THE CHALLENGE APP: WEEK 2

A transformation story by JohnManTD
Day 12

I brushed a cascade of impossibly soft, golden blonde hair from my face and sat up from
Carl’s spare room bed, my body moving with a fluid grace that had become second nature. The
heavy, magnificent weight of my breasts settled into the cups of the simple cotton bra I'd
stolen from Sandra’s drawer, a familiar, almost comforting pressure against my ribs. I sighed, a
soft, melodic sound that was my own voice now, and then I smiled. Today was the day. Today, I

was going back to being a guy.

I swung my legs out of the bed, my bare feet padding silently on the cool wood of the spare
room floor. Before I even reached for my phone, I noticed something. My thighs. They didn't
feel... quite as substantial. I ran a hand down my leg. It was still long, graceful, undeniably
feminine, but the extreme, almost cartoonish fullness from yesterday was gone. My hips, too,
felt a little less... dramatic. It was a subtle difference, but I could feel it. I grabbed my phone
from the nightstand, a familiar, instinctive dread mingling with my newfound resolve. The

moment the screen lit up, her voice, a silken, condescending purr, echoed in my head.
“Good morning, sunshine. Did we have a nice, restful sleep after our little... adventure?”

My fingers tightened on the phone, a surge of raw, frustrated anger flaring in my chest.
“Where the hell were you yesterday, Nadia?” I demanded, my voice a low, dangerous murmur.

“And what happened to my legs? They're... theyre back to normal”

113

Her laughter was a low, throaty sound, filled with a dark, triumphant amusement. “Normal;
darling? Oh, I'm so glad to hear you're starting to think of your beautiful, feminine form as

‘normal. It’s a big step for you.”

“You know what I fucking mean!” [ snapped, my voice rising. “Back to before the ‘Yes Girl’
challenge! What happened to the guy? My... my boyfriend?” The word felt like ash in my

mouth.

“Oh, your lover?” she cooed, the word a delicious, mocking caress. “He’s gone, darling.

Blipped from existence. A temporary asset for a temporary problem. It was so much fun



watching you squirm, wasn't it? Poor guy. Only really alive for half a day”

“That’s... that’s so fucked up,” I whispered, a genuine chill running down my spine. You

created a person just to torture me?”

“Oh, I can bring him back, if you like,” she offered, her voice laced with a wicked, teasing lilt.

“He seemed quite taken with you. I'm sure he'd love a second date.
“No!” I yelped, a little too quickly. “No, I do not want a fucking boyfriend!”

“If it makes you feel any better, darling,” she purred, her tone shifting, becoming almost
confidential, “I can’t just create or destroy living people. I'm not a god. I can create... vessels.

”

Empty shells. But the consciousness, the soul... that’s from someone way above my pay grade:

“A vessel?” I repeated, the word sending another, deeper chill through me. “What does that

mean? He seemed pretty alive to me”
“Well, you did ask me where I was yesterday,” she said, her voice a triumphant purr.

My blood ran cold. The pieces clicked into place, a horrifying, perfect, catastrophic clarity.

“No,” I whispered, my voice a strangled croak. “That... that was you?”

“Bingo, my beautiful, blonde little worm,” she chirped. “I created a vessel, a handsome,
charming, and suitably commanding vessel, and I inhabited it myself. I had to make sure you
followed the rules, didn’t I? And I must say, I did a magnificent job. Fucked you quite
thoroughly, if I do say so myself. And I got you to wear that ridiculous, and utterly divine,

outfit. You were right to be mad at him. I was insufferable”

[ just sat there, my mind a howling void, trying to process the sheer, layered, psychological
violation of it all. I had been commanded, controlled, and ultimately, fucked, by my own
personal curse-spirit. She wasn't just a voice in my head anymore. She was a physical entity. A

predator.
“You're evil, I whispered, the words a simple, undeniable statement of fact.

“Oh, honey,” she sighed dramatically. “We both know I could have been a lot worse. I'm

naughty, darling. But I'm not cruel”

I didn't have the energy to argue. I just shook my head, a silent, weary admission of defeat,
and opened the app, my eyes scanning the screen, searching for the one thing that mattered.

Page 2



My gem balance. And then I saw it.

Forty. Four-zero. Forty glorious, hard-won, soul-destroying gems. I had done it. It was over.

I could go home.

“CARL!” I screamed, my voice a high, piercing, and utterly triumphant shriek of pure,
unadulterated joy. I heard a clatter from the other room, a muffled curse, and then the sound
of his footsteps thundering down the hall. He burst into the room, a piece of toast hanging

from his mouth, his eyes wide with alarm.

“What? What's wrong? Are you okay?” he asked, his gaze scanning me for any signs of new,

horrifying transformations.

[ just pointed at the phone, a huge, dazzling, and utterly genuine smile spreading across my
new, perfect face. “Look,” I said, my voice trembling with a relief so profound it was almost a

physical force.

He peered at the screen, and his own face broke into a wide, disbelieving grin. “Holy shit,

dude,” he breathed. “You did it. You actually fucking did it”

I was laughing now, a sound of pure, hysterical joy. “I can fix it all, Carl,’ I said, my voice

thick with unshed tears. “I can go back. To me.

He was as excited as I was, a giddy energy filling the small room. He looked over my
shoulder at the app’s shop interface, his eyes wide with a vicarious, almost fetishistic glee.
“Dude, before you do it... you should totally do one more challenge. Imagine what we could do
with the extra gems! You could buy that trait alteration thing, make me, like, ten percent more

muscular. Or give me a bigger dick! Come on, it would be awesome!”

“Are you insane?” I said, my good mood evaporating instantly. “No! It’s too risky! Do you

want this curse, Carl? Because that’s how you get this curse!”
“Hell no,” he said quickly, his enthusiasm deflating.
“That’s what I thought," I said, my voice firm.

“Okay, okay, you're right,” he conceded, a new, almost reverent seriousness in his voice. “Do

it, man. What are you waiting for?”

My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic, hopeful drumbeat. This was it. The moment
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I'd been fighting for, dreaming of, for twelve agonizing, life-altering days. I navigated to the

shop, my thumb hovering over the ‘Reverse Punishment’ button.
And then, my phone rang.

The screen lit up with a name and a number I had hoped I would never see again. Ashton

Briggs.
[ instinctively jabbed the ‘decline’ button, my heart sinking into my stomach.
“Whoa, who was that?” Carl asked, peering at the screen. “I don’t recognize the name.

“It’s... it’s a long story,” I mumbled, but before I could explain, another notification popped

up. A text message. From Ashton.

Ashton: Hey Ellie. Sorry to bother you. Hope you had a good night. Listen, something’s
come up with work. I have to stay in town for a few more days. I was just wondering if you

were free for coffee this morning?

I was about to ignore it, to delete the message and the man from my life forever. But Carl
was reading over my shoulder. “Dude, what is this about?” he asked, his brow furrowed with

confusion.

With a heavy sigh, I told him. Everything. The party. The CEO. The sex. The ten thousand
dollars in cash. Carl just stared at me, his mouth opening and closing silently like a fish. He

pulled out his own phone, his thumbs a frantic blur. A moment later, his eyes went wide.

“Holy shit, Ollie,” he breathed, showing me his screen. It was Ashton’s Wikipedia page. He

wasn't just rich. He was a titan. A billionaire. One of the most powerful men in Europe.

“He gave you ten grand?” Carl whispered, his voice filled with a reverence usually reserved

for religious deities. “In cash?”
“Yeah," I said, my own voice a hollow echo.

“Dude, you have to meet him,” Carl said, his voice urgent, his eyes gleaming with a manic,
vicarious excitement. “What if he gives you more money? A connection like this, Ollie... this is

priceless!”

“I don't care about the money, Carl!” I said, my voice rising with a desperate frustration. “I
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just want to go back to normal!”

“Can you, though?” Carl asked, a sudden, strategic glint in his eye. He turned to my phone,
as if addressing Nadia directly. “Hey, curse lady? Is there a way for Ollie to, like, switch back

and forth? Be Ollie when he wants, and Ellie when he needs to see this Ashton guy?”

“I'm afraid not, my dear Carl,” Nadia’s voice, a smug, digital purr, echoed from the speaker.
“Reversals are permanent. Once he’s back to being his boring, male self, the only way to return
to this... magnificent... state would be to fail some more challenges. Or, you know, spend a

whole lot of gems on some very specific upgrades”

“Okay, it's settled then,” I said, my resolve hardening. I navigated back to the shop, my
thumb once again hovering over the button of my salvation. [REVERSE ALL PUNISHMENTS:
40 GEMS].

“No, wait!” Carl yelped, grabbing my arm.
“What?!” I snapped, my frustration boiling over. “Carl, let me do this!”

“Just think about it, man!” he pleaded, his voice urgent. “My mom... she’s struggling with the
mortgage. My dad got laid off last year, remember? And your parents... theyre not exactly
rolling in it, either. That five hundred a week you got is nice, but it’s not enough to live on

forever. This guy... a guy like this... he could solve all our problems. With a snap of his fingers.

“So what, I'm supposed to just go ask him for cash?” I said, the words tasting like ash in my

mouth.

“No, just... go see him,” Carl said, his voice softening, becoming more persuasive. “Go have
coffee. See what he wants. If it's nothing, you come back here, you hit the button, and it’s over.
But if you change back now... you're deleting Ellie. You're deleting the one thing this guy
wants. You can’'t undo that. Just... don’t throw away a winning lottery ticket before you know

how much it's worth”

I groaned, my internal conflict a raging, agonizing war. He was right. Damn him. He was
right. It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. A chance to change not just my own life, but
the lives of the people I cared about. And all it would cost was... a little more time. A little

more of myself.

I looked down at my own body. At the soft, pale skin, the slender, graceful arms, the
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maghnificent, unavoidable swell of my breasts. I reached up, cupping one of them, the heavy,
familiar weight a strange, almost comforting presence. “One more morning,” I whispered to

myself. “What’s one more morning?”

“Fine," I said to Carl, my voice heavy with a resignation that felt both like a defeat and a

strange, thrilling victory. “But you owe me. Big time”

He grinned, a triumphant, almost manic look on his face. “Awesome! Let me know how it

goes!”

As he left the room, Nadia’s voice, a sly, tempting whisper, slithered into my thoughts. “Care
for a little challenge to pass the time, darling? A little something to spice up your morning

coffee?”

“Fuck no,” I grumbled, pushing myself off the bed. I had a date with a billionaire. I needed to
get dressed.

The coffee shop was a chic, minimalist place with concrete floors and an art installation
that looked like a pile of rusty scrap metal. Ashton was already there, sitting at a small table by
the window, looking impossibly handsome and powerful in a simple, perfectly tailored grey
suit. He stood up as I approached, a warm, genuine smile spreading across his face. He leaned
in and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. I flinched, the casual intimacy a jarring, unwelcome

reminder of our shared, sordid history. Ew. Gross.

He ordered us coffee and we decided to move outside where it was sunny. His voice was a
low, confident rumble that made the young, star-struck barista blush when he ordered. The
small talk was excruciating. He asked about my night. I lied, a vague, non-committal story
about a quiet evening with a friend. He told me about his morning meetings, about a
multi-billion-dollar deal he was trying to close. I nodded, feigning interest, my mind a million

miles away.
And then, he got to the point.

“So,” he said, his gaze intense, his voice dropping to a low, confidential murmur. “I have a
proposition for you, Ellie” He explained that he was trying to win a contract from one of the
wealthiest, most reclusive men in the world. And that this weekend, on Sunday evening, he
was hosting a small, exclusive party for a handful of the world’s top money managers. An

informal pitch session. A high-stakes schmooze-fest.
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“I need you to be my date,” he said, his words a simple, direct command.

[ just stared at him, my mind scrambling to process. “What?” I stammered. “But... what

about your wife?”

He sighed, a look of genuine, weary sadness in his eyes. “I love Eleanor, of course I do,” he
said. “But... she hates these things. The travel, the mingling, the endless, empty chatter. And
besides...” he paused, a flicker of something raw, something vulnerable, in his gaze. “She’s not
exactly... a showstopper anymore. She’s my wife. She’s the mother of my children. She’s my
best friend. But she’s not... a weapon.” He looked at me then, his eyes filled with a raw,
undisguised admiration. “You, Ellie... youre a weapon. I need someone on my arm who will
steal the show. Someone who will make sure that, in a room full of sharks, I'm the one they

remember.

I was stunned. Speechless. He wasn't just asking me to be his arm candy. He was asking me
to be his partner in crime. His secret weapon. It was a tempting, intoxicating thought. But it
meant... waiting. It meant staying as Ellie until Monday morning, at least. It meant... more time

in this body. And it probably meant... more sex. A cold knot of dread tightened in my stomach.
No. I couldn't do it.

He must have seen the hesitation on my face, because he leaned in, his voice dropping to a
low, conspiratorial whisper. “I forgot to mention,” he said, a sly, knowing smile on his face. “I'll
pay you for your time. A woman of your... caliber... a night of your time has to be worth, say...

five hundred thousand dollars?”

I choked on my coffee, the hot liquid scalding my throat. Half a million dollars. For one

night. The number was so huge, so astronomical, it didn’t even feel real.
“I...  have to go to the bathroom,” I stammered, scrambling up from the table.

He sensed my hesitation, mistaking it for a negotiating tactic. “Okay,” he said, his smile
widening. “One million. Final offer” He leaned back in his chair, a look of supreme,
unshakeable confidence on his face. “If I land this deal, it's worth ten billion to my firm. And
besides,” he added, his gaze dropping to my magnificent breasts, “a night with you is worth a

million dollars, regardless.”
I fled to the bathroom, my heart a wild, frantic bird in my chest. I stumbled through the
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door, my eyes scanning for the familiar, comforting symbol of a stick figure in a triangle dress.
I almost walked into the men’s room out of pure, instinctual habit before catching myself at

the last second.

I locked myself in a stall, my back pressed against the cool tile, my breath coming in ragged,
painful gasps. One million dollars. One. Million. Dollars. It was life-changing money. It was
“pay off your parents’ mortgage, and Carl’s parents’ mortgage, and never worry about money
again for the rest of your life” money. And all it would cost was... two more days. Two more

days as Ellie. Two more days in this beautiful, powerful, and utterly alien body.

I looked at myself in the small, stainless-steel mirror above the toilet paper dispenser. A
stranger stared back at me. A beautiful, blonde, million-dollar stranger. Was it worth it? Could
I do it? The thought of having sex with him again, of surrendering my body to his commands...
it was revolting. But for a million dollars... I'd probably suck a dick as my old, male self for a
million dollars. What was one more night of performative, disconnected sex, when the payoff

was a lifetime of financial freedom?

I took a deep, steadying breath, a new, cold, and deeply pragmatic resolve settling over me.
I walked back out to the table, my steps steady, my face a mask of calm, professional

composure.
I sat down, looked him directly in the eye, and said, “I'm listening”

His smirk was a thing of pure, triumphant beauty. He explained the details. The party was
on Sunday night. He needed me to be charming, beautiful, and utterly unforgettable. He

needed me to help him win. I just listened, nodding, my mind already calculating, strategizing.

“Deal,’ I said when he was finished, and I held out my hand. He took it, his grip warm and

firm, and we shook on it, sealing our strange, sordid, and incredibly lucrative bargain.

He had another meeting to get to, so he left in a hurry, a quick kiss on my cheek and a
promise that his assistant would be in touch with all the details. I just sat there for a long time,
the remnants of our expensive, untouched coffees growing cold on the table, my mind reeling

from the sheer, catastrophic, and exhilarating reality of what I had just agreed to.

I went back to Carl’s and told him everything. He was, to put it mildly, stunned. We spent
the next hour in a state of giddy, disbelieving shock, talking about all the things we could do

with a million dollars. Pay off debts. Travel the world. Buy a ridiculous, stupidly fast car. The
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possibilities were endless.

And then, Carl, my pragmatic, ever-practical best friend, brought me crashing back down
to earth. “So,” he said, a thoughtful look on his face. “How exactly do you plan on helping him

get this contract? Just by... being hot?”
‘I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I'll just be me, I guess? It worked last time.

He laughed, a short, sharp, and deeply unimpressed sound. “Dude, you can'’t go to a party
with the world’s richest, most powerful men looking like... this” He gestured at me. “No
offense, but youre a mess. You don’t know how to do makeup. You don't know how to do your
hair. You don’t know how to act like a real, sophisticated woman. You lucked out with Ashton
because he was already halfway there. These guys... theyre going to be a tougher crowd. You

need... you need an upgrade.”

He was right. I knew he was right. My success so far had been a combination of the app’s
magic and my own, dumb, blundering luck. To pull this off, to earn that million dollars, I
needed to be more than just a pretty face with a great rack. I needed to be a weapon. And that

meant... going back to the shop.

I looked at my gem balance. Twenty-five. Enough to buy the ‘Acquire New Skill’ upgrade,
with five gems to spare. I could become a master of makeup. A brilliant conversationalist. A
world-class chef. The possibilities were tantalizing. But was it worth it? Was it worth spending

the gems I had been so desperately saving to get my old life back?

And then I saw it. An item I had overlooked before, unlocked at a higher level, glowing with

a quiet, sinister power.
[MINOR COMPULSION: 25 GEMS]

Implant a single, simple, irresistible command into the mind of a target. They will be

compelled to obey, believing it was their own idea. One-time use.

My breath caught in my throat. This was it. This was the answer. I didn’t need to be a
master of seduction. I didn't need to be the most beautiful woman in the room. All I needed
was to get close enough to the target, the reclusive billionaire, and whisper a single, simple
command into his mind: ‘Sign the contract with Ashton Briggs. It was foolproof. It was perfect.

But it would cost every single gem I had. And I'd have to earn back another forty gems to fix
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my body. And that would take a long time even for me. Maybe it would be better to...

And that’s when it hit me. A new plan. A better plan. An insane, reckless, and utterly
brilliant plan. I didn’t need to save up forty gems. Or twenty-five. I just needed to survive until

Sunday night. And I knew just how to do it.
I looked at the time. 1 PM. It was enough.
“Carl,;” I said, my voice filled with a new, manic, and slightly terrifying energy.

I explained my new plan. He looked at me like I had lost my mind. Which, to be fair, I
probably had. But he was my friend. And he was in this with me. He just sighed, a look of

profound, weary resignation on his face, and nodded.

[ opened the app, my heart pounding with a wild, exhilarating terror. I navigated to the
challenge screen, my thumb hovering over the crimson, glowing button of my own,

self-inflicted doom.

“You're an addict, darling,” Nadia’s voice whispered in my head, a sound of pure,

unadulterated, triumphant glee. “You're hooked on the chaos. And I couldn’t be more proud”
[ just smiled, a wide, dazzling, and utterly insane smile. And I pressed the button.
EXTREME CHALLENGE ACCEPTED.

The challenge, when it appeared, was so absurd, so mundane, and so utterly, terrifyingly

impossible, that I just started to laugh.

“At a public, co-ed gym, perform one set of ten reps for each of the following three
exercises, back-to-back, without being approached by a single man for any non-gym-related

reason.”

The exercises were listed below: Weighted Hip Thrusts. Barbell Squats. Romanian Deadlifts.

The holy trinity of bubble-butt-building, attention-grabbing, thirst-trap exercises.

“That’s it?” I said out loud, my laughter tinged with a hysterical disbelief. “That’s an Extreme
challenge? That's easy!” I could go at a quiet time, wear baggy clothes, put on a resting bitch

face...

And then, my clothes began to shimmer. My comfortable, practical, and blessedly
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concealing outfit of a t-shirt and jeans dissolved into nothingness, replaced by a single,
skintight, and utterly ridiculous garment. A gym leotard. A high-cut, ass-baring, neon-pink

monstrosity that was more lingerie than athletic wear.

“Oh, you have got to be fucking kidding me,” I breathed, staring at my reflection in the dark

screen of Carl's TV.

And then, it got worse. The tingling started. The deep, warm, and by now terrifyingly
familiar sensation of my own flesh being rewritten, reshaped, upgraded. It was in my legs. My
hips. My ass. It was a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated, feminine enhancement. My legs,
already long and graceful, became thicker, more powerful, the muscles of my thighs and
calves swelling into perfect, sculpted curves. My hips, once a subtle, almost deniable flare,
exploded outwards, a dramatic, breathtaking expansion that stretched the neon-pink fabric of
the leotard to its absolute, transparent limit. And my ass... oh, god, my ass. It swelled to a new,
maghnificent, and utterly ludicrous proportion, a perfect, spherical masterpiece of gluteal
perfection that was so big, so round, so... impossible, that it looked like it belonged in a comic

book.

I reached back, my hands grabbing handfuls of my own, new, magnificent ass. It was so...
much. So soft, so heavy, so... real. I tried to walk, and the sheer weight of it, the hypnotic,

rolling, jiggling motion of it, was almost enough to make me lose my balance.
I looked at the app. Punishment for failure: permanent transformation. Of course.

“This is... this is impossible,” I whispered, my voice a strangled croak. I tried to do an air
squat in the middle of Carl's bedroom. The sight of my own ass in the reflection of his mirror
was so mesmerizing, so utterly, profoundly, and distractingly sexy, that I almost forgot what I
was doing. I didn’t think I would be able to resist myself if [ saw this at the gym. How was

anyone else supposed to?

I tried to take off the leotard. It came off easily enough. But the moment I pulled on a pair
of Carl’'s baggy sweatpants, they shimmered and morphed, reforming themselves back into the

same, obscene, neon-pink leotard. There was no escape.

“Okay, I said to Carl, who was just staring at me, his mouth hanging open, a look of pure,

dumbfounded awe on his face. “I'm going to the gym.”

The gym was a nightmare. A gauntlet of pure, unfiltered, masculine attention. The leotard
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was a beacon, a neon-pink distress signal that drew every eye in the room. Before I could even
make it to the weight room, [ had to shut down two different guys who tried to hit on me,
their pathetic pickup lines bouncing off the icy wall of my new, laser-focused resting bitch

face. This was impossible.

I found a quiet corner, a squat rack tucked away near the yoga studio, and tried to psych
myself up. I put in my headphones, blasting music so loud it was a physical barrier against the
outside world. I stretched, I warmed up, every movement a symphony of jiggling, hypnotic

flesh that I could feel being watched by a dozen pairs of hungry eyes.

And then, [ saw her. A girl, about my age, was working out nearby. She was strong,
confident, her movements efficient and powerful. And she was getting the same looks I was.

But she was ignoring them. She was in the zone. I needed to know her secret.

I walked over, my new, magnificent ass a swaying, pendulous distraction with every step.
“Excuse me,’ [ said, my voice soft over the thumping bass of my music. She pulled out an
earbud, a friendly, questioning look on her face. And then her eyes widened, a slow,

appreciative grin spreading across her lips.

“Whoa, girl,” she said, her gaze dropping to my ass, then up to my chest. “Your body is

incredible. And that outfit... you are brave”

I felt a blush creep up my neck. It was different, coming from a woman. It felt... genuine.

“Thanks,” I said. “I'm... Ellie”
“Zoe,” she replied, shaking my hand. “So, what'’s up?”

I explained my predicament. Not the curse, of course. Just... the guys. The constant,

unwanted attention. I asked her how she dealt with it.

She just laughed, a sound of pure, world-weary camaraderie. “Oh, honey,” she said. “You
came to the right place” She gave me a crash course in defensive gym etiquette. Come at
off-peak hours. Headphones are a must. Resting bitch face is your best friend. But her best
tip... “The buddy system,” she said with a wink. “No guy is brave enough to approach two girls

when theyre deep in conversation. Want to work out together?”

It was a lifeline. I almost wept with relief. We spent the next hour working through our

routines together, a united front against the tide of masculine thirst. It worked. Guys would
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look, but they wouldn't approach. We were an impenetrable fortress of female solidarity.

We started with the hip thrusts. Then the deadlifts. It was going perfectly. We were in the
zone, our shared energy a powerful, protective bubble. And then, on the final exercise, the

barbell squats, it all went wrong.
I was on my last set, my legs burning, my magnificent, new ass a work of art in motion.

I was so focused, so lost in the rhythm of the exercise, that I didn’t see him approach. But
Zoe did. Her eyes widened, a silent warning. I looked up, and there he was. A big, muscular
guy, the kind who grunts with every rep, was walking towards us, a determined, predatory

look on his face.

I tried to finish my set, to ignore him, but it was too late. He was standing right in front of

me, blocking my path. “Hey,” he said, his voice a low, confident rumble. “You're strong”

I tried to ignore him. He hasn’t said anything outside of gym-related stuff yet. I can do
this...

...And then, a strange, new, and utterly unwelcome impulse seized me. The tease. The
confident, playful, and deeply self-destructive part of my brain that had been installed by the
app. I looked at him, a slow, wicked smirk spreading across my face. I had a few more reps
until I finished the challenge, and in those last reps, in the deep, satisfying squat that

showcased my ass to its absolute, magnificent advantage, the impulse took over.

“You have no idea,” I purred, my voice a low, seductive challenge. The moment the words

left my lips, I realized my mistake.

His eyes lit up. This was the opening he’'d been waiting for. “So,” he said, taking a step

closer. “You busy after this? I was thinking maybe we could go...”

“Hey, dude,” Zoe’s voice, sharp and cold as ice, cut through the air. “We're trying to work

out. Back off”

The guy looked at her, a flicker of annoyance in his eyes, but then he looked back at me, at
the hard, unyielding expression that had replaced my teasing smirk, and he just shrugged, a

look of defeated masculinity on his face, and walked away.
But it was too late. I finished my last agonizing rep, my legs screaming, my lungs burning,
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and looked at my phone, the single, stark word glowing with a final, brutal finality. FAILURE. I
was distraught. The world seemed to tilt and spin, the loud, thumping bass of the gym’s sound
system a mocking, rhythmic funeral dirge for my old body. It was permanent. This monstrous,

maghnificent, and utterly alien lower half was mine. Forever.

“Hey,” Zoe’s voice, soft with a genuine concern, cut through the fog of my despair. “You
okay? Don't let that asshole get to you” She thought my distress was because of the guy, the
sleazy muscle-bound idiot who had been the catalyst for my downfall. If only it were that

simple.

I just shook my head, unable to speak, the sheer, crushing weight of my new reality too
heavy for words. Another punishment. Another permanent punishment. I was so close to

changing back to myself! Why had I been so reckless?! All for money??

“Look;” she said, her voice cutting through my spiraling thoughts, firm but kind, her hand
coming to rest on my shoulder, a small, grounding point of human contact in a world of chaos.
“I'm not doing anything tonight. How about we get out of here, go grab a drink? First round’s

on me. You look like you could use it”

The offer was so unexpected, so normal, that it was like a life raft in a stormy sea. A drink.
With a friend. A real, human, non-curse-related interaction. I looked at her, at her strong,
friendly face, her kind, intelligent eyes, and for the first time all day, a genuine, unforced

emotion broke through the wall of my panic. A flicker of hope. Of connection.

“Yes,” I heard myself say, the word a soft, breathy whisper that surprised even me. “Yeah.

That... that sounds really nice”

Her face broke into a wide, genuine grin. “Awesome,’ she said. “It’s a date. Well, a friend
date. A ‘fuck the patriarchy and its shitty gym bros’ date” We packed up our things, a strange,
new camaraderie blossoming between us. We exchanged numbers. “I'll text you in a bit,” she

said with a wave. “See you tonight!”

I walked out of the gym, my new, magnificent ass a swaying, pendulous testament to my

own, catastrophic failure.

Back at Carl’s house, the adrenaline of the gym and the subsequent failure began to fade,
replaced by a cold, hard, and deeply pragmatic dread. I locked myself in the spare room,

stripping off the obscene, neon-pink leotard with a revulsion so profound it was almost a
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physical illness. I threw it in the trash, a small, symbolic act of defiance against the app that
had created it. I looked at myself in the mirror, and the full, horrifying extent of my new,

permanent reality crashed down on me.

My legs were columns of thick, powerful, yet undeniably feminine muscle and soft, yielding
flesh. My thighs were immense, rubbing together with a soft, constant friction when I walked.
My hips had exploded outwards, a dramatic, breathtaking curve that made my waist look
impossibly small. And my ass... it was a masterpiece of gluteal engineering. A perfect,
spherical, and utterly ludicrous work of art that was so big, so round, so... impossible, that it

looked like it had been sculpted by a god with a very specific, and very pronounced, fetish.

I had failed. Again. I had played with fire, and I had been horrifically, magnificently, and
permanently burned. I had fallen for Nadia’s trap, my own, enhanced, and utterly traitorous
personality betraying me at the final hurdle. The thought that she might have orchestrated
the whole thing, that the encounter with Ashton had been a setup to push me towards this

exact, reckless decision... it was a chilling, paranoid thought that I couldn’t quite shake.

But then, I did the math. A failure on an Extreme challenge, with my Level 6 bonuses, still
netted me six gems and sixty experience points. I pulled out my phone, my fingers trembling
slightly as I opened the app. And there it was. My gem balance: forty-six. And a new,

congratulatory banner flashing across the screen. I had leveled up again. I was Level 7 now.

A new plan, cold, hard, and ruthlessly efficient, began to form in my mind. I didn’t need to
buy any upgrades. I didn’'t need to take any more insane risks. All I needed was one more day.
One more challenge. Tomorrow was Sunday. I'd do a Medium challenge. A success at Level 7
would net me ten gems (3 for the challenge + 7 for my level bonus). That would bring my total
to fifty-six. Fifty gems to reverse all five of my permanent punishments. With six gems to
spare. Enough to buy a Minor Trait Boost if I needed an edge for the Ashton party, and I'd still

have enough to get my life back on Monday morning.

It was a good plan. A solid plan. A plan that gave me back a semblance of control in a life
that had been spiraling into pure, unadulterated chaos. I could do this. I could survive this. I

just had to get through the next forty-eight hours.

But first... I had to get properly acquainted with the new me. The permanent me. I stood in
front of the full-length mirror, my hands moving with a strange, almost clinical curiosity,

exploring the new, magnificent, and horrifying landscape of my own body. I grabbed my
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thighs, my fingers sinking into the soft, yielding flesh. They were so thick, so heavy. I squeezed
my ass, the sheer volume of it a staggering, breathtaking reality. I turned sideways, watching
the hypnotic, rolling jiggle of my new, magnificent posterior. And in the pit of my stomach, a

familiar, traitorous, and undeniable warmth began to spread.
I was horrified. But I was so, so fucking turned on.

In a fit of morbid, self-destructive curiosity, I rummaged through my backpack and found
my wallet. I pulled out my old driver’s license. I held it up next to my reflection, the contrast
so stark, so absolute, it was almost comical. On the license, a ghost from a past life. Ollie.
Twenty-two years of aggressively average features, messy brown hair, a body that screamed
“knows where the gym is, chooses not to visit.” And in the mirror, this... this creature. This
blonde bombshell, this glamazon, this magnificent, monstrous, and utterly perfect specimen
of impossible femininity. I looked from the photo to my reflection, from the boy I had been to
the woman I had become, and I just started to laugh, a high, hysterical sound that was all Ellie,

all the time.
My phone buzzed, a welcome distraction from my existential crisis. A text from Zoe.

Zoe: Hey you! How about that little dive bar on 4th and Main? 8pm? They have a

surprisingly good selection of craft beers. And greasy, delicious, life-affirming tater tots. &
I smiled, a genuine, unforced smile.
Me: Sounds perfect. See you there.

The bar was a welcome haven of dark wood, cheap beer, and loud, angry music. It was the
kind of place my old self would have loved. I was wearing something I thought made me look

more cute than hot, although it was hard to fight the sexual nature of this curvy body.

Zoe was already there, sitting at a booth in the back, a pint of dark, frothy beer in her hand.
She looked up as I approached, a warm, friendly grin spreading across her face. “Hey,

stranger,” she said. “Glad you could make it.”

The night was... easy. We talked for hours, the conversation flowing with a natural,
unforced rhythm. We talked about everything and nothing. Music, movies, the sheer,
mind-numbing absurdity of modern life. She was smart, funny, and refreshingly

down-to-earth. And for the first time since this whole nightmare began, I felt... normal.
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wasn't Ollie, the gender-bent freak. I wasn't Ellie, the mysterious, cursed bombshell. I was

just... me. A person, having a conversation with another person.

And in the midst of our easy, comfortable banter, I noticed the little things, the ways my old
self, the ghost of Ollie, still bled through the cracks of my new, female persona. I would use
dude-ish slang, dropping a “hell yeah” or a “no shit” into the conversation without thinking. I
geeked out about the new Star Wars series, my voice filled with a passionate, nerdy intensity
that was probably not very “ladylike.” I had a tendency to be blunt, to say what I was thinking

without the usual, feminine filter of politeness.

And Zoe... she loved it. She would laugh, a genuine, delighted sound, her eyes twinkling
with a strange, almost appreciative amusement. “You're so weird,” she said at one point,
shaking her head, a fond smile on her face. “You look like a supermodel, but you talk like one

of my stoner guy friends from college. It’s... refreshing”

The hours flew by. We drank more beer, we ate a mountain of greasy tater tots, and we
just... talked. And somewhere between the second and third pint, as I was listening to her tell
a hilarious, self-deprecating story about a disastrous Tinder date, it hit me. A quiet, gentle,

and utterly catastrophic realization.
[ had a crush on her.

It wasn't a loud, bombastic, porn-fueled lust. It was a soft, warm, and deeply terrifying
feeling. A genuine, honest-to-god, I-think-I-might-be-falling-for-you crush. She was cool, she
was hot, and she was the first person in a very long time who had seen past the surface, past

the tits and the ass and the magic, and had just... seen me.

And in that same, heart-stopping moment, I remembered. She wasn't into girls. She'd spent
half the night complaining about the pathetic state of the modern dating scene for straight
women. And I... I wasn't a girl. Not really. I was a boy, trapped in a girl's body, who was falling
for a straight girl who thought I was weird, cool, but ultimately, a girl. The sheer, tragic, and
utterly insurmountable irony of it all was almost enough to make me cry. So, friends it was.

Friends it would have to be.

The night wound down, a comfortable, sleepy haze settling over us. We paid the bill, a

friendly argument over who would cover the tip, and walked out into the cool, dark night.

“I had a really good time tonight, Ellie,” she said as we stood on the street corner, a soft,
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genuine smile on her face.
“Me too," I said, and I meant it more than anything I had said in a very long time.

We said our goodbyes, a quick, awkward hug that sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated
electricity through my entire system, and then we went our separate ways. I walked back to
Carl’s house, my mind a swirling vortex of conflicting emotions. The day had been a disaster. A
catastrophic failure that had left me more permanently, more magnificently, and more
monstrously female than ever before. But the night... the night had been a victory. A small,
quiet, and deeply personal victory that had nothing to do with gems or levels or cursed apps. 1
had made a friend. A real friend. And as I unlocked the door to Carl’s house, a new, strange,
and deeply unsettling thought wormed its way into my brain. Maybe... maybe this new life

wasn't all bad.

I collapsed into bed, my mind a chaotic mess of plans and feelings. Tomorrow was a big day.
The Ashton party. The million dollars. The final push towards getting my old life back. But as 1
drifted off to sleep, my hand instinctively cupping my own magnificent, permanent breast, the

face I saw in my mind wasn’'t my own, or Ashton’s, or even the ghost of Ollie’s.

It was Zoe’'s.
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End of Day 12 Status Report:

Weaver Level: 7 (leveled up!)

Experience (XP): 50/ 100 to Level 8
Gem Balance: 46

Active App Bonuses:

Success: Base Gem Reward + 7 Gems
Failure (Consolation Prize): 7 Gems + 70 XP

Active App Punishments:

Feminine Body Frame Female Head & Voice
Large Breasts Vagina
Enhanced butt and legs

Total Reversal Cost: 50 Gems

Active Upgrades & Enhancements:

Hair Beautification +50% Voice Sweetness +50%

Ass Beautification +50% Tendency to Tease +50%
Face Beautification +50%

Head Beautification +100%
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