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CHAPTER 1:

"You want to get out of here?"

"What?" I shouted over the noise of the music.

"I said do you want to get out of here and go someplace a little more private."

"Sure."

That was how it all started. A simple conversation at a Halloween party. I don't even remember who invited me to the party or why I went, except that I knew that Halloween was a good time to pick up on girls dressed in skimpy costumes.

Apparently my plan had worked because I was leaving the party with one exceptionally beautiful woman, dressed in what I guess was supposed to be sort of a sexy witch costume, only it didn't look like something you picked up at the party store in a plastic bag. It looked more like real clothing. Whatever it was it was sexy as hell, and surprisingly daring, even for a Halloween party. The costume is what had drawn me to the girl in the first place and now it appeared that I was going to be rewarded for picking her out.

Her name was Victoria, and I hadn't really learned much else about her, but she turned me on, which was all I was really concerned with at the moment. We got in my car and she began to give me directions to what I assumed was her place. We drove for quite a while, mostly in silence, aside from the navigational input, and after a while we were sort of winding around up in the hills. When we finally arrived at a large gate Victoria activated a remote control and the doors swung open.

I drove up the driveway and parked in front of what I can only describe as a mansion. Whoever Victoria was she obviously had money, or knew someone who did who didn't mind letting her use the place. I wasn't going to argue. Things were just getting better and better.

"Nice place you've got here," I said once we were inside.

"Thanks," she replied casually. "Let's go upstairs."

Victoria took me by the hand and led me up to an enormous bedroom that appeared to be decorated with antiques. It was very old fashioned and elegant looking, like something out of a gothic novel, which seemed a little odd but totally appropriate for Halloween.

A moment later Victoria had her arms around my neck and we were kissing and caressing each other. No drinks, no small talk, just straight to the bedroom. It almost seemed too good to be true.

Then things got even better as Victoria slowly slid down my body and squatted in front of my crotch. Very carefully she undid my pants and pulled out my very erect member.

"You're bigger than I expected," she commented as she began to stroke me.

"I hope that's not a turn off," I said somewhat jokingly.

Apparently it wasn't because soon she was giving me the greatest blowjob of my life. This wasn't a stuff a couple of inches in the cheek and let the hand do the work kind of thing, this was full on porn star quality cock sucking.

"I hope you have a lot of cum for me," Victoria said as she glanced up at me.

"Well if you keep on sucking like that I'm sure I will."

It was all so fucking hot. I usually pride myself on my stamina but I had been lusting after this girl from the moment I saw her and now she was expertly blowing me so I knew I couldn't last too long.

When I started to cum she kept my dick in her mouth, and I assumed that she was swallowing, but just as soon as the last drop of jizz was wrung from my prick she produced a little bottle from somewhere and filled it with my sperm, which she must have been keeping on her tongue.

Suddenly I was aware of a sound behind me and realized that we were not alone.


CHAPTER 2:

"Is he ready?"

"Yes master," Victoria replied.

I turned around and saw a dark-haired man in a long robe that was ornately decorated standing a few feet away from me. He had a very neat goatee and mustache and his black hair was flecked with strands of gray, although it was impossible to guess exactly how old he might be.

"What the fuck?" I stammered.

"Do not be alarmed," said the man as he fixed his gaze on me. "We needed some of your essence, that's all."

"Well if you guys needed a sperm donor or something you could have at least asked," I protested, putting my hands in front of my naked dick.

"I trust the process was not unpleasant. Victoria is a girl of many talents," said the man as he walked over to a table and picked up a fancy-looking goblet of some kind.

Victoria came over and handed him the bottle with my jizz in it and the man calmly poured the contents into the goblet before handing it to Victoria. Then she walked back over to me.

"Take off your clothes," the man instructed.

"Like hell I will!" I shot back.

"An interesting choice of words, but you will take your clothes off one way or the other," said the man with a slightly devious smile.

Try as I might to move my feet to leave the room I felt as if I was nailed to the floor. Instead of storming out I found myself taking off all of my clothes and standing totally nude and motionless.

"A fine figure of a man," said my tormentor as he walked over and began to examine me. "You chose well my dear."

The man ran his hands all over my body, even touching my cock, and I felt powerless to do anything about it. It was terrifying and humiliating but I couldn't help myself. I even felt a little tingle of excitement when he let his hand run all across the length of my prick.

"I demand that you stop this at once and let me leave!" I practically shouted.

"The door is right there. You have but to walk through it," said the man.

"I don't know what kind of a sick joke this is but you are going to be in so much trouble when I get out of here," I snarled.

"Then I have been warned," the man replied. "But is it really so terrible to be touched by a man like this?"

"Terrible? What could be worse? I'm not gay!" I shot back.

"Neither am I, and yet before this night is through you will feel my cock inside you and beg for more," he said as he practically whispered in my ear.

My blood ran cold at the thought. This man obviously had some kind of power over me and it appeared that he planned to use that power to violate my body. It was the most horrifying moment of my life.

"Drink this," the man said as Victoria held the goblet up to my lips.

"You've got to be kidding," I stammered. "I saw you pour my own cum into that thing."

"A necessary ingredient, but hardly the only one. Drink it down and we can begin," the man persisted.

Once again I fought against his wishes and once again I failed. I even took the cup from Victoria's hands and lifted the vessel to my own mouth. I was planning on spilling it all out on the floor but for some reason I simply drank the contents down instead. Fortunately it had a pretty bland and neutral flavor so I wasn't aware of any sort of cum taste, although I honestly had no idea what cum tasted like anyway.

As soon as the vile brew went down my throat I felt strange things beginning to happen inside me. I thought I had been poisoned, but for the life of me I couldn't think of a reason why these two lunatics would want to do something like that to me. I didn't have a ton of money on me or an expensive watch. Even my car wasn't all that valuable. Certainly not enough to kill some random stranger over.

Then the realization kicked in that I might not be poisoned to death, but that my body was undergoing a radical transformation. My breasts began to swell up and my cock shriveled away to nothing. After what seemed like an eternity, but was probably just a few moments, I looked down and saw what appeared to be a female body. I looked up and saw both the man and Victoria grinning at me.

"What the fuck just happened," I squeaked in an unfamiliar voice.

"Isn't it obvious? You've just turned into a woman. And a very pretty one at that. Don't you think she's pretty my dear?" the man asked Victoria.

"Very pretty," Victoria replied as she started exploring my breasts with her hands.

"But why?" I shrieked, trying not to become too aroused by Victoria's hands on my bosom.

"Simply to exercise my power, darling. Once a year, on this date that people associate with witchcraft and darkness, I choose some man to transform into my female plaything for the night. Have no fear, you'll be restored to your original condition in the morning...although you may have some strange memories of this evening to sort through," the man explained.

"That still doesn't explain anything," I continued to protest.

"It's a power thing. Both to keep my magical powers in good shape, and it amuses me to see even the strongest and most manly of men yielding that manhood before me. I told you that you would feel my cock inside you and beg for more, and I assure you that's what's going to happen tonight. But first I think I'll let Victoria have at you for a time, just to break you in, as it were," the man chuckled.

"Thank you master!" Victoria said, clapping her hands like a little girl.

I stood frozen in place while Victoria quickly stripped out of her clothes. Her naked body looked fantastic and I was completely distracted by it as she took me over to the big four poster bed and had me lie down on it.

"Doesn't it feel good having a pussy?" she asked as she began to rub her hand all around my vaginal area.

"I don't know," I said softly. "I don't understand."

"Just relax and enjoy yourself. You're a pretty girl with a pretty pink pussy that's already starting to drip with anticipation. You're going to feel wonderful things you never knew you could feel," Victoria continued as she lay beside me and fingered me up.

"But why me?" I whimpered as I started to realize how horny I was getting.

"Why not you?" the man called from across the room.

Why not me, I thought, as Victoria found my clitoris and flipped that magical little switch that seemed packed with so much power that it made my head swim.

"She likes that," Victoria grinned to the man.

"Of course she does," her evil companion replied. "She's going to like a lot of wonderful new things tonight."


CHAPTER 3:

When Victoria got down between my legs and started licking my pussy I was already feeling incredibly aroused. From the moment she had touched my breasts I began to feel turned on, despite the utter horror and dismay of the whole sordid situation. I couldn't help myself. This strange body that I was inhabiting seemed to be very sensitive and responsive to touch. I wondered if all women felt that way.

I suppose that was the first time I thought of myself as a woman, but what else could I think? I certainly looked like a woman, from what I could see of myself, and I sounded very feminine. Plus I had tits and a pussy, which seemed like calling cards of the typical female to me. For some inexplicable reason some sort of weird magician guy had turned me into a woman. It wasn't really possible, yet it seemed to be utterly true.

"Oh, wow..." I moaned as I felt Victoria's mouth working my pussy as expertly as she had worked my cock.

It was kind of a unique experience to have the same chick go down on both your dick and your cunt in the same night, but then again, this was all a unique experience. At the moment it was surprisingly hot as well as unique.

After a good length of time down below Victoria moved back up beside me and resumed finger fucking me while she sucked on my nipples. I was in outer space by that time, shaking with shivers of excitement and a kind of intense arousal that was new to me. I didn't even notice that the man had removed his robe and was standing next to the bed, stark naked.

"You're a very willing subject," the man said, which caused me to turn my head and look at him.

Even though he wasn't erect I could see that the guy was packing some serious meat under that robe. I had actually been so caught up in the excitement of being with Victoria that I had forgotten all about the cause of my unusual circumstances.

"Get me hard, girl," the man instructed.

Instead of protesting or turning away or trying to flee I reached out and grabbed his cock. It did look rather inviting hanging there like that, and I was curious to see it in all its glory. He felt warm in my hand, which I knew would be likely from stroking my own pole so many times, but it still came as a slight surprise since it was the first time I had held another man's prick.

As his cock grew bigger and bigger I just stared at it as Victoria continued to do wonderful things to my new female body. I had never been in a three-way, or any type of group sex thing before. I'd never even been in the same room when someone else was fucking. Somehow it didn't seem to matter how many people there were at the moment. I felt like I could handle anything or anyone.

"Now be a good girl and suck my cock," the man demanded once I had gotten him fully aroused.

It took a little maneuvering to get myself over to the edge of the bed so that I could take his dick in my mouth but I managed. I wanted to suck his cock very badly. I had to admit that, even if it was because I was under the spell that had been cast on me. It wasn't something a man should ever want to do, even if he's not a man at the moment, I thought. It was wrong. Totally wrong. And so totally hot.

It would have been shameful enough if I were really a woman and just started blowing some total stranger like a whore, but I wasn't really a woman...or did this count? There was some kind of evil magic at work here and I wasn't totally in control of anything so maybe there was no reason to worry about anything.

Giving head was a bit harder than I anticipated, as the man was very big and I was totally inexperienced. Even so I attacked his cock with enthusiasm.

"The little bitch is a natural born cock sucker, isn't she?" the man said to Victoria.

"Sloppy...but she does seem to be enjoying it," Victoria replied.

"What shall I call you, my little strumpet?" the man asked rhetorically as he stroked my hair. "I think maybe Ella. That means beautiful fairy, which seems to suit you in every respect."

"And what shall I call you?" I managed to croak after briefly pulling his cock from my mouth.

"My name is Markus, but you will call me Master."

"Yes Master," I replied meekly as I greedily resumed sucking his prick.

"I think you may have misjudged this one Victoria. The way she gives head makes it seem like it's not the first time," said Markus.

"Oh, it is, I promise you. I've never touched another man's cock before," I insisted, coming to Victoria's defense.

"I guess you're just a natural-born cock sucking slut," Markus said with a chuckle.

I certainly was acting like one. I was shocked at how arousing it was to have that big fleshy popsicle between my lips. The longer I sucked the more I wanted. Of course the fact that Victoria was stimulating both my breasts and my pussy at the same time probably had a lot to do with my state of sexual frenzy.

I found that I kind of liked having a female name, even if it was intended as a rip on my manhood. And Ella seemed like a cool name. I was some chick named Ella, not some closeted homosexual named Dave Pritchard. I couldn't help it if this oddball had turned me into a woman. And I couldn't help it that it felt so good to be touched. And I couldn't help it that giving a blowjob was way more awesome than I ever could have imagined. I was helpless. Completely under his power. Bewitched in every way possible.

"I think I'm going to fuck you now Ella. Would you like that? Would you like me to put my big cock inside your wet pussy?" Markus asked.

"Oh, yes...please do," I whispered.

"Of course she wants that," Victoria said with a laugh as she turned me over and had me get on all fours before slapping my ass in the process. "That's how you present yourself to the Master, bitch."

"Now ladies, behave yourselves. Both of your pussies belong to me and I'll take them or leave them at my leisure," said Markus.

"Yes Master," Victoria replied softly.

"She's right, this is how you should present yourself to me," Markus said as he climbed on the bed and got behind me. "Humbling, isn't it, to know that a man is going to hump you like an animal and all you can do is wait for him to penetrate you?"

"Yes, Master. But it's exciting too," I replied.

"My, you are different," Markus chuckled as he rubbed the tip of his dick up and down my moist slit. "Most men are still fighting it at this point. It usually takes hours to fuck the manhood out of them."

"I'm sorry Master if I chose someone who displeases you," Victoria said apologetically.

"Not at all, not at all. I'm rather intrigued by this one's eagerness. So quick and willing to surrender all that masculine pride. Dripping with anticipation.

Suddenly he thrust his rod inside me without warning and I cried out in surprise, as well as a tiny bit of pain. I had absolutely no idea what a woman felt while being fucked but it appeared that I was about to find out.


CHAPTER 4:

"Oh Jesus fucking Christ! Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God," I practically shouted as the Master rocked my pussy from behind.

I had been so turned on by the attention I was getting from Victoria, and the weird sensation of sucking a man's cock that I think I started to climax almost as soon as Markus stuck his dick in me. And what a feeling! Take any normal male orgasm and multiply it by fuck knows how much and you might be able to begin to understand what I was experiencing. It wasn't the usual feeling of relief at being at the end of the line, it was something entirely new and wonderful. Something that seemed to be sustained and building, rather than a quick release. I wondered if my heart could stand it the way it was pounding so hard.

Victoria got in front of me and presented her tits for my inspection. I tried to grab for one of them but couldn't keep my balance on one arm so she pressed her boob up to my lips and I hungrily began to snack on her nipple.

"Have you ever seen such a horny little beast?" Markus chuckled to Victoria.

"She's such a naughty girl. A dirty little slut," Victoria replied.

I wasn't going to argue. I didn't even care. I was so hungry for pleasure. So mesmerized by the sensation of being stuffed with cock. Who knew? How could I know? How could any man know what he was missing? Victoria was beautiful and sexy and I loved touching and being touched by her, but that feeling of having a prick in my pussy was blowing my mind. And Markus seemed to know how to use it. He didn't just thrust away as hard and fast as possible, he mixed things up and toyed with me. Sometimes he only gave me a little and appeared to be pulling out when he would suddenly plunge back into the mysterious depths of my gash.

After I had sucked both of Victoria's nipples for some time she got on her back and spread her legs. Markus shoved my upper body down so that my face landed in her lap, which is just where I wanted it to be.

She tasted kind of tangy-sweet; a little different than any pussy I had ever eaten before, which just made her all the more desirable. I went to town on her muff the best I could, considering the fact that I was being rocked by Markus, who showed no sign of slowing up yet.

"He's never going to be worth a damn as a man after this, if he ever was," Victoria commented.

"Now there's no need to be judgmental," Markus scolded gently. "Every man has a female side to his nature. Perhaps his has just been buried away so deeply that it's all pouring out at once."

"As long as you're pleased, Master," she said humbly.

"Yes, I am pleased. You've chosen well, even if you had no idea that he would turn out to be so interesting."

Victoria obviously thought that I was a big queer, which I guess would have messed up the whole plan of emasculation, but fortunately Markus didn't seem to be worried in the slightest. Maybe he was right about my female side being buried away. I honestly didn't know that I had a female side, but something was definitely causing me to embrace it now.

Finally it appeared that Markus was reaching the end of his endurance as he pulled out suddenly and instructed Victoria to turn me over on my back, which she did. Then Markus straddled my torso as he jacked himself off to completion. He shot his cum all over my stomach and my tits so that I had to watch his thick steady jets of sperm pumping out of his throbbing member and painting my body in whatever pattern he chose.

It was probably the most humiliating thing I had experienced so far but I didn't mind it for some reason. I was actually kind of fascinated by watching all that goo spring from the tip of his dick. It was a vantage point I wasn't used to having. It kind of seemed like a big fleshy gun pointed straight at me, or a hose at any rate.

"Lick her clean," the Master instructed Victoria who complied at once.

She scrambled to get next to me and literally began to lick his cum off my body. Sometimes, when she had a nice big gob, she would move over and kiss me so that I could taste the Master's jizz on her tongue. I had no idea why this gorgeous woman was so eager to do this man's bidding, but she definitely treated him like he was the boss. I figured maybe they were in some sort of a BDSM relationship, but I didn't really know much about that sort of thing.

"Clean me while she cleans you," said Markus as he moved up so that he was practically sitting on my chest with his still mostly erect prick shoved in my face.

I had already gotten a little taste of his cum, second hand, from Victoria's kisses, and I got a little more of a taste as I licked his dick all over, but I was a tiny bit curious to know what it would have been like had he ejaculated in my mouth. I was so horny and out of control that I think I would have swallowed it, especially now that I had sampled a bit. It really wasn't anything to be afraid of. Hell, I had already consumed a whole cup of my own sperm.

Once he was satisfied that I had cleaned his cock sufficiently Markus got out of bed and went to sit in a chair across the room. There he casually produced a thin cigar from a drawer in the table and lit it up. Apparently it was time for Victoria and I to get busy again, which I certainly wasn't going to object to, not that my opinion seemed to count for anything here.

Victoria got us into sort of a scissors position and we started tribbing. I had seen girls doing this in porn but always wondered whether it really did any good or not. I would have assumed that two women would have needed some kind of a dildo, or something, to penetrate each other with, but the act of just grinding our pussies together was incredibly hot. Naturally Victoria was really good at it, but I tried to follow her example the best I could and it seemed to be working. She started moaning loudly and rubbing me even harder.

"Is there anything more sensual than two beautiful women pleasuring each other so passionately?" Marcus commented between puffs on his cigar.

I had honestly never felt so completely energized by sexual activity before. Of course I loved getting laid. Who didn't? That raging hard on that just pops up over the slightest hint of stimulation needs to be tamed, and when it is you feel an amazing sense of relief. But this female thing was so different. The very skin covering my body felt like a sex organ. My brain was going places it didn't know existed. I'd felt some urgency as a man, trying to get to the finish line, but I was feeling that same intense, almost insane, desire growing and growing with each bump and grind between my legs.

"Oh...oh...oh..." I whimpered over and over.

"Fuck baby, yes," Victoria grunted. "You're making me cum so hard."

Finally we couldn't stand the stimulation any longer and just sort of simultaneously grappled with each other on the bed, hugging and kissing like a honeymoon couple.

"My goodness...I may have to hose you down," Marcus said with a chuckle.

I didn't know whether he meant literally hose us with water or spray the two of us with more of his cum, but I was open to whatever suggestion he had at that moment.


CHAPTER 5:

Victoria was dismissed shortly after that, which disappointed me at first, but then I realized that I was going to share the Master's bed with him, hopefully for the whole night, and that made me feel much better.

When Marcus came over and joined me on the bed he brought with him a large, ornate, hand mirror. It was quite elaborately designed and, like the rest of the furnishings, looked antique. In his other hand he carried an equally ornate hair brush.

"I thought you should see yourself," said Marcus as he handed me the mirror. "You really are a rather exquisite thing of beauty."

I couldn't argue as I took a look at myself in the mirror. I knew I had a pretty terrific body but seeing my female face kind of took my breath away.

"Is that really me?" I gasped in wonder.

"For tonight," replied the Master as he began to brush my hair, making me look even prettier.

"Is Victoria your girlfriend?" I asked.

"All of the women who live here are my girlfriends, but probably not exactly in the way you mean it."

"How many girls are there?"

"Several."

"And you sleep with all of them?"

"When I wish to."

"Are they slaves?"

"In a sense, but again, probably not the way you're thinking. No one is forced to remain here against their will. They all came to me voluntarily," he said as he continued to fuss with my hair. "You see, they're all witches, and they come to me to develop their power and skills. Partly for the knowledge I can impart, and partly for my sexual essence, which gives them even greater power."

"You mean they get stronger by fucking you?"

"Yes, in a way," Marcus said with a chuckle.

"I must not be a witch, because you just seem to make me feel totally powerless."

"Well, we're talking about very different types of power. Just because a woman submits sexually to a dominant male doesn't mean that she's weak or helpless. It's simply a matter of accepting nature. That humility is a type of power all its own. When my seed is inside a witch her own powers of witchcraft increase, but the knowledge and wisdom that they gain from me is earned in the conventional way," explained Marcus. "Does it bother you that I make you feel powerless?"

"Only in that I don't seem to mind the feeling," I replied. "I should hate you for what you're doing to me, but I don't. I should be terrified being this close to you, but I'm not."

"You want to feel me inside you again, don't you?"

"Yes, very much," I admitted softly.

"Even though you've had so much sexual stimulation already?"

"Yes. All the more so. Please fuck me again. I want to feel your cock inside me," I pleaded.

"So you shall, but when I decide to give it to you. Do you think you can handle being obedient?" asked the Master.

"I think so."

"Good. Then turn over with your ass in the air and your arms stretched out in front of you. That's it. Good girl."

Then Marcus took the brush he had been using on my hair and began to gently slap my ass cheeks with the back of it. As he increased the intensity of the blows it started to sting a little, but it was also rather exciting. I didn't know anything about bondage stuff, but I knew that some people got off on spanking and whatnot. I never understood why but I was beginning to. There was a strange kind of pleasure mixed with the pain, and a feeling of being humbled, but not really humiliated.

Suddenly the paddling stopped and Marcus flipped me over on my back. A moment later his cock was plunging into my wet gash and I threw my arms around his neck and clung to him tightly, staring up into his piercing eyes.

"I don't understand why I love this so much," I moaned.

"Then don't bother trying at the moment. Just enjoy the sensation of joining your body to a man. Feeling his power throbbing inside you. Knowing that you're right where you belong, doing exactly what you should be doing."

"Yes Master."

The title came so easy to my lips already. He was my master. He had some kind of strange power over me, but I knew it wasn't all just witchcraft or magic. Part of this was me reacting as a woman to a man I found sexually irresistible. The ultimate "bad boy" perhaps. I had no idea really. How can you know why you've never been attracted to a man in your life and suddenly you can't think of anything but pleasing the guy who just spanked you with a hairbrush?

"You are really something, my little Ella...my beautiful fairy. You may not be a witch but there's something magical about you anyway. I've been doing this little Halloween prank for who knows how long, but I've never encountered anyone quite like you," said Marcus with a kindly tone to his voice that made me feel warm inside.

"I think maybe your cock has turned me gay."

"Well, thank you for the compliment, but I don't think that's actually possible," Marcus said with a laugh.

"I don't know...it's a really impressive cock," I insisted.

"It almost feels like you're the one casting a spell on me."

Marcus drilled me hard and long and I was a whimpering wreck when he finally put his seed inside me. I was almost disappointed that I wouldn't gain any special powers from his essence, but the sex was so fucking awesome that it really didn't matter. His cum in my pussy, as just a man and woman, was good enough for me.

I slept very soundly that night and when I awoke I discovered that I was alone...and male again. My clothes were neatly laid out on the bed and I slowly dressed myself, still in kind of a daze over what had happened. There was that initial moment when I wondered if it had all just been a dream, but I knew that it hadn't been.

Once I was dressed a woman I hadn't seen before entered the room and escorted me to the door. She didn't say a word, and even though I was burning with questions I couldn't find the voice to raise them so I just silently got into my car, waited for the gate to open, and drove home.


CHAPTER 6:

I couldn't stop thinking about what had happened. I wanted to talk to somebody about it, but how could I? Who could I tell? Who would believe such an outlandish story. Everyone would think I had lost my mind. And even if someone did believe me they would be filled with scorn and reproach that I didn't do enough to fight it. That I not only surrendered so quickly but enjoyed myself so thoroughly. That wasn't something that would be easy to explain or to live down. My manhood would be in serious jeopardy.

Of course my manhood was in serious jeopardy anyway, whether anyone knew it or not. Something had happened to me in that house, in that bed, with that man, that had changed my whole outlook on life.

That sounded crazy, but everything that had happened was totally insane, as far as I could tell. It was a house full of secrets, and witchcraft, and spells, and beautiful women and one very powerful man. Powerful in so many different ways. I felt like I had to see him again. Somehow, at least to talk to him. He was the only one I could talk to.

I hoped that as time passed I would begin to forget about the whole incident and simply go on with my life. People do that all the time. They have some big tragedy or disappointment that seems like the end of the world, but it never is. Time heals all wounds. You put it behind you and you keep moving forward.

Unfortunately that wasn't working for me very well. I wasn't mourning a tragedy, I was aching for something I had gotten a taste of and knew of no way to satiate myself with again. Perhaps it's the way someone feels who's been given a powerful drug for the first time and then is abruptly cut off from it. I think I was actually going through some kind of withdrawal.

My life seemed so strangely ordinary all of a sudden. I knew that there was this whole mysterious world of unusual things going on right under everyone's noses, and I was attracted to that. Of course more than anything I was attracted to the idea of being a beautiful woman named Ella again, and feeling those wonderful sensations that I had never known before.

Finally I couldn't stand it anymore and I took a drive, hoping to remember my way back to the house. I didn't know what I would do when I got there, but I knew that I had to at least go back.

Fortunately I've always been pretty good with directions and finding my way around, and after a couple of false turns up the wrong canyon road I found myself parked in the driveway of that strange mansion. I hoped the gates would just open automatically, but they didn't, so I got out and went over to where there was a speaker box on the fence. With a trembling hand I pushed the button and waited for a reply.

"Yes?" a female voice came over the speaker.

"Ah, yes...this is Dave Pritchard and I was hoping to speak to Marcus," I said in a voice just as shaky as my hand.

"Who?"

"Tell him it's Ella...from the other night...Halloween."

"Oh, it's you. What do you want?"

"I just want to talk to Marcus. Or Victoria if she's available."

"Hang on, let me see."

I waited for what seemed like an eternity and then suddenly the gates began to swing open. I jumped back in my car and sped up the driveway. When I got to the door I was greeted by yet another gorgeous woman I had not seen before. It looked like the harem was stocked with beautiful babes.

"So I hear you really got off on being a girl the other night," said the woman as she led me into a sort of parlor room.

"Well...yeah, I guess you could say that," I replied shyly.

"You must have done something to impress the Master. He'll be right in to see you. We don't usually get repeat visitors like you," she said with a laugh as she departed.

A moment later Marcus entered the room and looked at me quite closely. I don't know if he was mesmerizing me or trying to read my mind but it sent chills down my spine to be examined like that.

"So what in the world brings you here?" he finally asked, speaking rather slowly and with no hint of mood in the tone of his voice.

"I had to come back. I haven't been able to stop thinking about this place, and everything that happened to me here. I want it to happen again...if you'll have me," I said in kind of a rush of words.

"So you want me to fuck you, is that it?"

"Well, I'd like you to turn me into Ella again, but yes, that was what I was hoping would happen."

"Pull down your pants," Marcus commanded as he walked over to a shelf and produced a silver container of some sort.

I did as instructed and stood there with my dick hanging out, waiting to see what would happen next.

"Fill this container with as much semen as you can produce," said Marcus.

I didn't flinch or hesitate. I just stood there in the center of the room jacking myself off while Marcus watched. It was nicer when Victoria did it for me, but I wasn't going to complain or argue. It was surprisingly arousing to be masturbating in front of another man, especially when I was hoping that it would result in me getting fucked by him.

When I ejaculated I did so very hard. Fortunately the opening of the container was large enough that I could keep the tip of my dick inside it and not spill anything. When I was done Marcus took the container from me, put the cap back on, and just stood there. A moment later the door opened and the same woman who had greeted me at the front door entered and took the container from him. She gave me a wicked little smile as she left.

"I'll keep that safely stored. Come back exactly one month from today and we'll discuss this further, if you're still interested," said Marcus flatly.

"One month!" I sort of croaked.

"Let's see where your head is at then."


CHAPTER 7:

It was the longest, slowest moving, month of my life. I realized that I had been given a reprieve; a chance to think clearly and wash my hands of the whole sordid affair, but nothing was shaking my resolve. Having been in that house again, and having exposed myself to that man, only made me long for a return to his bed, and a return to that female body that had captivated me so completely.

I appreciated the fact that he had given me this opportunity to back out. It also made it seem that I wasn't really under any sort of magic spell. That first night, when I felt helpless to move or react, I assumed it was all part of the seduction, but now I had come to him freely, offering myself to him. There was no seduction, no feeling of being out of control. I knew exactly what I was doing and what I wanted.

When the big day finally arrived I was full of excitement and anticipation. This time the gate opened up for me as soon as I arrived, and the girl who had silently ushered me out the morning after Halloween ushered me in just as silently.

Marcus was already waiting for me when I entered the same parlor room. I just stood and tried not to be too nervous.

"So you came back," Marcus commented flatly.

"Did you think I wouldn't?" I replied.

"I thought it was possible."

With that Marcus dropped his pants and this time he stood with his dick hanging out before me.

"You've been thinking about this cock a lot, haven't you?" he said.

"Yes. A lot," I confessed truthfully.

"Come and suck it."

"Aren't you going to change me into a girl first?" I stammered slightly.

"I haven't decided whether I'm going to change you or not. It's the same cock you covet. It's the same cock you've wrapped your lips around before. Show me how badly you want it bitch."

I was a little taken aback by the sudden dark turn but I knew that I would do anything to be Ella again. If I had to suck this man's prick to do so then that's what I'd do.

I went over and got on my knees in front of him. His dick wasn't fully erect yet so I stroked him into hardness. In a strange sort of way I almost felt relieved that his cock felt just as good in my hand now as it had before. That was me sucking his cock on Halloween. In a different body, yes, but it was still me inside, and I needed to accept that.

As I blew him I felt my own cock getting stiff as a board. I was so horny that I thought I might just cum in my pants involuntarily, but I just kept sucking and stroking Marcus. Suddenly he pulled away and I looked up with a worried expression. I thought I had been doing a pretty decent job and wondered what I had done to displease him.

"Take him to my bed chamber and prepare him," Marcus said to someone standing behind me.

I hadn't realized it but Victoria was there. I wondered how long she had been watching and what she must think of me, but I was happy to see her none the less. She smiled at me sweetly and took me by the hand. I was led up the stairs and back into that bedroom where this had all begun.

"You really are one-of-a-kind, aren't you?" said Victoria as she prepared the elixir that I hoped would soon turn me into a woman again.

"Am I? I never thought of myself as anything special," I replied.

"Take off all your clothes," she instructed.

I did as she said and felt a little embarrassed when my very hard cock popped out.

"Well, somebody's already turned on," she said with a grin as she walked over and began to lightly touch my prick. "It's too bad we don't need any fresh semen. It looks like you're more than ready to provide some."

"You could always keep it on file like the last batch," I suggested, only partly in jest.

"Better to just forget about that thing for the moment. You're going to have a lovely pussy again in a few moments. Isn't that better?"

"Yes."

I drank the brew and felt the same sensation I had felt the other night. Then it was done and I was Ella again.

"So pretty. I can see why you like being in this body," said Victoria as she kissed me on the lips and put her hand on my muff.

We stood there necking for a little while and then she took me over to a large closet. I assumed that this was the Master's bedroom, and that it would be full of his clothing, but this particular closet was stocked with female attire. Victoria pulled out a variety of different lingerie options before deciding to dress me up in a black lace thing that had garter belts holding up the stockings and a bra that completely exposed my tits.

"You look so yummy," she said as she led me over to a dressing table.

I noticed that it also had a variety of cosmetics on it, and I began to wonder whether this really was the Master's real bedroom, or simply a room he used when he was fucking one of his playthings.

Victoria did my hair and makeup expertly and I was astonished by the transformation. I thought I was pretty before, but now I felt absolutely gorgeous. It was the most completely sensual feeling I could ever remember. So much time and effort, that I always assumed was a total drag for women, but it was sort of a ritual too. It seemed like something I could get used to, and possibly even learn to enjoy, if I ever knew how to do it properly.

"Well...are you ready?" she asked when she had finished her makeover.

"Ready as I'll ever be," I replied.

"Good girl. Now get on your knees beside the bed...that's it. Now put your hands behind your head and wait. The Master will take you when he's ready."

"Aren't you staying?" I asked hopefully as she started to head for the door.

"If it pleases the Master for me to join you I'll be called for," she said.

"How does he do that, exactly? I never see him ring any bells or push any buttons or anything yet somehow everyone always seems to just appear like magic."

"It is magic, silly. Where do you think you are anyway?"


CHAPTER 8:

I held the pose the best I could, although it was a little hard to keep my arms up like that. I didn't want to do anything now that would mess things up, having gotten so close to my goal, that I was determined to play along with anything that was asked of me.

Eventually Marcus appeared, wearing the same robe he had worn the other night. I assumed that he was naked underneath it. At least I hoped that he was.

"My goodness, don't you look lovely?" he said as he stood in front of me. "Stand up and let me have a better look."

I obediently got up and stood at attention. He had me turn around a couple of times and touched and poked at things here and there. He seemed quite pleased with my appearance, which in turn pleased me very much.

"Get on the bed and present yourself properly," he commanded.

I eagerly hopped up on the bed and got on all fours. Marcus dropped his robe and got on the bed behind me. The bra exposed my boobs, but the panties were crotchless as well, so my pussy was also on full display. With the garters, and the gloves, and the choker, and the jewelry it was kind of weird to have so much clothing on and yet be totally naked at the same time.

Soon I felt the tip of his dick rubbing up and down my slit, but instead of poking into my snatch it went up a little higher and began to linger around my anus.

"In my ass?" I said, a little panicky as I looked over my shoulder.

"Of course in your ass, you silly little slut. That's what you came here for, isn't it? To submit yourself to my desires."

"Yes Master," I said meekly.

"I'm going to fuck you whenever I want and however I want, is that understood?"

"Yes Master."

"Good. Now try to relax. This may hurt a little at the start."

He was right about that. At least he had lubricated himself before sticking his dick up my butt, but it was still a snug fit. I had never fucked a girl in the ass. Not that I hadn't tried. I had just never found one that was willing to do it. Yet here I was letting a man I barely knew shove his enormous cock up my asshole. What did that say about me anyway?

"Oh, fuck you're so big," I whined.

"You knew that before," he reminded me.

"I know, but I didn't know what it would feel like going up my butt."

"Do you want me to stop?"

"No, no! I want you to do whatever pleases you Master."

"Such a good girl. My beautiful fairy."

He rode my bottom for some time and I was surprised at how much it turned me on. I could fill my wetness and wanted to touch my pussy but I dared not do anything so rash without his consent. I think he actually got me off, although it wasn't the same kind of shattering orgasm I had experienced before.

When he finished inside me he pulled out rather quickly and I could feel his cum dripping from my sore asshole. I just remained where I was, with my butt in the air, breathing heavily and wondering what would come next.

"Come back exactly one month from today if you wish to continue," he suddenly announced as he got off the bed and put his robe back on.

"Didn't I please you? Don't you want to fuck me some more?" I practically wailed with despair.

"You pleased me very much, my little darling," he said as he kissed me on the forehead. "But your role is to obey, not question my commands."

With that he departed and Victoria appeared to help me out of my female clothing, and to wash the makeup from my face. After she was done with that I was taken to a bathroom where a tub was already drawn with hot water.

"Soak in this for a while," she instructed. "You'll change back quite soon. You'll find your clothes waiting for you just outside this door. I think you know your way out by this time."


CHAPTER 9:

Victoria had been absolutely right about the change taking place rather quickly. I don't know whether there was something about the water that triggered it, or whether I had just been given a milder dose of the potion, but I was disappointed at the brevity of my time as Ella. Disappointed, but undeterred.

This seemed like it had been a test of my obedience and my willingness to accept my fate. I must have passed because I had been invited back, so I tried not to dwell too much on the fact that all I really ended up doing was sucking a man's cock, while I was still a man, taking it up the ass, and doing a little smooching with Victoria. In truth I had enjoyed it all. I especially enjoyed getting all fixed up, with Victoria's help. It gave me quite a rush to know that I could look that good.

It was all like some sort of a big game, except that there was an underlying reality to it that was both alarming and arousing. I had given head to a man, while a man myself, and I didn't hate myself for it or feel terribly ashamed. That was the strange part of it all. I didn't feel bad about anything I had done. I knew I was just some kind of puppet that they amused themselves with, but that was okay. In return I got to be Ella, at least on occasion, and I was slowly becoming a part of their secret little circle, which thrilled me to no end.

I wondered what it would be like to be a witch and live in a mansion as part of a harem to a powerful and charismatic warlock like Marcus. Victoria was certainly bi-sexual, and I wondered if any of the other girls were as well. All of the ones I had seen were very beautiful and sexy. It was a lovely thought to imagine them all hanging around in various stages of undress, licking pussy whenever they weren't called upon to service the Master.

The month passed as slowly as the previous one but eventually I was ushered back into the mansion. This time Marcus had me take a seat.

"What is it that keeps bringing you back here?" he asked.

"Isn't it obvious? I want to be Ella again and serve at your bidding," I replied calmly.

"For how long?"

"For as long as you'll have me, I suppose," I said with a shrug.

"What about your other life? Your friends and family? Your job? Surely it would be hard for you to just disappear for any length of time," he pointed out.

"Well, I suppose I'd have to deal with that if and when the situation arose. So far it's only been a couple of hours once a month. If you wanted me for a week or something I could use vacation time. If you wanted me longer I could take a leave of absence. It really all depends on how long a time we're talking about," I explained.

"Why do you want this so much?"

"You've unlocked something inside me. A hidden secret, I suppose. When I'm Ella it just feels right, especially when I'm with you, but I think I could get to like being her in just about any situation. I'm fascinated by your world and I'm completely drawn to your power. Even if you don't change me back into Ella I think I'd still be willing to serve you if you wanted me," I said sincerely.

"I'm flattered, truly I am. Power, in its various forms and shapes, is very important to me. It's what keeps one of my kind relatively young and vigorous. It also protects me from those who might intend me harm. And it allows me to protect my girls and help them to grow even more powerful."

"Could you make me a witch?" I asked.

"I'm afraid it's not that easy. I could teach you some basic spells, and how to mix potions, but to truly be a witch it has to be in your blood."

"If that's true why have you allowed me to keep coming back like this? I've seen some of your women and they're all stunning. I know you're not hurting for female companionship," I pointed out.

"Well I think you've unlocked something in me as well. You're a puzzle I can't quite seem to solve. In all the years that I've played my little game with unsuspecting mortal men I've never had anyone come back for more. I never expected to be in this position," he said thoughtfully as he stroked his beard.

"Do I please you?"

"Very much. That surprises me too. As you say, I'm not hurting for female companionship, but I confess that I do look forward to being with Ella again."

"Then change me. Take me. Use me as you will. It's what I want. It's what we both want," I said somewhat urgently.

"I might take you on for a trial period. Say, two weeks? You would live here, along with the other girls, and abide by all the house rules. As you might imagine being part of a harem isn't always that easy. These are all unique women with their own tastes and personalities and sensibilities. It can get rather competitive sometimes, and you would be a bit of an outsider, not being one of their kind," he cautioned me.

"I'm willing to try," I stated firmly.

"Then make whatever preparations you need to make and return here when you're ready. You needn't bring anything special with you. All your needs will be provided for. Then we'll see how things work out."

"Aren't you going to change me for at least a little while today?" I asked hopefully.

"Patience. You'll get what you want when you return."

I really had no idea what I was signing up for but I knew that it wouldn't be boring. I just felt compelled to do this, no matter what the cost. My insides burned with desire, and I was blown away by the fact that I seemed to have some kind of an impact on Marcus. He wanted me! Well, he wanted Ella, but that was really the same thing when you got right down to it. Just me in a different package.

Taking time off from work was no big problem, but I still had to wait as patiently as possible for my time to come up. It left me with a lot of time to think and dream about what the future might hold. Maybe two weeks would be more than enough for me to come to my senses and go back to my old life, but maybe it would only be the start of something entirely new and strange and possibly wonderful. In any case I was soon going to feel Marcus inside me again and that thought made my head spin and my legs go weak at the knees.


CHAPTER 10:

"This will be your room," said Maya, the usually silent girl as she showed me around the house. "You can pretty much wear whatever you want unless the Master has requested something or on more formal occasions. I think you'll find plenty of things to get you started. You can always go shopping for more once you've established your own taste."

"So you come and go as you please?" I asked.

"More or less, but we usually clear it with the Master. His plans and wishes always come first," she replied.

She gave me the grand tour of the place, which was quite grand indeed. Some of the rooms were more modernly furnished but somehow it all seemed to fit and work together. There was a staff that cooked and cleaned and took care of the yard, but they generally interacted with the residents of the house as little as possible. They weren't witches but surely knew that there was something a bit unusual about the people who lived here and were paid well to do their jobs and be as invisible and silent as possible.

"This is the play room," Maya announced as we entered a large den of a sorts. "Well, one of them, at any rate."

It definitely looked like a game room with all sorts of screens and gadgets and whatnot, but I also noticed a lot of large cushions and pillows all over the floor and wondered whether Maya had more of a sexual connotation in mind. That was fine by me if it was the case but at least it looked like I wouldn't get bored between bangings.

The yard was lovely and there was a pool and Jacuzzi area. I could just imagine what a pool party here might be like and hoped that I'd be around for one of them.

Then I was left alone in my room. I sat down and wondered what the hell I was doing here. I hadn't seen Marcus yet. Maya had handled my transformation and got me settled in but I was desperately longing to be with the Master as soon as possible. I could picture his manly throbbing cock and it made me hot all over.

I decided to check out my wardrobe for a while. There were a lot of skimpy, sexy, things, but a fair amount of what I would call ordinary clothes. There were some really fancy gowns as well, which I guessed were for those formal occasions Maya mentioned, and a ton of shoes of all types. I tried on some of the higher heels and almost fell on my face as I tried to walk in them. I had never worn women's shoes of any kind and suddenly realized it might take a little practice to get used to them.

The other women here had presumably always been women. They may have been witches but they still grew up living and dressing like any other girl. I wasn't just the new gal in the harem I was new to being female entirely and that made things all the trickier.

I poked around in my underwear drawer and found a wide variety of panties and bras. Everything seemed to fit me perfectly, so I guess they knew my measurements somehow. There seemed to be a lot of telepathic communication going on somehow and I wondered if I would ever be able to understand it or even practice it, but I put that thought aside and went back to my private fashion show. I liked the more revealing stuff but I wasn't sure what was considered appropriate attire so I settled for something kind of in-between. It was a short skirt, but not tiny, and a tank top that showed off my stomach, but not too much. I felt kind of good about my selection as I preened in front of the mirror for a while.

Eventually I decided to stroll around the place and try to get my bearings. I poked around one room or another before venturing outside. There I found the girl who had ushered me in on my second visit sitting in a lounge chair reading a book. It wasn't just some paperback romance novel, or even a hard cover of the latest best seller, it was some kind of musty tome bound in leather. I assumed it was a spell book of some kind but I wasn't really thinking about that at the moment. I was more fascinated by the way the woman was dressed, or perhaps undressed I should say, as she wore just a thong bottom and no top. Her boobs looked magnificent as they sort of scooped up and seemed to defy gravity.

"Oh, it's you," she said as she noticed me staring at her tits. "Like what you see?"

"Very much," I replied.

"I thought you were a queer."

"No, I'm not a queer, at least I never thought of myself that way," I said defensively.

"But you like sucking other men's cocks and you're really a guy who had himself turned into a woman so that he could get his brains fucked out."

"Yeah, I guess that's basically true."

"Don't sweat it, I'm just fucking with you," said the girl with a laugh. "Sexual preference doesn't mean much around here. We're all just a bunch or horny bitches who'll fuck anything."

"Good. It sounds like I ought to fit right in," I grinned.

"My name's Tanya, by the way, and you're Ella."

"Yes, that's what the Master named me."

"So have you met the rest of the crew yet?" asked Tanya.

"Well I've met Victoria and Maya so far," I replied.

"Maya's the serious one. Doesn't always say a lot but she knows her shit when it comes to magic. Victoria is a real sweetheart. Probably too nice to be a witch, if you ask me, but witches come in all flavors I guess. Me, I'm kind of the smart ass of the bunch, but you probably already figured that out. You'll meet the others soon enough I imagine."

"How many are you?"

"Just five, at the moment. Sometimes someone comes but doesn't work out, or someone learns as much as they think they need to learn and moves on, or sometimes they hook up with another warlock that they think will give them more power or something. So you're not a witch at all?"

"No, unfortunately," I said rather sadly.

"It's nothing to be ashamed of. Being a witch has its ups and downs like anything I suppose. What you are is a righteous piece of ass that somehow worked her own kind of magic on the Master, which is something special in its own right. He's never taken in anyone who wasn't a witch, and certainly no one who was really a man. You must be pretty hot between the sheets."

"I don't know about that," I said, actually blushing a little.

"I'm sure I'll get to find out for myself in due time."

"I hope so. I think I'd like that."

"You're all right, kid. Just don't get freaked out and try to enjoy yourself."

The other two, Katarina, and Maise, I met over dinner. It was hard to get a read on them but they were both absurdly attractive, as I assumed they would be. The conversation at dinner was generally pretty genial, and it sort of seemed like what a sorority house must be like I thought. Everyone had questions for me, or advice, or comments about my appearance, but no one was outwardly mean, although I felt like I was really being put under the microscope. I was such an outsider in so many ways that I didn't blame them for being curious and perhaps a little dubious about my presence.

Later that evening Victoria appeared at my room and told me to follow her. I was taken back to the same bedroom I had been with Marcus in before and once again Victoria dressed me in wicked lingerie and did my makeup for me, although she told me to pay attention to what she was doing so that I could handle the job myself in the future. When I was ready she gave me a hug, squeezed my hand, and slipped out the room.

I assumed the position on the floor, with my hands behind my head and waited. When the door opened and Marcus walked in I felt like my heart was going to explode in my chest.

"Well my dear, I think you've waited for this long enough," he said as he opened his robe and revealed his raging hard on. "Come and enjoy it."


CHAPTER 11:

I crawled across the floor on all fours like an animal and took his gorgeous member in my hand. Having been made to wait for it only made me all the more ravenous. As a man or a woman I would have devoured that beautiful cock without hesitation but I tried to control myself and give it the proper worship and devotion it deserved.

Was there really something special about this man's penis or had I just become a cock-crazed slut ready to pounce on the first available boner? Or was it simply because this cock belonged to this man that for reasons still beyond my comprehension I wanted so very much to please?

It didn't matter at that moment. The important thing was that his dick was in my hand, and pressed against my lips, and in my mouth, and even down my throat. I would never have imagined that something so large could be swallowed so deeply without totally gagging, but I was managing somehow, and Marcus seemed to appreciate it from sounds he was making.

"You're a greedy girl, but sometimes it's good to show how much you want something," he said as he put a hand on the top of my head. "You've obviously been wanting this moment for quite some time and it shows."

I was getting a little sloppy but I didn't care and Marcus didn't seem to mind. I wanted him to cum in my mouth so badly I could...well...taste it I suppose. Eventually I actually did get to taste it and I wasn't disappointed. His cum was thick, and hot, and tangy. It was the essence that give witches extra power. I wondered if it mattered how the jizz got into them as far as the whole power boost thing went. Was swallowing more potent than getting it in the pussy? Did an ass dripping with cum do anything for them at all? Taking his thick load down my throat certainly made me feel powerful, but in a very different way. Yes, the man had power over me, but I had demonstrated a skill that he surely appreciated and I had the power to make him ejaculate hard. At that moment when a man is popping his wad he seems most vulnerable. Even a man like Marcus was just a horny bastard getting his rocks off.

He took me to bed and we cavorted like lovers until he was hard again. He could be strict, but he could also be tender, and I loved that about him. In his arms I felt safe and warm, but I knew he could just as easily spank me or tie me up or so whatever the hell he wanted with me.

When I saw that his dick was ready for action again I took the initiative and climbed on top of it. I was wearing an under-bust corset outfit this time, which still left my boobs totally exposed, and they began to bounce a bit, confined as they still were, as I started to hop up and down on his pole. Marcus reached up and grabbed my tits in his hands. It was another typically male thing to do I thought. Men just can't resist the sight of a nice pair of bouncing boobs.

"Ooo, ooo, ooo..." I moaned as I began to cum very shortly after inserting his cock in my pussy. "Oh, fuck me...fuck yes...fuck...fuck...fuck!"

"Ride it hard my beauty," Marcus almost hissed under his breath. "Take it all. Take what you've been dreaming of."

"Yes, Master. Thank you...thank you so much for this...ooo...ooo...ooo."

I'd never had a woman thank me for letting me fuck her but these were very different circumstances and I genuinely felt appreciation for the gift of his cock in my snatch. I realized that he had already cum in my pussy, my mouth, my ass, and all over my tits and stomach, and I still knew virtually nothing about the man. It made me feel like such a dirty whore, which was a very exciting thing to feel. He may have been a virtual stranger to me but he was the most amazing lover I had ever known. At least I had the most intense feelings possible whenever we were together.

After a while I had a little trouble remaining upright so I leaned forward and put my hands on the bed next to his head. That put my boobs squarely within reach of his mouth and soon Marcus was sucking on my nipples hungrily. It was an astonishing sensation. My nipples were very hard by that time and extremely sensitive, and the feeling of his lips, tongue, and teeth working on them sent me into another shattering orgasm.

"Mmmm..." I purred softly after I had let out a stream of expletives during the initial stages of my climax. "The things you do to me. Don't ever stop. Just keep doing them."

When he finally reached his breaking point and began to shoot his cum inside me I think we were both ready for a break. We had fucked in a frenzy and I certainly needed some cuddling to cool off. Fortunately the Master's strong but gentle arms provided the perfect resting spot for me while I tried to process everything that had happened.

"Did you finally run out of gas?" Marcus teased as he stroked my hair.

"Just making a quick pit stop," I replied. "Just let me catch my breath and you can fuck me all night long."

"I need a little time to recover as well, but I think I'll take you up on that proposition. It's obvious you need a lot of fucking."

"I do. I need so much fucking. I'm such a dirty slut."

"Perhaps it's just the newness of this body," Marcus suggested.

"No, I think it's the awesomeness of your cock," I replied earnestly.

"You don't miss your own cock?" he asked?

"Why should I? It never really did anything for me but get me into trouble. I like my pink little pussy. Don't you?" I cooed as I gently began to finger myself.

"I like it very much. But there are a lot of other pink little pussies in this house that I also enjoy very much. Is that going to bother you?"

"I don't think so. I like pussy too so hopefully I'll make friends with the other girls and that will help me wait for whenever you want me again. But please do fuck me as often as you can. I love it when you fuck me."

We did fuck again that night. Good old-fashioned girl on her back, legs in the air fucking. And we kissed a lot too, which was almost as good as fucking, but especially nice while we were doing both at the same time.

In the morning I woke and found Marcus gone, but I was still a woman, which was a pleasant feeling to wake up to, and someone had brought me breakfast in bed, which was piping hot, as if it had just been served moments before I awoke. This whole telepathic thing definitely had its advantages.

I changed back into the clothes I had been wearing before putting on the lingerie and went back to my room. I'm sure I had the glow of the freshly fucked about me. At least I felt like I did. I liked having men cum inside me, and there was no denying that now. At least one man, in particular, but I didn't find it too hard to imagine enjoying the feeling of being hammered by any number of capable studs. So easy it was to abandon my manhood. So surprisingly easy.


CHAPTER 12:

When I strolled into the game room later that afternoon I found Maya's head buried between Katarina's legs. From the sounds Katarina was making it seemed like Maya was doing a very good job of pussy licking, which didn't really surprise me in the least. I guessed that going down on each other was probably a pretty regular thing.

I thought about what Marcus had said about how sensual it was to see two women pleasuring each other and I had to agree. They were both such beautiful women, and it was hard not to stand there and admire the view. Obviously they didn't care about privacy or they wouldn't be doing this out in a public room, but I still felt a little naughty for spying on them anyway. It was later that night when I discovered just how public that room could be.

We were all gathered, doing nothing special as a group, but I noticed that everyone was present. Suddenly Tanya stood up and called for everyone's attention.

"All right ladies, we all know that we have a new girl in our midst, and I'm sure you're all dying to see what she's got under those clothes. Ella, I think it's time to show the goods," said Tanya with a grin.

"What? You want me to take off my clothes right here?" I asked.

"Strip bitch!" someone called out.

"Well, if you don't want to do it yourself I'm sure we can handle the task," said Tanya.

With that the girls fell upon me and pulled off every stitch of the clothing I was wearing. Then they backed off a little and made a circle around me, appraising my body in intimate detail.

"I can see why the Master is so taken with her. Look at those titties!" said Maise admiringly.

"You're just obsessed with tits you filthy whore," Tanya said jokingly.

"I like her ass. It's so firm and round," Katarina commented as she squeezed my butt cheeks.

"Her thighs are a little chunky, don't you think?" said Maya.

"I think she looks wonderful. And I know she can fuck," said Victoria, coming to my defense.

"Plenty of time for that later," said Tanya. "Let's see how she tastes. Into the saddle with this one!"

I noticed a padded stool sitting in a corner of the room which had four straps hanging from the ceiling above it. I wondered what it was exactly but a moment later I found out as I was made to sit on the stool while my wrists and ankles were bound by the straps, which were then hoisted up, causing me to be basically trussed like a turkey. There was nothing I could do but try to keep my ass on the stool as my arms and legs were completely helpless.

Tanya was the first to go to work on my snatch and I soon realized how expert she was at muff diving. I was creaming hard and trying desperately not to fall off the stool, which wasn't easy when my butt was the only part of me not restrained. Maise was next and no slouch at bean licking either. I was whimpering so hard that I think tears actually formed in my eyes.

Victoria had the unique distinction of having performed oral sex on me when I was a man, and later as a woman, so I sort of knew what to expect. What I didn't know was how incredibly arousing it was to have your pussy licked in this kind of completely helpless position.

Just to add to the torture someone would invariably come over and play with my nipples while I was getting my tongue bath below. At one point I think I had a girl sucking each nipple, another one kissing me, while a fourth went down on my soaking wet cunt.

As far as an ice-breaker or an initiation I have to say it was pretty damn fine. Every single one of those babes devoured my body like I was a gazelle in a pack of hungry lions. Sometimes it was too much and I wanted it to stop, and then I'd catch my breath and hope that it never stopped. My senses were overloaded in a way I couldn't explain or express in words properly. It's one of those things in life where you just kind of have to experience it for yourself, although I doubted that most people would ever get the chance.

When they finally finished with me the clothes started flying everywhere and a full on lesbian orgy broke out. Unfortunately I was left hanging where I was, straining to watch all that gorgeous pussy and tit play. My own cum was dripping out of me so hard that it felt like I had peed my pants, had I been wearing any pants, and watching all the girl-on-girl action wasn't making me any less horny.

I assumed that someone would take mercy on me and let me join in the fun at some point but I assumed wrong. I was left where I was to watch the whole amazing spectacle play out in front of me. Beautiful bodies everywhere, entwining, writhing, bouncing, rubbing. Pussy on pussy. Mouth on pussy. Mouth on tits. Tits on tits. I wanted in on the action so badly, but if this was the price of admission to their little sorority I was happy to pay it. It wasn't as if I hadn't gotten my rocks off and then some.

Eventually the party wound down and I was released from my captivity. I couldn't walk, from having my legs trussed up for so long, so Victoria had to help me hobble back to my room. Once we were there she assisted me in getting in bed.

"Would you like some company tonight?" she suddenly asked.

"Yes, of course," I replied.

Since we were both already naked there was really nothing to do but pull back the covers and snuggle up together. We started kissing right away, and very gently touching each other. I kind of had the feeling that Victoria was a bit taken with me, as the Master had been, and that was an exciting thought. I couldn't cast spells or read people's minds like everyone else here, but I seemed to have some kind of power of my own that drew them to me.

"I hope you didn't mind being tied up like that for so long. I was totally against it, but I was outvoted. We all basically went through something similar when we first arrived," said Victoria sympathetically.

"Oh, it wasn't too bad, and the view was spectacular," I replied.

"So you still like girls even though you've discovered the wonders of the Master's cock?" she asked.

"Yes, I still like girls. And I like the Master's cock. Can't I like both?"

"Of course you can, darling. We all do. I think you'll make a wonderful addition to this household. It might be nice to have someone around with a little different perspective. Witches can get kind of bitchy about the craft. But you, sweet thing...you just want to be loved, don't you?"

"Yes, I suppose I do," I replied softly.

"Well, you're very loveable so I don't think that will be a problem."


CHAPTER 13:

The two weeks flew by as quickly as the months that I had to wait to return to the mansion dragged by. It wasn't all sex, but damn there was a hell of a lot of it! Having gotten through the initiation I was pretty much free game, but also free to join in if others had something going. Slutty casual seemed to be the basic dress of the day, but one could wander the halls topless or nude without hesitation.

Maya gave me some preliminary instruction in how to mix potions, and I was a little disappointed that Marcus didn't do it himself, but I was such a novice that it probably wasn't worth his time. More importantly he made plenty of time to put his cock inside me, whether we spent the night together or he just had me blow him on the spur of the moment, or bent me over a table for a quickie on his way to do something, or someone else.

It was always the same with him. Thrilling, but with a tinge of danger. I still didn't know much about him. When we chatted it was usually just pillow talk. In a way I suppose that made it easier to be so subservient to him. No matter how many times I shared his bed I was still expected to adopt the submissive posture and do his bidding. It wasn't like any boyfriend/girlfriend relationship I had ever known, yet it was so much more intimate and fulfilling.

The only time I was actually a little frightened was when Marcus took me to another "play room" which was essentially a full on bondage dungeon. It looked like some kind of medieval torture chamber with all kinds of chains and racks and who knows what else kind of restraining devices.

Maya was there to assist him, decked out in total dominatrix leather, which made her look even hotter than usual. I was stripped naked and fashioned to something that looked like a big "X" that was in one corner of the room. Maya applied some clamps to my nipples, which made me feel like I was being hooked up to a battery charger, but fortunately these were just weighted things and not connected to any sort of electronic device.

Marcus used kind of a switch thing to flick and swat at my naked body all over. Then Maya broke out some kind of a large vibrator, although it was basically a wand with kind of a ball on top, and not something shaped like a penis. I figured if it wasn't going to penetrate me it couldn't possibly have that much of an impact, but was I ever wrong. As Maya began to work my whole pelvic area I think I would have screamed, had there not been a ball gag in my mouth. Much like the initiation I was helpless and there wasn't much I could do but stand there and take it, even when Maya applied the thing directly to my clit and almost made me pass out.

Later I was bent over some sort of a sawhorse looking thing and strapped down while Marcus fucked me in the ass, which was nice, and then the ball gag was removed and I got to suck his cock while Maya shoved a dildo in my pussy, which was even nicer.

The dark nature of the room was intimidating enough, but knowing that I was helplessly restrained by a witch and warlock only made things a little more intense. I was getting to like Maya more from her lessons on making potions, even though she was still a pretty stern and silent type, compared to the other girls. She seemed to take this whole witchcraft thing pretty seriously and I admired that. It was sort of like she was the girl in school who was determined to make good while all the others were more wrapped up in partying and fooling around. I had a feeling she'd make a pretty fine witch someday, whatever that really meant.

I didn't mind being taken and used for sex at all, but I did seem to enjoy it a little more when I had some freedom of mobility and the chance to participate more actively, rather than just being a static character with no control. Still I understood that this was probably all part of the whole conditioning of being subservient, so I did whatever was asked of me to do willingly. I wanted to serve the Master and I desperately wanted my trial period to be a success so that I would be invited back.

When the time came for that decision to be rendered Marcus had me sit down for a chat, which was something we rarely did since the time we discussed the trial period in the first place.

"So what are your plans now that your two weeks are over?" asked Marcus casually.

"I suppose that depends on you," I replied. "You must have seen how much I love living here and serving you, Master. I would never leave unless you sent me away."

"You'd really be willing to surrender your old life completely?"

"It's strange, but I sort of feel like that old life is gone already. Like it happened to somebody else, which it did in a way. Now I can't imagine fitting in with that old world and that old life. Not after everything I've seen and experienced here. I belong here. I belong to you."

"I'm delighted to hear you say that, my beautiful fairy. You've brought something new and wonderful into my life as well. I can't imagine this place without you in it," said Marcus very compassionately.

It was the first time we had talked this way outside of being in bed, and it made my heart flutter. Marcus really liked me. He wanted me to stay. He thought I brought something wonderful into his life. It was nice to think he cared a bit, although I never expected him to fall in love with me. Why should he when he had a whole harem of beauties to choose from? How could he when I wasn't even a witch?

"Are you completely sure? Two weeks is not a very long time to make such an important decision," Marcus cautioned. "If you wish to become Ella permanently there will be no going back. Your old life will be erased as if it never happened and you will assume this new identity for as long as you live."

"I want to be your beautiful fairy forever," I said with a slight smile, although I felt a little emotional at the time.

"Very well. I will see that the necessary steps are arranged. It's not as simple as just drinking the potion," Marcus explained.

"I'll do whatever it takes Master."

So that was that. Dave Prichard would vanish, and somehow it would appear that he had never lived. I was fine with that. I didn't want an escape clause or another trial period. My mind was resolved. I had found something here that resonated with my soul on so many levels. I loved being a woman and being part of this circle of women and being one of the Master's chosen ones. If I could learn a little magic or witchcraft, so much the better, but I would serve that man any way that I could.


CHAPTER 14:

The process of making my transformation permanent turned out to be quite a ritual. It was performed in a strange room, deep below the house. It was probably the first thing I had seen that seemed like what I might have expected from a bunch of witches and warlocks.

The girls were all dressed in see-through gowns of various colors, and the Master performed the ritual in a heavy long robe that was elaborately decorated. It wasn't the sort of robe he wore to bed, it was more like something out of Lord of the Rings. I was naked the whole time, which was nothing new to me by this point, although it did feel a little weird to be made to lie down upon a stone altar. It seemed like something you might use for a human sacrifice, which I suppose it was in a way, in that I was "killing off" my old identity to assume a new one. Fortunately there was no bloodletting involved.

There was. however, a lot of chanting and incantations and I had to drink some stuff that didn't taste so great, but it was all worth it for what I was getting. Afterwards there was a party where the drinks were much tastier and not surprisingly it turned into a rousing lesbian orgy.

"So I guess you're not a queer anymore, now that you're all girl," Tanya joked.

"Nope, I'm just a big lesbo like the rest of you," I replied.

"Well that's good because we've got a gift for you that ought to be right up your alley, so to speak," said Tanya as she handed me a huge two-headed dildo wrapped with a big red bow.

"Wow, you even got one in my size," I quipped as I removed the bow and examined the huge phallus.

"Okay girls, who's first to try out the new toy?" Tanya called out.

Maya stepped forward and took the dildo from my hand. Then she led me over to one of the large floor cushions and we both lay down on it.

"It's not as easy as it looks," she said as she started to insert one end of the dildo into my box before placing the other end inside her own snatch.

I was pleased that Maya had volunteered so quickly. Victoria was my first, and still my favorite, but I had gained a lot of respect and trust in Maya and I was glad to see that perhaps she felt something about me as well.

We started out with our legs sort of spread over each other while Maya held the dildo in the middle for stability. Then we just started pushing ourselves onto the toy and back again. It was a pretty wild sensation to be hooked up like this to another woman and I was really enjoying it. The rest of the girls seemed to be enjoying it too as they crowded around us and grabbed for a titty or gave us a kiss here and there.

"Now try to pull your legs back so that the bottom of your feet are pressed against mine," Maya instructed.

I wasn't quite as limber as she was so it took a couple of tries to get things lined up but once we were in position I could really take quite a lot of the dildo up my gash.

"This is best gift anyone's ever gotten me," I moaned.

After Maya and I had both climaxed, at roughly the same time, Maya decided to pass her end of the baton to someone else.

"Katarina, you're a back door girl. Why don't you show her how it's done?" Maya suggested.

I was made to flip over and get on all fours, a very familiar position for me by this point. The dildo was still stuck inside me fairly deeply as Katarina took the same posture, but with her butt facing mine. Someone stuck the other end of the dildo in Katarina's pussy and we were off to the races.

The toy was well-designed for its purpose with enough rigidness to create some serious traction, but still soft enough to bend where it needed to. Before long Katarina and I were humping that thing like wild demons and crying out with pleasure, much to the delight of the crowd.

"Sure, anyone can ride a dildo hard with their cunt, but let's see them try it up the ass," Tanya quipped.

Having done it in the butt several times with the Master I was no anal virgin, but I sort of hoped that Tanya was just joking around. This toy was pretty gigantic and I didn't want to seem like a total pussy if I wimped out in front of the others.

Fortunately everyone was pretty anxious to get down with their own fucking so by the time Katarina and I finally called it quits with the double-dong all the other girls were happily engaged.

I loved that feeling of camaraderie. Of being part of their group. We ate together, and bathed together, and often slept together in some combination or another. Now I was truly one of them. Not just part of the gang, but a real woman forever. The memory of my manhood had faded so much already that I imagined it might go away entirely in time, which was fine with me. I was home now. I was where I belonged. And I was happier than I had ever been in my life.


CHAPTER 15:

One day there was quite a buzz around the place. Apparently some important warlock was coming to visit the Master and it was important for him to make a good impression. This other warlock was relatively young, but supposedly quite powerful and he was known for poaching women from other warlock's harems. Supposedly that was acceptable, and just part of the pecking order of the whole witchcraft business, but I hated the thought of losing any of my new friends.

My job was to serve drinks, but not like a cocktail waitress. I was to position myself on all fours, with a tray on my back, which would hold the drink glasses. Then I would be a living table for as long as required. I liked the idea because I would get to hear the warlock conversation, but I worried about how steady I could hold myself if it went on for any length of time. I practiced as much as I could and felt fairly confident when the big night arrived, but even so I was still nervous.

I was positioned between two large chairs, stark naked, while a tray with drinks was placed carefully on my back. Then I waited for the two warlocks to arrive and take their seats.

The visitor was an imposing-looking fellow. Tall, and seemingly well-built, with kind of sandy hair and basically a stubble kind of beard that was deliberately unkempt. He didn't look like a warlock to me, although I only had one other to compare to so far, but he was handsome and had a commanding presence about him.

"I must commend you on your choice of furnishings," said the man, who I had been told was called Darien, as he took his seat.

"I do like to surround myself with beautiful things as always," Marcus replied as he sat in the other chair.

I was as rigid as a statue, and fascinated to listen to the two of them verbally spar, once they got past the initial formal pleasantries. It seemed to me that Darien was trying to size up the Master, to see how strong he still was. Somewhere along the line Victoria entered the room and silently went over to where Marcus was sitting. Then she got on her knees on the floor in front of him and pulled out his cock. After stroking him hard she simply proceeded to blow him as the two men continued to chat casually.

"Would you care for one?" asked Marcus, after a time, as if offering up a cigar or something.

"Please," Damien replied.

Almost instantly Maise entered the room and a few moments later she was sucking on the guest's dick. Obviously the point of the exercise was for Marcus to demonstrate his control over his women, and for both of them to keep their composure the entire time a gorgeous babe was giving them head. I wished that I was sucking the Master's cock but I knew that I had a more difficult task to perform.

"That one's new, isn't she?" Damien suddenly asked and I realized that he was indicating me.

"Yes, quite new," Marcus replied.

"And quite lovely. You never seem to have any trouble keeping your stable fully stocked, do you?"

"That's true. And I never have to take them from anyone else," Marcus replied.

"I can't help it if a girl seeks something...fresh," said Damien. "I'm always interested in new things. Like that one over there, for example. It seems a shame to waste all that beauty simply serving as a table. Perhaps she would like to suck my cock."

Maise got up without anyone saying a word and took the tray from my back. She then handed it to me and took my position on the floor. I realized that we were trading places so I very carefully put the tray on her back and went over to where Damien was sitting, his large prick sticking up and throbbing, glistening with Maise's saliva.

I had never sucked anyone's cock except the Master's but I knew what was expected of me so I went down on the guest with extra vigor. If this was a game of chicken, where the loser would show his emotions uncontrollably, it was up to me to make sure that the Master won.

Damien was big, and thick, and hard, but I really did love sucking cock, and I knew I could take even a well-hung man balls deep. I had also learned a few techniques from the other girls that I put into practice that night with great results.

"Oh...oh wow," Damien grunted softly.

"She's quite a fine little cock sucker, isn't she?" Marcus said calmly as he took a sip from his drink while Victoria continued to blow him.

"Oh, fuck...fuck yes...yes...yes..." Damien replied, in spite of his best efforts to remain seemingly calm.

A moment later I felt the first of several extremely hard shots of jizz blasting down my throat. Damien was clutching at my head, throat fucking me with all his might by this time. He had lost the test of composure so I guess he figured the best thing to do was sit back and enjoy an excellent BJ.

I held as much of his cum in my mouth as I could and when it appeared that he was finished I pulled my head away from his dick and showed him his wad of goo on my tongue before swallowing it all in one big gulp, and then licking my lips.

"That will be all for now, my dear," Marcus said casually with a wave of his hand as I proudly got up and let my ass linger near Damien's face for a moment before strutting out of the room, feeling like a queen.

I don't know how long the guest stayed or what else they may have talked about but later that night, when I was in bed, I was astonished to see the door to my room open and the Master walk in. I had female visitors drop by from time-to-time but Marcus never just arrived unannounced. I scrambled to get out of bed and assume the appropriate posture on the floor but he stopped me.

"Please, don't get up. I'd like to share your bed, if you don't mind," he said in a tone of voice I don't think I had ever heard from him before.

"Of course," I replied softly.

Then he let his robe fall to the floor and got in bed beside me.

"You were absolutely magnificent tonight. I couldn't be more proud of you," he said as he kissed me gently on the forehead.

"I sort of figured the object of the game was to keep your cool the longest so I broke out my best technique to try and drive him crazy. Of course I would so much have preferred having your dick in my mouth, but I thought I could still serve you this way, perhaps even better," I said with a smile.

"And so you did, my dear. That pompous asshole had to slink out of here with his tail between his legs," Marcus said with a chuckle. "This old dog still has his bite."

"Just how old are you, if you don't mind my asking?"

"Very old by your standards. Getting on in warlock years as well," he replied.

"Like...over 100?" I pressed.

"Definitely."

"Wow."

"What I can't figure out about you is why you're so anxious to serve me. The other girls gain power from copulating with me, and they gain knowledge from my experience, and they gain prestige within their circle by being associated with me. But you seem so eager and willing to do my bidding, even though you can't get all of those benefits," Marcus commented.

"You've given me so much already. You've given me this life! You've given me this wonderful home. And you give me your magnificent cock. The first time I saw it I was helplessly drawn to it. I thought then that it was some kind of magic spell that you cast on me, but now I'm not certain. I want to worship you...and your cock for as long as I can," I told him.

"Such a horny little girl. No wonder I adore you so much," said Marcus just before he kissed me deeply.

He adored me! I did feel like a schoolgirl with a crush hearing that. I adored him too, even when he was spanking me, or tying me up, or making me serve as a piece of furniture. There are alpha males, which I certainly understood, even if I had never been one, and then there was obviously something even more intense within the warlock community. Power was everything. You were obviously tested and probed all the time to see where your powers were at, and I suspected that things could get ugly if you were perceived as being too weak.

"That was kind of a funny contest you were staging," I pointed out after a sufficiently long kissing session.

"A bit silly, but better than the old days. That usually involved some type of combat. Thankfully we're more civilized now. No one gets killed or injured and the loser end up getting his rocks off instead of losing a limb or something."

"Did you really have battles with other warlocks?"

"Oh, yes. It still happens, but not like the old days, thankfully."

"I can't even imagine what that would be like, but I'm glad you don't have to do that anymore. I'd much rather suck cock on your behalf."

"Well, I definitely appreciate what you did for me, but I suspect that you just enjoy sucking cock for any reason at all," Marcus chuckled.

"You're so right about that," I said with a grin as I disappeared under the covers and his prick disappeared down my throat.


CHAPTER 16:

The first time I tried to cast a spell I made a total hash of it. I kept mispronouncing some of the words, which were in some kind of an arcane language known only to witches and such I suppose, but completely foreign to my ears and tongue. I was trying to move a chair without touching it, which supposedly was simple Witch 101 shit, but the closest I came at first in getting it to move was making it fall over. Eventually I got the hang of it and ran all over the house moving furniture at will until one of the girls told me to knock it off.

I think it sort of amused them to see me doing my little parlor tricks, but I was walking on air. I wasn't born to do this stuff, like they were, so I was tickled pink at my newfound powers, such as they were.

Mixing potions was a lot easier but you had to get it right. If you fucked up the formula you might cause a world of damage as it was some serious stuff we were brewing. One of the elixirs we all consumed regularly was sort of a birth control potion. It was sort of the ultimate oral contraceptive because it worked 100% of the time and you not only didn't get pregnant, you didn't have periods. The witches needed the Master's seed to gain power, but nobody wanted an unplanned pregnancy. I was curious about what a period was really like, but everyone assured me that I wasn't missing anything but not having them.

There were also potions that basically served as the world's greatest cosmetics. There were things to keep your complexion looking great, and others to remove hair from your body. Many of the girls liked to have a completely clean muff but I preferred to keep a tiny little tuft of pubic hair, and nobody seemed to mind too much when they were going down on my pussy. The Master liked the way it looked so that was the main thing.

There was a lot to keep us occupied at home but girls need to shop and play so sometimes we would pair up and go zipping off to some exclusive shopping enclave in an Italian sports car, or we might get all dolled up and pile into a limo for a night of club crawling. I had no idea where all the money came from but nobody seemed concerned in the slightest with the cost of anything. I wasn't used to that kind of lifestyle but I learned to enjoy it pretty quickly. Somebody paid the bills somehow. Maybe they used magic for all I knew.

For legal purposes I needed an actual identity so the one I chose was Ella Crystal Sanders. Ella had been chosen for me and I have no idea why I picked the other names but I liked the way it sounded. Somehow I had every document I needed to function in the world like a birth certificate, a driver's license, a Social Security number, a passport, and credit cards. When Dave Pritchard was erased, as if he never existed, Ella Sanders was created, as if she had always existed. There were just so many perks to being a powerful warlock's bitch.

We could be kind of a terror when we were out on a spree, which I suppose wasn't that surprising since they were a bunch of witches. One time when we were cruising in the limo Tanya spotted a cute guy walking along the street and had the driver pull over so that we could offer him a lift. The young man was not about to pass up a free ride in a limo with six sexy babes so he climbed aboard. Then we promptly stripped him naked, got him hard, and climbed aboard ourselves.

Girls were touching and kissing and sucking him all over and taking turns sitting in his lap enjoying his rather impressive rod. How he lasted as long as he did I have no idea but once he shot his wad his party was over. We kicked him out of the car, tossed the contents of his pockets to him, and left him buck naked on the sidewalk. How he was ever going to explain the situation to anyone was beyond me, but I imagine he had a good enough time that it was probably worth the embarrassment of having to get around in the buff for a little while.

Extracurricular fucking wasn't confined to the outside world as we actually had a hot pool boy named Marco, just like in a porn movie. You'd see him out there skimming the pool in his shorts with his muscles bulging on his chest, and his cock bulging in his pants. That was usually the cue to do a little nude sunbathing for his benefit. Sometimes we'd just torture him by rubbing suntan lotion all over each other, or making a show of parading around the pool area naked, or topless, but he was a good sport about it and got plenty of pussy when we felt like getting laid.

I have no idea what Marco knew or thought about us, or his employer, or how much he was getting paid, but I'm sure the fringe benefits made it all worthwhile for him. When I was a guy I would have traded jobs with him no matter how much of a pay cut I had to take.

As enjoyable as these little side fucks were there was still nothing that beat the thrill of being chosen to be with the Master. I didn't care whether I was shackled to some strange device in the dungeon playroom or sharing his bed or whatever he desired. My pussy belonged to him but my heart did too. He was more than my master, he was my creator, and I loved him with every fiber of my being.


CHAPTER 17:

I was getting pretty good at spell casting, at least by human standards, but I was sad that there was only so far I could go. I was still always going to be the outsider. The one who was different. The one who could never be what the other girls were. I also knew that even with all of the wonderful creams and cosmetic potions that I would age like a regular human and that my time of being attractive was relatively short. The others would just go on looking gorgeous for ages, maybe even centuries, but I would become old and wrinkled and of no further interest to the Master. What would I do then? Maybe he would let me stay on as a housekeeper or something. I could still serve him and be around him even if I couldn't satisfy him sexually anymore. I was still young so I didn't need to worry about that at the moment, but I did wonder what kind of a future might be in store for me.

At the moment everyone was focused on some big witch and warlock ball coming up. The Master would have to choose one of his girls to accompany him, but I figured that I wasn't in the running since I wasn't really a witch, even if I had learned a trick or two along the way. I was excited for whoever he chose, since it was a great honor to be selected, and sort of assumed that it would be Maya, since she was the most advanced witch in the bunch, and often assisted him in things. When I found out that I had been selected you could have knocked me over with a feather.

"Well, someone's obviously the teacher's pet," Tanya teased.

"Can he even select me? I'm not a real witch," I pointed out.

"Ask him. He's the one who picked you," Tanya replied with a shrug.

"You're going to have so much fun," said Victoria. "I went last year and you'll meet the most amazing witches and warlocks from all over the world."

"Well, we shall have to get you a most elegant ball gown," said Marcus with a smile when he formally informed me of his decision.

"Are you sure it's all right to take me? I mean, the last thing in the world I would want to do is get you in some kind of trouble or lower your prestige. Won't they think it's odd that you're bringing a mere mortal with you?" I asked.

"Who cares what they think? I want you by my side so that I can show you off. Do you know how to dance?"

"Ah...not really."

"We'll have to work on that, but I'm sure you'll learn as quickly as you seem to learn everything else. Are you pleased, my dear?"

To show him how pleased I was I quickly got on my knees in front of him and started sucking his cock. He had honored me in a way that I could never have imagined possible and I wanted desperately not to mess things up. As I licked his prick I looked up at him and fixed on his gaze. Hopefully my eyes would tell him how much I appreciated his gesture.

I was doing a pretty fine job of smoking his pipe when he suddenly picked me up from the floor and lifted me with what seemed like almost superhuman strength, which I suppose it might have been. With one hand he had me wrapped around his waist while he used the other to guide his dick into my pussy. Then he used both hands to take a firm hold of my butt while I began to slowly ride his cock up and down, never taking my eyes off of his for a moment.

"Thank you, Master. Thank you so much for this," I whispered.

"For the fucking or for the invitation to the ball?" he teased.

"For both. I just hope I don't do anything to displease you," I replied.

"How could you? You've never done anything yet but surprise and delight me. You're so much more than I ever expected you to be."

"It fills my heart with joy to hear you say that," I told him with a tear gently rolling down my cheek.

"Although you do raise a good point about being a mere mortal. That would be against the rules, strictly speaking. I'm willing to tell them all to go to hell if they object, but I would hate to cause you any embarrassment."

"I totally understand if you need to take someone else."

"That's not exactly what I had in mind. I was thinking that perhaps the best solution all around would be to make you an actual witch," he said casually, as if it were the most normal thing in the world to talk about.

"I didn't think that was possible. I thought I had to be born a witch," I said in surprise.

"That's the normal way, certainly, but it's not impossible. There's a process that involves a certain transference of a warlock's blood, along with his seed, that can make one a genuine witch, although she'll never have the same power potential as one who is born that way," he explained.

"I'd do anything for that!" I cried. "If there's a way I'm willing to do it!"

"We'll discuss the details later. Right now I think I need to concentrate on making you cum," he said with a chuckle.

"Just the thought of being a real witch is making me cum already...but your big cock is certainly helping!"

I bounced on his pecker harder and harder, my head swimming, and my heart swelling. The thought of becoming a real witch made me the happiest girl in the world. Could things get any better this? I was going to a fancy ball, I might be turned into a genuine witch, like the other girls and my pussy was stuffed by the cock of the man I adored more than life itself. It was almost too much to handle. I sort of alternated between crying and whimpering until Marcus finally put his load inside me and gently got me back on my feet.

When I pulled myself together I went to find Victoria to tell her the good news. I just had to share it with someone and she was still my closest friend, even if I had bonded with Maya.

"Well I must say that I'm not totally surprised," said Victoria with a smile as she held my hand warmly. "The Master obviously loves you very much."

"I don't know about that," I said modestly. "He's very generous to me, that I do know."

"You don't know how generous is really is if he's serious about this."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"When a warlock gives up some of his blood to a mortal he losses power that he can never regain. At his age that might be significant. On the other hand he's a very powerful warlock so it might not be so bad. In any case it's quite a sacrifice," she told me.

"Oh, no! I can't have that," I cried. "I would never want to do anything that would diminish his power. I know how important that is to a warlock. It's everything, isn't it?"

"Generally speaking, but I guess in this case it's not more important than his love for you. He wouldn't have offered to do something so drastic if he didn't care for you deeply."

I was suddenly torn apart inside. If what she said was true about him loving me it was my greatest dream come true, even better than becoming a witch. Although if I became a witch I would presumably age like one and be young and beautiful for his benefit for who knows how long. But from the moment I met him it was obvious that he took a great deal of pride in his power. How could I take some of that away from him when he had already given me so much, and was offering to give me even more?

It was a hard choice to make.


CHAPTER 18:

There was no talking Marcus out of it. He assured me that whatever power he lost in the process would be well worth it to see me happy. I cried a lot, and I kissed him a lot, and we fucked a lot before I finally agreed to go through with it.

The ritual took place in the same room where I had been turned into a woman permanently. Once again I was naked and stretched out on the altar while Marcus, who was clad in a ceremonial robe, sat next to me in a fancy chair. The girls were there, of course, and there was some chanting before we got down to business.

Stage one was the blood transfusion. As I said before that altar reminded me of something that would be used for human sacrifice, but the transferring of his blood was actually done with very sterile hospital equipment, which was somewhat of a relief.

Stage two was drinking a rather nasty potion in three stages while the girls recited a spell in between each drink. I really couldn't tell if anything was happening because I had no idea whether I would feel any different being a witch, but I figured that they knew what they were doing.

Stage three was the best part, by far. I was made to get on my hands and knees on the altar while Marcus disrobed and climbed up behind me. There was a rather long spell that had to be chanted completely and timed so that he ejaculated just as the chanting concluded so I hoped that his timing was right.

So there I was, less than a year away from the day I was a man who met Victoria at a Halloween party, now a woman getting humped doggy style on an altar by a warlock while a coven of witches chanted a spell that would ultimately lead to me becoming a witch. I know it all sounds crazy, but if you've stuck with my story so far hopefully you'll believe it's true.

As the spell concluded Marcus erupted inside me right on cue. I think I screamed, as the tension of the whole situation was almost unbearable, but I know I passed out because the next thing I was aware of was waking up in bed with Marcus.

"How do you feel?" he asked.

"That altar could probably do with a few cushions, but otherwise I'm all right," I said with a smile.

"My fairy is now a witch. Who would have imagined such a thing when we first met?"

"Not me, that's for sure. I thought I was just going to lay a hot chick I met at a party and go home. Boy, was I wrong."

"I should let you get some rest," said Marcus as he started to get out of bed.

"No, no! Please don't go," I pleaded. "Don't you want to put your cock inside me somewhere?"

"Well that part of you hasn't changed, thank goodness. Still a horny little creature. What if I just stay and hold you?"

"That would be awesome too," I said as he leaned over and kissed me.

I was pretty exhausted, as it turned out, because even kissing Marcus wasn't enough to keep me awake for long. I fell into a very deep sleep and had some strange dreams that I can't recall in any detail, except that they were not the ordinary kind of dreams I was used to having. Maybe that was a byproduct of my new identity, or maybe I was just really worked up from all of the excitement.

As much as I wanted Marcus to fuck me I was delighted that he was willing to just cuddle with me instead. That made him seem so much more like a lover rather than my master. And I figured that he must love me, in a way, to have done what he did for me. His blood was inside me and we were joined in a special new way that went beyond our usual coupling. It was an extra special night, indeed.


CHAPTER 19:

The ball was held at an old castle in Italy. I had never been to Europe before so the trip was going to be exciting on that level no matter how things turned out at the ball. I was decked out in the most exquisite gown imaginable, which made me feel like a fairytale princess.

I was introduced to an endless string of witches and warlocks of all kinds. I knew I'd never keep it all straight in my head, but this definitely wasn't the sort of gathering where people wore "Hello My Name Is" badges. Some of them spoke a language I didn't know well, but was learning a bit about all the time as I worked on my spells. Now that I was a full-fledged witch I assumed it would be important for me to speak the tongue eventually.

It was like being in a movie that was set in some distant time. There was an actual orchestra, decked out in powdered wigs, playing classical music and other strange tunes that were probably even older. I had practiced dancing until my feel bled so I had some confidence when Marcus took me out on the dance floor, but my first steps were still rather shaky. This was very traditional ballroom stuff, not just the shake your booty kind of thing we did at a nightclub. Fortunately Marcus danced exquisitely so he was able to lead me around and make me look much more graceful than I was.

Dinner was spectacular and fortunately not anything too weird or exotic. All the witches I knew seemed to like the same food as anyone else and it looked like that was a fairly universal thing.

There were some formalities, and speeches, and testimonials and so on, most of which sailed right over my head. Then the social aspect kicked in with drinks and mingling. A dashing young man came up to me while we were standing around by the bar.

"Hey, you want to get out of here and have some fun?" he asked with a dazzling smile. "Some of us who aren't like 1,000 years old are having a little party of our own."

"Thank you, but I'm here with someone," I said, indicating Marcus.

"You go ahead," Marcus said with a smile. "It sounds like that might be a little more your speed. I'm just going to do some boring schmoozing with a few old friends and enemies."

"Are you sure?"

"Have fun and do whatever you like," he whispered in my ear.

So I went off with the young warlock, whose name turned out to be Clarence. He was from Holland but his English was perfect, although it had a very slight accent.

We left the castle, which I felt funny about, but the place we were headed was still on the grounds. There was kind of an old cottage that I assumed was just a storage place, or maybe somewhere the caretaker lived but when we got inside I discovered that it was totally decked out like the hottest nightclub I'd ever been to.

"Come on, you can't dance in that thing," said Clarence as he began to strip.

I suddenly realized that everyone was in some stage of undress that ran from underwear to totally nude. Clarence stripped down to his shorts and I got out of my dress, which left me in just my panties as the gown couldn't really accommodate a bra and sort of had one built in. An attendant carefully took our clothes and disappeared with them somewhere where I assumed they'd be taken care of.

"You're gorgeous," said Clarence as we began to dance to a considerably more modern beat. "Are all American witches as beautiful as you?"

"Oh, pretty much. I'm just average by American standards," I replied somewhat modestly.

"Then I must definitely come to America!"

It was a lot like club hopping with my friends back home, except that I was topless, and everyone there was a witch or a warlock, not just my party. There were some really beautiful bodies on display and it was hard not to get a bit aroused by all the pretty flesh being flashed on that dance floor.

"Would you like to see my penis?" Clarence suddenly asked. "Some say it is very large."

"Ah...sure, why not?" I replied, trying not to giggle by the absurdity of the whole thing.

Clarence stopped dancing and pulled off his pants. I don't know who the "some" were but you could certainly add my name to the list as the guy was hung like a horse.

"Wow, that's a huge cock," I said admiringly.

"Thank you. Perhaps you will let me see your pussy," he replied with a grin.

"Perhaps I will," I said coyly as we resumed dancing.

During the dance I did sort of a strip tease for him, pulling my panties down in front or in back and then pulling them up again before I finally just cast them off and danced naked.

"So didn't you come with a date?" I asked.

"Oh, yes."

"So where is she?"

"She's over there," said Clarence, indicating a stunning blonde who was in the middle of sucking some guy's cock off on one side of the room. "She's quite pretty, is she not?"

"Very pretty," I replied.

"And she is good at the oral sex, too. I think that man must be enjoying himself very much," said Clarence nonchalantly.

"He looks like he is."

"Do you enjoy the oral sex?" Clarence asked.

"Love it," I told him truthfully.

"Perhaps you would like to suck my big penis, if it's not too large for you," Clarence suggested politely.

"Well, it is big, but I think I can handle it."

We went over to a chair in the corner of the room and Clarence took a seat as I got down on the floor in front of him and took his mammoth staff in my hand. It was crazy big, but I was game for anything when it came to giving head. I might not take him all the way to the balls, but I was pretty sure I'd give him a good American BJ that would do my fellow countrywomen justice.

"Your date is a very famous man. You must be quite special to have been selected to accompany him," said Clarence as I continued to stroke his beast to life.

"I'm afraid I'm kind of new to all of this, but I know it was a great honor to be selected," I said.

"You must know Katarina. She's one of his, is she not?"

"Yes, she is," I replied.

"Lovely girl. I've known her for years. I was sort of hoping that she would be here tonight...until I saw you, that is."

"I'll bet you say that to all the witches," I joked.

Then my mouth went down on his throbbing member and that was all the talking I did for a very long time.


CHAPTER 20:

I got out of there much later than I had anticipated. Somehow everyone got their clothing back, and even my panties had been retrieved from the floor and returned to me along with the rest of my things. I hoped that Marcus wouldn't be mad at me for being away so long but he seemed perfectly content when we got back together and went to our room.

"Did you have a good time?" he asked as we undressed for bed.

"Definitely. I hope you didn't mind me skipping out like that," I said.

"Of course not. A lot of this stuff is very dull and very political but one has to make an appearance," he replied.

When we got in bed and embraced I felt a little funny about having the taste of another man's cum on my tongue, but Marcus must have known what was going to happen.

"Maybe I'm a little drunk, or just swept up in the strangeness of this whole affair but I have to say it at least once. I love you so much it hurts sometimes. If I did something wrong tonight it would crush me," I said, starting to get a little choked up.

"Of course you didn't do anything wrong, my darling. I wanted you to have a good time and I hear that young fellow is rather...well-equipped."

"Yeah, you could say that," I said bashfully.

"You see sex in our world isn't quite the same as you're used to. Sometimes it's part of a ritual, or sometimes it's to gain some kind of power or influence, or sometimes it's just a natural impulse," he explained.

"Isn't it ever about love?" I inquired softly.

"Of course is it. Whenever I'm with you it's about love, even if it has some other purpose or meaning as well. I have known many women in my long lifetime, but never one I wanted to marry before."

"Ah...I must be more drunk than I thought, or maybe I'm dreaming this," I said, shaking my head in disbelief.

"I know it's not a very formal or romantic way of proposing, but one of the reasons I brought you here was so that I could ask for your hand in marriage."

"But you already own me," I reminded him.

"I don't own anyone. Those women who wish to learn from me and grow from the experience are expected to submit to my desires, but they're free to go anytime they like. And many have come and gone over the years, but you're unique in every way. From that first night I could tell that there was something different about you but at first I thought it was just an untapped desire to be female, but there is so much more to you than that. I think you're going to make a marvelous witch...and a marvelous bride."

Needless to say I wasn't going to turn down his offer, even if he didn't get down on one knee and show me a ring. I had felt like such a whore running off and sucking some stranger's dick, but Marcus understood and he seemed totally cool with it. I wondered if that would change once we were married, but I didn't care one way or the other. I could be faithful to him forever if that's what he wanted.

"Hey...I've always wanted to ask you this but now seems like the perfect time?" I began. "Have you got a last name?"

"I do, but it's kind of hard to pronounce. It might take a little getting used to," he replied.

"That's okay. I've got all the time in the world."


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Writing a Halloween story has kind of become a tradition with me and I hope you enjoy this year's offering. It's always fun to dive into the world of fantasy and magic, especially when gender changing is involved.

Happy Halloween everyone! I hope this inspires a lot of people to wear sexy witch costumes. It's always a good look.
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