THE CHALLENGE APP: WEEK 2

A transformation story by JohrnManTD
Day 11

The world bled into existence through a haze of unfamiliar scents and textures. The sheets
were too soft, the thread count a hundred leagues above my own worn-out cotton. The air
smelled of expensive, anonymous soap and the faint, lingering trace of a man’s cologne. And
then I moved, a lazy morning stretch, and a cascade of long, impossibly soft hair fell across my

face. Blonde. My eyes snapped open. The hotel room. Ashton. The challenge. It all came

crashing back, a tidal wave of memory that left me breathless and dizzy. [ was a bombshell.

[ stumbled out of the impossibly comfortable king-sized bed, my body a magnificent, alien
vessel that I was still learning how to pilot. I padded into the opulent marble bathroom, the
cool stone a shock against the soles of my feet, and stared at the woman in the mirror. She
was stunning. A complete stranger. The cute, brown-haired Ellie from two days ago was a
distant memory, a rough draft that had been erased and redrawn into this masterpiece of

impossible, luminous beauty. I had to admit, the app did good work.



The mundane act of peeing, of sitting down on the cold porcelain, was still a strange,
disconnected experience, a biological necessity that felt like it belonged to someone else’s
body. I brushed my teeth, the face in the mirror mimicking my every move, and then pulled on
the simple, comfortable clothes I'd packed in my backpack: a plain white t-shirt and a pair of

grey sweatpants. I looked like a goddess who was slumming it, a supermodel on her day off.

I sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress sighing under my weight, and checked my phone.

A dozen missed calls and frantic texts from Carl.
Carl: DUDE. WHERE ARE YOU?
Carl: OLLIE. ARE YOU DEAD?
Carl: If you don’t answer in the next hour I'm calling the cops. And your mom.
I sighed, a soft, melodic sound, and quickly typed out a reply.

Me: Relax. I'm fine. Challenge was... complicated. Stayed out. Long story. But I passed. Ill fill

you in soon.
His response was instantaneous, a palpable wave of relief even through the screen.

Carl: Thank GOD. I was freaking out. Mom wants to know if youre gonna be home for

dinner. She’s getting off early and wants to know how many tacos to make.

Tacos. A little slice of normalcy in a sea of chaos. But... Sandra. Seeing me like this. The
cute, brown-haired Ellie was one thing. This... this blonde bombshell was another level of

deception entirely.
Me: Uh oh. I'look... a little different. The challenge yesterday... it had some side effects.

Carl: How different? Like, new hair color different? It's fine, dude. Mom’s blind as a bat
without her glasses. She’s barely seen you up close anyway. Just say you went to a salon. She'll

love it.

I hoped he was right. I couldn’t hide forever. I grabbed my things, a strange sense of finality
settling over me. My time as the mysterious, hotel-dwelling seductress was over. It was time
to go back to my strange, new, domestic life. But first... the spoils of war. I opened the app, a
triumphant grin spreading across my new, perfect face. Nadia was still silent, a rare, almost

respectful admission of my victory.
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And then I saw it. My gem balance. Twenty-five. Twenty-five glorious, hard-won gems. I
had done it. I had pulled off the impossible. And a banner, shimmering with a congratulatory,

digital light, flashed across the screen.
CONGRATULATIONS, WORM! YOU HAVE REACHED WEAVER LEVEL 5!

REWARD BONUSES PERMANENTLY INCREASED. GEM REWARDS: BASE +5. CONSOLATION
PRIZE: +4 GEMS, +40 XP.

My breath hitched. A base reward of five extra gems. That meant an Extreme challenge, if |
passed, was now worth fifteen gems. I had twenty-five. I needed forty. One more success. One

more roll of the dice, and I could have it all back. The finish line was so close I could taste it.

I navigated to the shop, my heart pounding a frantic, hopeful rhythm. I could do it. Right
now. I could reverse two things. The breasts and the vagina. I could be a flat-chested guy with
a feminine frame and a girl's head. It would be a step. A huge step. Or the frame and the head.
I could be a man again, a man with a magnificent rack and a pussy, but still, fundamentally, a

marn.

I stopped myself. No. The thought was a tempting siren song, a promise of a partial return
to a life I barely remembered. But this body... this beautiful, powerful, female body... it was my
greatest weapon. It was the key to winning this game. I couldn’t give it up. Not yet. Not when I

was this close. One more day. One more challenge. That was all it would take.

And then I saw it. A new item, unlocked and available for purchase, nestled amongst the

familiar temptations.
[ACQUIRE NEW SKILL (PROFICIENT): 20 GEMS]

Choose from a list of mundane but useful mortal skills and become instantly proficient.
Languages, musical instruments, coding, cooking... the possibilities are as endless as your

own, pathetic lack of talent.

Interesting. But no. [ had to stay focused. Curiosity was what had gotten me into this mess.

One more challenge. That was the mission.

Just as I was about to close the app, a text message popped up on my screen. It was an

unknown number.
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Unknown: Good morning, you. Last night was... unforgettable. Hope you got home safe.

It was Ashton. My heart did a strange, guilty little flip-flop. I was about to ignore it, to

delete the message and the memory, but then another one came through.

Ashton: By the way, I wasn't kidding. I left a little something on the bedside table for your

troubles. A thank you for a... very educational evening.

I glanced over at the nightstand. And there it was. A thick, white, business-sized envelope.
picked it up. It was heavy. I tore it open. My jaw dropped. Stacks of crisp, hundred-dollar bills.
Ten thousand dollars. In cash. The sheer, tangible reality of it was staggering. This was real.
The power of this body, the power of Ellie, it wasn't just a digital currency in a cursed app. It

was real-world, cold, hard cash.
Another text from him.
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Ashton: I've never met a woman like you. So stunningly beautiful, but so... sharp. So on my

level. Most of the beautiful women I meet are... well, you know. You're different.

I just laughed, a soft, melodic sound. Oh, you have no idea, buddy. I didn't reply. I just
pocketed the cash, a new, dangerous, and deeply intoxicating sense of power surging through

my veins.

It was time. [ navigated to the challenge screen, my earlier trepidation gone, replaced by a
cold, hard, professional resolve. I was a player. And [ was here to win. I tapped the Extreme

challenge button. Here we go.

The screen went black. And then, the words, a simple, devastating sentence that would

rewrite the very laws of my existence.
EXTREME CHALLENGE ACCEPTED: “YES GIRL”

From now until midnight, you are physically incapable of saying “no” to any direct request
from a man. You will be compelled to say “yes” and do as they ask. You must successfully agree

to, and complete, three requests from three different male strangers.

The phone slipped from my fingers, clattering onto the plush hotel carpet. I just stared at
the screen, my mind a howling void. “What... the fuck?” I whispered, my new, beautiful voice a

strangled croak.

I snatched the phone back up, rereading the text, my blood turning to ice water. Incapable

of saying no. Compelled to say yes. To any request. From a man.

This wasn’t a challenge. This was a death sentence. A surrender of my free will, my
autonomy, my very self. I was being turned into a puppet, a beautiful, blonde, breathing

puppet, and every man on the planet had just been handed the strings.

I saw a small, red icon at the bottom of the screen. An abort button. I could end this. Right
now. I could press it, take the consolation prize of four gems, and spend the rest of the day
locked in this room, safe. But the punishment... what was the punishment for failing this? The
text was ominously vague. And the reward... fifteen gems. The finish line. It was right there. I

couldn’t give up. Not now.

I laughed, a high, hysterical sound. “Okay," I said to the empty room. “Okay. I can do this”
The plan was simple. I'd stay in the hotel all day. Order room service. Watch movies. I wouldn’t
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talk to a single man. I wouldn't leave this room until midnight. The challenge required three
requests from strangers. If I never met any strangers, I couldn’t get any requests. It was a

loophole. A perfect, foolproof plan.

But then, I reread the text. Failure occurs if he ever hits the abort button, or if the clock

strikes midnight and he has not successfully done what 3 different guys have asked.

My blood ran cold. It wasn't a loophole. It was a trap. I had to venture out. I had to put
myself in the line of fire. I had to willingly, consciously, walk into the world as a beautiful
woman who was physically incapable of saying no, and hope that the three requests I received

were... survivable.

Okay. New plan. Carl. I'd go to Carl’s. He could help. He could find three guys, his friends
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maybe, and have them ask me to do simple, harmless things. ‘Can you pass the salt?’ ‘Can you
tie your shoe?’ ‘Can you jump up and down three times?’ It would be easy. I grabbed my phone,

my fingers flying across the screen, a new surge of hope rising in my chest.

Me: dude this new challenge is weird... | have to say yes to everything a guy asks, so I need

you to help me find a guy to ask me some super simple questions that I can say yes to.

But the words on the screen, as I typed them, were not my own. My fingers moved, but

they typed a different message, a message I had no control over.

dude this new challenge is weird... anyways it shouldn't stop me from being home for

dinner tonight. I'll fill you in later.

“What the fuck?” I whispered. I deleted the message, tried again. The same thing. I couldn’t
tell him. I couldn’t warn him. The app was blocking me. I tried to record a voice memo. “I have
to say yes to every man who asks me something,” I said, and my own, pretty voice spoke the
words clearly. But when I played it back, all I heard was a string of nonsensical, cheerful

gibberish. I was alone in this. Completely, utterly alone.

I was trapped. I had to go out. I had to face the world. My only hope was to get it over with
quickly. Find three guys, get three harmless requests, and then run back here and lock the

door until midnight.

I was about to text Carl, to tell him I wouldn’t be home for dinner after all, but his message

came through first.
Carl: Can you come for dinner at 6 maybe? Mom says dinner will be early tonight. Sorry.

[ stared at the screen, my thumb hovering over the keyboard. It was a request. From a man.
I tried to type ‘no’ N-O. My thumb wouldn’t move. It was like hitting a wall. I fought against it,
a silent, desperate battle of wills against an invisible, omnipotent force. And then, my thumb,

with a will of its own, typed out the words.
Sure thing!
And hit send.

“No!” I screamed at the phone. But it was too late. I was compelled. I had to go to dinner.

And Carl wasn't a stranger, so the request didn’'t even count towards my total. This was a
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nightmare. This was a fucking nightmare.

My hands trembled as I typed out another message, a desperate, last-ditch attempt to
regain some control. I was going to turn my phone off, to cut myself off from the world of

male requests.
Me: I'm going to turn my phone off for the competition.

But before I could hit send, my thumbs, those traitorous little bastards, added another

sentence.
SO see you at 6.

I slammed the power button on my phone, plunging the screen into darkness before he
could reply, before he could ask me to ‘break a leg’ or some other innocuous phrase that the

app might interpret as a literal, binding command. I was flying blind.

I grabbed my backpack, my heart a frantic, terrified bird in my chest, and I left the hotel

room, stepping out into a world that had just become infinitely more dangerous.

After dropping my bag at the reception desk and swinging by the bank to deposit the ten
thousand dollars - a surreal, almost comical interlude in a day of pure, existential terror - I
found myself wandering the streets, a beautiful, blonde time bomb, just waiting to be

detonated by the first innocuous male request. I needed to get this over with.

I found a small, crowded bagel shop, the anonymity of the crowd a comforting, if illusory,
blanket. I got in line, my eyes downcast, trying to be as invisible as possible. I ordered a bagel
and a coffee, my voice a soft, barely audible whisper. The barista, a young, friendly guy with a

man-bun and a nose ring, took my order.

“Thatll be seven fifty,” he said. I paid, my hands trembling slightly. “Can you wait over here

for your food?” he asked, gesturing towards a small, designated waiting area.

It was a request. A simple, harmless, anodyne request. My body moved before my brain
could even process it. “Yes,” I said, my voice a soft, automatic response. I walked over to the
waiting area, my heart pounding. My phone, which I had reluctantly turned back on, chimed in

my pocket. One down, two to go. This was easy! Maybe too easy.
I grabbed my food and found a small, empty table in the corner, my back to the wall. I just
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needed to eat my bagel, drink my coffee, and get the hell out of here. I kept my phone off, the

risk of another text from Carl too great.

“Excuse me? Hello?” a voice, young and hesitant, cut through my thoughts. I looked up. A

guy, about my age, was standing by my table, a nervous, hopeful smile on his face.

“I, uh... T just thought you were really pretty,” he stammered, his cheeks flushing a deep,

adorable crimson. “And I was just wondering... do you have a boyfriend?”

It was a question, not a request. I could answer this. I was about to say no, to shut him

down. But the word that came out of my mouth was not my own.
“Yes," I said, the word a simple, undeniable, and utterly fabricated statement of fact.

The guy’s face fell. “Ah, damn,” he said. “Okay. Well, enjoy your day.” He walked away, leaving

me sitting there, stunned.

Two down. The app had counted it. It was a request for information, and I had been
compelled to answer. But... I had lied. I didn’t have a boyfriend. So why had the app accepted

it?
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And then, another man was standing by my table. He was handsome, dressed in an
expensive casual jacket, and carried himself with an air of easy confidence. I didn't recognize

him at all.

“Sorry, babe,” he said, his voice a low, familiar rumble that I couldn’t place. “There was a line

for the toilet. They really need more than one in this place” He looked over at the young guy
who had just walked away, a possessive, slightly annoyed look on his face. “Was that guy

bothering you? Sorry, she’s taken, dude.”

I just stared at him, my mind a blank slate of pure, unadulterated shock. Babe? Taken? Who
the fuck is this guy? The app... it hadn’t just made me lie. It had made the lie true. It had
manifested him. My boyfriend. The boyfriend I didn't have, didn't want, and didn’t even know.

He slid into the chair opposite me, putting a proprietary arm around my shoulders. “Ready

to go?” he asked, his voice all casual, domestic intimacy.
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My brain screamed NO. I wanted to finish my bagel. I wanted to run away from this

handsome, and entirely fabricated man who had just materialized out of thin air. But my body,

my traitorous, puppet body, had other ideas.
“Yeah,” I heard my own, pretty voice say. “Let’s go.”

My phone chimed. Three. I had passed. The requests were fulfilled. That was easy! Maybe

Nadia messed up this one. Maybe this was my free pass.

I stood up, compelled by my own, unwilling agreement, and started to walk towards the

door, intending to make a break for it the second we were outside.

“Hey, babe, where you going?” he called after me, his voice laced with a confused

amusement.

I turned, a surge of desperate, defiant energy rising in my chest. “Look, dude,” I said, my

voice sharp. “I don’'t know you, and I'm leaving”

His smile vanished, replaced by a look of genuine hurt, of anger. “Wait,” he said, his voice

low, a quiet command. “Come back.
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And just like that, I stopped. My feet, my legs, my entire body, frozen in place. I tried to take
another step, to run, but it was like hitting an invisible wall. The compulsion was absolute.
“Okay,” I said, the word a choked, defeated whisper, and I turned around and walked back to

him. The challenge wasn't over. It was active until midnight. And I was his puppet.

“Why are you acting so weird?” he asked, his brow furrowed with a genuine, concerned

confusion.

My mind raced. “I'm... I'm just feeling a little moody, I guess,’ I stammered. “You know...

women.

He looked puzzled. “Moody? What do you mean, moody? Is this about what I said this

morning? About you needing to hit the gym?”

I had no idea what he was talking about. We had never had this conversation. But my

mouth, my traitorous, puppet mouth, answered for me. “Yes," I said.

His face softened. “Babe, I'm sorry, okay?” he said. “I didn't mean it like that. You know I love
your body. It’s just... you've been dressing in these... these guy clothes lately. It made me think
you were feeling ashamed of yourself. But I love your body, just the way it is” He took my
hand. “Look, how about we go back to my place, and I can show you just how much I love your

body?”
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My heart dropped. “Sure thing,” I heard myself say, and he smiled, and started to lead me
out of the bagel shop, my feet following him against my will, my mind screaming in a silent,
desperate chorus of “No, no, no, no, no” This wasn't just a challenge anymore. This was a

horror movie. And I was the final girl, walking willingly into the killer's trap.

The car was a black, obscenely expensive-looking Mercedes that smelled of new leather
and quiet, effortless wealth. The ride to his apartment was a blur of barely suppressed panic
and a series of innocuous, yet terrifying, requests. “Do you mind if we listen to my podcast?”
Yes. “Can you turn it up a bit?” Yes. Every word he spoke was a potential trap. I sat in the

passenger seat, a silent, beautiful hostage.

He glanced over at me. “Please tell me you brought a change of clothes,” he said. “This

outfit is so... not you. Not sexy.”

“Yeah, I did,” I said, the words automatic. And then, I felt a soft thud at my feet. I looked
down. A small, elegant gym bag had materialized out of thin air. The app. It was rewriting

reality again.

“What did you bring?” he asked. “No, wait, let me guess. Is it that little workout outfit I

bought you? The one with the sexy crop top and the tight shorts?”

I looked in the bag. The comfortable sweats and t-shirt I had packed were gone. In their
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place was a tiny scrap of white, corset-style fabric and a pair of black, leather-look shorts that

looked like they wouldn't fit a ten-year-old.
“Yeah, they are,” I heard myself say.
“Awesome,” he said, his eyes gleaming. “Throw it on when we get home.
“Okay, sure thing;” I replied, my heart sinking into my stomach.

His apartment was a sterile, minimalist palace of glass and steel, with a breathtaking view
of the city. I was barely inside before he was shooing me towards the bathroom. “Go on, get

changed. I'll order us some lunch”

I locked myself in the bathroom, my hands trembling as I pulled the new outfit out of the
bag. The top was a bustier, a structured, corset-like garment with underwire and boning,
designed to push my breasts up and together into an obscene, magnificent display of cleavage.
The shorts were tiny, tight, and made of a shiny, faux-leather material that looked both cheap

and incredibly uncomfortable.

Unable to refuse the request, I squeezed myself into the shorts. They were impossibly tight,
stretching to their absolute limit over my ass, cutting into the soft flesh of my thighs. Then,
the top. It was a battle, but eventually, I was in. My breasts were pushed up so high they were

practically under my chin. I looked... incredible. And I hated it.

I was about to leave the bathroom when I heard his voice from the other room. “Hey, you're
taking a while in there. I hope you're not judging your body in those clothes. You know you

have the best legs, hips, and ass in the city, right?”

“Yes,” I called back, the word forced from my lips. And then, it began. A deep, warm, rippling

sensation, starting in my hips and flowing down my legs. I looked down, my jaw slack.

My legs, already long and graceful, elongated further, the muscles becoming leaner, more
defined. My hips flared outwards dramatically, creating a perfect, breathtaking hourglass
silhouette. My ass swelled to a new, magnificent, gravity-defying proportion. The tight,
leather-look shorts were now stretched to their absolute, transparent limit, a second skin

showcasing a lower body that was no longer just cute. It was a work of art.
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“Babe?” he called out. “Okay, come out now. Let me see.

'”

“Okay, coming!” My body moved, carrying me out of the bathroom and into the living room,

a slow, confident, hip-swaying strut that was entirely his creation. He just stared, his eyes
wide, his jaw slack. “That’s my girl” he breathed. “You look so fucking hot.” He took a step

closer, his eyes dark. “Are you just as horny as me or what?”

“Yeah, I am,” [ heard myself say. And in that instant, a tidal wave of pure, raw, physical

arousal crashed over me. My pussy flooded, a slick, hot wetness soaking through my panties.
He grinned. “Really? You're never this ready.

“Yes, I'm so wet,”  purred, the words my own, yet not my own.
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He didn't hesitate. “Well, come here,” he growled. “And fuck me.”

“Okay, I breathed, and my body, my beautiful, horrifying, perfect, traitorous body, lunged at

him, all conscious thought obliterated by the overwhelming, irresistible force of the curse.

The world dissolved into a maelstrom of unwilling action. My mind was a distant, screaming
spectator, trapped behind the eyes of a stranger who wore my face. This body, this
magnificent prison of enhanced flesh and magical compulsions, moved with a predatory grace
that was not mine. It closed the distance between us in three long, hip-swinging strides, the

tight leather shorts creaking with the movement.
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His hands found my new, impossible hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh, pulling me
against him. “God, you're perfect,” he growled, his mouth crashing down on mine. The kiss was
not gentle. It was a brutal, proprietary claiming, a declaration of ownership. My mind recoiled
in disgust at the feel of his lips, the scrape of his stubble, the taste of his morning coffee. But
my body... my body melted into him. My new, full lips parted, my head tilted back, my hands
coming up to tangle in his hair, pulling him closer. A soft, breathy moan escaped my throat, a

sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure that was the most profound lie I had ever told.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. He looked down at the corset top, at the
maghnificent swell of my breasts spilling over the structured cups. “Take this off for me,” he

commanded, his voice a low, guttural rasp.

“Yes,” I purred, and my fingers, with a frustrating, practiced dexterity, found the tiny,
impossible hooks at the back of the corset. The garment fell away, and my breasts, freed from
their confinement, sprang forth, heavy, round, and so exquisitely sensitive that the cool air of
the room felt like a thousand tiny needles against my skin. My nipples were hard as pebbles,

aching with a need that was not my own.

He just stared, his eyes wide with a reverence that was almost religious. “Now, touch

yourself for me,” he whispered, his gaze locked on mine.

My hands, my own traitorous hands, came up to cup my breasts. I squeezed them, a jolt of
pure, electric sensation shooting through me. I watched, mesmerized, as my own fingers
played with my nipples, rolling them, pinching them, the pleasure so intense, so
overwhelming, that my knees buckled. I would have fallen if he hadn’t been holding me. My
other hand drifted lower, over my flat, toned stomach, my fingers tracing the waistband of the
tiny shorts before dipping inside, finding the slick, wet heat between my legs. I circled my clit,
the touch sending a wave of shattering pleasure through my system, my hips starting to buck

and writhe against his hand.
“Get on your knees,” he commanded.

My body obeyed instantly, sinking to the floor, the cold hardwood a shock against my bare
knees. I looked up at him, a silent, beautiful puppet, my mind screaming, the word ‘abort’
flashing behind my eyes like a neon sign. But I couldn’t do it. Fifteen gems. The finish line. I

could endure this.
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He unzipped his pants, and I knew what was coming next. “Suck me,” he growled, and my
head dipped, my mouth opening. The act was a blur of disconnected sensation, a purely
physical process that my mind refused to acknowledge. My body, however, was a prodigy. It
knew exactly what to do, my tongue and lips moving with a practiced, expert skill that was

both horrifying and, on some deep, detached level, impressive.

When he was done with that, he pulled me to my feet, his hands still gripping my hips.
“Now,” he said, his voice thick with a new, dangerous hunger. “The bedroom. I want to see that

incredible ass of yours in action. Ride me.

The bedroom was as sterile and impersonal as the rest of the apartment. He pushed me
onto the bed, and I straddled him, my body moving with a fluid, hypnotic grace. I watched us
in the mirrored closet door, a strange, beautiful, transgressive tableau. I saw the magnificent,
blonde creature that was me, her perfect breasts bouncing in a slow, mesmerizing rhythm, her
impossible ass moving up and down, her face a mask of pure, ecstatic pleasure. But it wasn’t
me. It was a performance. My mind was a thousand miles away, a cool, detached observer,

cataloging the sensations, the sounds, the sheer, mind-bending insanity of it all.

He was not a patient lover. He was a conductor, and I was his orchestra. “Faster,” he'd
command, and my hips would pick up the pace. “On your hands and knees,” he'd growl, and my
body would shift, presenting my new, perfect ass to him. Every position, every act, was a new

command, a new surrender.

And then, the final act. He pulled out, his body slick with sweat. He flipped me onto my
back, his face a mask of intense, focused concentration. “Open your mouth,” he commanded. I
obeyed, my heart a cold, dead thing in my chest. “Swallow,” he ordered. And I did. The act was
a final, profound, and deeply humiliating violation, a surrender of the last, final bastion of my

own physical autonomy.

I thought it was over. But he wasn’'t done with me. He rolled me back over, his fingers
finding my clit again, his touch now rough, impatient. “Now,” he whispered, his voice a hot

breath against my ear. “You're so close. Cum for me, baby.

And my body, my beautiful, traitorous, and utterly magnificent body, obeyed. The orgasm,
when it hit, was not the gentle, rolling wave of my solo explorations. It was a freight train. A
nuclear detonation. A full-body convulsion of pure, raw, unadulterated pleasure that ripped

through me with a force that left me screaming, a high, piercing, melodic cry of pure, animal
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release that went on and on, wave after shattering wave, until I finally, mercifully, collapsed,

boneless and trembling, into the abyss.

When I came to, it was almost 5 PM. A new, urgent compulsion was buzzing under my skin.

I had to get dressed. I had to go to Carl’s. I had to be there for dinner.

I stumbled out of bed. I reached for the comfortable sweats and t-shirt, but my hand
wouldn’t move. I could only wear the outfit he had commanded me to wear. The corset. The

tiny, leather-look shorts. Of course.

He watched me dress, a lazy, satisfied smile on his face. “Where are you going, babe?” he

asked.

“Carl’s; I said. “For dinner.”

“Uhhh, okay,” he said. “I'm beat, anyway. See you tomorrow?”
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“Yes," I said, and a part of me died inside.

[ practically sprinted out of his apartment. On the street, a group of college kids saw me.

“Hey, blondie!” one of them yelled. “Show us your tits!”

And to my horror, my hands, with a will of their own, reached for the hem of my corset top.
“Okay, I said, and I lifted it off, flashing my magnificent, perfect breasts to a chorus of whoops
and cheers before dropping it and running, my face burning with a shame so profound it was

a physical pain.

[ finally made it to Carl’s. He opened the door, and his jaw dropped. He just stared at me, at
the blonde hair, the perfect face, the impossible body squeezed into the ridiculous,

lingerie-like outfit. “What... the fuck... happened to you?” he breathed. “Is that even you?”
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“Yes, it's me, you idiot,” I snapped. “The app is crazy. But if I can just survive until

midnight... it’s all over”

Just then, Sandra walked into the room. She saw me, and her eyes widened in surprise.

“Ellie! Oh, my goodness! Your hair! It's beautiful!”

“Hey, Sandra,’ I said, my voice bright and cheerful. “Do you like it? I decided to go blonde
today”

“It's stunning, dear,” she said. “And you look... different. Are you wearing makeup or

something? You're so pretty”
“No,” I said, a genuine, relieved smile on my face. “Just me.

Dinner was a surreal, tightrope-walking act of normalcy. I ate tacos, I laughed at Sandra’s

stories, [ pretended to be Ellie.
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After dinner, I was about to make my escape. But then, Carl, my friend, my ally, my

unwitting tormentor, turned to me. “Dude,” he said. “Come play some games with me”
“Yes, Carl,” I said, my voice a flat, dead thing.

We sat on the couch, the familiar chaos of Mario Kart a stark contrast to the screaming
chaos in my own head. We played for hours. And then, in the middle of a race, he paused the
game. He turned to me, a strange, hesitant, and deeply curious look on his face. “Dude,” he

said, his voice a low whisper. “You gotta show me. That pussy of yours”

My blood ran cold. The words, his words, hung in the air between us, a stark, brutal, and

utterly binding command.
“Yeah," I said, my voice a hollow echo. “I do”
“Wait, seriously?” he asked, his eyes widening in disbelief.
“Yes,” I said, the word a death sentence.
“Okay, dude,” he said, his voice a strange mixture of awe and guilt. “Show me”

“Okay,” I breathed, and my body, my beautiful, horrifying, and utterly enslaved body, stood
up, unzipped the tiny shorts, and pulled them down, revealing the perfect, slick, and deeply,

profoundly, private truth of my new anatomy.
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He just stared, his face a mask of pure, dumbfounded shock. He got up, kneeling on the
floor in front of me. “Whoa,” he whispered. And then, my hands, my own, traitorous hands,

reached down and gently parted the soft, pink folds, giving him a better view.
“Don't get any ideas,’ I said, my voice a low, warning growl.

“Okay, okay,” he said quickly. “Wow. Thanks, I guess. Damn, that’s so hot. I'm... I'm a little
jealous. You got all the good parts. I just got stuck with the head last time.

“It's not all it’s cracked up to be,” I said, my voice a flat, dead thing.
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He yawned then, a huge, jaw-cracking yawn that was the most beautiful sound I had ever

heard. “Man, I'm beat,” he said, turning off the game. “I'm going to bed”

He was letting me go. I was free. I didn’t wait for him to say goodnight. I just turned and
fled to the spare room, locking the door behind me. I collapsed onto the bed, the corset
digging into my ribs, the tight shorts cutting off my circulation, and I just... lay there. I
remembered the bag I'd left at the hotel reception, the bag with my comfortable, normal

clothes. It felt like a relic from another lifetime. All that mattered was the clock.

I watched the numbers tick over. 11:58. 11:59. And then, finally, mercifully, midnight. The

compulsion lifted. The invisible strings were cut. I was myself again.

I checked the app. CHALLENGE COMPLETE. I had survived. I fell into a deep, dreamless
sleep, my mind and body finally, blessedly, at peace. I was ready for tomorrow. I was ready for

my forty gems. [ was ready to go back to normal.
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End of Day 11 Status Report:

Weaver Level: 6 (leveled up!)

Experience (XP): 90/ 100 to Level 7
Gem Balance: 40

Active App Bonuses:

Success: Base Gem Reward + 6 Gems
Failure (Consolation Prize): 6 Gems + 60 XP

Active App Punishments:

Feminine Body Frame Female Head & Voice
Large Breasts Vagina

Total Reversal Cost: 40 Gems

Active Upgrades & Enhancements:

Hair Beautification +50% Voice Sweetness +50%

Ass Beautification +50% Tendency to Tease +50%
Face Beautification +50%

Head Beautification +100%

N




	THE CHALLENGE APP: WEEK 2 

