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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Paul Peterson and I have a strange tale to tell. You might find some of it hard to believe but I swear that everything I say is the truth, to the best of my recollection.

My story begins on a cold day in December, December 24th to be exact, and I had walked many miles in the snow. I was broke, cold, tired, and hungry but I kept pressing on. I had to reach the next town or village and find some shelter or I might die. I didn’t know if I could last another night out in the open, especially if the weather got any worse, which it was definitely giving signs of.

When I spotted a small tavern I felt a sense of relief. At least there was a bench out in front and I sat down to rest my weary feet. When I peeped in the window I could see a lovely fire going in the fireplace and decided to venture inside even though I had no money to buy anything.

“What are you doing in here boy?” said a well-dressed man sitting at the bar.

“Nothing sir. Just going to warm myself by the fire,” I replied humbly.

“Have any money?” the stranger inquired.

“No sir.”

“Then get the hell out. We don’t need idle loafers cluttering the place up.”

“But it’s Christmas Eve, sir,” I pointed out. “Surely you have some Christian charity in your heart.”

“Get out and take that nonsense with you, if you know what’s good for you,” the man snarled in a sinister tone.

“Just a moment by the fire and I’ll be on my way,” I said.

Before I had a chance to step towards the fireplace the man was suddenly standing in front of me blocking my way. He had a stick in his hand which he began to wave around and he looked for all the world like he meant me great harm.

“I warned you boy. Now I’m going to show you my charity. I’m going to turn you into something useful that can always find employment if you keep your mouth shut and your legs open,” said the man just before he pointed the stick at me and a burst of energy hit me as if I had been punched in the chest.

The man turned his heels and walked out of the tavern as I felt a strange convulsion tear through my body. A moment later I realized that he had cast some kind of a magic spell on me or a curse or whatever you might want to call it because he had changed me into a woman!


CHAPTER 2:

Once I had recovered from the initial shock I walked as quickly and quietly out of the tavern as possible and went searching for the villain who had cursed me. I looked everywhere but it was as if he had just vanished, which maybe he had considering he obviously had some sort of magical abilities.

I threw up my hands in despair and then just stood there as the gentle flakes of snow drifted down around me. It felt like my life was over.

There was really nothing else to do but trudge on and hope that I might find a barn or at least a cluster of rocks or a cave where I might find some kind of shelter. If the weather took me so be it, but I wanted a chance to speak to that wizard, or whatever he was, and beg for my manhood back. If I couldn’t persuade them than I was determined to try and kill him somehow. If my life was over at least I wanted the satisfaction of revenge before I died.

As I walked hopelessly along in the freezing cold I was about to give up and just lie down in the road and wait for my end but I suddenly spotted a glowing light in the distance. Maybe it was another town, or a farm where I could plead for help. Perhaps a young woman out on her own in such conditions might find more charitable folks, especially on Christmas.

Even as I got closer to the glow I couldn’t figure out what it was. It looked sort of like some sort of gate but it wasn’t attached to any fence and just stood alone on a stone circle that had mysterious symbols on it. It was a fantastical looking thing that seemed completely impractical and out of place in the middle of a forest but I knew it had to be here for a reason.

The gate itself was glowing but the center part, where one would pass through, was seemingly alive with some kind of energy. One could easily stroll around the gate but I had a feeling that walking straight through it would cause something to happen. Ordinarily I would have been terrified by that thought but since I was near the end of my rope anyway I figured I had nothing to lose.

I strode up to the gate and stood there for a few moments before taking a deep breath and walking forward. Almost instantly I found myself on the other side of the gate, but I was no longer in the forest...or any other type of place I had ever seen. The sky was kind of a purplish-blue but most importantly there was no snow. There was no snow on the ground either and the weather was very pleasant. If nothing else I had found some temporary relief from the elements, and for that I was extremely grateful.

There was a very large house, more of a mansion I guess you would say, so I headed for the front door. I didn’t see anyone stirring at first so I just looked around a little. Suddenly a very pretty girl with pale skin and lavender hair just seemed to appear from nowhere.

“You look lost,” the girl said with a warm smile.

“I suppose I am. I just came in to get out of the cold,” I replied.

“Is it cold outside?”

“Well, no not here, but I’ve been walking in the snow for quite some time,” I explained.

“And you walked through the magic portal in the forest.”

“Yes, I guess that’s what it was. It was some kind of a large gate,” I said.

“And no one invited you to come here?”asked the girl.

“No, I just stumbled across it and took a chance,” I replied.

“Usually one can’t enter the portal unless they possess magical abilities or are invited by one who is initiated.”

“Well I’m not aware of any magical abilities, unless good luck counts,” I said with a grin. “Coming here probably saved my life.”

“May I ask whether someone else might have cast a spell on you?”

“I didn’t want to mention it but...yes...I was a man before this evening,” I confessed with a great deal of discomfort.

“That sounds like Simeon’s work,” said the girl with a heavy sigh.

“Simeon Silver. He’s a very powerful wizard with a very short temper. You must have caught him in a bad mood.”

“Well he certainly took an instant dislike to me that’s for sure.”

“My name is Elle, by the way. Elle Starling.”

“Pleased to meet you, I’m Paul Peterson.”

“Shouldn’t that maybe be Paula now?” suggested Elle.

“Yeah, I suppose you’re right. I’m still not used to this whole being a girl thing.”

“I suppose you’re wondering where you are.”

“It had crossed my mind.”

“This house is a gathering place for practitioners of the mystical arts, and the realm it exists in has no formal name although people frequently refer to it as the Sky Lands since it appears to be floating in the air. Each of the portals you see will take you to a different part of the realm,” said Elle.

“So because I had a spell cast on me I was able to find this place?” I asked.

“Yes, but that won’t last too long. Well, access to the Sky Lands I mean, your spell will last indefinitely. Sorry if I got your hopes up there for a moment.”

“That’s all right. I know better than to get my hopes too high,” I said with a slight chuckle.

“I think it’s interesting that of all the places you could have wandered you happened to end up here. It’s almost as if you were meant to be here all along. Like you belonged here.”

“I’d like to belong somewhere. I have nothing and nowhere to go,” I told her sadly.

“Would you like to learn magic? It isn’t easy but if you have the mind for it you might accomplish great things someday.”

“Would I be able to turn myself back into a man?” I inquired.

“Perhaps someday, if you rose high enough, but Simeon’s spells are not easy to break. Not even I can do that and I’m an Elder.”

“You look awfully young to be an elder,” I said.

“Well in this case it simply means one who has achieved a certain rank or mastery in a specific field of study,” Elle replied. “But Simeon is also an Elder so his magic is very strong. It might be easier for you to try and befriend him and ask him to remove the spell.”

That didn’t sound like a very appealing option but at least there was a sliver of hope that I could someday be a man again. Or that I could at least learn enough magic to take my revenge against this Simeon Silver character.

First of course I would have to become a spellcaster and learn magic and in order to begin that process I needed to collect a number or little purple glowing orbs and bring them back to Elle. Fortunately they were plentiful in the Sky Lands and I was soon ready for my initiation.

Elle pulled out a wand, which I now realized was what Simeon must have used on me, and waved it around while she chanted some words I didn’t understand and then I was struck again by the same sort of power that had turned me female. This time I was actually lifted up into the air and spun around before being lowered to the ground. It was a weird feeling that left me kind of tingling. It was the second time that my life had been radically transformed by magic today but this time at least it was by my own choice, and this time I had no obvious way of knowing how I had been changed.

Elle had vanished as mysteriously as she had appeared so I had no way to thank her but I had a feeling I would see her again. I presumably had access now to the Sky Lands so I decided to do a little exploring. If nothing else it was a good way to stay out of the cold.


CHAPTER 3:

There were a lot of books in the mansion and I was sure that I would want to investigate those but at the moment I was curious to see what the rest of the realm looked like. It certainly was a “sky” land as the only way to get to various parts of it was to use one of those magical portals like the one that had brought me here.

The first place I visited was a beautiful garden with a large greenhouse that was locked. There were a number of trees and plants with various fruit on them so I picked a few and tried to make a meal of it. The fruit was delicious, and I suppose I should have asked if it had some magical poison in it or something but I was just too hungry to delay any further.

Next I went through a portal to a little shopping district where magical items of all kinds were available like wands, and crystals, and books of spells. I realized right away that this was not going to be inexpensive so I had to find some place to live and work while I saved up enough money to invest in my new spellcasting career.

As I was too tired to explore further I just found a bench back at the mansion and hoped that nobody would mind if I took a nap. I knew I was going to have to go back out into that cold harsh world tomorrow but it was nice to rest for one night feeling warm and full.

The next morning I poked around the mansion a little more and found a book with maps in it of the surrounding area. I didn’t want to go back to the place where my shame had begun so I looked for somewhere else nearby and found a little town not too far away. I stopped by the garden first and got some fruit to take with me on the journey and then went through the portal back to the real world and made my way to my destination.

There was an inn there so I sought out the innkeeper and asked if he had any jobs available for a hard working girl who was down on her luck.

“Show me your legs,” said the innkeeper.

I was in no position to stand on my morals so I pulled up my skirt and gave him a good look.

“Yes, I think you’ll do,” he said rather gruffly. “Men are always more free with their coins if they’re dealing with a pretty girl.”

“I can’t pay you much but there’s a room you can use upstairs and you can eat here too,” added the innkeeper.

It was exactly the situation I was hoping for and I knew I wouldn’t have gotten it if I were still male. He didn’t ask whether I had any experience or put me on a trial basis. He just wanted to see my legs.

When I started working I realized why that was important because the outfit he gave me to wear was quite revealing. It was definitely not the sort of thing that a respectable young lady would wear but I could care less about that. I wasn’t raised to be a lady and if it helped me make the money I needed that was fine with me.

Being a bar wench could be pretty hectic at times when the place was crowded and everyone wanted drinks at the same time. And I got groped and pinched practically every time I waded out into that sea of drunken manhood.

I had food and a roof over my head but I wasn’t making much money to put aside for the magical items I needed so when the innkeeper approached me about a more lucrative sideline to my job I was quite interested.

“You’re quite a popular gal with this crowd,” the innkeeper began. “How’d you like to earn a bit more cash?”

“I’d love to,” I replied.

“Well since you’ve got a room with a perfectly good bed upstairs maybe you should put it to use, if you know what I mean.”

“I’m not sure I do.”

“I didn’t think I’d have to spell it out for you, girly. Don’t tell me you’re a virgin,” the innkeeper chuckled.

I didn’t tell him that I was but I didn’t tell him that I wasn’t either. I just remained silent.

“We’ll fix the rates up and you take the gents up to your room and make them happy. Someone young and pretty like you could make a bundle I’ll wager. Easy money really when you think about it.”

“Who will help with the bar?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about that. I can always get another girl part time if I have to. With what you can earn lying on your back it’ll be worth it.”

“Okay, why not?” I said with a shrug.

“That’s my girl! Of course I’ll expect some free service every now and then.”

“Okay.”

“In fact I’m feeling a bit randy right now just thinking about you and what you’ll be doing up there.”

With that the innkeeper dropped his pants exposing his dick to me. When I agreed to prostitute myself I sort of assumed that I’d have some time to mentally prepare for it but it looked like I was going to get some on the job training right there and then.

“Well go on girl, get down there and show me what you can do,” the innkeeper commanded.

I got down on my knees rather slowly and took his prick in my hand. Almost mechanically I started to stroke it.

“That’s it honey. Get it nice and hard before you put it in your mouth,” said the innkeeper.

Dressing in a revealing outfit hadn’t bothered me at all. Even having my ass pinched was no big deal. I knew that I had signed up to be a whore but the reality of that was staring me in the face quite literally. I figured there wasn’t much I had to do to get fucked, just let the man stick it in me and have his way, but I had no idea how to suck a cock.

I didn’t want him to think that I was shy or reluctant or inexperienced so I just opened m mouth and started sucking. As it turned out it didn’t matter that I didn’t know what I was doing because he just grabbed my head and did most of the work for me.

“That’s it girl, show me what kind of a little whore you are,” said the innkeeper as he rammed his cock down my throat.

I suppose I was relieved in a way that he was taking charge since I wouldn’t have known what was expected of me and it made it seem like I was in a helpless situation instead of a voluntary one. It made it easier not to blame myself for what I was doing.

When he was getting ready to finish he pulled out and starting stroking himself until he ejaculated all over my face. I was a sticky mess but I was also a bit proud of myself for being able to go through it successfully. If that’s what it took to get my manhood back it was a price worth paying.

“You’re going to make us both a lot of money girl” said the innkeeper enthusiastically once he had spent his load.

Hopefully he was right. I needed a lot of money to accomplish my goals, but money alone wasn’t enough. I was going to have to devote a lot of time and energy too, which fortunately I had in abundance.


CHAPTER 4:

I’m not sure I would say that I particularly enjoyed my encounter with the innkeeper but it was kind of exciting and nothing that I would be reluctant to do again. It was probably good that I just got tossed in like that because now I felt ready for just about anything.

My first customer made it easy for me by tossing me on the bed and taking a firm grip on my hips as he mounted me from behind. On my hands and knees he fucked me like an animal but I didn’t have to do anything special.

It hurt a little when he first shoved his cock inside me but that passed pretty soon and the pain was replaced with an entirely different and new sensation. I had been with a few girls in my time so I thought I knew what sex was but this was a whole different kettle of fish. This felt entirely different or maybe it just seemed that way because this was my first time as a woman.

There was something about the rough way that he attacked my body that I found kind of exciting for some reason. I had prepared myself to hate every moment of the humiliation but it was hard not to be a little stimulated.

When he flipped me over on my back I could see the savage lust in his eyes and I knew it wouldn’t be long before he started to cum. Once you got past the idea of it this was really an incredibly easy way to make money I thought. I was getting paid to just lie on my back and spread my legs.

That reminded me of something Simeon had said when he turned me into a woman. He said it was his charity to turn me into something useful, someone who could always make money by keeping my mouth shut and my legs open. He was certainly right about that but he probably had no idea that his advice would ultimately lead to his own undoing.

The first time I saw Simeon at the mansion I almost ran away but then I remembered that he had left the tavern before I had transformed so he had no idea what I looked like as a woman. That gave me an advantage because he would have no reason to suspect that I had ulterior motives or revenge on my mind.

The thought of being nice to that piece of shit was more revolting than prostituting myself but it was really all the same thing when you got right down to it. I needed to do whatever I had to do to either become a man again or punish the one who took that from me. It was my passion and my obsession and probably the only thing that gave me the will to go on.

While I was just beginning my journey to learn the craft of magic I had already been given a type of magic that every woman had...the power of seduction. I knew full well how much the need for sex drove me crazy with desire and I was already reaping the benefits of that to make money without knowing any spells or potions. That was the straight transactional way of cashing in on having a pussy but a man who was smitten might do almost anything to be with his lady love. From pauper to king most men thought with their dicks and that was a power I knew I needed to learn how to wield.

When I tried to flirt with him a little he was just as cold and arrogant as ever. I knew I had to up my game if I was going to ever win his confidence. In the meantime I had a lot of whoring to do if I wanted to get the cash I needed, which I desperately did.

Although the prostitution was just meaningless sex, and the idea of potentially seducing Simeon to gain power over him was unpleasant there had definitely been a sexual awakening in me. I was getting to know and like my body.

Word was starting to get around that there was a pretty young strumpet available for the right price and as men started coming from all over to have a go with me that price kept going up. It was helping me to put aside some decent money at last and also gave me kind of an ego boost. I was a nobody and a nothing before. No family, no home, no prospects. I had begged and even stolen food when I was desperate enough and I had no training in any sort of employable skills.

None of those things mattered in the least now because I had something that men really wanted and that was a fine young female body and a pretty face to go along with it. They wanted it so much that they’d travel miles through the snow and pay their hard earned cash to lay with me for a short time.

I began to pleasure myself frequently, often making up little fantasy romances in my head, or sometimes just wantonly getting myself off without any thought other than basking in the extraordinary euphoria of the female orgasm.

Becoming female had certainly changed my fortunes. I was a whore now but at least I was somebody. And I wasn’t planning on being a whore forever.


CHAPTER 5:

With money in my pocket I was able to acquire the things I needed to begin my magical training in earnest. It wasn’t much but it was a start.

Apparently there were three schools of magic, by which I mean three different categories, not schools in the sense of classrooms. There was Practical, Mischief, and Untamed. Untamed held the most appeal for me. Each of the schools had an Elder at the top of the pole. Elle was the Practical Magic Master and Simeon was the Mischief Magic Master. Morgyn Ember was the Untamed Master, and I didn’t know him well, but I figured I probably should get to.

There were spells you could cast and potions you could brew but it all took a lot of study and practice and experimentation. When I got my first wand I was so thrilled I couldn’t wait to try it out even though there wasn’t much I could do with it except practice.

Another investment I made was to my wardrobe. When I was whoring at the tavern I dressed the part so I decided that if I was going to be a magical seductress I should probably look like one. The change from modest young maiden to alluring purveyor of magic was quite dramatic, but it made me feel powerful and sexy and kind of wicked.

I had dressed this way primarily to entrap Simeon but to my surprise it was Elle who couldn’t resist my new sexual aura. I knew how to make love to a woman as a man but this was an exciting new variation and for the first time as a woman I gave my body freely for the joy and pleasure of it.

Elle had been kind to me when I first came to the mansion, and she had given me my magical powers. She was one of the most powerful witches in the land but once I started to finger her pussy she was helpless in my hands. We were just two girls exploring each other’s bodies and sharing a moment of tenderness and passion.

We were on a sofa in one of the many rooms in the mansion so I stretched out on my stomach and went down on her muff as she sat on the couch with one leg on the floor and one draped over the back of the couch. Her cum was as creamy as her skin and her moans were like music to my ears.

When it was time for Elle to return the favor she got on her back and I straddled her face, grasping her head and driving my wet snatch onto her mouth. It was the first time I’d had my pussy licked, as that wasn’t a big request from my clients, and Elle certainly seemed to know a thing or two about that particular skill.

As I rode her face I reached back and took care of her box so that we were both driving towards a beautiful simultaneous orgasm as our grand finale. I had wondered what sex would be like if I did it with no ulterior motives, and I suppose I expected that if it happened it would be with a man, but I honestly don’t think I could have had a better experience for my first time simply enjoying the body rocking ecstasy of female sexuality.

And even though I hadn’t made love to her for any reason other than having a good time she volunteered to teach me a new spell so I judged my sexy makeover to be off to a rousing start.

Simeon was still a cold fish but I did notice him staring at my cleavage which gave me some hope that there was a spark of interest somewhere inside him. He was a man and somewhere along the line he would give in to his lust and that would make him vulnerable. He wasn’t an easy nut to crack but I wasn’t going to give up that easily.

That night I had the strangest dream of my life. Father Christmas and I were kissing on the edge of my bed and then I lay on my back and beckoned him to get on top of me. I was wearing my whoring clothes so maybe he was a client, but I seemed to be enjoying myself so I’m not sure.

We got naked and I was face down on the bed with St. Nick standing behind me grabbing my feet and rubbing them up and down on his dick. That was a new one for me so I’m not sure why I would dream about it but I’m just telling you what happened.

Next he was on his back on the bed and I was on top of him with my tits in his face and his cock in my pussy. As I rode him he smiled at me and whispered something that I couldn’t quite make out.

Then I was on my knees with my head pressed down on the pillow as he crouched over me and shoved his big prick in my asshole. That I was used to as a lot of men liked to take me up the butt and I could charge extra for that. This time, however, it wasn’t business as usual as I was whimpering and moaning uncontrollably and actually begging St. Nick to do me harder.

The old guy was surprisingly good in the sack and in a very jolly mood as he continued to plow my ass. It seemed like it would never stop but finally he had me get on my back with my head hanging over the edge of the bed as he unloaded his cum all over my face. It was certainly a white sticky Christmas I thought.

When I woke up I was wet between my legs and realized that I probably had an orgasm in my sleep. Either that or Father Christmas really had dropped by my room to fuck me, which I once would have thought of as an impossibility but I had been magically transformed into a woman and was learning to be a witch so who knows?


CHAPTER 6:

I was making progress studying magic on my own but sometimes it helped to have an experienced spellcaster give you a few pointers. I did my best to befriend everyone I met in the Sky Lands and soaked up each lesson like a sponge. For someone with very little formal education I seemed to be a quick learner, which was good because there was a lot to learn.

The first spell I learned that I felt competent to actually cast was called “infurniate” and did pretty much what the name implied...it set something on fire. There were some old crates stacked up behind the inn so I went back there one night when everything was quiet, pulled out my wand, and gave the spell a try.

Sure enough the crates went up in flames and I felt a rush of power like I’d never felt before. Me, humble little me, could summon fire at will! I thought about those cold nights wandering aimlessly from town to town freezing to death and realized how handy it would have been to produce a campfire just by willing it into being. It was such a rush I couldn’t wait to learn more and more and more. Simeon may be at the top of the poll right now but he had learned his magic as I was learning mine, and I was motivated by some powerful urges.

Simeon had been such a cruel bastard that night in the tavern. I hadn’t been begging or causing a scene and I hadn’t even spoken to him until he spoke to me, and even then I was polite and respectful. All I wanted was to warm myself by the fire for a few moments.

He didn’t know anything about me and he didn’t care. I’m sure he knew dozens of spells that would have humiliated me or made me feel sick or caused me to run off in fear but they wouldn’t have changed my life forever, they would have worn off over time. I didn’t believe for one second that he actually thought he was doing me a favor by turning me into a woman even if in some ways that turned out to be true.

In many ways becoming a woman was the best thing that ever happened to me, but that didn’t change the fact that he had no right to force that upon me. I hated him for that and for his insufferable superiority. I was going to get even with him somehow if it was the last thing I ever did, even if I didn’t have a clear idea of exactly what that would entail.

Magic was becoming more and more a part of my life but unfortunately I got careless and the innkeeper discovered my secret.

“Pack your things and begone with you witch!” he shouted. “Never show your face around here again unless you want to be burned at the stake.”

“After all the money I’ve made for you?” I shot back.

“And who knows what else you’ve been doing? Using your filthy witchcraft on the customers. Enchanting them with evil spells.”

“I’ve done nothing of the sort,” I replied. “I’ve sucked their cocks and let them fuck me any way that they pleased like any whore would do.”

“Well you won’t do it under this roof anymore,” snarled the innkeeper. “If people knew I was harboring a witch they’d burn me at the stake right alongside of you.”

“You’re going to miss all that money...and the free extras I provided you at your pleasure,” I pointed out in a last ditch effort to get him to change his mind.

“That I will, but I can always find another whore.”

I was really stunned. Things had been going so well and I was making a lot of money. And I had a place to live while I continued my training. Now I was out on the street again with nowhere to go.

Of course things were quite different now than they were before. I had money in my purse and a body that could always earn me more somewhere down the line. It wasn’t like prostitution only existed in one tavern in one small town. And perhaps more importantly I thought like a whore and had no compunctions about using my sexuality to get what I wanted.

Not having any specific plan in mind I headed to the Sky Lands and did some research at the mansion. There were maps there so I tried to see if any particular place nearby looked more interesting than another but it was hard to tell from a map.

Dueling was another part of the magic training experience but so far I had avoided participating in it. It was sort of like fencing except with magic wands instead of foils. You usually wagered something on the outcome so it was a good way to pick up a free spell or a potion or something if you won.

When I got challenged I was reluctant at first, owing to my lack of experience, but I was also in the mood to work off some of my anger so I agreed to accept the challenge. To make a long story short I did okay but I got flattened in the end.

Being the whore that I was I had wagered my body so I ended up bent over a stone bench right out in the dueling courtyard for everyone to see as my conqueror claimed his prize. It was humiliating, but not because of the sex. I could care less if people saw me getting humped but I hated the fact that I had lost the duel.

I was still seething with that rage when I left the Sky Lands and started looking for a new home. I couldn’t resist the temptation to stop back at the inn and exact a little revenge before I left. Whipping out my wand I used the infurniate spell to set the bar on fire before strolling out and starting my journey. The whole place might burn down for all I knew but I really didn’t care. I had lost my home and my source of income and on top of that I had lost my first duel so I was in a pretty dark mood.

There was nothing to do but move on and try my luck somewhere else. That was really the story of my life. Orphaned as a child and shuttled from place to place until I was old enough to strike out on my own and then a series of odd jobs and temporary housing, usually ending in some sort of calamity or misfortune.

One time I worked for a man for two weeks who promised to pay me when the job was done and he had been paid. It was hard work, and I was only fed enough to barely survive, but I needed the money so I had to trust the man. When the job was done instead of paying me he accused me of stealing and I had to flee the town as quickly as possible or I would have ended up in jail.

Sometimes it was just bad luck. There was no work to be had or times were hard and the extra help had to be laid off. One time I got a job working for a printer who was going to teach me the trade. Three days later he was arrested for not paying his taxes and all his equipment was confiscated. Everything seemed to be one step forward, two steps back. Well I was determined to change that, even if it seemed like the dark cloud was still hanging over my head. Now I had the power of magic on my side and that would have to make things better eventually...I hoped.


CHAPTER 7:

My travels brought me to a charming little village called Henford-on-Bagley. It was the center of a farming community, and while the people were a little wary of strangers they treated me warmly enough.

While I was used to wandering it was quite different to do it with money in my purse. I could buy a meal or a room for the night and my new traveling clothes indicated that I was a lady, and therefore someone to be treated with respect. It was amazing how much of a difference one’s attire made in the way they were perceived by others. If I had on nice clothes when I wanted to warm myself by the fire at the tavern Simeon probably wouldn’t have paid me the slightest attention. But then I wouldn’t have become a woman or turned to prostitution to make all this money or learned how to practice magic so I suppose in a strange sort of way that I was lucky that things turned out the way that did. I may have gotten warm that night for a few minutes but I probably would have frozen to death later with nowhere to go.

There was a little tavern in town so I stopped in to buy a drink and learn what I could about the area. Apparently there was a strange old hermit who lived on a hill and was rumored to be some sort of a wizard or something. That certainly caught my attention and I decided to look for the old man, despite the warnings to avoid him.

Since I didn’t think it would be wise to let anyone know that I was specifically seeking this notorious character I didn’t really have much to go on in the way of directions. I also had to be careful about using my broom for travel because I didn’t want to be seen by the locals. It would have made it much easier to locate the old man’s house from up in the air but I had just been chased from my last home for being a witch so I wasn’t anxious to advertise that fact here.

Since he supposedly lived on a hill the thing to do was to keep moving upward. Of course there was always the possibility that he didn’t exist at all and the story was just local legend, but I needed to know. Life would be easier if I could shelter with one of my own kind.

Finally after quite a bit of hiking a saw an old cottage off in the distance that looked eerily out of place. As I got closer to it and saw the gargoyles guarding the gate I knew I had come to the right place.

After working my way up the steps I knocked on the door and waited for a moment or two before the door opened. To my surprise there was no one standing at the door, it just opened by itself, or by magic I suspected.

I took that as an invitation to go inside and found the old place a bizarre clutter of objects that could only belong to a practitioner of the magical arts. No normal person would live in a house like this that had a tree growing right inside the parlor.

“What do you want girl?” a gruff voice asked and I realized that I was not alone.

“They say you’re a wizard,” I replied.

“And what is that to you?” the man inquired.

“I’m a witch. I want you to teach me things,” I said as bravely as I could.

The old man had long gray hair and a long beard to match. He peered at me through round spectacles, but his body wasn’t stooped or bent like some old people. There was actually a liveliness about his voice and fire in his eyes as he looked me over carefully from head to toe. His attire was a modest robe that was rather nondescript and a cap with a feather in it. Despite his rather commonplace clothing the man had a definite aura about him. I knew he was powerful and probably dangerous even at his advanced age.

“Prove that you’re a witch,” he demanded.

He then proceeded to ask me a series of questions about how I had become a witch and who had initiated me as well as questions about the ingredients of various potions and how one traveled in the Sky Lands.

“Yes, you’re a witch, but not a very good one I’ll wager,” he said after he had finished his interrogation.

“That’s why I want you to teach me,” I said.

“And what will you do for me?”

I removed the old man’s robe and crouched down to take his dick in my hand. It was large and didn’t take much stroking to bring it raging to life.

“So you’re a harlot,” the old man commented without inflection.

“So what if I am?” I shot back rather defiantly.

“It doesn’t matter to me as long as you know who you are and what you are.”

I knew exactly who I was and what I was and what I would do to get what I wanted. Sex was still my most powerful weapon so I intended to use it until I learned enough magic to not have to prostitute myself anymore.

After teasing and toying with the old man’s cock for a while I put it in my mouth and went to town on him. It was no sloppy “get it over quick” kind of blowjob, I was giving him the best head I could give. Something told me that this was a very wise and experienced wizard and I respected that and his position in the magic community. I was still a beginner and had much to learn but when it came to sucking a man’s cock I felt like I probably had few equals.

Suddenly I thought about my dream about having sex with St. Nick and wondered if that was a foreshadowing of this meeting. The old man resembled Father Christmas, although he was much slimmer and in better shape in general. In any case I was certain that I wasn’t dreaming now and focused all of my energy on the throbbing cock in my mouth.

“You’re a skilled harlot, I’ll give you that.” said the old man and it pleased me that my efforts were being noticed and appreciated.

He put a full load of cum down my throat and still had plenty more to paint my face with.  He may have been old but he certainly was virile.

“All right, you may stay here and serve me,” said the old man once he had finished ejaculating all over me. “But you must do whatever I say without question. You’re starting at the bottom as far as I’m concerned and you’ll have to prove yourself to me if you want to be treated like anything more than a servant.”

“Yes sir,” I replied humbly.

“My name is Zoran Zee, which may or may not mean anything to you but I was once very famous indeed. I’m considered a Master in all three schools of magic and I’m a fair hand with alchemy as well. If you’re obedient and demonstrate a willingness to work hard I will teach you things. If you have genuine talent I will teach you even more things. But if you think that being a strumpet will get me to reveal the secrets I’ve spent a lifetime accumulating without any effort aside from your carnal skills you might as well walk out of here right now and never come back. I am not bought that cheaply.”


CHAPTER 8:

I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to find when I went looking for the wizard on the hill but I think I found exactly what I was hoping to find. I was learning from reading books but I felt like I could learn better and faster with someone teaching me. And Simeon was a very powerful wizard so I wanted someone equally as powerful, if not more so to be my instructor. It was also nice to have a place to stay where I didn’t have to hide my magic, where it was all out in the open.

Zoran was going to be my mentor, if I could impress him enough to want to be. In the meantime I was going to be his servant, cooking and cleaning for him and I imagined providing other services as required.

“I already know you’re a strumpet so you’ll dress like one until you prove you’re really more than that,” said Zoran as he handed me my new “uniform” I suppose you would call it.

My barmaid outfit was pretty revealing, showing a lot of cleavage and leg, but this thing was something else entirely. The top was fairly modest, just a leather corset, but the bottom was just a few straps that left little to the imagination and provided easy access to my private parts. I had a feeling those parts weren’t “private” as far as Zoran was concerned.

I didn’t mind. He was the master and I was the novice. I quickly settled into a surprisingly comfortable life as the old man’s servant, student, and lover, although he tended to do me from behind, and always up the ass, or had me suck his cock. It was the time after he had ejaculated that we seemed more like lovers because he was always in a good mood and very talkative then. It was the way men were at the tavern when they’d had just the right amount of wine. Once they were drunk they were useless and sloppy and frequently violent, but a man in the proper state of intoxication was a pleasant thing.

“So why did you become a witch if you weren’t born into it?” Zoran asked me one day.

I had hesitated to tell him my whole story. He knew that Elle had turned me into a witch, and he knew that I wasn’t fond of Simeon, but as for the details I had left those deliberately sketchy. I knew I had to tell him sometime, and he seemed in a reasonably good mood, so I decided to spill the beans.

“I see. So you’re not only new at witchcraft you’re new at womanhood as well. I think that explains a lot of things,” said Zoran thoughtfully as he rubbed his beard as he often did when he seemed to be in deep contemplation.

“I was afraid to tell you because I thought you might find me perverted for having recently been a boy,” I said quietly.

“Perverted? That’s a word from a philosophy I don’t ascribe to. And how do you know that I don’t like boys? There’s nothing that I’ve done with you yet that I couldn’t have done if you were male,” Zoran pointed out.

He was right about that. He had never put his cock in my pussy. I just assumed that he was trying to show his domination over me but maybe he actually preferred sex with men and just used me as the next best thing.

“Don’t worry I like girls just fine,” he said with a chuckle as he saw the look of confusion on my face. “So you want Simeon to turn you back into a man and you don’t think he will if you just ask him nicely.”

“Well, I certainly don’t think that niceness would get me very far with him. He’s not a very nice man. But as to turning me back I’m not sure anymore. There are things that I like about being a woman,” I admitted.

“Like using your sex appeal to bend men to your will,” said Zoran.

“Yes. I like that very much. It’s made life a lot easier for me in a lot of ways.”

“I can imagine.”

“And I’m afraid if he turned me back into my old self that I’d lose my magical powers,” I added.

“Such as they are,” Zoran said with another chuckle. “Have no fear there my girl. You won’t lose your magical powers...but probably your sexual ones.”

“That’s good to know.”

“So if you don’t want him to turn you back into a man what do you want?” asked Zoran.

That was a difficult question to answer. Although becoming female had worked out for me surprisingly well so far it was terribly wrong of him to have done it without my consent. He just cast his spell and went on his merry way without ever giving me another thought. His arrogance and his cruelty just burned inside me.

“I want some kind of revenge,” I finally blurted out.

“So you want to kill him.”

“No! I mean, I don’t think so. I’m not that kind of a person. I just want to wipe that smug smile off his face and teach him a lesson.”

“I can see that I better be careful about how I treat you otherwise you might turn my own magic against me,” Zoran said with a laugh.

“I would never do that sir. I’m not really a terrible person, I just have these very dark thoughts about that man.”

“Everyone who learns the craft has dark thoughts from time to time. For some people those dark thoughts lead to dark actions. Magic is power, and power has a way of perverting people, to use your word.”

“I can see that.”

“I could lay waste to this entire valley, terrorize the population and bend them to my will but I don’t. Instead I live like a hermit and avoid contact with the outside world as much as possible. I was taught by a very great wizard named Keldorff, who was also a very good man. He believed that magic should only be used to help people, an example I have tried, not always successfully to follow,” said Zoran a little sadly I thought. “But I don’t sense any real evil in you.”

It was probably best not to mention the fact that I had set fire to the place I used to work at for kicking me out. He ma not have senses any real evil in me but I knew that I had a very dark side that I couldn’t always control.

In any case it was a relief to have gotten my story out in the open, or at least most of it. Now I just had to figure out exactly what I wanted to do next.


CHAPTER 9:

In addition to having me help around the house...and in his bed...Zoran seemed very happy that I was free to move about without anyone particularly noticing me. I could go out into the countryside and look for potion ingredients or go into town and pick up supplies. Zoran particularly liked cakes from the bakery so I always made sure that we were well-supplied.

It was a happy little family in a strange sort of way. We really had very little in common, aside from our mutual magic abilities, but the gap there was as wide as the age gap yet somehow we were comfortable together.

When I visited the Sky Lands I looked him up in a book that chronicled the history of the greatest spellcasters throughout the ages and found that Zoran was featured prominently. He must have really been something in his youth, I thought, and then I read something that startled me. The book said that he was at the peak of his fame and power when his wife died and he basically disappeared for years and years.

Asking around about him casually it seemed like virtually everyone had heard of him but no one knew where he was or what he was doing or whether he was even still alive. It was hard to believe that he could be living so close to this magical realm without anyone knowing it. Well, anyone but me I suppose.

Zoran hadn’t mentioned his wife but I guess that wasn’t too surprising since her death obviously impacted him quite strongly. He must have really loved her to have walked away when he was at the top but it made me sad to think of him puttering away all these years in his lonely cottage. It did make me feel glad that he was fucking me because hopefully he was getting some physical relief at least.

I thought it was also possible that he didn’t want to talk about his wife because it might make him emotional, and therefore vulnerable, when he had adopted such a domineering role in my life. Everything he did basically reinforced the idea that he was in charge and I was there to serve, which was fine by me because I had a place to live and I was learning things faster than I ever could have on my own.

And I respected Zoran for his skills and accomplishments and his brilliant mind. I even respected him for his surprising virility and sexual ability for a man of his age. I just sometimes wished he’d make love to me as a partner instead of a whore.

I thought it funny that I had those kinds of feelings now. I had become a whore because it was a relatively easy way to get the money I wanted to buy the things I needed and it was just a dispassionate transaction. As a girl I had holes that men wanted to put their dicks in which took no great effort on my part. Of course I felt physically stimulated by the sensation but it was just screw one guy and move on to the next. It didn’t matter who wanted to fuck me as long as he had the money.

I assumed that’s all sex would ever be but then I did it with Elle, who was someone I really liked, and that kind of made me wonder whether I might actually learn to enjoy having a romantic relationship with someone while I was female. Of course she was female too, and that was what I was used to being attracted to, but my time as a woman had made me look at a lot of things in a different way.

As I’ve said before having a desirable female body was a powerful thing. I could use it to get what I wanted but it was more like a secret power because once I gave myself to a man he felt free to use me as he pleased. Instead of showing respect for my power they usually seemed to resent it and often treated me like dirt. That was odd to me because if you buy a nice chair that’s well-made and serves you well you don’t kick it or toss it around the house and call it a bunch of dirty names. You’re happy that your money was well-spent and that you got what you paid for, but when I gave a man what he paid for it often seemed to make him angry.

The trick seemed to be being able to humble yourself even when you’d outsmarted a very clever man. It was important for him to feel like he was calling the shots so you needed to let him fell that way even if it wasn’t true.

Maybe someday if I became a truly powerful witch I could just strut around and be cocky and do as I pleased but I had a feeling that even then it would still be hard to get the same kind of respect that men like Simeon and Zoran got. It may not be fair but as long as I understood the rules of the game I could figure out how to win it.

It wasn’t hard for me to be humble. I had always been a nobody with nothing. Becoming a woman had changed that and opened new doors to me but I still had to remember that it was a man’s world and that to make my way in it successfully meant that I had to be exceedingly clever and willing to put up with a lot of nonsense. As long as I remembered that men, even powerful ones, were just boys who let their cocks control them I should be able to be the master of my own destiny.


CHAPTER 10:

“If you still want to ingratiate yourself with Simeon there is a potion that will temporarily make you much more desirable to the people around you,” said Zoran one day when we were working on potions and their ingredients.

“Do you think that’s a bad idea?” I asked.

“I think it is not without risk,” he replied. “Trifling with emotions can lead to unintended consequences.”

“What do you mean?”

“You hope to entrap him romantically so that he will reveal his weaknesses or provide you with increased access to him so that you can exact some sort of revenge but it’s also possible that while entangling him in your romantic web you might become entangled as well.”

“I don’t think that’s very likely,” I said with a laugh. “I can’t stand the man.”

“But if you succeed in seducing him that may not matter,” said Zoran sternly.

“I think I can afford to take my chances on that account,” I replied. “The difficult part will be actually going through with the seduction if I’m successful.”

“Then you will need to gather a spotted heart frog, cherry, and Valerian root,” said Zoran. “If you’ve studied your lessons well you should be able to mix those ingredients and create the potion you desire.”

“And Simeon won’t know that I’m using a love potion?” I asked.

“He may wonder about that later, and he may even suspect it but there is no way that he can be certain. It’s your job to see that he doesn’t have any reason to want to question his behavior. If you please him enough he’ll be thinking about that and not thinking about why he put himself in that position in the first place.”

“Like I said, that will be the hard part but I’ve had a lot of practice,” I said.

I rounded up the necessary ingredients, which weren’t too hard to come by, and then followed Zoran’s instructions carefully while I mixed them together to create the brew that would hopefully break the ice with Simeon and give me an inside track to his destruction.

Although I was certain that I had gotten it right I decided to test it first. I didn’t want to face Simeon and make a complete fool of myself thinking I was protected by a potion that didn’t work. There was no point trying it at home because Zoran would probably know what I was up to and we fucked all the time so it would be hard to say whether the potion was doing anything or not. That meant finding someone, preferably a total stranger, and testing the brew on him.

I went into town, ostensibly to do some shopping, but I was also hunting for a candidate to help me test my potion. As I was passing the blacksmith’s shop I heard the sound of hammering and took a peek through the window. Tom, the local smithy, was hard at work with his shirt off...and he was alone. I had absolutely no excuse for visiting the blacksmith, which made it all the better as far as a test went.

Quickly I guzzled down the potion and immediately felt a warm sensation running through my body. Then I simply strolled inside and introduced myself. Tom was an incredible specimen of manhood, and I had known a lot of men by that point in my young life. He had dark shaggy hair and a full beard as well as the most amazing torso I’d ever laid eyes on.

So this is what a girl feels when she finds a boy attractive I thought. Not a bad feeling really. Not bad at all. If I still harbored any doubts about my desire to remain female they suddenly seemed very unimportant.

We chatted a bit, and he didn’t seem to care that I had interrupted his work or that I had no real reason to be in there at all. When I let my hand stray down his trousers to his crotch and felt his hardness through the coarse material I knew the potion had worked perfectly. I probably could have insulted him to his face and he’d still be aroused, I thought, but it was nicer that we were having a pleasant time.

It got even more pleasant very quickly as we both stripped out of our clothes and I hopped up on a table. The seduction was almost too easy but I wasn’t complaining.

I stroked his cock and fingered me as we kissed before I wrapped my legs around his hips and he entered me. He was so nice to look at I was glad I was facing him. He was being surprising gentle but I think he was just trying to warm me up, which didn’t take long at all.

Soon he had his back on the table, with his legs hanging over it, while I hopped up and down like a rabbit on his big stick of manhood. He was so hard I think his dick would have bent iron if he had chosen to use it instead of his hammer.

“I can’t believe this happening,” said Tom happily as I continued to ride his pole.

I felt a little guilty about having tricked him into sex this way but I tried to convince myself that I probably could have gotten us to this state without the potion if I worked at it. That made me have second thoughts about the potion’s effectiveness. How much of this was the result of magic and how much was just the natural result of a horny young man getting an easy lay with a sexy stranger?

There was really no time to debate the subject in my head as Tom was getting ready for the big finish. He had me bent over the table and was pulling my hair aggressively as he rammed me from behind. I was panting for breath and squealing uncontrollably as I felt my body convulse with ecstasy.

“Ahhh...you little temptress...I’m going to cum so hard inside you,” Tom seemed to snarl.

It was the usual turn of events. Give a man what he desperately wants and he’ll be appreciative at the start but somewhere along the line he realizes how helpless you really are and the savage kicks in. I knew how his anvil must feel as he gave me the hammering of a lifetime, but I was thrilled by it and happy to be right where I was.

As Tom started to pump a huge load of hot cum into me I thought that it was a really wonderful feeling. Sex with Zoran was different than the sex I’d had working at the inn as a prostitute but it was similar because he always treated me like I was just his personal whore, no matter how nice he was to me on other occasions. Tom had made me feel glad that I was a woman, even if he got a little rough at the end.

Of course the fact that he was so manly and so attractive didn’t hurt. I didn’t usually get to pick and choose my sex partners but if more guys looked like Tom I’d probably be willing to use my broom for sweeping up some little cottage somewhere instead of flying around on it.

In any case I felt like the potion had probably worked and hoped that it would work on Simeon as well, even though I knew the outcome of that success wouldn’t be nearly as enjoyable as this test case had been.


CHAPTER 11:

With a fresh bottle of the potion in hand I headed for the Sky Lands where Simeon could often be found. As much as I hated the man I had to give him credit for his dedication to teaching. He did spend a lot of time answering questions and helping people. That didn’t keep him from being arrogant sometimes but Zoran could certainly be arrogant too. I guess it was pretty easy for all that power to go to your head.

Once I spotted Simeon alone in a room I drank the potion and went to work. I tried to lure him into some personal conversation but he just blew me off and told me that he was very busy as he walked away. Undaunted I followed him to another room and tried again. This time I was much more successful. The key with Simeon seemed to be flattery. With his big ego it was easy to use praise and compliments to get his interest. Before long we were flirting and that led to us both getting naked.

His ego wasn’t the only thing of Simeon’s that was big as I discovered he was packing some serious lumber between his legs. As he sat back on a love seat I got on my knees and began to tease his cock, gently rubbing a finger up and down the underside of his long shaft.

“You obviously know what you’re doing,” Simeon commented.

The way he said it I couldn’t tell if he was praising me for my skill or implying that I was some kind of slut but it didn’t matter either way. I had his dick in my hand and I knew he wasn’t going anywhere until I had made him cum.

“I can’t believe how big you are,” I cooed as I rubbed his prick on one of my nipples before leaning forward and squeezing my boobs around his cock.

“You’re rather well-endowed yourself young lady,” he replied. “Who are you anyway? You seem familiar.”

“Oh, I’m nobody. Just a girl no one’s ever heard of. But you, you’re the great Simeon Silver.”

Instead of running my finger up and down his shaft I started using my tongue but Simeon was growing impatient and shoved my head down on his cock. I gagged momentarily on the size of it and because I hadn’t prepared to take it down my throat yet but I quickly recovered and managed to blow him with some measure of skill.

“Good girl,” Simeon said rather soothingly. “You know how to please a man.”

It was funny how different things felt when we were both naked. He was still a man and very sure of himself and in control, but he wasn’t as intimidating as before. He was vulnerable. At that moment in time he wanted to blow his wad desperately and if I had gotten up and tried to leave I’m sure he would have begged me to stay. I thought about doing that but I was in for long haul and I didn’t want to spoil it now. My goal was to give him a spectacular sexual experience that would leave him wanting more so I just kept sucking until he exploded in my mouth.

I rubbed his wet dick all over my face and licked up anything that was left behind on his staff and then dressed quickly and made my exit. Surprisingly I didn’t feel especially awful about what I had done, despite my feelings towards the man. I guess I always felt kind of good about making a man happy even when it was just a job. I knew from personal experience what the ache of lust was like for a man and I was happy to be able to relieve that.

When I got home I gave Zoran a pretty graphic account of what had happened and it seemed like he was a little jealous, which I thought was kind of charming. I hadn’t told him about Tom, and didn’t plan to, but he needed to know what I was doing with Simeon to help me plan my next move. First, however, he wanted my ass and took it on the spot rather aggressively.

I don’t know whether he was upset because he viewed me as his personal property or he was annoyed by the thought of a younger expert mage having his way with me, or he was jealous because he had some feelings for me but whatever the case I felt kind of good about it. It showed that on some level he cared even if he couldn’t show it in a more tender way for some reason.

The hook had been baited and Simeon had taken it. Now I just had to reel him in...after toying with the line a bit first of course.


CHAPTER 12:

The next time I went looking for Simeon I decided to try doing it on my own without the help of any potions or spells. I wanted to see whether the impression I had made would stand on its own. I also knew what a clever man he was and was afraid that if I pushed my luck on the potion thing he might figure it out sooner or later.

To my pleasant surprise he seemed delighted to see me. He was actually pleasant and even charming and went out of his way to make time for me. Even more surprising he invited me to dinner at his house, which I naturally accepted. Here was a man who was so disgusted by me that he turned me into a woman and drove me out into the cold simply because I wanted to warm myself by the fire in a public house now inviting me to sit and dine with him in his own home. It seemed like my plan was working perfectly.

Zoran seemed fine with the idea but I still had the feeling that he might harbor a little jealousy if dinner turned into something more sexual, which I had a strong feeling that it would. Even so he didn’t try to stop me from going or discourage me in any way.

I still wasn’t sure exactly how getting close to Simeon was really going to get me the revenge I sought but it still seemed like a path worth exploring. Whatever revenge that was going to be would be easier to implement if I had his complete trust I figured. And since blowing him hadn’t been as repulsive as I had assumed it would be I felt reasonably sure that I could continue to satisfy him without too much trouble.

Simeon’s home was much neater and less cluttered than Zoran’s but I wasn’t really surprised by that. Simeon was obviously a bit of a snob and came from the upper class which probably would have made him insufferably arrogant even if he hadn’t been one of the most power wizards around.

He was quite charming again, and looked rather smart in the suit he wore for the occasion as he showed me around his place before we went in to dine. Dinner was delicious, and a nice change of pace from the rather humble meals I scraped together at Zoran’s house.

“So how long have you been practicing magic?” Simeon asked as we dined.

“Not long at all. Just since Christmas,” I replied.

“And there’s no history of it in your family?”

“Not that I’m aware of.”

“What made you decide to take it up?”

“I met Elle Starling and she offered to initiate me.”

“She’s a fine witch if you want to learn how to clean a house or grow attractive flowers,” said Simeon rather dismissively.

“I try to learn whatever I can,” I replied diplomatically.

“Of course there’s nothing wrong with a woman keeping a clean house or growing nice flowers but you don’t strike me as someone who would be content in puttering around the house doing domestic chores,” Simeon commented.

He was right about that but I wondered how he had come to that conclusion. I hadn’t demonstrated my magical skills for him, as far as he knew, and I hadn’t talked about any sort of ambitions. Perhaps he was just probing me for information or maybe he thought it was a good way to butter me up in the hope of getting me in the sack tonight.

“Like I said, I want to learn everything I can,” I said with a smile.

“Would you like me to teach you?” Simeon offered.

“I would be honored to learn anything you cared to show me,” I replied.

This was another unexpected turn. I really didn’t think Simeon would have the slightest interest in me as a practitioner of magic and would only think of me as a sex object. Again this could just be a ploy to entice me to sleep with him, since he didn’t know that was my whole reason for being there that night, but it seemed like a good idea to take him up on his offer. He may have been an asshole but he was a great wizard and I really did want to learn everything that I could.

We went into another room and he tested me on a few basic things to get some idea of my skill level and then he proceeded to give me some very useful instruction on a new spell I didn’t know. I had to admit that he was a good teacher and was surprisingly patient and not condescending at all. Zoran could get a little snippy with me if my mind seemed to wander or I wasn’t getting what he was trying to say quickly enough, but Simeon walked me through things quite gently and always made sure that I understood his instructions before moving on to something else.

“I must say that I’m impressed. You’ve got a remarkably good grasp on things for someone who has only been a witch for such a short time,” Simeon commented as we enjoyed a glass of wine after the training session. “Elle must be a better teacher than I thought she was.”

Of course Simeon didn’t know that I had been receiving training from the great Zoran Zee so I was happy to let him think that Elle was responsible for my advanced knowledge.

“I try to be a good student,” I said humbly.

“It’s more than that, really. I can sense that you have real gifts. You have natural talents that go beyond what anyone can teach you. It’s surprising, given that you weren’t raised in a magical family but maybe it’s in the bloodline further back in time,” Simeon suggested.

I suppose it’s possible that somewhere in my family’s history there had been witches or wizards but if there had been I had certainly never been told about it. Of course that wasn’t the kind of thing that was likely to come up in general conversation. I kind of liked the idea that maybe I had magical blood in me.

Suddenly I was in Simeon’s arms and he was kissing me. The move had caught me totally off guard.

“Forgive me my darling but I just couldn’t help myself. You’re so beautiful and the most interesting witch I’ve ever met. I hope you don’t mind,” said Simeon.

“No, I don’t mind,” I replied as I closed my eyes and we kissed again.

My heart was beating faster as he led me to his bedroom. I was supposed to be cold and calculating. This was supposed to be about revenge not romance. I hated this man, I wasn’t supposed to enjoy kissing him. Even worse I couldn’t wait for him to make love to me. Somehow he had turned the tables on me. Had he cast some kind of a spell on me? Was there something in the wine? Or was I just being swept off my feet? Whatever the case I was soon naked and in his bed...and very happy to be so.


CHAPTER 13:

Had Simeon figured out that I had been trying to entrap him? He was clever and a much better wizard than I was a witch. Perhaps he knew that I used a love potion on him and now he was using something even more powerful on me. It was certainly possible but it didn’t feel that way to me. Of course I wasn’t sure how I would know if I was being magically manipulated into being attracted to him. Ultimately there was nothing I could do about it so I decided to just surrender to my lust and let things play out.

Simeon wasn’t the physical specimen that Tom was but he was a handsome man and he did have a nice big cock. When I was a man I wasn’t that so well-endowed as that and I liked to tell myself that skill was more important than size but now that I had felt a wide variety of shapes and sizes inside me I knew that there was something extra-special about being screwed with a really big tool. And well-hung men tended to also have a lot of skill, I suppose because they got to practice so often.

Simeon had made me undress first and lie on his bed while he looked at me, which seemed kind of odd, but I did my best to look enticing.

“You’re so young and so beautiful Paula but you’re not as simple as that, are you? There’s mystery about you. Something locked inside,” Simeon commented as he viewed me rolling around on his bed.

“Then I guess you’ll have to probe around inside me to look for it,” I teased as I slowly rubbed my finger up and down my slit.

It seemed better to get his mind off this track and focused on sex but in truth I was getting kind of anxious to have him take me by that point. Even so I didn’t want to seem too eager so we indulged in a little foreplay before I finally spread my legs and offered him my flower.

He entered me very gently, at least as gently as a man with a huge cock can be, and I moaned very softly as he began to make love to me. This was the plan all along but it wasn’t going exactly the way I pictured. I wasn’t forcing myself to do something against my will I was welcoming his embrace. Soon I forgot all about revenge and just surrendered to the passion of the moment, our two bodies moving as one.

I suppose it had been a mistake to try and use sex as a weapon against Simeon because the way he filled me with his manhood made me weak and quivering all over. As a prostitute I had learned how to detach myself from the act but Simeon was doing things to me that I couldn’t shut off, and frankly didn’t want to.

“Oh, my God, I’ve never felt like this,” I moaned.

“We’re just getting started my beauty,” he replied.

I had thought about offering my behind to him so that I wouldn’t have to look in his eyes but now I was glad that I was on my back and able to see his face clearly. The usual stern mask he wore was replaced by a look of both contentment and control and perhaps even compassion. He may have been one of the most powerful wizards around but right now he was just a man copulating with a woman and it was much easier to soften my view of him, especially since I was the woman he was copulating with and he was doing a hell of a job of it.

For a moment I had the urge to confess everything; my true identity, my revenge plot, the fact that I had used a love potion to entrap him, but I resisted that urge. I guess I just enjoyed the feeling of being loved, even if it didn’t really mean anything. I had learned to enjoy sex as much as possible while simply plying my trade but sometimes when I was with Zoran, who I actually cared about, I really wished that he would fuck me more the way Simeon was fucking me now. I’d had a littler glimmer of that when I seduced the blacksmith but that was also under the influence of magic. Simeon was with me now because he thought we were attracted to one another. At least I assumed that was the case.

Simeon waited until I had cum, something no one else had ever done, before he put his sperm inside me. It was kind of a small gesture, I suppose, but the first time I ever felt like I was someone’s sex partner instead of their sex toy.

He wanted me to spend the night but I thought that things were happening too fast for me to wrap my head around so I politely made up some excuse and headed for home. It was very late and Zoran was sound asleep, which I was kind of happy about. I knew I would have to tell him something about what happened but I wasn’t quite sure how to phrase it. He seemed a little jealous last time and I feared it might be even worse this time.

I suppose there was a side of me that wanted him to be jealous if it led to him becoming more affectionate. The thought of two of the most powerful wizards in the land vying for my attention was very romantic, and romance was very much on my mind at the moment.

It was finally beginning to dawn on me that when Simeon turned me into a woman he didn’t just change the shape of my body he actually transformed me completely. I hadn’t really given that much thought at first because I was consumed with feelings of anger and humiliation but I knew now that it was true. I had thoughts and feelings and emotions that were totally different than when I was a man.

For one thing I was really drawn towards powerful men, even if they wanted to dominate me. I liked the feeling of being in their presence and admired their confidence. It made me feel safe and protected in ways I had never felt before. It wasn’t something that I was particularly proud of but I wasn’t ashamed of it either. It was just something that I accepted as the way I was.

And my womanly heart craved affection. My womanly body brought me plenty of attention, but I wanted something deeper and more fulfilling. I wanted love. I wanted to love a man and to be loved in return. I wanted that very badly. Unfortunately it looked like the man I wanted that with might be the same man I was trying to destroy.


CHAPTER 14:

“So now that you’ve obviously gained this man’s confidence how to you propose to use it to your advantage?” asked Zoran the next day once I had basically explained the details of my date with Simeon.

“I don’t really know,” I answered truthfully.

“This would seem to be a rather dangerous game you’re playing,” Zoran commented dryly. “It’s a bit like trying to make a potion without being sure of which potion you’re trying to make. It’s bound to blow up in your face.”

He was right about that but I couldn’t tell if he was just angry at me for having sex with Simeon or whether he was objectively trying to give me advice. Either way the bottom line was the same. I had to get my head together and figure out what the hell I really wanted.

“From the very beginning you said you wanted revenge but now it appears that you’re becoming this man’s lover,” Zoran continued.

“No, it’s not like that!” I protested.

“Then what is it like?”

“I don’t know,” I said as a tear ran down my cheek. “I honestly don’t know anymore. I’m just a stupid silly girl.”

“Now it’s not as bad as all that,” said Zoran, softening his tone. “You know you’re far from stupid and the heart makes us all do silly things sometimes. Now let’s try to put the emotions aside and be a little bit more analytical about this, shall we? Why did you initially want revenge?”

“Because he turned me into a woman,” I replied.

“And that was…”

“Unnatural...unfamiliar...humiliating at first.”

“But you adapted to it rather well.”

“I suppose I did, although I didn’t really have much of a choice.”

“But you’d still like to have your manhood restored?” asked Zoran.

“I...I…,” I stammered weakly.

I didn’t know how to respond to that question. Part of me didn’t want Zoran to think I was voluntarily allowing myself to be emasculated but part of me really didn’t want to go back to that old life. I wondered what Zoran wanted. The fact that he never fucked my pussy had made me suspect that perhaps he preferred boys so maybe he wanted to hear me say that I wanted to be male again.

And then I thought about Simeon’s big beautiful cock and how anxious I was to have it inside me again. And I thought about how handsome Tom the blacksmith was with his muscular body. And even thought about how good Zoran could make me feel even if we didn’t make love in the usual way.

“It seems to me that the perfect revenge would be to turn you back into a man and turn Simeon into a woman,” said Zoran, rubbing his beard thoughtfully.

“What?” I said, snapping back to the conversation.

“Isn’t that the perfect revenge? Turning the tables on him?” Zoran suggested. “Or did you have something more drastic in mind?”

Zoran was right that it would be poetic justice to reverse the situation and give Simeon a taste of his own medicine but things were different now, or at least it seemed like they were. I had puled myself up by my bootstraps...or garter straps I guess I should say...and made something of my life. I had started as just a whore but now I was a promising young witch in some sort of weird love/sex triangle with two extremely powerful wizards. It was confusing but it also was exciting.

I also knew that I shouldn’t let Simeon totally blind me with his sexual prowess. That was my special power and I was giving it away by going cock crazy over his penis. Yes he could be charming, and he was a different man when he was wooing me, but he was still the same arrogant bastard who stole my manhood and left me stranded without a second thought. If he could do something like that to me he could certainly do it to other people and I didn’t want to see that happen.

“I think I need to focus on changing Simeon so that he won’t be such a callous man in the future,” I said, after gathering my thoughts.

“I see...so now it’s an altruistic cause,” Zoran chuckled.

“In a way, I suppose so. But I think I will have to shame him in some way so that he can feel what he’s put other people through. Maybe then he’ll be more considerate to other people.”

“And then your revenge will be complete and you can move on?”

“Yes, I think so,” I replied. “I think that getting revenge for myself would be petty, but if I can show him a better way it will have been worth it.”

“Then let us get to work on your noble endeavor. You will have to learn some new tricks to make that lofty goal a reality.”


CHAPTER 15:

The trouble with really powerful wizards is that they’re unbelievably crafty. I kept wondering whether Zoran was setting me up to take a fall, either to teach me a lesson of some sort, or out of jealousy. He never really came out and stated his intentions or his feelings towards me though in most ways it seemed like he cared for me.

Simeon was also a mystery to me. He seemed like he was genuinely attracted to me but how did I know for sure that he hadn’t figured out my game and was just staying one jump ahead of me? Mischief Magic was his specialty so it wouldn’t be easy to manipulate him with some simple spell.

While I continued to train with Zoran I was also dating Simeon, which often included magical instruction. Simeon seemed delighted by the progress I was making but of course he had no idea that I was secretly plotting to use magic against him. I was one lucky little witch getting expert advice from two masters but it didn’t keep me from feeling guilty about deceiving Simeon.

At first I thought it was just his big cock that was making me susceptible to his bedroom advances but the more I got to know the man the more I actually started to like him. He could be dark and moody, but so could Zoran. At least Simeon treated me like a woman and not like a servant. I knew I wasn’t in the league of either man yet, as far as magical prowess was concerned, but I was learning quickly and making great progress. I may have just been a wandering peasant boy, begging for jobs or scraps of food, but as a witch I was beginning to come into my own.

Zoran obviously liked being sort of an old curmudgeon, and tended to be very parsimonious in his praise, but Simeon was far more openly enthusiastic about my achievements. Of course he was rather openly courting me by now so I could never be completely sure whether his flattery was sincere or just a way to win me over.

I hated to be so suspicious all the time but I had never lived in a world where people just did nice things for other people without expecting something in return. And I certainly knew that sex was something that men would do or say just about anything to get so I was always a little wary of a man’s intentions.

Simeon enjoyed dueling and we sparred often. With his expert guidance my dueling skill greatly increased. When I was finally able to best him once he presented me with a most fantastic gift. It was a miniature dragon named Famfir who I absolutely adored immediately. He was what the magical world called a “familiar” which was a helpful animal or creature that was completely devoted to their master.

The fact that he had the gift ready for me right at the end of our duel made me wonder whether he threw the match intentionally. I’d never defeated him before and there was no reason to assume that I would suddenly win today, but maybe he had been keeping the little dragon around for some time planning to give it to me as a reward if I ever did manage to beat him.

“Oh my! He’s wonderful!” I cried as I literally jumped up and down and clapped my hands like a little girl.

“I’m glad you like him. It seemed like it was about time for you to have your own familiar,” Simeon replied with a smile.

“Like him, I love him,” I said, feeling my voice inch up a tiny bit in range as I got more excited. “I don’t know how to thank you. Wait a minute, I know exactly how to thank you.”

I came over and kissed Simeon on the lips, rather politely at first, but then I opened my mouth and our tongues entwined as our hands eagerly probed each other’s bodies. Then I lifted my skirt in a very ladylike fashion and dropped to my knees. A few moments later I had his gorgeous rod in my hand and shortly thereafter my mouth.

“I guess you really did like your present,” Simeon teased.

I just looked up at him and nodded.

“I shall have to give you gifts more often.”

Once again I nodded in agreement.

I usually didn’t like sucking big cocks as much as smaller ones because it was so much harder to get all of that hot flesh in your mouth and down your throat but I loved Simeon’s prick so much that I happily welcomed the challenge of servicing such a mighty specimen of manhood. I liked the way it looked and smelled and tasted. I liked everything about it really. Sometimes at night before I went to sleep I would picture his erect penis in my head and that always led to touching myself.

I tried to detach the dick from the man...in my mind of course. I couldn’t imagine wanting to harm that glorious appendage. It would be like desecrating a work of art or something. I figured I could worship his cock without allowing myself to lose objectivity where the rest of him was concerned but I could feel that resolve slipping away.

I admired him for his tremendous skill, and I appreciated the attention he showed me. And as much as I hated to admit it I was beginning to really enjoy his company as well. I looked forward to any excuse to be with him and always tried to look my best. Zoran wasn’t cruel to me or particularly unkind but he did keep me in my place as his private whore. I was happy to go along with that in exchange for what I was getting but it was nice to have a reason to dress up and look pretty. I often wanted to do that for Zoran but he insisted that I remain in my skimpy slave outfit.

As I continued to suck Simeon’s throbbing member he gently rubbed my hair and looked down at me admiringly. Even when men were paying for it I always enjoyed seeing that look of total bliss on their face as I moved them ever closer to the release they so desperately yearned for.

“I can’t believe how good you are at this my darling,” Simeon commented.

While I’m sure he meant the comment as a compliment I couldn’t help but wonder if he was implying anything about my past. He certainly didn’t know that I was a prostitute but he must have suspected that I had a fair amount of experience between the sheets. I simply didn’t fuck like a shy little virgin. I didn’t know whether that excited him or disappointed him.

As a man I definitely had put women into two different categories. There were the cheap little hussies who spread their legs all the time and consequently usually knew a thing or two about providing horizontal refreshment and respectable ladies that presumably saved themselves for marriage and were untouchable. Being a whore I was even lower than a hussy and I somehow suspected that Simeon would want nothing to do with me if he knew that but I had set out to seduce him so there was no point in trying to pretend to be innocent.

Suddenly I felt the first jolt of his cream as he began to ejaculate in my mouth. I loved his cock so much I even loved the taste of his cum, or at least it seemed like I did the way I hungrily swallowed it down without hesitation.

It was funny that I cared at all about what Simeon thought of me as a woman. As long as he was getting my expert service it was hard to imagine that he would want that to end anytime soon, but I was beginning to crave more than just his appreciation of sexual prowess and that seemed like a very foolish thing to do.

I was both aroused and offended by Simeon. Confused with conflicting emotions that seemed to shift regularly without rhyme or reason. I wanted the man but I also wanted to change the man that he was. In short...I had truly become a woman.


CHAPTER 16:

My life had been so full of studying and training and experimenting, not to mention dating Simeon, that the pressure was starting to get to me so I decided to take Famfir and go for a walk in the forest just to try and clear my head.

When I was male life was just one endless struggle to survive. Search for work, search for food, search for shelter, try and avoid trouble. But I was young and healthy and brave enough to forge ahead even when times were bleak. Now everything was different...better...but also more complicated.

I had sex and magic on my side now but what did I ultimately want to do with either of those things? As far as magic was concerned I knew that I wanted to use it for good purposes. No one should have that kind of power and abuse it by harming other people. Unfortunately it seemed that a lot of wizards and witches didn’t quite see it that way, especially the ones that were born into magical families. There was a real arrogant superiority that I detested. It was that smugness that started me on the road to revenge with Simeon in the first place.

I came from the most humble beginnings possible and had only possessed magical abilities for less than a year so I didn’t feel the same snobbishness. In a way I suppose I felt like I could be sort of a bridge between the two worlds. I knew the people in Henford-on-Bagley were scared of Zoran so I always kept the fact that I was a witch a secret so that I could interact with them freely. Zoran was cantankerous, as many old people tend to be, but he wasn’t a threat to the village and it seemed a shame that he had to live like a hermit, shut off from society completely.

If I could show the people in the village that magic could be used for their benefit and that Zoran was a truly great man who deserved their respect maybe I could make this little corner of the world a happier place for everybody.

And because I seemed to have some natural ability for magic, and the benefit of two incredibly gifted tutors, I was learning things that most witches would have spent years trying to learn. Whether I had actually defeated Simeon or he had let me win I knew it was just a matter of time before I could rival him in dueling skill. And as great a potion master as Zoran was I was beginning to see things that even he didn’t see. I suppose I was really starting to figure things out on my own instead of having to be carefully instructed at every step along the way.

In the magical world it seemed like respect was based almost entirely on the level of skill one possessed and people were even coming to me for advice every now and then. Hopefully if the magical community saw how a common person like me could rise so fast in their ranks they would realize that they weren’t just naturally superior to regular people, they were just fortunate enough to have been given a special gift.

It was probably crazy to think that one little girl from nowhere could change centuries of attitudes and prejudices and fears but I guess I was naive enough to have that kind of hope. At the moment I really just wanted to change Simeon’s attitude. If I couldn’t do that there wasn’t much of a chance that I could accomplish anything on a larger scale.

And that led me to my other quandary. What did I want to do as a woman and did I even want to be a woman anymore? When Simeon turned me into a girl I was naturally obsessed with the desire to be turned back, but that seemed like a long time ago now and I honestly couldn’t see any great advantage to being male again. I took to being female as quickly and as easily as I had taken to magic and now both things just seemed to be a natural part of my identity. I hadn’t ever thought about being a woman or a witch but now that I had experienced life that way it was hard to imagine anything better.

I had forced myself to service men to make a living at the start and to be able to have the money I needed to improve my magical skills but even then I often found a surprising amount of pleasure in doing so. There was something about the feeling of taking a man inside you that was just incredibly wonderful. It felt so good to be the object of so much aching desire and to be able to give a man the relief he desperately longed for.

When I was screwing a girl I never really thought much about what she was feeling. Most of them seemed happy enough but it wasn’t really my concern. I had an itch that needed scratching, and if a gal was willing to let me poke her that was about as far as my thinking went. I felt great when I was done and went on my merry way.

Now I knew what it felt like and it could feel like so many different things. Sometimes it felt like I was just a piece of furniture, and sometimes it felt more like my male experience of just wanting to get to the climax as quickly as possible, but sometimes it felt like so much more. I didn’t just feel useful I felt essential.

I always felt that way with Simeon even if I was just down on my knees stuffing his huge cock in my mouth like a whore. For some reason I really wanted Simeon to feel as good as I could make him feel and I was always so grateful that I was a woman and perfectly equipped to accomplish that task. Maybe it was because he also seemed to want me to feel good. Or maybe it was, despite everything, because I was falling in love with him.

I couldn’t love the man who had humiliated me and taken my manhood so callously...could I? True, becoming a woman had turned out to be a pretty marvelous thing, but he didn’t know that would happen. He had no right to make that kind of a decision for me, especially when I was just a total stranger minding his own business.

Yet, I could forgive that...couldn’t I? Nobody’s perfect and now that I understood the imperious attitude that powerful wizards tended to have I could see how he might not have given me a second thought. Simeon was brilliant but he didn’t know anything about the real world. He lived in a big house and had everything he could want, and if there was something he didn’t have he could probably conjure it up with a wave of his wand.

It was thoughtless but maybe not incurable. Maybe he just needed a tender influence in his life. Someone who could gently show him the real damage his actions could cause. He already seemed like a different man when I was around him so maybe I was a good influence in his life. Even if he was only being kind for pussy and blowjobs I could provide that in abundance for as long as he wanted.

My heart just wasn’t meant for hatred and revenge. I don’t think it ever had been, but since I had become a woman it seemed much more natural to embrace my feelings of compassion and love and understanding. As a man there was always this mask you had to wear to prove that you were tough, that you were strong, and that you were hard enough to take what life threw at you. I didn’t mind being gentle and soft and forgiving. It suited my true nature. I just wanted to be happy and to make other people happy and despite everything Simeon made me very happy indeed.

I had thought that I would need to do something to embarrass Simeon publicly so that he would feel the same kind of shame I had felt back in that tavern when he used his magic to make me a woman but now I felt like a less drastic path might be better. A clever woman could influence a man in a variety of ways using her feminine wiles, which may be devious, but seemed like a much more gentle way of accomplishing my goal. Unfortunately I hadn’t counted on one very important variable...Zoran’s jealousy.


CHAPTER 17:

Simeon and I were visiting the mansion in the Sky Lands to look something up in the library when to my utter amazement Zoran suddenly appeared behind us. In all the time I had been living with him I had never known the man to venture more than a short distance from the cottage so seeing him here caught me totally off guard. Before I could say a word Zoran had his wand out and cast a spell on Simeon which turned him a horrible shade of green and disfigured his face so that he was completely repulsive to look at.

Needless to say it caused quite a stir. Everyone who saw him was appalled, and some people were actually physically ill. Simeon looked totally confused. He was a man that was used to receiving a great deal of respect from his peers but now he was being laughed at and jeered by everyone around. Before I could stop him he stomped off and disappeared through the magic portal. I then looked for Zoran but he had vanished as mysteriously as he had appeared.

I was torn between trying to go after Simeon or trying to confront Zoran but I was so angry that I decided to go home and confront my mentor first.

“What the hell did you do?” I practically shouted at Zoran as soon as I arrived back at the cottage.

“I thought you’d be pleased,” he sputtered.

“Pleased? You crazy old man! I’m furious!”

“But my darling, isn’t that what you wanted?”

“What are you talking about?” I snapped.

“Your revenge. I could see that he had softened your resolve so I took matters into my own hands,” Zoran explained. “He was shamed and humiliated in front of everyone, just like you wanted.”

“You had no right to do that!”

“But I...I...I thought it’s what you wanted,”

“I want to help Simeon understand that his actions have consequences. I want to be a positive influence in his life. I had no desire to publicly humiliate him. I love him.”

“So it’s true. He had enchanted you.”

“Yes, but not in that way. He didn’t cast a spell on me or use a potion. I just got to know the man and found that he was nothing like I assumed he was. He’s a good man, Zoran. Arrogant and stubborn sometimes, like someone else I know, but underneath I know he has a good heart.”

“Oh, what have I done?” Zoran said sadly. “I was so blinded by my jealousy. I couldn’t stand the thought of you being taken away by that man. But I should have known by the way you’ve been acting and the things you’ve said. I suppose I just didn’t want to believe it. Can you ever forgive me?”

“Well you can turn Simeon back to normal for a start,” I said.

“That spell only lasts a few hours. He’ll change back on his own shortly,” said Zoran.

“Well thank goodness for that, but how am I going to explain all of this to Simeon?” I pouted.

“Perhaps it’s time you start from the beginning and tell him everything. You say you love him but you’ve been leading him on. You may not forgive me for the impulsive, foolish prank I played but will he forgive you for hiding your true identity and for seducing him with a love potion and for gaining his trust just so that you could use it against him?” Zoran pointed out.

“Yes, all of that is true, and you’re right that I do need to tell him everything, but you still had no business interfering like that.”

“I know, but I was desperately afraid that you were losing sight of your goal to seek justice for what he did to you, and worse that you were becoming smitten with him. I...I couldn’t stand the thought of losing you,” said Zoran rather softly.

“Well you sure picked a strange way of demonstrating that,” I replied.

“I love you my darling Paula.”

“Love me? You treated me like a slave!”

“Because I couldn’t admit to myself that I was in love with you. I thought that loving another woman would be a betrayal of the memory of my dear wife, and I was so much older than you it was unfair to profess my love. I tried to convince myself that it was just a foolish infatuation and pure lust, but in the end I couldn’t stand the thought of losing you to another man.”

“So I guess we’ve both been living with a lot of denial,” I said. “I wish you had told me sooner. I often longed to be a real partner and lover to you. I didn’t care about your age. I didn’t even mind being subservient to you but you never showed me any affection or appreciation. And now I’m in love with someone else but you may have messed that all up by what you did.”

“If he loves you as you appear to love him I’m sure everything will be alright once you’ve told him the whole story. And please don’t be too hard on me. What I did was wrong but I did it with the best of intentions.”

For such a brilliant man Zoran had certainly pulled a bonehead move, but I always sensed that he had feelings for me that he wouldn’t express. I suppose it made sense, since he had given up everything when his wife died. To discover so late in life that he was capable of loving again must have been very hard to comprehend. And I knew what jealousy felt like and how it could make you do some very ugly things.

Ultimately this whole mess was the result of everyone not being honest and straight forward with each other. Everyone but Simeon I suppose, although I had no idea if he was hiding anything or whether he truly loved me. In any case it was time to lay my cards on the table. If I had any hope of a future with Simeon he needed to know the truth about my past.

Hopefully Zoran was right about the spell only lasting a short time. It was a mean trick to pull but Zoran was right that it was just the kind of payback I had been planning all along. Whether it helped humble the man or infuriated him so much that he hardened even more I had no way of knowing but I did know that I had to go see him at once and tell him everything. If we were to have any sort of a lasting relationship it had to be built on trust and I had not set a very good example in that area so far.

Thankfully the spell had worn off by the time I got to Simeon’s house and he seemed in a remarkably calm mood. Hopefully that wouldn’t change, I thought, once he heard my strange tale.


CHAPTER 18:

“Zoran Zee...I had no idea he was even still alive,” said Simeon. “It certainly explains a lot if you’ve been training with him.”

“Yes, but I haven’t explained everything yet. For example, the reason I was training with him was to get revenge,” I said rather sadly.

“Revenge? For what? On whom?” Simeon asked.

“On you my darling. On you for turning me into a woman.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Last Christmas Eve you were at a tavern and I came in to warm myself by the fire. I didn’t bother you at all but you seemed very annoyed by my presence. So annoyed that you cast a spell on me that turned me into the woman you see before you now,” I explained.

“What? That was you...I mean, that is you?” Simeon sputtered. “But that’s not possible. That spell should only have lasted a day...two at the very most…unless…”

“Unless I somehow stumbled across the Sky Lands while enchanted and was turned into a witch?” I offered.

“Yes. If you were given your magical powers while still under enchantment that spell would become permanent,” said Simeon.

“Well, apparently that’s what happened,” I said with a shrug and a slight smile. “None of it should have happened but it did.”

“Oh, what have I done?” Simeon moaned.

“You’re the second great wizard who’s said that to me tonight,” I said with chuckle. “And you haven’t done anything that you need to feel bad about. Becoming a woman was the best thing that ever happened to me...because it allowed me to fall in love with you.”

“Then what in the world was Zoran Zee doing casting spells on me?” Simeon asked.

“Unfortunately he’s also in love with me, though he never let me know it before. His jealousy got the best of him. I swear to you that I had no idea that he was going to do that. I’ve never seen him leave his cottage before. I think he thought he was doing me a favor,” I said.

“I still don’t quite understand.”

“When I came to him I was very angry about what you had done. I had no idea that the spell was supposed to be temporary, and in any case it wasn’t very nice of you to do that when I hadn’t caused you any harm. At first I thought I wanted to be changed back into a man but after a while I grew to love being female. And I admit that I tried to seduce you only so that I could get close enough to you to earn your trust before I enacted whatever sort of revenge I was planning. I wanted you to see that your actions had consequences and that you shouldn’t treat people badly just because you don’t think they’re your equal. You humiliated me that night so Zoran wanted to humiliate you to teach you a lesson. To show you how it feels to be embarrassed. He did it for me because he thought that’s what I still wanted, but I changed my mind once I got to know you better and fell in love with you.”

“If you had just told me I would have turned you back immediately,” said Simeon.

“I thought you were a terrible beast of a man who would never listen to reason,” I replied. “Of course it was stupid of me not to just confront you right away but I jumped to a lot of conclusions.”

“So you’re really happy being a woman?” asked Simeon.

“Deliriously so. I feel like I’m who I was always meant to be.”

“That makes me very relieved...and very happy,” said Simeon. “It works out much nicer that way, don’t you think?”

“Oh, yes...much nicer,” I said. “But why did you do this to me in the first place?”

“I was in a bad mood and I had been drinking a bit too much. The holidays always make me feel gloomy and lonely. I don’t have any family or close friends. I live alone in this big house. I suppose I was just looking to inflict my sadness on someone else. It was terribly wrong of me but Mischief Magic is my specialty and I thought the spell would wear off quick enough. It’s no excuse, I know, but it is an explanation.”

“I know how you feel about holidays. It seems like the whole world is full of joy and love and happiness and you don’t feel like you’re part of it. It just makes you realize how alone you are,”  said. “But we’re not alone anymore. We have each other now. And if you can forgive Zoran I think you might find a friend in him. You have a lot in common.”

“You mean we both love you?” Simeon teased.

“Well, aside from that. He’s a very lonely man who’s shut himself off from the world. He needs to get out of that cottage more...as long as he behaves himself. Christmas is coming up soon. We should decorate this place and have a party. Start a new tradition,” I said cheerfully.

“Perhaps a wedding reception?” Simeon suggested.

“Is someone getting married?” I asked naively.

“If you’ll have me,” Simeon replied.

“Oh...you mean…”

Simeon just smiled and nodded and I suddenly grasped that he was asking me to marry him. I never knew what a thrill it would be to have a man propose to me but tears started running down my cheeks as I threw myself in his arms and smothered him with kisses.

“Can you imagine how talented our children will be?” Simeon commented casually.

“Children?”

“Don’t you like children?”

“I like children just fine I just never thought about having them, I mean giving birth to them myself. That wasn’t an option before,” I reminded him.

“So when shall we get married?”

“Let’s make it Christmas Eve. The anniversary of when we met and when I became a woman. We’ll have something to really celebrate,” I suggested.

“That’s a marvelous idea my dear. We’ll have a grand party and celebrate as we’ve never celebrated before. And I will be the happiest man alive.”

For a moment I thought about telling Simeon about my life as a prostitute but I suppose a woman should have a few secrets that she keeps to herself. I didn’t want to spoil the mood. He was going to get the benefit of my vast sexual experience so it probably wasn’t essential that he knew exactly how I got that experience.

In a very short time I got the chance to put that experience to use as our kissing turned into groping and our clothes hit the floor.


CHAPTER 19:

I was always delighted to see Simeon’s big cock and loved to touch it and lick it and rub it before it went into my body. It was also fun to squeeze my breasts together and let his dick slide up and down in between them. It was awesome to give him the sensation of penetrating me while I still got to admire the manliness of his prick. There was a little bit of oral sex too but that was just a warm up. I took it easy on him so that he’d have plenty of stamina left for when he got in my box.

When the time seemed right to take him inside me I got up from the floor and turned around so that one foot was still on the ground and one was on the sofa. Then I reached back to grab the top of the couch for support as I lowered myself gently onto his raging hard on. That was the last gentle moment in the procedure as Simeon was ready to drive into my wet gash like an angry woodpecker attacking a tree. I squealed and moaned with delight as he gave me the pounding I was so desperately longing for.

Then he surprised me by pulling me back on top of him and cupped one breast in his hand while he sucked on the nipple of the other one. He also slowed the tempo down and let me ride at a more leisurely pace while I got my breath back. I purred like a kitten and murmured sweet nothings, completely lost in the glory of the moment.

It was a welcome relief because soon Simeon was behind me as I bent over and grabbed the back of the sofa. He seemed anxious to claim my pussy in the most manly way possible, as was his right as my future husband. My days of whoring and being a sexual servant were over and now I would strive to be a good and faithful wife to the man I loved with all my heart.

If I had learned anything from my experience with men it was that sometimes you had to let them feel like a king if you wanted them to perform their best. That could be difficult sometimes with the timid farm boy or the flaccid old drunk but with Simeon it was no problem at all. He not only possessed a huge member he knew how to use it and he could seemingly go for hours. I also had no doubt as to his virility and potency and figured that it probably wouldn’t be too long before he put a child inside me.

That was a thrilling but intimidating thought. A year ago I was a man and now I was about to be a bride. I had also been a mere mortal and now I was a witch. So many things had happened to me so quickly that it was hard to comprehend it all but if motherhood was in my future I was sure it would be a wonderful adventure.

As I was bent over feeling Simeon’s balls slapping against my ass I couldn’t think of anyplace I’d rather be or anything that I’d rather be feeling. He wasn’t a bad man, as I feared, he was just a man having a bad day when we met and he took his frustrations out on me. And the spell he cast was meant to be just a temporary prank. He certainly had no way of knowing that the unlikely chain of events that took place would ever transpire.

And from that moment of humiliation and confusion I somehow turned my whole life around, even if I had to turn it upside down first to accomplish that. Being a woman wasn’t just acceptable, it was sensational. Although I had no idea that being female would fit me so well in so many ways it hadn’t taken long to come to that conclusion. My body finally matched my heart and soul, and I wasn’t just saying that because Simeon’s big cock felt so good deep inside me. Even deeper inside me was the joy of femininity.

I was going to be a wife! Why did that make me so happy? I suppose because, like Simeon, I longed for being part of a family. I was tired of being alone in the world. Simeon had his faults, but don’t we all? I still believed that I could be a good influence in his life, and from my elevated position in society I hoped to be a good influence on the world in general.

As Simeon ejaculated inside me with heavy grunting his hot sperm took on greater significance for me now. I wasn’t just pleased that he had found the relief he needed I realized that someday that seed would plant a baby inside me and that our family would grow. Simeon might be right that our children would be exceptional practitioners of magic but that didn’t matter to me one way or the other. As long as they were happy and healthy children I’d be delighted, whether they ever cast a spell or rode on a broomstick or not.

A lot of things could have happened to me that Christmas Eve. I could have chosen a different road and traveled to a different town. Or I could have wandered the opposite direction of the Sky Lands and never found the magical portal. Or I could have frozen to death and nobody would have mourned my passing. Everything had to happen just right to bring me to the happy place I was in, but I guess when you live in a world where magic exists anything can happen.


CHAPTER 20:

I never knew how important a wedding would seem until I became a bride. I obsessed about every stupid little detail, got weepy and emotional at the drop of a hat, and was basically a nervous wreck by the time the big day arrived, but it was still the happiest moment of my life.

Everyone said I looked stunning in my gown and I have to admit that I felt pretty stunning as I walked down the aisle escorted by Zoran who was also dressed in his finest instead of the old robe he usually wore. Aside from the sexual aspects of our relationship Zoran was sort of a father to me and I was delighted that he could put aside his initial jealousy and be happy for me.

Zoran had apologized to Simeon and the two men seemed to hit it off well, which I thought they might, and Simeon now had a dueling partner who was worthy of his talents.

It was good to see Zoran get out of his cottage and he became a frequent guest in our home as well as a regular visitor to the Sky Lands where he was a much sought after teacher and mentor.

As far as being a bridge between the normal world and the magical one I tried my best to bring both sides together whenever I could. It was only natural that people would be afraid of wizards and witches but by using their powers in helpful ways people began to see magic users as powerful allies and not someone to be feared.

I had hoped to be a positive influence on Simeon, and I suppose I was, but what really changed the man the most was when I gave birth to his son. It softened in his heart in ways that I never could and he became the most devoted father imaginable.

Aside from being our anniversary Christmas became a huge event for us every year and our annual party got bigger and bigger and included people from the village as well as people from the Sky Lands. I always spent months planning and preparing for it and trying to find new ways to surprise and delight the local children.

Most importantly our door was always open to the poor and the hungry. I never forgot what it felt like to be lost and alone and how lucky I was to have experienced that magical Christmas years ago that changed my whole life for the better.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This is the second book inspired by playing the Sims 4 computer game, the first being “Full Membership” which also had a companion video. This book will also have a video version but alas I didn’t quite get it done in time to upload and include a direct link to it. Instead I will direct you to my Xvideos account page (https://www.xvideos.com/profiles/staceyzackerly) which has all my videos there. The “A Magical Christmas” video should be up in early December of 2021. Sorry for the delay but it was hard to get both the book and the video done at the same time!

I always enjoy writing Christmas books and this one was especially fun since I was playing the game while writing the story and the game always takes me to some interesting places I probably wouldn’t have gone on my own.

Happy holidays everyone! May your Christmas (and the rest of the year too) be magical and sexy.
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