THE CHALLENGE APP: WEEK 2

A transformation story by JohnManTD
Day 13

The first thing [ did today was stare at my phone, the screen a glowing testament to my
own, self-inflicted damnation and my hard-won, reckless victory. Forty-six gems. The number
was a beacon, a promise, a finish line. Fifty. That was the magic number. Fifty gems to reverse
it all. The breasts, the frame, the head, the voice, the pussy. Five punishments, ten gems
apiece. I was so close. One more challenge. One more roll of the dice. If I succeeded, I would
have enough. I could walk away from this, a millionaire, and go back to being... him. The

thought, once a desperate, all-consuming prayer, now felt... complicated.

I took a deep, steadying breath, the air filling my lungs, my magnificent breasts rising with
the motion. I couldn’t fail today. Not now. Another permanent punishment would mean sixty
gems. Another week, at least, of this strange, intoxicating, and deeply confusing life. Today,
everything had to go perfectly. Tonight, the party with Ashton. The million dollars. And then,

tomorrow morning... the choice.

I opened the challenge screen, my mind already a whirlwind of strategic calculations. I
needed four more gems. An Easy challenge, with my Level 7 bonus, would net me eight gems
(1+7). More than enough. It was the safe choice, the smart choice. The Ollie choice. But then I
looked at my reflection in the dark screen of my phone. The blonde bombshell staring back at
me, her luminous eyes filled with a new, dangerous, and deeply unfamiliar confidence... she

could handle more.

A Medium challenge would get me ten gems (3+7). Bringing my total to fifty-six. Enough for
the reversal, with six gems to spare. Enough to buy a Minor Trait Boost, just in case [ needed a
little extra... something... for the party tonight. It was a risk. A small one, but still a risk. And
after the last few days, after the sheer, unadulterated chaos of the Extreme challenges, a

Medium challenge felt like a vacation.

“Oh, darling, are we taking a little break from the big leagues?” Nadia’s voice, a familiar,
condescending purr, echoed in my head. “Playing it safe? After you were so brave yesterday?

I'm so disappointed”



I ignored her. My thumb, with a will of its own, jabbed the {MEDIUM] challenge button. It

was a compromise. A calculated risk. The new, strategic Ellie was in control now.
The screen flickered, the words appearing with a stark, almost playful simplicity.
MEDIUM CHALLENGE ACCEPTED: “USE YOUR ASSETS TO GET SOMETHING FOR FREE”

PUNISHMENT FOR FAILURE: PERMANENT +200% INCREASE TO ‘SEXUAL TEASE’
TENDENCY.

I read the text, and a slow, confident smirk spread across my face. I looked down at my own
body, at the magnificent swell of my breasts straining against the thin fabric of my tank top, at
the impossible, breathtaking curve of my ass and hips. “Oh, I've got this one in the bag;’

purred to the empty room, my own, pretty voice a sound of pure, unadulterated confidence.
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But the punishment... that gave me pause. A two hundred percent increase to my ‘tease’
tendency. I already had a fifty percent enhancement, and it was... a lot. It was the reason I'd
failed the gym challenge, the reason I kept finding myself saying and doing things that were so

outrageously, confidently flirtatious. Another two hundred percent...

“The 50% increase isn't that bad” I mused out loud, a strange, clinical curiosity overriding

my fear. “How bad could 200% be?”

“Oh, darling,” Nadia purred, her voice a sly, knowing whisper. “50% is a little nudge, a subtle
shift in your programming. But this punishment... that’s a different story. The enhancements

are a gentle suggestion. The punishments are a... a hostile takeover”
“What do you mean?” I asked, a new, cold dread creeping up my spine.

“Youre wondering what it would be like, aren’t you?” she cooed, her voice a tempting,

dangerous caress. “You want a little taste? A free sample?”

Before I could answer, a sharp, stabbing pain lanced through my skull, a single, blinding
flash of white-hot light behind my eyes. And then, it was gone. But something had changed. A
new voice, a new command, was screaming in the back of my mind. It was a hunger, a

desperate, insatiable need. A need to be seen. A need to be wanted. A need to tease.

I looked down at myself, at the boring tank top and plaid boxer shorts I was wearing, and I
felt a wave of pure, unadulterated revulsion. This was... unacceptable. It was a crime against
nature to hide a body like this under such... such drab, shapeless, masculine garbage. My
breasts, my magnificent, perfect breasts, were suffocating under this cheap cotton. My ass,
my masterpiece of gluteal perfection, was lost in the baggy folds of these ridiculous shorts.
And my pussy... oh, god, my pussy. The thought of a perfect, beautiful cameltoe, a subtle,
tantalizing hint of the treasure that lay beneath, being obscured by this... this boyish

underwear... it was a tragedy.
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Carl. The thought exploded in my mind, a sudden, brilliant, and utterly undeniable
imperative. Carl needed to see. He needed to see what he was missing. He needed to see the
maghnificent, feminine creature [ had become, in all her glory. It wasn't a choice. It was a

biological necessity. An artistic imperative.

I stood up, my body moving with a new, predatory grace. I walked to the mirror, and my
hands, with a will of their own, reached up and pushed my breasts together, creating a truly
spectacular canyon of cleavage. “Everyone needs to see this,” I whispered, my voice a breathy,
seductive purr that was not entirely my own. I was about to walk out of the room, to find him,

to show him, to make him see...
And then, just as suddenly as it had begun, the compulsion vanished. The screaming in my
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head went silent. [ was myself again. I looked at my hands, still cupping my own breasts, and a
wave of pure, nauseating horror washed over me. What the fuck was that? I had almost... I had
almost walked out there and... and flashed my best friend. Not because I wanted to, but

because I had to.

“That, my dear, delicious Ellie,” Nadia’s voice, a chorus of pure, delighted evil, sang in my
head, “is what you can expect if you fail. A constant, nagging, and ultimately irresistible
compulsion to be the center of attention. To tease, to tempt, to display. It’s quite fun, really.

From my perspective, at least”

I just stood there, my heart hammering against my ribs, a new, profound, and deeply
personal understanding of the stakes settling over me. I couldn't fail today. I couldn't become

that... That beautiful, confident, and utterly enslaved creature.

With a new, grim sense of determination, I went to my backpack, pulling out the clothes I'd
bought yesterday. If I had to use my assets, I was going to do it on my own terms. [ was going

to be the predator, not the prey.

I sighed, a wave of pure, unadulterated frustration washing over me. If only I had that
magic wardrobe upgrade. Twenty-five gems. It was too much. But the thought of just...
thinking of an outfit and pulling it out, perfectly tailored, perfectly suited for the mission... it
was a fantasy of almost pornographic intensity. Instead, I had to make do with the limited, and

increasingly inadequate, contents of my own, hastily assembled collection.

I pulled out the pair of dark red, scrunch-butt leggings shorts. They were a weapon. They
hugged my ass, my magnificent, impossible ass, in a way that was both obscene and a work of
art. The scrunch in the back created a perfect, heart-shaped frame for my cheeks, a silent,
powerful announcement to the world that I was, without a doubt, the proud owner of the best

ass in the city.

But the top... that was the problem. I tried on a dozen different options. A simple white
t-shirt. Too boring. A black crop top. Too goth. A silk camisole. Too dressy. Nothing seemed to
work. Nothing did justice to the magnificent, gravity-defying reality of my breasts.
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Just as I was about to give up, Carl walked in.

“Whoa,” he said, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of me, standing in the middle of
his spare room in nothing but a pair of ridiculously sexy, ass-hugging shorts. “Getting ready to

head out?”

I just sighed, gesturing at the pile of discarded tops on the bed. “I'm trying to,” I said, my
voice laced with a frustration he couldn’t possibly understand. I quickly filled him in on the
challenge, the punishment, the whole, sordid mess. He just listened, a slow, appreciative grin

spreading across his face as his eyes kept drifting down to my ass.
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“Dude, those shorts are... they're a goddamn superpower,” he said, his voice a low, reverent
whisper. “But you're right. The top... it's not working” He looked me up and down, a new,
almost professional, critical appraisal in his gaze. “You need something that’s... tight, but

casual. Something that shows off the girls without screaming ‘I'm trying to show off the girls
You know?”

I just stared at him. Since when had he become a fashion expert?

“Wait here,” he said, a sudden, brilliant idea dawning on his face. He disappeared from the
room, and returned a moment later, holding a small, white, ribbed t-shirt. “My mom’s,” he

explained. “She bought it online, but it was too small for her. I think it might be perfect for

you.

I took it from him, the soft, stretchy fabric cool against my skin. I pulled it on. And it was...

perfect. It was a simple, short-sleeved, scoop-neck crop top, but it was made of a thick, ribbed

material that clung to my every curve. It was tight, so tight, hugging my slender torso,

accentuating my small waist, and stretching to its absolute limit over the magnificent swell of
my breasts.
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“Leave the top button undone,” Carl suggested, his voice a little hoarse. I looked down. The
shirt had a row of tiny, decorative buttons down the front. I undid the top one. And the effect
was... devastating. It created a perfect, tantalizing keyhole, a deep, shadowy glimpse into the

maghnificent canyon of my cleavage.

I looked at myself in the mirror, and a slow, confident, and deeply dangerous smirk spread

across my face. “Damn,’ I purred, my voice a low, appreciative hum. “This does look good.” I
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thanked Carl, who just stood there, looking a little dazed, and wished me luck. I grabbed my
phone and wallet, slid my feet into my plain white sneakers, and headed out the door, a

woman on a mission, armed with a perfect ass, a magnificent rack, and a plan.

The cafe was a bustling, sun-drenched place filled with the cheerful, chaotic energy of a
weekend brunch. I walked in, and the room went quiet. Okay, not really. But it felt like it. I
could feel the eyes on me, a dozen little magnetic pulls, all drawn to the impossible,
maghnificent reality of my body. The shorts were a work of art, a masterpiece of gluteal
engineering that made my every step a hypnotic, rolling symphony of feminine perfection.
And the top... the top was a declaration of war. It was a statement. It was a challenge. And I

was ready to play.

I got in line, my eyes scanning the crowd, searching for a target. The guy in front of me was
perfect. Young, handsome in a clean-cut, preppy kind of way, and completely absorbed in his

phone. I took a deep breath, centered myself, and made my move.

I “accidentally” bumped into him, my magnificent breasts pressing against his back for a

fraction of a second too long. “Oh, my goodness!” I gasped, my voice a perfect, breathy

symphony of feminine distress. “I am so, so sorry!”
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He turned, a flicker of annoyance in his eyes, but the moment he saw me, the annoyance
vanished, replaced by a look of pure, dumbfounded shock. His eyes widened, his jaw went

slack. He was hooked.

“I was just looking at my bank account,” I said, my voice a soft, tragic whisper, my new,
perfect face a mask of pure, unadulterated, and entirely fabricated despair. “My landlord... he
took my rent out a day early. And I... I was just so hoping I could get a bagel” I looked up at
him, my luminous eyes wide and pleading, a single, perfect, and entirely fake tear glistening

on my lower lash.

He never stood a chance. “Oh, uh, no problem,” he stammered, his preppy composure

completely shattered. “I, uh... I can get that for you”
“Oh, you don't have to do that,” I said, my voice a soft, breathy protest.

“No, I insist,” he said, his voice firm with a chivalry that was both touching and deeply,

profoundly, pathetic.

I beamed at him, a dazzling, grateful smile that made his cheeks flush a deep, satisfying

'77

crimson. “Oh, thank you!” I squealed, and then, for good measure, I jumped up and down a
little, a small, excited bounce that sent a magnificent, rolling wave through my chest. He
stared, completely mesmerized, as if he'd just seen a unicorn. A very, very well-endowed

unicorn.

He bought me the bagel, a large, everything bagel with extra cream cheese. He handed it to
me with a triumphant, hopeful smile. “So,” he said, his voice a little too casual. “Can I, uh... can

I get your number?”

I took a large, satisfying bite of my free bagel, chewing it slowly, deliberately, before I
answered. “Sorry,” I said, my voice a cool, dismissive murmur. “I have a boyfriend.” I gave him a
small, pitying smile, turned on my heel, and walked away, leaving him standing there, utterly
bewildered, a look of pure, dumbfounded rejection on his handsome, preppy face. I smirked, a
wicked, triumphant feeling bubbling up inside me. It was so easy. Too easy. I checked my

phone. CHALLENGE COMPLETE. 56 gems. It was over. [ had done it.

I found a small, empty table by the window and sat down to enjoy my victory bagel, a
profound sense of relief and satisfaction washing over me. And then, I heard a voice, a voice

that was becoming dangerously, beautifully, terrifyingly familiar.
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“Nice one, Ellie”

I looked up, and my heart did a strange, painful, and entirely unwelcome somersault in my

chest. Zoe. She was standing behind the counter, a green apron tied around her waist, a wry,

appreciative smirk on her face. She worked here. Of course, she worked here.

“You, uh... you saw that?” I stammered, my face flushing a deep, guilty crimson.

“I saw the whole thing,” she said with a laugh, leaning against the counter. “You played that
guy like a goddamn fiddle. It was masterful. And I gotta say, her gaze dropped, a slow,

appreciative sweep of my body, “you are looking fucking good today, girl”

[ just stared at her, my mind a blank slate of pure, unadulterated panic. “Jealous?” I asked,
the word slipping out before my brain could stop it, a product of my new, dangerously playful

personality.

Her smirk vanished, replaced by a look of genuine, surprising shyness. “Yeah, actually,” she

said, her voice a low, almost embarrassed murmur. “A little bit” She looked up at me, her dark,
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intelligent eyes filled with a new, vulnerable light. “Okay, if I'm being honest... I was kind of

forming a little crush on you after the other night”

My stomach didn't just flip. It did a full, gymnastic, Olympic-level floor routine. A crush. On
me. On Ellie. The world seemed to tilt and spin, the cheerful, chaotic noise of the cafe fading

into a dull, distant roar.

“But... but there’s no way a girl like you is into someone like me,” she continued, a

self-deprecating laugh escaping her lips. “I mean... look at you?”

“Zoe. I said, my voice a breathless whisper, my heart pounding a frantic, hopeful rhythm

against my ribs. “I... I didn't know you were into girls”

She just shrugged, a faint blush on her cheeks. “Yeah, I don't exactly scream lesbian, I know.
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But... yeah. Guys aren’t my thing. At all”

It was a dream. It had to be a dream. The one person, the one genuine, honest-to-god
human connection I had made in this whole, insane, cursed nightmare... and she was into me.

She was into girls. She was perfect.

The words tumbled out of my mouth before I could stop them, a torrent of pure,

unadulterated, and probably very stupid, impulse. “Do you want to go out with me?”

She stared at me, her eyes widening in a mixture of shock and dawning, incredulous

delight. “What? You're... youre gay?”

“Yeah," I said, the word feeling both like a lie and the truest thing I had ever said. I guess I

am gay in my current form. “I mean... I'm only into women.”

Her face lit up, a dazzling, beautiful smile that made my knees feel weak. “I... yeah,” she

stammered. “Yeah, I'd love to.”

We stood there for a long moment, a strange, electric silence hanging in the air between
us, two girls on the verge of something new, and beautiful, and probably very, very
complicated. We hugged, a quick, awkward, and utterly electrifying embrace. “How about

Tuesday?” she asked, her voice a hopeful whisper.
“Yes,” I breathed, the word a prayer. “Tuesday is perfect.”

Her boss yelled her name then, a harsh, intrusive slice of reality in our perfect, little bubble.
She gave me one last, cute, conspiratorial look, blew me a kiss, and then she was gone, back to
the world of lattes and gluten-free muffins. I just stood there for a long moment, starstruck, a

goofy, idiotic grin plastered on my new, perfect face.

I floated out of the cafe, my feet barely touching the ground. I had done it. I had passed the
challenge. I had enough gems to change back. And I had a date with the coolest, most
beautiful, and most amazing girl I had ever met. Life was, for the first time in a very long time,

perfect.

Back at CarT’s, I burst through the door, a human sunbeam of pure, unadulterated joy.

“Dude!” I yelled. “You are not going to believe what just happened!”

I told him everything. The challenge. The bagel. The triumphant victory. And then, the
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grand finale. Zoe. The crush. The date. He was happy for me, a genuine, supportive grin on his

face. “Dude, that’s awesome!” he said.

“I know!” I said, pacing the room, a giddy energy buzzing through my veins. “She’s so cool,

and she’s so hot, and she’s into me! I have a date! On Tuesday!”

He just looked at me, his grin fading, a new, somber, and deeply pitying look in his eye.
“So...” he said slowly, his voice laced with a gentle, brutal honesty. “Does this mean you're not

going to change back?”
I stopped pacing. “What? What do you mean?”

He sighed, a long, weary sound. “Dude;” he said. “Do I have to spell it out for you? Zoe...
she’s into women. She’s into Ellie. She’s not into Ollie.” He pulled out his phone, pulling up a
picture from the other night at the bar of me and Zoe that I'd sent him yesterday. “Look at her,
man. She’s a ten. A legitimate, out-of-your-league ten. And you... the real you... you'e... you”

He didn’t have to say it. I knew what he meant. I was a five. On a good day.

The words hit me like a physical blow. My perfect, sun-drenched, happy little bubble
popped, leaving me in a cold, dark, and deeply unforgiving void. He was right. He was so, so
right. Zoe was into this. This beautiful, blonde, magnificent creature. She wasn’t into the
mediocre, unremarkable, and entirely male person I was underneath it all. I couldn’t show up

to our date as Ollie. It would be a disaster.

“But... but our connection,” I whispered, the words a desperate, pleading prayer. “She liked

my personality. She liked that I was... weird”

“Yeah, she liked your weird, dude-ish personality in a super-hot girl’s body,” Carl said, his
voice gentle but firm. “It was a novelty. An intriguing paradox. But a dude’s personality in a

dude’s body? That’s just... a dude. And she’s not into dudes, remember?”

The truth of his words was a cold, sharp, and brutal knife in my heart. It was impossible. I

was trapped. I could have the girl, or I could have myself. I couldn’t have both.

“Maybe... maybe I can tell her,” I said, my voice a hoarse whisper. “Maybe if I explain, she'll

understand. She'll... she'll still like me”

“And say what, Ollie?” Carl said, his voice laced with a pity that was almost worse than his
honesty. “That you're a guy who's been cursed by a magic app to look like a hot girl? It’s over,
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man. You have to choose.”

I collapsed onto the couch, the weight of the impossible choice crushing me. My old life, or
a new life with her? Ollie, or Ellie? A future of comfortable, familiar, and probably very lonely,

normalcy, or a future of beautiful, exciting, and deeply dishonest love?

“It's not meant to be, darling,” Nadia’s voice, a soft, sympathetic whisper in my head, was a
new, fresh hell. She was trying to comfort me. To tempt me. “Just stay as Ellie. Youre happy,
aren’'t you? You have a beautiful new body, a new friend, and now... a new date. What's so bad

about that?”

“NO!” I yelled, my voice a raw, ragged tear in the fabric of the quiet afternoon. I looked at
Carl, at Nadia in my head, a new, fierce, and desperate resolve hardening in my gut. “I am not
giving up. Not yet. I can... I can decide tomorrow. I have enough gems. I have the choice. But

tonight... tonight, I have to focus. Tonight, I have a million dollars to earn”

Carl just nodded, a new, profound respect in his eyes. He understood. This wasn't just

about a girl anymore. This was about me. About who I was, and who I was going to be.

I looked at the clock. 2 PM. I had four hours until the limo arrived. Four hours until the final,
high-stakes battle for my future. And for the first time in a very long time, I had absolutely no

idea who was going to win.
Later that same day

The dress had been delivered to my hotel room by a silent, impeccably dressed bellhop
while I was in the shower of the hotel room Ashton had booked for me. A long, elegant

garment bag from a designer whose name I couldn't even pronounce.

Ashton’s assistant had texted, a single, sterile message: Mr. Briggs hopes this will be to your
satisfaction. Satisfaction wasn't the word. It was a weapon. It wasn'’t a single dress, but a
two-part declaration of war, forged in the deepest, most unapologetic black. The top was a
marvel of minimalist engineering and maximalist exposure. Two straps of soft, inky fabric
crossed over, tying behind my neck as a halter, leaving my entire back and shoulders bare.
They then twisted at the front, creating a large, dramatic teardrop keyhole that plunged
nearly to my navel. It framed my magnificent breasts perfectly, pushing them up and together,
presenting them not as mere anatomy, but as the main event, the undeniable centerpiece of
the entire ensemble. The material was a thin, slinky jersey, so fine that the hardened peaks of
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my nipples were faintly, but unmistakably, visible, a subtle, electrifying promise beneath the
dark fabric. The skirt was its own masterpiece of strategic seduction. It started high on my
waist, a solid band of fabric that defined my slender midriff, before falling to the floor in a
column of semi-sheer, clinging material. A high, daring slit ran up my left thigh, designed to
flash a tantalizing glimpse of my long, perfect legs with every step. The flowing, dark fabric,
while sheer, cleverly disguised the true, impossible breadth of my enhanced hips, masking the
most extreme part of my transformation. It hinted at a perfect figure without screaming of
magical, anatomical impossibility. I looked at myself in the mirror. I was a weapon, yes, but a
different kind. Not a classic blade, but a sleek, modern, and infinitely more dangerous

instrument of pure, calculated temptation.
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It I'd stood in front of the mirror for a long time, just staring, my mind a swirling vortex of
conflicting emotions. But it was almost six o'clock. The limo would be here any minute. I
looked at my phone, at my gem balance. Fifty-six. The magic number was fifty. I had six gems
to spare. And a thought, a dangerous, reckless, and utterly brilliant thought, had slithered into

my mind. I had a million dollars on the line. I couldn’t afford to leave anything to chance.

I opened the shop, my thumb hovering over an option I had dismissed as a frivolous luxury
just a few days ago. [Minor Trait Boost (Personal): 5 GEMS]. I could boost anything. My
intelligence. My breasts. But Carl's words from the other day, his advice before the disastrous
date challenge, echoed in my mind. You need to be more than just a pretty face with a great
rack. I needed to be... charming. I scrolled through the list of attributes, my eyes locking onto
a single, simple word. Charisma. A twenty-five percent boost. It wasn’t much. But it could be
the edge I needed. It was an investment. A weaponization of my own personality. [ didn't

hesitate. I pressed the button.

A faint, warm tingle spread through my skull, a subtle, almost pleasant sensation, and
then... nothing. I didn't feel any different. I didn’t suddenly feel an overwhelming urge to tell a
charming anecdote or flash a dazzling smile. It was... subtle. A quiet upgrade to my own,

internal software. I hoped it was enough.

I grabbed my phone and the small, elegant clutch that had come with the outfit. There was,
of course, nowhere to put it. Stupid girl’s clothes. I held it in my hand, a useless, decorative
accessory, and walked out of the room, my magnificent ass a swaying, pendulous symphony of

feminine power with every step.

Downstairs, the limo was waiting, a long, black, silent beast of a car. The driver opened the
door for me, his face a mask of professional indifference, but his eyes, I saw them flicker, a
quick, involuntary spark of appreciation. Ashton was inside, a glass of amber liquid in his hand,
looking impossibly handsome and powerful in a perfectly tailored tuxedo. He looked up as 1
slid into the seat opposite him, and his professional composure, for the first time since I'd met
him, completely shattered. He just stared, his mouth slightly agape, his eyes wide with a look

of pure, unadulterated awe.
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“Wow,” he breathed, the word a soft, reverent whisper. “Ellie. You look... you look like you

own the world”

The old Ollie would have blushed, would have stammered, would have mumbled a
self-deprecating, awkward thank you. But the new me, the “Ellie” with the twenty-five percent
charisma boost, just smiled, a slow, confident, and deeply dangerous smile. “Not yet,” I purred,

my voice a low, melodic promise. “But the night is young”

He just laughed, a sound of pure, delighted surprise. He was smitten. Utterly, completely,
and irrevocably smitten. The charisma boost... it wasn't a sledgehammer. It was a scalpel. It

didn't make me a different person. It just brought to the forefront the more charismatic thing
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to say in a given moment. It sharpened my wit, it polished my charm, it gave my words a new,

effortless, and deeply seductive weight.

The ride to the party helped me explore this newfound power. We talked, and for the first
time, it wasn’'t awkward. He'd make a comment about the market, and I'd counter with a witty,
insightful observation that made him look at me with a new, profound respect. He'd tell a story
about his childhood, and I'd listen with a genuine, empathetic warmth that made him open up

in a way I could tell he rarely did.

“You're so strange,” he said at one point, shaking his head, a look of profound, bewildered
admiration on his face. “You have the mind of a cynical dude, but the face of an angel. It’s... it’s

the most intoxicating thing I've ever encountered.”

The mansion was a fortress of glass and steel, perched on a hill overlooking the city, a
monument to wealth so vast it was almost abstract. Butlers in crisp, white uniforms took our
coats. The air inside was still, cool, and smelled of money. The party was not the raucous,
drunken affair I had been expecting. It was quiet, subdued, a gathering of the gods on Mount

Olympus.

I was, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman in the room. And it wasn’t just me who
knew it. The moment I walked in, a hush fell over the room. Conversations faltered. Heads
turned. Pairs of powerful, intelligent, and deeply predatory eyes were all on me. It was

terrifying. And it was the most exhilarating thing I had ever experienced.

Ashton’s hand came to rest on the small of my back, a warm, possessive, and surprisingly
comforting weight. He guided me through the room, a king showing off his new, magnificent
prize. At first, the gesture felt demeaning, a mark of ownership. But as the night wore on, as |
navigated the treacherous waters of this strange, new world, I found myself leaning into his

touch, finding a strange, unexpected sense of security in his possessive embrace.

We mingled. I was introduced to a litany of names and faces that meant nothing to me, but
who clearly controlled the fate of nations. They would shake my hand, their eyes shamelessly
devouring my body, and they would ask me the same, inevitable question. “And what do you
do, my dear?” I would just smile, a sweet, mysterious, and utterly infuriating smile, and say,
“I'm with Ashton.” And they would nod, a new, profound respect in their eyes. In this world,

that was enough.
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After an hour of polite, professional circling, the host finally made his approach. He
introduced himself as Prescott Harrington. He was a small, elegant man in his late fifties, with
the sharp, intelligent eyes of a hawk and a suit that probably cost more than my parents’
house. He walked with a quiet, unshakeable confidence, the crowd parting before him like the
Red Sea. He kissed my hand, his lips a dry, papery brush against my skin, his eyes twinkling
with an ancient, appreciative light. “Magnificent,” he whispered, his gaze lingering on my face,
then my chest, then my ass, a silent, comprehensive appraisal that was somehow both clinical

and deeply, profoundly, flattering.

He led us to a small, secluded seating area, a trio of plush velvet armchairs arranged around
a low, glass table. The small talk was brief, efficient, a necessary preamble to the real business
of the evening. Ashton launched into his pitch, his voice a low, confident rumble, his words a
carefully crafted symphony of numbers and projections. Prescott listened, his face a mask of

polite, impassive interest.

When Ashton was done, Prescott just nodded slowly. “Impressive,” he said, his voice a quiet,
powerful rasp. “Your firm has what it takes, Ashton. But... I'm not so sure about you.” He took a
slow, deliberate sip of his drink. “You're a family man. A good man. But I need a killer. A
risk-taker. Someone who isn't afraid to get his hands dirty. To be honest,” he added, his gaze
flicking to me, a faint, almost imperceptible smirk on his thin lips, “seeing this one on your

arm tonight... it's the most interesting thing you've ever done”

I could feel the tension in Ashton’s body, a subtle, almost imperceptible tightening of his
muscles. The deal was slipping away. The million dollars was evaporating before my very eyes.
And then, he did something I never would have expected. He stood up. “Excuse me,” he said,
his voice a mask of calm, professional composure. “I'm going to get another drink. Can I get

either of you anything?”

We both said yes, and as he turned to leave, he leaned in close to me, his breath a hot,
urgent whisper against my ear. “You're up, kiddo,” he said. “Make me memorable.” And then he

was gone, leaving me alone with the hawk.

Prescott turned to me, his sharp, intelligent eyes filled with a new, predatory light. He
started to schmooze, his words a silken, manipulative web. But I wasn't listening. My mind was
racing, a chaotic whirlwind of desperate, insane ideas. I tried playing the part of the cute,

pouty girlfriend. “You're going to help him, right?” I asked, my voice a soft, pleading whisper.
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He just laughed, a dry, dismissive sound, and pulled his hand away. My charm wasn't enough.

My beauty wasn’t enough. I needed something more. I needed... a miracle.

And then, the idea hit me. An idea so insane, so reckless, so utterly, magnificently, and
diabolically brilliant, that I almost laughed out loud. The app. It was my secret weapon. And it

was time to deploy it.

I leaned in, my voice a low, conspiratorial purr. “You know,” I said, my new, perfect lips
curving into a slow, wicked smile. “I have something to show you. Something... much more

interesting than a business proposition. Can we go somewhere more private?”

He looked at me, a flicker of surprised, intrigued curiosity in his sharp, old eyes. “I already
have a few... companions... lined up for the evening, my dear,” he said, his voice a dry,

dismissive rasp.
“Oh, it's not for sex,” I said, my smile widening. “It’s for something else entirely

He was hooked. He led me through a series of quiet, opulent hallways to his private study, a
maghnificent, book-lined room with a large mahogany desk and a breathtaking view of the city
lights. Ashton saw us go, a look of profound, bewildered hope on his face. I gave him a quick,

confident wink, a silent promise that I had this under control.
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The moment the study door closed, Prescott’s professional demeanor vanished, replaced by
a blunt, impatient curiosity. “Alright, young lady,” he said, his voice sharp. “What is this all

about?”

I didn't answer. I just walked over to him, my hips swaying with a slow, deliberate, and
utterly hypnotic rhythm. “Pass me your phone,’ I said, my voice a soft, quiet command. He
hesitated, a flicker of suspicion in his eyes, but my charisma, my sheer, overwhelming, and

now slightly magical, presence, was too much to resist. He handed it to me.

I searched for the app, my heart pounding a frantic, hopeful rhythm. Nothing. Of course
not. I looked at my own phone, a silent, desperate plea. And in my mind, Nadia’s voice, a
chorus of pure, delighted, evil glee, purred, “Oh, you naughty, naughty girl. I like this. Let me

just... create a little duplicate for your new friend”

And just like that, it was there. The familiar, minimalist icon of the Reality Weaver, glowing

on Prescott’s phone screen. I downloaded it, launched it, and handed the phone back to him.

He stared at it, a look of profound, bewildered confusion on his face. “What is this? Some

kind of... Gen Z game?”
“Just try it,” I purred. “For me.

He grumbled, but he complied. He tapped the ‘Medium’ challenge button, and before the

text could appear, I snatched the phone from his hand.
“Hey!” he yelped, a flash of genuine annoyance in his eyes. “What was that for?”

I just smiled, my eyes fixed on the screen, reading the words that would seal his fate.

PERFECT. “Climax so hard that you squirt.” Punishment: Permanent transformation.
“Game’s over, he said, his patience wearing thin. “Hand me back my phone”

And then, he froze. A look of pure, unadulterated shock, of dawning, catastrophic horror,
spread across his face. He scrambled to grab his crotch, his hands fumbling with his
expensive, tailored trousers. He let out a small, strangled yelp. He looked up at me, his eyes
wide with a terror so profound it was almost comical. “What... what the fuck did you do to

'77

me? My... my dick! It's gone
I just smirked, a slow, cold, and deeply satisfied smile. “The app is magic,” I said, my voice a
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soft, silken whisper. “And it’s given you a challenge. A task. If you don’t complete it by

midnight... you're stuck like that. Forever”

“No!” he whispered, his voice a strangled croak. “You can't... you can't leave me with a

fucking pussy!”

“T'll help you,” I purred, my voice a tempting, dangerous promise. “I'll give you back your

phone, and I will personally see to it that you pass your little challenge. But first... youre going

to go out there, and you're going to sign the contract with Ashton Briggs”

He stared at me, his sharp, intelligent mind rapidly processing the sheer, insane, and utterly
undeniable reality of his situation. And then, a slow, reluctant, and deeply impressed smile
broke through the terror. “Wow,” he whispered, shaking his head. “You really are something
else, young lady” He paused, a new, profound respect in his eyes. “You've got a deal. Now, for

God’s sakes, just help me get my penis back.”

I tossed him his phone. He read the challenge, a look of profound, bewildered confusion on

his face. “Squirt?” he whispered. “What the fuck does that even mean?”
“Don’'t worry,” I said, my voice a confident, reassuring purr. “I have one too. I know how it
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works.” I was lying, of course. But I was a quick study. “Now, go. Sign the contract. And then

come straight back here. We have work to do”

He nodded, a new, almost boyish eagerness in his eyes. He left the study, a man on a

mission, a strange, new, and deeply unsettling emptiness between his legs.

While he was gone, Nadia’s voice, a chorus of pure, delighted applause, echoed in my head.
“Oh, darling, you are my absolute favorite. So devious. So ruthless. So wonderfully,
maghnificently, evil” I just smiled, pulling out my own phone and quickly Googling “how to
make a woman squirt” Reddit, as always, had the answers. G-spot. Full bladder. Intense,
prolonged, and very specific stimulation. Okay. I could do this. It was just... mechanics. Kinda

gross to find out it’s mostly just urine though.

He returned to the study a few minutes later, the triumphant, almost giddy look on his face
now tempered by a new, profound, and deeply unsettling anxiety. He'd closed the deal of a
lifetime, but he'd paid for it with a piece of himself he never knew he could lose. He walked
differently, a subtle, awkward stiffness in his gait, as if his body was a foreign country he was

still learning to navigate.

“It's done,” he said, his voice a low, almost reverent whisper. “I signed. In front of everyone.
Ashton almost fainted.” He laughed, a genuine, delighted sound that was quickly swallowed by
a wave of pure, existential terror. “You know,” he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial
whisper, a new, strange, and almost comradely respect in his eyes, “I've... I've seen things. In
my world. Magic. Things you wouldn’t believe. But this... this is on another level. You're not

from around here, are you, honey?”

Magic? He’s seen other magic? I guess being a billionaire makes you privy to things we
could never imagine... and I guess I shouldn't be surprised. Ever since this app came into my

life, anything seems possible. I shrugged off the comment for now.

“And you know what?” he continued, a new, ruthless glint in his eye, the terrified victim
already being replaced by the pragmatic, power-hungry CEO. “I'm glad I signed. Any man who
has someone as cunning, as ruthless, and as... effective... as you on his side? That’s a man I
want to be in business with.” He paused, his gaze dropping pointedly to his own crotch, a fresh
wave of horror washing over his features. “But... I do not want to be a man with a pussy. So, if

you wouldn’t mind...”
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“Of course,’ I purred, my voice a silken, confident promise. It was weird seeing someone
else freaking out like this. Maybe I really am growing used to the app and all it has to offer. It

wasn't even 2 weeks ago that I was in Prescott’s current position.

I gestured towards the plush leather couch, a masterpiece of minimalist design that was
about to become the stage for the strangest, most transgressive sexual encounter of both our
lives. “Take off your pants,” I commanded, my voice a soft, quiet command that held the

unshakeable weight of absolute authority. “Let’s have a look at the problem.”

He hesitated for only a fraction of a second, his lifetime of ingrained alpha-male dominance
warring with the stark, undeniable reality of his new, profound vulnerability. But he was a
pragmatist. A survivor. And right now, I was his only hope. He unbuckled his expensive belt,
undid the buttons on his tailored trousers, and let them fall to the floor in a soft, woollen
heap. He stood there, in his silk boxer shorts, a powerful, masculine titan from the waist up,
and a strange, confusing, and deeply unsettling enigma from the waist down. He looked down

at himself, a look of profound, almost clinical, fascination on his face.
“Now the rest,” I said, my voice gentle but firm.

He swallowed hard and slipped off the boxers. And there it was. A perfect, slick, and deeply
incongruous vagina, nestled between his thick, hairy, masculine thighs. It was a masterpiece
of biological artistry, a testament to the app’s terrifying, beautiful, and utterly amoral power.
We both stared at it for a long moment, the silence in the room thick with unspoken awe and

horror.

“Well,” he breathed, his voice a strangled croak. “That’s... something” He reached down, his

own fingers tentatively, hesitantly, exploring the new terrain. “It’s so... neat.”

“It is, isn't it?” [ purred, a strange, almost proprietary pride swelling in my chest. I walked
over to him, my hips swaying with a slow, deliberate, and utterly hypnotic rhythm. I knelt on
the floor in front of the couch, bringing myself eye-level with his new, mission-critical piece
of equipment. “Now, lie back;” I said, my voice a soft, reassuring murmur. “And let the expert

get to work.

He did as he was told, his body sinking into the expensive leather, his legs falling open in a
gesture of pure, unconditional surrender. His eyes, those sharp, intelligent, hawk-like eyes

that had probably terrified a thousand boardrooms, were now wide with a mixture of fear,
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fascination, and a dawning, reluctant excitement.

“Now," I began, my voice taking on the cool, confident tone of a surgeon explaining a
procedure, “my research indicates that the key to achieving your... desired outcome... is a

combination of two things. Intense, prolonged, and very specific clitoral stimulation, and a full
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bladder. So, first things first...” I looked up at him, a wicked, teasing smile playing on my new,

perfect lips. “Do you need to pee?”

“Desperately,” he admitted, a faint, embarrassed blush creeping up his neck. “All that

alcohol from before.”
“Good." I said.

I started slowly, a clinical, almost academic exploration. My fingers traced the soft, delicate
outer lips, and I felt him shudder, a low, involuntary groan rumbling in his chest. “It’s so...

sensitive,” he whispered, his voice a strangled gasp.
“I know; I purred.

I parted the soft, pink folds, revealing the tiny, glistening bud of his clitoris. It was perfect. A
tiny, pulsating jewel of pure, concentrated sensation. I leaned in, my blonde hair falling in a
silken curtain around us, and my tongue, a soft, wet, and surprisingly expert instrument, made

its first, tentative contact.

He cried out, a sharp, shocked, and utterly involuntary sound, his whole body arching off
the couch. “What the fuck was that?!” he gasped, his voice a raw, ragged tear in the fabric of

the quiet, opulent room.

“That, my dear CEO,” I whispered against his skin, a cruel, teasing smile in my voice, “is
what you've been missing out on your entire life” The words surprised me. Maybe this mix of
charisma boost and teasing boost is a dangerous combo. The words are slipping out of my

mouth like autopilot, it just feels so... right... sometimes.

I went back to work, my tongue and lips moving with a confident, expert precision that was
not entirely my own. It was a dance, a symphony of sensations, and he was my instrument.
The taste of him was clean, briny, and deeply, intoxicatingly female. And the sounds he made...
they were a revelation. This powerful, controlled, and utterly masculine man was reduced to a
moaning, writhing, and completely helpless creature under my touch. His grunts of pleasure,
his sharp, breathless gasps, his low, guttural moans... And the sight of it, the sheer,
mind-bending, gender-fucked reality of this powerful, older man, being driven to the brink of
madness by a twenty-two-year-old girl who was also a boy... it was so absurd, so
transgressive, so... hot, that I could feel my own pussy getting slick, a familiar, traitorous

warmth spreading through my groin.
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I brought him to the edge, his body a taut, trembling wire of pure, unadulterated pleasure,

and then I pulled back.
“Not yet,” I whispered, my voice a cruel, delicious promise.

He groaned, a sound of pure, animal frustration. “Please,” he begged, his voice a hoarse,

desperate plea. “I... I can't take it

“Oh, I think you can,’ I purred. I shifted my position, my fingers, now slick with his own,
copious arousal, taking over where my tongue had left off. I slid one finger inside him. He
cried out again, a sharp, shocked sound, his new, virgin pussy clenching around my finger

with a surprising, desperate strength.
“It’s so... full,” he gasped.

“Just wait,” I whispered. I slid a second finger in, stretching him, filling him, and then I
curled my fingers slightly, my mind a cool, focused map of female anatomy, and I found it. The
G-spot. A small, rough patch of flesh deep inside him. I pressed against it, and his whole body
jolted as if he'd been struck by lightning. A high, keening, and utterly feminine cry tore from
his lips.

“Bingo,” I whispered.

And then, I stopped holding back. I was a machine. A finely tuned instrument of pure,
unadulterated pleasure. My thumb was a relentless, rhythmic piston on his clit, while my
fingers inside him were a focused, merciless assault on his G-spot. He was lost. Gone. A
mindless, writhing creature of pure sensation, his earlier, desperate pleas replaced by a series

of high, melodic, and utterly beautiful moans.

The first orgasm hit him like a freight train, a full-body convulsion that left him shuddering,
gasping, his eyes rolling back in his head. But I didn't stop. The challenge wasn'’t just to make
him cum. It was to make him squirt. I kept going, my fingers relentless, my thumb a merciless

blur.

“I'm done... please...” he begged, his voice a hoarse, broken whisper. But his body was telling
a different story, his hips still bucking against my hand, his pussy still clenching around my

fingers in rhythmic, desperate waves.

I could feel it building, a new, deeper, and more powerful tension coiling in his core. His
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bladder, full from a long evening of expensive champagne, was a ticking time bomb of pure,
orgasmic potential. He was on the edge of something new, something terrifying, something

maghnificent.
“Let go,” I commanded, my voice a low, hypnotic purr. “Just... let it go”

And he did. With a final, soul-shattering cry that seemed to tear itself from the very core of
his being, he exploded. It wasn'’t just an orgasm. It was a deluge. A fountain. A torrent of hot,
clear, and surprisingly copious liquid that shot from his new, magnificent vagina, soaking my

hand, my arm, the expensive leather couch, and the priceless Persian rug beneath it.

He just lay there, a shuddering, boneless, and utterly wrecked mess, his chest heaving, his

eyes wide with a look of pure, dumbfounded shock and a dawning, transcendent bliss.

[ pulled my hand away, slick with his release, and just watched him, my own body humming
with a strange, vicarious, and deeply satisfying arousal. I had done it. I had pulled off the

impossible. I had made a man squirt.

He eventually recovered, his breathing slowing, his eyes focusing back on the real world. He
looked at me, at the mess we had made, at his own, new, and now thoroughly explored

anatomy, and he just started to laugh, a deep, genuine, and utterly delighted sound.

He checked his phone, a look of profound, exhausted relief on his face. The app informed
him he had passed, and that his original equipment would be restored at midnight. The trial
version was already deleting itself. He got dressed, a new, profound, and deeply comradely
respect in his eyes. “You know,” he said, his voice a low, almost reverent whisper, “if you ever

get tired of working for Ashton... you give me a call”

We walked out of the study together, a pair of victorious, if slightly damp, co-conspirators,

the scent of sex and triumph hanging in the air between us.

The rest of the night was a blur of champagne, congratulations, and the intoxicating,
dizzying feeling of absolute, comprehensive victory. We left the party in a triumphant,
drunken haze, and in the limo on the way back to the hotel, he did it. He pulled out his phone,
his thumbs a blur, and a moment later, a notification popped up on my own screen. A wire

transfer. One million dollars. It was real.
Back at the hotel, he was a whirlwind of energy, already on the phone with his lawyers, his
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partners, his board of directors. He gave me a quick, distracted kiss on the cheek, a mumbled
“thank you, you're a lifesaver;” and then he was gone, lost in the world of high-stakes finance. I

was relieved. Guess he was too busy and excited about the deal for sex tonight. Good.

I called Carl to pick me up. He arrived in no time. On the way back to his house, I showed
him the number in my bank account. One million dollars. And six zeroes. It was a beautiful

sight.

I collapsed onto the bed, a wave of pure, unadulterated exhaustion and relief washing over
me. [ checked the app one last time. Fifty-one gems. Tomorrow was the day. Tomorrow, I

would have it all. But... my date on Tuesday with Zoe...

I'll figure it out tomorrow.
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End of Day 13 Status Report: )

Weaver Level: 8 (leveled up!)

Experience (XP): 50/ 100 to Level 9
Gem Balance: 51

Active App Bonuses:

Success: Base Gem Reward + 8 Gems
Failure (Consolation Prize): 8 Gems + 80 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% Charisma +25%

Head Beautification +100%
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