
THE CHALLENGE APP: ERIC 
A transformation story by JohnManTD 

Prologue 

The hum of the city was a distant, muted thing, a backdrop of white noise filtered through the 

double-paned glass of the rooftop café. It was the sort of place where money wasn’t just 

spent, it was immolated on altars of artisanal coffee and pastries that looked more like 

architectural models than food. Sunlight, thick and golden as honey, poured over the scene, 

glinting off chrome and polished wood and the impossibly perfect faces of the clientele. At the 

center of it all, a nexus of serene, untouchable beauty, sat Cassie. 

To the casual observer, she was less a woman and more a physical event. Her body was a 

symphony of impossible curves, the main melody played by a pair of breasts so large and 

perfectly spherical they seemed to generate their own gravitational pull. They strained against 

the confines of a yellow, ribbed halter top, the soft fabric doing little to conceal their 

monumental size. The top ended just below their swell, revealing a sliver of taut stomach 

above the high waistband of her beige shorts, which clung to the generous curve of her hips 

and thick thighs. A curtain of dark, almost black hair, complete with a straight-cut fringe, 

framed a face of languid sensuality… full lips, dark brows, and a bored, distant look in her eyes 

as she lifted a tiny espresso cup to her mouth. Men stopped mid-sentence, their gazes 

snagged and held. Women watched with a familiar, toxic cocktail of admiration and 

resentment simmering behind their sunglasses. But what none of them saw, what their 

mundane senses couldn't possibly register, was the shimmering, spectral figure floating at 

Cassie's side. The being, a translucent woman sketched in lines of faint light, gesticulated 

wildly, her expression one of profound annoyance… a stark, invisible contrast to Cassie's 

serene, almost statuesque poise. 

“Come on,” the spirit whispered, her voice a rustle of dry leaves and chiming glass. “It’s been 

two months. Two months since you even opened the challenge log. Your Gem balance is 

obscene. You could buy a small nation and reshape its population into your personal 

footstools.” 

Cassie took a slow, deliberate sip of her espresso, the tiny porcelain cup looking like a child’s 

toy in her elegant hand. The rich, bitter flavor was one of the few things that could still cut 

 



through the placid haze of her existence. “I don’t know, Lyra. Life has just become so… dull.” 

 

Lyra, the spirit, threw her translucent hands up in exasperation, the gesture causing the light 

around her to warp and bend. “Dull? Cassie, that’s the final symptom of godhood. When the 

world you can bend to your every whim becomes tedious, it means you’ve won. You’ve 

reached Level 100. You’re a Weaver. Most users burn out around Level 20, turning themselves 

into some sort of hyper-endowed bimbo with a permanently surprised expression before I 

have to reboot the system and find someone new.” 

A small, genuine laugh escaped Cassie’s lips, a sound like liquid silver that turned more than a 

few heads. “I know. I remember the early days. The difficulties… The temptations.” She ran a 

hand down her thigh, the silk of her dress whispering against her skin. Every curve, every 

plane of her body was a trophy earned through trial and torment. “Conquering this game… 

this curse… it was the most incredible thing I’ve ever done. But with no new challenges, no 

risks… life is just too easy now. The thrill is gone.” 
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Cassie could, with a thought and a few thousand Gems, make the stock market crash, cause a 

city-wide outbreak of uncontrollable lust, or ensure that every traffic light turned green for 

her taxi. The power was absolute, and in its absoluteness, it had become profoundly, 

soul-crushingly boring. 

Lyra’s form flickered, her own boredom making her essence unstable. “And you see now why 

we do this. Why my kind tethers itself to your delightfully fragile species. Imagine this feeling, 

but for eons. Without you mortals and your chaotic, beautiful little struggles, we’d go mad. We 

need the entertainment. Conquering civilizations is what we did in the ancient days, but 

meddling with individuals, now THAT’S where the fun is.” 

Cassie’s eyes, which had been gazing emptily at the horizon, suddenly sharpened. A spark 
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ignited in their twilight depths. She set her cup down with a soft click, the sound sharp and 

final in the ambient murmur of the café. “That’s it,” she said, her voice low and resonant with a 

newfound purpose. “Entertainment. That’s what we need.” 

Lyra leaned closer, her spectral form shimmering with curiosity. “I’m listening. Your ideas, 

post-ascension, tend to be far more creative than your early-level attempts to just grow your 

bust size by another cup.” 

“Hey, those were important foundational steps,” Cassie retorted with a playful smirk. “But no, 

this is bigger. I’m done with the app. It has nothing left to offer me. It’s time we pass it on.” 

The energy crackling off Lyra could have powered a small city. Her form solidified, her 

excitement making her more real, more present. “A new user? Oh, Cassie, yes! It’s been an age 

since I had a fresh one to break in. The screaming, the denial, the first time they realize the 

punishments are permanent… it’s better than any symphony.” 

“Exactly,” Cassie’s smirk widened, a predatory curve of her perfect lips. “And this time, you 

won’t be alone. I’ll be along for the ride. I can be the… boots on the ground, so to speak. 

Taunting them, teasing them, nudging them in the right direction. The way you did for me 

when I was a sobbing, terrified mess who had just permanently shrunk her own clit for failing 

a challenge about public speaking.” 

Lyra cackled, a sound that only Cassie could hear, but which made a nearby waiter shiver as if 

a cold draft had just passed through him. “We could be a team! You, the master Weaver in the 

physical realm, and me, the spirit in the machine. A mentor and a tormentor. Oh, the 

psychological damage we could inflict! It’s beautiful.” Lyra paused, a flicker of cosmic 

bureaucracy crossing her features. “You can transfer ownership, of course. You can use the 

item in the shop to pay 20 gems to transfer it to any individual, but since you’ve reached 

centennial level, your progress… your levels… they won’t transfer. The Prime Directive of the 

Weavers is about creating new chaos, not just handing over a fully-formed demigod.” 

“It’ll reset to Level 1?” Cassie asked, a thrill running through her. 

“Completely. Blank slate. Actually, anyone above level 20 who transfers is reset. It’s to stop 

people tag teaming their way to godhood. All your personal alterations will remain, of course. 

You’ve earned those scars. But the app itself will be fresh, hungry, and ready for a new host.” 

“Perfect,” Cassie breathed, the word a promise. “But who?” 
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Her gaze swept across the café patio. It was a sea of potential, but none of it felt right. A pair 

of teenage girls were taking selfies, their faces masks of practiced pouts and vacant smiles. 

Too easy, Cassie thought. Their egos are so fragile the first punishment would break them, not 

mold them. No art in that. A table of women in sharp business suits laughed, their voices 

brittle and loud. Too polished. They’ve already built their armor. Cracking it would be a chore, 

not a pleasure. Lyra gestured with a shimmering hand towards a quiet corner, where a young 

mother was nursing her baby, her expression one of tired, beatific contentment. 

“Her?” Lyra suggested. “The juxtaposition could be delicious. From Madonna to Magdalene.” 

Cassie considered it for a moment, then shook her head. “No. The app’s transformative power 

would be wasted. It would just become about her child. The maternal instinct is a powerful, 

but ultimately predictable, motivator. There’s no room for true, selfish, glorious corruption.” 

She needed a different kind of canvas. A blanker one. Someone who wasn’t just unfulfilled, but 

fundamentally… lacking. 

Her mind drifted back, through the years of agonizing, ecstatic transformations. She tried to 

recall the woman she had been before the app found her. The image was hazy now, like a 

poorly remembered dream. Pudgy. That was the first word that came to mind. A soft, 
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undefined body that she kept hidden under shapeless clothes. A boring job in data entry. A cat. 

A quiet life of microwave dinners and streaming services. She had been twenty-eight, single, 

and so profoundly stagnant that she was practically geological. The app had been a cataclysm, 

a meteor that had shattered her fossilized existence and allowed something new and vibrant 

to crawl from the wreckage. 

 

She needed someone like that. Someone to mess with. Someone to truly, foundationally, 

transform. 

And as she sifted through the dusty archives of her old life, a name floated to the surface. A 

face. A memory of beige-colored couches and missionary-position sex that was more chore 
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than pleasure. 

Eric. 

Her ex-boyfriend from her mid-twenties. He was a few years younger, probably late 20s now, 

handsome in a generic, forgettable way. They had dated for three years, even lived together in 

a cramped apartment that always smelled faintly of his gym socks. And my God, he was 

boring. So profoundly, fundamentally uninspired that he had made even the old, pre-Weaver 

Cassie feel like a bohemian libertine by comparison. He coasted on his looks, worked a 

soulless job in finance, and possessed a baffling inability to understand the female anatomy. 

Three years, and he had never once made her orgasm. To be fair, she hadn't known what a real 

orgasm was until the app had rewarded her with a ‘Shattering Climax’ trait for seducing her 

married boss, but still. The principle of the matter stung even now. 

Eric. He was comfortable. He was predictable. He was… perfect. The perfect block of uncarved 

marble for her and Lyra to sculpt into a masterpiece of chaos. 

“Lyra,” Cassie said, her voice a low purr. “Can a man install the app?” 

Lyra’s spectral form went rigid. The playful shimmer around her vanished, replaced by a sharp, 

focused intensity. For a moment, she looked genuinely shocked. Then, slowly, a wide, wicked 

grin spread across her face. “It’s not… intended for them, obviously. The Prime Directive is all 

about rebalancing the Feminine Principle. A male host is… an anomaly. A system error. It 

forces the app’s core programming into a state of catastrophic overdrive.” 

“Has it happened before?” 

“On rare occasion” Lyra said, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “A few months ago actually. 

Another guide named Nadia, one of the original creators of the Reality Weaver Apps, got 

bored and slipped it to some boy. He barely lasted ten levels before he had a complete 

psychotic break and the app automatically transferred to his terrified sister. But those two 

weeks… oh, Cassie, the stories we heard. The failsafe alterations, the ones designed to give a 

female user a temporary tool for a challenge, they went haywire. It was a masterpiece of 

unintentional body horror. But Zephyra’s version of the app was an old build. The original 

architecture. Challenges had timers that ran until midnight, you could choose the difficulty… 

so quaint. So… limiting.” Lyra’s eyes met Cassie’s. “Our version is so much more elegant. So 

much more… aggressive. What are you thinking?” 
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An evil, beautiful smirk, an expression born of a hundred hard-won victories and cruel 

punishments, bloomed on Cassie’s perfect face. A plan, intricate and delicious, was already 

taking shape in her mind. 

 

Chapter 1: A New User 

The sizzle of onions and garlic hitting hot olive oil was the first note in the symphony. My 

headphones were clamped over my ears, blasting a generic but effective EDM track that was 

just pounding bass and synthesized adrenaline. It was enough to drown out the silence of my 

apartment, the oppressive quiet that screamed of another Tuesday night alone. The rhythmic 

thump, thump, thump of the beat matched the motion of my knife as I diced a bell pepper 

with practiced efficiency. Chop, chop, chop. Thump, thump, thump. My life had a soundtrack, 

and it was deeply, profoundly repetitive. 
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My name is Eric Linden. I’m twenty-nine. By day, I’m a mid-level cog in the soul-crushing 

machine of a corporate finance firm, staring at spreadsheets until the numbers blur into a 

meaningless grey sludge. My salary is just good enough to make me feel trapped, affording me 

this decent-but-small apartment and the illusion of a successful life, but not enough to ever 

truly escape. By night, I lift heavy things at the gym until my muscles scream, a futile attempt 

to build a physical fortress around a spirit that felt increasingly hollow. Then I come home and 

I cook. 

This was my one sanctuary. My one true skill. In the kitchen, I wasn't Eric Linden, Financial 

Analyst. I was a creator, a conductor of flavors and textures. The scent of browning meat, the 

hiss of wine deglazing a pan, the vibrant colors of fresh vegetables… it was the only part of my 

day that felt real, that felt like me. It had been a dream, once, to be a chef. A stupid, youthful 

fantasy I’d traded for a 401(k) and a dental plan. 

 

Cooking was also my secret weapon. The gym had paid off; I knew I wasn’t a bad-looking guy. I 

was tall, kept myself in shape, had a decent jawline and a full head of hair. It was enough to get 

matches on Hinge, to get the first dates. But my budget couldn't handle a string of fancy 

dinners, so I’d developed my signature move: the impressive-but-affordable home-cooked 

second date. A perfectly seared steak, a homemade pasta, a bottle of surprisingly good wine 
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I’d found on sale. It worked more often than it didn’t. Women were always impressed by a man 

who could cook. It was a cheat code, a way to project a depth and sensitivity I wasn't sure I 

actually possessed. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket, vibrating against my thigh. I felt a small, pathetic flutter of 

hope. It was probably her. Sarah. A graphic designer I’d matched with. We’d been texting back 

and forth, the conversation a carefully choreographed dance of witty banter and feigned 

indifference. I was hoping to lock down that second date, to deploy the risotto-and-scallops 

gambit. 

I reduced the heat on the pan, stirring the simmering sauce with a wooden spoon as I fished 

the phone from my pocket. My thumb swiped to unlock the screen. It wasn't Sarah. 

The notification was a simple, stark white banner against my dark background. It had a weird, 

geometric icon I didn’t recognize. 

Ready for your challenge? 

 

What the hell? I tapped it, my brow furrowing in confusion. I didn’t remember downloading 

any new games. The notification opened directly into an app. The loading screen was a 
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swirling nebula of purple and black, and then two words materialized in elegant, glowing 

script: Reality Weaver. Below that, in a smaller font: New You. 

I stared at it. What the fuck was this? The app's interface was slick and minimalist. There were 

three main tabs at the bottom of the screen. The first, labeled ‘Challenges,’ was pulsing with a 

soft, inviting light. The second was ‘Shop,’ and the third was ‘Status.’ 

I tapped on the ‘Shop’ first. The screen was filled with dozens of greyed-out squares. Each one 

was blurred, with a padlock icon in the corner. I couldn't make out any of the items, but the 

sheer number of them was strange. I backed out and tapped on ‘Status.’ 

My blood ran a little cold. At the top of the screen, in bold, clean letters, was my full name: 

Eric Linden. Below it were a series of stats, like a character sheet from a video game. 

Level: 1 

XP: 0/100 

Gems: 0 

Below that was a long list of ‘Traits,’ most of which were blank, but a few were filled in. 

‘Competent Cook.’ ‘Physically Fit.’ ‘Mildly Insecure.’ It was unnervingly accurate. How could 

some random app know my name? Know these things about me? Maybe it pulled data from 

my social media profiles? It was creepy, but not outside the realm of possibility in this day and 

age. 

A smell of burning garlic snapped me out of it. “Shit.” 

I dropped my phone onto the counter, yanked my headphones off, and lunged for the stove. 

The sauce was just on the verge of scorching. I quickly pulled the pan off the heat, salvaged 

what I could, and finished plating my dinner. A simple pasta aglio e olio, but it was my comfort 

food. 

I sat down at my small dining table, which was really just a glorified desk I never worked at. 

Usually, I’d throw on some YouTube, something mindless to fill the silence. But tonight, I 

picked my phone back up. The weird app was still open. 

This had to be some kind of elaborate prank, or maybe a virus. I went to the app store, 
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searched for ‘Reality Weaver.’ Nothing. Not a single result. I searched online. ‘Reality Weaver 

app.’ ‘New You game.’ Again, nothing. It was like it didn’t exist anywhere except on my phone. I 

tried to delete it, pressing and holding the icon, but the little ‘x’ to uninstall never appeared. It 

was just… there. Stuck. 

A shiver of genuine unease trickled down my spine, but I pushed it away. It was just a bug. 

Some weird bit of malware I’d picked up from a shady website. With a mouthful of pasta, my 

curiosity got the better of me. I navigated back to the main screen and tapped on the pulsing 

‘Challenges’ tab. 

A simple prompt appeared. 

A new challenge is available. Do you wish to accept? 

 

There was no information. No details. Just a big, glowing ‘ACCEPT’ button and a smaller, duller 

‘DECLINE’ button. It was probably just some stupid daily login bonus thing. Whatever. With a 

shrug, my mouth still full of food, I tapped ‘ACCEPT.’ 

The screen flashed, and new text appeared. I swallowed my pasta and read it. Then I read it 

again. And then I choked on my next bite, a spasm of coughing and spluttering laughter 

seizing me. 
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CHALLENGE ISSUED​

Objective: In the next three hours, deepthroat a cock. 

Time Remaining: 2:59:58 

Rewards for Completion:​

5 Gems​

Trait Gained - No Gag Reflex (Permanent)​

Punishment for Failure:​

Anatomical Realignment - Grow a Vagina (Permanent) 

I threw my head back and roared with laughter, the sound echoing in my small apartment. 

This was insane. This was, without a doubt, the most fucked-up, bizarre app I had ever seen. 

Some kind of twisted, kinky prank game. Deepthroat a cock. Jesus. The punishment was the 

best part. Grow a vagina. The sheer absurdity of it was hilarious. What kind of degenerate 

developer comes up with this stuff? 

 

I imagined some pimply-faced coder giggling to himself in a basement somewhere. I shook my 

head, still chuckling, and closed the app. It was probably some viral marketing thing for a new 

porn site. I dismissed it from my mind, finished my dinner, and decided to watch a movie. The 
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app, and its ridiculous challenge, was forgotten. 

I put on an old action movie, something loud and dumb with plenty of explosions. I cracked 

open a beer, then another. The movie was exactly what I needed, a total escape. I didn't think 

about work, I didn't think about Sarah, and I certainly didn't think about the weird app. 

Near the end of the film, as the hero was disarming the final bomb with seconds to spare, my 

phone buzzed on the coffee table. I glanced at the screen. Another notification from that app. 

Challenge Failed. Timer Expired. Punishment Active. 

I rolled my eyes and swiped it away without a second thought. Punishment Active. Right. I was 

sure my dick was about to fall off any second now. I finished my beer as the credits rolled. 

The movie was over. The apartment was silent again. The two beers had left me with a 

pleasant, fuzzy buzz, and a pressing need to pee. I stood up, stretched, and stumbled towards 

the bathroom, my mind already on the comfortable embrace of my bed. 

I flipped on the bathroom light, the sudden brightness making me squint. I unzipped my jeans, 

pulled down the waistband of my boxers, and aimed at the toilet bowl. Or, at least, I tried to. 

The stream started, but something was wrong. It wasn't the familiar, focused jet. It was a 

chaotic spray. And it was hitting my hand. And my leg. And the floor. 

“What the…” I mumbled, still half-asleep. I fumbled around, trying to find and aim myself, but 

my hand met nothing. The familiar weight was just… gone. 

That single, impossible fact cut through the beery haze like a shard of ice. My sleepiness 

vanished, replaced by a surge of pure, panicked adrenaline. The pissing stopped. I looked 

down. 

My heart stopped. My breath hitched. My entire world tilted on its axis. 

Where my penis and testicles should have been, there was… nothing. Just smooth, unbroken 

skin. No, not unbroken. There was a slit. A seam. A neat, vertical line nestled in a mound of 

flesh I didn't recognize. 

“What the fuck?” The words came out as a strangled whisper. 

My hands flew down, trembling, exploring the impossible new geography of my own body. I 
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felt smooth skin, a soft mound, and then… folds of flesh. My fingers traced the line, the slit, 

and a jolt of alien sensation shot through me. It wasn’t a wound. It was… finished. It was 

perfect. It was a pussy. A fucking vagina. 

 

A raw, terrified yelp tore from my throat. “WHAT THE FUCK?!” 

I staggered back, hitting the wall, my jeans and boxers pooling around my ankles. My 

reflection stared back at me from the mirror, wide-eyed and pale. I looked like a man from the 

waist up, but below… below I was something else entirely. Something impossible. 
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This had to be a dream. A nightmare. Some kind of drunken hallucination. It wasn't real. It 

couldn't be real. 

I stumbled out of the bathroom and into my bedroom, my bare legs clumsy without the 

familiar weight between them. I needed to see it better. To prove it was fake. I fell onto my 

bed, flicked on the bedside lamp, and spread my legs, my heart hammering against my ribs 

like a trapped bird. 

It was real. 

 

Under the warm glow of the lamp, it was undeniably, horrifyingly real. A perfect, hairless 

vulva, nestled right where my dick and balls had been just hours before. The anatomy was 
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flawless, like something from a medical textbook or a high-end porn shoot. The outer lips, the 

delicate inner folds, and nestled at the top, a small, pink nub. A clitoris. 

My mind was screaming, a siren of pure panic. Where is my dick? Where did it go? This wasn't 

a dream. I could feel the cool air on the new, sensitive skin. I could feel the frantic pulse of my 

own blood. 

Driven by a morbid, terrified curiosity, I reached down again. My finger brushed against the 

little nub… the clit… and a bolt of lightning, a shock of pure, unadulterated pleasure, shot 

straight up my spine. I gasped, snatching my hand back as if I’d been burned. It was a 

thousand times more sensitive than the head of my penis had ever been. 

What was happening to me? 

 

As I stared, horrified and fascinated, I noticed something else. A strange warmth was 

spreading through my groin, a tingling sensation that was both alien and deeply arousing. 

Looking at this… this thing between my legs was turning me on. But it wasn't the familiar, 

localized throb of an erection. It was a full-body flush, a deep, coiling heat in the pit of my 

stomach. And the thing itself… it was getting wet. A clear, slick moisture was beading on the 

pink inner folds. 
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My panic was still there, a screaming voice in the back of my head, but another instinct was 

rising to meet it. A primal, physical curiosity that was overriding all rational thought. 

Tentatively, my hand drifted back down. I touched the wetness. It was slick, slippery. I put a 

single, trembling fingertip to the entrance, to the hole that had not existed an hour ago. 

I pushed. 

It felt… invasive. Wrong. And at the same time, it felt incredible. My finger slipped inside, into 

a tight, warm, velvety channel. I gasped, my back arching off the bed. The sensation was 

indescribable. It was a feeling of being filled, a pressure that was intensely, overwhelmingly 

pleasurable. 

The screaming voice in my head went quiet, drowned out by the roar of new sensations. I 

slipped my finger out, then pushed it back in. Deeper this time. My hips bucked involuntarily. I 

added a second finger, stretching the entrance. A soft moan escaped my lips. I didn’t sound 

like myself. The sound was higher, softer. 

My other hand found its way to the clit, rubbing it in small, hesitant circles. The pleasure was 

blinding. It was too much. My body was moving on its own now, my fingers plunging in and 

out of my new hole in a steady, desperate rhythm, my thumb working my clit faster and faster. 

The heat in my stomach coiled tighter and tighter, a building pressure that promised a release 

unlike anything I had ever known. 

My vision blurred. My breath came in ragged sobs. I was lost, completely consumed by a body 

that was no longer my own. The pressure built to an impossible peak, and then it shattered. 

My entire body convulsed. A scream tore from my throat as a wave of pure, ecstatic pleasure 

washed over me, a thousand times more intense than any orgasm I had ever had with my 

penis. It wasn't just in my groin; it was everywhere. It was in my toes, my fingertips, the roots 

of my hair. It went on and on, a seemingly endless cascade of bliss that left me trembling and 

gasping for air, slick with sweat and my own strange fluids. 

I lay there for a long time, my body twitching with the aftershocks, my mind a complete blank. 

The only coherent thought that managed to surface was a single, repeated phrase. 

This must be a dream. This must be a dream. This must be a dream. 

But it wasn't. As the last vestiges of the orgasm faded, the cold, hard reality came crashing 
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back in. This had happened. But how? How was this scientifically, biologically, physically 

possible? 

And then, like a thunderclap in my shattered mind, I remembered. 

The notification. Challenge Failed. Punishment Active. 

My phone. 

I scrambled off the bed, a new kind of urgency propelling me. I felt the strange, empty space 

between my legs as I ran, the lack of my genitals a constant, bizarre reminder of what had 

happened. I grabbed a pair of boxers from my drawer and pulled them on. The fit was all 

wrong, the empty pouch in the front a mocking testament to my loss. 

I ran into the living room and snatched my phone from the coffee table. My hands were still 

shaking as I unlocked it and opened the app. 

The ‘Challenges’ tab was dark. The ‘Shop’ was still greyed out. I tapped on the ‘Status’ screen. 

Eric Linden 

Level: 1 

XP: 0/100 

Gems: 0 

And there, at the bottom of the screen, under a new heading, were two lines of text that made 

my stomach drop into my feet. 

Punishments Active: 

Anatomical Realignment: Vagina (Permanent) 

It was real. The app. The challenge. The punishment. It was all horribly, impossibly real. Which 

meant… which meant if I had… if I had actually deepthroated someone, I would still have my 

dick? The thought was so insane, so far beyond the realm of comprehension, that my mind 

just refused to process it. I started to pace, my thoughts spiraling into a vortex of panic and 

disbelief. 
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“What the fuck is going on? What is this thing?!” I said out loud to the empty room, my voice 

cracking. 

“Now, now, dear. No need to spiral.” 

The voice was female, calm, and laced with an infuriating amusement. It came from 

everywhere and nowhere at once. I froze, my blood turning to ice. “Who’s there?!” I yelled, 

spinning around, my eyes darting into the darkened corners of my apartment. 

“Over here,” the voice cooed, and this time it was definitely coming from my phone. I looked 

down. On the screen, where my status had been, was now the live, moving image of a woman. 

She was ethereal, shimmering, with mischievous eyes and a knowing smile. She put a finger to 

her lips, then winked. The image vanished. 

A cold spot formed on the air behind me. I could feel a presence, a sudden drop in 

temperature, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end. 

“Look at you,” the voice whispered, directly into my ear. 

 

I spun around with a terrified yelp. Floating in the middle of my living room, bathed in a faint, 

silvery light, was the woman from the phone. She was partially translucent, a ghost made of 

moonlight and mischief. She drifted closer, her smile widening as she looked me up and down. 
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My mind, already battered and broken, simply gave up. “Am I dead?” I whispered. “Is this hell?” 

She laughed, a sound like chiming bells. “Dead? Oh, you poor, sweet thing. You need to calm 

down.” Her shimmering form solidified slightly, her features becoming clearer. She was 

beautiful, but in a way that felt ancient and dangerous. 

“My name is Lyra,” she said, her voice dripping with condescending charm. “And you, Eric 

Linden, are the newest owner of the Reality Weaver.” 

To Be Continued… 
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