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Chapter 1 
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Lyra bounced on her heels, her dyed pink hair a neon streak against the dim glow of the fairy lights she’d strung up last Halloween and never taken down. The coffee table was a disaster—half-empty soda cans, a half-eaten bag of chips, and a single, forlorn sock that had somehow made its way there. She grinned as the doorbell rang, her fingers already twitching with anticipation. 

“Come in, come in!” she chirped, flinging the door open before anyone could knock again.

April stood there, arms crossed, her dark hair pulled into a tight ponytail that made her look like she was ready to lecture someone. "Lyra, if this is another one of your 'harmless experiments,' I swear—" 

"Relax, April," Lyra said, waving her off. "It's just a game. A fun game." 

Toby shuffled in behind her, his messy brown hair flopping into his eyes as he blinked at the mess of the apartment. His fingers twitched like he wanted to straighten something, but he just sighed and nudged a stray sock under the couch with his toe. 

Billy, tall and effortlessly cool, strode in last, his athletic frame filling the doorway.

"Howdy, Billy," Lyra drawled, grinning up at him with that mischievous glint in her eyes.

He smirked, shaking his head like she was a lost cause—because, well, she was. "You’re lucky I like trouble," he said, dropping onto the couch and stretching his arms across the back like he owned the place. 

Lyra clapped her hands together, already vibrating with energy. "Okay, okay, gather ‘round. I’ve got something special for us tonight." She kicked a pile of laundry off the coffee table with one foot, sending a sock skidding across the floor. Toby winced but didn’t say anything—he never did. 

April narrowed her eyes. "Define special." 

Lyra smirked, reaching under the couch and pulling out a large, ornate wooden box. The moment she touched it, the air in the room seemed to hum. Not that anyone else noticed. Yet.

The box was heavy, the wood dark and polished, carved with intricate swirls and symbols that seemed to shift when Lyra tilted it. She set it on the table with a thud that made April flinch. 

“Okay, what the hell is that?” April asked, her voice sharp. She leaned forward, her dark eyes scanning the box like it was a bomb. “And why does it look like it belongs in a museum?” 

“Because it probably does. I 'borrowed' it from Runa,” Lyra said, waggling her fingers in air quotes. She grinned, unfazed by the way April’s eyebrows shot up in alarm. “You know, the girl who always wears those fake demon horns and tail? The one who’s obsessed with ‘occult curiosities’?” Lyra continued, her fingers tracing the carved edges of the box. “She left it unlocked in her dorm room. And I mean, come on—it was practically begging to be played with.” 

April exhaled sharply through her nose, her fingers already tapping against her thigh in that nervous rhythm she got when Lyra did something reckless. “Lyra, you can’t just take things from people’s rooms. Especially not things that look like they belong in a cursed antique shop.”

"Relax, I’ll bring it back. Eventually," Lyra said, waving a hand dismissively. "Probably. Maybe." 

Billy smirked, stretching his arms behind his head. "Runa’s dumb as a post. She’ll never notice it’s gone." 

Toby, meanwhile, was still making room on the couch, shifting a pile of Lyra’s discarded clothes onto the floor with a quiet sigh. He perched on the edge like he was ready to bolt at any second. 

Lyra rolled her eyes but didn’t argue. Instead, she lifted the lid of the box with a dramatic flourish, revealing a thick, leather-bound book, a game board, dice, game piece and a set of cards. The moment the lid opened, a faint scent of old paper and something metallic—like the tang of a struck match—filled the air. April recoiled slightly, her nose wrinkling.

"Ugh. What is that smell?" 

"Magic," Lyra said, grinning. "Or at least, that’s what Runa claims." 

Toby leaned forward, his wide eyes fixed on the cards. "Magic?" he echoed, his voice barely above a whisper. "Like, actual magic?" 

Billy smirked, leaning forward to slap the back of Toby’s head just hard enough to make him jump. "Dude, magic isn’t real. You’re gonna start believing in fairies next." 

Toby rubbed the spot where Billy’s hand had landed, his cheeks flushing pink. "I didn’t say I believed it," he muttered, but his eyes were still glued to the cards, fingers twitching like he wanted to reach out and touch them. "I just—it’s weird, okay? The way it smells. The way it feels." 

Lyra, undeterred, plucked the leather-bound book from the box and flipped it open. The pages were thick, yellowed with age, and covered in handwritten text in a language none of them recognized. The ink looked fresh, though, as if someone had just written it. April leaned in, her fingers hovering over the page like she was afraid to touch it.

"That doesn't look like any language I've ever seen," she said, her voice tight. "And it's not just the alphabet—it's the way the letters are shaped. It's like they're moving." 

Lyra tilted her head, squinting at the page. "Nah, it's probably just the light. Or maybe Runa's got a thing for fancy calligraphy." She flipped through the pages, her fingers brushing against the strange symbols. "Look, there's instructions in English right here." She pointed to a section near the bottom of the page, where neat, modern handwriting stood out against the old script. "See? It says we just need to set up the board, place the pieces, and roll the dice to start. Simple." 

"Lyra," April said slowly, her voice uncharacteristically tight, "that English part wasn’t there before." 

Lyra blinked, then frowned at the page like it had personally offended her. "What? Of course it was." 

"And where are my snacks?" Billy asked, stretching his long legs out and crossing them at the ankles. He leaned back against the couch, his fingers drumming against the armrest. "You promised snacks, Lyra. I came here for snacks not weird magic board games." 

Lyra groaned, tossing the book back into the box. "Oh, right. The snacks. The snacks I definitely didn't forget to buy. They're just... somewhere." Lyra spun around, scanning the apartment like a detective searching for clues. Her eyes landed on the kitchen counter, where a half-eaten bag of chips sat next to a suspiciously sticky jar of marmalade. "Ah! Found them!" Lyra declared, triumphantly holding up the bag of chips. "Toby, grab the plate. Billy, you’re on drink duty. April, you’re in charge of not being a buzzkill." 

April shot her a look that could curdle milk. "I’m not touching that game." 

Lyra rolled her eyes. "Fine, be a party pooper. But you’re still playing. We need four people to start." 

Billy stretched his arms behind his head, grinning. "I’m in. Sounds like fun."

Toby hesitated, his fingers twitching at his sides. "I don’t know... it feels weird."

Lyra tossed a chip at him. "Weird is fun. That’s what makes it exciting," Lyra said, catching the chip Toby had tossed back at her and popping it into her mouth. She grinned, her pink hair bouncing as she shook her head. "Come on, Toby. Live a little. Or, you know, live a lot. That’s what this game is for, right? Adventures? Thrills? Maybe even a little magic?" She wiggled her fingers in the air, making spooky ghost sounds. 

Toby’s cheeks flushed deeper, his wide eyes flicking between the game and Lyra’s face. He swallowed hard, his fingers twisting together in his lap. "Okay, but if something goes wrong, I’m blaming you." 

Lyra grinned, triumphant. "Deal. Now, let’s get this show on the road."

April sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose like she was already fighting off a headache. "Lyra, I swear, if this game turns out to be some kind of cult initiation ritual, I'm calling the cops." 

Lyra laughed, the sound bright and unrepentant as she spread the game board across the coffee table. The board itself was a work of art—dark wood inlaid with silver filigree that seemed to glow faintly under the apartment lights. The surface was divided into four quadrants, each marked with strange symbols that pulsed like they were breathing. April’s fingers twitched toward her phone, half-tempted to google "how to perform an exorcism," but she stopped herself. No. She wasn’t going to encourage this. 

But as Lyra reached for the deck of cards, her fingers brushed against a strange metal mechanism embedded in the side of the box. "Ohhh, this is cool!"

As Lyra shoved the deck of cards into the machine’s slot, April’s breath hitched. The device—some kind of ornate brass contraption with gears that whirred to life at the slightest touch—hadn’t been there before. Not when they first opened the box. Not when they’d set up the board. It had just... appeared. Like it had always been part of the game. 

Lyra grinned, her pink hair bouncing as she jammed the cards in with a little too much force. "Ta-da! Magic!" 

"Oh, come on," Billy groaned. "You didn't even read what was on the cards before you shoved them in. Now we can't." 

Lyra blinked at him, her grin widening as she leaned back in her chair. "Billy, my dear, that's the point. The whole fun of a game like this is the surprise, isn't it?" She tapped the brass mechanism with her fingernail, making it whirr ominously. "If you knew what was coming, where's the thrill in that?" 

Toby shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his fingers drumming against his knee as he stared at the whirring mechanism. "I just hope it won't be like in 'Jumanji'," he muttered, half to himself. 

Billy snorted, stretching his arms behind his head. "Dude, that's a kids' movie. This is just some weird board game some dumb goth chick left lying around. Plus, in 'Jumanji' it's a video game, not some creepy antique board game." 

Toby blinked, his fingers twitching toward the strange symbols on the board. "In the original movie it was a board game. And it didn’t end well for anyone." 

April exhaled sharply through her nose, her fingers tightening around the armrest of the couch. "Toby has a point. This is exactly how horror movies start. With some idiot ignoring all the obvious warning signs." 

"Relax, April. It’s just a game. And if it is magic, well..." She leaned forward, her grin turning wicked. "That just makes it more fun." Lyra clapped her hands together. "Now everyone pick a piece and let's finally start this thing." She reached into the ornate box and pulled out ten intricately carved figures—each one unique, each one humming faintly with an energy that made the air around them feel charged. 

April hesitated, her fingers hovering over the pieces like they might bite. "What do you mean 'pick a piece'? What happens if we pick the wrong one?" 

Lyra rolled her eyes, already grabbing the first figure—a sleek, silver fox with eyes that seemed to gleam with mischief. "There's no wrong piece, April. Just pick the one that calls to you." She held the fox up, turning it in the light so its polished surface caught the glow. "This one's clearly mine. Look at this little guy." Lyra grinned, setting the fox piece down on the board with a soft click. The moment it touched the wood, the silver filigree beneath it pulsed faintly, as if responding to her touch. 

Billy reached in next, his long fingers brushing against the remaining pieces before settling on a lion. "This one’s got presence," he said, setting it down with a smirk. The lion’s amber eyes seemed to glow under the dim apartment lights, and for a second, Billy could’ve sworn it winked at him.

April hesitated, her fingers hovering over the remaining figures. "This is ridiculous," she muttered, but her eyes kept darting back to the owl—the one carved from pale, smooth stone, its wings slightly spread as if ready to take flight. Its eyes were two tiny, polished sapphires, sharp and knowing, and the longer she looked at it, the more she felt like it was judging her. "Fine," she snapped, snatching the owl up before she could second-guess herself. "But if this thing starts talking to me, I’m throwing it out the window." April muttered, her fingers still hovering over the remaining pieces like they might bite. The moment she set the owl down on the board, the silver filigree beneath it flared briefly—like a candle catching flame before settling into a steady glow. 

Toby, who had been watching the whole thing with wide, anxious eyes, finally reached into the box with trembling fingers. He hesitated over the remaining pieces—a wolf, a serpent, a dragon, a bear, a dog, a rat—before his gaze landed on the last one. A lazy black cat, curled up as if napping, its tail wrapped neatly around its paws. The moment Toby touched it, the cat’s carved eyes seemed to flicker open, just for a second, before settling back into stillness. "This one," he said quietly, setting it down with a soft click. 

Lyra grinned, already bouncing in her seat. "Okay, okay, now we just need to roll the dice and—" 

April cut her off, her voice sharp. "Wait. What do the rules say? You didn’t even read them." 

Lyra blinked at her, then glanced down at the leather-bound book. "Uh..." She skimmed the page, her fingers tracing the strange symbols. "Okay, so basically, we roll the dice to move our pieces, and depending on where we land, we get a card. And—" She squinted at the text. "Oh! There’s a punishment card for anyone who tries to cheat. And the first one to reach the end gets their wish granted." She grinned, tossing the book aside. "See? Now let's roll!"

April's fingers dug into the armrest of the couch. "Lyra, that's not simple. That's vague. And dangerous. We don't even know what kind of wish this game grants." 

Lyra waved her off. "Oh, come on. It's probably just something fun. Like winning the lottery or getting a free pizza for life. Or maybe it'll make Billy's acting career take off." She nudged Billy's arm with her elbow, grinning up at him. 

Billy smirked, stretching his arms behind his head. "I mean, I wouldn't say no to that. Imagine the roles I could land," Billy said, flexing his biceps with a wink. "But seriously, April, you're overthinking this. It's just a game. The wish thing is just for flavor," Billy said, stretching his arms behind his head with a lazy grin. "Like when they say 'win a million dollars' on a cereal box. It's not real, it's just to make it fun." 

Lyra's head snapped up, her pink hair whipping around her face like a startled cat's tail. "Wait, what?" She stared at Billy like he'd just announced the Earth was flat. "No, no, no. That's not how it works. Cereal boxes do have real prizes. I've spent hours—like, actual hours—of my life collecting those stupid little proofs of purchase and sending them in. I even got a free T-shirt once." She leaned forward, her eyes wide with the kind of indignation only someone who had personally invested emotional capital in cereal box promotions could muster. "You're telling me all that time was for nothing? That the 'win a million dollars' thing is just... flavor?" 

Billy blinked at her, his smirk faltering for the first time. "Uh. Yeah? I mean, what else would it be? You think they're just sitting on a pile of cash, waiting for some kid to send in a box top? Come on, Lyra. You're smarter than that." 

Lyra crossed her arms, her pink hair falling into her eyes as she glared at Billy. "I've researched this. There are entire forums dedicated to cereal box giveaways. People win stuff all the time. " 

Before she could argue further, Toby cleared his throat. "Uh, guys? Maybe we should just... start the game?" He glanced at the board, then back at the others, his fingers twisting together in his lap. "We already picked our pieces. And the rules say we just need to roll the dice to start." 

Lyra blinked, her indignation about cereal box giveaways momentarily forgotten. "Right. The dice." Lyra snatched up the two ornate metal dice from the box. "Okay, so we each roll once to determine the order we play in. Highest roll goes first." 

Lyra shook the dice in her palm, the metal clinking like tiny bells. The moment she released them onto the board, they didn't just roll—they danced. They spun in impossible loops, their surfaces flashing with strange, shifting symbols before settling with a final clink that echoed unnaturally loud in the apartment. 

Lyra whooped. "Yes! I win!" She pumped her fist in the air, her pink hair bouncing with triumph. "Eleven! That’s practically a perfect score." Lyra crowed, snatching up the dice to admire them like they were made of gold. She tossed them playfully at April, who caught them with a reflexive twitch of her fingers—only to immediately drop them onto the board like they’d burned her. Nine. Not terrible, but not great. 

Toby went next, his hands shaking slightly as he picked up the dice. He rolled a three. His shoulders slumped. "Well, that’s about right," he mumbled, pushing his messy hair out of his eyes with a sigh. 

Billy rolled last, his strong fingers flicking the dice with practiced ease. They spun in a lazy arc before settling on a five. 

Lyra clapped her hands together, bouncing in her seat. "Perfect! I go first, then April, then Billy, then Toby. Let’s get this show on the road!"

Lyra declared, her fingers already twitching with excitement. She grabbed her fox piece and moved it to the starting space with a satisfied click. The moment it landed, the board shuddered slightly beneath her fingertips, the silver filigree pulsing like a heartbeat. A faint hum filled the air, so subtle that April might have dismissed it as her imagination—if not for the way the hairs on her arms stood on end. 
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"Okay, now I roll," Lyra said, shaking the dice in her palm. The metal cubes clinked together with a sound that seemed too loud, too sharp, like the chime of a bell in an empty cathedral. She tossed them onto the board with a flourish, and for a second, they seemed to hover in the air, suspended as if caught in a gust of wind that wasn't there. Then they landed with a sharp clack that made Toby flinch.

"Two !" Lyra groaned, slumping back against the couch. "That's it? Two? I swear this game is rigged." She reached for her fox piece, only for the silver fox to twitch in her fingers, then slide smoothly across the board on its own, stopping exactly where it should have landed. Lyra yelped, nearly dropping it. "What the hell?!" 

April’s breath hitched. "Did it just—? No, that’s impossible." She leaned forward, eyes locked on the fox piece like it might bite her. "Lyra, did you move that?"  

"Nope. It moved itself. Isn't that cool?"  

April stared at the fox, her analytical mind racing through possibilities. "How did it move? There's no mechanism, no magnets, no strings. It just... slid." She reached out a finger, hesitating just above the piece like it might bite her. "This isn't normal." 

Toby's eyes widened, his fingers twitching at his sides. "You guys... remember what happened in Jumanji?"  

Billy snorted, stretching his arms behind his head. "Dude, relax. It's just a game. Probably some cheap mechanism inside the board making the pieces move. Like those fake magic tricks you get at carnivals." 

The brass mechanism whirred again, louder this time, and a single card slid out of its slot with a sharp snap. Lyra blinked at it, then plucked it from the air before it could flutter to the floor. The moment her fingers touched it, the card felt warm—almost too warm, like it had been sitting in sunlight for hours. She turned it over, and the words scrawled across it in bold, looping script made her stomach drop:

"ALL PREVIOUS EFFECTS ARE CANCELLED." 

Lyra frowned, tilting the card toward the light like that might make the words rearrange themselves into something less ominous. But no—the letters stayed stubbornly in place, mocking her. Then, just as quickly as it had appeared, the card dissolved into a fine, glittering dust that drifted away on the warm apartment air. 

Lyra blinked, her fingers still curled as if holding something. "Well, that was weird," she said, shaking her head like she could physically dislodge the unease creeping up her spine. "But also kind of cool. Like a magic trick, right?" She looked around at the others, her grin faltering slightly when she saw April’s face. "April, come on. You’re not actually worried about this, are you?" 

April’s fingers were already tapping against her thigh in that nervous rhythm she always got when things didn’t make sense. "Lyra, the card dissolved. Into dust. That’s not a magic trick. That’s—" She cut herself off, her dark eyes flicking to the brass mechanism, which had gone eerily silent. "That’s not normal." 

Toby, who had been watching the whole thing with wide, anxious eyes, leaned forward. "Guys, maybe we should stop. Just for a second. To think about this." His fingers twisted together in his lap. "I mean, the card just... vanished. And the piece moved on its own. That's not supposed to happen, right? In normal games?" 

Lyra rolled her eyes. "Oh, come on, Toby. You’re really going to be that guy?" Lyra groaned, flopping back against the couch cushions. "The one who overthinks everything? The game just started, and you’re already trying to kill the vibe." She reached for the dice again, shaking them in her palm with a little too much force. "Next turn, April. Don’t mess this up." 

April exhaled sharply through her nose, her fingers hovering over the dice like they might bite her. "Lyra, I’m not rolling until we figure out what just happened. That card didn’t just dissolve. And that piece moved. On its own." 

Billy stretched his arms behind his head, smirking. "Dude, you’re overreacting. It’s probably just some cheap parlor trick," Billy said, leaning back against the couch with a lazy grin. "Come on, April. You’re smarter than this. You’re not actually scared of a board game, are you?"  

April shot him a look that could have melted steel. "That’s not the point, Billy. The point is that things are happening that shouldn’t be happening. And if we’re going to keep playing, we need to at least acknowledge that." April’s voice was steady, but her fingers were still tapping against her thigh like a metronome set to panic. "Lyra, you stole this game from Runa. What if it’s—" 

"Cursed?" Lyra supplied, grinning as she leaned forward. "Oh, please. Runa’s the type to buy ‘cursed’ stuff from Etsy and then brag about it in group chats. This is probably just one of her ‘spooky’ props she got from a convention." She waved a dismissive hand, but her eyes flicked back to the board, where the silver filigree was still pulsing faintly, like a heartbeat. "Look, if this game is cursed, then Runa would be the one suffering, not us. And trust me, that girl has more bad luck than a black cat walking under a ladder during a Friday the 13th eclipse. If anything, we’re doing her a favor by taking it off her hands." 

April’s fingers stilled on her thigh. "You’re really not taking this seriously. What if it’s not just a game? What if it’s—" 

"Magic?" Lyra interrupted, grinning. "Oh, come on, April. You’re the one who’s always saying ‘there’s a logical explanation for everything.’ So explain this." She gestured to the board, where the silver filigree pulsed in time with her words. "Or don’t. But either way, it’s your turn."

"Fine. I’ll roll. But if something weird happens, I'm blaming you." April said, her voice tight as she snatched the dice from Lyra's outstretched hand. She shook them once, twice, her fingers trembling just slightly before she tossed them onto the board. 

A five. April exhaled, already reaching for her owl piece, but before her fingers could touch it, the carved stone bird twitched. Then, with a smooth, deliberate motion, it slid across the board on its own, gliding over the silver filigree like it was skating on ice. The moment it landed on the fifth space, the entire board shuddered, and the brass mechanism whirred to life again, spitting out another card with a sharp snap.

April snatched it up, her fingers trembling as she read the words scrawled in elegant script:

"YOU HAVE RECEIVED A NEW PART." 

She frowned, flipping the card over as if the back might hold some kind of explanation. "What the hell does that mean?" she muttered. 

Then— 

A strange, warm pressure bloomed between her legs. 

April’s breath hitched. Her jeans suddenly felt too tight, the denim straining against something that hadn’t been there before. Her fingers flew to her waistband, fumbling with the zipper before she could even process what she was doing. 

And then— 

A thick, heavy weight burst free, slapping against her palm with a wet, fleshy sound.

April gasped, her eyes flying wide as she stared down at the thick, flushed penis now jutting from her body. It was real. Warm. 

April’s breath came in short, panicked bursts as she stared down at the thing between her legs, her fingers twitching like she wasn’t sure whether to pinch herself or scream. "What—what the fuck—?!" 

Lyra’s jaw dropped. "Oh. Ohhhh." She leaned forward, squinting at April’s lap like she was watching a particularly fascinating science experiment. "Well, that’s new." 

Billy burst out laughing, slapping his knee like this was the funniest thing he’d ever seen. "Dude. You just grew a dick." 

"And not just any dick. A nice dick." Lyra reached out like she might poke it, but April swatted her hand away with a sharp hiss. 

"Lyra! Stop!" April shrieked, her voice pitching into a near-squeak. She was still staring down at the thing between her legs like it might bite her. "This isn't funny! I don't have a penis! I never had a penis! And now—now—" She squeezed her eyes shut, her fingers twitching against her thighs like she was trying to will it away. "Make it stop. Make it stop, make it stop—" Her voice cracked, high and panicked, and for the first time in her life, April felt truly, undeniably out of control. She slapped her hands over her lap like she could somehow contain this new, impossible thing, her fingers trembling as she glared at Lyra with wide, horrified eyes. "We should never have played this game. We should stop right now."

The words hung in the air, sharp and desperate, but Lyra just grinned, her pink hair bouncing as she leaned forward. "Oh, come on, April. Don’t be such a buzzkill. This is awesome." She gestured at the board, where the silver filigree was now pulsing brighter, as if feeding off the chaos. "Think about it—you’ve got a dick. A real dick. And not just any dick—it’s yours." She tilted her head, squinting at April’s lap with the kind of fascination usually reserved for rare insects. "Is it... functional?" 

April’s face burned. "Lyra, this is not a joke. I don’t want a penis. I never asked for a penis. And now I have one, and it’s—" She squeezed her eyes shut, her fingers trembling against her thighs. "It’s just... there." 

"Well, at least it’s a nice one. Thick. Veiny. You know, like a good wine." 

Billy burst out laughing, slapping his knee. "Dude, you just got dicked by a board game. That's the most metal thing that's ever happened to anyone." 

April's face burned, her fingers curling into fists at her sides. "This is a medical emergency! I need to get to a hospital!" 

Lyra rolled her eyes. "Oh, come on, April. It’s not like you’re going to walk into the ER and say, ‘A penis suddenly grew on me like a mushroom!’" She smirked, nudging Billy with her elbow. "I mean, sure, it’ll go great. The doctors will probably just shrug and say, ‘Happens all the time.’" Lyra said, waving a dismissive hand. "Besides, what are they gonna do? Cut it off?"

April’s breath hitched, her fingers instinctively tightening around her new appendage. "This is impossible. This can’t be happening." 

Toby, who had been silent this whole time, finally spoke up. "April... you should maybe... try to relax?" He winced as soon as the words left his mouth, realizing how ridiculous they sounded. "I mean, I don’t know what else to say. This is... a lot," Toby said, rubbing his temples like he could physically massage the absurdity out of the situation. "But, uh, maybe it’s temporary? Like, maybe once we finish the game, everything goes back to normal. Probably." 

April’s fingers twitched around the base of her new appendage, her face flushing darker with each passing second. "Toby, I don’t care if it’s temporary. I don’t want this. I don’t want any of this." She glared at the board like it had personally betrayed her. "This isn’t some fun little magic trick. This is—this is biological." 

Lyra, meanwhile, was still grinning like a kid who’d just discovered fireworks. "Okay, okay, but think about the possibilities!" She wiggled her fingers excitedly. "You could be the first female porn star with a real dick! Think of the headlines! 'April: The Girl Who Had It All!'" 

April let out a strangled sound, somewhere between a sob and a scream. "Lyra, this isn't funny! I don't want to be some kind of freak show! I just want to go back to normal!"

Billy, still laughing, reached over and poked April's new appendage with his index finger. "Dude, it's solid. Like, really solid. You should be proud. That's some top-tier equipment right there." 

April slapped his hand away, her face burning. "Lyra, call Runa right now to correct this. I am not walking around with a penis." Her voice cracked, high and panicked, her fingers still curled protectively around the unfamiliar weight between her legs. 

Lyra hesitated, her grin faltering for the first time as she took in April's stricken expression. She reached for her phone with a sigh, already dialing Runa's number before she could second-guess herself. The phone rang three times before cutting to voicemail—Runas cheerful, slightly breathless voice filled the speaker: "Hey you! I lost my phone again, so leave a message and I’ll call you back as soon as I find it. Probably under a pile of laundry or inside a vintage typewriter. Who knows? Anyway, bye!" 

"Great," April muttered, her fingers still curled protectively around the unfamiliar weight between her legs. "Just great. Now what?" 

Lyra exhaled sharply, her pink hair bouncing as she shook her head. "Okay, okay, maybe we should just... keep playing. See what happens." 

April's eyes widened. "Are you insane? I just grew a penis out of nowhere, and you want to keep playing?"

Lyra shrugged, already reaching for the dice. "Well, yeah. I mean, it's not like it's hurting you, right? It's just... there. And if we stop now, we might never know what happens next."  

"Maybe we just have to finish the game. Then everything goes back to normal." Toby said, his fingers twitching against his thigh.

Billy frowned, still staring at his phone. "Wait a minute. If Runa lost her phone, how did she even set up that voicemail saying she lost her phone? That’s like the ultimate paradox." He squinted at the screen like the answer might materialize in the glow of the display. "Unless she’s just really, really bad at technology." 

Lyra rolled her eyes. "Billy, focus. We have bigger problems than Runa’s voicemail." She gestured to April, who was still staring down at her lap with a mixture of horror and fascination. "Like, for example, the fact that April just sprouted a dick."

April’s face burned. "I am not sprouting anything. This is not a plant." April snapped, her voice sharp with frustration. "This is a biological impossibility that I am currently living through against my will." 

"Look, I get that this is weird. But maybe finishing the game is our best bet. If we stop now, who knows what happens? Maybe it gets worse." 

"Fine. We finish the game. What choice do I have?" The words tasted bitter as April forced them out, her analytical mind racing through every possible outcome—none of them good. 

Lyra, oblivious to the storm brewing in April’s glare, clapped her hands together. "Great! Now Billy’s turn." She nudged him with her elbow, grinning like this was all just a hilarious prank. "Roll the dice, big guy. Let’s see what happens." 

Billy smirked, stretching his arms behind his head. "Oh, I’m ready." He snatched up the dice, shaking them in his palm with the same cocky confidence he brought to everything. "Alright, let's see what this thing's got for me," he said, tossing them onto the board with a flick of his wrist. The metal cubes spun wildly before settling with a sharp clack that echoed through the apartment. 

"Seven!" Billy crowed, pumping his fist in the air. "Boom! That's what I'm talking about." 

Lyra grinned, already reaching for the brass mechanism to retrieve his card. The moment her fingers brushed the metal, it whirred to life with an almost eager hum, spitting out another card with a sharp snap. She plucked it from the air before it could flutter to the floor, her eyes scanning the elegant script with growing fascination. 

"Hmm," she murmured. "Interesting."

April's stomach twisted. "What does it say?"

Lyra's grin widened as she turned the card toward the group. The words were simple, yet ominous:

"YOU HAVE RECEIVED A NEW UNIFORM TO SERVE YOUR MASTER." 

Billy blinked. "What the hell does that—" 

Before he could finish, his body jerked violently, as if yanked by invisible strings. His muscles tensed, his back arching against the couch as his clothes began to ripple and shift. The fabric of his shirt stretched, then tore, unraveling like it was being devoured from the inside out. His jeans split at the seams, the denim dissolving into thin air. The transformation was so sudden, so violent, that for a moment, no one could speak. 

Then, just as quickly as it began, it stopped. 

Billy sat there, frozen, his face a mask of stunned disbelief. 

He was wearing a black and white maid uniform. 

A short maid uniform. 

The frilly white apron barely covered his thighs, the skirt so tiny it might as well have been a belt. The black stockings clung to his muscular legs, the heels of his polished shoes clicking as he shifted uncomfortably. The white lace cuffs of his sleeves were too tight, the fabric straining against his biceps. A tiny white cap sat perched on his head at an absurd angle, the bow fluttering as he shook his head in disbelief.

"Oh my gad," Lyra gasped, clutching her stomach as she dissolved into laughter. "Billy, you look adorable!" 

Billy's face burned crimson. He yanked at the apron strings, but they wouldn't budge. "What the hell is this?" he demanded, his voice cracking with disbelief. "I'm not wearing this. No way." Billy's voice was strained, his fingers clawing at the frilly apron strings. He stood up abruptly, the tiny skirt riding up even higher on
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