
THE WOMAN WITHIN 
A transformation story by JohnManTD 

Chapter 1: Finding the Ring 

The Sunday scaries were a real thing, but a Sunday spent elbow-deep in the ghosts of a life 

half-lived was a special kind of hell. Dust motes danced in the slanted afternoon light, each 

one a tiny particle of a past I was trying, and failing, to escape. The cupboard in my spare 

room (more like a glorified closet I’d designated for “later”) had finally reached critical mass. 

Cardboard boxes, soft with age and humidity, were stacked in a precarious Jenga tower of my 

own mediocrity. 

My name is Alex Winters. I’m twenty-eight years old, and my life feels like a pre-written 

script I’m just dutifully reading aloud. By day, I’m a marketing assistant at a mid-tier agency, a 

role I’ve occupied for a little over two years with no promotion in sight. The salary is… fine. It 

pays the rent on this one-bedroom apartment, covers my bills, and leaves just enough for the 

occasional uninspired date. It’s a life built on the word ‘fine’, and I was starting to hate that 

word more than any other in the English language. 

My romantic life was similarly lukewarm. There was Claire, the barista from the coffee shop 

down the street. She had a cute, asymmetrical smile and a habit of drawing little smiley faces 

in the foam of my latte. We’d been on three dates. Three perfectly pleasant, wholly 

unmemorable dates that ended with a chaste kiss on her doorstep. We hadn't slept together, a 

fact that was beginning to feel less like taking it slow and more like a mutual, unspoken 

acknowledgment that the spark just wasn't there. We were going through the motions, 

another script to be performed. Approaching thirty, I felt the dull pressure of expectation… 

the career, the relationship, the vague notion of ‘progress’, and the equally dull reality of my 

inertia. This cupboard was a monument to it all. 

“Right, you son of a bitch,” I muttered to the teetering stack. “Today’s the day.” 

I started at the top, a box labeled ‘HIGH SCHOOL’ in my mom’s neat cursive. Out came the 

ghosts. A tarnished silver medal for a track meet I barely remembered, a photo of me with a 

truly regrettable haircut standing next to my first car, a beat-up Civic that smelled perpetually 

of old fries. Then came college memorabilia, participation trophies for sports I was never 

passionate about, old textbooks I’d kept for reasons that now escaped me. It was an 

 



archaeological dig through a life of almosts and not-quites. 

 

An hour in, covered in a fine layer of dust and existential dread, I reached a smaller, 

unmarked box wedged at the very back. It was heavier than it looked. I grunted, sliding it out 

and setting it on the floor. It was filled with a random assortment of junk: old phone chargers, 

a broken watch, a few foreign coins. Probably stuff I’d just swept off my dresser during my last 

move. My hand brushed against something cool and metallic. I fished it out. 

It was a ring. 

It wasn't flashy, just a simple, unadorned band of what looked like gold, but with a strange, 

deep luster that seemed to drink the light. It felt heavy, substantial in my palm. Definitely not a 

cheap piece of costume jewelry. Where the hell did this come from? I sifted through my 

mental rolodex of past flings and short-lived relationships. Had Sarah left this? Maybe Jessica? 

I couldn't picture any of them wearing something so plain, yet so… potent. 

Intrigued, I dropped the box I was holding and sat down on the floor, crossing my legs. I 

turned the ring over in my fingers. The inside of the band was engraved with delicate, flowing 

script. I had to squint to read it. 

THE WOMAN WITHIN 

A chill, completely unrelated to the drafty apartment, traced a line down my spine. The 
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words were unsettling, intimate. It felt less like a title and more like a secret. A weirdly poetic 

piece for a lost-and-found item. Maybe it was an ex's, something she'd left behind and I'd just 

packed away without thinking. It seemed the most logical explanation, yet it felt wrong. I 

would have remembered a ring like this. 

 

I’m not a jewelry guy. I wear a watch, and that’s it. But the weight of the ring in my hand 

was a tangible mystery, a puzzle begging to be solved. On a whim, driven by nothing more 

than the profound boredom of my Sunday afternoon, I decided to try it on. I slid it over the 

knuckle of my right ring finger. 

And it fit. 

Not just fit, it fit perfectly. It settled into place with a strange, almost imperceptible 

warmth, as if it had molded itself to my finger the moment it made contact. No, that’s crazy, I 

thought. Just a coincidence. But as I held my hand up to admire the strange piece of gold, 

something felt wrong. 

My hand. It looked… thinner. The knuckles seemed less prominent, the fingers longer, more 

delicate. The light dusting of hair I usually had was gone. I blinked, shaking my head. It had to 

be a trick of the light, the dust in the air playing with my perception. I brought my hand closer 

to my face, turning it over. The skin was smoother, the nails subtly reshaped, neater, with a 

healthy, pale pink bed. This wasn't my hand. 
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As that impossible thought took root, a strand of dark hair fell across my vision. I 

instinctively went to brush it away, my fingers snagging on a soft, unfamiliar length. I froze. 

My hair was short, a standard a number-four buzz on the sides, slightly longer on top. It 

couldn't possibly reach my eyes. My heart began to thud against my ribs, a frantic, panicked 

drumbeat. 

I scrambled to my feet. The movement was clumsy, uncoordinated. The world seemed to 

tilt, my center of gravity having inexplicably shifted downwards. I felt a strange, dual weight 

on my chest, a soft, heavy pressure that pulled at the fabric of my t-shirt. I felt shorter, the 

ceiling suddenly seeming a few inches farther away. 

Stumbling out of the spare room, I lurched toward the full-length mirror hanging on the 

back of my bedroom door. I braced myself, my breath catching in my throat, and looked up. 

A scream died in my throat, choked off by pure, unadulterated shock. 

Staring back at me was a woman. 

She was young, around my age, with my dark hair, now hanging in soft waves just past her 

shoulders. She had my brown eyes, but they were larger, framed by longer lashes. Her face 

had my bone structure… the same straight nose, the same jawline… but it was all softened, 

refined, undeniably feminine. She was pretty, in an approachable, girl-next-door kind of way. 

And she was wearing my clothes: my faded grey t-shirt and worn-out jeans. The shirt was 

stretched tight across a pair of modest but definite breasts, and the jeans hugged hips that I 

Page 4 



most certainly did not possess. 

 

“What the fuck,” I whispered, but the voice that came out wasn't mine. It was higher, 
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lighter, a smooth alto that sounded alien in the quiet of my apartment. 

My eyes shot down to my right hand. The gold ring gleamed on her finger. Primal terror 

overrode every other thought. With my other hand, I fumbled with the ring, yanking it off my 

finger. It slid off as easily as it had gone on. I threw it, a small metallic glint arcing through the 

air and clattering onto the hardwood floor. 

The sensation was like being plunged into ice water and then yanked back out. A wave of 

vertigo washed over me. I felt my height returning, a sudden stretching sensation in my spine 

and legs. The weight on my chest vanished, replaced by the familiar solidness of my own 

pectoral muscles. The pressure in my jeans eased as my hips narrowed back to their usual lean 

shape. 

 

I looked down. My hands were my own again, broad and calloused. My chest was flat. I 

looked back at the mirror. My own familiar, masculine face stared back, eyes wide with terror, 

short hair disheveled. I was me. Alex. 

Had I imagined it? A waking dream? A full-blown psychotic break brought on by the 
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crushing monotony of my existence and a dusty cupboard? I patted myself down—chest, 

arms, legs. Everything was where it should be. I ran a hand through my short hair. It was real. 

It had to be. The alternative was impossible. Maybe I’d breathed in too much dust, some kind 

of weird mold spores with hallucinogenic properties. It was a stupid explanation, but it was 

better than the alternative. 

My eyes found the ring, lying innocently by the leg of my dresser. It looked like nothing, just 

a piece of lost jewelry. But the memory of that woman’s face in the mirror, of that alien voice 

speaking my thoughts, was burned into my mind. There was no way. It couldn't be. 

Slowly, cautiously, as if approaching a venomous snake, I knelt down and picked it up. It 

was cool to the touch now. I held it up to the light, inspecting it again. the woman within. The 

words seemed to mock me. 

This was insane. I was being insane. But I had to know. I had to see it one more time, to 

prove to myself that my mind had just snapped. 

I stood in front of the mirror again, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard I could 

feel it in my teeth. My reflection watched me, a pale, nervous version of myself. I took a deep, 

shuddering breath and, with a hand that trembled visibly, I slowly, deliberately, slid the ring 

back onto my finger. 

The change wasn't explosive. It was a fluid, seamless morph, like watching a CGI effect in a 

movie, except it was happening to my own body, right before my eyes. My shoulders softened 

and narrowed. My neck grew more slender. My jawline softened, my cheeks losing their 

angularity and gaining a subtle roundness. My hair didn't grow so much as it just was long, 

spilling over my shoulders in a cascade of dark silk. My Adam's apple dissolved into a smooth, 

graceful throat. 

And my chest… God, my chest. Through the fabric of my t-shirt, I watched as my flat pecs 

swelled outwards, rounding into soft, feminine mounds. They weren’t huge, maybe a full 

B-cup, but they were unmistakably breasts. They settled with a slight jiggle, a weight that was 

both foreign and undeniably real. 
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My breathing hitched. This wasn't an illusion. It was happening. It was real. I reached up a 

trembling hand, my long, slender fingers looking utterly alien to me, and hesitantly touched 

one of the new mounds on my chest. The t-shirt was thin, and I could feel the soft, pliable 

flesh beneath. It yielded to my touch. It felt… real. I cupped it, my palm fitting perfectly 

around the gentle curve. It was warm and heavy. A jolt, not of pain or pleasure but of pure, 

shocking sensation, shot through me. 

Then, a new, more terrifying thought slammed into me with the force of a physical blow. If I 

had gained things… had I also lost something? 

Page 8 



My hand, as if with a mind of its own, shot down to the front of my jeans. I fumbled with 

the button, my fingers clumsy and uncooperative. I finally got it undone and yanked down the 

zipper. My hand plunged into my boxers, searching for the familiar weight and shape that had 

been a part of me for my entire life. 

And found nothing. 

Just a smooth, unnerving emptiness. Where my penis and testicles should have been, there 

was… nothing. A soft mound of flesh, covered in a light patch of hair. A wave of nausea and 

panic washed over me. I felt my knees go weak. This couldn't be real. It couldn't. I had to be 

dreaming. 

My fingers, shaking uncontrollably, explored the alien landscape. They traced a path 

downwards and found… folds. Soft, sensitive skin. A small, nub-like hardness hidden beneath a 

fleshy hood. I touched it, and my whole body seized. A lightning bolt of pure, overwhelming 

sensation shot from that single point, radiating through my groin and making my legs tremble. 

I snatched my hand back as if I'd been burned. 

“Holy shit,” I gasped, the feminine voice still a shock to my ears. 

I stumbled back, collapsing onto the edge of my bed, my half-undone jeans gaping open. I 

stared at the mirror, at the woman who was me. She looked as terrified as I felt. I was in a 

body that wasn't mine, a stranger inhabiting my own skin. A panic attack was building, a 

tightness in my chest, a shortening of my breath. I clawed at the ring, desperate to get it off, 

to get me back. 

But as my fingers closed around it, a different thought, a morbid and insane flicker of 

curiosity, stopped me. For my entire life, I had only known a man's body. I’d been with women, 

I’d seen them, touched them, but I’d never understood them. Not like this. The sheer, 

world-altering reality of it was starting to eclipse the panic. 

Slowly, I lowered my hand. The panic was still there, a humming, high-frequency current 

under my skin, but now it was mingled with a profound, terrifying awe. I was a woman. A 

living, breathing woman. 

What did that even mean? 

The logical part of my brain was screaming that this was impossible. But the evidence was 
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undeniable. The reflection in the mirror, the weight on my chest, the terrifying, electrifying 

emptiness between my legs. It was all real. 

Okay. Okay. Breathe. I forced myself to take a slow, deep breath. The lungs felt a little 

smaller, the intake of air subtly different. I sat there on the edge of my bed for what felt like an 

eternity, just breathing, trying to wrap my head around the impossible truth. A magic ring. A 

fucking magic ring that turns you into a woman. Not just any woman, but a female version of 

me. My twin sister, if I’d ever had one. I could see the resemblance to my actual sister, Allie, in 

the shape of the eyes, but the face was fundamentally mine. It was eerie. 

After a few minutes, the adrenaline began to subside, leaving a shaky exhaustion in its 

wake. I looked at the ring on my finger. It was the cause of all this. I slid it around my finger. As 

it turned, a glint of light caught something new. Etched into the side of the band, so small it 

was almost invisible, was a number. 

0 

A zero. I was sure that hadn't been there when I first found it, when I was still me. What did 

it mean? 

The sheer weirdness of the last half-hour was beginning to feel like a heavy blanket, 

suffocating me. I needed to be me again. I needed the comfort of my own skin, my own body. I 

reached for the ring, ready to end this waking nightmare. 

But as I did, my eyes caught something on my bedside table. A small, leather-bound book 

that definitely hadn't been there a moment ago. It was black, with no markings on the cover. 

My hand paused, hovering over the ring. Where had the book come from? 

A new wave of unease washed over me. I decided I’d had enough experimentation for one 

day. I pulled the ring off, setting it carefully on the table beside the mysterious book. The 

familiar, dizzying rush of transformation washed over me, and in a second, I was back in my 

own male body. The relief was so profound it was almost painful. I took a deep breath, reveling 

in the familiar size of my own lungs, the familiar weight of my own limbs. 

I stood up, my own clothes fitting me properly once more, and picked up the book. The 

leather was smooth and cool to the touch. I opened it to the first page. On the inside cover, in 

the same elegant script as the ring’s engraving, were the words: The Woman Within. 
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“You have got to be kidding me,” I said aloud, my voice a reassuringly familiar baritone. Was 

this all some elaborate, high-tech prank? Was I on some hidden camera show? I looked 

around the room, searching for hidden lenses, but saw nothing. 

I turned the page. The next two pages were the only ones with anything on them. The left 

page was dominated by a breathtakingly detailed pencil drawing of a woman. She was 

beautiful in a dangerous, predatory way, with sharp cheekbones, piercing eyes, and a knowing, 

sensual smirk. Two elegant, curved horns grew from her temples, and large, bat-like wings 

were furled behind her back. She was completely naked, her body perfect and voluptuous. It 

was a picture of a demon lady. It just looked… ancient and powerful. 

The right page had a title: RULES OF THE RING. 

 

My blood ran cold. This was no prank. This was something else entirely. I sat back down on 

the bed, my heart starting to pound again, and I began to read. 

Read them. Know them. They are absolute. 
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1. THE COVENANT 

The Ring was forged by a Succubus Matron for her eternal entertainment. It finds mortals 

and offers them power. In exchange, the wearer's life becomes her theater. 

My life… her theater? Some ancient demon was going to watch me like a celestial reality 

show? A sick feeling churned in my stomach. 

2. THE FORM 

The Ring transforms the wearer into their inherent female self. This form possesses its own 

unique biology and sensations, and persists as long as the Ring is worn. 

‘Inherent female self’. So that woman in the mirror really was me. The thought was both 

terrifying and strangely validating. 

3. INFLUENCE 

The number etched upon the Ring is your Influence. It is the currency of power. You begin 

with 0. Influence is earned only by completing Challenges from the proscribed list. Challenges 

can only be completed while in your female form. 

So the zero on the ring was this ‘Influence’. A currency. And I had to be a woman to earn it. 

A horrible suspicion about what these ‘Challenges’ might entail began to form in my mind. 

To spend Influence: write your desire as a clear, declarative sentence on any blank page of 

the journal. The Influence cost will materialize beside the text. If the cost is green, you can 

afford it. Underline the sentence to confirm the transaction. Reality will alter, and the Influence 

will be deducted. If the cost is red, you cannot afford it. The text will fade after one minute. Any 

unconfirmed desire will also fade after one minute. 

So I could literally write my wishes into existence, provided I had enough of this… 

Influence. Reality will alter. The words were so simple, so direct, and their implication was 

staggering. 

4. THE LIMITATIONS OF POWER 

The Past is Immutable: You cannot change what has already happened. History is fixed. 

Influence Affects the Living: Your power is over the traits of people. Their bodies, minds, 
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memories, and desires. It cannot affect inanimate objects. 

Duality of Self: Your male and female forms are considered separate entities for the purpose 

of self-alteration. To influence your male self (e.g., change his body, skills, or mind), you must be 

in your male form when writing in the journal. To influence your female self, you must be 

wearing the Ring. 

This was getting more complex. No changing the past, that made a certain kind of sense. 

And it only affected people, not objects. I couldn't wish for a Lamborghini, but maybe I could 

wish for the skills to earn one? The ‘Duality of Self’ rule was interesting. It meant my male and 

female bodies were treated as separate people by this magic. 

5. THE ORACLE 

A designated page exists for questions regarding the Ring and its mechanics. Write your 

question, and the Matron will provide an answer. The exchange will fade afterward, leaving the 

page blank. She will not offer hints or advice regarding Challenges. 

A direct line to the demon who made this thing. Creepy, but potentially useful. 

I finished reading and stared at the page, my mind reeling. It was all too much. A demon, a 

magic ring, a female body, and a cosmic game where I could rewrite reality if I… did things. I 

flipped the page, my hand trembling slightly. 

The next page was titled CHALLENGES. 

It was a list, divided into tiers. My eyes scanned the first entry. 
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Tier 1: The Flirt (1-5 Influence) 

1 Influence: Get a man to buy you a drink. 

Below it were several more entries in Tier 1, but they were blurred, represented only by 

question marks and their Influence value. It seemed I had to complete them in order to unlock 

the next one. My eyes scanned down the page, my stomach twisting into a tighter and tighter 

knot. 

Tier 2: The Tease (6-20 Influence) 

6 Influence: Receive oral sex from a man you just met. 

My breath hitched. This wasn’t just sexual, it was transactional. Debasing. Performing sex 

acts as a woman, with men, in exchange for magic points. It was insane. It was disgusting. I 

felt a wave of revulsion. 

Despite myself, my eyes kept reading, drawn by a horrified fascination. The rest of the 

challenges in tier 2 were also hidden it seemed. Just like with all the tiers. Only 1 challenge was 

available for each, and it stated I needed to complete the first one to unlock more. 
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Tier 3: The Seductress (21-50 Influence) 

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

Tier 4: The Corruptor (51-100 Influence) 

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

Tier 5: The Homewrecker (101-250 Influence) 

110 Influence: Have sex with a father and his adult son (separately, within 24 hours). 

Tier 6: The Matron’s Apprentice (251+ Influence) 

300 Influence: Seduce a powerful public figure (politician, CEO, celebrity) and acquire 

blackmail material against them. 

I slammed the book shut. My heart was pounding, a sick, hot feeling rising in my throat. 

This was twisted. It was a succubus’s game, alright. A playbook for seduction, corruption, and 

destruction, all powered by leveraging a female body I didn't even want. A small, dark part of 

my mind couldn't help but chuckle at the sheer, cosmic insanity of it all. I had to be dreaming. 

This was a nightmare. A very, very detailed nightmare. 

But what if it wasn't? 

The book sat on my lap, a heavy, silent promise of unimaginable power. I had so many 

questions. I opened it again, finding the page designated for the Oracle near the back. It was 

blank. Hesitantly, I grabbed a pen from my bedside table. My hand felt clumsy as I wrote on 

the crisp, clean page. 

What can I use Influence to do? 

The moment I finished the question mark, new words began to form beneath mine, the ink 

appearing on the page as if from an invisible pen. It was terrifying, and I almost dropped the 

book. I forced myself to read. 

Page 15 



Influence is the currency of will. It allows you to reshape the traits of 
any living person, yourself included. You can alter their bodies, their 

minds, their skills, their memories, their desires. You can make a man 
forget his wife's name or make a woman fall hopelessly in love with you. 

You can grant yourself the physique of an athlete or the mind of a 
genius. The grander the alteration, the higher the cost. There are 

limits, but you will find them far beyond what you currently imagine. 

The words were chillingly direct. Reshape people. Make someone fall in love with me. Give 

myself a genius mind. The sheer scope of it was breathtaking. A thought, juvenile but insistent, 

popped into my head. I flipped to a blank page in the middle of the book. I had to see this for 

myself. I wrote: 

bigger dick 

The words remained for a second, then faded into nothing. The book had said a "clear, 

declarative sentence." Right. 

I tried again: 

8 inch penis 

Same result. Faded. I chewed on my lip, thinking about the rule. It had to be specific. About 

a person. 

I took a breath and wrote: 

Alex Winters has an 8 inch penis 

This time, the words stayed. And beside them, a number materialized in faint, green ink: 
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Alex Winters has an 8 inch penis   2 

Two Influence. That’s all it would cost. It was so… achievable. The thought sent a jolt of 

something hot and greedy through me. But I had zero Influence. As I watched, the green 

number flickered and turned a blood red. 

Alex Winters has an 8 inch penis   2 

 Then, after a moment, the entire sentence, number and all, faded from the page. I couldn't 

afford it. 

Okay, so it worked. The system was real. The rule about Duality of Self made more sense 

now. I was in my male form, so I was trying to influence my male self. If I had written that 

while wearing the ring… a shudder went through me. My female form would have grown a 

penis. The thought was both absurd and horrifying. This was a tool that required precision. 

I wanted to test its limits. What about something huge, something impossible? I turned to a 

new page and wrote: 

War is ended and all countries now get along peacefully 

A number appeared. It was so long it barely fit on the page. 1,546,275,777,128,817. The 

number was a stark, bloody red. Okay. So, world peace was a bit out of my price range. But the 

fact that it had a price at all… that was insane. 

What about the past? I wrote: 

Alex Winters was born rich. 

The words faded instantly. The past is immutable. The rule was absolute. 

I tried a different angle: 

Alex Winters is rich. 

That also faded. I frowned. Why? The rule said it affects people, their traits. Maybe wealth 
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wasn't a 'trait'? Maybe it fell under 'inanimate objects' since money was a thing? The 

mechanics were slippery. 

Okay, someone else then. My mom, Francine. She was sixty-three and always complaining 

about her aching joints. 

Francine Winters is age 25. 

A number appeared: 50. Red, of course. But fifty Influence… that wasn't an astronomical 

number. Tier 3 numbers. It was theoretically possible to de-age my own mother by almost 

forty years. The power was real. The potential was staggering. 

I closed the book and set it aside, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Disgust at 

the challenges, terror at the supernatural reality of it all, but also… a deep, seductive 

temptation. 

My life was a flat line. I went to a job I tolerated to earn money I needed to continue living a 

life that was, at its best, tolerable. I was drifting, waiting for something to happen. And now, 

something had. The most insane, reality-breaking something imaginable had fallen into my 

lap. 

The price was high. I was a straight guy. The thought of being with a man, let alone 

performing the acts listed in that book, was deeply unsettling. It went against every instinct I 

had. I would have to become a woman and let men… use me. The word made me flinch. 

But the power… 

To never worry about a presentation again. To make my boss, Frank, see my genius. To 

make Claire look at me with genuine, all-consuming desire instead of polite indifference. To 

fix my parents' financial troubles. To give myself the body, the confidence, the life that I’d 

always felt was just out of reach. 

All it would cost was my body. A body that wasn't even really me, right? 

The shock was wearing off, replaced by a cold, calculating curiosity. I was amazed at how 

quickly my brain was adapting, moving from existential terror to cost-benefit analysis. This 

was magic. Real, honest-to-god magic. And I was holding it in my hands. 
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I picked up the ring again, its gold surface gleaming. It felt warm now, as if imbued with a 

latent energy. I looked at the clock on my phone. 4:15 PM. The half-emptied cupboard in the 

spare room seemed like a relic from another lifetime. My whole world had tilted on its axis in 

the space of an hour. 

Fuck it. 

My decision was abrupt, a dam breaking in my mind. The fear, the disgust, the hesitation… 

it was all washed away by a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated curiosity. 

I stood up, walked back to the mirror, and slid the ring onto my finger. 

The transformation was just as smooth, just as surreal. I watched Alex melt away, replaced 

by… her. By the woman within. I took a moment, letting the new sensations settle. The 

different center of gravity, the soft weight on my chest, the feeling of long hair brushing 

against my neck. I adjusted, my body moving with a newfound, unfamiliar grace. 

I walked over to the mirror and just stared. I stared until the woman looking back no longer 

felt like a stranger, but like an alternate reality. Then, with methodical purpose, I began to 

undress. 

I pulled the t-shirt over my head, the motion awkward as I navigated my new breasts. They 

came into view, pale and perfectly formed, with small, rose-pink nipples that were already 

tightening in the cool air of the room. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my athletic 

shorts and pushed them down, stepping out of them and my boxer briefs. 

And there she was. There I was. Naked. 
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I turned slowly, examining the new form from every angle. The flare of my hips, the smooth 

curve of my ass, the soft line of my stomach. My legs were long and shapely, and the dense, 

hard muscle of my quads and hamstrings had been replaced by a sleeker, more streamlined 

feminine tone. My skin was soft, almost poreless. It was a good body. Not a great body 

necessarily. Not a supermodel’s, but attractive, healthy, and humming with a strange, latent 

energy. 
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My hands, my new, slender hands, began to explore. I tentatively poked one of my breasts. 

The flesh was soft but firm, yielding under the pressure. It felt nothing like a man's chest. It 

was a living, sensitive part of me. I brushed a thumb over one of my nipples. 

A bolt of electricity shot straight down to my groin. I gasped, my back arching. It was 

unbelievably sensitive. Nothing in my male experience even came close. A simple, light touch, 

and my whole body had lit up like a switchboard. My breathing quickened. 

Morbid curiosity, stronger than any fear or apprehension, drew my attention downwards. 

To the place that was the source of my earlier panic. The smooth, hair-dusted mound. The 

mysterious, hidden folds. I had to know. I had to understand what was there. 

I sat on the edge of the bed, spreading my legs slightly. I leaned forward, looking down at 

myself. It was so alien. A beautifully complex, intimidating piece of anatomy. 

 

I reached down, my fingers trembling. The initial touch was hesitant, clinical. I traced the 

outer lips, the skin soft and warm. Then, I gently parted them. 

Inner folds of delicate, pink tissue were revealed. And at the top, tucked beneath its fleshy 

covering, was the small nub I had accidentally brushed against earlier. The clitoris. I knew the 
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word, I knew its function in a detached, academic way. But I had no concept of the reality. 

Taking a deep breath, I touched it again. Gently. A tiny, feather-light stroke with the tip of 

my finger. 

The world went white for a second. 

A wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure slammed into me, so intense it was almost painful. 

It was a thousand times more sensitive than the head of my penis. It was a live wire, a direct 

connection to my nervous system’s pleasure center. A low moan escaped my lips, a sound I’d 

never made before. My hips bucked involuntarily, pressing myself against my own finger. 

This was insane. How did women walk around with this kind of wiring? How did they 

function? 

The initial shock was fading, replaced by a deep, throbbing ache that was settling low in my 

belly. It wasn't a male ache, a need for release centered in my testicles. This was a deeper, 

more pervasive hum, a craving that seemed to radiate from my very core. My body, this new 

female body, wanted more. And my mind, the male mind that had driven me my whole life, 

was utterly captivated, enslaved by this new symphony of sensation. 

My exploration became bolder. I let my finger slide downwards from that supercharged 

nerve-ending, tracing a path through the slick, wet folds. My body was responding to my own 

touch, lubricating itself, preparing for something I didn't understand. My finger found the 

entrance to my vagina. The opening was small, tight. Hesitantly, I pushed the tip of my index 

finger inside. 

The sensation was… indescribable. A feeling of fullness, of being stretched from within. The 

walls of my own body contracted around my finger, a soft, wet pressure that was both strange 

and intensely erotic. I pushed deeper, my finger sliding in easily now, coated in the slickness 

my body was producing. One knuckle, then two. I could feel the textures inside me, the soft, 

yielding walls. 

Another moan escaped me, louder this time. The ache in my gut was intensifying, coiling 

into a tight knot of need. My other hand came up to my chest, my fingers closing over a 

breast, squeezing gently. The dual sensations—the fullness between my legs and the sensitive 

ache in my breast—were overwhelming. My mind was short-circuiting. Alex the marketing 

assistant was gone. There was only this creature of pure sensation, driven by a biological 
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imperative it was experiencing for the very first time. 

I slid my finger out with a wet sound, then pushed it back in. Out, and in. A simple rhythm. 

My hips began to move with it, rocking back and forth. I was panting now, my head thrown 

back, my eyes screwed shut. My thumb found my clitoris again, rubbing it in small, firm circles 

while my finger continued its dance inside me. 

The world narrowed to these two points of contact. The pressure inside, the friction 

outside. It was too much. The pleasure was building, climbing, reaching a plateau that I 

thought was the peak, but it just kept going. The knot in my stomach was tightening, a 

countdown to some unknown detonation. Every nerve in my body was screaming. It was a 

feeling of being on the edge of a cliff, about to be thrown into the abyss. 

"Oh, god," I breathed, the words foreign in my own ears. 

My finger inside me moved faster, my thumb rubbing my clit with frantic pressure. The 

muscles deep inside my body began to clench and unclench uncontrollably. It was coming. I 

didn't know what ‘it’ was, but it was coming for me. 

The peak was a violent, shattering explosion. It wasn’t the focused, building release of a 

male orgasm. This was a full-body cataclysm. A wave of pure, blissful energy erupted from my 

groin, washing through my entire body. My back arched so hard I lifted off the bed. My toes 

curled. My vision exploded into a kaleidoscope of colors behind my closed eyelids. A scream, 

high and unrestrained, tore from my throat as my inner muscles convulsed around my finger, 

milking it, gripping it in wave after wave of ecstatic contractions. It went on and on, an 

endless cascade of pleasure that left me utterly obliterated. 

When the last wave finally receded, I collapsed back onto the bed, a boneless, trembling 

wreck. My body was slick with a thin sheen of sweat. I was gasping for air, my heart 

hammering like a drum solo. My limbs felt heavy as lead, and my mind was a blissful, empty 

void. I had never, in my twenty-eight years of life, felt anything remotely that powerful. It had 

completely rewritten my understanding of pleasure. 

I lay there for a long time, panting, the ghost of the orgasm still flickering through my 

nerves. Eventually, my breathing returned to normal. I slowly sat up, my body feeling languid 

and deeply satisfied. With a heavy sigh, I reached over and slid the ring off my finger. 

The transition back was jarring. One moment, I was a woman, spent and glowing in the 
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aftermath of a mind-blowing orgasm. The next, I was Alex, my naked male body sprawled on 

the bed. My penis, now fully present, rested softly against my stomach. The contrast was 

staggering. The lingering sensitivity in my skin vanished, replaced by my familiar, duller 

senses. The profound satisfaction in my core was gone, leaving only the memory of it, a 

phantom limb of pleasure. 

Just to be sure, I picked up the ring and slipped it back on. Instantly, the female form 

returned, the phantom sensations becoming real once more, a low, pleasant thrumming deep 

within me. I took it off. Back to Alex. On. Her. Off. Me. The control was absolute. It was 

incredible. 

I finally stood up, feeling dazed, and walked to the bathroom to clean myself up. As I was 

washing my hands, my phone buzzed on the nightstand. I went back and picked it up. A text 

from my boss, Frank. 

Frank: Big day tomorrow, Alex. The presentation for the OmniCorp account is at 10 AM 

sharp. Don't be late. I need you to knock this out of the park. 

Reality came crashing back in. The meeting. The campaign I’d spent the last three weeks 

working on. OmniCorp was our biggest potential client of the year. If I landed them, it would 

be huge for the company, and even bigger for me. I’d planned to use the momentum from a 

successful pitch to finally ask Frank for that senior marketing coordinator position that had 

been sitting open for months. My career, my future… it all felt so small and trivial compared to 

what I’d just discovered. 

Thinking about work brought me back down to earth with a thud. I got dressed, putting on 

a clean shirt and sweatpants. I glanced at the clock. Almost 7 PM. The sun was setting, casting 

long shadows across my room. I went back to the spare room and, on autopilot, finished 

cleaning up the mess of boxes, stacking them neatly against the wall. The task was mundane, 

grounding. 

But my mind wasn't on the cleaning. It was on the ring, sitting on my nightstand next to its 

sinister instruction manual. Influence. I couldn't stop thinking about it. 

That promotion… what if I didn’t have to ask for it? What if I could just write, Frank 

Matthews believes Alex Winters is the most brilliant and indispensable employee at the agency. 

What would that cost? 10 Influence? 20? 
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And Claire. Our next date was Wednesday. What if I finally managed to get to fourth base, 

but with a little… enhancement? Alex Winters has an 8 inch penis. How much influence would 

that cost? 

And what about her? I could write, Claire Miller has C-cup breasts. God, how would she 

react? Would she even notice, or would her memory just rewrite itself to believe they’d always 

been that way? The book said I could influence desires. Claire Miller is intensely attracted to 

Alex Winters. 

The possibilities were endless, intoxicating. I could make myself fitter, smarter, more 

charismatic. I could sculpt my life, and the lives of those around me, into whatever I wanted. 

But then I thought about the price. The challenges. Receive oral sex from a man you just 

met. My stomach churned. The memory of my female orgasm was still fresh, a potent and 

addictive sensation. But that was me, exploring on my own terms. To be with a man, to let 

him… the thought was still repellent. 

I was still coming down from the shock of it all. I finished with the cupboard and went to 

the kitchen, heating up some leftover pasta in the microwave. I sat on the couch, flipping 

through channels on the TV, trying to find something to distract me. But it was no use. My 

mind was no longer in my quiet, boring apartment. My life, just a few hours ago a predictable, 

straight line, had just forked into two wildly different paths. One was the safe, mundane road I 

was on. The other was a dark, terrifying, and unbelievably tempting detour into the unknown. 

—----------- 

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

All future chapters uploaded on Overflowing Bra will not feature images. For 

image chapters, visit patreon.com/johnmantd 
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