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1.

Monday night, time to sit back and relax after the first day of another long week. And there's nothing I'd rather do now that I finally have the time than to chat with my girlfriend. Long-distance is challenging, but we make it work.

Or, at least we did. Because three hours ago she just dumped me with no warning, no explanation. Just 'we're growing apart, Ryan.' Of course, we're growing apart because we never get to touch each other, never get to see each other. How the hell am I supposed to maintain a relationship with a girl who lives on the other side of the country, has made it clear that she has no interest in coming over here to join me, and has probably been boning some other loser for months and is doing him right now? So, here I sit. I hate people. Honestly, everyone is so shitty that I wonder why I even bother.

I kill time in the usual ways: play some video games, watch some porn, jerk off half-heartedly, drink a Redbull, realize I can’t. None of it helps.

So, I get on a dating website. Yeah, I know. It's too soon, I can't think about it yet until I've given my heart time to heal, blah, blah, blah. But I can't stop myself either. My sex drive may be satisfied for now, but I can't help thinking about finding another woman. Surfing just depresses me even further, of course. All these girls are total knockouts with profiles that describe the warm, sensitive, and sincere man they hope to meet. Yeah, right. They want a six-figure income and a twelve-inch cock.

Honestly, the one thing I want is for someone else to feel as shitty as me. Just to know that I'm not the only jerk who is looking for love and finding it impossible. So, instead of sticking to the girl's page, I switch my preferences over to 'female looking for male' to have a look at my competition. Lots of hopeless losers like me, I note with satisfaction. There's some bald doofus with a belly that says he's 'sized to love'. Another guy has a ponytail, which I'm not knocking since I rock that particular look myself.  But when you've got a receding hairline, it's time to stop pretending and shave it. Just my philosophy. Judging by the lack of attention that this guy's getting, I figure I can't be wrong. All losers with varying degrees of unlovability.

But there's one guy that really pisses me off. Smiling, happy face, handsome, well-dressed, and built too. He's got photos of himself in all the typical douchebag scenarios: shirtless in Bali, wearing a LA Lakers Jersey at a game with a girl under his arm (face cropped out, of course), waiting at the starting line of a marathon to show he's fit. Smiling, always smiling. What an asshole. The others don't deserve any more punishment than they already get from women constantly rejecting them. I know their pain, and I won't add to it. But this guy, who is named CHAD (the ultimate alpha tool name), this guy's going down. And I'm the one who's going to do it.


2.

Mimi: Hey Chad

Chad: What’s up? Nice to meet you :)

Mimi: u2 gorgeous!! xoxoxo

Chad: What chu up to tonight?

Mimi: Oh u know. Just in the tub…

Chad: Bubbly

Mimi: More like steamy. I like it HOT

Chad: Pictures?

Mimi: What are you gonna do with them?

Chad: Make a collage.

Mimi: Haha

Chad: they might help me sleep. I’m up all night unless I can find something to relax me.

Well, who am I to get between a man and his slumber? I need forty winks myself. Let’s give this poor schlub something to get him off.

Chad: Whoa. You’re body is amazing!

Thanks, dumbass. ‘You are’ body is amazing too. It’s almost too easy with this guy. I can’t believe that he didn’t do a reverse image search. Or even just google ‘tub girl’. It’s on the first page of results! Near the top, even. Naturally, I cropped out the eyes to anonymize it. ‘Mimi’ is too shy to show her face yet.

Mimi: Satisfied?

Chad: Give me two minutes…

Mimi: Is that all it takes?

Chad: … (typing)

Mimi: Take your time. I know how challenging it is to compose a response with only one hand.

Chad: You don’t know what I’d give to be there with you right now.

Mimi: aww I should be flattered

Chad: You should. Think there’s any chance of a meetup?

Mimi: Nope. None.

Chad: ...seriously?

Mimi: What did you think? We had a real connection. Ha!

Chad: Okay, you’re a tease I respect that.

Mimi: Respect that I just shut you down? Why?

Chad: I guess I just dont know whats good for me. I just got my heart stamped on, so I guess I’m a glutton for punishment.

Oh, boohoo. A guy who looks like this is trying to elicit sympathy from me? Guess what, pal. The rest of us don't just experience rejection. It's the air we breathe. Still, if I want to keep the fun going, I've got to give him a little encouragement.

Mimi: Poor baby. Maybe I spoke too soon.

Chad: So not never?

Mimi: Maybe is all you’re getting tonight.

Chad: I can wait. Question is, can you?

Be still my beating heart. Blech!

Mimi: Such a charmer. Alright, loverboy. Go get yourself cleaned up. I’m signing off. Goodnight xoxoxo!

Chad: Goodnight :)

Well, they say always leave ‘em smiling, and I guess I’ve done that. Of course, he won’t be smiling when he realizes he’s never going to talk to me again. Sorry, Chad. Mimi is a heartbreaker. That was fun. I think I needed that. Anyway, time to sign off. That’s enough fun for one evening.


3. 

There’s a new message from Chad in my inbox when I wake up. ‘Good morning’. Credit where credit is due, he gets some points for originality. I don’t respond, of course. The whole point of the prank is in the realization. He’ll send another message, then another. Maybe in a day or two, maybe later, he’ll realize that the girl he was flirting with thinks he’s a zero and will have nothing to do with him. That’ll show him. That’s what he gets for being all handsome and happy and stuff.

So, I go about my day. Do some work online, get some packages from Amazon, step out for a burger and a six-pack of Old English. Pretty standard Tuesday, really. Working from home isn't bad, but it does mean that I hardly leave the house. My skin is so white it's practically translucent. My friend Trevor says I have skin like a china doll. Of course, he plays even more City of Villains than me, so look who's talking?

When I return with the beer, I check my email. No new messages from Chad. Huh, I figured that he would be desperate by now. Well, played Chad. He must have seen through my scheme. Maybe he’s not such a dunce after all. Looks like it’s up to me to keep the game going. Better message him.

Mimi: hey sorry I didn’t see your message til now. Think we can still be friends? ;)

I send my message and wait, cracking open a beer and clicking around a few other windows. I click around but my attention is diverted. I keep expecting that little ‘ding’ to let me know that my ‘phish’ is on the reel. After two hours, I decide I’ve had enough.

Mimi: chad u there? I’m thinking about you, hot stuff. Maybe you just need a little more encouragement…

I scroll through a series of photos until I find one of a girl with an awesome rack. She’s bent over on the bed and all you can see are her breasts and her panties, both black. She’s kneeling over, showing everything but her face. This will get him going. I download the photo and attach it to my message. Hit send, and done! That’s sure to get his attention. And it does. A second later, I get back–

Chad: More fake pics? Don’t waste my time.

Shit! How did he know? He must have gotten wise about reverse image searches. Okay, no problem. I can salvage this.

Mimi: Would you believe that I’m just really self-conscious about my body?

Chad: Would you believe that I think you’re a bot? Or a dude?

Mimi: hey don’t get personal. I’m sorry I lied, k? Truce?

Chad: Sorry but Im not into girls who aren’t into honesty.

Mimi: Okay, good policy. Would you settle for a photo tomorrow? You’re not exactly giving me a lot of time to compose myself.

Chad: Whatever

Who does this guy think he is? He thinks I'm a dude? Well, he doesn't know how cute this 'dude' can look. You're in for a surprise tomorrow, mister. Wait and see. Mimi has something in store for you that's gonna rock your world. 


4.

Stuff came this morning. God, I love Amazon. I ordered it all last night and this morning I found a package waiting for me at my doorstep. Now to unbox my haul.

I'm a little nervous. I would draw the blinds, but since they stay closed all day anyway it's pretty easy. It's not like anybody was going to look in on me anyway, but all the same, I'd like to be sure that I have total privacy for what I'm about to do. Don't need the whole neighborhood thinking I'm some kind of crossdresser. This is for a prank, after all. Just a little gag.

I slide open the box with a kitchen knife and carefully lift out the box's contents. A frilly nighty, negligee, a cute little slip, and of course some bras and lots of panties. I didn't know what would look good, so I picked a few packs worth. It was expensive. Way more expensive than guys' underwear. But it will be worth it to see Chad's reaction. He's really got no idea what's about to hit him.

First step is to shave my legs. If I look like Sasquatch, then my whole plan goes up in smoke. I do it delicately, slowly gliding the pink little razor I got along the contours of my legs. Good thing I don't have a girlfriend to notice my legs are hairless now. Just another reason why I'm better off. Once I'm finished, I step back to admire what I've done. It really is amazing how similar guys' and girls' legs look. All it took was a little shaving cream and the difference is almost indistinguishable. 

Next are the panties. I decide on a red pair, enjoying the way they slide up my smooth legs to snuggly hug my crotch. Hold on. Idiot! You forgot to tuck in first!

If I let on that I have a bulge, then the whole thing is ruined. I bought a little sling thingy to go with the girl's clothes. Once I get it on, the bulge disappears. The effect is strangely arousing, seeing myself all flat down there. Looking in the mirror, I have to remind myself that I'm looking at myself. My hips look bigger, my legs are slimmer. I cross my legs the way a girl would and the effect is nearly perfect.

I slip on the bra too but find that my flat chest lessens the effect somewhat. My pecks give the illusion of a bosom, but it’s still far from my best asset. I’m lucky to have almost no hair on my chest naturally, so it’s easy to pluck off the last few hairs with a pair of tweezers. Stings, but it’s worth it.

Okay, now I’m ready. I grab my phone and start snapping selfies. I don’t know what I’m doing at first, and it shows. The test pics don’t actually capture my body at all. But after stalking some cute girls on Instagram I see what they’re doing and follow suit. Before long, I have a few risque shots of me clutching my ‘breasts,’ on all fours with the camera behind me to show off the curves of my round, pert butt. I let my hair down so that it hangs over my shoulders but keep my face obscured so that I can’t be identified. It’s all I can do to keep from bursting out of my panties when I look at myself. I make a surprisingly hot chick. Who’d have guessed?

These are gonna show Chad for sure. He wanted real pics? Well, it doesn't get any more real than this. I rush to upload them, then stop. What am I really doing this for? Am I going way too far for a prank? But, hey, I've already committed to going this far, so why not go all the way.

Once he’s drooling and begging to see more, I’ll return the clothes, cut off all contact, and forget the whole thing. ‘Till then, I’m going to enjoy making him squirm.


5. 

Chad: Daaammn girl

Mimi: u like?

Chad: Oh yeah. Why’d you say your shy? You got an amazing bod :)

Mimi: ur gonna make me blush.

Chad: you got my blood pumping

Chad: just not to my face

Mimi: Show me

Chad: show what?

Mimi: I want to see you pumped up

Chad: I dunno

Mimi: Come on! What are you some kind of sissy?

Chad: u really want to see it?

Mimi: yeppers :)

Chad: ok here goes...

So, I get a screenshot of his cock. It’s huge. He’s like an elephant with his trunk cut at the end. My balls want to climb up inside me out of sheer intimidation. I knew he’d be hung. Typical. But, whoa.

Chad: So?

Mimi: not bad

Chad: that’s it?

Mimi: What? Not bad means not bad.

Chad: Okay, I see how it is. Tease me all u like but you know you are impressed

Mimi: Intrigued to see more…

Chad: IRL?

Mimi: Not yet.

Chad: Why? We live in the same city.

Mimi: Yeah but we don’t know each other yet.

Chad: I feel like we just had ourselves a little introduction right?

Mimi: Easy tiger.

Chad: Ok, ok. Message me tomorrow?

Mimi: You first. If I’m around maybe I’ll respond.

Chad: Night beautiful

Mimi: xoxoxo stud


6.

More chatting with Chad today. This time for hours. I can’t get him out of my head lately, for some reason. I’m probably just lonely. I mean, it’s not like I’m gay or anything. I’ve never had feelings for a guy before. But every time I see an opportunity to spring the trap and reveal to him who he’s really been talking to, I hesitate. I don’t want the game to stop. It’s starting to become a little addicting. It’s probably nothing. Just burning off the residual feelings from my last relationship. But there’s something about flirting as a girl that I’ve never experienced before. Being Mimi lets me say things that Ryan never would. I feel like she’s bolder, sassier. This makes sense. She is a girl after all. But there’s something else. I’m starting to think her thoughts. Like, even when it’s something totally random, I’ll get the idea in my head that she would do such and such but I wouldn’t. You know what I mean? It’s weird, but not in a bad way.

Actually, even though I’m spending way more time indoors (never a good thing for someone who’s essentially a homebody already) I’m picking up some good habits. I’m not drinking as much beer as I used to, and it’s starting to show. I’m looking slimmer around my waist. But since I haven’t been exercising my pecs are starting to get a little flabbier than before. 

I’m hardly watching more porn anymore. But I have to confess that there’s a reason for it. I don’t really need to. I get so turned on by my conversations with Chad that I can hardly get through our steamy little talks without my dick fighting to peek out from under my skirt.

That's right. I've taken to cross-dressing every time we chat online now. It started as a way to make sure I could always provide a photo to prove I was 'real' if he asked. But pretty soon, it just felt strange not to. I get so excited when I'm about to dress up that I can hardly tuck in my chub before 'suiting up'. I can't believe how horny it gets me to slip into this stuff. I just never knew how much fun it was to feel cute.


7.

Something's up. Chad hasn't messaged me back in almost two days. I sent him three messages. Nothing desperate, just showing that I'm interested and want his attention.

Mimi: hey! Wuz up luv?

Mimi: u there?

Mimi: hard to get, huh? Nice way to make a girl jealous. Guess it’s working haha.

That's not stalkery is it? Like, I'm not coming off like some psycho bitch, am I? Of course not. But if it's not me, then what is it? Are these just mind games he likes to play? Because that's supposed to be my thing. He’s not just ignoring my messages to mess with me, because it’s not going to work. Does he think I have nothing better to do than to sit around waiting for him? Because that’s not true. I spent several minutes yesterday nowhere near the computer. Once I was on the toilet, then I was mixing a salad, and I did my makeup without even being in the same room as the computer so that if he did message me I wouldn’t even hear the ‘ding’. So it’s not like I’m obsessed with him or anything. I can get him out of my head anytime I want to. I already have, practically.

I'm still getting dressed up, though. I don't know why, but yesterday I looked at all my guy clothes, which needed to be washed anyway, and just say, 'blah.' The girl stuff I bought (and keep buying) is just so much cuter. Plus, since Chad is MIA I now have a reason to feel good about myself that has nothing to do with him. He can ignore my messages, but he can't take that away from me.

Besides, my girl clothes just seem to fit me better than they did when I started. I’m not sure if it’s my imagination or not, but I’m not having to do as much to hide my ‘flat’ chest. My pecs are starting to look like breasts. More so every day. It’s probably just my imagination. Bodies don’t really change like that for no reason, right? Anyway, the tops that I’ve been wearing are so comfortable. Women’s clothes are so soft against my skin that the comfort-factor is alone is enough to keep doing it.

Chad hasn’t found another girl, has he? I mean, we met on a dating site and I’m sure that I can’t be the only one he’s talking to. But I want to be. And damn it, I deserve to be. What other girl can say she’s gone to the lengths that I have? I’ve put time and effort in and made some major changes just to reel in this fish. I’m not going to just let him snap the line and swim out into deeper waters where he can get snatched up by someone else. What could I have done wrong? I flirted with him just the way that I did in the beginning. Is it me? Am I not giving enough? What does he expect out of this relationship, anyway?

Maybe he’s dead. No, that’s crazy. I know it is. But maybe he’s hurt somewhere. Maybe he got hit by a car or a bus, or something. Maybe he fell into the tiger pit at the zoo. Anything’s possible, right? I know that I’m probably just way overthinking things, but I can’t help it. I’m in love. In lust at least. I’ve never had these feelings but they’re so strong I just can’t fight them. Something’s happening to me, and he’s at the center of it somehow and–

Ding!

Chad sent a message! Screw him. I’m not going to read it. I’ll wait an hour, then I’ll read it. That’ll show him that I’m no pushover. You can’t just have Mimi whenever you want her, Mr. Man. I’m not that kind of girl.

Who am I kidding? I’m already reading it before I can finish mentally telling him off.

Chad: hey babe. Away on a camping trip. Thought about you the whole time.

Awww! Is he just the sweetest guy, or what? I think I’m going to send him a picture of my ass…


8.

So, I was in bed last night and I started thinking about Chad. But instead of getting hard, my dick just kind of lied there. I tried playing around with it for what felt like an hour, but it just wasn’t happening no matter what I tried. Just couldn’t get an erection to save my life. This isn’t something that happens to me. And there’s more. I think that my little friend might have shrunk some. No idea what could have made that happen, but it’s the impression I get. I mean, we’re attached so it isn’t hard to see a change from day to day. Could it be that I keep him bunched up in my underwear so much of the time, having to hide up between my legs whenever I want to put a dress on? Maybe so. I can’t really tell.

Anyway, I was messing around down there with no success, when I suddenly remembered that I can stimulate myself in other ways. I mean, I’ve never done it before. I thought that was mostly just something for gay dudes. But I decided to stick my finger in, just to see what it was like. It hurt at first, but once I got my fingers going I started to relax some. My puckered muscle released and I felt waves of warm pleasure radiating up from inside of me.

My mind flashed through images of those pics that Chad sent. I thought about my own tiny, flaccid cock and it just made his seem that much more enormous. The throbbing, the sensation of having that pulsing thick member pressing where my fingers were made me moan a little. Soon, my hips were bucking as I imagined him stuffing me from the inside. I kept at it, putting those two fingers inside me practically all the way up to the knuckles. Feeling my prostate being stimulated was sending shivers through my body that make me quake. It was glorious. In my mind, it was Chad making me ache with pleasure and desire. Him stuffing me hard and me, the dirty little slut who loved taking from him.

When I came, I felt it radiating from inside of me first. Then, without any warning, gobs of cum spurted out of the flaccid cock I'd been neglecting the entire time. That wasn't even the weirdest part of the whole thing. Because after it was over and I was all hot and sweaty, my bedsheets covered in cum, I actually started to cry. Not like sad crying, I didn't feel upset or anything. I just cried and cried for, like, no reason at all.

What the hell is happening to me? It’s like somehow my online identity is bleeding into my normal life and I don’t know what to do. I have to find a way to fight it. If this keeps going on, then who knows where it will lead? This was supposed to just be a gag, but now look what’s happening to me. This isn’t normal. I’m going to tell Chad tomorrow. I’ll just confess to everything and then he’ll be mad and then that will be that. No more games and no more flirting. He’ll ditch me forever and I’ll have him out of my life and get back to normal again. I want for it to be over, I think. But I’m dreading actually having to message him. The poor guy. He’ll be devastated. But it’s for the best, I know it is. We’ve had our fun, but if this keeps up pretty soon I’ll be completely feminized. And something tells me when that happens, there will be no going back. 


9.

Mimi: hey i gotta tell u something…

Chad: Sounds serious. We cool?

Mimi: haha yeah. Kinda serious.

Chad: Tell me

Mimi: I haven’t really been honest about who I am. I mean, the pics of me or real and I didn’t exactly lie or anything. It’s just that I didn’t tell you everything you might want to know.

Chad: Such as?

Mimi: Such as I’m not really a girl.

Well, that’s the end of that chapter. I brace myself for him to degrade and insult me, even threaten me. At the very least I expect him to ghost instantly. But that isn’t what he does.

Chad: So, are you like trans or something?

Mimi: I guess so.

Chad: That's cool. I mean I seen a few videos of girls like you before so its not a big deal. Ur cute anyway :)

My heart starts beating fast. Can he actually be taking the truth this well?

Mimi: Are you for real? Because if you are, you’re like the nicest guy I’ve ever known.

Chad: Mr. Wonderful at your service.

Mimi: Wow! Okay, handsome. So you want to keep chatting?

What are you doing? my brain asks. This was supposed to be the way out, the ending.

Chad: def want to keep chatting. Ur making me hard right now.

Mimi: Really? Show me.

Chad: U first.

I snap a quick upskirt pic, my tiny package visible underneath the fabric of my panties.

Chad: Aww, such a cute little thing.

Not long ago I would have been ready to smack another guy who said that about my junk. Now I can feel my cheeks flushing. I’m flattered in a weird way that it doesn’t turn him off.

Mimi: Alright your turn. Release the Kraken!

He sends me a picture of his dick pressing against the outline of his jeans.

Chad: Impressed?

Mimi: What are you so insecure that you need assurance?

Chad: Always nice to be complimented.

Mimi: Let me put it this way. If you brought that thing here I know just where I’d put it.

Chad: So let me come over already.

I’m about to assent and give him my address, but something stops me. A little voice or something that causes me to hesitate. I don’t know what to say, so I just close the window, shut down my computer and climb into bed and pull the pillow over my head. I scream as loud as I can, feeling tears forming at the edges of my eyes as I howl. I can’t do this. Something’s wrong. This was all supposed to be a prank, a joke, a game I was playing. But I’m not the one in control anymore. Something’s taken over, and it’s turned me into some super slutty chick.

Am I even a guy at this point? I certainly don’t remember myself ever wishing to crossdress before I started chatting to Chad as Mimi. Now I’m wearing dresses, my dick and balls are so small that they’re practically non-entities and I’ve got boobs large enough to require me to wear a bra.  What’s happening to me? How did I get like this? Hot tears pool on my pillow as I cry and wail for my lost manhood.

There’s only one way I can be free, and that’s to cut Chad out of my life completely. From this point on, I’ll have no contact with Chad at all. I’m not going to speak to him again. No apologies, no explanations. I’m just going to leave him in the dust like I’d been planning to do all along. That’s it. In the morning, I’m going to give up on Mimi and reclaim Ryan. I’ll stop crossdressing, stop shaving my legs, and then everything will go back to the way that it was, right?


10.

Wrong. So, last night I had a dream about Chad. Were we playing chess, holding hands and walking along the beach, talking deeply about our shared interest in the writings of Jack Spicer? Nope. We were fucking.

The dream was so vivid that I still have trouble reminding myself that it wasn’t real. My body was smooth and slender and lithe, with just the right amount of fat in my hips and thighs, my boobs jiggling as he pounded me from behind. I remember it hurting a little when he slid himself in, but I spread myself for him, wanting so badly to be penetrated. His dick was turning me out completely and I was his willing supplicant.

When I woke up, I discovered that I was actually on my knees fingering myself and tweaking my nipples. Great. I had been sleep-fucking. The weirdest part is realizing that I really have no control. Even my subconscious is against me. I can't win. I can't hold out. I can deny my body what it wants by day, but at night my fingers go where they want to go. I thought that I'd had enough but clearly, I haven't. I guess there isn't much of a choice here. I've got to accept that whatever kind of magic is at work here it's beyond my will to resist. I fire up my desktop and open up the chat window.

Mimi: hey…

It takes a few moments before he replies, but when he does I can tell that he’s pissed off.

Chad: Why did you ghost like that?

Mimi: Sorry, I’m just a freak, I guess.

Chad: What does that mean?

Mimi: It means that I don't know what I want, or I'm afraid to admit what I want because I don't know if there's any way to come back from it.

Chad: Ok so what does that mean?

Mimi: It means that I was a bitch to you and I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have just blown you off like that.

Chad: Do u want to make it up to me?

Mimi: sure. How?

Chad: u know...

Mimi: pics?

Chad: Yes please but that’s not what i want

Mimi: Okay. You’ve sweated long enough. Let’s meet.


11.

My heart’s in my throat, and I can’t stop fidgeting with my skirt. I keep checking my reflection every three minutes. I know I look cute. I did my makeup just like the tutorial showed me. I picked out a pink velvet dress that barely covers my ass and shows him just what I’m working with boob-wise. I swear, my girls have grown about three cup sizes in just a week. It’s like they’re constantly inflating. If they don’t stop soon, I’m going to fall over if I try to turn too fast. But they’re so luscious. They’re firm and perky and they’re mine. I can’t believe how proud I am of my tits. I knew that girls liked to show them off, but I didn’t realize how much fun it was. Chad’s going to love them. Right? I don’t want to disappoint him. But with all the nasty stuff that’s been playing through my head, I know he won’t be disappointed. I’ve got a few things in store for him, that’s for sure.

A part of me wonders whether I can go through with it, but I almost can’t hear that part because there’s an even louder part that’s screaming, do it! Fuck him! I think about his cum in my mouth and I lick my lips. It's not just physical, though. I mean, it's mostly physical. But Chad's a sweet guy too, once you've been chatting with him for a while. I want to have his babies. But that's not possible. Is it? I mean, I grew a pair of giant tits, so what would be surprising at this point?

I hear my phone ringing in the next room and prance over to check it. I’ve gotten good at walking in heels, and I love the way they make my ass jiggle. I check the caller. It’s Chad. I try to swipe to answer but my long pink nails get in the way. After a few attempted swipes, I manage to answer.

“Hey,” comes the voice at the end of the line.

“Hey,” I answer, then realizing that I sound too manish I raise the pitch a little so that I sound a bit girlier. “You outside?”

“Yep, so you better get down here before I decide to let myself in the back door.”

“Shut up, naughty boy,” I coo.

“I’m waiting…” he says. I give a quick smooch and then hang up. I can feel my heart fluttering again, and even my tiny cock is stirring a little in my panties. It’s time.

I go downstairs, unlock the door, and there he is. He's wearing a black t-shirt, board shorts, and flip-flops. He looks like he's just been at the gym. All his muscles are bulging and I see a vein popping in his neck.

“Come here,” he says, pulling me towards him. Before I know what’s happening, he’s wrapped his massive arm around the curve of my ass and is lifting me off the ground. I squeal with delight.

“What are you doing?” I cry.

“I’ve been wanting to do this a long time,” he says.

“You’re stupid,” I say as he carries me across the threshold and up the stairs like a bride. He’s such a showoff, but I love it. When we reach the top of the stairs, he sets me down.

“I hope you didn’t just wear yourself out,” I say.

“Not a chance,” he says. “Ya have anything to drink?”

“You like wine?” I ask. He shrugs.

“Good, because all I’ve got is beer. It’s in the fridge.”

“Oh, so it’s like that, huh?”

“That’s right. You want something, you’ve got to get it yourself.”

He lumbers over to the kitchen. It’s the only verb to describe his movements. He’s so hulkingly massive that I’m amazed the floor doesn’t shake beneath his feet.

“I think somebody’s gonna have to teach you some manners,” he says. “You’ve got a thing or two to learn about how to treat a guest.”

“Oh?” I say, playing all innocent. “Tell me.”

“Well, for starters, it’s polite to do things. He asks for something, you offer it to him. It’s the classy thing to do.”

“So, can I offer you anything?”

“Depends,” he says. “What ya got?”

"Besides beer? I've got an Xbox, a big-screen TV, a little bit of weed. Oh, and my mouth."

“Weed’s tempting, I gotta say, but I think I’m gonna go with that last thing you said.”

“What?” I say, putting a finger to my lips. “This?”

“Mmm-hmm,” he says, cracking open the beer and emptying it with one massive gulp. He belches.

“Well, you just became, like, 34% less kissable, so…”

I trot over, squat in front of him, and pull his shorts down. He's already partially hard, but I can tell I'm going to have to give it a few pumps before he really becomes engorged. I still have a flash of hesitation. This was all supposed to just be a joke, right? But it's too late now. Ryan's long gone. Now's Mimi's turn.

As his cock passes my lips, I delight in the taste of his skin on my tongue. He's veiny in more than just his neck, apparently and his massive rod is pulsing. I flick my tongue, teasing his scrotum and pleasuring the base of his shaft.

“Jesus,” he says. “You really don’t mess around.”

Of course not, I think. Has this guy got any idea how long I’ve been waiting to do this? I keep at it until he’s fully erect. I keep running up and down, up and down in a motion that I once would have enjoyed on myself. Now if he tried to put my tiny little member in his mouth, I’d probably cry. His just feels so much more like a real cock. And I want it so bad that when he finally cums, spewing all over my face in a deluge of buttery semen I know I want a hell of a lot more.

“Hey,” he says. “You alright?”

“Fuck yeah,” I say, wiping the love juice from my face. “Ready for round two?”

“You know it. I took a viagra before I came here...not ‘cause I need it or anything.”

“Okay, let me go clean up and we’ll do this again in five.”


12.

One thing I hadn’t dreamed about: the pain. I’d love to say that our night of passion was as smooth as butter. The truth is, my ass was on fire for the whole day afterward. I mean, Chad pounded me like he was tenderizing a steak. It burned, but it felt so damn good that I was crying when he started and crying more when he stopped. I think my prostrate was still attached to the head of his dick when he finally pulled out. But good god was it heavenly. I never knew that having sex like a girl could be so satisfying.

Chad was really understanding about my little cock too. I told him I didn't like it when guys touched it, so he left it alone. But he told me he didn't mind a girl with a little something extra, and I guess I don't mind either. Whatever crazy magic made me into this chick left me a little reminder of the guy I was, and I guess there are worse things. I'm just relieved that I finally have a way of having all my needs satisfied.

Now that I’ve got Chad in my life, I don’t see myself ever giving him up. And to think all this started as a silly little prank? Well, I guess the joke was on me for thinking that I could just play a guy like Chad and just walk away. He’s the alpha that I never knew I wanted, but now I’ve got him. I was so lonely as a guy and now that’s over. So, I guess it all worked out. No more lonely Monday nights for this girl!

I just wish I’d done it all sooner. But now that I have, I’m just praying that I’ll stretch out enough to take all of Chad in our next encounter. Until then, I guess I’ve got sext messaging to look forward to. Guess it will have to do, for now.


The End


Shaping Up

What do you do with a roommate who leaves dishes everywhere? Who leaves his beer cans in a pile by the door? Who never cleans the shower drain and steals your razor to shave his pubes? Who is piggish, arrogant, lazy, selfish, and downright crude?

What do you do with a roommate who when it’s already the fifth of the month says, ‘Mitch, I got you, man. I’m gonna get a maaasive check from this next show. For real, bro.”

What do you do with a roommate who brings girls home to party and do coke on your coffee table at four in the morning? What do you do with him when those bimbos he’s brought over don’t leave? What about when he pisses in the kitchen sink because you were in the bathroom for two minutes and he can’t hold it? What do you do when you notice that your wallet is a little light? That he’s been eating your Frosted Flakes and filching your weed? What could you do with such an obvious waste of a human being? 

I don’t know what you’d do in my situation, but I know what I’m going to do. I’m gonna turn my roommate into a woman.

Not just any woman. A gorgeous, petite, sexy little thing who is crazy about me, who will do anything for me. A woman who not only knows how to dress but can show off those assets of hers without being too slutty about it. She'll have taste and style. She'll have the looks and the brains. Okay, maybe not brains. The warning label on the package didn't make any promises about that. But, hell, any change over what Kyle is now would be an improvement. The most important thing is that she'll be all mine. She'll pleasure me day and night. We'll pleasure each other. And best of all, I won't have to put up with Kyle's smells, or his garbage, or his hairy body clogging the drain. He'll be gone and in his place will be a considerate, compassionate, submissive sissy I can call my very own. Guaranteed.

Yes, I realize that it's a little– unorthodox. Some might even say sleazy. I mean, shouldn't I find a girlfriend from among the world's available women before I go and sissify this poor bastard? Well, in theory, that would be one way to go. But then I'd still have Kyle to deal with. And honestly, it's a challenge finding a quality woman who will set foot in this place with him living in it. Besides, shithole apartment aside, attracting real women is something of a challenge for me lately. I've put on a few pounds, which is the whole reason I proposed the weight-loss challenge to Kyle. But that wasn't the only reason.

See, what he doesn't know is that the protein shake I'll be mixing for him has a little something I picked up from witchofatime.com. That's right, witchofatime.com for all your magic potion and unguent needs. Yes, black magic may be spooky, I know but you're not going to find potions that will make a stunning hottie out of your douchebag roommate on Amazon.com. You've got to go where the pro warlocks shop. At only $166.99, I'd call that a hell of a bargain for something 100% guaranteed to show results within just 12 hours.

All I've got to do is make sure he drinks them and within a week it's goodbye, Kyle, hello Kylie. At least, I think that's what her name will be. Who decides, her or me? Anyway, it doesn't matter. I'm tingling with excitement already, but I've got to get a hold of myself. If I seem too eager, he's bound to catch on that something's funny. I plan on just leaving the shake out on the counter so he can grab it on the way to the gym. It's so simple it's practically flawless.

My hand is trembling as I pour the powdered potion into the blender along with three raw eggs, a banana, oatmeal, strawberries. I add some kale too, just to make sure to mask whatever flavor this stuff might have. It’s white like salt crystals, so who knows? Naturally, I’ve mixed my own shake first. I wouldn’t want to accidentally ingest any leftover residue. Note to self: clean blender thoroughly before reuse.

When the shake is finished, I pour it into his Hydroflask, grab a spot on the couch, and wait. About ten minutes later, he emerges from his room with his gym bag. He’s wearing a black tank top that shows off his ribs and a pair of basketball shorts. The uniform of a tool.

He snatches the bottle off the counter and gives a little salute in thanks as he walks out the door. I look up from my phone to give him a bro nod in acknowledgment. Once he's gone, I feel a flood of relief. Soon, very soon. It's supposed to take effect immediately. I just hope he drinks the whole thing. I imagine him at the gym, dropping weights loudly against club rules.

“Whoa, bro, I feel all weak all of a sudden,” he’ll say, surprised that something has been sapping his strength. By the time he makes it home, we might even see some curves emerging. Long hair, maybe?

I better just be patient and let the potion work its magic. Besides, I've got a workout of mine to get started on. Better hit it if I'm going to say goodbye to this gut by the time my 'new girl' is ready for me. Hehe.




Continue reading by downloading 'Shaping UP' available on kindle Unlimited. Follow the link in the Books by this author section.



Books By This Author

Shaping Up: My Roommate Feminized Me

What do you do with a roommate who is impossible to live with? Mitch has a plan, and it’s a little twisted. He’s going to turn his roommate Kyle into a sissy for his own enjoyment. The plan is full-proof. All he needs to do is slip a little magic potion into Kyle’s protein shake and the magic will take care of the rest. What Mitch doesn’t notice is that his own body is feminizing. So, who’s the sissy in this relationship? And will Mitch care when he realizes the trick that Kyle is playing on him? Roommates can get along only when both of them understand each other.


He Didn't Know: A Transgender Romance

Anastasia is through with men. After a terrible first date with a total asshole, she’s ready to call it quits for good. But when a set of lost house keys leads her to an encounter with a studly neighbor, she has a choice to make. She can blow him off and keep the big, thick secret she’s keeping between her legs, or she can take a risk and expose who she really is. Duncan seems totally straight, and also totally hot. Is there any chance he might just accept a girl like her? And if he does, where will it lead? Sometimes getting locked out opens new doors! 

Author’s Note: This is a realistic story of a trans girl and a straight guy. Enjoy!

Changed By Magic: A Magical Gender Change Anthology

It's Lexi's thickest anthology ever! 5 stories of magical gender change from Lexi Twist. This twisted of tales is more than 69,000 words. That's more than pages for just $1 more than the purchase price of a single story!

Nebula: A Twisted Transgender Tale

Two men trapped alone on a ship on a mission to seed a distant planet with new life is torture. But a mysterious nebula has the solution. Terance watches in amazement as his engineer starts to develop breasts, long hair, round hips and a pert little ass. What’s more, Cailin seems eager for the changes– and the new feminine urges that come with them. 

When the pair transforms from mm to mf, Terance finally gets the hottie he’s longed for. But what about his mission? Can he fight the urge to sample his friend’s new curvy, fertile body? Especially when she’s just as desperate for sexual release as he is? Where would you boldly go if you knew you were a million lightyears from getting found out? There’s more than one way for the cosmos to get seeded.


Bride to Be: A Twisted Transgender Tale

It’s trouble in paradise for Dalton when his fiance Kendra goes missing the day before their big wedding in Maui. And things get a lot more complicated when Dalton’s best friend Kevin reveals a secret that changes everything between them. Kevin prayed to be transformed into Kendra, and it looks like that wish is coming true! Kevin is feminizing magically, and Dalton can’t help but notice how his friend’s gradual transformation is affecting him. Can Dalton step up and accept his friend for who ‘she’ really is and go through with the wedding anyway, or will he be forced to call the whole thing off and leave this new Kendra at the altar? Find out in this brand-new gender swap story by freshwoman writer Lexi Twist.
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