
THE WOMAN WITHIN 
A transformation story by JohnManTD 

Chapter 12: Alex Succumbs To Temptation 

“Guys, we fucking did it!” 

The words burst from my lips, a triumphant, breathless shout that cut through the low thrum 

of the city outside my apartment window. The three of us were a chaotic, giddy mess of sweat, 

and the lingering, electric scent of victory. 

Sierra, still in her elegant emerald gown, was hunched over her laptop on my coffee table, her 

fingers flying across the keyboard, a look of intense, focused concentration on her face. The 

final transaction had just cleared. Fifty million dollars, tumbled and scrubbed clean through 

the digital labyrinth of the crypto market, was now sitting in a secure, anonymous wallet 

under the name ‘Alexa.’ 

Daisy, a glorious, impossible vision in her skintight orange dress, was admiring her new, 

slim-thick body in the reflection of the dark TV screen, striking a series of increasingly 

ridiculous, overtly sexual poses. She let out a low, appreciative whistle. “God, I look so fucking 

hot. I would totally fuck me.” 

I ignored her, my heart still hammering a frantic, post-heist rhythm against my ribs as I 

snatched the Woman Within book from the table. I flipped it open, my hands trembling with a 

mixture of adrenaline and awe. There it was. The last, intimidating entry in Tier 3, now a 

satisfying, muted grey: Be the sole focus of a threesome with two new men (MMF). Check. I’d 

done it. With Sierra’s brilliant, body-snatching gambit and my own hypnotic tits, we hadn’t 

just completed the challenge; we’d weaponized it. 

A shiver, part revulsion, part pure, unadulterated thrill, traced a line down my spine. This 

opened up so many new avenues. The challenges weren’t just a list of debased acts anymore; 

they were a playbook, a series of strategic objectives that could be accomplished with a 

combination of seduction and our new, supernatural skillsets. The first entry for Tier 4 was 

already there of course since the first entry in all tiers is already there, but reading it again, it 

seemed to hold a new intrigue. 

 



55 Influence: Seduce a man and record a sex tape with him without his 

knowledge. 

A month ago, the thought would have been a hard, visceral no. But now, with my hypnotic 

tits… I could just command him to forget the camera was even there. It would be… easy. 

I thought back to the feeling, the moment Mickey’s dick had slid into my mouth. The 

cherry-lollipop taste was a familiar comfort, but the new wave of attraction… that was a whole 

other beast. It was a complete biological override. In that moment, his muscles, his stubble, 

the raw, masculine scent of him, it was what I wanted. The memory of it, now that the penis 

was gone and my brain was back to its factory settings, was a bizarre, disorienting echo. I 

shivered again, a strange, involuntary tremor. This was going to make ‘work’ so much easier. 

So much more… complicated. 

I went into my bedroom and stripped off the purple dress, the fabric clinging to my skin, and 

pulled on a pair of baggy sweatpants and a loose t-shirt. 

I walked back into the living room, and the scene had changed. Daisy had taken off her watch, 

and was now just Dave again, already dressed in a pair of his own jeans and a hoodie he’d left 

here last week. Sierra had shed her dress and was wearing a simple tank top and sweats she’d 

brought in her bag. The three of us, back in our civilian clothes, looked less like a team of 

supernatural supervillains and more like a trio of exhausted college students after an all-night 

study session. 

“Okay, I say we split it,” Dave declared, his voice a familiar, impatient grumble. “Three ways. 

Right now.” 

Sierra didn’t even look up from the laptop. “And how, exactly, do you plan on explaining to the 

IRS where your seventeen-million-dollar windfall came from? That’ll draw attention. We need 

to be smart. We pay ourselves a salary. A thousand a week, maybe. Something that won’t raise 

any flags.” 

Dave’s face fell, a look of pure, childish frustration washing over him. “A thousand a week? Are 

you kidding me? We’re millionaires! What’s the point of having all this money if we can’t even 

spend it?” 

That’s when I cut in, my voice calm and decisive. “Sierra’s right. Mickey is going to wake up 
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tomorrow, realize he’s been robbed, and he’s going to call the cops. He’ll tell them three 

women seduced him and stole his millions. They might not believe him, especially since the 

assistant won’t remember a thing, but there will be an investigation. They’ll try to trace the 

money. Luckily, Alexa, Daisy, and Sierra don’t exist. But if Alex Winters or Dave Chen suddenly 

starts buying a new Lamborghini, it’s going to draw a direct, screaming line right to us.” 

Dave looked annoyed. “So what? You want us to pay fucking taxes on it?” 

Sierra and I looked at him, our expressions a perfect, synchronized deadpan. “Yes,” we said in 

unison. 

“Fine,” he grumbled, slumping onto the couch. “So how do we launder it?” 

“I’ve been thinking about that,” I said, the plan already fully formed in my mind. “We quit our 

jobs. But we don’t tell our friends or family. Then, as our succubus forms, we start a new, real 

company, and we hire our real selves in that company. We use the money from the heist to 

rent an office, and we launder the rest of it through the business as income. Each morning, we 

leave for ‘work’ as ourselves, and we spend the day at our new office as Alexa, Daisy, and 

Sierra. To the government, it’ll look like we’re just three normal people who landed 

high-paying jobs at a successful new venture. To the outside world, the company is run by 

three sexy, mysterious women. And to our families, we’re just… going to work. They won’t 

know we aren’t going to our normal jobs, they’ll just see us busy each day from 9-5.” 

Sierra’s eyes lit up. “That’s smart. My roommate will never question where I’m going every day. 

If I continued to leave at the same time, she’d just assume I’m going to my current job.” 

But Dave jumped in. “What about spending the money? Sure, the government won’t care since 

on the books we have these new high paying jobs, but if I start flashing cash, my friends are 

going to wonder where it came from.” 

“Well, we don’t actually have to lie do we? Instead, we could tell them the truth,” Sierra 

countered, refining my plan on the fly. “Or, a version of it. We tell everyone we quit our old 

jobs to take a risk on a new startup. We just… don’t tell them we’re the ones who founded it. 

Nobody will know these sexy women running the company are really us.” 

“Good idea,” I said. 

“So the cover is I quit my job for a new one with a huge salary and stock options?” Dave asked, 
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his voice dripping with skepticism. “Who’s going to believe that?” 

“It’ll take time,” I explained patiently. “We lay low for a few months, maybe a year. Then, we can 

start to flash the cash, telling people our ‘gamble’ on the startup paid off big time.” 

Dave rolled his eyes. “Great. So I’m rich, but I have to live like I’m not for a year? This sucks.” 

Sierra just laughed, a sound of pure, exasperated amusement. “We’re not doing this so you can 

buy a new car, Dave. We’re building generational wealth. We’re setting ourselves up for life. 

You need to think bigger.” 

“Exactly,” I said. “And this company… it’s the perfect cover. A home base where we can plan our 

next move, our next heist, without anyone knowing.” 

The promise of more heists was enough to placate him. But then Sierra raised a crucial point. 

“One problem. What if Mickey, or any of our future targets, sees a picture of our new 

company’s founders? Our faces will be out there.” 

She was right. I hadn’t thought of that. Our alter egos, our greatest weapons, had to remain 

secret. 

Dave, in a rare moment of clarity, provided the solution. “Well, why can’t we just be the 

founders? The three of us. Alex, Dave, and Sarah.” 

Sierra and I exchanged a look. He was right. It was so simple. 

“He’s right,” I said, a slow, appreciative grin spreading across my face. “We keep the alter egos 

as our secret weapons. The public face of the company will be us.” I took off my ring, the world 

stretching back to its familiar, masculine proportions. Sierra followed suit, the three of us now 

our normal selves. “This is a gamble,” I continued, my voice now a familiar baritone. “Three 

young professionals striking out on their own. People do it all the time. It’s believable.” 

“Okay,” Sarah said, a look of decisive, excited energy on her face. “Fuck it. I’m in. But what kind 

of company is it going to be?” 

“An investment firm?” Dave suggested. 

“And who’s going to trust three twenty-somethings with their life savings?” I shot back. “No. It 

has to be something we can actually do. Something believable.” 
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“A boutique marketing agency,” Sarah said immediately, the idea so obvious it was almost 

insulting we hadn’t thought of it first. 

“You’re right,” I said, the pieces clicking into place. “It’s perfect. The two of us, with our 

experience, quit our jobs to start our own agency. And we hire our good friend Dave as our… 

whatever the fuck you do in finance.” 

“We can even scale it,” I continued, the plan expanding in my mind. “We use our powers to 

land real clients, and we use the money from the heists to hire people to do the actual work. 

We’ll be the executive team.” 

“And every odd client is a fake one,” Sarah added, her strategic mind already working on the 

details. “A fake client we make up as a way for us to funnel our stolen money into the business. 

The employees will be so busy with their own real clients, they’ll never even notice the clients 

us executive team work on aren’t real.” 

“I don’t really know what you guys are talking about,” Dave admitted, “but I don’t care. It 

sounds complicated. I trust you.” 

“Perfect,” I said. “It’s settled.” 

“Wait!” Dave yelped, a look of sudden, panicked inspiration on his face. “Succubus Studios!” 

Sarah and I just stared at him. “What?” 

“A name!” he exclaimed. “For the company!” 

Sarah just laughed, a raw, incredulous sound. “We are not calling it fucking Succubus Studios, 

you idiot.” 

I thought for a moment, letting the name roll around in my head. Something sleek, modern, a 

little bit mysterious. “How about… Nexus Creative?” 

They both considered it, then nodded in unison. “I like it,” Sarah said, and Dave gave a 

reluctant, “Yeah, okay, that’s pretty cool.” 

“So it’s settled,” I declared, a new, decisive energy in my voice. “Next week, we quit our jobs. 

Sarah, you handle the business registration. Dave and I will find an office space. We start work 

on Wednesday.” 
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“Ugh, actual work?” Dave groaned. 

“Hey,” I said, a sharp, excited edge to my voice. “It beats sitting behind a desk working for 

someone else. And the sooner we get this up and running, the sooner we can do more heists.” 

The word ‘heists’ was a magic button. Dave’s face lit up. “Okay, fuck it. I’m in.” 

We all looked at each other, a silent, giddy understanding passing between us. “This is so 

fucking cool,” Dave breathed, his voice filled with a childlike awe. “We’re really succubuses.” 

“Succubi,” I corrected him automatically. “And what do you mean?” 

“Well, think about it,” he explained. “We literally seduced a man tonight and used sex to 

extract something from him. Sure, succubi are supposed to extract life force or whatever, but 

we’re extracting money. Same principle.” 

Sarah and I both laughed. “Guess we are,” she said. Then she cleared her throat, a new, slightly 

awkward note in her voice. “So… we haven’t really talked about the attraction thing yet.” 

A heavy, charged silence descended on the room. 

“Okay, fine, I’ll say it,” Dave finally blurted out. “It was fucking awesome.” 

Sarah and I both nodded in relieved agreement. “It was,” she admitted. “It’s like a superpower 

in itself. In the moment, it’s just… pure pleasure. No second thoughts, no hangups.” 

“It definitely made the ‘work’ easier,” I said, a reminiscent smile touching my lips. “Actually 

liking it for a change… it was a revelation.” 

They both chuckled. “I’m surprised you didn’t do that sooner,” Sarah said. 

“I didn’t want to lose myself,” I admitted. “I was scared that if I made myself like men, I 

wouldn’t be me anymore. This way… I guess I get the best of both worlds.” 

And with that, it was settled. Our new lives, our new company, our new, shared secret, it was 

all real. 

-------------- 

The next few days were a blur of practical, decidedly un-sexy work. We all handed in our 

resignations on Monday. By Tuesday, Sarah was already deep in the process of registering 
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Nexus Creative LLC, while I spent my nights as Alexa, grinding out a few more mid-level 

challenges, rebuilding my Influence reserves after the big spend. But this time, it was 

different. The work was no longer a chore, a necessary evil. The moment a stranger’s dick was 

in my mouth or inside my pussy, the world would shift on its axis. The attraction would kick in 

making every encounter an intoxicating, sexy rush. I’d be looking at a man as he held his 

disgusting cock in his hand inches from my pussy… his facial hair, his masculine body, all 

grossing me out. Then the second he parted my walls and entered me, the same sight would 

become so fucking hot. I’d wonder how on earth I ever thought a man’s muscles, the way his 

deep voice spoke my name, the way his delicious cock looked, the way he kissed me, was ever 

anything other than hot as hell. It was a dangerous, addictive feeling, and it made the grind 

not just bearable, but… fun.  

By Wednesday, Dave and I were standing in a sprawling, empty office space on the fourteenth 

floor of a downtown high-rise, a polite, slightly harried-looking real estate agent named Mark 

droning on about square footage and HVAC systems. 

The space was perfect. A whole floor, with a large, open-plan central area and a series of 

private, glass-walled offices around the perimeter. It was more space than we needed, but it 

was a statement. We were thinking big. 

“The monthly lease is fifty thousand,” Mark announced, and Dave was ready to sign on the 

dotted line. But I knew we could do better. 

“You know what,” I said, putting on my most serious, executive voice. “Before we sign 

anything, I just need to check with my assistant.” 

Dave shot me a confused look, but I just gave him a subtle, almost imperceptible wink. I 

walked out of the main office space and into the empty reception area, where I’d stashed my 

messenger bag that had some backup clothes in it, just in case. A quick, practiced 

transformation later, I was Alexa, striding back into the room in a tight-fitting business dress 

and a pair of killer heels. 

Mark, the agent, just stared, his professional composure crumbling as his eyes did a slow, 

appreciative scan of my body. “Whoa,” he breathed. “Can I help you, miss?” 

I gave him a slow, predatory smile. “I’m Alex’s assistant,” I purred, my voice a low, husky alto. 

“And I just have one question for you before we sign.” 
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Before he could react, I reached up and, with a single, fluid motion, pulled the straps of the 

dress down past my shoulders.. It fell open, revealing my massive, perfect breasts in all their 

glory. Mark’s jaw went slack. He stumbled back a step, his eyes wide with a mixture of shock 

and pure, unadulterated lust. 

“Do you want to feel them?” I asked, my voice a soft, hypnotic whisper. 

He just stood there, frozen, a look of pure, blissful idiocy on his face. I took his hand, his 

fingers surprisingly cold and clammy, and guided it to my breast. The moment his palm made 

contact with my warm, soft skin, I felt it. His eyes glazed over. The trance was complete. 

“Oh my god,” Dave whispered from behind me, a note of genuine, childish awe in his voice. 

“This is wild to witness.” 

I just smirked. The man was still groping my breast, a low, happy hum emanating from his 

chest. “You are going to give us this office space at a thirty percent discount,” I commanded, 

my voice a firm, irresistible purr. “And you are going to be very excited about it.” 

I pulled his hand away and quickly re-clasped my dress, the magic broken. I turned and strode 

out of the room without another word. A moment later, I walked back in as Alex. 

Mark was rubbing his temples, a dazed, confused look on his face. “Whoa. What just 

happened?” he mumbled. 

“Where were we?” I asked, my voice all business. Before I could even pick up the pen, Mark’s 

face lit up with a sudden, brilliant idea. 

“You know what?” he said, his voice filled with a new, inexplicable enthusiasm. “For you guys… 

and for her… I think I can do a thirty percent discount. A special, introductory offer.” 

I shot a quick, triumphant wink at Dave, who was trying very hard not to burst out laughing. 

We signed the papers, the ink drying on a deal that was almost too good to be true. As Mark 

packed up his briefcase, still looking slightly dazed, Dave leaned over to me. 

“What happens to him now?” he whispered. 

“Well,” I said, a slow, wicked grin spreading across my face. “The command only lasts for ten 

minutes. So, in about… eight minutes, he’s going to realize he just made a very, very big 

mistake. But by then, the contract will be signed. It’ll be too late.” 
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“Evil,” Dave breathed, a look of pure, unadulterated admiration on his face. 

“Hey,” I said with a shrug. “Just using his own sexual attraction against him. It’s not my fault 

he’s a perv.” 

On our way out of the building, my phone buzzed in my pocket. A text. It was from Claire. 

A jolt, not of excitement, but of a dull, almost forgotten obligation, went through me. I’d been 

so consumed by the heist, by the new company, by Sarah, that Claire had become a distant, 

fuzzy memory. 

The text was simple: 

Hey stranger, haven’t heard from you in a while. Free tonight? I was thinking I could come over, 

cook some dinner… and then maybe you could cook me? ;) Your special recipe. 

I thought back. It really had been a while since I’d had sex as Alex. It had been all work, all 

Alexa. The thought of a simple, vanilla night with Claire, of being the one with the dick for a 

change… maybe it would be fun. A nice little break. 

I replied: Hell yeah. My place at 7? 

Her reply was a string of excited, heart-eyed emojis. 

“Who was that?” Dave asked as we stepped out into the bright afternoon sun. 

“Claire,” I said simply. 

He raised an eyebrow. “Oh. I thought you and Sarah were a thing now.” 

“Nah,” I said, a little too quickly. “We’re just friends.” 

“Right,” Dave said, his voice dripping with disbelief. “Friends who fuck.” 

“That’s just for fun,” I insisted. “When I’m Alexa.” 

“Right,” he said again, drawing the word out. “So… are things serious with Claire?” 

“Not really,” I said honestly, the words tasting a little bitter in my mouth. “I’ve been… 

preoccupied. And I’ve been spending less and less time as Alex. Claire’s cool, but… it’s not 

crazy serious.” 
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Dave just chuckled, a low, knowing sound. “Well, I bet those alterations you made to her are 

still fun.” He gave me a nudge, a conspiratorial wink. “Enjoy, dude.” 

He walked off toward the subway, leaving me alone on the crowded sidewalk. 

-------------- 

Ding-dong. 7pm. Time for a nice night with Claire. 

I pulled open the door, a genuine, uncomplicated smile already forming on my lips. It faltered, 

freezing in place. 

“Hey there, sexy.” 

Claire stood in the hallway, a reusable grocery bag in one hand, the other holding the hem of 

her simple white t-shirt up to her chin. The gesture was a perfect, devastating echo of our 

first sexual encounter, but the body it revealed was a new, upgraded model. The slow-burn 

magic I’d set in motion a month ago had reached its subtle, beautiful conclusion. Her breasts 

had finished their growth at the nice slightly larger C-cup, sitting high and proud on her 

chest. Her waist had cinched in, a subtle but definite tightening that made her hips flare out 

with a new, athletic curve. The Pilates obsession had paid off, just as I’d programmed it to. She 

was a masterpiece of believable enhancement, a walking, talking testament to the power of a 

well-crafted lie. 

And yet… a small, cold, traitorous voice whispered in the back of my mind. The voice of a man 

who had held F-cups in his own hands. That’s it? The thought was an immediate, stinging 

betrayal, and I felt a hot flush of guilt. Her subtly enhanced boobs looked positively quaint 

next to the magnificent, gravity-defying globes I now sported as Alexa. Her fitter body was 

lovely, but it lacked the impossible, cartoonish my… uh… Alexa’s curves or the lean, predatory 

grace of Sierra’s. She was beautiful, but she was just… a girl. 

I forced a chuckle. “Well, that’s a fun surprise.” 

“I don’t know why,” she said, her voice a low, breathy purr as she finally dropped her shirt, the 

fabric settling back over her new, fuller chest. “I just LOVE it when you look at them. I’ve been 

missing it.” The programmed desire was still running strong. 

She swept past me into the apartment. As she passed, my hand acted on instinct, landing on 

her ass with a familiar, playful squeeze. The flesh was firmer now, rounder, a satisfying handful 
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that pushed back against my palm with a contented sigh. 

“God,” she breathed, turning to look at me over her shoulder, her brown eyes dark and hungry. 

“When other guys do that, it never feels as good as when you do. I don’t know what it is about 

you, Winters.” 

I just smirked, a secret, knowing smile. Magic, babe. Pure, unadulterated magic. 

The evening settled into a comfortable rhythm. We cooked together in my small kitchen and 

caught up on life. I told her about quitting my job, she chatted about some family drama. It 

was fun. She flashed me a few more times… once while reaching for a spice on the top shelf, 

her shirt riding up to reveal the bottom of her boob; another time just because she caught me 

staring, lifting the fabric with a slow, deliberate motion and a wicked grin. But for the most 

part, it was just… a nice date.  

We ate on the couch, the flickering light of the TV casting dancing shadows on the walls as we 

watched some brain-dead action movie. I was only half-paying attention, my focus on her. She 

curled up against me, her head resting on my shoulder, and let out a soft, contented sigh. 

“You know,” she said, her voice a soft murmur against my neck, her breath warm on my skin. 

“It’s so weird. For some reason, lately, all I can think about is how much I crave having a guy 

cum inside me.” 

I almost choked on my beer, the sudden, whiplash-inducing reminder of my own intrusive 

meddling a cold shock in the warm, comfortable bubble of our evening. 

She just laughed, completely oblivious to my internal crisis. “I know, it’s crazy, right? I never 

really thought about it before I met you, but since we did it that one time, I can’t get it out of 

my head. Don’t worry, though,” she added, patting my chest reassuringly as if I were the one 

who needed comforting. “I finally got on the pill. Figured it was safer if this is going to be my 

thing.” 

On the screen, the movie’s villain, a man with a ridiculous accent and an even more ridiculous 

mustache, was hypnotizing the hero with a swirling, kaleidoscopic pocket watch. My mind 

flashed to my own tits, to the glazed, suggestible look in Mark the real estate agent’s eyes. The 

power I wielded… it was a universe away from this. Here, now, as Alex, I was just a guy. 

But then my eyes drifted to the corner of the room, to the bookshelf where, tucked behind a 
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row of dusty paperbacks, I kept the Woman Within journal. 

No, I wasn’t normal. I was anything but. Alexa didn’t just have the influence; Alex did too. I held 

the pen, the one who wrote the script of reality. The book was a silent, patient presence in the 

room, a black hole of potential that seemed to warp the very air around it. And in that 

moment, I felt its pull, a low, seductive hum that seemed to resonate in my very bones, a siren 

song promising something more than this comfortable, predictable, and suddenly, profoundly 

boring normality. 

After the movie, the inevitable happened. The empty plates were stacked on the coffee table, 

the credits were rolling, and our casual kisses deepened, becoming hungry, desperate. We 

were a tangle of limbs on the couch, hands roaming, mouths exploring, a frantic, fumbling 

prelude to the main event. We stumbled toward the bedroom. 

Claire stripped first, a slow, deliberate performance for my benefit. She stood before me, 

naked and magnificent in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, her new body a testament to my 

own subtle, patient artistry. 

“Like what you see?” she asked, her voice a confident, teasing purr as she struck a pose, her 

hands on her new, incredible hips. “I’ve been hitting the gym like a maniac. I can’t believe the 

beginner gains I’ve seen in the last month. Even my boobs seemed to have increased a cup 

size. It’s unreal!” 

“You look hot, Claire,” I said, and I meant it. She did. The woman before me was so much sexier 

than the one I’d started dating a couple months ago. I thought back to the girl I’d first fucked 

all that time ago compared to the one that stood before more, and it was night and day. But 

the traitorous voice in my head was back, louder and more insistent this time. A month ago, 

this body would have been incredible. But now? Just thinking about my own female body, this 

just seemed so… human. So… underwhelming. 

Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the arrogant, intoxicating hum of power that was always 

thrumming just beneath my skin now. Maybe I was just a bored, selfish god, tired of playing 

with his old toys. Whatever it was, in that moment, as I looked at the beautiful, lovely, and 

utterly predictable woman standing before me, I couldn’t help myself. Normal sex didn’t cut it 

anymore. I knew that now. I needed something…more. 

“Do you believe in magic?” I asked, the words a low, dangerous murmur in the quiet room. 
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She laughed, a light, musical sound. “What, the magic of love? I don’t know, Alex. It’s a little 

early for that, don’t you think?” 

“No,” I said, my voice serious, my eyes locking with hers. “Real magic.” 

She chuckled, a flicker of genuine confusion now creasing her brow. She sat down on the edge 

of the bed, her expression shifting from playful to concerned. “Alex, are you okay? Is this some 

weird roleplay thing? Because if it is, you could have just told me. I’m pretty open-minded. But 

you’re kind of killing the mood.” 

“It’s not roleplay,” I said, stepping closer. The reckless, exhilarating energy was buzzing 

through me, the siren song of the journal now a roaring chorus in my ears. “What if I told you 

it’s real? That I have something that could… change you.” 

Her smile faded completely. She looked at me, really looked at me, her brown eyes searching 

my face for any sign of a joke. “Okay, you’re starting to freak me out a little. Are you on 

something? You’ve been acting different for weeks. More confident, sure, but also… distant. 

Like you’re somewhere else half the time. What’s going on?” 

I knelt before her, taking her hands in mine. This was it. The point of no return. “I’m not on 

anything, Claire. Just… let me show you. Please. Trust me.” 

The raw sincerity in my voice seemed to cut through her fear. She looked down at our joined 

hands, then back up at me, a long, silent moment passing between us. “Okay,” she finally 

whispered, her voice a fragile, uncertain thing. “Okay, Alex. Show me.” 

“Be right back,” I said, my voice tight with a giddy, triumphant tension. 

I left her there, naked and completely, blissfully unaware of the cosmic strings I was about to 

pull. I couldn’t tell her the truth. I had promised Dave and Sarah. But maybe… maybe I could 

give her a taste. A little sip of the impossible, a temporary dip into my world of madness. I just 

had to be clever about it. 

I grabbed the journal, my heart hammering against my ribs. In the kitchen, I found my props. 

First, a tiny glass spice jar from the rack, the one that used to hold cayenne pepper. I emptied 

the red powder, rinsed it, and filled it with a small amount of milk from the fridge. It was only 

a mouthful, a perfect, single dose. The appetizer. 

Next, a small, elegant glass vial with a cork stopper that I used for fancy olive oil. I dumped the 
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oil down the sink, rinsed the vial, and filled it with water. A single drop of blue food coloring 

turned the clear liquid into a swirling, mystical sapphire. The main course. 

My two props were ready. Now for the incantation. I opened the journal, the pen feeling cool 

and powerful in my hand. 

When Claire Corbin drinks the liquid in this vial, her breasts will 

expand by one cup size for 24 hours    5 

A cheap, simple, and beautifully effective demonstration. But I wasn’t done. I was feeling 

reckless, horny, and profoundly, divinely creative. 

When Claire Corbin drinks from this specific blue vial, she transforms 

into a ‘bimbofied’ version of herself for 24 hours     72 

Seventy-two Influence. It was almost half of what I had left from what I had literally fucked 

and sucked my way into earning. But I didn’t care. The thought of it, the sheer, erotic 

potential, the promise of transforming this normal, beautiful woman into my own personal, 

temporary fantasy, was too powerful to resist. I underlined both sentences, a triumphant, 

wicked grin on my face. “Okay, succubus,” I whispered to the empty room. “I hope you enjoy 

this as much as I will.” 

I walked back into the bedroom, the two small vials clutched in my hand like a pair of holy 

relics. Claire was sitting on the edge of the bed a look of nervous anticipation on her face. 

I held up the small, milk-filled vial. “Okay,” I began, my voice a low, theatrical whisper. “This… 

this is a magic potion. A breast-enhancement potion.” 

She looked skeptical, her eyes narrowing. “A potion? Alex, what is this? Is it some kind of drug? 

I’m not doing drugs.” 

“It’s not a drug, it’s magic, Claire,” I said simply. I dropped my pants, my magically enhanced, 

eight-inch cock springing free, hard and heavy in the dim light. She stared, her eyes wide, a 

familiar look of awe and apprehension on her face. 

“How do you think I got a penis like this?” I asked. 

Page 14 



“I… I always did wonder about that,” she admitted, her voice a small, breathless whisper. 

“It’s magic,” I said again. I knelt before her, uncorking the small vial. “It wears off in 

twenty-four hours. Just try it. It’ll be hot as fuck. Think about it… your boobs growing a full 

cup size. More for me to gawk at right?” The last line was a low blow, a direct, manipulative 

appeal to the desire I had programmed into her, but I was too far gone to care. 

I saw the conflict in her eyes, but the programmed desire, combined with a raw, undeniable 

curiosity, won out. She let out a long, shaky breath and nodded. “Okay,” she whispered. “Okay, 

Alex.” 

I handed it to her, and with a slow, deliberate motion, she knocked it back. “Okay, done. Now 

what? Do you want me to pretend my breasts are growing? Is that your fantasy?” She wasn’t 

believing me. But soon, she would. 

“No Claire, just… just watch”.  

She looked confused, but then, her face shifted slightly. It was working. 

“It’s… it’s tingling,” she whispered, a note of wonder in her voice. The skepticism was still 

there, but it was being chipped away by the undeniable physical sensation. 

The tingling intensified, becoming a low, pleasant hum, a vibration that seemed to emanate 

from the very core of her being. The skin of her breasts tightened, a faint, rosy blush 

spreading across their pale surface as the magic took hold. I could see the delicate tissue 

beginning to swell, to plump, to push against the confines of my hands. 

“Alex… what’s happening?” she asked, her voice trembling now, the wonder replaced by a 

flicker of genuine fear. She looked down, her eyes widening in disbelief as she saw the skin of 

her own chest visibly, tangibly stretching. “They’re… they’re getting bigger. Oh my god. What 

did you do to me?” 

“Just watch,” I repeated, my own voice a low, hypnotic purr. 

The growth accelerated. They were visibly, tangibly expanding, the flesh becoming fuller. She 

let out a small, choked sob, a sound of pure, unadulterated shock. “This isn’t possible,” she 

whispered, her hands flying up to cup her own breasts, her fingers tracing the new, impossible 

contours. 
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“It’s real, Claire,” I said, my voice gentle. “It’s real magic.” 

She looked up at me, her eyes wide with a million questions, the fear on her face slowly being 

replaced by a dawning, world-shattering awe. She squeezed them, a low, guttural moan 

escaping her lips as her own touch sent a wave of pleasure through her. 

“They’re so… big,” she breathed, her voice a reverent whisper. “And so… sensitive.” She let go, 

and they settled with a soft, satisfying jiggle, a testament to their new, substantial weight. In 

less than a minute, she had grown a full cup size, her chest now sporting a pair of full, firm, 

and absolutely perfect D-cups. 

She looked up at me, a single, happy tear tracing a path down her cheek. “Magic is real,” she 

whispered, the words a profound, life-altering revelation. Then a wide, giddy, almost manic 

grin spread across her face. “Holy shit, Alex! Magic is fucking real! Look at them! They’re 

incredible!” She bounced on the bed, her new breasts jiggling with a life of their own, a 

hypnotic, mesmerizing dance of flesh. She cupped them again, lifting them, admiring them 

from every angle. “Do you like them?” she asked, her voice a breathless, excited purr. 

“They’re perfect, Claire,” I said, and I meant it. 

The sheer, unadulterated excitement of it, the raw, magical power, was a potent aphrodisiac. 

Her eyes, wide and shining, snapped up to meet mine. “Do you have any other potions?” she 

asked, her voice a desperate, needy plea. 

I just grinned, a slow, predatory smile. “I have one more.” I held up the second vial, the 

swirling, sapphire-blue liquid looking dark and mysterious in the dim light. 

“Ooh, that one’s bigger,” she said, her eyes wide with a new, insatiable curiosity. 

“This one,” I explained, my voice a low, hypnotic purr, “will turn whoever drinks it into a much 

sexier version of themselves. In mind, and in body. A sip will make it last for twenty-four 

hours… but drinking the whole thing makes it permanent..” 

She believed me now. Utterly and completely. She stared at the blue vial as if it contained the 

secrets of the universe. “Sexier?” she whispered. “Like what?” 

“I don’t know,” I lied. “I’ve never tried it on anyone before. I was hoping… you’d be the first.” 

That was all it took. The thought of being the first, of being a pioneer in this new, magical 
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world, was an irresistible lure. She looked down at her new, magnificent D-cups, then back at 

the vial. “Give it here,” she commanded, her voice a raw, hungry growl. 

She took the vial and, with a new, reckless confidence, took a single, decisive sip, being careful 

to leave the rest. She handed it back to me, a nervous, excited tremor running through her 

body. “I feel… tingly,” she whispered. 

And then it hit her. 

It was a full-body cataclysm, a tidal wave of pure, transformative energy that made her cry 

out, her back arching off the bed. The first thing to go was her chest. Again. Her beautiful, new 

D-cups were just the starting point. They swelled again, a runaway train of magical 

mammarial growth. 

“Whoa!” she yelped, her hands flying to her chest as she felt the familiar, but much more 

intense, pressure building. “They’re growing again! Alex, oh my god, they’re getting so big!” 

She watched, mesmerized, as they pushed past DD, past E, her skin stretching taut, the 

delicate blue veins becoming more prominent. “They’re getting so heavy! God, I’m so glad this 

only lasts for twenty-four hours. I’d need a back brace!” The growth finally slowed, settling 

into a truly epic, gravity-defying pair of double-H’s, their nipples a hard, inviting shade of 

bubblegum pink. 

Next was her ass. A deep, warm, pleasant ache spread through her glutes, a feeling like a 

hundred intense squats being performed all at once. She rolled onto her stomach, a giddy 

laugh bubbling up from her chest. “I can feel my butt getting bigger! It feels so good!” I 

watched, captivated, as her ass swelled and plumped, rounding into a perfect, heart-shaped 

bubble that strained against the very concept of gravity. She reached back, grabbing a handful 

of her own new, impossible flesh. “I’m becoming a wet dream!” she squealed, her voice filled 

with a pure, unadulterated joy. 

Her waist cinched in, her hips flaring out to accommodate her new ass, creating a dramatic, 

impossible hourglass curve that would make a Barbie doll jealous. Her legs elongated, toning 

and tightening, the muscles of her thighs and calves becoming sleek and defined. 

Then, her face. She touched her cheeks, her eyes widening as she felt her lips swell, plumping 

into a perfect, bee-stung pout, a wet, glistening invitation. She could feel her lashes 

thickening, lengthening, fluttering against her skin like captive butterflies. 
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But the physical transformation was only half of it. The final, most potent change was 

happening inside her head. A slow, warm, pink fog was rolling in, obscuring the sharp edges of 

her thoughts. 

“Alex,” she said, her voice a little hazy, a little distant. “I feel… I feel so horny right now. Like, 

my sex drive is going through the roof. Are you sure this only lasts for twenty-four hours? 

This is, like… this is insane.” The words were a little slower now, a little simpler. “It’s… it’s 

getting harder to think straight. Like… my brain feels all… fuzzy. It’s hard to… to think of… 

like… the right… words…” 

And then, it was complete. She looked down at herself, at her new, impossible body, and a 

high, giggly, airheaded squeal of pure, unadulterated joy erupted from her throat. “Ohmigod!” 

she shrieked, her voice a breathy purr. “I’m, like, so totally hot!” 

She scrambled off the bed and ran to the full-length mirror, her new, massive breasts jiggling 

with a life of their own, a hypnotic, mesmerizing dance of flesh. She stared at her reflection, 

her jaw slack with a blissful, narcissistic awe. “Look at my boobies!” she giggled, grabbing them 

with both hands and squeezing them together, creating a canyon of deep, shadowy cleavage. 

“They’re, like, so big and bouncy! And my butt! It’s, like, so totally perfect!” She turned, 

admiring her own reflection from every angle, striking a series of increasingly ridiculous, 

overtly sexual poses. She was a goddess. A perfect, beautiful, brainless bimbo goddess, and I 

had created her. My own cock was so hard it was almost painful. 

“Oh my god, Alex,” she purred, turning away from the mirror and crawling across the bed 

toward me, her new, massive ass swaying with a hypnotic, exaggerated rhythm. “You’re, like, 

so smart and handsome for doing this to me. I feel, like, so horny right now. Like, I need a big, 

fat cock inside me, like, right now.” 

She didn’t need to say another word. I was on her, our bodies crashing together in a frantic, 

desperate tangle of limbs. The sex was a revelation. It wasn’t the slow, intimate lovemaking 

we’d shared before. This was a raw, primal, animalistic fuck-fest. She was a demon in bed, a 

creature of pure, insatiable lust. She was tighter than before, wetter, her magically enhanced 

body a perfect, pleasure-driven machine. 

She screamed, she moaned, she begged me to go harder, faster, deeper, her new, airheaded 

vocabulary a string of enthusiastic, porn-script platitudes. “Oh, fuck, Alex! Your cock is, like, 

so totally huge! Fill up my pussy!” 

Page 18 



She couldn’t get enough of her own body, her hands constantly roaming her own massive tits, 

her own plump ass, her eyes wide with a narcissistic, ecstatic bliss. I fucked her in every 

position I could think of, my own body a relentless engine of pleasure, driven by the sheer, 

intoxicating power of having brought my own fantasy to life. She rode me, her massive breasts 

bouncing in my face. I took her from behind, her incredible, heart-shaped ass a perfect, 

glorious target, the sound of my flesh slapping against hers a raw, percussive beat. I held onto 

her new, wide hips as I pounded into her, her moans a high, keening symphony of pure, 

uninhibited pleasure. 

She was insatiable. Every time I thought I was done, she’d be on me again, her mouth, her 

hands, her impossibly tight pussy demanding more. We fucked on the bed, on the floor, up 

against the wall, a frantic, glorious marathon of pure, unadulterated lust. She wrapped her 

long legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, her inner muscles contracting around my cock 

with an impossible, magical strength. She rode my face, her own juices a sweet, intoxicating 

nectar, her massive tits hanging down, brushing against my cheeks. 

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of pure, blissful fucking, I couldn’t hold back any longer. 

I came with a raw, guttural roar, emptying myself deep inside her, and she screamed, her 

inner muscles convulsing around my cock in a series of mind-shattering contractions that 

seemed to go on forever, her bimbo brain completely short-circuiting in the face of such 

overwhelming pleasure. 

We collapsed onto the bed, a sweaty, panting, glorious mess. She rolled over, cuddling into my 

side, her massive, soft breasts a warm, heavy, pillowy weight against my arm. 

“Ohmigod,” she breathed, her voice a happy, satisfied murmur. “That was, like, the best fuck of 

my entire life. Can we, like, do it again in, like, five minutes?” 

I just laughed, a deep, satisfied rumble in my chest.  

—----------- 

For the rules of the book and the challenges, visit this page. 
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