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Bewitching Wizardry - Part 1 - Busty Wizards
	“Are you sure about this?” I managed to dodge the spider web hanging over the porch at the last moment.  Unfortunately, I already had at least two or three webs tangled up in my hair.  The path to this forgotten cottage had long since given way to nature.  The only way we’d known we were following it was the lack of old trees and the occasional stepping stone that peaked through the underbrush.
	“When have I ever steered you wrong?” Marcus laughed as he took a moment to survey the scene.  He pulled out his notebook, and flipped it to the page holding an old woodcut print.  The broken down cottage before us had seen far better days, but it was a clear match for the old image.
	“Master Braindrige’s summer cottage.” Marcus smiled excitedly.  I was much more reserved, though it was hard not to catch some of the thrill.  Master Braindrige had been one of the Order’s most esteemed members a few centuries ago, one of the first to bring the full discipline of the European path to North America.  He’d been a radical in his day, part of his reason for leaving the hallowed halls of the old world for a more modest life of research and teaching.  His skills had distinguished him, despite the controversies that followed him, but in the end he’d escaped even the loose shackles of the American Order he’d helped to establish and disappeared.  There had been many rumors of what became of him, but none had managed to find more than mere traces.  Even his summer cottage had been considered mere myth given that it had not been found after nearly two centuries of searching.
	I paused, lifting my hand to feel the energy of this place.  The ebb and flow were strange, like a dam that had recently given way and created a vortex of shifting energies.  It wasn’t hard to understand what must have happened.  “His wards collapsed, maybe a few weeks ago.  I can feel the old magic twisting apart.”
	“That’s why those hikers found it.  Hopefully, we’re the first ones from the order to get here.” Marcus began to walk towards the cottage again.  Braindrige’s wards had held for centuries, a feat that even modern masters would have struggled with.  
	“Just be careful, if he bothered with a ward that strong, there are probably more.” I followed after him.  It wasn’t uncommon for exceptional mages to ward their archives and laboratories, especially if their research was otherwise frowned upon in their era.  The wards would keep their work hidden, but eventually, the protection would fail and the there would be a chance for clearer minds to appreciate the work objectively without the contemporary politics getting in the way.  
	Marcus nodded.  I could feel the energy of his protective enchantments radiating from his cloak.  The approach was aggressive and risked setting off traps, but it did make it easier to detect some types of wards.  I followed behind and kept my palm facing out so that I could feel the energy flowing around me.  Wards and spells tended to warp the natural flow of energy, if one was sensitive enough; it was possible to notice even the most cleverly hidden wards.  I’d always received high marks from my instructors in this method, but I was facing the magic of an old Master.  I needed to be a lot more than just above average to hope that this would work.
	We approached the cottage slowly, each focusing on any potential danger.  It felt strange that I could sense nothing beyond the turmoil caused by the collapse of the spells that had hidden this little clearing from curious eyes for so long.  It was possible that Braindrige had simply wanted time to pass before opening up his research, it had been known to happen, but most Elder Mages that bothered to hide their archives also made sure to leave enough extra wards around to assure them that whoever did find their archive was worthy of the information.  Braindrige gave the impression of being the latter.
	“Stop!” I shouted just as Marcus was about to climb the front steps.  I felt the edging of a spell on that first weathered stone step.  Marcus pulled back his protections and he breathed a sigh of relief.  
	“A time bubble spell.  Damn, one step on that and you’d have been sending your grand children to bring me home.” Marcus visibly shuddered.  The spell was especially extreme.  It was one thing to protect your notes; it was entirely different to lock someone up for fifty years with no recourse.  Time bubble spells were notoriously difficult to dispel once triggered, and it was usually an even bet that the occupants would survive the attempt.  Our training told us not to even attempt such a thing except in the direst of circumstances.
	“Okay, let me handle it.” I stepped forward and took a deep breath.  It took a moment for me to follow the ebb and flow of the magic around the enchanted stone.  Like a bomb, I had to be careful not to active it while I dispelled the trigger.  It wasn’t easy, the spell and the trigger had been woven together in a web of dependent energy.  I needed to replace the trigger with something inert.  Focusing, I wove in a new spell that mimicked the other, aside from the mechanism to activate it.  
	“I knew you were the guy to bring.” Marcus smacked me on the back as I finished.  We carefully moved the modified enchantment from the stone and placed it out of the way.  Then, with a careful pinch, I dispelled my mimic and for a moment we could feel the energy as the time bubble formed and collapsed.  With nothing inside except air, it had nothing to sustain.  
	“Well, now we know he meant business when he locked this place up.  I wonder what’s inside.” I looked up to the door.  I paused to look for more enchantments, but so far, I felt nothing.  It didn’t make me feel safe, though, we were clearly dealing with an Elder Mage who was far more skilled than either of us.  The risk was serious, but to be a mage meant you had a curiosity that defied that of normal men, and a prize as sweet as a Master’s hidden archive was too alluring to ignore.
	After that we proceeded cautiously.  Braindrige had been crafty, not only placing traps, but also mirages.  These were spells designed to slow us down and exhaust us while not providing any real danger.  It was an exercise in endurance and keeping a clear head.  We also had a time limit, some of the spells were hard to completely dispel, but could be disabled for a few hours.  
	“So that’s the last one?” Marcus asked as I carefully checked around the door for another spell.  I’d already noted a dozen spells placed on the entrance and we’d patiently disabled them all.  
	“That’s the last one I can sense.” I nodded.  Marcus hadn’t been loafing around either.  I had found most of the traps, but he’d done much of the work in disabling or dispelling them.  We made a pretty good team, but the work was exhausting.  I just hoped that we’d made it past the worst of the traps. I didn’t know just how many more we could handle before making a mistake.
	Marcus closed his eyes and took a deep breath.  Then he reached out and grabbed the door knob.  It had taken hours to get the five feet from the front steps to the door.  It was a momentous and frightening moment.  Opening doors were always a fraught metaphor in the mythos of wizards.  If there was going to be one last carefully hidden trap, it was going to be here.  
	Slowly, he turned the knob.  I held steady, keeping my senses open for any whiff of concealed magic, but none appeared.  Marcus pushed lightly at the door, and it swung open smoothly, without a creak, revealing the main room of the little cottage.  
	We stood in the doorway, taking in the moment.  The room looked surprisingly kempt.  The bookshelves were tidy, nothing seemed out of place.  It was almost a shock right there.  The theme of old wizards always seemed to be that they were too wrapped up in their work to keep their study clean.  
	“Well, don’t just stand there gawking, come in.  I’m sure you’re needing the rest and a few of your disabling spells are beginning to unravel.” A voice called out from a side room.  We both jumped at the sound, not expecting anyone to be inside. From all accounts the place should have been abandoned and the protective spells outside would have easily kept all but the most skilled away.
	I steadied myself and walked in.  Marcus stumbled in a bit behind me, and the door swung closed as soon as we were clear of its path; a small trick for any competent wizard, but one that the old seemed particularly amused by.  
	The man that appeared from the side room was much more of a surprise.  It took all of my effort to suppress the gasp at seeing Master Braindrige come round the corner, dressed in full wizard robes.  He looked every bit the same as in his official portrait, which had been made only a bare month before he disappeared.  In this he was every bit the classic wizard, with long gray hair and beard that reached down to the center of his chest.  He wasn’t completely disheveled, but it may have been a few days since a comb had attempted to tame some of the disorder.  The most shocking thing though was his eyes.  There was a sparkle in them, something unreal.
	“Ah, not expecting to see me here, were you?  Well, I’m not, though I suppose I am, or am I?” He laughed as he motioned us towards a couple of chairs in the study.  We were planted in them before we had a chance to consider that they may have been a trap.  
	“What?” Marcus managed to respond to that bit of nonsense.  Old wizards always seemed a bit out of sorts.  That didn’t mean they weren’t sharp.  They usually had so much going on, both in reality and in their heads, that you only ever saw a piece of it.
	There was something else about the old wizard though.  I’d been around many of the most powerful wizards in the region, and without exception, they always seemed to cause a wake in the flow of magic, a bit like a whale passing by in the ocean.  It was an unmistakable display of power, even when they were holding back you could always feel like something massive was lurking nearby.  The man I saw before me lacked that, indeed, he lacked even the force of presence that I could feel from Marcus.
	“Ah, noticed something, didn’t you?” Braindrige cocked his head at me and gave me a penetrating stare, except it wasn’t.  I’d been glared at by many an elder wizard and it always felt like your spleen was being extracted through your nose.  This was more like I was watching TV, the image was there, but none of the substance.
	“You’re not Master Braindrige,” I replied.  I could feel the shock from Marcus as he realized what I’d been noticing as soon as I spoke.  The old wizard laughed uproariously.
	“Right and wrong, and I am and not.” He smiled.  “You are sharp though.  I am not quite the whole of myself, or even most of me, but enough.  At least enough to point the way.” 
	“A conscious shard!” I exclaimed.  It had been a theory kicked around for a while among wizards that it should be possible to not just conjure a projection, but imbue it with a fragment of consciousness, enough to make it almost a being in its own right.  No one had managed to do it, at least on record.  
	“If you like.  I left this piece of myself because I knew I’d not last until my barriers fell around this place.  It’s been a long wait, let me say.” He summoned up a stool and promptly sat down.  Except now I could see it was all projection, powered from a small mass of magic floating roughly in the center of Braindrige.  
	“Why?” Marcus asked as he caught up with the situation.  Something like this hadn’t been done before, or it had never been publicly acknowledged.  There were some secrets that the elder wizards kept, we were rather certain of that, but this didn’t seem like something worthy of that level of protection.
	“Because I could, I suppose, and in my time at least, no one had ever managed it.  It is always nice to be the first.  Still, there is a special trick to it, something I picked up during my research that you’ll not find in any of your wizarding texts.” His eyes glimmered again, but this time it felt more real, as if he was really teasing something important.
	“What’s the trick then?” I asked.
	“A bit of sorcery as a matter of fact, rather simple magic in its way.” His grin became almost wolfish as he gave us each a good look.  
	“But that’s impossible.” Marcus beat me to the punch.  Sorcery was the realm of witches, female magic.  No man was capable of harnessing sorcery, just as no woman could control the magic of wizardry.  No one had ever discovered why this was true, but magic had always been divided as such.  Even attempting sorcery had injured countless wizards over the centuries, and the same was true for witches attempting wizardry.  
	I took a moment to gauge the magic of Braindrige’s projection and could see it, the small bindings of sorcery mixed with the ebb and flow of wizardry.  It was almost hidden, and easy enough to miss, as I had before.  This one piece of magic was a treasure worth all the risk of coming here, and if this was just the tip of the iceberg, what more would we find?
	“Certainly not, not even hard enough for an old wizard like me to take much pride in, aside from the revelation to learn how.” He leaned in and looked carefully at me. 
	“So you can teach us?” I asked as I felt his gaze again.  It was disconcerting.  Not quite like a normal wizard’s stare.  It was hollow, but penetrating.  I had to wonder just what he was seeing.
	“No, it’s not something that can be taught, only learned.” He shook his head.  Then he tilted his head towards a desk at the other end of the room and gave me a grin.  “I may have written a few things down.”
	I took the hint and got up.  I could feel strange ripples in the flow of magic in the room as I approached.  It wasn’t unusual for a wizards favorite spot to become distorted by his power and the magic used around them.  It was almost comforting, like settling into a well worn chair that had molded itself to fit you.  For someone else, it was mildly disconcerting, but the allure of notes on how to actually control sorcery was too great for the discomfort to warn me off.
	There were a few notebooks on the table, all hand made and leather bound.  I knew they were treasures, left for whoever managed to make their way inside his cottage.  It was traditional given the circumstance, and as unconventional as Braindrige had been, it was clear he was keeping with these traditions.  
	I paused for a moment, letting it sink in.  Marcus was sitting behind me, waiting.  It had been clear that this invitation had been for me.  Whatever this secret was, I was going to be the first person to learn it since its discovery.  I took a deep breath and reached for a notebook.  They had no titles written on them.  Every wizard had their own way of imbuing a title on their books. It would be clear if I picked the right one in a moment.
	I felt a spark as my fingers wrapped around the leather binding.  As soon as I lifted the book from the desk, I could feel something wrong.  I concentrated for a moment before I could see it, the bound energies wrapped around the book.  Strands of sorcery immersed in flowing wizardry and now, the strange mix was flowing up my arms!  
	“What the hell!” I let the book fall back to the desk, but the magic continued, sliding up my arms and then wrapping around my back.  I turned back to see that Braindrige had bound Marcus to his chair as I was being encased by this strange spell.  The strands wove themselves around me, quickly covering me from head to toe.  It didn’t hurt, but my instincts were screaming out at the wrongness.  This mix of sorcery and wizardry was unlike anything I’d ever seen.  There was no way to know what it was going to do to me.
	Strangely, Braindrige was motioning for me to calm myself, and I did.  Whatever this was, it was too late to get out of it now.  I took a deep breath right as the spell finished closing around me. Everything seemed to tingle for a moment, then I felt the magic flowing into my whole body.  I’d had small wounds treated with magic before, and this felt something like it, except it was over the whole of my body right down to my core.  
	I gritted my teeth as a wave of nausea hit me.  It started out in my stomach, but quickly spread out from there until my entire insides felt like they were being stirred in a pot.  Somehow, I managed to keep on my feet, but I still wavered back and forth for as the feeling tore through me.  Almost as soon as I felt like I couldn’t take any more, the feeling faded away.  Then I felt a squeezing, starting in my toes, and quickly pushing up my legs.  It was all encompassing as I was being forced into socks several sizes too small.   The feeling kept rolling through me, and I looked down, not able to see much beneath my robes, but as it hit my chest, it seemed like I was deflating.  I’d never been very muscular before, but it all seemed to melt away under the heaving pressure.
	Finally, it spread through my arms and I could watch as my skin tightened and shrunk.  My hands thinned and my fingers became strangely delicate.  It was hard to think too much about it as the wave of pressure clamped down on my head.  It seemed to hold for a moment and then let go and I gulped in the air.  
	I managed to look over and see Marcus staring at me in shock.  I didn’t know what he was seeing, but it was clear that this spell was transforming me.  Before I could consider that thought, another ache began to grow, this time between my legs.  The sensation was strange, as if something was pulling my manhood into me.  It wasn’t quite nauseating as the previous wave of discomfort, but suddenly I felt a strange emptiness between my legs that grew into a weirdness deep into my crotch.  Then the ache spread out again, and I felt my hips seem to bulge and my ass stretched against my trousers right as I felt my waist being pushed in.  It was like some great hand was suddenly playing with me like I was clay.  
	The intensity of the sensations made it hard to keep my thoughts together, but it was growing increasingly clear that I was being remolded into a woman.  That revelation was cut short as a new pressure formed on my chest and I looked down as the feeling grew stronger.  I watched as my shirt pressed out again, this time with the unmistakable roundness of feminine breasts.  I almost cried out in shock, but then the wave hit my head again and I felt everything seem to be shifting and my scalp tingled as if the root of every hair was being electrified.  
	Then it all stopped and I stood there for a moment, simply panting.  It was hard to tell how long it had been, but I suspected it was only a few minutes at most.  I looked at my hands again, trying to take in this new reality.  I really didn’t want to freak out.  I knew transformations were possible, I’d even seen a few.  Usually, it was a means of punishment, turning a criminal wizard into a more docile animal to serve out a sentence or an eternity.  That kind of magic never allowed a change of sex, though, just as men couldn’t use feminine magic, they couldn’t have their sex changed either.  At least that is what I’d always been taught on the subject.
	That established notion conflicted quite entirely with the new weight I felt on my chest and the strange void between my legs.  There was no denying that I’d just crossed a line no one had ever expected me to cross, at least no one beyond Master Braindrige.  
	“Ah, just lovely!  I had rather expected you’d make a rather cute addition to the feminine ranks.” The projection laughed as he gave me a lascivious smile.  The way his eyes seemed to be rolling over every one of my newly acquired curves sent a shiver up my spine.  Even if he wasn’t quite real, it just reinforced what had been done to me, and he was as close to the source of that transgression as I was going to get.
	“You!  What was that sorcery!” I stomped towards him.  My feet hammered against the floor loud enough to echo in the small room and he took a step back, chuckling.  I glared at him, pointing my hand at him poised as a wizard ready to strike.  
	“Not me, or well, not quite me.  But it was necessary, if you want to discover the secret.” He deflected.
	“Secret?  Why the fuck do I need boobs to learn this secret?” I hissed.  The voice echoing in my ears wasn’t even my own, the pitch was higher, clearly feminine and dripping with rage.  
	“I can’t say, I’m only a part you understand, the rest of me didn’t want me to be able to just tell you.  You should know that.  How wizardry is learned is almost as important as the actual knowledge itself.” He gave me the same look that I’d gotten from other Masters through my years of study.  There was always a process in teaching magic, and rarely was it straightforward.  
	“I’ve had about enough!” I shouted and raised up my hands to attack.  I didn’t plan to do more than give him a rough blast, but when I reached out to gather the energy for my spell, I suddenly felt nothing.  I stopped and then reached out again, feeling with my mind for the flow of energy that wizardry used to make magic.  I’d felt it all my life, like standing in the middle of a river, and now it was almost silent.  It took a strain for me to notice it at all, and nothing I could do seemed to affect it.  Where I could normally channel and direct the flow with my mind, now it remained undisturbed.
	“My… magic, I… I can’t...” I stammered.  It was almost like I’d gone blind as I flailed around for some common anchor.  Even the simplest techniques I’d learned as a child failed me.  What was happening?
	Marcus jumped up and grabbed my hands as I flailed around.  “It’s ok, remember what happened.  You’re a woman now, you can’t do wizardry.”
	“Fuck!” I cried out, suddenly feeling so lost.  I felt my eyes start to grow wet.  I hadn’t cried in years and now, it was all I could manage to keep from wailing.  Somehow I fell forward or he stepped up and his arms wrapped around me.  The shock of what had happened washed over me and I sobbed for a moment, strangely comforted by his embrace.
	The feeling passed and it was replaced by a new acknowledgment of my reality.  Marcus was now a good bit taller than I was as my head was now resting on his chest.  Being squeezed up against him also gave me a new sensation to appreciate as my breasts pressed against him.  Suddenly, being in his arms was more than a comfort, it was stirring a strange feeling inside me.  
	“No!” I gasped as I realized what was happening and pushed away.  I could feel myself blushing.  It was bad enough being turned into a girl and having my magic taken away, but now I was feeling an entirely new attraction to my old friend.
	“What?” He looked at me somewhat confused.  I knew he was trying his best to keep up with the situation and help.  That wasn’t easy given what had just happened, but Marcus had a good heart in that fashion.  
	“Oh my, I do believe our newest little woman has discovered just how fully a woman she has become.” Braindrige laughed as he looked at my blushing face.  I gave him the harshest glare I could.  “Now, now, don’t look at me like that, I may have a little experience with this as well.”
	Before I could respond, he raised up his hands and made a wave as if casting a spell, and then he was engulfed in light for a moment.  When the light faded, a woman stood before us, dressed in wizards robes mostly matching Braindrige’s style, but cut to show off her feminine curves, and the top of her cleavage.  She didn’t look much older than either of us, but she had Braindrige’s gaze down perfectly.
	“Master Braindrige?” Marcus gasped, his eyes rather set on the woman’s rather ample chest.  I almost wanted to give him a kick just for that.  
	“Master may not be the proper term at the moment,” The woman chuckled.  “But yes, I am Braindrige or well, the little part of him that I am.”
	“And you became a woman?” I asked.  It made a lot of sense.  He’d clearly left the spell trap on that book that had transformed me.  I’d just never considered the possibility that he might have transformed himself as well.
	“Indeed!  I’d been dabbling in learning about sorcery which isn’t very easy as you know.  I’d managed to make nice with a witch to help with my research, she wanted to learn about wizardry after all.  Then, well one thing lead to another and we may have accidentally swapped bodies.” Braindrige explained.  
	“Swapped bodies?” Marcus and I exclaimed in unison.  At least that was magic we’d heard of before, it had been used for centuries as a means of infiltration and trickery.  Not easy magic and certainly not something done accidentally.  No one had ever done it across the sexes either, at least on record.
	“Oh yes, and as I said, I understand how you’re feeling in your new body.  I think the two of us must have rutted for a few days after that little accident.” She spoke with a wistful air as she seemed lost in reflection for a moment.  I blushed again as Marcus gave me a look of shock and sudden comprehension.
	“No… I...” Was all I could manage to get out.  It was almost too much to take in, not because he was wrong, but because of how right he was.  As soon as the thought popped into my head, it was hard to think about anything else.  I became a twisted mix of curiosity and raw arousal.  I really was horny, except instead of a throbbing hardness, I now had an empty squishy ache between my legs.  A wizard thrived off of the unknown, and here I was presented by one of the greatest unknowns for a man, just how it felt to be a woman.  
	“Oh, come now, no need to be shy, I saw how you looked at your friend there.” Braindrige smiled and then held up her arms.  “And no need to worry about me.  I wouldn’t want to get in the way.”
	With a puff of air, she was gone and it was just the two of us.  I looked up at Marcus again.  This was impossible, but it certainly didn’t feel that way.  I’d never given so much as a passing thought to his body before, but now, my very memories were betraying me.  In the all male world of wizardry, it wasn’t unusual for us to go to a public bath together or perform one or another nude ritual.  None of it had meant anything at the time, but now those memories of Marcus’s naked flesh were lodged firmly in the head of a fully feminine body.  
	“Hey, don’t let her get to you, I actually think she’s gone a bit mad.” Marcus put his hand on my shoulder and gave me a good squeeze.  I knew he was trying to reassure me, but that wasn’t all that his touch was doing to me.
	“Perhaps, she’s probably been here a long time by herself and she’s not all of herself at that.” I nodded and then looked up at him.  Until that moment I’d never realized that I hadn’t really looked into his eyes before, but now, my eyes met his sparkling gaze and I felt my stomach flutter.  Marcus wasn’t some buff behemoth, wizards didn’t need use of raw strength much, but he was in good shape.  
	“Still...” I left it hanging in the air.  How could I admit to something so crazy, and yet my entire body was growing more desperate by the moment.
	“Still?  Still what?” Marcus replied.  I could see the wheels in his head turning as he put the pieces together.  He was sharp, though, and I could watch the growing realization bloom across his face as I just blushed and smiled up at him.
	“Seriously?” He managed to say back as his face started to turn red.  
	“Yeah, I guess, I never would have thought it myself, but that was before I got all curvy and you started looking so hot.” I nodded.  I probably could have burned someone with how hot I was from embarrassment.  It wasn’t an easy thing to say, and yet, I didn’t want to let the opportunity slip away either.
	Marcus stood there with his eyes wide, staring at me.  I’m sure he never expected me to say anything of the sort.  He wasn’t alone in that.  I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him down and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.
	“I know it's pretty crazy, so, I promise never to mention it again if you want.” I reassured him.  It felt right to do it, even if it was a little strange.  I hoped he would though.  I really was so hot, and insanely curious to find out just how it would feel.
	I pulled away and gave him some space.  I’d known him for quite a while, and we both knew he had a way with the ladies, at least enough that he rarely wanted for company.  I never could figure out how he did it exactly, though now I might be able to find out.
	I could see him collect his thoughts and gave me another looking over.  Then he looked me in the eyes again and nodded.  “Or we could find a bed.”
	I laughed nervously and pulled him out of the study and it didn’t take much looking to find a conveniently large bed.  The same spell that had protected this little cottage had kept it from decaying as well.  Nothing in the place had more dust than any average wizards home, and aside from being unkempt, the bed was every bit ready to be used.
	We stepped into the room and stood there.  I wasn’t quite sure how to proceed.  What should I do first?  As far as dealing with the fairer sex, Marcus had the most experience, at least until now.  Of course, I was dealing with femininity from an entirely different perspective.
	Thankfully, he didn’t let me flounder.  He reached around and pulled me close, bent down and gave me a firm kiss right on the lips.  It wasn’t my first kiss, but it was so entirely different.  He loomed over me, embracing me as I felt like I was melting into him.  My new softness pressed against his hard form.  It was alluring, and so easy to just surrender to his advance.
	His hands moved deftly, sliding up my arms and around the rather baggy cloak I was wearing.  He slid it over my shoulders and I felt it fall away, leaving me in my more modern shirt and jeans.  I reached up to return the favor.  We reached for our shirts next, and with a little awkward wrangling we both stood topless.  I blushed again, looking down at the pair of perky round breasts jutting out from my chest.  My nipples were hard and pink, and pointing out lewdly from the top of each soft mound.  I could feel their weight as they jiggled slightly every time I moved.  
	Then I took sight of Marcus.  I’d never appreciated his firm chest so much before.  His chest was just a bit hairy, enough to give him a masculine flare, especially on top of his muscles.  It worked, and now I wanted to see more, to truly see him for the first time, not as a friend and fellow wizard, but as a man.  It was a strange feeling, but I pushed back my reservations, I needed this too much to let old notions get in the way.
	“Simply stunning.” Marcus smiled as he looked at me.  I blushed again as he touched upon another reality.  I didn’t even know what I looked like.  Certainly, I knew I had a woman’s body, and my breasts were near perfect examples, but beyond that, and the knowledge that my brown hair now flowed just past my shoulders, I was in the dark.
	He must have realized that as well and with a wave of his hand, he summoned a reflecting portal.  It was the best a wizard could do on short notice, almost like a mirror, but its surface wavered like that of a standing pool of water.  He held it just far enough away so that I could see the both of us topless and flush with arousal.  
	“Oh, my!” I gasped as I saw the new me.  I couldn’t even recognize myself in what I saw, the transformation had been so complete.  Marcus had been right, I was stunning.  I’d lost half a foot in height, and everything else had thinned out, aside from the two perfect orbs jutting from my chest.  My breasts were full and round, without being too large and each was topped by an erect nipple begging to be sucked.  My face had become delicate, with a small upturned nose and two sparkling blue eyes.  My lips were full and red, perfect for kissing.  My hair had grown thick and long, and flowed around my face, accenting the femininity of my features.  I had the glow of youth, just past innocent, the perfect allure.  If I had to become a woman, I couldn’t ask for a better incarnation.
	I reached up and cupped my new breasts, unable to resist after seeing them in the reflection.  My whole body quivered as my fingers sank into their softness.  I let out a soft moan as I gave myself a gentle squeeze.  It was an alluring sensation, so unlike anything I’d felt as a man.  I had the fight down the urge to explore more as Marcus stroked my upper arm.  
	I turned back to him and pulled him down for another kiss, letting my nipples rub against his bare chest.  That sent sparks down my spine, and I felt the heat between my legs grow again.  I let my hands fall from his neck as our lips pressed together, feeling out his strong arms and firm chest as they drifted down.  Before, I’d have never wanted to touch another man like this, but now it felt so natural, so necessary, and I felt the insatiable urge to feel one more thing.
	Marcus jumped a bit when I finally found my mark and ran my hand over the bulge his manhood had made in his pants.  I suppressed a laugh as I felt just how hard he was.  All that was just because of me!  The thought was kind of flattering from the female perspective, even if it still felt strange to me.  Part of me wanted to stop and think about what I was doing, but the truth was I was barely managing to keep myself from ripping his clothes off.  The desire inside me was drowning out everything else.
	“Hey!” He gasped as I pulled open the front of his pants and slid my delicate fingers over his throbbing hardness.  I’d handled my own hard cock before, but only that.  Now I could appreciate the hardness, the throbbing veins, and the raw masculinity of it in a way I’d never even considered before.  I managed to play him like a fiddle, eliciting sounds of pleasure with my wayward hand as he endured my exploration.  My other hand was busy undoing his belt and I wasted no more time pulling down his pants and boxers.  
	“My turn!” He made a lustful growl and picked me up and tossed me onto the bed.  I flailed for a moment before he pounced.  His hands reached up for my pants, and it took no more than a mild pull and I was suddenly bare from the waist down.  He pulled off my socks and shoes just as cleanly.  They’d all barely been holding together until now as I’d shrunk from the transformation.  I looked down between my legs to see a brown tuft of hair that was distinctly feminine.  
	Marcus tossed my pants aside and rolled back on top of me as he pulled my legs open.  I gasped, suddenly struck by the wickedly vulnerable position of being on my back with my thighs spread and a cock ready to strike.  I felt a disturbing allure in the position as my body ached to be claimed and I wondered if all women felt this as lust sought to drive out what remained of my reason.  
	For a moment I thought Marcus would just lunge forward, completing the act, and I was almost disappointed when he simply leaned down and kissed me again.  I could feel him above me as he held himself up.  This time he slid his tongue into my mouth and I met it with mine.  It was intense as we held so close and yet still apart.  The anticipation was building up, and I was ready, so ready.
	“Are you sure?” He asked as he gently pulled his lips from mine.  I could see the eager lust in his eyes as he shared my gaze.  I knew this was the moment for my final decision, after this I wouldn’t be able to control myself any further.  The raw arousal brewing inside me screamed to say yes, but I tried to take a deep breath and think it through.
	My body craved what was about to come, and I couldn’t deny my curiosity.  Even now, the feelings of lust and desire were both familiar and distinct from what I’d known as a man.  My whole body ached to be touched, just as the void between my legs begged to be filled.  It was all too much to deny, no matter how I might feel about it later.
	“Yes, please… take me.” I managed to say.  I could hear the husky undertones in my feminine voice.  It was so strange to say it, even if it was just what I wanted.  
	Marcus leaned down for another kiss, and as our lips met, I felt him shift his hips and his long thick cock pressed its length between my legs.  I gasped as I felt my flesh part for his hardness, and he shifted his hips to rub it up and down my wet slit until it slid easily along my cleft.  It was a terrible tease, and felt wickedly good.  I moved as well, trying to grind against him as he prepared himself.  
	He broke off his kiss and then looked down at me again just as he pulled his cock back.  I took a deep breath as I felt the tip slide down my slit, parting my tender flesh as it moved towards my very center.  I trembled with anticipation, eager and yet a bit hesitant. The tip of his manhood was nuzzled against me in the strangest way.  He flicked his eyes down and I nodded.  
	I felt him thrust gently, and the lips of my new pussy opened for him.  I reach up and grabbed onto his arms, feeling the need to do something as he pressed his way inside.  His hardness was filling me, driving deeper inside as my fleshed stretched around him.  The feeling was unreal, so intense and unlike anything I’d ever felt before and it didn’t stop.  Marcus kept going, pushing further into me until I felt that I was completely full in the most impossible way.
	“Oh, oh god...” I gasped as I finally felt the base of his cock press against me.  I shuddered from the tips of my toes to the hair on my scalp as I basked in the feeling of being impaled on his hardness.  
	“Are you okay?” He asked.  I could see the concern on his face, it was my first time after a fashion.  Certainly like this.  
	“Yeah, it’s just a lot to take in.” I giggled as soon as I said it.  He had to fight to keep from laughing, but I could feel his stomach heave with the restrained laughter.  
	“Well, I’ll just have to take that as a compliment.” He grinned and then I felt him pull himself back and then gave a hard thrust into me again.  The feeling came so fast that there was no stopping the loud feminine moan from escaping my lips.
	“Fuck!” I gasped, just as he pulled back again and started an even cadence of thrusts that pushed me deeper into the bed.  I melted, the amazing feeling of his cock sliding in and out of my tight womanhood was driving me crazy and I did my best to meet every thrust.  
	“Good?” He grunted as he kept up his savage rhythm.  
	“Oh yes!  So good!” I panted as he pounded into me again and again.  Each thrust was just driving me wild and I grabbed at him, pulling him tighter.  I tried to wrap my legs around him as well, fighting with everything I had for one more amazing thrust.
	His assault grew more intense with every filling drive of his cock and I could feel the tension rising inside both of us.  He’d descended upon me, pressing me into the bed as he kissed me even more passionately.  My breasts jiggled against his hard chest as he ravished me.  The rising pleasure brought even more need to me.  I couldn’t deny the raw intensity of my own desire.
	“Harder!  Fuck me harder!” I cried out when our lips parted for breath.  I needed it, needed to be taken so fiercely, and he obliged.  I wailed from the untamed passion, lost to the needs of the flesh as I felt myself reaching an impossible peak.
	I let out a savage scream as I came, and Marcus drove deep inside me a moment later, as his cock exploded.  My whole body was washed away by the flood of ecstasy that coursed through me.  His juices filled me and I held him tight, riding the wave of pleasure.  We kissed again, more tenderly now as we started to bask in the growing calm of the moment.  
	“You were amazing.” Marcus managed to say.  It was clear he hadn’t expected that. He’d hopped into enough beds, to know not every hot young woman was a good lay.  I felt an odd satisfaction at having exceeded his expectations.  Still, that wasn’t about where I was going to leave things.  
	“Don’t go acting like we’re done.” I smiled and rubbed myself seductively against him.  I was past caring about the circumstances.  I’d never had sex this good, and as long as I had the strength, I wasn’t going to let him get any rest.
	It didn’t take much to get him back to full strength again, and we kept at it, fucking like animals until we both collapsed, naked and exhausted untold hours later.  
	It wasn’t until I felt the blinding morning sun glaring in my eyes that I managed to wake up.  I groaned, feeling wonderfully refreshed and slightly aching from the workout we’d both gone through.
	I looked up to see the female version of Master Braindrige standing next to the bed, holding the curtain open as I struggled to pull up the sheets and regain a bit of modesty.
	“Now that you’ve got that out of your systems, it’s time to make a proper witch out of you.” Braindrige giggled as she seemed to enjoy the sight of us two naked wizards entangled on her bed.  It wasn’t hard to understand that my adventures were just beginning.
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Later that night she discovered its amazing power.  When she held it in her hand, she was transformed from the flat mousey bookworm she normally was into a sultry short temptress.  From there it didn't take much to convince Susan to use the brooch as well and the two women spent an exciting morning together in bed exploring the pleasures that only two women could share.
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They did have a reputation for having the hardest initiation, only about half the pledges made it through and joined up.  That wasn't about to dissuade me, though.  I was up for the challenge.  Or at least I thought I was.  I expected a little hazing, but I didn't expect to get turned into a girl!  
To get through the week, I would have to live as an elfin brunette with nice curves and discover all the pleasures of being a coed.  It sounded crazy until I bumped into Tom and found out that I was swimming in womanly needs that he was more than happy to help me enjoy.  Now all that's left is telling the story of my crazy sexy adventure!
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