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Bewitching Wizardry - Part 3 - Dressing Up 


“This is just nuts!” I shook my head. My hair seemed to fly everywhere. I still wasn’t used to the long hair, but that was the least of my worries. The boobs and pussy were far more of a concern. Being turned into a woman as some dead elder wizard’s way of teaching me about magic had come with quite a few wrinkles.

“Well, it does seem to explain what happened.” Agatha nodded. She was doing her best to keep up a serious demeanor. All of us were still recovering from the wild sex romp we’d just finished.

“The how but not the why.” Marcus added. That was the mystery. After becoming a girl, and discovering I lost my access to my wizardly magic, we’d sought out Agatha to see if I could learn witchcraft. She tried to help, but when she tried to show me the simplest bits of magic, my hand touched a strand of magic and that set us all to fucking like rabbits for the afternoon.

“At least it’s a clue.” Agatha replied. She still blushed every time she looked over at Marcus. Until today, she’d been a proclaimed lesbian, but the magic I had triggered had rather overwhelmed her, and we’d both enjoyed several firm helpings of his cock. I knew how she felt, until I’d been changed, I’d never been attracted to men, but now I got just as excited thinking about a nice hard cock as a big pair of breasts. It still made me feel weird if I thought about it too much.

“If I may interject...” Braindrige piped up from her seat. She’d decided to join us after we’d started discussing what had happened. She was the strangest part of our growing circle. She was just a fragment of the consciousness of the elder mage who’d left the spell that turned me into a girl. She was little more than a projection of magic, held together by an impossible combination of wizardry and witchcraft and imbued with some of the elder mages knowledge.

I turned and gave her a scowl. She may not have truly been the elder mage that caused this mess, but she was as close to it as I was ever going to get. Braindrige had likely been dead for over a hundred years and this projection he’d left behind hadn’t been much help yet. All she demonstrated was that Braindrige had also managed to change his sex, and learned how to control both wizardry and witchcraft. Neither of those things were supposed to be possible.

“You may want to consider the basic nature of both types of magic.” Braindrige continued once everyone was focused on her. Then she sat back. She’d done little more than listen to us since she popped up. It made it even easier to believe that she had been an elder wizard. They loved to drop mysteries for younger wizards and watch what happened.

“The fundamental nature?” Marcus asked aloud. He looked contemplative and we all quieted down to think for a moment.

“Wizardry is about power, controlling the flow of the magic around us, bending and forcing it to our will until we can make it work for us.” Marcus said.

“And that’s not witchcraft at all. Witchcraft is about finding what connects things together, the binding strands and then weaving those strands to shape reality.” Agatha added. Two simple facts, and putting them together made it even easier to understand.

“So I’ve been learning wizardry, all my life, how to bend and shape and force the power where it should go. When I think about magic, it’s like a force and I am forging it to my will.” I continued the thought.

“When I touch the strands it is like playing an instrument or weaving a pattern. It’s gentle and precise, it works best when touched lightly.” Agatha kept the thought going.

“And when Drew reached out to touch the strand, she was doing it like a wizard, and...” Marcus nodded.

“And I was hitting it like a hammer and since you were holding it...” I said.

“I felt the rush of energy flow into me, creating an instant, intense connection to you that radiated out and pulled in Marcus.” Agatha finished the thought. The revelation was both amazing and disturbing. I’d somehow done a kind of witchcraft, but only as someone taking a sledgehammer to a keyboard.

“Ok, so that’s a start, how do we get it so that we don’t cause an orgy every time bright eyes decides to try witchcraft?” Marcus asked. That was the question. It didn’t do me much good if I couldn’t actually do anything with some kind of finesse. From what Agatha had said, the magic that had transformed me was done with incredible and unusual skill. To change back, I’d probably needed to be able to do more than just the basics.

“Well, you have to admit, in some circles she’ll be pretty popular with that skill alone.” Agatha smiled. I blushed a bit at the notion. It wasn’t just that I now seemed to have the ability to kick off an orgy, I would be at the center of it when I did.

“Seriously, though, have you always been such a sex driven little minx, Drew?” Agatha gave me a sharp look. I pulled back in my seat. I hadn’t really thought about it, in fact, I’d tried not to think very hard about my new lustful desires since I changed. I took a deep breath and dug deep.

“Well, no. I guess I always kind of thought about sex, but now everything just seems so much more intense. Even now, I’m having to concentrate a little just to keep my thoughts from getting too dirty.” I answered as honestly as I could. Every guy was a bit of a horn dog, but I had to admit that my current state was a whole different level. It wasn’t just my new attraction to guys. It seemed harder not to think sexy thoughts than ever before. Of course, having just been through two extended romps in the sack over the last couple days probably didn’t help.

“So you’re thinking that this is part of the same thing?” Marcus asked.

“Maybe, I got a strange sense off of you from them moment I saw you, Drew. I thought it was just because you are a little hottie, but now… Do you mind if I get a little closer?” Agatha asked as she gave me the strangest look. It was like she was looking at me and through me at the same time.

“Uh… sure.” I replied and she came closer. Her hands flew out, gently caressing the air around me but not touching me at the same time. Agatha came close enough for me to get a whiff of her intoxicating scent, and I struggled a bit to hold myself still. After our recent closeness it was hard not to just lean forward and give her a wet kiss.

After a minute or so she pulled back and I could see her let out her breath. Tension seemed to melt away from her face. “It seems you’re kind of always hitting the strands a bit, even now. Your aura is radiating sensuality. It’s like a low level arousal charm that just amps everyone up just by being near you.”

“So Drew’s become some kind of sex goddess?” Marcus struggled for a moment before giving in to a laugh.

“Something like that. I’m guessing it’s because your natural mental state is to reach out with your wizarding power, and now when you do that, you’re inadvertently strumming all the strands of witchcraft around you.” Agatha explained.

“So the mental effort that allows witches and wizards to use magic is the same, but which magic we control is based on our physical sex.” Marcus nodded. It made sense.

“Then, if I concentrate, I should be able to stop doing it.” I concluded. It wasn’t going to be easy. Getting a sense of the local magic was something I’d done for almost as long as I’d known about magic. It was nearly ingrained instinct. Now that I’d lost my ability to control or sense wizardry, it was like I’d been dropped in a deep dark well. In a way, it probably made it even worse, since I was reaching out even harder to find the magic that my training told me should be there.

“Probably, if I’m right.” Agatha agreed.

“Then here goes.” I sat back and tried to focus. If I could just keep myself from reaching out with the back of my thoughts, I could stop being a human aphrodisiac, at least when I didn’t want to. It took a while to collect my thoughts. I’d never been great at meditation, but I knew that it would be somewhat key to working this out. I evened out my breathing and focused on calming myself. I could feel the way I was reaching out for magic and pulled it back.

“Ok, that’s it...” It took some effort, but I felt like I was holding myself tight. If I was right, it meant I wasn’t reaching out with my powers any longer. I looked at both of them. Marcus and Agatha both had a look of surprise as they looked at me.

“Are you guys ok?”

“You don’t feel it? It’s like a cloud just lifted, and now I can think clearly without just staring at your boobs.” Marcus replied. I had to admit that I didn’t feel much different, but Agatha nodded and blushed a bit deeper.

“I can’t say I notice, but you guys can really feel it?” I asked. It was a bit disturbing that I’d caused such an effect without even trying.

“Oh yeah. Keep doing what you’re doing and we won’t try to think of a way to get you naked again.” Marcus answered.

“I guess that proves that I’m not magically stunted now, just that I’m like a bull in a china shop. Except that I can barely even notice witchcraft even when someone is pointing it out for me.” I continued. That was the next part. It was great that I had power, I imagined that was key to reversing the spell, but if I couldn’t see or control it, then it wasn’t much good to me yet.

“Any more thoughts?” Marcus turned back to Brainbrige. She’d just been watching as we discussed things.

“None that come to me. Maybe you should look into some witchcraft training.” She replied and turned her gaze to Agatha.

“Hey now, I’m not a teacher, and she can barely even sense the brightest strand I could find. I don’t even know where to start with someone like that. We’d never usually even tell someone so weak that what they saw was magic.” Agatha explained. That was true enough for wizards as well. Only a select few could sense magic at all and even fewer could get the feel for actually controlling it. Most people didn’t even know it existed, and that was something magic users generally liked to maintain. Keeping the secret was one of the few circumstances that mental alteration spells were allowed for on a mass scale.

“I’m not sure we want to bring anyone else in on this. This is crazy magic. If I can overwhelm you just on instinct, I don’t want to think what I could do with focus, and if someone dangerous learned even what we know now, they’d be well on their way to cause serious damage.” I said. That’s why there was an order of Wizards and something like it for Witches. The dangerous ones were kept from causing too much damage when they went rouge. But given what I could do without trying, that kind of power could be devastating in the wrong hands.

“Or worse, the council might decide you need an intervention to keep you in check. They aren’t exactly going to wait around while you make yourself into a threat either.” Marcus added. I hadn’t thought of that. It was pretty scary. They had ways to bind powers, and alter minds. If they found out what had happened to me, they could make me forget all about my life and leave me a normal woman forever.

“That doesn’t help us get little miss sunshine here to control her magic.” Agatha turned us back to the subject at hand. When playing with unknown magic, there was always plenty to be worried about. If some outside force decided to make trouble, we’d have to deal with it when it happened. Until then, we all knew that we had to focus on what was in front of us.

“There is something though, before I did my magic thing and we all fucked liked rabbits, I couldn’t even see anything at all. After we finished, I could actually see a little of it, even if barely.” I noted. Sometimes it was the little things that mattered. The question was, why did it change.

“So the more we fuck, the stronger your witchcraft gets?” Marcus smiled a bit wickedly. I felt myself flush as he gave me a look. It wasn’t hard to know that he wouldn’t have any problem helping with that experiment.

“Maybe, but I think it’s more subtle than that.” Agatha’s brow furrowed as she considered something. “Maybe it’s not the sex, but the way it makes you feel. So much of witchcraft is having control over yourself so that you can sense the subtle variations around you. You have to learn to step softly so that you aren’t playing the strands even as you walk among them. Then you have to open yourself up, yield to the universe around you.”

The contrasts to wizardry were clear again, force versus subtlety. There was another angle though one I could begin to see as well. I felt myself blush as I considered it, but I knew I had to tell them just the same. “Ok, I think I understand, and I hate to admit it, but as a girl, I feel so much more submissive during sex, I’m just opening up and letting myself go. So maybe part of that is what we’re looking at.”

“That could be it. Maybe that’s why women are so naturally tied to witchcraft. It’s not that we’re the submissive dainty flowers men sometimes want us to be, but we’re pushed to be that way, and then we were open to the magic. So, perhaps we should try and get you in touch with your feminine side and see if that helps.

“I don’t think I could be more in touch with my feminine side.” I motioned to my round chest. That wasn’t even to mention the last two rounds of hot steamy sex that I’d eagerly participated in.

Agatha laughed. “Sorry, sweetie, but there is more to being a girl than just the chest, or the body for that matter. Let’s just call it a good start.”

“So what should she do?” Marcus asked.

The question hung in the air for a while. Agatha was giving it a good thinking over. I wasn’t sure I was going to like the answer. It was a weird consideration. I wasn’t always the best at introspection, and this was a moment that seemed to cry out for it. I was a just a guy, nothing special, and I’d never really thought about it too much. After the transformation, I’d been busy either in bed or trying to decipher centuries old notes to think about my newfound gender issues. Honestly, I was trying not to think about them too much.

“Okay, so how about a girls night out?” Agatha finally suggested.

“What?” I had to admit it wasn’t the first thing that would have crossed my mind.

“Well, I can’t think of anything else, and I’m sure you need to cool off some steam. A little dinner and maybe some dancing and see how you feel tomorrow.” Agatha seemed rather set in her decision and then leapt from her seat. Before I could say anything more, she’d pulled me up and was dragging me back to her room.

“Whoa! What are you doing?” I asked as she hauled us to her closet. She didn’t bother to reply as she shuffled through the hanging volumes of clothes. Occasionally, she’d pull something out and did a quick take to see if she thought it would look good for me.

“Just getting you ready! I’m not about to go out with someone that isn’t dressed to compliment my hotness.” Agatha giggled as she seemed to settle on her choices. Then she stepped back, waved her hands around and the room whooshed for a moment and we were both suddenly dressed in a set of party dresses.

I looked down to see the black dress hanging off me and showing off an almost uncomfortable amount of cleavage. The skirt was just long enough that it would probably protect my modesty if I didn’t do anything crazy. Still, it was short enough that I felt pretty damn exposed with the cool air of the room tickling all the way up my inner thighs.

Agatha was dressed much the same, aside from her dress being a slinky red number. I had to admit we’d certainly draw in plenty of attention. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that, but Agatha was clearly making the calls right now. She waved her hand again, and I felt the dress adjusting to fit, tightening up a bit in the chest and waist and opening up a bit for my hips. Then she grabbed me and plopped me into a small chair in front of a mirror.

“If you stay like this you’ll need to learn how to do a little makeup, or at least some good spells. Now, just close your eyes and relax.” Agatha reached for a makeup kit as I acceded to her request. I had to admit I could use a break, even if I wasn’t sure this was quite the way to do it.

I felt Agatha doing her work. She drew across the top of my eyelid and seemed to puff something on my cheeks. Then she had me purse out my lips and put on some lipstick. It was a strange feeling just sitting there as she worked. In a way it felt like I was being turned into a real girl. I knew that wasn’t quite right, but I was starting to understand what she meant by the notion that being a girl was more than just about the body.

“Now, all done.” Agatha patted me on my shoulders and I opened my eyes. Mostly, she’d kept it subtle, but I certainly felt more feminine looking at my reflection. She accented my eyes and gave me a slight blush on my cheeks. The red lipstick was probably the only thing to stand out, and I couldn’t deny that it looked good.

“Thanks.” I blushed a bit as I studied my reflection. I really looked pretty good. I’d never done much about my appearance as a guy, just kept myself shaved and occasionally combed my hair. That was about the extent of it. This was completely different. I knew Agatha had only done a basic job with the makeup and had already fixed up my hair and clothes, but it was a small window into the more feminine world I’d been thrust into.

“No problem. Do you like it?” She asked. I looked back intently at the mirror. I didn’t know how long it would take before I could see this face as my own. I still looked like I was in my early twenties, but now I was cute, and with the makeup just a bit sexy. If I’d seen a girl like this before I’d have thought she was way out of my league.

“Yeah, I look nice.” I nodded. Not sure just what the proper response was. She had done a good job. I just wasn’t so sure I liked looking that way.

“Great, then it’s time to get going.” Agatha took me back out. Marcus stared at us as we made our way back to the living room. I blushed as he looked us over. No doubt, Agatha’s goal had been achieved and we were a walking pair of hotties.

“So, call me if you need me.” Marcus waved. He didn’t want to get in the middle of whatever Agatha had planned. Now, I was going to spend the evening with her. I was pretty nervous all the way around.

“Now, don’t worry, I’m not planning to put the moves on you. Unless you want to.” Agatha giggled as we climbed into the car.

“We’ll see.” I smiled back. It wasn’t like I hadn’t gotten to know her intimately already today. That she was a lesbian just sweetened the pot. She was pretty hot, but for now I was trying not to think too much about sex.

That worked out pretty well for dinner. We hit a decent restaurant and aside from all the staring men, I had a pretty good time.

“Do guys always stare like that?” I asked. I’d never quite realized it before. Being a guy was usually an anonymous existence. Granted, we were both dressed to kill, but somehow, I felt like most of those lustful glances would have been happening if I’d been walking around in a burlap sack.

“Pretty much, you get kind of used to it, so long as they don’t make a scene.” Agatha nodded. I could see a bit of fire in her eyes as she talked about it though.

“And that happens?” I’d always been taught to treat women with respect, but I had to admit that I’d probably leered at cute girls more than I should have. I hadn’t realized just how intense that could be from the other side until now.

“Sure, lewd comments, sometimes they even make a grab for you in passing. Lucky for me, I’m a witch and can get a little revenge, but not most girls.” Agatha answered. I didn’t want to think about the ways she’d used her power in such circumstances. It wasn’t generally approved to use magic on normal folk, but no one questioned self protection or correcting slights.

Then she gave me a big silly grin. “Now, that’s getting too serious. Let’s go dancing!”

Before I knew it, I was in the middle of a crowd with bone jarring music playing and Agatha dancing up a storm. Even as I guy I’d not been much into the dance club scene, and this wasn’t encouraging me. It was nice watching her though, but I slowly slid my way to the side and found the bar.

“Hey, there, not much into the scene?” I turned to see a guy smiling from the next seat over.

“Yeah, my friend was trying to show me a good time, but...” I nodded over to where Agatha had gotten herself into the middle of a rather sensual routine with a few other girls.

“Ah, yeah, hard not to notice Agatha. Too bad she’s not into guys.” He laughed. I joined him and realized that I liked the way he smiled. I realized just as quickly that I liked a lot more about him. He was about my age and in clearly good shape. His dark hair was pretty short, and strong chin and sparkling eyes that showed kept trying to draw me in.

“You know her?” I asked, a bit surprised.

“Yeah, she’s a regular. My friend always likes hitting here so it’s hard not to notice her when she starts showing off.” He answered. “So I’m Nate, would you like a drink or something?”

“Yeah, sure. I’m Drew.” I held out my hand and he smiled warmly as he gave me a firm shake. It was an odd moment, his hand so strong and firm pressing against mine. Another change from when I’d been a guy. There was no attempt to out muscle my grip, only a firm squeeze.

“Nice to meet you.” And he helped me order some drinks.

“I haven’t seen you around before. Are you new in town?” He asked.

“Kind of, I guess I was just visiting Agatha with a friend and she wanted to go out.” I tried to keep it short. I really hadn’t given a thought to my back story. Sure, I had a name, but that was about it. My real life wouldn’t quite fit in, as I’d gone to an all boys academy that had a secret double role as a school for wizards, my university was the same, and as I was just out of school there wasn’t anything else I could go into that wouldn’t sound strange.

The conversation drifted from there. It was easy getting him to talk about himself, and I found it easier and easier to just listen. The drink helped me relax too. It wasn’t long before I found myself gazing into his eyes. I just loved the sound of his voice, and the way he smiled. The whole feeling was so strange. I’d spent my life talking to guys, but never had I felt this kind of attraction.

I knew it wasn’t just one way either. He was giving me plenty of looks, and I had noticed him checking me out when he thought I wasn’t looking. Agatha had hoped I would get more in touch with my feminine side by coming here. I wasn’t sure if that was what this was, but I did have a rather naughty idea.

“How about you show a lady to the bathroom?” I nudged and he got up.

“Right over here.” He pulled me along through the crowd. We managed to worm our way through and I went to head in.

“Skipping the line?” He asked with a bit of surprise. I turned to notice what he meant. I was about to walk into the men’s room. I hadn’t even thought about it, but he was right that the ladies had a line well out the door. I giggled, having fallen into a stereotype, just as I was about to make my move.

“Sure, now come on.” I pulled him into the men’s room. I really didn’t know what was coming over me, but I wanted this in the worst way. It only took a moment to confirm that the room was empty and I quickly moved to lock the door.

Nate looked down at me in shock. It’s like holding the winning lottery ticket, you just can’t believe it. I blushed, not quite believing it myself. I’d never been the forward type before, never been into guys, but now it was like the world was upside down and I wanted to explore every upturned nook.

“Unless you don’t want to.” I smiled up at him as I moved in close. I pressed my chest against him as I slid my hands over his hips. I didn’t want to push too hard. After all, he might not want it, or rather not want to do it with a girl he just met.

I felt the whole room wavering in those moments before his reply. I was nervous for being so forward, so exposed and for wanting to give in to this desire. He looked down at me as the surprise gave way to a lustful gaze.

“No, I just never thought a girl like you would do this.” He smiled and I laughed.

“Oh, that’s not all a girl like me can do.” I quickly reached down and unbuckled his pants before he could say anything else. My hand slid over his hardness as it throbbed against his underwear. I could feel him growing harder, eager for what I was going to do. I felt my own heat growing in kind. I could hardly believe I was doing this, but I couldn’t deny how much I wanted to.

I knelt down, pulling his pants and shorts as I did and watched as his cock bounced out right in front of me. I took a moment to take it in, the sight of his aching arousal right before my eyes. This wasn’t like before, I wasn’t overwhelmed by arousal. I was hot and eager, but not driven to reckless abandon. I reached up and stroked him, feeling his hard cock, tracing the veins with the tip of my finger.

He gasped as I leaned forward and ran my tongue over his tip. I knew how it must have felt for him and I savored his masculine flavor. For the moment I was just a girl, a nearly anonymous girl going down on a guy. It was liberating in a way I’d never expected. As good as it had felt with Marcus, he knew what I’d been. We’d been friends too long, and to hook up even like we had, there was going to be a strangeness. But here, it was entirely different. I could be the girl without any embarrassment, there was nothing holding me back from giving in to my desires.

“Oh… yeah!” He moaned as I took more of him into my mouth. I licked and sucked as I took him deeper, letting his manhood fill my mouth. Then I started to bob my head. I knew he wouldn’t last long like this, but I couldn’t resist. I wanted to know. It was one of those curiosities that had been in the dark depths of my mind before, even before the change, but now there was nothing holding me back.

I kept working him, enjoying the sounds he made as he fought to hold on to control, but when I reached up to stroke his balls, that was the last straw. He held onto my shoulders tightly as his cock throbbed and then filled my mouth with cum. I kept sucking as he shot off, letting the taste of his seed linger as much as I could. I never imagined such a strong flavor as it seared into my memory. Now I knew what it tasted like and went to work preparing him for more.

It took a little work. As excited as he was, without magic, it wasn’t easy to keep at full mast after shooting off. I kept licking and sucking, slowly building him back up until he was wet and hard.

“Ready for the encore?” I smiled as I let his cock slide from my lips. I rose from my knees, looking up at him wantonly. His hands helped until I was standing almost on the tips of my toes and he leaned down for a passionate wet kiss. I felt his fingers sliding all over me know as I ground myself against him. We both wanted the same thing and he reached down and lifted me up onto the counter. I spread my legs and he pulled my panties to the side. I could feel the wet heat between my legs and watched as he moved to strike.

His hands wrapped around my hips and I felt him pressing against me for a moment and then with a grunt he thrust his hips forward.

“Oh, god! Oh fuck!” I cried out as he drove deep. My flesh yielding easily to the assault. I was so wet, that he was able to drive all the way into me with one long thrust and I gasped at the sudden fullness and throbbing heat inside me. He reached up and grabbed hold of a breast as he squeezed and then leaned into a savage kiss.

I loved the intensity of it. The raw audacity. I’d just claimed a bathroom, locked everyone out and was fucking some guy I just met. It was wild! I kissed him back with as much fervor as I could manage as he started to thrust into me. The feeling of his cock sliding in and out sent sparks of pleasure all through me and I shamelessly moaned for more.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” My cries echoed around the room as I wrapped my legs around him. He had me at his mercy and I was happy to succumb to his desires. His thrusts grew harder and stronger, and I bucked under the wicked assault. I closed my eyes, letting myself just feel the pleasure as he impaled me with a driving rhythm. I couldn’t think of anything else as he ravished me.

His mouth drifted, kissing and licking at my cheek and neck and then slowly up to my ear. I gasped and moaned at the strange feeling of his tongue licking at my earlobe. While he thrust between my legs every other sensation was driving me crazy. I had lost control, helpless against the waves of pleasure and feelings he was unleashing, all with the throbbing dance music hammering the walls.

It was crazy! The moment simply didn’t want to end, but I knew I couldn’t take any more. The throbbing hardness plunging into me, the echoing of our passions and the raw power of lust, it pushed me over. I felt the rush of pleasure as everything else fell away.

“I’m cumming! Oh yes! Yes! Yes!” I screamed and I felt him pound harder into me and then let go. We cried out together as he filled me with cum. I felt his cock pulsing inside me as his seed flooded me. It was almost all I could take and I threw my head back, gasping for air as the pleasure overwhelmed me.

He held me there for a while as we panted. I looked up at him and smiled as I pushed him back. He pulled out and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. I leaned up so it could linger a moment longer, then slid down off the counter and grabbed a towel.

“Thanks.” I blushed a bit, not sure just how to act in a moment like this and then quickly went to clean up the worst of the mess between my legs. I could hardly believe what I’d just done. It wasn’t that I regretted it in the least. I just never would have imagined I would jump someones bones like that.

“Anytime.” He smiled and waited for me to clean up a bit. I worked my magic as fast as I could and then we unlocked the door and stepped out into the middle of a full blown orgy.

Everyone was on the dance floor now, clothes were strewn wildly about the room and naked bodies were mashing together in every way possible. I stood there, in shock as I took it all in. It was like some bizarre fantasy come to life, but most of all there was something even more intense.

I could see every strand of witchcraft connecting around the room!

To Be Continued...
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Abigail was simply humoring her roommate Tessa. It was hard not to simply let the energetic brunette have her way, and this time was no different. Sure, Abigail liked to party from time to time, but she had to study sometimes too. Tonight, though, she let Tessa drag her to a special party, one where something extraordinary was supposed to be on order.

When she bumped into her beefy lab partner Jack, Abigail felt relieved. Tessa would no doubt leave her to chase after the first hot guy walked by, but she could keep Jack interested as long as she wanted to. Just as they were starting to get settled in, the host showed up and after giving a little speech, he grew a pair of wolf ears and a tail!

Special nanobot patches were passed around, and Tessa came back, this time as some half-cow woman with a raging libido and a massive new chest. Abigail just couldn't resist joining in, and decided to take the plunge along with her hunky classmate. After she turned into a frisky cat-girl, Jack was ready to help her have a wild night that she's not going to soon forget!

Read more about Changing Abigail at farleven.wordpress.com
or Visit the Amazon page at amazon.com

Misapplied Magic - A Magical Erotic Transformation Adventure

Wild magic can certainly spice up your day...

Maggie has always had the ability to see magic and the ability to tame it. It didn't take her long to learn that others couldn't, despite regaling them with the stories of the strange creatures and flowing energies that filled the world but went unseen by all but a few. It wasn't until years later that she happened across a wizard willing to teach her about her powers and what she could do with them.

Now she bounded around, hunting down outbursts of wild magic, so that she could keep it from wreaking havoc and to grow her own power. The trouble was, to tame the magic she had to let it enchant her, and become part of the fantasy world that magic would create. Given how often people drifted into sexy daydreams, Maggie usually found herself diving into one erotic adventure after another.

Today was another of those days, after keeping her friend Nora from becoming enchanted, Maggie jumped into an outburst of wild magic. Inside its pocket of reality was a hot party, filled with people embracing their desires. Maggie found her clothes transformed into an alluring maid costume, her bust enlarged and her libido sent through the roof. When she bumped into the host of the party, she couldn't wait to give him the pleasure he'd need for her to tame the magic and undo the spell.

Read more about Misapplied Magic at farleven.wordpress.com
or Visit the Amazon page at amazon.com

Gender Swapping Stories

Gender Bending Investigations - Part 1 
Gender Bending Investigations - Part 2 - The Roman Baths 
Gender Bending Investigations - Part 3 - The Magnate 
Gender Bending Investigations - Part 4 - Distractions and Discoveries 
Gender Bending Investigations - Part 5 - Revelations 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 1 - Dressing Up 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 2 - Private Education 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 3 - Student Seduction 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 4 - Friendly Benefits 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 5 - Playing Girly 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 6 - Public Exposure 
Pledging Tau Geta Delta - Part 7 - Boxers or Lace 
Voluntary Beauty 
Unexpected Changes 


Magical Transformation Stories

Misapplied Magic 
Misapplied Magic - Pleasing the Professor 
Misapplied Magic - Legal Discipline 
Misapplied Magic - Doing the Dudes 
Madeline's Brooch 
Madeline's Brooch - A Night Out 
Madeline's Brooch - Office Affairs 
Madeline's Brooch - Academic Exposure 
Madeline's Brooch - Arousing Conclusions 
Madeline's Brooch - The Complete Collection 


Shifter and Furry Transformation stories

Howling in the Moonlight - An Erotic Werewolf Story 
Changing Abigail - An Erotic Transformation Story 
Changing Positions - Fuzzy Firsts: An Erotic Transformation Story 
Changing Positions - Part 2 - Sharing the Fun 
Demonic Desires - An Erotic Transformation Story 
Changing Jenna - An Erotic Transformation Story 


Mind Control Stories

Free Ride 



From the Author

I've enjoyed writing stories from a very young age and as I grew older it only seemed natural to expand my writing into more adventurous realms. I grew up a child of the eighties and weaned on rerun tv and well stocked local library that stoked a love of adventure in me.

As a youth, I was drawn to mind control and transformation. The ability to be whatever you wanted to be or have complete control over your domain were both compelling. Of course, as I grew older, the relative innocence of these interests gave way to an ever growing kink that eventually exploded into my writings. To my surprise, I discovered that the opposite of complete control, the notion of being completely dominated, held an almost equal power over my fantasies. In both ways one can give into pleasure without reservation.

It is that energy that I try to weave into my work. A passion for pleasure, even when it may not have been requested, in the end it is begged for. For sometimes only in darkness can a single light shine brightest.

As always I enjoy feedback, no adventure is complete if walked alone.
farleven@yahoo.com

For the latest information about Farleven's newest 
releases and exclusive offers delivered straight to your inbox, 
please signup for Farleven's Newsletter!


Or visit my blog at farleven.wordpress.com
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