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Bewitching Wizardry - Part 5 - Submitting to the Pleasure 


“Squeak!” The mouse complained as our latest attempt at reversing our womanizing spell failed with a loud series of sparks.

“I just don’t see what we’re doing wrong?” I threw up my hands. We’d been at it for days. We’d kept going back to the one sex changing spell we knew worked and reviewed it over and over again. The theory and the logic all said that our reversal spell should work, but it didn’t work the first time, and every tweak we made after did nothing to change that.

“Well, it looks like we are missing something again.” Maggie grumbled from beside us. My friend Marcus had agreed to be our test subject for our recreation of Braindrige’s sex change spell. It had succeeded, but now she was stuck as a girl, just like I was and had decided to take on a girl name as well. So now we called her Maggie.

“Have you considered that you need more than a simple reversal spell?” Braindrige chimed in from the other side of the room. It wasn’t really Braindrige of course, just a fragment of the old Wizard’s consciousness, he’d left behind before disappearing. He’d fallen in with similar magic almost 200 years ago and had figured out how to master combining wizardry and witchcraft, a feat that everyone had thought impossible until Marcus and I had found his lost cottage a couple weeks ago. I’d learned the hard way when a spell Braindrige had left behind turned me into a girl. This echo of Braindrige was nothing more than a magical projection, and one that preferred a feminine form and womanly version of wizards robes.

“Of course, but what more do we need?” Agatha shot back. No one got along very well with Braindrige. The specter occasionally dropped useful hints, but did so in the infuriating manner of elder wizards. She was always trying to teach, but usually in a backhanded manner.

“I’m just saying perhaps it is a matter of perspective. And after all I did have the help of my friend when we figured out how to change back.” Braindrige continued. She wasn’t fazed by any of the hostility lodged towards her. Probably because we couldn’t do much to her. She didn’t have a real physical form and the magic that held her together was too unique to risk damaging.

“Wait… she said she had the help of her friend. That was the witch that switched bodies with her.” Nate looked thoughtful as he started to think. We’d slowly filled him in over the last week as our reversal spells kept failing. He knew Braindrige’s whole story now, not that it had helped us so far.

“And that witch became a man...” Agatha nodded. We all looked at each other as the realization sank in.

“It does seem only fair.” Maggie smiled. I knew she was trying for an evil grin, but her cute face just couldn’t pull off any air of malevolence.

“I quite agree.” I grinned as well. It was only fair to let her experience what the other side was like. Much less, she’d spent the last week teasing the both of us on our newfound femininity. That had been one of the unexpected factors of our change, we were both physically women, but we were unconsciously taking up feminine behavior as well. We figured out that the spell had caused that as well to keep us from getting hit with a full punch of gender dysphoria.

Nate just laughed. He’d watched Agatha giving us grief all week and now it was her turn to be on the other side of the stick. After all, the more we learned about this particular form of magic, the more we wanted it kept secret until we had better mastery of it. We weren’t about to go drag someone else into our little group. If we needed a witch to become a man, then Agatha was the only choice.

“What makes you think you can make me into a man when we can’t even do it to a mouse?” Agatha asked. It was a valid point, but it wasn’t that hard to answer either.

“I think our trick here is that we’ve been trying to do a reversal spell so far. We’re girls now, but part of that is held in place by the magic that transformed us, it isn’t quite natural. A part of the transformation spell is probably keeping a simply transformation spell from working, but on someone without that resistance, the spell might just work.” I explained. It helped that I was the one who had always excelled at spell theory. I knew very well that reversal spells needed to work differently from spells that simply did the same change to something that wasn’t already enchanted. We’d been focusing on reversal, not on doing a clean female to male transformation.

“Shit.” Agatha grumbled. I knew she understood the logic as well. There wasn’t a way to side step things. “Well, I guess that means we have some more work to do.”

Everyone dug in at that. We had the fundamentals of the transformation spell down pat now, so it wasn’t a lot of work to modify the spell we had to turn men into women and make it do the opposite. After a few animals got the first chance at discovering life from the other side, we were ready for Agatha.

“Well, if you two bimbos can handle being girls, I guess I can slum it as a guy for a while.” Agatha smiled. We’d watched her building up her false bravado over the last few hours we’d spent working on the spell. She wasn’t going to let us down, but that didn’t mean that she was excited about losing her girly bits either.

We all watched as Nate helped us power the spell, filling the delicate weaving of witchcraft with the blunt power of wizardry. Agatha stripped down so we could watch her transformation. There was always a chance for new insights when watching magic at work.

“Last chance, guys, are you sure you want to mess with this body?” Agatha thrust out her chest and gave us all a come hither smile. I felt my pussy get a little warm just looking at her. I couldn’t argue with the fact that she was attractive. Of course, as much as I enjoyed the girl on girl loving we’d shared, I would have loved being able to fuck her properly with a big hard cock of my own.

She gave us a moment, shrugged and then touched the spell. Just like with Maggie and me, the magic slid up and encased her. We watched as she squirmed inside the shimmering shell. The spell did its work quickly as it had with us. First, reducing her feminine form. Her breasts were the easiest to notice as her soft round orbs shrunk and flattened. The areola lightened and grew smaller as well until her chest was flat. Her hips pushed in and her waist expanded as her hair seemed to pull back into her head until she was left with just a few inches left.

For a moment she stood there, almost androgynous in form and then the second part of the spell kicked in. Where the original spell had feminized, this spell made masculine. It all came in a wave, she grew taller and wider. Her muscles thickened until they swelled on her legs and arms. Her pecks bulged and her flat stomach rippled with strength. Her face changed to match, taking on that male bluntness, a square jaw and strong eyebrows. In the end, she looked much like a guy from a muscle magazine, fit, trim and strong. She’d also gained several inches on us.

The final piece was almost as fascinating to watch as a cock grew between her legs and balls dropped down behind it. Agatha’s new male equipment put all of us to shame. My newfound appreciation for the masculine form didn’t mind in the least, and a shared grin from Maggie told me that she was feeling the same way.

Finally, the spell finished its work and Agatha wavered for a moment before standing tall again. He looked down and began inspecting his new body. Surprise and awe clearly sparkled in her eyes as he inspected his new muscles and finally the bulging power of his new manhood.

“Wow, it really does feel so different.” He spoke and laughed at the deeper tone of his voice. Then he considered things for a moment, then raised his hands. “Well, ladies, you can call me Abe, and why don’t we have a little fun?”

He waved his fingers in the air, as if trying to cast a spell, but after a moment stopped and slapped his forehead. “No magic… right.”

Everyone laughed for a moment. It wasn’t unexpected. We’d gotten used to the other spell and the power it had given us new women to increase everyone’s libido. It was an accidental side effect of our change. As wizards we interacted with magic in a forceful way that didn’t translate well once we were women. Applying the same mental effort against witchcraft yielded very arousing effects. The delicate weaving of witchcraft’s magical strands apparently didn’t translate at all over to the world of wizardry.

“Can you sense anything?” Maggie asked as Abe recovered from the momentary embarrassment.

“No, it’s like there is no magic around at all.” Abe looked a bit uneasy. I remembered the feeling. Right after becoming a girl I’d not been able to sense any magic all either. It had taken effort and patience to be able to see anything at all, and oddly enough a few rounds of vigorous sex before I managed to be able to see the fashion of magic that witches could control.

“Well, there may just be a way to help you along there.” I smiled wickedly. It wasn’t like I was the first one to push the idea. It was clear that Abe had been prepared to jump into the world of masculinity at full steam. Of course, it was just as possible that he was as nervous about it as we had been, and a bit of inhibition melting arousal was on tap.

“I could get behind that. After all you want to try out the new equipment, don’t you, Abe?” Maggie smiled and started to unbutton her blouse. We’d all gotten a bit comfortable throwing around sexual innuendo over the last week. In part it was bravado, but there was a truth behind it too. As strange as it was, Maggie and I were enjoying being women, even if we didn’t want to be stuck that way.

Abe just watched as Maggie’s cleavage came into view. It wasn’t hard to see how much of an effect just that tease was having on him. If the transformation was anything like mine had been, Abe was already a bit charged up. It probably didn’t hurt anything that Abe had been a lesbian in the past, so he was well past any resistance to his attraction toward women.

“Do you need some help?” Abe smiled and then looked at me. I was a few buttons behind Maggie in getting my top off and I squealed when he stepped up to me and ripped it open.

“Trying to play the tough guy?” I looked up at him and giggled. He just grinned back and then reached down to pull off my skirt. The force was strangely alluring, especially coming from such a muscular guy. I’d had my share of sex since becoming a woman, Maggie had been in good shape as a guy and Nate was pretty nice too, but Abe was another level beyond that, and both of them had been restrained. Abe however, was taking charge of the situation and I was surprised at just how excited that was making me.

“Oh, I’ll show you how tough I am.” He grinned and picked me up. Before I could say anything he tossed me over his shoulder and was carrying me off to his bedroom.

“Hey!” I flailed. I wasn’t used to being manhandled like this. Abe just laughed and kept carrying me. I looked back at a rather shocked Maggie and Nate as Abe hauled me off. I gave them a shrug as I disappeared around the corner. I’d been expecting some action given what happened every other time we’d transformed someone, even if this wasn’t quite the way I expected it.

As soon as we were in the bedroom, he pulled me off his shoulder and tossed me onto the bed. I fell onto my back, legs spread and managed to recover my senses for a moment before I looked up at Abe. He was looking at me with a kind of raw animal lust that I’d never seen before, and his cock was already throbbing between his legs. It was huge, and I felt a wicked shudder go all the way up my spine. This wasn’t going to be like the playful romps I’d had until now, and I was excited by the prospect.

Abe took a moment to look down at me, and grinned. I was only wearing a bra and panties now, my legs spread as I stared back. I didn’t know if I was truly ready for this, but I wasn’t going to say no either. He didn’t give me the chance as he pounced.

“Oh...” I gasped one hand grabbed at my breast and the other cupped between my legs. He gave me a firm squeeze through my bra and panties and then grabbed and pulled. The waistband of my panties held tight for a moment before giving way with a snap and the rest of the fabric tore off with ease. The bra held firm, and I gasped from the sudden pain of the straps sinking into my shoulders and back.

Abe tossed the ruined panties over his should and then reached up with both hands and grabbed hold of my bra right between the cups and pulled. I heard the fabric tear and felt my breasts bounce free as he finished ripping the bra away. The savagery of the moment was electrifying and I let out a small cry as he reached up with both hands and seized my breasts. His hands were huge and strong as they dug into my flesh. It hurt, but in a wickedly good way that I’d never expected. Most of all, it was turning me on in the worst way. My pussy was dripping now, eager to feel his thick cock filling me.

He bore down, and I felt his hardness rubbing against my stomach and then down between my thighs. He didn’t need to use his hands to part my eager thighs, but he did so just the same, pulling me open wide, and then prepared his cock to strike.

“You’re all mine now.” Abe smiled down at me like a wolf that just caught its prize. I shuddered, both disturbed and excited by the fire in his eyes. Then he drove into me.

“Oh… oh fuck!” I managed to cry out as his thick cock split me open. He plunged in with a hard thrust. He was thicker and longer than the other men I’d been with and I could feel his hardness driving into me deeper as my pussy stretched tightly around him. The feeling of being taken like this was electric and exciting in a way all the sex before had failed to be.

Abe laughed and held my hips tight as he pushed even deeper. I cried out from the wicked raw pressure of being fully impaled by his thick cock. It left me gasping and writhing beneath him as he leaned down. One hand reached out to squeeze my breast again as he leaned down for a savage kiss. I melted as he drew his other hand behind my neck and pulled me to his lips. He had fully taken control of the moment, dominating me completely.

I’d never felt as fully feminine as in that moment. He was laying claim to me, his cock throbbing hard and deep between my legs as his lips pressed firmly against mine. It was surreal, and yet I was lost to the raw sensations. It felt so good! It was beyond comprehension or control, and I was left writhing in helpless passion beneath him as his hands held me and squeezed me.

His lips slipped from mine and then he licked his way up to my ear. In his new, deep, husky voice he whispered. “You want this don’t you?”

I panted. The pressure inside me was pushing me to the breaking point. The aching need was just too much to take. He had brought me to the very edge of my self control and held me here. He wasn’t just asking if I wanted sex, he was asking if I want to give myself over to him, to surrender to his desire. It was so much more than I’d given before.

“Yes… please...” I managed to whimper as my mind whirled from one assault to another. His hand was playing with my breast, squeezing and molding it while his fingers stroked and pinched my nipple. His other hand was stroking my neck and running his finger along the edge of my ear. All the while, his cock throbbed inside me, waiting.

He roared, and pulled me into another savage kiss. This time I felt him pulling his cock back, the walls of my pussy closing as he retreated until just the hard bulging tip was wedged inside me. I kissed him back fervently, quaking with eager anticipation as he struck. His cock drove deep into me again, except this time it didn’t stop. As soon as he filled me, he pulled back again, and kept up a smooth, wicked rhythm. I savored the feeling of my flesh yielding to his with each thrust until I was fully impaled. My moans echoed around the room as his hardness rubbed against every sensitive spot inside my hot depths.

“Oh… oh, fuck… oh god...” I moaned as he fucked me. I pushed back against his thrusts and squeezed down with my pussy as he slid in and out. The rush of sensation was driving me wild, I didn’t know if I wanted to be full of his cock or just aching for him to move inside me. My hands grasped at his shoulders as I wrapped my legs around him. I was grasping at him, aching and needy in a way that I’d never felt before.

“You’re so tight...” He grunted as he drove into me. I moaned in response from the wicked pleasure of being filled full.

“And so hot...” He kissed me again. Our tongues melding together as he savaged my mouth again. We were panting together now, sweat dripping as his pace grew faster. I was losing myself in the moment, writhing and moaning and gasping as he pounded into me. It was so much, but I knew there could be more.

“And I’m going to fuck you so hard...” He grunted again as he drove deep into me. I cried out as he filled me again. Then he pulled back much faster than before and started to pound into me.

“Oh… oh god!” I cried out as my body shook from the hard fucking. It was so intense and I just couldn’t get enough of it. “Oh yes… harder! Fuck me harder!”

He was ravishing me now, hammering into me with a power I’d never imagined before. My pussy was aching from the assault, desperate for more, as my breasts shook violently on his bed. I felt something unlocking inside me, a desperate craving I’d never known before. It was as if the whole world just disappeared and it was just the two of us, locked together and writhing in pleasure.

He thrust deep inside me and then grunted. I moaned, gasping as I felt my whole insides filling with warmth. My whole body exploded, the crushing wave of pleasure washing away any other thought. I knew his cum was filling me, and I was cumming as well, squeezing down on his hardness to get every drop out.

He kept pulsing inside me as he clamped down and kissed me again. I wailed into his mouth. It was too much. The raw heat and wicked power of his assault was now coming out of me from every angle.

I was gasping when he broke the kiss again. Everything just felt so intense now. I shuddered in his arms and then I felt him pull back. I whimpered at the sudden emptiness I felt between my legs and then I was suddenly flipped over. He grabbed me by the hips, pulling me up until my ass was thrust well into the air and pulled my legs apart. I squirmed as he pulled up behind me and then drove in deep from behind.

“Oh… fuck!” I moaned as he filled me again. His cock was still raging and he started fucking me hard again, riding me. He felt even bigger like this, taking me from behind.

“That’s it, you’re a hot tight slut, aren’t you?” He grunted as he gave my ass a hard slap. I cried out from the sudden strike just as he filled me again. It was a wicked mixing of pleasure and pain. I didn’t want it to stop. Whatever he needed me to be, I wanted to be.

“Yes… oh god yes… I’m a hot little slut! Fuck me! Fuck me with your big hard cock!” I cried out. I was too far gone to be anything but honest. I was loving this, loving the feeling of his cock inside me, his strong hands holding me in place and smacking my bare ass. If my head was clear, I’d have been far too embarrassed to act like this, but I was consumed by my body's inflamed passions. I wanted to be used, to be ravished and to ride a never ending wave of carnal pleasure.

He just kept fucking me, driving his hardness as deep as it would go as I thrust my ass back towards him. I grasped at the sheets, trying to hold myself in place as he pounded into me. My orgasms came faster now. When he slapped my ass, or gave me a harder round of thrusts, I’d cry out and writhe as he went back to his driving rhythm. He came again and again, filling my pussy with his cum and then pushing me into a new position where he could drive me even harder.

It was endless. I’d never imagined a cock could stay hard so long, but I never wanted it to end. I writhed and screamed through one orgasm after another. It was like we were possessed. Our passions driving us deeper and deeper until finally, we were wrapped together, his cock filling me again as I came and we both looked out.

It was there, right before us. The wild twisting, whirling power of magic. Not just one side other the other. I could see it, the flowing, pulsing power of wizardry winding through the binding strands of witchcraft. I knew this was how it always was and had been. Magic was not just two separate pieces, but a whole. We reached out together, taking the magic in our hands. I could feel the power of wizardry again, and watched as I shaped and remolded it. Abe did as well, marveling at the raw power flowing through his hands. Then together we stoked the strands of witchcraft. I could see a whole world opening up before us. There was an unleashed power in what had come together before us.

We pulled back and kissed again. Pulling together and then we reached out. The answer was right here. It was so easy to see now, the difference between power and control, the energies that shaped us and bound us together. Wrapping the magic together. There was no reversing our spells, only reshaping ourselves.

We sat up and pulled apart, kneeling on the bed and looking at each other. We knew what we could do now. With a simple wave of our arms we could claim the power. It was so easy now, and with a few twists of magic we changed back. I was me again, the slightly bookish wizard, with all my flaws, and Abe became Agatha, with all her perk and curves. We clasped hands for a moment, smiled and pulled back. Then, with another tug on the powers around us, we were Abe and Drew again, the hardened muscles and soft curves. The transformation was almost instant, there was no more difference.

We kissed again, more delicately than before. This was a sharing of discovery, both over magic and ourselves. The raw, untamed passion that had possessed us gave way to more tender caresses, a sharing of sensuality. Then, finally, we rested, exhausted and overwhelmed.

The next morning we woke up, still transformed, but not just in body any longer.

“I guess I’ll be needing a some new underwear.” I prodded as Abe sat up. A part of me considered enticing him for another round as I looked at his chiseled chest. He smiled at me and then reached out and played with the magic again.

Sparkling lights enveloped him for a moment and then faded and I saw Agatha looking back at me, fully dressed in one of her preferred sundresses.

“Don’t be sad, I can change back whenever I like, just like you.” She smiled and then cast a spell on me.

I felt my body tickle for a moment as the magic did its work. I wasn’t transformed, but now I was dressed again as well, back in a blouse and skirt, though with a generous number of buttons left undone so that my cleavage was on full display. Getting dressed with magic wasn’t the hardest trick in the book, but I could see all the shortcuts that Agatha had taken with her new knowledge.

“I’ll have to hold you to that.” I giggled. After yesterday, nothing was quite going to be the same again. I knew that. It was far more than just the magic I could now control. I’d surrendered to my new femininity. It wasn’t something I could just walk back. I knew Agatha felt the same way. She’d only been a man for a brief moment, but it was a true part of her now.

“That was pretty crazy wasn’t it.” She leaned in and gave me a hug. “Are you sure you don’t want to change back?”

I nodded. For now at least, I felt more comfortable like this. Maybe it was just that I’d had a couple of weeks to get used to it before ending up overwhelmed by the connection with Agatha. I also knew I wasn’t locked in place now, there wasn’t a need to be concerned.

“I kind of like myself this way, for now anyway. I think it’s going to take a while to sort through my feelings.” I explained. “I guess I understand why Braindrige was always staying a woman.”

Agatha laughed. The magical projection of the old wizard spent most of her time as a woman, but we’d seen her switch back and forth. It was strange to think that we could do the same now. “I guess we’ll have to help Maggie out too.”

“I bet she’s just going to love the solution to her little dilemma.” We laughed. Even though I could see the way magic worked together, it wasn’t something I could put into words. I’d never been in such a position before, but now magic was just something I knew in a way that defied explanation. The only way to help Maggie was to go through the same process that we’d just gone through.

Or so I thought.

When we stepped back out into the living room, we were a bit surprised to see Marcus sitting on the couch with a busty redhead kneeling naked between his legs and sucking eagerly on his cock.

“Hey there! You two may have to work on toning things down if we don’t want to end up swapping sexes for half the town.” Marcus laughed as he stroked Nate’s new red mane. She pulled up her head and smiled over at them.

“Yeah! You guys have to watch yourselves!” She giggled before going back down on him again. It was a bit surreal. The reality wasn’t so much of a shock. I’d caused area effects before, and as charged up as we were last night, it was no surprise that Nate and Marcus had gotten caught in the magic.

“So you’re both ok?” I asked with some concern. Marcus was looking fine, even to the point of enjoying himself, but Nate was more of a concern.

“Yeah, don’t worry!” Nate popped her head up again. “It’s my turn to be the girl and I’m enjoying a nice hard cock if you don’t mind.”

Everyone laughed a bit at that, and Agatha and I slipped out of the room. There wasn’t any use getting in the middle of that now.

“So what do you think? Take turns or just girls?” Agatha giggled and leaned in for a kiss.

“Hmm… the day is young. Maybe both.” I smiled and pushed her back onto the bed. There were plenty of serious concerns we’d need to address over everything that had happened, but for now, there were a lot more fun things that we could do.

The End
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