THE CHALLENGE APP: ERIC

A transformation story by JohnManTD

Epilogue: The New Normal

For the first few weeks, the rage was the only thing that cut through the pink fog. Eric figured
they'd left Miami, so he flew home the first chance he could. His ass was cramped into an
economy chair, and it was awkward since he couldn't really cover anything up, but he made it

home.

Cassie’s apartment? Empty. He went to the university campus, asking for Nora, but she was
gone. She had transferred dorms and nobody was giving her up. The "Cognitive Drift" made it
impossible to hold onto the details. Every time he tried to focus on a plan, his brain would
just... slide away. It would drift toward shiny things, or the itch in his crotch, or the pressing

need to suck on his thumb.
He gave up on the search. He had to survive.

The meeting with his friends was a disaster that somehow turned into a salvation. He
gathered Phil, Nate, and Kevin in his apartment. He was wearing a micro-bikini, because the

"Exposed” punishment demanded it.

"So," Nate said, staring at Eric’s massive, heart-shaped ass as Eric poured drinks. "You're telling
us that you're actually our friend Eric... and a ghost with your ex-girlfriend turned you into...

this? And stole your penis?"

"Yes," Eric said, his voice husky and breathless thanks to the vocal changes. "And if I don't cum,

like, really soon, I'm going to forget how to talk.

They didn't believe the magic. Not really. But eventually they believed it was really Eric. Or at
least that this hottie called herself Eric and would show them her tits. Phil was the only one

who truly believed it, and he was the first one I asked to help me out.

It started as a favor. A weird, confused mercy fuck from Phil to keep Eric’s brain functioning.
Then Kevin helped out. Then Nate. They were men, after all, and Eric was, objectively, the

most hyper-sexualized creature they had ever seen.



The transition was slow but absolute. Eric quit his finance job via a text message. He set up an
OnlyFans account under the name "BimboErica." It was the only logical thing he thought to do.
The money was obscene. Men paid thousands just to watch him milk his over-sensitive

breasts or try to solve simple math problems while vibrating panties kept him on the edge.

He stopped fighting the urges. The "Lip Service" compulsion meant he was always sucking on
something, usually a lollipop when he was alone, or a cock when he wasn't. He started
venturing out to bars, not to find the women he used to love, but to find the Alpha men his
"Submission Subroutine" craved. He forgot he was straight. The pleasure was too intense, the
dopamine hits from obeying orders too addictive. Being filled felt right. Being empty felt

wrong.

His therapist, Dr. Aris, was a kind woman with a lot of degrees on her wall. She listened to
Eric’s stories about the app and the gems. She wrote down "Acute Dissociative Identity
Disorder" and "Trauma-Induced Body Dysmorphia" in her notebook. She never told him he
was crazy. She just prescribed mood stabilizers and estrogen to "help align his physical reality

with his mental state."
The meds smoothed out the edges. The panic attacks stopped. The need to be "Eric" faded.

Six months in, he looked in the mirror. The blonde hair, the doe eyes, the pouty lips. He didn't

see a stranger anymore. He saw her.
"Erica,' she whispered, twirling her hair. "I'm Erica."

And she smiled.

Somewhere in a penthouse in New York, Cassie and Nora were clinking glasses. Nora looked
stunning. She had kept the "Ass-thetics" and the "Perfect Tits," but she kept her own mind. She

was brilliant, sharp, and utterly ruthless.

They spent their weekends taking on challenges. At first Nora was nervous, but with Cassie’s
help, she soon became a pro. There was barely a challenge they ever failed, meaning the gems
and the perks kept stacking. And on the rare occasion they did fail, they had enough gems to

undo a punishment.

"I'm so glad I didn’t try and fight this app,' Nora said, as she squeezed her enhanced breasts.
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'l gotta admit," Cassie smirked. "Godhood is better with friends."
Five Years Later

The bell above the door of The Roasted Bean chimed as Erica walked in. The cafe went silent.

It always did.

Erica was a vision of chaotic, artificial perfection. She was wearing a neon pink mesh crop top
that did nothing to hide her massive breasts, and a denim skirt so short it was basically a belt,
exposing the bottom curve of her heart-shaped ass cheeks. It was the most modest outfit the
"Exposed" punishment allowed. Her platinum hair cascaded down her back, and her lips were

a glossy, swollen invitation.

She stood in line, sucking on a rhinestone-encrusted lollipop, humming a tune. She was

happy. Her brain was a soft, fuzzy cloud. Her bank account was full. Her life was simple.
She turned to grab a napkin and bumped right into a tall, elegant woman sitting down.
"Oh! Sorry!" Erica giggled, her voice a breathless squeak.

The woman turned. Amber eyes widened.

"Eric?"

Erica blinked. The name sounded familiar, like a song she used to know. She looked closer. The

impossible waist. The radiating aura of power.
"Cassie?" Erica squealed.

Cassie looked tense, bracing for a scream, a slap, a scene. "Erica. I... I didn't expect to see you

here.

"Omg, hi!" Erica beamed, bouncing on her heels, which made her chest jiggle violently. "It's

been, like, forever! You look so pretty!"
Cassie blinked, confused. "You're... you're not mad?"

"Mad?" Erica tilted her head, confused. "Why would I be mad? My life is, like, totally amazing!
have so many fans, and I get to wear cute clothes, and I never have to do math!" She giggled. "I

barely remember being... you know. Him. That was so boring."
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Cassie’s shoulders relaxed. A slow smile spread across her face. "I'm glad to hear that, Erica.

You look... happy."
"l am!" Erica said. "So what are you doing in town? Shopping?"
"Something like that," Cassie said, her eyes drifting toward a booth in the back corner.

Erica followed her gaze. There was a man sitting there. He was wearing a tailored suit, but he
looked terrified. He was sweating profusely. And under his jacket, his chest was heaving. Two

distinct, round mounds were pressing against his shirt.

Erica’s eyes lit up. She smirked, the expression looking surprisingly sharp on her bimbo face.

"So," she purred. "You've got a new toy?"
"Erica!"

Nora appeared, balancing two coffees. She looked incredible. She was wearing a tight pencil
skirt and a blouse, her brown hair in a sleek bob, but her body was pure sex. She stopped dead

when she saw Erica.

"Nora!" Erica waved. "Omg, I love your shoes!"

Nora looked at Cassie, then at Erica. "She's... she's okay?"

"She's thriving," Cassie said.

"Who's the guy?" Erica asked, pointing a manicured nail at the sweating man.

Nora’s lip curled into a cruel sneer. "That's Brad. My ex-boyfriend. The one who told me I was

'too much of a nerd' to be sexy."
"He seems to be struggling," Erica observed. "Is he leaking?"

"Profusely," Cassie noted. "He failed the lactation challenge ten minutes ago. He's about to fail

the voice one."

Erica licked her lips. She felt a familiar thrill. Not fear, but excitement. The "Submission
Subroutine" pinged, recognizing the Alpha energy coming from Cassie and Nora. But there

was something else too. A desire to watch. To be part of the game.

"Can I join in?" Erica asked, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. "It looks like, you know,
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fun!
Cassie and Nora exchanged a look. Then, they grinned.

"Sure thing, bimbo," Cassie said. "Pull up a chair. Watch this."

They walked over to the booth. Brad looked up, his face red.

"l... I can't..." he stammered. He tried to speak in his deep voice, but it cracked.

"Go on, Brad," Nora teased. "Order your muffin."

Brad opened his mouth. "I would I-like..."

His voice warped. The Adam's apple dissolved.

"I would wike a blueberry muffin, pwease!" came out in a high, squeaky anime-girl voice.

Brad clapped his hands over his mouth, his eyes wide with horror. His chest heaved, milk

soaking through his expensive suit.
Nora burst out laughing. Cassie smirked, sipping her coffee.
And Erica? Erica threw her head back and giggled, a sound of pure, vacuous delight.

Suddenly, a shimmer in the air appeared above the table. Lyra materialized, floating

cross-legged, munching on spectral popcorn.
"Did you guys see that?!" she cackled. "Classic! Absolutely classic!"

Erica looked at the ghost, then at the terrified man, then at the two women. She popped

lollipop back into her mouth and smirked.

This was going to be entertaining.

The end?

her
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