly large discounts, but I had let my optimism win out in the end which had evidently turned out to be a mistake.

Carrying the box into the bedroom, I set aside my frustrations at the late delivery and thought instead about the fun that my boyfriend and I might be able to have with a little roleplaying. Since the company I had ordered from had a “no refunds, no returns” policy, it seemed like I was stuck with the singlet but that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. I’d had an interest in singlets ever since high school, when I’d watched the wrestling team from the bleachers. The homoeroticism of the sport had appealed to me instantly and the presence of my high school crush, a cocky Italian jock, as the star of the team had caused singlets to be a recurring presence in my steamiest fantasies. [image: ]

So when the members of my Patreon community voted in the large majority for my costume to be a wrestling singlet, I was understandably quite excited to possibly live my ultimate wrestler fantasy. While I certainly didn’t have the physique of the hunky Italian jock that had first caused me to gain an interest in the attire / sport, I was still feeling somewhat optimistic about the look as I quickly laid the singlet out on the bed and began to envision myself within it.
Although I was certainly wanting to continue envisioning that fantasy of myself in the singlet, my eagerness to share the news with my incredibly patient followers easily took precedence. Upon pulling my phone out of my pocket, I took a photo of the singlet and opened up the Patreon app. As I clicked to make a new post, I tried my best to type out a message to explain the situation once more and apologize for the long delay in getting to see the results of their vote while also thanking them for said vote.

Upon attaching the photo and hitting submit, I locked my phone and decided to jump into my bed so I could just lounge there and scroll through the internet with my laptop. After a good twenty minutes of browsing Twitter, my attention was soon captured as a Discord notification appeared in the lower right corner of my computer screen.

Henry Cavanaugh: Hey uh, you should probably check out your Patreon page. People don’t seem too happy…

Immediately, seeing the ominous message from my best friend and fellow writer elicits a deep panic within myself. While I would have surely taken the message as a joke if someone else had sent it to me, the fact that Henry was the one who typed it made it apparent that there was a serious issue occurring. With my heartbeat quickening as my anxiety spiked, I headed over to my Patreon page to see what was going on. 

Upon pulling up my most recent post and scrolling down to the comments, I quickly breathe a sigh of relief as I see some simple comments like “oh cool” or “it looks awesome”. But as I continued scrolling, this positivity didn’t last long as I soon found a comment awaiting me from one of my longest (and seemingly most annoyed) patrons. 

Valagon37: It’s about time. This wait has been wayyyyyy too long…

I begin to respond, trying my best to please them by restating the issues that I had in terms of obtaining the singlet all while saying that I understand why they’re upset. Despite my empathy over their wait, I made sure to make it obvious that the delay wasn’t my fault and I had no say in the matter due to the store’s piss-poor shipping service. Before I could finish pressing send on my lengthy response though, I watched as a new comment popped up.

Valagon37: You should do something to reward us for being patient. Start a livestream so we can finally meet you!

Although I could respect the user’s determined mindset, my anxiety towards revealing my face or breaking the aura of mystery that I had purposely created for myself causes me to not consider the option. Opting not to stress myself out any further, I decide to just drop the entire conversation and move back to the Patreon homepage. But as I try to take a deep breath, my mind is quite confused as I watch my fingers travel across the trackpad of the laptop and hit on the Livestream button. Luckily, it seems as though the click didn’t immediately lead to a livestream as I was given three options to choose from for a livestream. Despite my confusion over why I’m doing this, I try to just mentally explain it away over my slight guilt over Valagon’s insistence and thus inspecting the potential ways to go about doing a faceless livestream in the future to keep myself on the patrons’ good side. 

Unfortunately, this mindset is quickly obliterated when I find my fingers suddenly moving on their own and hovering over a section entitled “Link Your YouTube Account”. “Wha- what the fuck is going on?” I ask myself, my heartbeat starting to accelerate as I realize that I’m somehow losing control over my body. Despite wanting so badly to turn away and prevent myself from traveling uncharted territory, my fingers defy me as they click on the button to link the account. The horror intensifies as my hand moves the cursor over the “Start Livestream” button and clicks it.

Immediately, I watch as the bright light of my laptop camera turns on and the computer screen shifts to a brand new page featuring a full screen of my shocked face staring into the camera. As I look around for a button to end the livestream and prevent destroying my desire for privacy, I take note of the small chat window that takes up a slender portion of the right section of the screen. It was through my eyes lingering on this mysterious chat window where I first got to notice the sudden emergence of a new chat message.

Valagon37: Well look who followed my order perfectly! If you’re trying to exit the livestream, you’ll find that it’s an impossible task no matter how hard you try. Don’t worry though, we’re gonna have some fun!

As I finish reading the user’s comment, my face shifts into a look of disbelief at what he’s saying. Does he somehow wield some sort of control over me? Not willing to accept that this stranger seemingly has complete authority over me, I try to defy his statement and use my hand to try and force the cursor up to the faint X button in the top right corner. The attempt starts out as a roaring success as I find myself in full control over my hands and fingers, but as I find my cursor quickly approaching the intended destination, this quickly changes. With each movement I make that allows the cursor to grow closer towards the close button, it seems as though my hands and fingers are becoming stiff and thus unhelpful in my task to escape this personal hell that I’ve somehow found myself in. By the time the X is just mere pixels away, it seems as though I’ve lost complete motor control in both hands.

Upon grunting in anger and looking towards the chat window once more, I’m stunned to find that not only has the viewer count gone up, but Valagon37 has also posted a new chat message. 

Valagon37: Anyways, more of your followers should be arriving soon so let’s get this show on the road shall we? Go and change into your singlet so you can show off your costume for your adoring fans…

“How are you doing this? Why can’t I resist what you’re saying?” I inquire, my voice growing frantic and fearful as I can feel my hands moving on autopilot. As I look down, I watch as my hands reach down to the bottom of my t-shirt and begin to pull up. 

Fearful of this livestream devolving into a strip show, I make a quick plan to escape from the view of the camera. Luckily, it seems as though Valagon37 doesn’t have control over my entire body as I’m able to run into a far corner of the bedroom as I continue to undress. Upon pulling my shirt off, my possessed hands toss the discarded item across the room before continuing to remove the rest of my clothing. In one quick swoop, my hands tug downwards and pull off both my shorts and underwear until I’m completely nude. It’s horrific to look down and find myself forcefully stripped, but my mind is able to at least find some comfort in the fact that I was able to do it without exposing myself in front of the camera and thus my entire community. 

As I twist and allow myself to look back on the singlet laid out across my bed, I watch as my hands reach out and grab the clothing before holding it in front of me. Continuing to watch as my body moves on its own accord, something about the forced clothing change into a singlet causes my dick to begin to harden while witnessing myself slip each foot through its corresponding hole and begin to pull it up my body. With the material grazing across my skin, I can’t help but gasp in slight shock at just how great it feels to wear it. With the fabric beginning to strain while wrapping against my beefy thighs and my wider chubby torso though, the concept of not being the perfect fitness jock and showing off my body for the camera quickly reminds me to push aside my kinky enjoyment of wearing the singlet. 

To my horror, the situation that I’ve now found myself makes itself known again as I find my entire body moving at its own accord. “What the literal fuck?” I exclaim, watching as my feet begin moving and thus pull me back into the frame of the laptop camera and livestream. “How are you doing this? Why are you doing this to me? Make it stop, please!” I further cry out, my face dropping into an expression of pure shock as I see myself in the camera backing up so my entire body is in the middle of the frame. To add onto my humiliation over what’s going on, I find my arms moving on their own accord as I begin to flex my nonexistent and slightly pudgy arms for the nearly 20 people who have since joined the livestream while I catch up on the missed response that had forced me to move. More reading soon occurs as a brand new message from the patron emerges.

Valagon37: There we go, I think you should be fully dressed by this point. Now step back in front of the camera so everyone can see all of you and your little costume.

Valagon37: Because we’re all transformation enthusiasts obviously. Some of your most loyal followers have gotten some transformation powers and thought it would only be fair to let you experience your own. We all enjoy your content so it was our way of giving back! You may not be able to move anymore without our permission, but don’t worry though, we’ll only stick to transformations that you’ve written about in the past…

“I- I’m sorry if I haven’t been as active as you or my other followers would like. Stuff in my real life keeps happening and I don’t mean to be distant if it feels that way to you guys. The whole singlet thing wasn’t even my fault though! I can prove it if everyone doesn’t believe me, you just have to let me go!” 

Valagon37: Hey, calm down man. I know it must be scary to realize that transformations are actually possible, but we’re not changing our minds now. I promise you, you’ll enjoy what’s coming. It may not be immediate, but eventually you’ll come to accept and love everything that's happening to you…

“N-No, you can’t do this!” I exclaimed, trying my best to beg for salvation. I had always thought that transformations and magic wasn’t possible, but the fact that I was now livestreaming myself in a singlet proved that it was. I certainly wouldn’t willingly do this to myself! “Please, stop doing this! I’ll do any story you’d like if you want, I won’t even charge you for the commission!”

Unfortunately, it seemed as though my plea was useless as Valagon37 immediately typed out a response into the chat.

Valagon37: Why would we want fictional stories when we can just create the real thing? C’mon you guys, let’s get some suggestions on what to do first to Mr. Soul-Controller himself…

While there was an awkward silence, the magic that was seemingly forcing me to “show off” was still at work as I found myself going through bodybuilder poses that showed off my practically nonexistent muscles. The only poses that fared well in my opinion were leg-specific ones, which were solely due to my years of playing soccer and tennis. 

Out of nowhere though, the magic was seemingly canceled out as I regained control of my arms mid-flex and thus caused them to fall with force and slam against my hips due to not expecting the regained control. Fearing that something must have been said to cause this flexing session to stop, I directed my attention towards the chat window and saw that a brand new individual had in fact finally commented.

Kristian Manning: I don’t know, he’s a bit chubbier than I was expecting from a man who almost always writes jock transformations. How about we start from scratch then and turn him into a frail twink without a single morsel of flab?

Upon reading this comment, my face drops as I read the comment. In all honesty, the concept of turning into a twink was a rather mixed bag in my eyes. While it was horrific to think of losing all of the hidden muscle that I’ve gotten from athletics over the years to become this weak bag of bones, it also was a quick and easy way to get rid of that unnecessary college-gained weight from all of those late nights of studying and relying on takeout.

To my relief, this latter point is quickly remedied as I find a deep tingle permeating throughout my entire body with the magic of Kristian’s wish activated. Looking down, my jaw drops as I watch every hint of my chubbiness being sucked away as if every inch was undergoing a painless liposuction. Watching in awe as my slight gut and flabby chest pulled in and gave me a flat torso, my attention shifted towards my arms as the extra bulk melted away and actually revealed a surprisingly nice set of biceps. I had never noticed it due to just how thick and flabby my upper arms were, but I was glad to finally get the chance to see them now as I lifted them up and flexed to take a look at the slight hills that they made. With almost all of the flab gone, I was relieved to find that becoming a muscle twink was a rather pleasant surprise. [image: ]

However, this amusement didn’t last for long as the man’s wish for a frail twink was the next section to go into effect. To my horror, the muscle began to slowly fade away and I couldn’t help but mourn for the quick yet impressive sight I got of my toned physique. As if each muscle section was a fist being unclenched, I could feel a deep loosening emerge underneath my skin and thus cause the muscle to slowly flatten out before each prominent section of muscle seemed to disappear. The slight hills of my arms were gone in an instant, leaving me with arms that were quite bony and frail to the point where I doubted that I could even lift a backpack without toppling over. Further down, the slight hint of pecs and abs melted away as well until my torso was flatter than a plank of wood, which was a furthered motif as my slightly perky ass disappeared along with my muscular thighs.

Despite my annoyance at losing my muscles to become this twink, I couldn’t help but stand there for a moment and wonder if this physique was the type I was always meant to have. While it was bizarre to feel as though anything over a few pounds could completely exhaust me, the memories of loathing clothes shopping due to fitting into awkward sizes or my own anxieties about being outgoing due to my larger size left me to ponder the notion. Although it seemed as though everything would be a loose fit on my new body, it would surely be a more amusing time than struggling to pull up a pair of pants or trying on clothes that actually ended up emphasizing my slight gut. With this fact in mind, I doubted that I’d be so body-conscious nonstop when I could literally wear anything and not have to worry about being a walking stereotype as a pudgy nerd. Surely if that was the body I had in college, I would have been a lot more outgoing and done stuff beyond just going to classes and spending my evenings watching arthouse films at the tiny local cinema in town.

Despite my slight enjoyment of what had occurred to me though, I didn’t want to give my followers the satisfaction of knowing that I was a fan of my twinkification. As such, I found myself trying to make a desperate plea to my closest writer friends to help me out. Given the fact that the viewer count had now passed 25 people, I was sure that at least one of them had to be watching what was happening to me.

“Henry? Visceral? Are you guys here? Please chime in and help me out here. I don’t want to be a twink!” 

To my relief, it seemed as though Visceral-Stories was in the chat because I soon saw a message pop into the livestream chat. This relief soon turned into abject horror though as I looked at what he said.

Visceral-Stories: Hmm, being a twink looks surprisingly good on you! We’ve talked before about our favorite attributes of men though and I think it’s only fitting that you receive one of our faves. Let’s give him a bubble butt that will easily fill out that singlet to the max! PS - make sure to turn your back so we can see it happening 😉
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“Dude, what the fuck!” I angrily growled, my sentence being punctuated with a groan as my stance immediately began to alter as I turned my back to the camera. Luckily, not all of my motion was limited as I was allowed to turn my head back and look down to see the transformation occur. All at once, my flat ass began to suddenly feel like balloons being filled with helium. While it was certainly my ass that was getting the biggest change as two globular cheeks pushed out with force, it was safe to say that my thighs were also getting an unexpected shift as my glutes became more prominent to help make my new bubble butt less awkward-looking. It was bizarre feeling my body alter its stance once more as the once thin thighs that could easily have a thigh gap increased in circumference to grow even wider than my former thighs (although they were much more firm than flabby now).

With the changes seemingly finished for the moment, I couldn’t resist moving my hands to my backside and allowing them to traverse against the foreign flesh. As my fingers began to curl and grip into the flesh, I was caught off-guard by just how doughy yet firm it was. 

Visceral-Stories: Holy shit, that ass is spectacular. Seems like you’re enjoying it too huh? How about you really show off and smack it for the camera then...

Watching as my open-palmed hand immediately began to pull away from my ass and lift up, my cheeks began to immediately redden as I knew what was coming. Immediately, the hand went down with rapid force, causing a resounding slap to echo through my small bedroom and making me gasp in shock due to just how hard it was. As I turned away out of pure embarrassment at what was occurring, I knew for a fact that my ass was putting on quite a show for the camera based on how it was still bouncing and jiggling seconds after the point of impact. While it was certainly nice to have a prominent backside that would surely provide issues when it comes to finding pants and shorts that would fit properly, the concept of being some sort of object to be viewed and ogled at was both infuriating and terrifying (especially since my followers were clearly loving and thus eager for more).

This was made abundantly clear as a new chat message popped up and showed that they were both loving what was happening to me while also being annoyed that I was so actively resisting what was occurring to me.

Martin Guzman: Why are you so upset about going through these transformations? So many people here would kill to have the opportunity that you’re having!

Before I could start to explain that this wasn’t a dream come true for me given the fact that I had no say in the matter, a new chat message from Martin interrupted me.

Martin Guzman: If you’re not going to embrace what’s happening to you, then I think you should become much more submissive. Not only will it be fitting since you’re a twink now, but it would also be hot to see you so eager and willing to agree with your followers and do anything to please them…

Just as I finish reading the message, a soft and sensual tingle begins to emerge across my entire scalp. Although it feels like a deep massage to calm me down, I know the insidious reality of what’s going on and thus refuse to allow myself to fall for the alluring trap of becoming submissive. While I continue to think about how much I loathe what’s happening to me and have intense hatred towards my followers for turning against me, it seemed as though my body was quickly falling victim towards the wish as I can feel the slight pressure of my boner pressing against the singlet. 

Looking down, I instinctively blush and move my hands down to cup around my bulge so no one can see my still-growing boner. Upon wrapping my hands around my genitalia and trying to keep myself calm, the physical contact elicited a full-body shiver that ran up and down my spine. Against my control, a small moan escaped from my lips as I enjoyed the physical sensation of having my crotch touched (even if it was just myself doing it for simple decency). 

Thinking further about decency and my desire for no lewd content caused my eyes to widen as I felt my mind shifting against my control. Although I knew that I was a rather asexual guy given my lack of interest in anything besides the occasional hand job or blow job with my boyfriend, new memories seemed to pop into my mind that falsely involved scenarios in which we were a horny couple that couldn’t keep our hands off of each other. As my mind continued to travel along this unintended train of thought, memories of being forcefully dominated and controlled by my usually rather calm and collected boyfriend soon emerged and gave me quite the emotional shakeup. Despite knowing that it wasn’t reality, the concept was quite erotic and I could feel pre-cum beginning to leak out and bleed through the fabric that I was closely cupping.

With my mind keeping my dick in mind, this quickly backfired as I began to think further about this artificial sex life and cause unrealistic memories of myself becoming a total bottom that loved to get fucked or suck dick to manifest. I knew it wasn’t real, but the concept was so alluring to my affected mind that I found myself instinctively licking my lips and envisioning myself pleasuring my partner once he finally got home from work later that night. 

This imaginary scenario was an unintended catalyst for the only physical changes to my body as I felt a pricking sensation in each lips as if they had both endured a bee sting. As I moved my hands upwards to investigate what was going on, I grew both concerned and turned on by the thicker, plumper lips that were manifesting onto my face. Running my fingers along the soft and supple lips, a much louder and prolonged moan escaped from my throat.

“Oh fuck,” I uttered, my eyebrows raising as I heard that my voice was quite different from the average and slightly monotone voice I usually spoke with. My words now came out drastically different, now equipped with a severe lisp and higher tone that truly made it clear that I was a submissive twink. 

Before I could do anything and use my new voice to beg for help (which would surely now appear much sexier than intended), a new chat message emerged and stole all of my attention.

Martin Guzman: Looking good, now get on the bed and show off that incredible ass of yours…

Although deep down I wanted to do nothing more than cuss out my high-paying patron for the command, it seemed as though my mental reconditioning was able to completely overpower me as it went to obey the command. While this was quite embarrassing by itself, it was made even more so as my lips began to move on their own, giving off a seductive “Ok daddy” while my hands grabbed the laptop and set it on the dresser in front of my bed. With my hands continuing to move on their own accord, I slipped off the singlet for the moment and allowed it to fall onto the floor as I fell face first into the bed and allowed my followers to witness my thick ass jiggling from the impact onto the mattress. With my boner still quite prominent, the physical aspect of grinding my hips against the mattress and moving side to side caused my boner to continue to leak pre-cum from the pressure and thus become eager for release due to just how positively it was responding to the changes. [image: ]

For several minutes, I put on a show for Martin as I found myself swaying and allowing my thick ass to bounce and jiggle for his amusement. At a certain point though, I found my body moving on its own accord as it stood back up and allowed everyone to get an up-close look at my ass as I reached down and pulled the singlet back on. Upon finishing putting the outfit back on, I turned around and looked at the chat, finding that Valagon37 had been able to break me out of my submissive behavior through another message.

Valagon37: Alright, that’s enough for now. We have quite a bit of fun still planned, so go get dressed so we can get back to the main event.

As I awkwardly stood there and looked down at my body, I was mentally praying that people would soon realize that this new look wasn’t as hot as the first few people thought. Given the fact that most of my content involved muscle growth and jock-related transformations, I was silently praying that someone would chime in and change the trajectory of my transformation so it went more in that direction than submissive twink. Despite how much some part of my brain was enjoying my foray into twinkdom (surely a compounding consequence of the past few transformations), I wasn’t 100% sold on this new body of mine and thus silently hoped that I’d end up getting to try out a body resembling one of those hunky muscle jocks that I had spent so much time thirsting after.

Given the fact that it seemed like I was working with a hostile crowd that was uninterested in my desires though, I kept my mouth quiet and just allowed my eyes to awkwardly dart back and forth to avoid looking at the twinkish figure on my computer screen.

Luckily, my dissatisfaction with my new look seemed to be echoed within other individuals as well as a new transformation command soon came into the chat.
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