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Just get yourself into shape and you’ll start feeling better about yourself!
What out of shape person hadn’t had that line thrown at them at one point or another to try to encourage them to lose weight? It was a statement that made sense, of course. Not only did you start feeling better about yourself, but the endorphins that you released physically made you feel better in the end. But just hearing it wasn’t exactly enough to motivate some people. It hadn’t motivated me for a time, and in fact it only annoyed me when people made it sound so easy.

But I was finally at the point where I was willing to at least try. But I had to start light. That was why I had ordered a few of the bare essentials. An exercise mat, a jump rope, some light weights – you know, the type of stuff anyone could do in their own home so long as they possessed the will to do it! I was feeling pretty good about it! After all, now was the time to finally make some life changes!

I’d even gone so far as to order some clothes. Nothing too much. A t-shirt and a pair of loose shorts that were easy to move around in. Being a bigger guy, I wasn’t exactly going to be wearing anything tight. But even though the package with these clothes had arrived days earlier, I hadn’t actually unpacked them until the first time I had planned on wearing them. I’d already laid out the mat, organized the weights, and put the jump rope to the side. All that was left was to get changed—

“Uh… Did I get the wrong order?”

While that had been the plan, I absolutely would not have been putting on what was housed inside of the box. On top there had been a black sports bra and matching panties, which was already bad enough, but there had also been a pink, cropped, zip-up hoodie with white decals, and matching yoga pants with the word ‘REWIND’ both along the stretchy, white waistband, and in a star decal over the left thigh.

The designs were cute, arguably, but there was no denying that this order wasn’t mine. It must have belonged to some poor young woman and our orders had gotten mixed up somewhere along the way. “I guess I’m going to have to return… this…?” That had been the natural course of action, but I was promptly deterred by the feeling of something way too tight gripping my body.

Looking down, I could only cry out with surprise. “HOW!?” Because all of the clothes that had been in the box were now on my body, and they definitely didn’t fit! My hairy, jiggly gut was entirely exposed, with the sweater top barely not ripping around my broad shoulders as my arms jut way out of sleeves that were way too short for my arms. My lower body didn’t fare any better. I could feel the panties pressing uncomfortably against my dick, and with the yoga pants pulled so tight against a fat lower body, its bulge was incredibly evident.
I was thankful that no one else was home at the time, so I had been spared the risk of anyone seeing, but I still didn’t want to be dressed that way, and I was certainly very alarmed by the fact that those clothes had somehow made themselves onto my body in an instant. I couldn’t even see what I had been wearing in the room anywhere. “Either way, I need to take these off…” Because if somehow someone did see me dressed like that? Well, I’d definitely never hear the end of it.
Because I didn’t really like looking at myself, I’d looked up and away from my exposed stomach the moment that I’d realized it was out in the open. But looking away actually only served the interests of what was happening to me, because if I had been paying attention then perhaps I would have noticed that my clothing wasn’t the only issue much sooner. After all, all of the hair on my exposed belly – and by extension the rest of the ‘unnecessary’ body hair that I possessed – had up and disappeared, erased entirely from my person.
It had been one of the less dramatic changes however, and there were a series of them that transpired before more dramatic things began to unfold. The targets were largely things that would have taken a mirror, or at the very least some awareness to pick up on. A good example of this was my eyes, which quickly adopted a pink that was similar to the pink of the cropped sweater I was wearing, but slightly darker. 

And then there was the hair that remained. The hair growing from my scalp, my eyebrows and even my pubes were all that had been left, but with time they were bleached from dark to a very light blonde. I kept my hair short, so I really wouldn’t have realized that it had changed in color unless it had grown, and while this would in fact happen, it hadn’t happened yet. So, I was pretty much in the dark. At least until…
“Ugh. Did I eat something weird this morning? I’m pretty sure I cooked the eggs properly…” A weird feeling in my stomach led to me lamenting my choice in foods that morning, but the feeling wasn’t painful or uncomfortable. It felt more like it was… emptying? Like I was releasing gas or something without actually releasing any gas at all. I ended up looking down at my exposed stomach with confusion, but that was when it struck me. It was just that the truth was a little difficult for me to comprehend?

I blinked. “Wait… Where did my hair go!? And my stomach… it looks like…?” It was shrinking? The distended appearance of it that normally pushed several inches out from the rest of my body was flattening before my very eyes, stretchmarks fading in the process as it affected more than just my tummy. The extra weight in my chest, legs, arms, and even my face all drained away as my hand rubbed at my gut. “H-How!?”

That odd crack in my voice was the last thing on my mind as I rubbed at what little remained of my previous gut, and as any of the softness that remained soon hardened into what were undeniably abs. All of my body’s muscles grew a little firmer in fact. “I’m… fit? W-Wait, what’s up with my voice!? I sound totally weird!” Totally? That wasn’t a word that was normally in my vernacular, much less one that I’d inflect in such a vapid way.
Of course, I had been so distracted by my loss of weight that I hadn’t paid any attention to my face in the meantime. Its transformation hadn’t stopped with merely thinning from that weight loss. Its shape had been creeping slowly longer, softer, and both more feminine and youthful. Visually it appeared as if I was slipping back through my twenties until I stopped at twenty-years-old itself, all while my lips became full and sexy, my nose shrunk, and my eyes narrowed between lengthened lashes.

I had the visage of a pretty young woman, and one whose blonde hair had begun to spill out behind them. The short hair style that I preferred had been totally undone in a way that played into my increasingly obvious femininity, locks spilling well past my shoulders as I noticed with an “Eh!?”. I grabbed some of it from behind me and ran my fingers through it. It was soft, silky, and even smelled of strawberries before reaching the bottom of my butt. “This hair is so like a girl’s! But I sound like one too!” 

So much was happening that it made sense some things would slip through the cracks. I’d pulled my attention away from the rest of my body to focus on my hair, but my body hadn’t stopped changing in the meantime. My height had actually slipped; I’d become shorter while my attention was elsewhere and I’d dipped from almost six feet tall to 5’7”. This helped the workout attire I was wearing begin to fit more comfortably, and it had even affected my hands and feet. By the time I removed my hand from my hair? Not only were the fingers small and dainty, but my nails were manicured and painted pink!

I stumbled a little because my feet were smaller too. “W-Woah!? Like, why is this even happening!? The clothes? But…” By the time I caught myself, it was evident that it wasn’t my feet alone that had caused this imbalance. My body’s weight was changing again, but this time the fat had returned. “W-Wait, I’m not ready for…!?” And it was pretty obvious where that weight was pooling. Beneath the sweater that was now too big for a body that had become so lean around the belly that I was only about eight inches wide around the waist.

My hands came up to my chest with hesitation. I’d known there was a sports bra sitting loosely beneath the sweater, but it felt like it was moving on its own? No, something else was forcing it to adjust, and that something was my breasts. Breasts I shouldn’t have possessed, but there was no denying that they were blossoming. The sweater began to push forward, lifting up to show my toned tummy as more and more space was occupied within. I could feel my nipples grow puffier and rub at the sports bra’s underside as my balance tilted forward. They were growing big. Too big!

And each tit ultimately grew bigger than my own head!

“These things are huge!” It took me a second to adjust to their weight and straighten my posture, but that hadn’t stopped my hands from groping them through the fabric. They were so sensitive that it was arousing, but I wasn’t getting hard downstairs like I should have? Even then, the fact that this was weird didn’t cross my mind. Because I was thinking about how proud I was of those tits, as thoughts of how to use them to my advantage came to mind. They were an asset, right?

Of course, I wasn’t getting hard because everything about my body suggested I wasn’t destined to remain male. It had been getting flaccid between my legs as my tits had grown, and by the time they had reached fruition? The bulge in my yoga pants was completely gone. “Mmn!?” And I soon felt the vast emptiness of the slit that opened beneath where my cock had once stood, the new pussy shaved and all. 
This was beneficial in a way, because even though my hips flared out as if my lower body was changing to fit the yoga pants, my thighs and ass ultimately did the same. My thighs burgeoned with a weight that saw them touch between my legs even with that new gait, about as thick as they had been before I had lost weight, but this time the weight was firm and supple, bolstered by the muscle beneath them. My ass fared similarly, swelling into a heart shape that looked exquisite in pants that were clearly designed to show it off.
Soon, white socks and runners covered my daintier feet, and pink scrunchies now tied some of my long, blonde hair into shorter tails.
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“Uh… Well. Guess they’re my clothes now!” The name on the package label was even different now! It read: Clay. Which was incidentally the name of the woman I had been transformed into. She was actually a character from the game Nikke, but I wasn’t a Nikke now. It was like I had been turned into Clay if she’d still been human, because I even had memories of being born and raised a girl. Which meant… “How much did reality change!?”

My parents were still the same, but I was now exercising in a much bigger basement in what I assumed was a completely different house. I had to search my memories to realized I was an influencer? And a fairly wealthy one at that! I was always on camera, and a lot of them were doing workouts. That made total sense when I considered how fit my body was, but also considering my tits were huge and my ass was fine. Actually, come to think of it…
“Isn’t it about time to shoot something? How about jumping jacks with Clay? I bet I could get a lot of views with how bouncy I am!”
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