
THE CHALLENGE APP: WEEK 2 
A transformation story by JohnManTD 

Day 10 

I had risen with the sun, a strange, new energy humming beneath my skin. The house was 

quiet, a silent, empty vessel waiting to be filled. Sandra had left a note on the fridge, a cheerful 

scrawl on a cat-shaped sticky note: “Help yourself to anything! Have a wonderful day, Ellie! -S.” 

Ellie. The name still sent a faint, phantom jolt through me, a reminder of the person I was 

pretending to be, a person who was rapidly, terrifyingly, becoming real. 

I plated my breakfast. A perfect, golden-yolked sunny-side-up egg, three strips of crispy 

bacon, and a piece of toast, and sat at the kitchen table. Carl was already there, hunched over 

his phone, a half-eaten bowl of cereal in front of him, his face illuminated by the blue glow of 

some inane YouTube video. He looked up as I sat down, his eyes doing a quick, reflexive sweep 

of my form. Even in the baggy boxers and oversized t-shirt I’d slept in, the changes were 

undeniable. The soft, feminine curve of my face, the cascade of perfect, glossy brown hair, the 

magnificent, unavoidable swell of my breasts. 

 

 



“Morning,” he grunted, his gaze lingering on my chest for a fraction of a second too long 

before he caught himself and looked away, a faint blush creeping up his neck. Even after 

everything, the sheer, objective reality of my new body was still a lot to take in. 

“Morning,” I replied, my voice a soft, melodic purr that was becoming as natural to me as 

breathing. I took a sip of my coffee, the hot, bitter liquid a welcome jolt to my system. 

“So,” he said, finally putting his phone down. “How was… you know. Yesterday.” He gestured 

vaguely at me, a silent, all-encompassing question. 

I sighed, pushing my eggs around on my plate with my fork. “It was… a lot,” I said, and then, 

because he was Carl, because he was the only other person on the planet who understood the 

sheer, mind-bending insanity of my life, I told him everything. The failed challenge. The 

excruciating, frustrating, and ultimately fruitless encounter with Jordan. The punishment. The 

permanent addition of a fully functional, and now mission-critical, vagina. 

He just listened, his expression a mixture of sympathy, horror, and a barely-suppressed, 

almost scientific curiosity. When I was done, he just shook his head, a low whistle escaping his 

lips. “Damn, dude. So, you’re… you’re a full-on chick now. For good.” He paused, his gaze 

dropping pointedly to my crotch. “What’s it like? You know. Having… that.” 

I shot him a glare. “Not the kind of support I need right now, Carl,” I snapped, my voice a 

little sharper than I intended. “This sets everything back. I need forty gems now. Forty. To fix 

all of this.” 

“Right, sorry,” he said, raising his hands in a gesture of surrender. “It’s just… it’s a lot to 

process, you know? For both of us.” He took a long, noisy slurp of his cereal milk. “So, what’s 

the plan? I don’t have work today. Wanna just… game? Forget about all this for a few hours? I 

just got the new Elden Ring DLC.” 

The offer was tempting. So incredibly tempting. A whole day of comfortable, familiar 

escapism. A day of pretending to be just Ollie and Carl, two dudes on a couch, slaying digital 

dragons, the real, gender-bending dragon in the room temporarily forgotten. “Maybe later,” I 

said, my voice soft with a regret that was all too real. “I gotta see what today’s challenge is 

first. Get it out of the way. I’ll hit you up if I’m down.” 

He just nodded, a new, respectful understanding in his eyes. He got it. This wasn’t a game 

anymore. This was my life. 
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I took my coffee and retreated to the spare room, the space that was rapidly becoming my 

sanctuary, my war room. I sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under my weight, 

and took a long, slow sip of the hot, black liquid, letting the caffeine seep into my veins, 

sharpening the edges of my resolve. It was time. 

I pulled out my phone, the sleek black rectangle feeling both like a weapon and a set of 

shackles. The moment the screen lit up, her voice, a silken, triumphant purr, echoed in my 

head. 

“Congratulations, darling!” 

I blinked, confused. “Congratulations? For what? For failing spectacularly and being 

permanently saddled with a vagina I can’t even figure out how to use properly?” 

 

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” she chuckled. “And congratulations on finally becoming a full 

girl, of course. It’s a much better look for you. But no, I’m referring to your rewards.” 

“What rewards?” I grumbled. “I failed.” 

“But you have your Consolation Prize, remember?” she cooed. “Two shiny new gems for 

your trouble. Bringing your grand total to twelve. And, more importantly, twenty experience 
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points. Which, if you’d bother to look, was just enough to push you over the line.” 

I swiped to my stats screen, and my eyes widened. She was right. A bright, congratulatory 

banner flashed across the screen. 

CONGRATULATIONS, WORM! YOU HAVE REACHED WEAVER LEVEL 4! 

CONSOLATION PRIZE: +3 GEMS 

Nadia’s voice, a sly, probing whisper, cut through my daze. “Starting to feel comfortable in 

your new skin, are we… Ellie?” 

“Don’t call me Ellie,” I snapped, a surge of raw, defensive anger flaring in my chest.  

“Alright, alright, big guy,” she purred, the mockery in her voice a physical caress. “Don’t get 

your pretty little panties in a twist. But speaking of leveling up… you should check out the new 

challenge menu. You’ve unlocked a new difficulty tier. A little something for the more… 

adventurous player.” 

I navigated back to the challenge screen, and there it was. A fourth option, glowing with a 

dangerous, almost malevolent, crimson light. Easy. Medium. Hard. And now… Extreme. 

[EASY]: 1+3 GEMS, 10+30 XP. 

[MEDIUM]: 3+3 GEMS, 30+30 XP. 

[HARD]: 6+3 GEMS, 70+30 XP. 

[EXTREME]: 10+3 GEMS, 150+30 XP. 

My jaw went slack. Thirteen gems. For one challenge. And even the consolation prize… it 

was now three gems and thirty XP. It was a game-changer. I could earn back what I’d lost 

yesterday in a single day. 

“The players who make it to Level 4, darling, they don’t bother with the lower tiers 

anymore,” Nadia explained, her voice a seductive, conspiratorial whisper. “The risk-reward 

ratio just doesn’t make sense. Why play for a measly four gems when you can risk it all for 

thirteen? And with a consolation prize that generous… failure is just a slightly less profitable 

form of success. Of course,” she added, her voice dripping with amusement, “most of the 

women who reach this level are so enamored with the app, so thrilled with their new, 
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enhanced lives, that they’re practically begging for more chaos. Your case is… unique. But you 

have to admit, you’ve gotten a lot more daring since we first met, haven’t you? Care to take it 

for a spin?” 

The offer was a siren song, a dizzying promise of power and progress. But a small, cautious 

part of my brain, the last, stubborn remnant of the old, sensible Ollie, was screaming in 

protest. It was too risky. The punishment for an Extreme challenge… it had to be catastrophic. 

I should play it safe. One more Hard challenge. Nine gems was still a huge haul. 

And then, my phone buzzed. A text from my mom. 

Mom: Hi sweetie. Just checking in. Are you sure you’re okay? I’m getting a little worried. 

When are you coming home? 

I felt a cold knot of dread tighten in my gut. The lies were catching up to me. The walls 

were closing in. I needed to fix this. Fast. 

Me: Hi Mom! I’m fine, promise! Just really deep in this project with Carl. He had a really bad 

breakup, so I’m trying to be there for him too. Probably another week, tops. 

I hit send, the lie tasting like ash in my mouth. Her reply was instant. 

Mom: A breakup? Oh, the poor dear. Well, you’re a good friend. Okay, sweetie. Love you. 

She’d bought it, for now. But the clock was ticking. I couldn’t hide out at Carl’s forever. I 

needed gems. And I needed them now. 

“Fuck it,” I whispered, the words a prayer and a curse. “Let’s go.” I jabbed the ‘[EXTREME]’ 

button with a hand that was surprisingly steady. 

The confirmation screen popped up, its usual insults replaced by a single, ominous 

sentence. 

ARE YOU PREPARED TO FACE THE CONSEQUENCES? 

I didn’t hesitate. I pressed ‘CONFIRM.’ 

The screen went black for a long, heart-stopping moment. And then, the words appeared, 

stark and white against the void. 
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EXTREME CHALLENGE ACCEPTED: “SLEEP WITH A HAPPILY MARRIED MAN.” 

My blood ran cold. The phone slipped from my nerveless fingers, clattering onto the floor. 

“What… the actual… fuck?” I breathed, my voice a strangled whisper. 

I scrambled to pick up the phone, rereading the words, hoping, praying, that I’d misread 

them. But they were still there. Unwavering. Uncompromising. Sleep with a happily married 

man. 

“This… this is…” I stammered, my mind a chaotic blank. 

“Extreme?” Nadia’s voice finished for me, a sound of pure, unadulterated, triumphant glee. 

“Yes, darling. That’s why it’s called an Extreme challenge. Did you think we were going to ask 

you to bake a pie?” 

I just stared at the screen, my mind reeling, trying to process the sheer, catastrophic 

audacity of it all. This wasn’t just about sex anymore. This was about… sabotage. About 

corruption. I had to find a man who was happily married, content in his relationship, and I had 

to convince him to cheat. To betray his wife. To throw it all away for a one-night stand with… 

me. A stranger. A beautiful, tempting, and entirely fabricated stranger. 

The sheer, moral depravity of it was staggering. But after the initial wave of shock and 

revulsion began to subside, a cold, pragmatic, and deeply cynical part of my brain, a part that 

was getting stronger every day, started to work. 

How? How was I going to do this? I didn’t know any married men. And even if I did, how 

would I know if they were happy? And how the hell was I supposed to convince a happy man 

to cheat? I needed a plan. A strategy. A foolproof, morally bankrupt, and incredibly seductive 

strategy. 

My mind raced. A bar? A nightclub? Too messy. Too unpredictable. I needed a controlled 

environment. A place where married men were away from their wives, away from their lives. A 

place where temptation could flourish in the sterile anonymity of a hotel room. Business 

travelers. That was it. Men in town for a conference, a meeting. Men with expense accounts, 

with empty evenings, with wedding rings that felt a little looser when they were a thousand 

miles from home. 

It was a good plan. A solid plan. But as I started to formulate the details, a new, chilling 
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realization dawned on me. My appearance. I looked at myself in the mirror, really looked at 

myself, with a new, critical, predatory eye. The face was cute, yes. The hair was nice. The tits 

were… magnificent. A work of art. But the rest of me… I was still… average. My hips were 

narrow, my thighs unremarkable. My ass, while enhanced, still looked a little out of place on 

my otherwise slender frame. I was a collection of beautiful parts, but the whole was… not 

quite a masterpiece. I was cute. I was pretty. But was I “risk-it-all, cheat-on-your-wife, 

torpedo-your-entire-life” beautiful? I wasn’t so sure. 
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“Feeling a little… under-equipped for the task at hand, are we, darling?” Nadia’s voice, a sly, 

tempting whisper, slithered into my thoughts. “In case you feel you need a little… boost… I 

have a special, one-time-only offer for you. That Minor Trait Boost you’ve been so prudently 

ignoring in the shop? It’s yours. For free. Today only. One hundred percent enhancement to 

any personal trait of your choosing. A little something to even the odds.” 

I knew her game. I knew she was trying to tempt me, to push me further down this rabbit 

hole of permanent, beautiful, feminine transformation. I could boost my IQ, a safe, practical 

choice. Or my charisma. But my mind, my new, dangerously strategic mind, knew what I really 

needed. I needed to be hotter. 

But I couldn’t give in to her. Not yet. I had to try on my own terms first. “No,” I said, my 

voice firm. “I’ll do it myself.” 

I heard her sigh, a sound of theatrical disappointment, and then she was gone, leaving me 

alone with my decision. 

First things first. The outfit. The romper from yesterday was out. It was bad luck, and it felt 

too… girly. What man would cheat on his wife with some childish college-aged girl? I needed 

to look sophisticated. Powerful. Like a woman who knew what she wanted. I went back to 

Sandra’s closet. I found a pair of her linen trousers, a creamy beige color, and a simple, elegant 

satin wrap top in a rich, chocolate brown. I put them on. The effect was… transformative. The 

pants were loose, elegant, hinting at the curves beneath without being vulgar. The top, 

however, was a masterpiece of engineering. It wrapped around my torso, the soft, slinky satin 

clinging to my breasts, plunging into a deep, dramatic V that showcased my magnificent 

cleavage to devastating effect. I looked like a woman who lunched. A woman who owned a 

portfolio. A woman who could ruin your life and look incredible doing it. 
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I packed a small backpack with a change of clothes – the matching brown satin skirt that 

went with the top, just in case the pants were too formal, and a simple t-shirt and sweats for 

the morning after. I was a soldier, packing my go-bag for a dangerous, morally ambiguous 

mission. 

The financial district was a canyon of steel and glass, a monument to ambition and greed. It 

felt like the perfect hunting ground. I found a high-end hotel, the kind with a lobby that was 
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bigger than my entire house, and made my way to the bar. It was just after lunchtime, and the 

place was quiet, populated by a handful of men in expensive suits, tapping away on laptops, 

their faces illuminated by the glow of stock tickers and spreadsheets. 

I ordered a glass of wine and found a seat at the bar, pretending to read a thick, 

leather-bound book I’d swiped from the lobby bookshelf. It was a history of coffee. Riveting. I 

tried to look casual, intelligent, alluring. I felt like a fraud. 

 

For an hour, nothing happened. I could feel their eyes on me, the quick, furtive glances, but 

no one approached. They were too focused, too professional. Or maybe I just wasn’t their 

type. My confidence, once a burning flame, began to dwindle. Maybe I wasn’t hot enough. 

Maybe this was a mistake. 

I tried to force an interaction, scooting closer to a handsome, silver-haired man with a 

wedding ring, asking him for the time. He gave it to me, a polite but distant smile on his face, 

and then immediately turned back to his laptop. I tried a more direct approach, my ‘tease’ 

enhancement kicking into overdrive. “I’m having a little issue with my room,” I purred, leaning 

in conspiratorially. “The staff is cleaning it, and I’m just so tired. Do you mind if I just… take a 

quick nap in your room?” 
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He looked at me, his eyes widening in a mixture of shock and what looked like pity. “I’m… 

I’m sorry,” he stammered. “But I’m sure the staff can help you out.” He turned away, pointedly 

ending the conversation. 

Defeat washed over me, cold and bitter. This wasn’t working. I wasn’t enough. My tits were 

incredible, yes. But they weren’t a magic bullet. I needed more. I needed a bazooka. 
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And then, I overheard it. A fragment of conversation from a group of men walking past my 

table. “…the big corporate party tonight… fifth-floor conference space… everyone’s flying in…” 

A party. A corporate party. At this very hotel. Filled with out-of-town executives, away from 

their wives, with an open bar and a whole night of consequence-free anonymity stretching 

before them. It was a perfect storm of opportunity. It was my shot. 

I walked up to the staff and booked a room, the five hundred dollars a week from my ‘New 

Job’ upgrade already proving its worth. I went up to my room, my mind racing. The party 

started at four. I had two hours. Two hours to transform myself from a cute-but-forgettable 

woman into an absolute, undeniable, marriage-destroying bombshell. 

There was only one way. 

I sat on the edge of the plush, king-sized bed and pulled out my phone. I navigated to the 

shop, my heart pounding a frantic, desperate rhythm. The free trait boost. It was still there, 

glowing with a malevolent, seductive light. I had to do it. 

But what to enhance? My ass? My hips? To create a more… cohesive… hourglass figure? I 

thought about it, but then remembered the punishment. Feminine frame. It was a single, 

overarching category. I couldn’t just boost my hips otherwise I’d have to pay to reverse it. I’d 

have to boost my entire feminine frame in order for it to stack onto the existing punishment, 

meaning it won’t cost any extra to reverse. And the thought of being massively curvy, even 

more undeniably female… it was a bridge too far. 

But what about the face? It was the first thing they saw. It was the thing that drew them in. 

It could be my weapon. And, conveniently, it was also one of my permanent punishments. 

Boosting it wouldn’t add a new, irreversible layer to my already complicated situation. 

I called Jordan for some help, my fingers trembling slightly. “Jordan? It’s me. I need your 

help.” 

After a brief, excruciatingly awkward apology from both of us about the previous night, I 

explained the new challenge, my plan, my dilemma. He just laughed, a sound that was less 

amused and more just… resigned to the sheer insanity of my life. “Dude, you need me to be 

your… your seduction consultant? This is so fucked up.” 

“Just help me, man,” I pleaded. 
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“Okay, okay. Show me the outfit.” 

I flipped the camera on my phone so I can show him the outfit through the call.  

 

“Okay, first of all, lose the pants,” he said instantly. “They make you look like you’re about to 
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fire someone. You need to look like the fun, sexy, subordinate they can have an illicit affair 

with, not their new boss. Do you have a skirt?” 

I grumbled but complied, pulling off the pants and sliding into the matching brown satin 

skirt. It was short, tight, and showed off a scandalous amount of my long, graceful legs. I did 

another spin. 
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“Much better,” he said, his voice a low, appreciative whistle. “Now, for the enhancement… 

you’re right. It’s the face. Your body is already good enough, even if your hips and thighs aren’t 

necessarily a 10. The tits are a distraction. But the face… that’s what makes these married guys 

feel like they’re getting something new, something young, something their wives aren’t. Go for 

the face.” He paused, a strange, almost wistful look in his eye. “I can’t believe I just had my face 

buried in your… you know… and now I’m your fashion consultant. Life is weird.” 

“Don’t remind me,” I said, a blush creeping up my neck. I thanked him, hung up, and turned 

back to the app. This was it. No turning back. 

His advice, as bizarre and surreal as the context was, had been a clarifying blade, cutting 

through my fog of indecision. It wasn’t about being a perfect woman. It was about being the 

right kind of woman for the mission. And the mission required a bombshell. A weapon of mass 

seduction. My current face, cute as it was, was a handgun. I needed a nuke. 

I took a deep, steadying breath, the air tasting of expensive, recycled hotel oxygen and 

impending, catastrophic change. I sat on the edge of the plush, king-sized bed, the cool silk of 

the duvet a stark contrast to the sudden, feverish heat under my skin. This was it. I was 

willingly, consciously, choosing to dive deeper, to surrender another piece of myself to the 

app’s insidious, beautiful logic. 

I opened the shop. The offer was still there, glowing with a soft, malevolent, seductive light. 

[MINOR TRAIT BOOST (PERSONAL): FREE – ONE-TIME OFFER] 

My thumb, steady and sure, tapped the icon. A familiar list of my own personal attributes 

materialized on the screen, a character sheet for a life I no longer recognized. I scrolled past 

Strength, past Stamina, past IQ, my eyes locking onto the single word that held the key to my 

success or failure tonight. 

Head. 

I tapped it. A confirmation screen appeared, its text stark and unadorned, almost clinical in 

its gravity. 

[ENHANCE TRAIT: HEAD BY 100%? THIS ACTION IS PERMANENT TO THE CURRENT 

PUNISHMENT AND CANNOT BE UNDONE. ARE YOU ABSOLUTELY SURE?] 

I didn’t hesitate. I was a soldier on the eve of battle, sharpening my blade. I jabbed 
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‘CONFIRM’ with a sense of grim, electrifying finality. 

The sensation, when it began, was nothing like the subtle, creeping transformations of the 

past. This was a tidal wave. A supernova. It started as a warm, liquid light that seemed to pour 

directly into my skull, a feeling so intense, so overwhelming, it was halfway between agonizing 

pain and ecstatic pleasure. I gasped, my back arching off the bed, my fingers digging into the 

plush mattress. It felt as though a thousand tiny, invisible hands, the hands of a cosmic 

sculptor made of pure energy, were inside my head, dismantling me, atom by atom, and 

rebuilding me into something new. Something better. 

I felt the bones of my face dissolve and reform, the delicate structure of my jawline 

sharpening into an elegant, heart-shaped curve, my cheekbones rising into perfect, 

aristocratic arches. I felt my lips plump, a soft, buzzing sensation, as if they were being filled 

with warm honey. My nose, already cute, refined itself into a masterpiece of delicate, 

upturned perfection. My eyes… oh god, my eyes. They felt like they were expanding, the irises 

shifting from their simple brown to a complex, luminous hazel, flecked with gold. The world 

seemed to literally brighten, as if a veil had been lifted. 

 

And then, my hair. It was a waterfall of cool, tingling fire. I felt it at the roots first, a strange, 
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effervescent sensation, and I watched, mesmerized, as the rich, glossy brown of my locks 

began to bleed into a pale, shimmering gold. It wasn’t just a color change; it was a textural one. 

The hair grew, lengthening in a silken cascade down my back, each strand imbued with a 

weightless, radiant light. It was Chloe’s hair, but better. It was the hair of a goddess. 

The final touch was the most surreal. I felt a faint, shimmering sensation on my eyelids, a 

warm bloom on my cheeks, a soft, conditioning moisture on my lips. The app wasn’t just 

changing my features; it was applying the makeup. A subtle, smoky eye that made my new 

hazel eyes pop, a hint of rosy blush that gave me a perpetual, healthy glow, and a perfect, 

nude-pink lipstick that made my new, fuller lips look both innocent and utterly debauched. It 

was a complete, system-wide aesthetic overhaul. 

When the sensation finally subsided, leaving me breathless, trembling, and slick with a thin 

sheen of sweat, I felt… hollowed out. Replaced. I stumbled from the bed to the full-length 

mirror in the opulent hotel bathroom, my legs shaky, my new center of gravity feeling strange 

and unfamiliar. 

And I saw her. 

The person staring back at me was not Ollie. She wasn’t even the cute, brown-haired Ellie I 

had been just moments ago. The woman in the mirror was a stranger. A breathtaking, 

heart-stopping, impossibly beautiful stranger. She was the kind of woman who didn’t just turn 

heads; she stopped traffic. The kind of woman who made you believe in angels and devils, 

often in the same breath. 

I reached up, my slender, trembling fingers touching the perfect, flawless skin of my new 

face. It was me, but it was a version of me that had been polished, refined, and upgraded to a 

level of beauty that shouldn't be possible in nature. I was a living, breathing work of art. 
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My mind, still reeling, struggled to process the sheer, objective power of this new vessel. I 

had to test it. To see its limits. I stared into my own new, luminous eyes and tried to make an 

angry face. The result wasn’t anger; it was a fierce, determined pout, a look of smoldering 

intensity that was more seductive than intimidating. I tried to make a goofy, cross-eyed face, 

the kind that used to make Carl snort with laughter. The woman in the mirror just looked 

adorable, her features arranging themselves into an expression of quirky, whimsical charm. I 

tried to look sad, to channel the deep, existential despair that was still, somewhere, lurking in 

the core of my being. The result was a look of such tragic, heart-wrenching beauty that I 

almost started to cry for real. And then, I smiled. A small, tentative smile at first, and then a 
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wide, genuine, dazzling grin. The effect was like the sun breaking through the clouds. It was a 

smile that could end wars, launch ships, and, most importantly, make a happily married man 

forget his own name. 

​

 

A sound, halfway between a laugh and a sob, escaped my new, perfect lips. My voice, my 

beautiful, melodic, enhanced voice, sounded like silver bells in the quiet of the hotel room. 

This was insane. This was my weapon. A dangerous, intoxicating, and deeply, profoundly, alien 
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weapon. 

I needed to see if it worked. I needed… validation. A link to my old reality to confirm the 

new one. My fingers, trembling slightly, found my phone. I snapped a quick selfie, the camera 

struggling to capture the sheer, luminous reality of my new face. I sent it to Jordan, with no 

text, no explanation. Just the image. 

 

His reply came back in less than ten seconds. It wasn't a word. It was a string of incoherent, 

typo-riddled keyboard smashes, followed by a single, awestruck sentence. 

Jordan: holy FUCKING shit dude. who is THAT? 

It was all the confirmation I needed. I had a party to crash. I had a marriage to destroy. 
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Slipping out of my room and taking the elevator to the fifth floor felt like stepping onto a 

stage. I was a little nervous, and I wasn’t looking forward to kissing some random guy, but I 

felt confident I could do this and win. 

 

he party on the fifth floor was already in full swing. I didn’t make a grand entrance. That 

wasn’t the plan. I was a ghost, a predator. I slipped out of the elevator behind a boisterous 

group of laughing, tipsy executives, their loud, masculine energy providing the perfect cover. I 

flowed through the double doors, a silent, blonde shadow, and melted into the throng. 

The room was a sea of expensive suits and polite, professional laughter. The air was thick 

with the scent of gin, ambition, and catered hors d'oeuvres. I made my way to the bar, my 

movements slow, deliberate, my eyes scanning, assessing. I wasn’t trying to be the center of 

attention. I was trying to blend in, to become part of the scenery. A very, very beautiful part of 

the scenery. 

I ordered a beer. The bartender, a handsome young guy who looked like he’d just stepped 

out of a cologne ad, did a subtle double-take as I ordered it. Probably not used to someone 

like me ordering a beer. 
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I took my pint, the cool, heavy glass a strange, satisfying weight in my delicate hand, and 

found a small, empty table in a dimly lit corner. From here, I had a perfect vantage point. I 

could observe the entire room, the intricate dance of corporate politics and 

barely-suppressed lust. I took a slow sip of my beer, letting the cool, bitter liquid wash over 

my tongue, and I watched. 

A man approached my table. He was young, handsome, with a sharp suit and an even 

sharper smile. He introduced himself, his eyes shamelessly devouring my cleavage. I glanced 

at his left hand. No ring. I gave him a polite, dismissive smile and turned back to my beer, my 

disinterest a clear, unmistakable signal. He lingered for a moment, utterly bewildered, then 

slunk away, his alpha-male confidence visibly bruised. 

Another man, older this time, with a kind face and a sad, lonely look in his eyes, tried his 

luck a little while later. He had a faint tan line on his ring finger. Divorced. I let him talk for a 

few minutes, enjoying the ego boost of his fawning attention, before gently but firmly shutting 

him down. This wasn’t about ego. This was about the mission. 

I was a hunter, and I was looking for a very specific type of prey. I scanned the room, my 

eyes flicking from left hand to left hand, searching for the tell-tale glint of gold. I saw dozens 
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of them. Men laughing with their colleagues, men networking, men getting progressively 

drunker as the evening wore on. But I needed more than just a ring. I needed a happy man. A 

man who wasn't on the prowl, a man who loved his wife. A man whose betrayal would be a 

genuine, catastrophic victory. 

And then, I saw him. 

He was standing in a small circle of executives near the windows, a glass of amber liquid in 

his hand. He was handsome, not in the slick, predatory way of the younger men, but in a solid, 

confident, well-preserved way. Mid-forties, maybe older, with thick, dark hair, a strong jaw, 

and eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. And he was smiling, a genuine, 

easy-going smile as he listened to one of his colleagues tell a story. He wasn’t scanning the 

room. He wasn’t looking for his next conquest. He looked… content. And on the ring finger of 

his left hand, a simple, elegant gold band gleamed under the soft lights. He was perfect. His 

name, I would later learn, was Ashton Briggs. 

I finished my beer, stood up, and began to move. I didn’t walk towards him directly. I flowed 

through the room, a ghost with a purpose, my path a long, graceful, seemingly random arc 

that would, inevitably, intersect with his. I timed it perfectly. Just as he was turning away from 

his group, heading towards the bar for a refill, I made my move. 

I ‘accidentally’ stumbled, my ankle twisting. I let out a soft, breathy gasp, my body lurching 

forward, directly into his path. He reacted instinctively, his free hand shooting out, catching 

me by the arm, his grip strong and steady. 

“Whoa there,” he said, his voice a warm, rich baritone, laced with a genuine, unforced 

concern. “Careful.” 

I looked up at him, my new, luminous eyes wide with a mixture of embarrassment and 

gratitude. “Oh, my goodness,” I breathed, my voice a soft, melodic whisper. “Thank you so 

much. I’m so clumsy.” I smiled, a shy, dazzling smile that I could feel hitting him with the force 

of a physical blow. “You’re my hero.” 

He just stared at me for a long moment, his professional composure momentarily forgotten. 

I could see the internal calculations happening behind his kind, intelligent eyes. The surprise, 

the appreciation, the quick, reflexive glance at his own wedding ring. “It’s no problem,” he said 

finally, his voice a little thicker than before. “Glad I could help.” 
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“I was just on my way to get another drink,” I said, my voice all innocence and light. “Can I… 

can I get you one? To thank you for saving me from a very embarrassing, and potentially 

painful, fall?” 

He hesitated, a flicker of internal conflict in his eyes. But I was too beautiful, too charming, 

too… perfect. And the lure of a few more minutes in my presence was too strong to resist. “I 

think I can manage that,” he said, a slow, reluctant smile spreading across his face. 

We walked to the bar together, and the game began. I learned he was from the London 

office, a senior VP of acquisitions. I learned his name was Ashton. And I learned that he adored 

his wife, Eleanor. He talked about her with a warmth, a genuine, unforced affection that was 

both heartwarming and, from my predatory perspective, infuriatingly endearing. He showed 

me a picture of her on his phone. She was beautiful, elegant, age-appropriate. They looked 

happy. Genuinely happy. This was going to be harder than I thought. 

But I was a weapon now. A finely tuned instrument of seduction. And I had a secret 

advantage. I knew how men thought. Because I was one. 

I didn’t just flirt. I connected. I talked about cars, about the absurd state of the MCU after 

Endgame, about the subtle genius of a perfectly executed video game narrative like in The 

Last Of Us. He was stunned. Beguiled. He had never met a woman like me. A woman who was 

not only breathtakingly beautiful but who also understood his passions, who could meet him 

on his own intellectual turf. 
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“It’s like…” he said at one point, shaking his head, a look of profound, bewildered admiration 

on his face. “It’s like you’re a guy, trapped in a hot girl’s body.” 

I just laughed, a sound like silver bells, the irony so thick, so delicious, I could almost taste 

it. “You think I’m hot?” I asked, my voice a breathy, innocent whisper. 

He stammered, his face flushing a deep, guilty crimson. “I… uh… well, yes,” he admitted, his 

gaze dropping to my magnificent cleavage. “Obviously.” 

I reached out, my fingers brushing against the back of his hand, a feather-light touch that 

sent a jolt of pure, illicit electricity through both of us. “I think you’re hot, too,” I said, my voice 

dropping to a conspiratorial purr. I felt him tense, saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed 

hard. I saw him adjust himself in his seat. I had him. He just didn’t know it yet. 

A little while later, I deployed the final stage of my plan. I pressed the back of my hand to 

my forehead, a gesture of pure, performative, feminine distress. “I’m feeling a little… 

overwhelmed,” I whispered, my voice thick with a sudden, convincing weariness. “All these 

people… and I think I’ve had a little too much to drink.” 

“Do you need some air?” he asked instantly, his voice laced with a concern that was no 

longer entirely professional. 

I looked up at him, my eyes wide and pleading. “I… I have a room,” I said, the words a soft, 

desperate invitation. “Room 1208. Could you… could you just walk me to my door? Make sure I 

get there safely?” 

He was a good man. A happily married man. A man who loved his wife. But he was also just 

a man. And I was a goddess. He never stood a chance. 

He helped me from my stool, his hand a warm, proprietary weight on the small of my back, 

and we walked out of the party together, a hundred pairs of jealous, speculative eyes following 

our every move. The elevator ride up to the twelfth floor was silent, the air thick with 

unspoken possibilities. 

At the door to my room, he was all business again, a perfect gentleman trying desperately 

to regain his footing on the slippery slope of infidelity. “Well, here you are,” he said, his voice a 

little too formal, his eyes fixed on a point just over my shoulder. “Have a good night, Ellie.” He 

started to turn away. 
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“Wait,” I said, my voice a soft, desperate plea that stopped him in his tracks. I fumbled with 

the key card, my hands suddenly clumsy. “I… I can’t get my top off. The clasp is… it’s tricky. 

Can you… can you just help me with this? Then you can go. Please, Ashton.” 

He hesitated, his face a mask of pure, agonizing conflict. But he was a good man. And good 

men help ladies in distress. He followed me into the room, and I closed the door behind us, 

the soft click of the lock a sound of final, triumphant victory. 

He fumbled with the tiny clasp at the back of my satin wrap top, his fingers clumsy, his 

breath warm on the bare skin of my neck. I shrugged the top off my shoulders, letting the rich, 

chocolate-brown satin slither to the floor. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My magnificent, 

gravity-defying breasts were on full, glorious display, their pale, perfect globes seeming to 

glow in the soft light of the hotel room. 
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He just stared, his breath catching in his throat, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe, terror, 

and pure, unadulterated lust. “I… I’m married,” he whispered, the words a last, desperate 

prayer to a god who had long since abandoned him. 

“I know,” I purred, stepping closer, my hands coming up to unbuckle his expensive leather 

belt. “But for tonight… you’re not.” 

I pulled him to the bed, and he came willingly, all pretense of resistance gone, lost in the 

overwhelming, intoxicating reality of my perfect, impossible beauty. He stripped off his 

expensive suit with a frantic, desperate urgency, and then he was on top of me, his body hot 

and heavy against mine. 

The sex was… an out-of-body experience. I still couldn’t cum. I wasn’t attracted to him, not 

in that fundamental, visceral way. But my body, this magnificent, female body, responded with 

an enthusiastic, almost violent, pleasure. The hotel room had a large, mirrored closet door, 

and I watched us, a strange, beautiful, transgressive tableau. I watched this incredible, blonde 

creature, this perfect, sexual machine, take this handsome, powerful man with a practiced, 

confident ease that was both terrifying and exhilarating. I was both participant and spectator, 

my mind a cool, detached observer of my own body’s rapturous performance. The sight of it, 

the sheer, mind-bending, gender-fucked reality of this beautiful woman who was also me, a 

straight guy, being fucked by this handsome older man… it was enough.  

Afterwards, he lay beside me, his body limp, his face a mask of post-coital bliss and 

dawning, catastrophic regret. He tried to cuddle me, to pull my warm, naked body close to his. 

I flinched away, the intimacy more shocking, more transgressive, than the sex itself. Look, as 

nice as it was, I’m not into men, and I wouldn’t choose to do this if it weren’t for the app of 

course. The last thing I want to do is cuddle some guy. This got a reaction out of him though. 

“Oh, god,” he groaned, rolling onto his back, his hand covering his eyes. “I’ve just cheated on 

my wife. What have I done?” 

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice a soft, reassuring murmur. I told him I wasn’t an employee, that 

I’d snuck into the party, that no one would ever know. His relief was palpable. 

“I… I’ve never done this before,” he said, his voice thick with a shame that was almost 

comical. 

“I know,” I said. I reached out and took his hand to shake it like friends do, a gesture of pure, 
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platonic friendship. “It never happened. Okay? Just two strangers, passing in the night.” I gave 

him a wink, a flash of the new, dangerous, teasing Ellie. 

He looked at me, a strange, almost grateful smile on his face. “You’re so odd,” he said. “But 

you’re also… unlike any woman I’ve ever met.” 

A strange, unexpected warmth spread through my chest. It wasn’t a compliment. Not 

exactly. But it felt… real. 

I excused myself to the bathroom, my heart pounding a triumphant rhythm. I pulled out my 

phone. And there it was. 

EXTREME CHALLENGE COMPLETE. 

REWARD: +13 GEMS, +130 XP. 

I had done it. I had won. Nadia’s voice was silent, a rare, almost respectful admission of my 

victory. 

When I came out of the bathroom, he was dressed, his suit perfectly reassembled, his 

composure restored. He handed me a business card. “Look,” he said, his voice low, serious. 

“Here’s my card. Ashton Briggs. If you ever need anything… a job, a recommendation, 

anything… you call me. Okay?” He paused, a hopeful glint in his eye. “I’m in town at least once 

a week. We should… we should get coffee sometime. Next week, when I’m back.” He leaned in, 

gave me a quick, chaste kiss on the cheek, and then he was gone, leaving me alone in the 

silent, expensive hotel room, the scent of his cologne and our illicit encounter still hanging in 

the air. 

I looked down at the card in my hand. Ashton Briggs. CEO. Briggs International Holdings. I 

quickly Googled him. He wasn’t just rich. He was a titan. One of the most powerful men in 

finance it seemed. 

And I had just fucked him. 

A shiver, of fear, of power, of a dizzying, terrifying new reality, ran down my spine. What the 

hell had I just gotten myself into? I had time to process it all tomorrow. For now, I took a long, 

hot shower, washing away the evidence of my sin. I crawled into the huge, empty, king-sized 

bed, the clean, crisp sheets a welcome comfort. 
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