
THE CHALLENGE APP 
A transformation story by JohnManTD 

Day 6 

The first sign that something was profoundly, irrevocably wrong with me was that nothing 

felt wrong at all. I swung my legs out of bed, the movement fluid and graceful, and padded 

towards the bathroom without the usual morning inventory of alien body parts. The soft, 

cushioned press of my round, feminine ass against the back of my thighs, the gentle, hypnotic 

sway of the heavy C-cups on my chest, the slender elegance of my arms and legs… it all felt… 

normal. The shock had worn off, replaced by a terrifying, insidious sense of acclimation. This 

was my body now. And my brain, the traitorous bastard, was starting to accept it. 

I splashed cold water on my face – my own, familiar, Ollie-ish face – and stared into the 

mirror. The jarring contrast between the head and the body was still there, a surreal collage of 

genders, but the visceral horror was gone. In its place was a weary resignation, a grim 

acceptance of this new, bizarre reality. My eyes were bloodshot, dark circles etched beneath 

them. I hadn’t slept well. My mind kept replaying last night’s dinner. The memory made my 

stomach clench with a fresh wave of humiliation. 

“Ollie, for God’s sake, what is wrong with your chest?!” Mom’s voice, sharp with a panicky 

alarm that cut through the mundane chatter about her day at the garden center, still echoed 

in my ears. I’d tried to hide it, hunched over my plate of lasagna, the thick fabric of my hoodie 

zipped up to my chin. But there was no hiding C-cups. They were a statement. A declaration 

of magnificent, unwanted, and entirely inexplicable femininity. 

I’d mumbled something about an allergic reaction, about swelling, but she wasn’t having it. 

Her maternal worry, a force of nature as unstoppable as a hurricane, had overridden all sense 

of propriety. “Take off that sweatshirt, Oliver. Now. I want to see.” 

It was a standoff. Me, a twenty-two-year-old man with a secret, magical curse, and my 

mother, a fifty-four-year-old suburban warrior armed with a spatula and an iron will. I had, of 

course, lost. 

The moment I’d peeled off the hoodie, the room had gone silent. My dad’s fork had 

clattered onto his plate. Megan’s jaw, usually set in a perfect pout of teenage disdain, had 

 



actually dropped. She’d stared, her kohl-rimmed eyes wide with a mixture of shock and what 

looked like grudging respect. Mom had just gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. My 

magnificent, C-cup breasts, nestled atop my slender, feminine torso, were on full, glorious 

display under the harsh light of the dining room chandelier. 

Chloe, bless her cold, manipulative, curse-aware heart, had been my only ally. She’d just 

taken a slow sip of her wine, a tiny, almost imperceptible smirk playing on her lips. She’d 

caught my eye, given me a minuscule wink, and then mouthed “good luck” before excusing 

herself to go “make a call.” 

The interrogation that followed had been brutal. I’d stuck to my story – I just woke up like 

this, I don’t know why, it doesn’t hurt. Megan, surprisingly, had been the one to offer a 

plausible, if terrifying, explanation. “It’s probably gynecomastia,” she’d said, pulling out her 

phone and Googling with a clinical detachment. “Abnormal breast tissue growth in males. 

Usually caused by a hormone imbalance.” 

Mom had seized on the word like a life raft. “Hormone imbalance! That’s it! We’ll get you a 

doctor’s appointment first thing Monday morning. Dr. Evans can run some tests, maybe refer 

you to a specialist…” 

That’s when I’d snapped. The thought of a doctor, of blood tests, of trying to explain my 

magical, app-induced tits to a medical professional… it was too much. “NO!” I’d yelled, my 

voice cracking with a panic that was all too real. “It’s fine! It’s probably just a weird allergic 

reaction! It’ll go down! Just leave it alone!” The sheer force of my desperation, my raw, animal 

terror, had finally made them back off. I’d retreated to my room, their worried whispers 

following me down the hall, the taste of lasagna turning to ash in my mouth. It had been, 

without a doubt, one of the most humiliating experiences of my life. And the worst part? My 

spectacular new breasts had so completely captured their attention that no one had even 

noticed my new hips, my new ass, my entirely new, permanent feminine frame. A small mercy, 

but one I knew wouldn’t last. 

I finished brushing my teeth and headed back to my room, the memory of the previous 

night leaving a bitter taste in my mouth. My phone was on my nightstand, purring softly. 

“Morning, my magnificent, mammarian marvel,” Nadia’s voice, a silken caress against my 

frayed nerves, whispered from the speaker. “Did we have a nice, restful sleep after our little 

family dinner party? Or did we spend the night dreaming of mammograms and awkward 
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medical consultations?” 

“Bite me, Nadia,” I grumbled, collapsing onto my bed. The springs groaned under my 

weight, a sound I was still getting used to. I picked up the phone, swiping to the shop 

interface. The two options loomed before me, a fork in the road of my cursed existence. 

[Reverse Punishment: 10 GEMS]. [New Job: 15 GEMS]. 

“I need to know more about this New Job thing,” I said, my voice low. “You’re telling me, for 

fifteen gems, you’ll just… pay me my Walmart salary for the rest of my life? For doing 

nothing?” 

“That’s the gist of it, darling,” she purred. “It’s quite simple, really. The app manifests a new, 

permanent, passive income stream. A trust fund, an inheritance from a long-lost relative, a 

series of suspiciously successful cryptocurrency investments… the specifics are boring. The 

result is the same. A weekly deposit into your bank account, matching your current declared 

income, for all eternity. Or, you know, until you die. Whichever comes first.” She paused, her 

tone shifting, becoming more teasing. “Of course, it would be a much more enticing offer if 

you were, say, a high-powered executive pulling in two hundred thousand a year. Then you’d 

really be set. But hey,” she chuckled, “a lifetime supply of five hundred dollars a week for your 

ramen and video game habits? That’s not too shabby for a pathetic worm like you, is it?” 

I scowled at the phone. “I know what you’re doing,” I said, my voice tight. “You’re dangling 

these… these upgrades in front of me. Trying to tempt me. To get me to keep my tits, my girly 

body, instead of spending my gems on getting back to normal.” 

Her laughter was low, throaty, and utterly devoid of guilt. “Guilty as charged, darling,” she 

purred. “It’s so much more fun when you’re a beautiful, confusing mess. But… is the offer any 

less enticing, knowing my motives?” 

She had me there. Damn her. The thought of quitting my job, of never having to face Dave’s 

dead-eyed stare or another condescending customer again… it was a siren song too potent to 

ignore. I could focus entirely on the app, on completing challenges, on earning gems. I could 

buy the reversals, and the upgrades. I could have it all. But it would mean… waiting. It would 

mean living in this body, this strange, beautiful, horrifying body, for longer. 

And if I did reverse a change, which one would it be? The C-cups were the most obvious, 

the most humiliating, the source of my mother’s current panic attack. But they were also… 
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easier to explain away. Gynecomastia. It was a plausible, if deeply embarrassing, excuse. The 

feminine frame, on the other hand… that was harder to hide, harder to explain. A man doesn’t 

just wake up with the hips and ass of a twenty-something yoga instructor. But it was more 

subtle. More deniable. And the breasts… I reached up, my hand instinctively cupping one of 

the heavy, warm globes. They were kind of sexy. A deep, traitorous part of me, a part that was 

getting louder every day, was starting to… like them. 

No! I shook my head, trying to clear the fog of confusion and unwanted arousal. Normal. 

The goal was to get back to normal. But maybe… maybe normal could wait. That money 

upgrade… it would make everything so much easier. 

“You know what?” I said, my voice firm with a decision I’d just made. “I’m putting it off. The 

choice. For one more day.” I took a deep breath, a surge of reckless, probably misplaced 

confidence swelling in my chest. “Today is my day off. I’m going for a Hard challenge. I’m 

going to go to Carl’s. He’s smart, he can help me. He’s got his trial challenge today, too. We can 

help each other. Then, tomorrow, I’ll have enough gems to make a real decision.” 

“Oh, darling,” Nadia’s voice was pure, ecstatic glee. “I knew you had it in you! A Hard 

challenge! This is going to be so much fun. For me, I mean. For you, it will likely be a crucible 

of terror and shame. But mostly fun for me!” 

I ignored her, my thumb hovering over the button. [HARD] – REWARD: 6 GEMS, 70 XP. With 

my Level 2 bonus, that would be seven gems. Bringing my total to sixteen. More than enough 

for the New Job upgrade, with a gem to spare. I jabbed the screen. The warning popped up, its 

insults feeling like a familiar, welcome-home hug. I pressed ‘CONFIRM, YOU GLORIOUS, 

DOOMED IDIOT.’ 

The screen flickered. 

HARD CHALLENGE ACCEPTED: “HAVE NOBODY QUESTION YOUR VOICE.” 

TIME REMAINING: 15:58:12 (LOCAL MIDNIGHT DEADLINE) 

PUNISHMENT FOR FAILURE: CURRENT PHYSICAL ALTERATION BECOMES PERMANENT. 

I stared at the screen, baffled. “Question my voice?” I said out loud, my own voice its usual, 

unremarkable baritone. “What does that even…?” 

A sudden, sharp, tickling sensation erupted in my throat. It wasn’t painful, but it was 
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insistent, like a feather being dragged across my vocal cords. I coughed, a dry, hacking sound. 

“What is this?” I asked, my voice catching. I cleared my throat, trying to speak again. “Nadia? 

What does this mean?” 

The voice that came out of my mouth was not my own. 

It was high. Melodic. Effortlessly, undeniably female. It was like hearing my own words 

spoken by a stranger, a pretty stranger with a voice like wind chimes and honey. I froze, my 

hand flying to my throat, feeling the familiar bob of my Adam’s apple. Everything felt the same, 

but the sound… the sound was a complete betrayal. 

“Hello?” I whispered, the sound a soft, breathy soprano. “Testing, one, two, three…” It was 

my voice, my cadence, my intonation, but it had been transposed into a completely different 

key. A female key. 

“Oh, my,” Nadia giggled, the sound a delightful, malicious trill in my head. “It seems you’ve 

found your inner songbird, Oliver. Isn’t she lovely?” 

“What the fuck did you do to my voice?!” I shrieked, the sound a high-pitched, panicked cry 

that was utterly, terrifyingly, feminine. 

“The challenge, worm, is to have nobody question it,” Nadia explained, her voice dripping 

with amusement. “If a single person, anyone, says ‘Why do you sound like that?’ or ‘Your voice 

is so high,’ or even a simple ‘You sound like a girl,’—challenge failed. Punishment initiated. And 

you’ll be stuck with that lovely, lyrical larynx of yours forever. That’s why it’s a Hard challenge, 

you magnificent idiot. Good luck.” 

Panic, cold and absolute, washed over me. This… this was so much worse than the physical 

changes. My body, I could hide under baggy clothes. But my voice? How was I supposed to 

hide my voice? I couldn’t just stop talking forever. The second my mom heard me, the second 

Chloe or Megan heard me, the second I ordered a coffee or answered the phone… it was over. 

Game over. I was doomed. This was impossible. I couldn’t fail this one. I absolutely, positively, 

could not be stuck sounding like this for the rest of my life. 

I looked at myself in the mirror, my familiar, masculine face staring back at me. I opened my 

mouth. “This is a fucking nightmare,” I said, and the pretty, feminine voice that came out felt 

like a violation, a poltergeist inhabiting my own body. 
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My mind raced. I had to get out of the house. Now. Before my mom came looking for me. 

Carl’s. It was my only option. He was the only one who knew, the only one I could trust to not 

immediately question why I sounded like a Disney princess. 

I grabbed my phone, my fingers fumbling on the screen as I typed out a text. 

Me: Coming over. NOW. My challenge today is… psychological. It’s about people’s reactions. 

If ANYONE, including you, questions it or reacts to today’s change  as if it’s strange, I fail. And 

I’m stuck like this. 

His reply came back almost instantly. 

Carl: Understood, boss. But uhhh… you gotta help me with my trial challenge… It’s… bad. 

Me: On my way. 

I scrambled to get dressed. Baggy jeans, baggy tee. I paused, looking at my chest. They 

were bouncing with every movement, a constant, distracting jiggle. I couldn’t go out like this. I 

needed… support. Containment. With a groan of resignation, I tiptoed out of my room and 

down the hall to Chloe’s. Her door was closed. I listened for a moment. Silence. She must have 

already left for her morning yoga class. I slipped inside her room, the familiar scent of vanilla 

and ambition filling my nostrils. I went straight for her dresser, rummaging through the 

intimidating arsenal of lace and underwire until I found a simple, plain, black bra. It was a 

struggle to get on, the stretchy fabric tight against my new, larger breasts, but the moment it 

was in place, the sense of relief was profound. The bouncing stopped. My chest felt secure, 

contained. Less like a pair of unruly, independent entities and more like a manageable part of 

my body. It also made them look less… large. I guess when you are just after support and not 

intense cleavage, it makes sense to contain them and not display them. 

I couldn’t risk going out the front door. My mom would hear me. My new, lovely, lyrical, 

traitorous voice. With a grim sense of determination, I opened the window in my room, 

wrestled with the screen, and awkwardly climbed out, dropping the few feet to the soft grass 

of the backyard. 

I felt like a teenage delinquent, sneaking out of my own house. I pulled out my phone, 

texting my mom a quick lie. 

Me: Heading out with Carl for the day. Be back late. Love you! 
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Her reply was instant. Okay, sweetie! Have fun! 

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding and sprinted for my car, my secured breasts a 

firm, reassuring presence against my ribs. The drive to Carl’s was a masterclass in silent 

paranoia. I kept the radio off, afraid that even singing along would be a betrayal. At a 

drive-thru, I ordered my coffee through the mobile app, avoiding the speaker entirely, 

grabbing my cup from the window with a silent nod and a frantic, apologetic wave. This was 

going to be a long, long day. 

When I pulled up to Carl’s house, a familiar, slightly dilapidated suburban box, I texted him 

again. 

Me: I’m here. Remember the deal. NO reaction to my voice. No comments. No questions. Or 

you’re on your own. 

Carl: Got it. Front door’s open. Come up. 

I walked in and went to his bedroom. But when he opened the door, and I froze. The person 

standing in the doorway was a work of surrealist, gender-bent art. He had Carl’s body – a 

solid, well-built frame, clad in a simple green tank top that showed off toned, muscular arms 

and a pair of black athletic shorts. He had Carl’s confident stance, his slightly bewildered 

expression. But his head… his head was not Carl’s. 

Where my friend’s familiar, nerdy, handsome-in-a-rugged-way face should have been, 

there was now the head of a woman. A genuinely, breathtakingly beautiful woman’s head. High 

cheekbones, a delicate jawline, full lips, and large, luminous eyes framed by thick, dark lashes. 

Her hair was a cascade of rich, auburn waves. I could see faint traces of Carl in the shape of 

the nose, maybe the arch of the brows, but the overall effect was… staggering. It was a jarring, 

surreal masterpiece: the head of a goddess seamlessly attached to the solid, athletic frame of a 

gym-goer. 

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” he said, and the voice that came out was his own, his familiar, 

masculine baritone, creating a layer of cognitive dissonance that made my brain hurt. “Maybe 

you were right about this stupid fucking app. Get in here.” 

I could see his new, beautiful eyes trying to place the change on me, scanning my body, but 

my baggy clothes and the bra were doing their job. He didn’t know it was my voice. He was 

looking for a physical change. 
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“Remember,” I said, and the pretty, feminine voice that came out of my mouth seemed to 

hang in the air between us. His beautiful eyes widened for a fraction of a second, a flicker of 

pure shock, but then he caught himself. He clamped his jaw shut, nodding once, curtly. He 

understood. No questions. No comments. We were in the clear. 

I stepped inside, and he closed the door behind me. The sheer, fucked-up absurdity of our 

situation washed over me. I, a man with the body of a woman and the voice of a girl. He, a man 

with the body of a man and the head of a goddess. Together, we were a walking, talking, 

gender-bending disaster. 

“Look at me!” he wailed, his voice muffled. “My fucking head! I know I’m hot, okay, 

objectively, I’m a fucking ten. But I look like a freak show! And I don’t even get any tits to play 

with! All this transformation, and I get the worst part!” 

“I tried to warn you, man,” I said, my female voice soft with a sympathy I genuinely felt. 

“And hey, calling a woman’s head ‘the worst part’? That’s a little misogynistic, dude.” 

“Oh, shut up, Ollie,” he groaned. “You know what I mean. I wanted to touch some tits, or an 

ass! Not… not have to learn a whole new skincare routine!” He looked up at me, his gorgeous 

eyes filled with a primal terror. “Ollie, if I don’t pass this, I’m stuck like this. Forever. 

Remember? No shop, no do-overs. This is it.” 

I nodded, the gravity of his situation hitting me. “What was the challenge?” 

He took a deep breath. “I picked the Hard one, of course. I thought, go big or go home, 

right?” He rolled his new, beautiful eyes. “The challenge is… ‘Give a blowjob to a penis and 

have them cum on your cute face.’” He said the words with a tone of deep, personal revulsion. 

“I was confused about the ‘cute face’ part, and then I felt my face start to itch, my hair fell in 

my eyes, and… well. This.” He gestured vaguely at his head. 

I couldn’t help it. I winced. That was… specific. And deeply, deeply humiliating. 

“I can’t do it, man,” he said, his voice cracking. “I can’t just go out and suck some random 

dude’s dick. Especially not looking like this! Who the hell would even agree to that?!” He 

looked at me, his gaze intense, pleading. “That’s… that’s why I need you, Ollie. I need your 

penis.” 

I jumped up from the chair I’d been sitting in. “What?! No! No fucking way, Carl!” I yelped, 
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my voice a high-pitched squeak of pure horror. 

“Dude, come on!” he pleaded, getting up, following me as I started pacing the room. “You 

have to! We’re best friends! And I’m helping you with your challenge, right? I’m not asking any 

questions about your weird… situation! It’s a quid pro quo! And I promise, I will help you with 

any other challenge you get, forever! I’ll be your curse-app sidekick! Just… please. Help me.” 

We argued for ten minutes. I was adamant. He was desperate. He painted a vivid, horrifying 

picture of his life as a permanent, beautiful-headed freak show. He reminded me that it was, 

technically, my fault he was in this mess. He begged. He pleaded. And finally, my resolve 

crumbled. He was my best friend. And he was right. I couldn’t leave him like this. 

With a groan that seemed to tear itself from the very depths of my soul, I stopped pacing. 

“Fine,” I said, my female voice heavy with resignation. “Fine. Let’s… let’s just get this over with.” 

The thirty minutes that followed were, without a doubt, the most awkward, 

cringe-inducing, and surreal of my entire life. We didn’t speak. The silence in the room was 

thick with unspoken horror and mutual, profound regret. I sat on the edge of his worn, slightly 

sticky leather sofa. He, with a look of grim, surgical determination on his new, beautiful face, 

knelt on the floor in front of me. I took a deep breath and, with my eyes squeezed shut, 

unzipped my jeans and pulled down my pants and boxers. 

Carl, true to his word, didn’t comment. He didn’t react. His eyes, those luminous green 

orbs, just flickered down for a moment, taking in my slender, hairless thighs, the feminine 

curve of my hips, and my penis, now nestled in a bed of its own. He just nodded once, as if to 

say, ‘Right. Let’s do this.’ 

He leaned forward, his beautiful auburn hair brushing against my leg, and took me into his 

mouth. The sensation was… bizarre. Entirely clinical. There was no passion, no desire, just the 

wet, warm, mechanical motion of my best friend, who currently had the head of a supermodel, 

trying to complete a cursed challenge to save himself from a lifetime of freakishness. 

I couldn’t get hard. My mind was a chaotic whirlwind of horror, embarrassment, and 

profound gender confusion. My dick remained stubbornly, resolutely, flaccid. 

“Dude,” Carl mumbled, his voice muffled. “Come on. Work with me here.” 

I gritted my teeth, trying to think of something, anything, that would get me over the line. I 
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thought of the porn I used to watch, of the women I’d fantasized about. Nothing. I thought 

about the feeling of being penetrated, the memory from my cervix-hunting adventure. A 

flicker, but not enough. 

And then, in a moment of pure, desperate inspiration, I looked down. Down at my own 

chest. My hands found the soft, heavy mounds. I pushed them up and together, creating my 

own magnificent cleavage. I looked at the deep, shadowy valley, at the soft, pale skin. I 

squeezed them, the feeling of their soft, yielding weight in my hands, a jolt of exquisite 

sensitivity rippling through me even through the thick fabric… it was a surge. A powerful, 

undeniable, deeply transgressive wave of pure, unadulterated arousal. 

My dick, my one remaining bastion of original masculinity, sprang to attention. 

I groped myself, my hands moving from my breasts down to my stomach, my hips, my mind 

lost in a fantasy not of fucking, but of being this… this beautiful, titted, curvy creature. Carl, 

sensing the change, redoubled his efforts. The pleasure, sharp and intense, started to build. 

“I’m… I’m close,” I gasped, my voice a breathy, feminine moan. 

He pulled back, his beautiful face slick with saliva, his green eyes wide. “Just… just fucking 

do it, man,” he pleaded. 

I leaned back, my hand a frantic blur, my eyes squeezed shut, the image of my own breasts 

burned into my mind. The orgasm, when it hit, was explosive, a raw, physical release born of 

pure, desperate, gender-bent autoeroticism. I came, hot and copious, all over Carl’s beautiful, 

terrified face. 

The moment it was over, I scrambled to my feet, yanking up my pants, my face burning 

with a shame so profound it felt like a physical illness. I looked down and saw Carl’s female 

face covered in my cum. Fuck, this was so weird. I quickly fled to the bathroom without a 

word, locking the door behind me, and leaned over the sink, gasping for breath. 

 

After a few minutes, there was a knock on the door. “Dude? You okay?” Carl’s voice, his 

normal voice, sounded hesitant. I heard his phone buzz, and then a whoop of pure, 

unadulterated joy. “It worked! Ollie, it fucking worked! Challenge complete! ‘Thank you for 

trying the trial version.’ I’m saved!” Then, I heard Nadia’s voice, faint through the door. “Oh, 
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boooo. I was so hoping you’d be stuck like that. You were much prettier.” 

I cleaned myself up and emerged from the bathroom to find Carl staring at his phone, a 

look of profound relief on his beautiful face. He looked up at me, a genuine, grateful smile 

spreading across his lips. “Dude,” he said. “Thank you. Seriously. I owe you. Big time.” He 

looked at me, a new understanding in his eyes. “We’ll just… we’ll stay here for the rest of the 

day. Play video games. Order a pizza. We’ll make sure you pass your challenge. I don’t want 

anyone else seeing me like this anyway.” 

And so we did. We spent the rest of the day in a bubble of comfortable, familiar normalcy, a 

bizarre island of friendship in a sea of cursed, reality-bending chaos. We played video games, 

we talked shit, we ate greasy pizza. For a few hours, sitting there on his couch, my pretty 

voice a silent promise, his beautiful head a temporary fixture, it almost felt like nothing had 

changed. 

At precisely midnight, as we were in the middle of a heated match of Mario Kart, I felt the 

tingling in my throat subside. I cleared my throat. “Testing,” I said, and my own, familiar, 

blessedly boring baritone came out. A wave of relief, so profound it almost made me dizzy, 

washed over me. I had done it. I had survived. 

At the same moment, Carl yelped, clutching his head. He ran to the bathroom, and emerged 

a moment later, his own, familiar, ruggedly handsome face staring back at me, a look of 

ecstatic relief plastered across it. He was himself again. We were both back to normal. Well, 

my version of normal, anyway. 

“Your voice,” he said, finally able to speak freely. “That was the challenge, wasn't it?” 

I nodded, my female voice now just a strange memory. We talked for another hour, a real, 

candid conversation about the sheer, mind-bending insanity of our lives. We parted ways with 

a handshake that felt more like a solemn pact between two soldiers returning from a bizarre, 

gender-bent war. 

Back in my room, I collapsed into bed, exhausted but triumphant. I pulled out my phone. 

CHALLENGE COMPLETE: “HAVE NOBODY QUESTION YOUR VOICE.” 

REWARD: 7 GEMS, 70 XP. 

CURRENT GEM BALANCE: 16. 
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Sixteen gems. My eyes widened. I had more than enough. I navigated to the shop, my heart 

pounding. [New Job: 15 GEMS]. I could buy it. Right now. I could quit Walmart tomorrow. I 

could be free. The choice was real now, concrete, sitting there on the screen, waiting for me. 

Tomorrow. Tomorrow I would have to decide. 

I put the phone down, my mind a whirlwind. I was so tired. I curled up on my side, pulling 

the covers up to my chin. My hand, moving on instinct, slipped under my shirt, finding the 

soft, heavy, familiar weight of my C-cup breast. It felt… comforting. Right. I held it gently as I 

drifted off to sleep, a strange, contented smile on my face.  
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