CHALLENGE APP: THE EXCHANGE

A transformation story by JohnManTD

Chapter 1: Discovering The App

The heavy wooden door of the studio apartment clicked shut, sealing Nick inside his quiet,
predictable life. He stood perfectly still in the entryway for a long moment. He listened to the
fading sound of Micaela's footsteps echoing down the tiled hallway outside. A heavy sigh
escaped his lips. The evening had been fine. It was always just fine. They had eaten takeout,
watched a movie on his cramped couch, and engaged in a brief, remarkably routine session of

missionary sex that left him feeling more physically drained than actually satisfied.

He walked over to the small window overlooking the street below, parting the blinds just
enough to watch her emerge from the building. She was wearing tight blue jeans and a simple
grey sweater. From a distance, she looked cute. She was twenty-five, just like him. But under
the unforgiving glare of the streetlights, Nick's gaze took on a critical, almost surgical focus.
He watched the way her thighs rubbed together as she walked to her car. They were thick, a
little soft, carrying a layer of comfortable relationship weight that she had put on over the last
year. Her ass had a pleasant, wide jiggle to it, but it lacked the firm, defiant pop that he found

himself constantly searching for when he browsed porn late at night.

As she unlocked her car and bent over to toss her purse into the passenger seat, the grey
sweater pulled tight across her back. Her chest was completely unremarkable. Modest,
uninspiring little handfuls that barely moved, lacking any real heft or bounce. He loved her, or
at least he told himself he did, but his physical attraction to her was a dull, flickering bulb in a
room that desperately needed a spotlight. He wanted curves that commanded attention. He
wanted heavy, swaying breasts that threatened to spill out of tight tops. He wanted a raw,

untamed lust that their polite, scheduled intimacy simply could not provide.

Nick let the blinds snap shut. He turned back to the empty apartment. He was a thoroughly
average guy. He worked as a software engineer for a massive, faceless tech conglomerate. He
was a few inches under six feet tall, carried a slight, soft paunch over his belt from too many
hours sitting at a desk, and had a face that blended perfectly into any crowd. He wasn't ugly,
but no woman had ever stopped on the street to look at him twice. His life was a straight, flat

line.



He walked into the small kitchenette and pulled a cold beer from the fridge. The metallic hiss
of the pop-top opening was the loudest sound in the room. He took a long swallow, letting the
bitter liquid wash away the lingering, stale taste of a boring evening. He collapsed onto the
couch, grabbing his phone and his TV remote. For the next two hours, he let his brain rot. He
watched mindless YouTube videos, generic gaming streams, and video essays he didn't care
about. It was a pathetic, solitary ritual. His hand absentmindedly drifted down to rest over the
bulge in his sweatpants. His dick was half-hard, a frustrating testament to his lingering,
unfulfilled libido. The sex with Micaela had barely taken the edge off. It was just maintenance.

It wasn't passion.

Around midnight, a heavy pressure settled low in his gut. The beer was demanding its exit. He
groaned, hauling himself off the soft cushions, and shuffled across the cheap laminate flooring
toward the bathroom. He flipped the light switch, wincing as the harsh fluorescent bulb
flickered to life and illuminated the small, sterile space. He dropped his sweatpants and boxers
around his ankles, enjoying the brief release of tension as he sat down on the cold porcelain

seat.

It was a habit ingrained in his very soul. The moment he was on the toilet, his phone was in his
hands. His thumb swiped upward, mindlessly scrolling through an endless feed of social media

posts, news headlines, and targeted advertisements.

He scrolled past a video of a dog, a sponsored post for a razor company, and then his thumb

stopped.

The advertisement filled his entire screen. It was unskippable, a solid block of mesmerizing,
deep purple light. There was no flashy text, no screaming voiceover, just a slow, hypnotic
animation of a featureless, androgynous silhouette slowly morphing. The shoulders narrowed.
The hips flared outward. The chest swelled with soft, heavy curves. At the very center of the

screen, in a sleek, minimalist font, were two words.
The Exchange.
Beneath it, a smaller tagline faded in. The Ultimate Evolution.

Nick scoffed. "What kind of weird scam is this?" he muttered aloud, his voice bouncing off the
tiled walls. It looked like one of those bizarre, hyper-sexualized mobile games that constantly

spammed his feed, the kind that promised explicit content but only delivered cheap puzzles
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and micro-transactions. He usually ignored them, but there was something oddly compelling
about the smooth, liquid animation of the morphing body. It tapped directly into that

simmering, frustrated well of desire he had been wrestling with all night.
He tapped the screen.

There was no app store page. There was no loading bar. The screen simply flashed white for a
fraction of a second, and the app was open. The installation was instantaneous, an impossible
feat of software engineering that his professional brain entirely failed to register in the

moment.

The interface was incredibly clean, completely devoid of ads or clunky menus. It was a dark,
sleek charcoal grey with glowing purple accents. At the bottom of the screen were three

simple tabs. Shop, Transform, and Dares.

Nick shifted on the toilet seat, the cold porcelain pressing against the back of his thighs. He
tapped the Shop tab first. The screen was mostly empty, save for a large, flashing text box

right in the center. Above the text box was a prompt.
Enter Desired Alteration. We Calculate the Cost.

At the very top right corner of the screen, a small icon displayed his current currency. It read:

0 Gems.

He chuckled, the sound a dry rasp in the quiet bathroom. "Alright, let's see how stupid this
roleplay thing gets."

He tapped the text box. The digital keyboard popped up. He thought for a second, looking
down at his average, slightly soft body. He typed out a simple command.

Make me 6 feet tall.

He hit the enter button. A small, stylized hourglass spun on the screen for exactly one second.

Then, text materialized below the box.
Alteration Accepted: Increase overall height to 6'0"
Cost: 1 Gem.

"One gem for two inches?" Nick whispered, raising an eyebrow. It felt weirdly cheap. He
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deleted the text and decided to push the limits of this little text-based game. He thought

about his soft stomach, the lack of definition in his arms. He typed a new command.
Increase muscle mass by 50%.
The hourglass spun.

Alteration Accepted: Increase global skeletal muscle mass by 50% while reducing

subcutaneous fat to 10%.
Cost: 5 Gems.

It was oddly specific. The mention of subcutaneous fat was a medical detail that most cheap
games wouldn't bother including. He felt a strange, thrilling warmth pool in his stomach. The
fantasy was engaging. He decided to go for the ultimate male insecurity, the thing he
occasionally worried about when he watched the massive, incredibly endowed actors in the

porn he consumed.

He typed rapidly. Increase penis size by 3 inches.

Alteration Accepted: Increase phallic length by 3.0 inches and proportionate girth.
Cost: 10 Gems.

Nick laughed again, shaking his head. The pricing felt completely arbitrary. Why was a massive
dick twice as expensive as a completely shredded, muscular physique? He noticed a distinct
pattern, though. Every single thing he typed in, every masculine enhancement, cost him gems.
And he currently had none. The game was designed to tease you with improvements you

couldn't afford.
"So how the hell do I buy this stuff?" he asked the empty room.
He tapped the middle tab at the bottom of the screen. The Transform tab.

The screen populated with a long, scrolling list of pre-set options. Unlike the shop, there was
no text box here. Just a menu of buttons. Next to each button was a number, glowing in a

bright, inviting green. These weren't costs. These were payouts.

Nick began to read the list, and his brow furrowed in deep confusion.
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Remove all body hair. (+1 Gem)
Soften facial jawline. (+1 Gem)
Increase vocal pitch by 20%. (+2 Gems)

He scrolled down further. The list kept going, and the payouts kept getting larger, but the
theme was undeniably clear. Every single option on this list was designed to strip away

masculinity and replace it with femininity. The app paid you to become a woman.
His eyes stopped on a specific listing halfway down the page.
Minor Breast Tissue Expansion. (+2 Gems)

He stared at it. Did that mean literally growing breasts? He thought back to Micaela walking
away an hour ago. He pictured her in her tight jeans, and then his mind forcibly grafted a
massive, heavy, over-inflated pair of globes onto her chest. He imagined the way they would
bounce when she walked, the way her nipples would press against the fabric of her grey
sweater. He imagined burying his face in them, feeling the soft, yielding weight of perfectly
formed female flesh. If he could just use this app on her, adding some significant, weighty
volume would balance out her slightly out of shape body perfectly. It would make her

incredibly hot.

But the app was on his phone. It was linked to him.

He kept scrolling, morbidly fascinated by the escalating absurdity of the options.
Widen pelvic bone structure. (+4 Gems)

Eliminate Adam's Apple. (+3 Gems)

Increase gluteal fat storage by 200%. (+5 Gems)

And then, right at the very bottom of the list, locked behind a bright, glowing border, was the
ultimate offer. The biggest payout on the entire page.

Replace Penis with Vagina. (+10 Gems)

Sitting on the toilet, with his boxers pooled around his ankles and his very average male dick

resting against his thigh, Nick burst out laughing. It was a genuine, booming laugh of pure
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amusement. "Replace it with a vagina?" he wheezed, wiping a tear from his eye. "For ten gems?

That's the exact price of a three inch extension in the shop."

The symmetry of it was hilarious to him. The app valued a massive cock exactly as much as it
valued having a pussy. It was a bizarre, perverted little economy. He sat there for a moment,
his imagination running wild. He tried to imagine what that would even feel like. To have a
hole there instead of a pole. To feel the slick, wet heat of arousal entirely on the inside. To
have a tiny, hyper-sensitive clit instead of a heavy, dangling shaft. It was an alien thought,
completely detached from his reality, but a tiny, dark corner of his brain found the concept

weirdly, intensely provocative.

He reached down, grabbing a wad of toilet paper, and finished his business. He wiped, flushed
the toilet, and pulled his sweatpants back up over his waist. He walked over to the sink,
turning on the cold water to wash his hands. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. He
looked exactly the same. Normal. Boring. A guy who spent his Friday nights looking at weird

gender-bending text games while taking a shit.

He turned off the bathroom light and walked back out into the dark apartment. The glow of
the city filtered through the blinds, casting long, strange shadows across the floor. He climbed
into his unmade bed, pulling the thin comforter up to his chest. He plugged his phone charger

into the wall, the screen lighting up his face in the darkness.

He navigated to his clock app and set his alarm for 7:00 AM. He had a massive code review

meeting at the tech firm tomorrow. He needed a solid night of sleep.

He was about to lock the screen, but his thumb hovered over the power button. The glowing
purple icon of The Exchange was sitting right there on his home screen. It was practically

begging him to open it.

Out of pure, stupid, late-night curiosity, he tapped the icon again. The app opened instantly,
right back to the Transform tab. The bottom of the list was still visible.

Replace Penis with Vagina. (+10 Gems)

"Ten gems," Nick whispered to the dark room. Ten gems was enough to buy the three inch
dick extension. It was enough to buy the height, the muscle mass, everything a guy could want
to become an absolute alpha male. All he had to do was click a button in a stupid roleplay

game.
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He smirked. It's completely harmless. It's just code on a screen.
He pressed his thumb firmly against the button.
A small confirmation window popped up.

Warning: This alteration will fundamentally restructure your primary reproductive organs. Do

you wish to proceed?
Nick rolled his eyes. The developers really committed to the bit. He hit Confirm.

The exact moment he tapped the screen, a bizarre, deep itch flared to life right at the absolute
base of his shaft, right where his penis met his pubic bone. It wasn't a surface itch. It felt
internal, like a muscle twitching deep beneath the skin. He shifted his hips under the blankets,
trying to rub the sensation away against the mattress. He didn't pay much attention to it. He

assumed he had just pulled a groin muscle sitting awkwardly on the toilet for too long.

The screen of his phone flashed a brilliant, blinding white for a fraction of a second. When his

vision cleared, he looked at the top right corner of the app.
The balance had updated.
10 Gems.

Nick grinned in the darkness. He was rich in fake, perverted internet money. He closed the
app, tossed the phone onto his nightstand, and rolled over onto his side. The deep, internal
itch in his crotch faded away, replaced by a heavy, lethargic exhaustion. He closed his eyes, his

mind drifting toward sleep, completely unaware that his life as a man was already over.
The urge woke him with the subtlety of a fire alarm.

Nick's eyes snapped open in the pitch black of his bedroom. The digital clock on his
nightstand glowed with an angry red light. It was 3:14 AM. His bladder was screaming. The
beer he had chugged earlier in the evening had finally processed, and it demanded an
immediate exit. The pressure was intense, an agonizing ache low in his pelvis that made him

groan out loud.

He threw the comforter off his body, the cool night air hitting his skin. He was groggy, his
brain shrouded in a thick fog of deep sleep. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and

stumbled blindly toward the bathroom, relying entirely on muscle memory to navigate the
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familiar layout of his small studio apartment.

He didn't bother turning on the main lights. The faint glow from the streetlamps outside
provided just enough illumination to see the outline of the toilet bowl. He reached the
bathroom, his feet hitting the cold tile floor. The urgency was overwhelming now. He

desperately needed to piss.

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his sweatpants and boxers, shoving them down in
one smooth, practiced motion, letting them pool around his ankles. He stood in front of the
toilet bowl, swaying slightly on his feet. He reached his right hand down into the darkness
between his legs, fully expecting to grab the familiar, warm weight of his shaft to aim his

stream.
His fingers met nothing but smooth, bare skin.

Nick blinked slowly in the dark, his sleep-addled brain completely failing to process the
sensory input. He moved his hand around frantically, grasping at empty air where his dick and

balls should have been hanging. There was just a flat, fleshy mound.

Before the sheer horror of the missing anatomy could fully register in his conscious mind, his
bladder completely gave out. He couldn't hold it for another second. The internal valve

released.
The urine did not shoot forward in a concentrated, controllable arc.

It blasted straight downward in a chaotic, messy spray. The hot liquid hit the inside of his
thighs, splashing violently against his kneecaps and cascading down his calves. It soaked into
his socks, pooled around his bare heels, and splattered loudly across the bathmat and the tile

floor.
"What the fuck!" Nick yelled, his voice cracking with sudden, violent panic.

He jerked backwards, slipping slightly on the growing puddle of his own piss. He slammed his
hand against the wall, frantically slapping the tiles until he found the light switch. He flipped it

up.

The harsh, blinding fluorescent light flooded the tiny bathroom, illuminating the absolute
disaster. His legs were shining with wetness. The floor was a mess. But Nick didn't care about
the mess. His eyes were locked, entirely paralyzed by shock, on his own crotch.
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He looked down.

The breath was completely sucked out of his lungs. A cold, terrifying numbness washed over
his entire body, starting at the crown of his head and plummeting straight down to his wet

toes.
His penis was gone.

It wasn't shrunken from the cold. It wasn't tucked away. It was entirely, fundamentally erased
from existence. His testicles, the heavy, sensitive sack he had carried his entire life, had

vanished without a single trace.
In their place, perfectly integrated into his body as if it had always been there, was a vagina.

It was a flawless, terrifyingly beautiful piece of female anatomy. The outer mound was entirely
hairless, the skin soft and slightly puffed. A neat, vertical crease ran down the center, dividing
the fleshy outer lips. The skin was a lighter shade than the rest of his tan thighs, looking

painfully new and incredibly sensitive.

"No," Nick whispered, his voice trembling so violently he could barely form the word. "No, no,

no. I'm going crazy."

This had to be a hallucination. A night terror brought on by stress and cheap beer. It was
scientifically impossible. Magic didn't exist. Apps couldn't alter reality. He reached down with

a shaking, wet hand, desperate to prove to himself that his eyes were lying to him.

His fingers made contact with the smooth, hairless mound above the slit. The tactile sensation
sent a shockwave straight into his brain. The skin was incredibly soft, yielding slightly under

his touch. It felt real. It felt warm. It felt entirely, undeniably attached to his nervous system.

He moved his fingers downward, tracing the vertical seam. He felt the slick, wet warmth of the
urine coating the outer lips. He pressed slightly harder, parting the fleshy outer labia.
Underneath, he exposed the delicate, bright pink folds of the inner labia. They looked wet,

sensitive, and completely alien to him.

He was a man. He had a man's brain, a man's memories, a man's life. But looking down, holding
his own pussy open under the harsh bathroom light, the reality of his new anatomy was

absolute. The app was real. The transformation was real.
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The panic finally overwhelmed him. He felt his knees buckle. The overwhelming urge to finish
peeing roared back, completely uncontrollable now. He practically collapsed onto the toilet

seat, landing hard on the cold porcelain.

He sat there, his soaked sweatpants pooled around his ankles, and let the rest of his bladder

empty.

The physical sensation of peeing as a woman was completely insane. He didn't feel the familiar
pressure traveling through a long tube. He felt a sudden, hot release from deep within his
pelvis, the liquid rushing out right at the entrance of his new genitals. The warm stream
trickled directly over the incredibly sensitive pink skin of his inner labia before falling into the

bowl.

The sheer vulnerability of sitting down to pee, the messy, undirected flow of the liquid over
his new flesh, sent a sudden, deeply jarring flush of heat straight up his spine. It was a
submissive, alien sensation that completely bypassed his rational terror and struck directly at
his central nervous system. He felt his face burn hot with an embarrassment that was entirely

new to him.

He sat there panting, staring at the bathroom door, his mind completely shattered. What the
fuck was going on? How was he going to explain this to Micaela? How was he going to go to
his software engineering job tomorrow? He couldn't wear pants without a bulge. He couldn't
use a urinal. His entire existence had just been violently rewritten by a glowing button on a

SCreen.

He desperately needed to get clean. He couldn't think straight covered in his own urine. He
kicked off his soaked sweatpants and boxers, throwing them into the corner of the small
bathroom. He turned around, stepping carefully into the shower stall. He cranked the handle

all the way to hot, letting the steaming water blast out of the showerhead.

He stood under the torrent of water, bracing his hands against the wet tile wall, letting the
heat wash over his trembling shoulders. He looked down at the drain, watching the soapy

water swirl away, trying to focus on the simple mechanics of cleaning himself.

But he couldn't ignore the gaping void between his legs. The sensation of the hot water
cascading over his smooth, hairless mound was constantly demanding his attention. The

water parted his outer lips, running directly into the delicate pink folds. Every single droplet
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felt like a tiny, electric touch.

Slowly, almost against his own conscious will, his right hand drifted downward. He needed to

wash himself. He needed to touch it again to prove it was still there.

His fingers found the slick, wet labia. The soap he had lathered on his hands made the skin
incredibly slippery. He traced the outer folds, the tactile feedback incredibly sharp and
precise. His male brain was struggling to process the signals. He was touching a woman's

body, but he was feeling it from the inside out.

He gently spread the inner lips apart, letting the hot water flush out the remaining traces of
urine. The pink flesh was incredibly soft, delicate like the inside of a cheek. He explored the
anatomy, completely captivated by the horrifying novelty of his own body. He traced the folds

upward, toward the top of the slit where the labia met.

His soapy middle finger accidentally brushed against a tiny, hooded nub of flesh hidden at the
very peak of the folds.

The reaction was instantaneous and violently catastrophic.

A concentrated bolt of pure, blinding lightning shot from the clitoris directly into his brain
stem. Nick gasped, a high, strained sound tearing from his throat. His knees literally buckled,
his legs giving out completely. He hit the wet floor of the shower stall, landing on his hands

and knees under the heavy spray of hot water.

His entire body was trembling uncontrollably. That single, accidental touch had delivered a
payload of pleasure more intense, more localized, and more overwhelming than any orgasm
he had ever experienced with his male equipment. The sensitivity was astronomical. It was
like taking all the nerve endings in the head of a massive dick and compressing them into a

single, exposed nerve right at the surface of the skin.

He stayed on his hands and knees, water beating against his back, panting heavily. The panic
and horror that had consumed him moments ago were suddenly pushed aside, violently
hijacked by an overwhelming, primal wave of pure lust. His new anatomy was taking control,

dictating terms to a brain that had absolutely no defenses against this level of stimulation.

A deep, wet heat began to pool in the pit of his stomach. It was a coiling, heavy ache that

demanded immediate attention. He looked down at his own crotch, watching the water run
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over his perfect, pink pussy.

With a trembling, hesitant motion, he reached a soapy hand back between his legs. He wasn't

washing anymore.

He found the clit again. He didn't brush it this time. He pressed his middle finger directly

against the swollen little nub and began to rub in a slow, agonizingly precise circle.

The pleasure exploded behind his eyes. A raw, animal moan slipped past his lips, echoing
loudly over the sound of the running shower. His hips began to thrust forward instinctively,
chasing the pressure of his own finger. The heat in his stomach flared hotter, turning into a
desperate, empty ache that felt entirely wrong. It felt like a void that desperately needed to be
filled.

His index finger slipped downward, tracing the wet, soapy folds until it found the entrance to
his vagina. It felt impossibly tight, a small, puckered hole that had never existed before

tonight.

Nick's internal monologue was a chaotic warzone. Stop. I can't be doing this. It's insane. I'm a
man. I have a girlfriend. I'm fingering myself. But the rational thoughts were completely

drowned out by the deafening roar of the female nerve endings demanding satisfaction.

He pushed his soapy index finger against the tight entrance. It offered a moment of stubborn

resistance, and then, with a wet, slick sound, his finger slipped inside.

Nick arched his back so hard his spine popped. The sensation of being penetrated, of feeling a
foreign object push deep into the sensitive, muscular walls of his own body, was the most
intensely erotic thing he had ever felt. The inside of his pussy was incredibly hot, velvet soft,
and already naturally slick with a clear, slippery fluid that was mixing with the soapy water. He
was getting himself wet. The realization sent another massive spike of arousal straight

through his system.

He began to pump his finger in and out of his tight hole, the wet slapping sound echoing off
the shower tiles. He added his thumb to the mix, furiously rubbing his swollen clit while he
fucked himself with his own hand. He was completely lost, entirely consumed by the blinding
pleasure of his new female flesh. His breathing came in ragged, desperate gasps. He imagined
the massive, ten-gem cock from the app store sliding into him, stretching him open, filling the

deep, aching void in his belly. The fantasy made his inner muscles clench violently around his
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intruding finger.

He was riding the crest of an impossibly intense wave, right on the absolute edge of a

shattering, mind-altering climax.
And then, his phone buzzed violently from the bathroom counter.

The sharp, mechanical noise pierced through the thick fog of lust. Nick's eyes snapped open.
The fantasy shattered.

He froze, his soapy finger buried knuckle-deep inside his own vagina, his thumb resting

heavily on his hyper-sensitive clit. He stared blankly at the wet tile wall in front of him.
The reality of the situation came crashing back down like a ton of bricks.
"What the fuck am I doing?" he whispered, his voice laced with absolute, profound disgust.

He yanked his hand out of his pussy as if he had been burned. He scrambled to his feet, nearly
slipping again, and grabbed the hot water handle, violently twisting it off. The sudden silence
in the bathroom was deafening, broken only by the sound of his own ragged, terrified

breathing.

He grabbed a towel from the rack and aggressively dried himself off, scrubbing at his skin as if
he could wash away the shameful, overwhelming arousal he had just experienced. He wrapped

the towel tightly around his waist, refusing to look down at his transformed crotch again.

He practically lunged across the bathroom to grab his phone off the counter. The screen lit up
in his hand. It was an email notification about his code review tomorrow morning. The
mundane reality of his job colliding with the cosmic horror of his current situation made his

stomach twist into knots.
He unlocked the phone and immediately opened The Exchange.

The app loaded instantly. The home screen looked exactly the same, but the top right corner

mocked him with its bright green text.
Balance: 10 Gems.

He tapped the Shop tab, his thumb moving so fast it was a blur. The flashing text box
appeared.
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He typed the command with desperate, heavy keystrokes.
Restore original penis.

He hit enter. The little stylized hourglass spun on the screen. Nick held his breath, his heart
hammering a frantic rhythm against his ribcage. He prayed to any god that would listen that

this nightmare had an undo button.
The text materialized.

Alteration Accepted: Restore original male reproductive anatomy and completely reverse

previous vaginal replacement.

Cost: 12 Gems.

Nick stared at the screen. He read the number three times. Twelve gems.
He looked at his balance. Ten gems.

A cold, suffocating wave of pure panic washed over him. He gripped the edge of the bathroom
sink, his knuckles turning stark white. He was trapped. The app paid you to become a woman,
but it charged a premium to go back to being a man. It was an incredibly cruel, perfectly

designed trap.

"No," he hissed through clenched teeth. "No, you fucking piece of shit app. Give it back.
He tapped the text box again, trying to bargain with the lines of code.

Undo last transformation.

Cost: 12 Gems.

Give me my dick back.

Cost: 12 Gems.

The algorithm was flawless. It recognized the intent, and the price was locked. He was exactly

two gems short of reclaiming his manhood.

He needed to earn two gems immediately. He couldn't go to work tomorrow with a pussy. He

couldn't face Micaela. His life would be entirely, irreversibly destroyed if he didn't fix this right

Page 14



now.

He frantically tapped the Dares tab at the bottom of the screen. He hadn't even looked at this
section yet. If he could just complete some stupid challenge, take a picture of something
weird or walk around the block in his underwear, he could earn the gems and end this

nightmare.

The Dares list populated on the screen. Nick began to read, and his last shred of hope

completely evaporated.
Swallow a load from a stranger. (+5 Gems)

Post a video of yourself fingering your new pussy to your main social media account. (+10

Gems)
Walk into a crowded bar completely naked from the waist down. (+15 Gems)
Allow three men to use your tight new hole simultaneously. (+20 Gems)

He kept scrolling, his eyes wide with horror. Every single dare was either intensely
homosexual, deeply degrading, explicitly illegal, or required him to actively use the female
anatomy he was desperately trying to get rid of. He couldn't complete a single one of these
tonight. Even if he wanted to humiliate himself, he didn't have the time or the means at four in

the morning to find strangers to degrade him.
He exited the Dares tab, his thumb hovering over the screen. He was completely cornered.
He switched back to the Transform tab.

The long list of feminine physical changes stretched out before him. He hated every single
option. He didn't want to soften his jawline. He didn't want to widen his hips. He desperately

wanted to remain the average, boring man he had been exactly one hour ago.
But he needed two gems. It was a mathematical absolute.

His eyes scanned the list, desperately searching for the cheapest, least invasive alteration he
could possibly accept. He needed something that would give him the exact amount of
currency he needed without fundamentally altering his life. He bypassed the major skeletal

changes and the massive fat redistributions.
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His gaze landed on the option he had laughed at earlier in the evening.
Minor Breast Tissue Expansion. (+2 Gems)

He stopped scrolling. He stared at the line of text, his panicked brain rapidly spinning out

rationalizations.
Exactly two gems. It was perfect.

He thought about the biology of it. He was a guy. He had a completely flat, slightly soft male
chest. He didn't have real breast tissue. Adding a minor amount of breast volume would
technically just give him small, handful-sized mounds. A modest swelling like that wasn't that
big. Plenty of overweight men had slight man-boobs that were basically the exact same size. If
he wore a tight compression undershirt and a loose, thick button-down shirt to work
tomorrow, absolutely no one would notice. His coworkers barely looked at him anyway. It was

a completely manageable, entirely concealable change.
He could live with a pair of small, perky breasts. He absolutely could not live with a vagina.

The logic was airtight, driven by the sheer, terrifying desperation of his situation. He had to

sacrifice his chest to save his dick.

Nick swallowed hard, his throat dry and painful. He uncurled his trembling thumb and pressed

the button.

Warning: This alteration will fundamentally restructure your pectoral region and introduce

active mammary tissue. Do you wish to proceed?
"Just do it," Nick growled, his voice thick with self-loathing.
He hit Confirm.

The transformation hit him like a physical blow. The towel wrapped around his waist suddenly
felt incredibly loose, completely ignored as a massive surge of heat flooded directly into his

chest cavity.

Nick gripped the edges of the bathroom sink and stared directly into the mirror, watching the

impossible happen in real time under the harsh fluorescent light.

His pectoral muscles began to violently tingle, a burning, stretching sensation that felt like
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thousands of tiny needles pricking his skin from the inside out. He watched in horrified
fascination as the hard, masculine definition he had earned from occasional pushups
completely melted away. The muscle fibers softened, breaking down and restructuring into

loose, jiggly, fatty tissue.

The skin across his chest pulled tight, stretching to accommodate the sudden influx of mass.
He could physically feel the new weight settling onto his ribcage. The soft mounds pushed

outward, swelling forward in a continuous, hypnotic expansion.

But the most terrifying change was happening right at the center of the growing mounds. His
small, flat, pale male nipples began to drastically expand. The areolas darkened, shifting from a
dull pink to a deep, flushed rose color, puffing outward until they were the size of silver
dollars. The nipples themselves erected, pushing forward into hard, incredibly prominent

peaks that practically demanded attention.

The burning sensation slowly faded, replaced by a heavy, aching sensitivity that radiated from

his chest directly down his torso.
Nick stood entirely still, staring at his reflection.
He possessed a pair of undeniable, perfectly shaped, sensitive, handful-sized breasts.

They weren't massive, but they were unquestionably feminine. They sat high and perky on his
chest, a soft, yielding slope of flesh that ended in those large, prominent, perpetually hard

nipples. They looked entirely absurd perched above his average male stomach.
With a shaking hand, he reached up and cupped his right breast.

The moment his palm brushed against the swollen areola, a sharp, violent zing of pure
feminine pleasure shot directly from his nipple, tearing through his nervous system and

striking dead center on his wet, throbbing clitoris.

Nick gasped, his back arching slightly. He squeezed the soft mound of flesh. It filled his hand,
heavy and jiggly, completely devoid of masculine muscle. He squeezed harder, his thumb
dragging roughly across the hard peak of his nipple. Another massive shockwave of lust
rocked his body, making his knees tremble. His new breasts were directly wired into his new
pussy. His entire body was a hyper-sensitive circuit board designed exclusively for sexual

pleasure.
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He hated how good it felt. He hated that his own body was betraying him, responding to his

touch with such overwhelming, eager arousal.

He snatched his hand away from his chest, his face burning with a mixture of shame and

lingering lust. He looked down at his phone, resting on the counter.
The screen glowed brightly.

Balance: 12 Gems.

The trap was defeated. He had the money.

Nick grabbed the phone. He didn't hesitate. He didn't look at his reflection again. He tapped
the Shop tab, brought up the text box, and typed the single most important command of his

entire life.
Restore original penis.

He hit enter. The cost was listed: 12 Gems. He mashed the Confirm Purchase button with his

thumb, completely draining his account back down to zero.
The reversal was instant and intensely visceral.

He felt a deep, twisting pulling sensation between his legs. It wasn't painful, but it was
profoundly uncomfortable, like a limb being forcefully popped back into a socket. He looked
down, dropping the towel completely.

The smooth, hairless mound and the delicate pink folds of his vagina were violently shifting.
The vertical slit rapidly sealed shut, the flesh fusing together in a blur of motion. From the
center of the fused skin, his shaft pushed its way back out into the open air, heavy and thick.
Behind it, the familiar, comforting weight of his testicles dropped back down into their sack.
The soft, sensitive skin of his female anatomy hardened and darkened, quickly covering itself

in his coarse male pubic hair.

Within five seconds, the transformation was entirely complete. His pussy was gone. His dick

was back.

Nick dropped his phone onto the floor. He practically dove both of his hands into his crotch,
grabbing his penis and his balls with a desperate, crushing grip. He stroked the shaft, he
squeezed the heavy sack, he felt the familiar, dull masculine sensitivity of the head. It was real.
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It's his. He was a man again below the belt.

A massive, overwhelming wave of relief crashed over him. His legs gave out completely. He slid
down the front of the bathroom cabinet, hitting the tile floor with a heavy thud, sitting in the

damp puddle of water from his shower.

He rested his head back against the wooden cabinet doors, closing his eyes, letting out a long,
ragged, shaky breath. He had survived. The nightmare was over. He had gambled with his own
biology and he had managed to buy his way out. He still had his dick. He was still Nick.

He sat there on the cold floor for a long time, letting his racing heart slow down to a normal
rhythm. The adrenaline was leaving his system, replaced by a bone-deep, crushing exhaustion.
It was almost five in the morning. He needed to get back to bed. He had a massive day of

coding and meetings ahead of him.

He opened his eyes and pushed himself up off the floor, his muscles aching with fatigue. He
stood up, turning to face the bathroom mirror one last time to make sure the coast was

entirely clear.
The relief instantly died in his throat.

Staring back at him from the mirror was a man with a perfectly normal dick hanging between

his legs.

But perched right on his chest, rising softly above his ribcage, were two highly sensitive,
incredibly perky, palm-filling breasts. The large, dark pink areolas stared back at him like

mocking eyes, the hard nipples pressing aggressively forward.

In his desperate, panicked rush to fix his crotch, his rational brain had completely
compartmentalized the sacrifice he had made to afford it. He had fixed the bottom, but the

top was fundamentally altered.

Nick stared at his chest in absolute horror. He brought his hands up, trying to flex his pectoral

muscles, praying that he could somehow harden the tissue back into masculinity.

The soft mounds just bounced slightly with the effort, a decidedly feminine jiggle that sent a
fresh wave of despair crashing over him. He cupped them again, feeling the soft weight, the

agonizing sensitivity of the nipples. Even without the vagina to connect to, the pleasure that
sparked from his chest was intense, confusing, and deeply arousing. His newly restored dick
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immediately twitched in response, beginning to harden in confused, perverse reaction to

touching his own female breasts.
"Oh, fuck," Nick whispered, his voice trembling as he realized the magnitude of his mistake.

He was stuck with them. He had zero gems. He couldn't afford to change his chest back. He

couldn't afford a single thing.

He grabbed his towel, aggressively wrapping it back around his waist, unable to look at the
bizarre hybrid reflection in the mirror for another second. He grabbed his phone off the floor

and walked slowly back out into the dark studio apartment.
The glowing red numbers on his clock read 5:02 AM. His alarm was set to go off in two hours.

He climbed back into his unmade bed, pulling the comforter up over his shoulders. As he lay
on his stomach, he felt the new, soft little mounds pressing directly against the mattress.
Every time he took a deep breath, the friction against his hyper-sensitive nipples sent a

distracting, frustrating surge of arousal straight down to his groin.

He was mentally broken, physically exhausted, and incredibly confused by his own body. He
squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the reality of his situation. He decided, with the
stubborn denial of a man who has entirely lost control of his life, that this was a tomorrow
problem. He would find a tight undershirt. He would wear a baggy sweater to the office. He
would figure out a way to hide them. He absolutely had to hide them.

He curled into a tight ball, his arms crossed defensively over his soft, sensitive new chest, and
waited in the darkness for the alarm to ring, completely unaware of just how quickly the spiral

of The Exchange was going to drag him under.
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