THE WOMAN WITHIN

A transformation story by JohnManTD

Chapter 7: Getting Comfortable

The world was a jackhammer inside my skull. I woke to the cruel, insistent slice of morning
light cutting through a gap in my blinds, each photon a tiny needle piercing my brain. My
mouth tasted like a brewery’s floor mat, and a low, groaning ache resonated through my entire
body. I rolled over, the movement a tectonic shift that sent a wave of nausea through my
stomach, and my hand flopped onto the empty side of the bed. Empty. Right. I'd come home

alone.

“Ugh," I groaned, the sound a dry, pathetic rasp. I forced myself to sit up, the room tilting
violently for a second before settling. How much had I drunk last night? My memory was a
foggy, disconnected series of snapshots. The party at the climbing gym guy’s house... the
thumping bass... Dave. Yeah, Dave and I were on the couch, brainstorming. We were looking at

the journal, laughing at the insane price tags for god-tier abilities. Then Dave had left with

that redhead, Amy or Anna or something. And then... what?




I stumbled into the kitchen, my bare feet cold on the linoleum. The hiss and gurgle of the
coffee machine was a small, comforting ritual in the chaos of my throbbing head. I leaned
against the counter, eyes closed, letting the rich, dark smell of brewing coffee slowly coax my

brain back to life.

And then the memories started to trickle back in, not as snapshots, but as a full-sensory flood.
The decision. The reckless, drunken, horny decision. The transformation on the couch. The
feel of baggy jeans suddenly clinging to a new, impossible ass. The guy... Sam. That was his
name. Shit, I wasn’t supposed to get his name. The kiss, the stubble scraping against my soft

cheek. The overwhelming, world-ending pleasure of him going down on me.
And then... the sex.
Oh my god. I had sex. As a woman. With a man.

The coffee machine finished its cycle with a final, definitive gurgle, but I didn’t move. I was
frozen, leaning against the counter, the memory playing out in vivid, excruciating detail. I had
been so worried it would be invasive, a violation, that the feeling of a dick inside me would be
fundamentally wrong. But it hadn’'t been. As the memory replayed, a strange, phantom
sensation echoed through my groin. A feeling of being stretched, of being filled so completely
it was almost overwhelming. The memory of his cock sliding deep inside me, hitting that spot,
that incredible, G-spot-adjacent nerve cluster [ hadn't even known existed until he found it...

it wasn’t gross. It was... incredible.

A hot, inconvenient surge of blood rushed to my cock, tenting the thin cotton of my boxer
briefs. I looked down, a short, incredulous laugh escaping my lips. This was insane. [ was

getting hard remembering being fucked as a woman.

My mind was a tangled, chaotic mess. I'm not gay. I knew that. The thought of being with a
man, as a man, held zero appeal. Sam’s face, his body, the distinctly male smell of him... none
of it had been the source of the arousal. It was the feeling. The pure, physical sensation of
being the receiver, of being filled and pounded and used in a way that was biologically
impossible for my male body. It had unlocked something deep within me, a dormant circuit in

my brain that was now firing on all cylinders.

A new fantasy, unbidden and shockingly vivid, bloomed in my mind. A woman. A tall, powerful

woman with massive, heavy breasts, a confident smirk, and a thick, veiny cocksleeve strapped
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to her hips. I imagined her pushing me down on the bed, her heavy tits swaying just above my
face as she filled me up, her voice a low, dominant growl in my ear. The fantasy was so potent,
so immediate, that [ had to grip the edge of the counter to steady myself. The gender of the
person wielding the dick was just... a detail. It was the act itself, the dynamic, that my body

was now craving.

A slow, wry smirk spread across my face. The succubus. Her plan, if she even had one, was
working perfectly. She had dangled the bait, and I had swallowed it whole. I had been so
hesitant, so determined to stay in the shallow end, but one taste of real, mind-blowing

pleasure, one glimpse of the massive rewards that came with diving deeper, and I was hooked.

Speaking of rewards... I'd almost forgotten. Last night wasn't just a journey of sexual
self-discovery; it had been incredibly profitable. I walked back into my bedroom, my headache
momentarily forgotten, and retrieved the journal from my messenger bag. I flipped it open,
the crisp pages a familiar comfort. My memory was still a little fuzzy on the details. I found the
Challenges page, my eyes scanning the completed entries. Yes, there it was. Have penetrative
sex with a complete stranger without learning his name. I winced. I'd failed that part, but
clearly, the Matron was lenient. Maybe the initial intent was enough. And below it... Have a
new man cum on either your butt or your breasts. Fifteen Influence. I vaguely remembered
the hot, sticky sensation on my ass, a memory that was still more gross than erotic. And below

that, the latest unlock: Let a new man rub his dick between your breasts.

I chuckled, looking down at my own flat, masculine chest picturing my female chest. My
B-cups wouldn’t have stood a chance. They were cute, but they weren't built for that kind of

work. They were too small, too...

And then the final, fog-shrouded memory of the night slammed into me with the force of a
physical blow. The drunken, triumphant return to my apartment. The feeling of my massive,

new breasts in my hands. The journal. The pen.
“No,” I whispered, my voice a strangled croak. “I didn’t. I wouldn't””

I scrambled for the ring, which I'd tossed onto my nightstand. My hands were shaking as I
picked up the small, gold band and, with a sense of impending doom, slid it onto my finger. I
was standing shirtless in my boxers, and the transformation was a wave of pure, nauseating

dread. I didn't even need to look in a mirror. I felt it.

Page 3



An enormous, heavy, pendulous weight slammed onto my chest.

The sheer mass of them pulled me forward, forcing me to arch my back to stay upright. They
weren't just breasts; they were geological events, two massive, soft globes of flesh that hung

almost to my navel.

“Stupid, drunk me,’ I groaned, my new, lighter voice strained with the effort of supporting

them.
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I stumbled to the full-length mirror, my new breasts swaying with a heavy, hypnotic rhythm,
their own distinct gravitational pull. I stared at my reflection, my jaw slack with a mixture of
horror and awe. They were huge. Utterly, comically, pornographically huge. I cupped them, my
hands barely able to contain their soft, heavy volume. They spilled over my fingers, warm and
impossibly real. I lifted one, the weight of it a solid, two-handed effort. It was like holding a

small watermelon made of skin and fat.
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I grabbed the journal and flipped to the last entry I'd written. There it was, underlined in my

own stupid, drunken scrawl: Alex Winters has F cup breasts.

F-cups. Why the hell did I write F-cups? A C-cup would have been perfect. A D-cup would
have been more than enough to handle the new challenge. But no, I had to go for the full
alphabet soup. And it had cost me twenty Influence. Twenty! Such a colossal, idiotic waste.
They were completely impractical. None of my carefully curated female wardrobe would fit. I'd

look like a freak.

I let out a frustrated sigh, but as I looked at my reflection, the annoyance began to fade,
replaced by a grudging, narcissistic appreciation. They were... magnificent. Overkill, yes, but
undeniably sexy. The skin was pale and smooth, traced with a faint, delicate network of blue
veins. The areolas were wide and dusky pink, the nipples thick and prominent, already
hardening in the cool morning air. They were a little saggy, their own weight pulling them

down into a soft, natural teardrop shape that was both realistic and incredibly erotic.

On a whim, I squeezed them together, pushing them up and creating a canyon of deep,
shadowy cleavage. The friction of my own skin, the sheer volume of soft, sensitive flesh
compressed between my hands, sent an unexpected jolt of pure, unadulterated lust straight to
my pussy. A wetness bloomed between my legs, a traitorous, biological response to my own
body. I had always been a tit man, and now... now I had a world-class pair of my own. It was a

profoundly weird and deeply hot realization.

No. I had to fix this. They were a mistake. I grabbed the journal, a new sense of purpose
hardening my resolve. I'd never tried to undo anything before, but there had to be a way. I
found the F-cup entry and, with a decisive stroke, drew a line through it. Nothing happened.

The line I'd drawn simply faded from the page, the original text remaining, mocking me.

Okay. Time to consult the oracle. I flipped to the Questions page.
How do I unde a change Ive made?

The Matron’s script flowed onto the page, her tone as cool and impersonal as ever.
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The past is immutable. A change, once made, cannot be unmade. It can only be

overwritten by a new, superseding change.

Great. So I couldn’t just erase it; I had to pave over it. That was fine. It would cost more
Influence, but it was a price I was willing to pay to get rid of these monstrous, back-breaking

balloons. I flipped to a new page and wrote, my hand steady with conviction.
Alex Wintere has C cup tits 200

The cost materialized beside the text. A number so large, so utterly devastating, that I thought

it had to be a mistake.
200.
Two hundred fucking Influence. It was more than my entire net worth.

“What the fuck?” I said aloud, my voice a shocked whisper. This had to be a bug. A cruel joke. I
frantically flipped back to the Questions page.

Why i< it so expensive Lo change my breast size back Lo Somefhing

smafler? The original change only cost 20/

The phantom pen began to write, its words a chilling, cosmic policy memao.

Your will, once exerted upon reality, creates an anchor. To alter a trait that
has already been influenced is to pull against that anchor. The cost to overwrite
a previous change will always be substantially higher. To be precise, it will be ten
times the cost of the original alteration. This is to discourage frivolous,
temporary changes and to ensure that your choices have weight and

consequence.

Ten times. My blood ran cold. The finality of it was absolute. I was stuck. I was stuck with
these... these puppies. A wave of panic washed over me. Thank god this had happened with
something as relatively benign as breast size. What if drunk me had decided to make myself

permanently horny? What if I'd altered my own mind to be obsessed with cock? Or worse,
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what if I had made a permanent, damaging change to someone else, like Claire or Dave, and
then needed to fix it? The cost would be astronomical, impossible. The lesson was learned,
brutally and expensively. I had to be careful. My choices were, for all intents and purposes,

permanent.

I looked back at my reflection, at the two massive, fleshy albatrosses hanging from my chest. A
grim, resigned smirk touched my lips. Well, if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em. They weren't all bad.

They just needed a little... fine-tuning.

I picked up the journal again, my new plan already forming.
Alex Winterse’ breastse are much lighter than they look and they have

a nice, perky shape lo them 75

The cost appeared: 15. It was a steep price for a minor cosmetic adjustment, but at this point,

it felt like a medical necessity. Fuck it. I underlined the sentence.
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The change was immediate and profound. The crushing weight on my chest simply... vanished.
It was as if they were filled with helium. I still felt their volume, the soft pressure against my
ribs, but the back-straining heaviness was gone. I looked in the mirror. They had lifted,
defying gravity, settling into a perfect, round, porn-star shape that was both completely

unnatural and unbelievably sexy.

I had started the night with seventy Influence. In one drunken, reckless moment, I had pissed
away twenty of it, then another fifteen to fix the mistake slightly. I was down to thirty-five.
The thought was infuriating, but as I groped my new, magically buoyant breasts, I couldn’t

help but feel a surge of excitement. They were incredible.

I rummaged through my female wardrobe and pulled out a simple black camisole. I slid it on,

and the effect was breathtaking. The thin, stretchy fabric was no match for my new assets.

They spilled out of the top, creating a deep, dramatic canyon of cleavage that was both
obscene and mesmerizing. [ posed for a bit, even blew myself a kiss, and god these tits were a
serious upgrade. Maybe... maybe I could get used to this. And Dave was right. This was an

investment. ‘Work’ was going to be a hell of a lot easier now.

That thought brought me back to the new challenge. Titty-fucking a man. With these new
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weapons of mass distraction, it didn't seem so intimidating anymore. I had broken the seal.
Sex with a guy wasn't the terrifying, soul-destroying ordeal I had built it up to be. It was just...
a thing. A physical act that could be intensely pleasurable and, more importantly, incredibly

lucrative. I was ready to delve deeper. I was excited.

I checked the wording again.
Let a new man rub his dick between your breasts.

A new man. It just meant someone I hadn’t done this specific challenge with before. It was
Sunday. I had the whole day ahead of me. An idea, simple and efficient, sparked in my mind. I
slipped the ring off, and I picked up my phone and called Dave.

“Dude,” I said when he answered, his voice a groggy mess. “Come over”

An hour later, Dave was sitting on my couch, nursing a mug of coffee and looking at me with a

bewildered expression.
“Okay, dude, what'’s up? You sounded weird on the phone”
I took a deep breath. “Alright, so... last night. After you left... I had sex”

Dave’s eyebrows shot up, a slow grin spreading across his face. He didn't seem shocked, just

impressed. “Nice, dude! I knew you had it in you. Was it her friend? The yoga girl?”
“No, no,” I said, shaking my head. I paused for dramatic effect. “I had sex as a woman.

The grin on Dave’s face vanished, replaced by a look of wide-eyed, slack-jawed astonishment.

“Dude. No fucking way. Finally! So... how was it?”
“It was... pretty fucking unreal,” I admitted, a reminiscent smile touching my lips.

“I gotta borrow the ring sometime, man. [ have to try that,” he said, his eyes gleaming with a

vicarious excitement.

“Yeah, no way, dude,’ I said immediately. “I'm not trusting this thing with anyone else. I saw

what you wanted to do to those girls at the party”

He looked disappointed but didn’t push it. “Fine. So, does this mean...?”
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“Yep,” I said, unable to keep the triumphant smirk off my face. “New challenges. And I ended

the night with seventy Influence.

Dave’s eyes lit up. “Yes! Seventy! Dude, that’s huge! Let’s use some! What should we do first?
We could make ourselves a little taller! Or give you perfect vision so you don’t need your

glasses for driving!” He was already deep in theory-crafting, but I cut him off.
“About that... I have thirty-five now”
He stared at me. “You used thirty-five already? On what? It's been, like, twelve hours!”

I just smirked. “Take a look.” I stood up, grabbed the ring from the coffee table, and slid it onto
my finger. [ was wearing a grey tank top and a pair of sweatpants. As I transformed, the
loose-fitting tank top was suddenly stretched to its absolute limit, the thin cotton turning
almost sheer as it strained to contain the impossible, gravity-defying swell of my new breasts.

A truly epic amount of cleavage spilled out of the scoop neck.

Dave’s mouth dropped open. He just stared, his coffee mug hovering halfway to his lips.
“Holy... shit...”
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I laughed, a light, musical sound. I reached up, grabbed my new assets, and gave them a little

jiggle. “Yep. How good are these?” I lifted them and dropped them, the movement a hypnotic,

mesmerizing bounce. Dave was in awe, his eyes completely glazed over.

“I needed them,” I explained, my voice taking on a teasing, sultry tone I was starting to enjoy.
“The latest challenge involves titty-fucking a man... and, well...” I leaned forward, putting on

my cutest, most innocent expression. “I was wondering if maybe you'd help me out”

Dave blinked, snapping out of his trance. He let out a short, nervous laugh. “Dude... isn't that,

like... gay?”

“Not when I'm like this,” I said, gesturing to my ridiculously feminine body. “And look, I'm not
into men. But I really want to unlock the next challenge, and I can’t be fucked heading out to

meet some new rando again. It’s just... easier with you”
A slow, predatory grin spread across Dave’s face. “Fuck yeah. Let’s do it

We headed into my bedroom. The mood was a weird mixture of clinical efficiency and thick,
palpable sexual tension. I pulled my tank top over my head, and Dave let out a low,

appreciative whistle. Freed from the confines of the shirt, my breasts were even more
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maghnificent, two perfect, pale globes that seemed to glow in the dim light of the room. I could

see the front of his jeans tenting, and I felt a surge of familiar, narcissistic power.

I knelt on the floor at the foot of my bed. “Well, come on," I said, my voice all business. “This is

a job. We're not doing this for fun”

Dave didn't need any more encouragement. He unbuttoned his jeans and let them fall to the
floor, his erection springing free. It was the first time I'd seen my best friend’s dick, and the
weirdness of it was almost completely overshadowed by a strange, professional

desensitization. Penises were just... tools of the trade now.
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He walked over, a little nervous now that the moment was here. I took his cock in my hand. It

was hot and hard, a familiar, alien weight.

“Okay,” I instructed, my voice calm and directorial. “The challenge just says you need to rub it
between my tits. So, I'm going to hold them together like this...” I squeezed my massive
breasts together, creating a deep, pillowy valley of cleavage. “...and you just rub it through the

center there. When I feel a pulse from the ring, it’s over”
“So I don't get to cum?” he asked, a hint of disappointment in his voice.
I laughed. “You can do that in your own time, buddy”

He positioned himself, leaning over me, and tried to slide his cock into the channel I'd created.
The friction of dry skin was uncomfortable. “Hang on,’ I said. I leaned my head forward and
spit a generous amount of saliva right into my own cleavage, the slick fluid pooling in the

valley between my breasts. “Try now.”

He slid in easily this time, a wet, slick sound echoing in the quiet room. He let out a low groan,
his eyes closing in pleasure. He started to move, a slow, steady rhythm, his dick gliding
through the warm, wet, impossibly soft channel of my breasts. I had to admit, it was kind of
hot. The sight of his cock disappearing between my tits, the feeling of his body pressing

against mine... it was a strange, detached, but undeniably erotic experience.
He lasted about thirty seconds, his pace quickening, before I felt it. Pulse.

“Done;" | said immediately, letting go of my breasts. He pulled out with a frustrated sigh. He
was clearly disappointed by the blue-balling, but he didn't complain, just quietly pulled up his

pants.
I grabbed the journal. Challenge complete. The final entry for Tier 2 had been unlocked.
20 Influence: Swallow a new man’s cum.

Dave saw it over my shoulder. I looked up at him, and an unspoken understanding passed

between us. I let out a long, resigned sigh.
“Fuck it I said. “We're here now. Let’s just get it over with.

“Yes!” Dave’s face was alight with a manic, horny glee.
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“Hold on,’ I said, my voice firm, cutting through his excitement. I had to set the terms. This
was a slippery slope, and I needed to draw the lines now. “You play by my rules, okay? I'm not
sexually attracted to you. This is a one-time thing to get these challenges done. After this,

these challenges won't even work on you anymore, so we are never doing this again, got it?”

Dave, looking like a kid on Christmas morning, nodded so fast his head bobbed. “Yeah, yeah,

got it. Whatever you say, man.’

“Okay.” I grabbed the journal, my mind shifting into business mode. “So, since were doing this,
let’s see what's on the table. The only ones you can help with are... kissing, getting asked out,
cumming on my tits or ass, and... swallowing. The others specify strangers or people I've just

met.”

Dave, ever the pragmatist, went for the easy one first. “Okay, Alex,” he said, putting on a

ridiculously formal voice. “Would you do me the honor of going on a date with me?”
I waited. Nothing. No pulse from the ring. “It didn’t work;" I said.
“What? Why not?”

“You have to actually mean it, I guess,” I mused. The ring couldn’t be tricked. Interesting. “The
intent has to be real. Oh well” I leaned forward before he could react and pressed my lips
against his. It was a quick, closed-mouth peck, but it was enough. Pulse. I pulled back, wiping

my mouth with the back of my hand. “Fucking gross. But completed.”

Dave just stared, a dazed look on his face. He was so hard his dick was practically a divining

rod pointing at my chest.
“Okay, now make yourself cum,’ [ said, trying to move things along.

He blinked, snapping out of it. “What? You're not going to do it? I thought you had some magic

dick-sucking abilities now.

I rolled my eyes. The thirty-Influence investment. It was a sunk cost, might as well get some
use out of it. “Ugh, fine. But you owe me one.” It would be faster this way, and honestly, the
thought of watching him fumble his way to completion was more awkward than just taking

matters into my own hands. Or mouth.
He didn’t need to be told twice. He lay back on the bed, a look of pure, unadulterated
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anticipation on his face. I crawled over, the movement of my new ass and hips feeling sinfully

natural, and took him in my mouth.

The sweet taste (thanks to an earlier upgrade) was a welcome, familiar buffer against the
weirdness of the situation. It was still Dave, my best friend, but my body was on autopilot, my
mind detached. My skills, however, were fully engaged. I wasn't just sucking; [ was performing.
My lips created a perfect, wet seal, my tongue tracing patterns that made his hips buck. I
varied the speed, the pressure, the depth, my hands working in concert with my mouth,
cupping his balls, stroking the base of his shaft. It was a symphony of fellatio, and I was the

conductor.

“Holy... fuck, Alex...” Dave gasped, his fingers tangling in my hair. “You're... you're a fucking

prodigy. This is incredible”

I didn't reply, just kept working, my movements fluid and confident. It didn’t take long. I could
feel the tell-tale tension building in his body, the way his breathing hitched and his muscles
coiled. In under a minute, he was on the verge of exploding. I pulled back just as he let out a

desperate groan.
“Cum on my tits,” I commanded, my voice a low, breathy alto.

He didn’t need any further instruction. He grabbed himself and, with a final, shuddering roar,
blasted a thick, hot load all over my chest. The warm, sticky fluid splattered across my new,

gravity-defying breasts, a stark white against my pale skin.
Pulse. Another one down.

Dave collapsed back onto the bed, a boneless, grinning wreck. I looked down at the mess.
Okay. Final step. I just needed to swallow some of it. I watched a thick glob of his cum slowly
slide down the curve of my breast, and a wave of revulsion hit me. This was my best friend’s
seed. It was pearly and thick and it smelled faintly of him. This was so fucking weird. I couldn’t

doit.
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But what if...

An idea, born of desperation and the sheer, problem-solving power of the journal, sparked in
my mind. I scrambled for the book, my fingers fumbling with the leather cover, a sudden
urgency gripping me. The cum was going to dry, or slide off. I flipped to a blank page and

wrote, my handwriting a messy, frantic scrawl.
Alex Winters thinks cum tastes ke vanile 5

The cost appeared in a beautiful, life-saving green. 5 Influence. It was a small price to pay for
salvation, and a worthy investment considering the twenty-point prize at stake. I underlined

it.

Then, with a deep breath, I scooped a finger through the thickest part of the mess on my

breast. I lifted it to my lips, and, closing my eyes, licked it clean.

The salty, biological expectation never arrived. Instead, my tongue was flooded with the
smooth, creamy taste of a high-quality vanilla bean, sweet and complex with a hint of

something rich and buttery, like a créeme brilée. It was... actually delicious. My eyes snapped
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open. I scooped up another fingerful and ate it, savoring the flavor. This was a game-changer. I
was about to go for a third scoop when my brain finally caught up. Wait. No. Stop. It’s still

Dave’s cum. Ew.
Pulse.
The big one. Yes! Twenty Influence. Challenge complete.

I grabbed a towel from the bathroom and cleaned myself up, tossing on a baggy t-shirt. Dave

was still sprawled on the bed, looking blissfully exhausted.

“Dude;” he said, his voice a happy murmur. “That was... thank you. You know, I could return

the favor if you ever let me use the ring...”

“No, dude,’ I said, cutting him off as I walked back into the living room. “I'm not trusting you

with Influence’”

He was too tired to argue. He followed me out, collapsing onto the couch. I picked up the
journal, a triumphant grin on my face. The last of the Tier 2 challenges was greyed out. My

eyes drifted down the page to the next section. Tier 3.

Page 18



25 Influence: Have sex with two different men in one night

Things were really starting to get crazy. I checked the ring. Thanks to my little side adventure
with Dave, my balance was up to an amazing 67 Influence, even after the 5 spent on the vanilla

upgrade.

Dave looked over from the couch, a hopeful gleam in his eyes. “So... we gonna use some of

that or what?”

I smirked, closing the book. “Patience, my friend. We've already made all the minor upgrades
we can without anyone noticing. I think it's time we think bigger” My eyes took on a far-off,
determined glint. “I think it's time we save up for that thousand-point wish. The one that’s

going to make us rich and truly set our lives on a new course.

Dave knew what I was thinking. Something like super-intelligence, or super-powers.

Something like what we were testing the other night at the party.

And so, it was decided. The next few weeks fell into a new, accelerated rhythm. My life became
a carefully compartmentalized exercise in duality. By day, I was Alex Winters, Marketing
superstar. I crushed the Henderson project and Frank started talking about long-term growth,

about me taking on a real leadership role.

I saw my family, and the change in my mom was subtle but undeniable. She moved with a new
ease, the pained stiffness in her hands replaced by a fluid grace as she tended to her garden.

She just seemed... lighter.

My time with Claire became a series of escalating erotic experiments. Her new physique was
starting to show, her waist tightening, the curve of her ass and the swell of her breasts
becoming more pronounced with each passing week. She attributed it all to a new,
inexplicable obsession with Pilates, but her new mental programming was even more potent.
She couldn’t keep her hands off me, and she developed a particular fondness for lifting her
shirt at random, unexpected moments, just to see the look on my face. In bed, she was a
demon, her programmed desire for my seed turning every encounter into a raw, primal

fuck-fest that left us both wrecked and satisfied.
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BEFORE

But on the nights when I had nothing else on, I became Alexa.

That’s what I was calling her now. The line between my male and female sides was blurring, so
the name felt like a necessary thing. It wasn’t just a costume anymore; it was a part of me. The
thrill of the hunt, the power I wielded in that form, it was an addiction. I stopped wasting my
time with the low-yield Tier 1 challenges. [ had a goal, a thousand-point mountain to climb,
and I needed to be efficient. Tier 2 became my warm-up, and Tier 3... Tier 3 was where the

real money was.

The first challenge, sleeping with two different guys in one night, was almost laughably easy
with my new body. I'd pick one up at a bar, take him back to his place for a quick, anonymous
fuck, then call an Uber to another party across town and do it all again. It was a cold, efficient

transaction, and it paid twenty-five Influence a pop.

That unlocked the next:

30 Influence: Have a new man ejaculate inside you without speaking a single

word to him from meeting to parting.

This was more of a challenge, a silent film of pure seduction. It required a different kind of
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confidence, a reliance on body language alone. I remember one night, at a crowded house
party, a guy with intense, dark eyes tried to hit on me. I just put a finger to his lips, took his
hand, and led him wordlessly to an empty bedroom. We fucked with a desperate, silent
intensity, communicating only through the language of touch. He came inside me with a
muffled roar, and I slipped out of the room without ever having heard his voice. The power of

it, the absolute control I had in that moment, was more intoxicating than any orgasm.

With my Influence growing, I started to feel reckless. The next challenge became a party trick.

40 Influence: Flash your breasts or ass to a group of 5 or more men who don’t

know you.

I'd be in the middle of a crowded dance floor, and on a whim, I'd turn my back to the DJ booth,
hook my thumbs into the waistband of my skirt, and pull it down just for a second, flashing my
perfect, gravity-defying ass to a sea of stunned, appreciative faces before pulling it up and
disappearing into the crowd. The thrill of the risk, the collective gasp of the crowd, it was a

rush, and it was an easy thirty-five points every time.

A few nights later, I tackled the next one...
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45 Influence: Get caught having sex with a new man.

This required some planning. [ picked up a guy at a dive bar, a big, burly construction worker
who looked like he could barely fit in the bar’s tiny, single-stall bathroom. We squeezed inside,
and as he was pounding into me from behind, I reached back with one foot and kicked the
flimsy lock open. A moment later, a woman with a shocked expression barged in, screamed,
and scrambled away. My partner for the evening panicked and fled, but I just leaned against

the door, a slow, triumphant smirk on my face as I felt the pulse from the ring. Too easy.

I was on a roll, a seemingly unstoppable engine of seduction and depravity. My Influence
balance soared. Four hundred. Five hundred. I was just a few weeks in, and I was already at 627

Influence. The thousand-point goal was no longer a distant dream; it was an inevitability.

The only challenge in Tier 3 I hadn't touched was the last one.
50 Influence: Be the sole focus of a threesome with two new men (MMF)

The thought of it was a hard stop. The power dynamic was all wrong. One-on-one, I was in
control. I was the prize, the object of desire. But with two of them... the thought of being
overwhelmed, of being dominated by two anonymous, faceless men, was a line I wasn't ready

to cross. It was too intimidating, too real. And besides, my earn rate was fine without it.

My life had found its new normal. I'd come home from a long day as Alex, and some nights
without even thinking about it, I'd slip on the ring. I'd become Alexa to cook dinner, the sway
of my hips and the soft weight of my breasts a comforting, familiar sensation. I'd relax on the
couch as her, watch movies as her, masturbate as her sometimes. The lines were so blurred
now that sometimes I'd forget which body I was in. I was spending half my free time as Alex
and half as Alexa. Both forms had their perks, their unique pleasures, their distinct advantages.
This wasn’t a double life anymore. It was just... life. And I was starting to get really, really good

at it.

For the rules of the book and the challenges, visit this page.
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https://johnmantd.com/the-woman-within-the-rules-challenges/

	THE WOMAN WITHIN 
	How do I undo a change I’ve made? 
	The past is immutable. A change, once made, cannot be unmade. It can only be overwritten by a new, superseding change. 

	Alex Winters has C cup tits    200 
	Why is it so expensive to change my breast size back to something smaller? The original change only cost 20! 
	Your will, once exerted upon reality, creates an anchor. To alter a trait that has already been influenced is to pull against that anchor. The cost to overwrite a previous change will always be substantially higher. To be precise, it will be ten times the cost of the original alteration. This is to discourage frivolous, temporary changes and to ensure that your choices have weight and consequence. 

	Alex Winters’ breasts are much lighter than they look, and they have a nice, perky shape to them   15 
	Let a new man rub his dick between your breasts. 
	20 Influence: Swallow a new man’s cum. 

	Alex Winters thinks cum tastes like vanilla   5 
	25 Influence: Have sex with two different men in one night 
	30 Influence: Have a new man ejaculate inside you without speaking a single word to him from meeting to parting. 
	40 Influence: Flash your breasts or ass to a group of 5 or more men who don’t know you. 
	45 Influence: Get caught having sex with a new man. 
	50 Influence: Be the sole focus of a threesome with two new men (MMF) 



