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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.
Bewitching Wizardry - Part 2 - Finding the Magic
	Having sunlight blasting in my face was not the way I usually liked to wake up in the morning.  I groaned and rolled over, and for a moment I forgot that I wasn’t still at the academy.  The professors loved to magically open all the students’ curtains as the wake up call. It wasn’t till I felt movement beside me that I realized I wasn’t alone and had graduated years ago.  
	Then I felt a strange shifting weight on my chest and the events of yesterday came roaring back to me.  I was still very much naked and it wasn’t hard to be reminded of the fact that I was no longer the strapping young lad I’d been the day before.  
	“Shut the damn curtain you crazy puff of magic!” Marcus growled from beside me, and I jumped.  It was quite the rare thing for me to share my bed, and the flood of memories of what we’d done in this very room filled me with a rather quick flush of embarrassment.  I made a quick grab of the covers to pull up around myself and left my poor friend’s naked flesh rather exposed to the cool air.
	“Hey!” He snapped at me as I fought to suppress a giggle.  I couldn’t deny that I liked what I saw.  Even though the lustful haze, I’d been in yesterday was gone, I had to admit that I now had a rather feminine appreciation for the male form now.  It was an interesting idea to get my head around, one day I’d been pretty much only into girls and now suddenly I was thinking about guys in much the same way.  
	“You’re laughing at me now?” Marcus gave me a hurt glare as he pulled himself from the bed and tried his best to hold onto a bit of modesty as he searched for his clothes.  I’d managed to secure all the bedding for myself and he was at least enough of a gentleman not to fight me for it.
	“Just enjoying the view.” I admitted honestly.  There wasn’t much point in denying my new perspective on the world.  After all, we’d spent the entirety of the evening coupling like a pair of rabbits hoping to repopulate a few burrows.  He’d just tease me if I tried to argue that I suddenly wasn’t into guys now.
	“Indeed.” Braindrige laughed from the side of the bed.  It was her bed after all, or had been.  It was hard to exactly place how to think about the conscious shard of the elder wizard.  She was just a magically powered projection of a piece of the old master’s consciousness.  She could switch between Braindrige’s old male form and that of a witch that looked at most a few years older than Marcus and I.  Right now she was in her feminine form, which was both alluring and disturbing in near equal measure.
	“Hey you, a little privacy or I’ll find a way to unbind the spell holding you together!” Marcus glared at Braindrige and she disappeared in a puff of smoke.  The smoke drifted quickly out of the room and Marcus closed the door as it left.  That wouldn’t keep Braindrige out, but there was some hope that the social convention would.
	“I suppose I should get dressed.” I squirmed under the covers.  I rarely slept naked, so the feeling of my skin rubbing against the sheets was strangely alluring.  Marcus had managed to find his shorts and I was a bit disappointed to see him pull them up.  It wouldn’t take him long to get dressed again.  
	“Well, everything’s where you left it.” Marcus smiled.  No doubt he was hoping that I would give him a little show after I’d enjoyed the one I’d forced upon him. I considered it for a moment, then pulled the sheet loose and started to wrap myself up.
	“Such a gentleman.” I shot him a wry grin and swung my legs out of the bed.  The sheet covered everything, but was a bit hard to maneuver without giving him an unintentional show.  I’d never really appreciated just how unwieldy a pair of breasts could be as they jostled on my chest.  
	“Well, if you’re going to pull that card.” He picked my shirt off the floor and tossed it to me.  I reached for it without thinking and snatched it out of the air.  It was that moment that I realized I had let go of the sheet and it slid off my shoulders and fluttered to the floor before I could catch it.  I stood there for a moment, naked with my hands up and my shirt dangling above my head and Marcus just gave me a wink and turned around.
	I wanted to laugh, but I had to admit he had gotten me.  I knew it wasn’t the oldest trick in the book, but his revenge had been well earned.  Still, I quickly pulled on the shirt.  It felt like I was wearing a tent.  If I had to guess I’d lost almost half my size in the change, and that left the shirt rather baggy at the top, and the front was held out by my new breasts, both accentuating their shape and size as well as leaving my stomach feeling rather exposed.  It also hung almost to the middle of my thighs, making it almost a dress in a rather lewd way.  
	The rest of my clothes were little better.  My underwear was almost ridiculously mismatched to my new size, and it was only after I tightened the best all the way that I had much hope of keeping my pants up.  My hips were wide enough that it was possible, but my legs were swimming in the loose jeans.  I knew I looked rather like someone who’d just raided her boyfriend’s closet, and no doubt my hair was a tousled mess that would give anyone who saw me a pretty good idea about what I’d been up to.
	“Okay, you can look.” I laughed as I finished up a quick attempt at tidying my hair.  I knew I’d need a bit of proper grooming, but it was enough for the moment.
	“You look a lot sexier dressed like that.” He laughed and quickly turned for the door to escape.  Part of me wanted to punch him for that, but I figured he was probably right.  I knew as well as anyone that seeing a girl dressed up in a morning after kind of way was hot as hell, I just didn’t expect to ever be in that particular position.
	“Well, keep it up and this will be the most you ever see again, bastard!” I replied as I followed him out.  I didn’t want to say that he’d see more of me in any case, but it had been rather fun in a carnal kind of way last night.  I wasn’t about to categorically deny the possibility of more indulgences later.
	Braindrige was waiting for us.  It was still unnerving being around something like her.  It wasn’t supposed to be possible for a conscious shard to exist, much less the combination of sorcery and wizardry that seemed to power her.  Male and Female magic weren’t supposed to be able to interact.  Of course, it also wasn’t supposed to be possible to transform into the other sex, so I was quickly getting used to a lot of impossible things in the last day.
	“Now, can you tell me how to get back to normal?” I started out bluntly.  The one good thing we had going was that Braindrige didn’t have any real power.  Talking to an elder mage rudely was a good way to spend a few days as a toad, at the very least.  Last nights romp in bed with Marcus had also helped me clear my mind.  Now it was time to get back to business.
	“No need to rush, much less it won’t help, never does.” She smiled as I glared at her.
	“I don’t think she’s going to try helping us.” Marcus said.  He probably was right.  It was rare for wizards to hand over their secrets willingly.  When the original Braindrige left that transformation spell, it was meant as a clue, and a mission.  If I ever wanted to be a man again, I’d need to find out how to reverse it, and our projection of the elder mage was going to be no more helpful than the original would have been.
	“Now, now, don’t get in a guff about it.  I just don’t know all that I did, can’t help if I wanted to.  Much less, I would hate to break up a cute couple.” Braindrige replied as she sat back in a chair.  It was a bit hard to take her seriously when she looked like that.  She was a stacked minx, and clad in a wizard’s robe.  It was rather alluring, and completely at odds with the impression I had of her as an elder wizard.
	“Why do you still look like that?” Marcus asked.  It was a point.  She’d changed into this female form as an emphasis after I’d transformed.  There wasn’t any particular reason to stay that way now.  It also sidestepped her rather disturbing notion of us being a couple.
	“Well, I must admit, it is rather comfortable.  Far less aches and pains than the old man I was.  Of course that doesn’t much matter now I suppose.  I do like the look though, as I’m sure your friend can appreciate.” She smiled back at us.  I took that on several levels, both that I needed to get properly dressed at some point, and that I still had a very active appreciation for the feminine form.  It was almost a relief to realize that while I now liked men, I still lusted after women just as much as before.  
	“That doesn’t really help us.  What I have to figure out is what to do so that I don’t have to keep dealing with these.” I motioned down to my jiggling chest.  My new breasts weren’t huge, but they were large enough that they shifted every time I moved.  I suddenly understood why women with larger endowments could see them as a curse.
	“Ah, that I can help with, I do think that spell left you pretty much my size.  I do have a wardrobe after all.” Braindrige suggested.  
	“A few centuries out of date though.  I think we’ll need a more modern solution.” Marcus replied before I could.  I realized just how rough that could be.  I didn’t know much about historical clothes, but I knew enough to understand that they lacked most modern comforts, especially for women.
	“Agreed, but first, we should look over these notes.” I motioned towards the old wizard’s desk.  Touching one of his books might have been what triggered my transformation, but it was also likely to hold some clues on how to change back.
	Marcus agreed and we raided our packs for a snack before we carefully checked for more traps.  Thankfully, it seemed like that was the last one, and we started to go through his notes.  Much of it was clear, logs of experiments and thoughts.  Still, there was a lot left out, and quite likely anything big was written in some kind of code.  It didn’t take long to figure out that the big issues would take serious time to work out, and our remnant of the old Wizard generally didn’t have any useful insights.  
	“I don’t think we’re going to get anything more out of this, and I imagine I could concentrate a bit better if I didn’t feel like I was swimming in my own clothes.” I grumbled as I dropped one of his books back onto his desk.  I didn’t think we’d learn much, but aside from a general history of Braindrige’s experiments with sorcery, body swapping and eventual ability to control both veins of magic, I didn’t learn much.  All of the details were either obscured or missing.  It wasn’t much of a surprise, experience was usually the best teacher, and having been thrust into my current situation, it was the only way I was going to get back out again.
	“Agreed, and I think I know someone we can get some help from for your other problem.” Marcus nodded.  
	“Well, then let’s take these with us, and we can research them more later.” I quickly started gathering up Braindrige’s books.  The ones with information I knew I needed, and the ones that didn’t make any sense.  I knew the latter would be invaluable later.  Master wizards always liked to leave their mysteries in plain sight, once you learn enough to know what it is.  	
	“And don’t forget me.” Braindrige waved from the other side of the room. “I know I haven’t been as helpful as you’d like, but you’ll want to keep me around.  Just grab that little jar there, and we can be off.”
	I saw the small jar she was pointing to.  Just as I looked she poofed into smoke again and by all appearances got sucked into the bottle.  It was almost like a genie from the old tv shows.  I walked over and grabbed it.  The lid had holes punched in it as and soon as I closed it, smoke boiled out and she popped back up next to me.
	“Now, I don’t grant wishes, but I can’t be too far from the jar or something unpleasant will happen to the bindings holding my spell together.  I do honestly want to help, even if I don’t entirely know how yet.  You know how it is.” She explained before she disappeared back into the bottle.
	“I’m not too sure I like carrying around a crazy bit of an old wizard, but she may be part of the whole lesson.” Marcus nodded.  Braindrige certainly wanted us to figure something out, and neither of us wanted to leave a clue here if we could avoid it.
	“I guess we should head out then.” I cinched up my belt again and made for the door.  I reached out to start disabling the spells outside again when I suddenly remembered that I’d lost my access to magic again.
	“You okay?  I know how I’d feel if I suddenly wasn’t a wizard.” Marcus gave me a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder.  
	“I’m fine, I just want to get back to normal as soon as possible.” I nodded.  It was hard to put my feelings into proper words.  Magic had been such a part of my life until now that it was hard to believe it was gone.  Just the same, it was hard not to think about how to get it back now.  That meant figuring out the lesson that Braindrige was trying to teach.  
	Marcus gave me another squeeze and then went to work.  It took longer to get out than to get back in, but soon we were back on the overgrown path as Marcus cast a concealment spell that would hide the cottage from all but an elder mage.  At least for a short while.  He didn’t have near the skill to set up a mask as strong as the one that Braindrige had made.
	“Okay, now, I think I know the right person to get us some help.  Do you remember Agatha?” Marcus asked.  We both knew I didn’t take too much time to keep track of his various romantic flings.  It would probably help if he didn’t bring quite so many girls home.  Still, it would have been hard to forget Agatha.
	“Oh yeah, are you sure that’s a good idea?” I asked.  Agatha was a blonde, busty and somewhat scatter brained witch.  From Marcus’ account, she was a lesbian, but had been good friends with one of his longer running relationships, and was far sharper than she pretended to be.  
	“No, but I don’t know any other witches that I would trust not to exploit your situation.” Marcus answered.  That was true enough.  Wizards and witches didn’t mix much.  There was an inherent vulnerability, since both sides were vulnerable to the others magic.  A wizard could cast a charm that no witch could resist and vice versa.  
	It only took a quick call, and we were headed over to Agatha’s place.  She was like many witches, preferring to live outside of town.  It made certain types of spell casting and research easier.  On a day like today it meant that I could sneak into her home with a minimum of awkward stares.  
	“Well, you didn’t tell me she was so cute!” Agatha exclaimed as she trotted out to meet us.  She was clearly enjoying the weather in a rather thin yellow sundress that nicely showed off her curves without being too revealing.  Her hair seemed to sparkle as it flowed around her.  It was long enough to reach the small of her back, but it was clear she was giving it a lot of body thanks to some rather dynamic spells.  
	“I thought you’d enjoy the surprise.” Marcus laughed as I blushed.  Agatha was doing her best to give me a thorough examination as she popped around me.  
	“Wow!  I mean, the whole story is a surprise, but I can totally see the witchcraft etchings from the spell.  I never imagined you could weave like that, and the way it blends with the wizardry!  It’s a wonder you didn’t explode!” She giggled as she traced invisible lines down my arms.
	“Explode?” I gasped. 
	“Oh yes, I mean, that’s what usually happens when you try to mix magic.  But this is something else.  It’s almost like the witchcraft bindings are weaved into themselves to protect the strands from the wizardry.” She explained as she leaned in to look at my wrist.  She pulled at me awkwardly, tugging this way and that as she examined what she found.
	“Can you undo it?” Marcus asked.  
	“Oh, my, no!  This is just the fading bits of the spell.  I wouldn’t even know where to begin with undoing it.” She shook her head.  Then she looked at me. “Much less, you are just a disaster!  Let’s get you fixed up and looking proper first.”
	With that, she pulled me into the house by the arm.  Marcus followed behind smiling as I was dragged into her bedroom.  Agatha kicked the door closed right in front of him.
	“No boys, silly!” She giggled and then grabbed onto my shoulders and pulled me to face her.  She was a couple inches taller than me, enough to be noticeable, but not enough to loom over me.  
	“Hmm...” She looked me over again, this time with a better eye towards my clothes and curves. “Not quite my size, but close enough that I can make the adjustments.”
	Then she raised her hands and I felt a sudden swoosh of air all around me.  It took a moment for me to realize that I was naked!  My clothes were piled up in the corner and Agatha was giving me an appreciative grin.  It was disconcerting enough being naked without the direct attention, or the way she looked at my new curves.
	“Not bad, at least the lecherous old wizard had some good taste.” She turned back to the closest. She shuffled through it, checking on one item after another until she pulled together a small assortment on the bed.  
	“Hey, now, I...” I tried to interject, but she cut me off.
	“Have no idea what you should wear, I know.” She giggled.  “Don’t worry, I’ll help.  Now, how about you try these on?”
	She pointed to a matching set of bra and panties.  Compared to much of what she had in her closet it was rather restrained.  Both were white, with a lace trim, but at least they looked moderately practical.  I decided to start with the panties, which pulled on like regular underwear, but the way they cupped between my legs was far more intimate than I was used to.
	The bra was another matter.  I’d had some experience taking them off, but not so much with putting them on.  Agatha giggled a bit as she watched me struggle to keep the front in place as I tried to fasten the back.  Then she stepped up and helped me.  I shuddered as I felt her tiny fingers working my breasts into each cup.  It only took a moment, and I was already feeling embarrassed as I looked in her full length dressing mirror.  I looked every part the cute young woman, and it was only accentuated by the feminine lingerie.  
	“Lovely, but a little loose,” She pointed to my bra and then waved her hands for another spell.  I watched as the cups sparkled for a moment and I felt the bra tighten up around my breasts, cupping them softly yet firmly.  
	“Perfect, and now I think this will do nicely.” She handed me a blouse and skirt.  Not having a lot of options I put them on.  It was certainly strange to wear something so feminine.  The blouse was a light pink with a frilly collar and the skirt was pleated and hung down to my knees.  All reasonably modest if excessively feminine.  A short work of magic had me in a pair of knee high socks and simple shoes.  
	“Now, we will have to do something about that hair.” Agatha pulled me into a chair and went to work with her brush and comb.  I managed to keep her from dousing my head in hairspray, but she was meticulous none the less.  My hair had a natural wave to it, and that let it flow over my ears and shoulders, framing my face.  I hated to say that I did look pretty good as a girl now, but it was so strange looking at my new features.
	“Now, let's do some makeup!” Agatha chirped and started reaching for one of the drawers.
	“Please, enough, I didn’t come here for a makeover.” I insisted and I could see her nod reluctantly.  I suppose it wasn’t every day you had the chance to work someone over like this.  
	“Well, then let’s give Marcus a look then.” She pulled me out of the chair and almost shoved me to the door.  Marcus had taken to the living room and almost gasped when he saw me walk in.  
	“Wow, that is something else. You really do look the part now.” He smiled.  I blushed a bit as he gave me another looking over.  
	“Now, what should we call her?” Agatha smiled as she slid herself onto the couch next to Marcus.  I was about to object when I realized that my old male name would be pretty awkward right now.  I looked too much like a girl for that to work.  
	“How about Drew?” I put it out there before I gave them a chance to think.  If I waited too long I had no doubt that Agatha would have me stamped with some extra girly name on top of everything else.  
	“Okay then Drew.  Now that we’ve got you properly dressed what should we do?” Marcus asked.  It wasn’t an easy question to answer.  We’d gone over Braindrige’s notes and they hadn’t gotten us very far.  I had lost my ability to do wizardry, but I was a girl now, and we had an actual witch sitting next to us.
	“Well, maybe I should try a bit of witchcraft, if you don’t mind trying to teach me, Agatha.” I looked over to the blonde witch.  She gave me a very strange look and seemed to consider her answer for quite a while.
	“Hmm… it may be possible.  Not every girl can learn magic, and I’ve never really taught it, but we can try.  After all, you’ve learned wizardry in the past, it can’t be that hard, right?” She smiled and then motioned for me to sit down across from her.
	“Now, Marcus, I think you should go get a drink or something.” She motioned for him to go to the kitchen.
	“What, is this another girl’s only thing?” He teased as he got up.
	“No, just that we’ll need some quiet and concentration, two things I know you aren’t good at.” She slapped him on the ass and he jumped.  “Now, get that rump out of here.”
	Marcus scooted out of the room and it was just the two of us again.  Agatha held up her hands and waved them around for a moment as if searching for something.  I could see tiny sparks of energy between her hands.  Slowly they grew brighter until there was a small ball of white light in the middle.  It was bright, but didn’t sting the eyes like a real light would.  She twisted her hands back and forth for a moment before she held them still and let the light hover in the space between her palms.
	“This is a very simple weaving of magic, a single strand wrapped upon itself.  I can keep it here as a force of will, but if I let go...” She pulled her hands apart and the light faded for a moment and blinked out.  “Witchcraft is about finding the strands of power that bind us together and then weaving them into something else and in so doing shape reality.  So the first thing we need to do is to help you find a strand.”
	“Ok, how do we do that?” I asked.  I’d always had the gift for wizardry.  I couldn’t even remember a time that I didn’t feel the ebb and flow of magic around me, even before I knew what that meant.  Loosing that ability still left me feeling out of sorts, but the prospect of learning a new kind of magic gave me something to keep my spirits up.
	“For most witches, it’s easy, but I think I’ll give you the basic version.” Agatha closed her eyes for a moment and seemed to feel around the air.  It looked like her fingers were dancing from one line to another, almost like she was playing an invisible harp.  She swung her hands back and forth for a minute and then seemed to settle on one thing and reached up with both hands and grabbed onto something I could not see.  
	“This is a strong line, just try to focus on what is between my hands.” Agatha instructed.  I held out my hands and tried to concentrate.  My mind reached out, hunting, just as my hands did.  I didn’t feel anything.  I knew it might not be easy, this was far from second nature to me.  I pulled back and took a deep breath, and took a moment to clear my head.  I knew that too much emotion could cloud the process.  Then I tried again.
	Still, I felt nothing.  If there was something truly between her hands it was outside of my perception.  I pushed back, frustrated.  I didn’t expect this to be easy, but at least something should have happened.
	“Nothing?” Agatha looked a bit surprised.  “Even the most magically stunted should be able to see at least a trace with a line this strong.  Why don’t you try putting your hand through the line?”
	I nodded and reached out my hand.  I still didn’t see anything and slowly moved my hand between hers.  Just as my hand crossed the line where she was holding her invisible string I felt a sudden surge flow up my hand and through my whole body.  Agatha gasped as well as the energy pulsed deep inside me.  It was like a switch had been flipped and suddenly I was intensely, insatiably aroused!
	I look up as my chest heaved with deep, husky breaths and saw Agatha looking at me.  Raw desire and surprise echoed in her eyes and after an intense moment we lunged for each other.  Our lips mashed together as our bodies writhed on the sofa.
	“Oh, fuck I want you so bad...” Agatha moaned as her hands roamed over my body.  I moaned as I did the same, rubbing and stroking her soft curves.  I’d never felt such intense desire before and I started pulling at her clothes.  It took all of our shared restraint to keep from ripping the fabric to shreds as her dress and my blouse flew across the room.  
	One item after another was tossed aside, my skirt, her bra, my panties, our socks.  Nothing mattered more than pressing my naked flesh into hers.  It didn’t matter that we were both girls or that I barely knew her.  I wanted her completely, right now!  My hands reached up to squeeze her soft breasts.  She was larger than I was and I savored the sounds of pleasure that came from her lips as I massaged them.  
	She didn’t let me have all the fun, as her fingers found the cleft between my legs and started to stroke my sensitive lips.  I pushed in as her fingers played with me, giving her another firm kiss as our soft breasts mashed together.  It was so different being with her than with Marcus.  We seemed to melt together in luxurious yielding flesh.  As good as it felt, I was too far gone to think of what to do next as my lustful needs continued to grow.
	Luckily, Agatha was not so stymied.  She gave me one last passionate kiss, then pushed me back onto the sofa and climbed on top.  She turned around so that her head was between my legs and I was looking up at her dripping wet pussy with my head between her thighs.  There was no mystery in this position and I eagerly spread my legs for her as I pushed up and started to lick at her hot wet slit.
	I hate to admit I’d never gone down on a girl before.  Now it seemed just the most natural thing, especially as Agatha’s tongue started doing things that made me squirm all over the couch.  I started just licking up her slit and was surprised by how she tasted.  I let the flavor linger, enjoying it as I continued exploring her with my tongue.  It was hard to focus as her expert assault continued.  Having her tongue stroking and licking at me was almost too much and it took all my willpower to keep up with her.
	“Oh… oh god!” I moaned as she slid a finger down and started slipping it into me while her tongue teased at my clit.  The strange feeling of penetration combined with her skilled tongue was enough to push me over the edge and I melted under her.  I’d never felt anything like this before, breathing in a girl’s musky sent while helplessly cumming as her softness pressed down on me.  The pure novelty only made it that much better.
	“What the hell are you two doing?” Marcus shouted from the kitchen as I heard the door swing open.  I rolled my head to the side to see him standing across the room, looking down in surprise as Agatha continued running her tongue between my legs.  His shock quickly melted into lustful gaping as he took in the sight of two naked women wrapped together on the couch.  I knew just how much of a wet dream that was for most men, and I knew he’d enjoyed his fair share of lesbian porn over the years.
	“Just letting off a little steam, hot stuff, why don’t you join us?” Agatha giggled for a moment before diving in again.  I closed my eyes and moaned again as she licked me all the way up again.  I turned to see Marcus tossing his clothes off almost as fast as we had earlier.  I couldn’t really blame him, after all it wasn’t everyday two hot girls asked for a threesome.  I didn’t even consider saying no before he was climbing onto the couch.
	He didn’t need any directions to choose his target either.  I watched as he straddled my head right behind Agatha’s upturned bottom and left his cock dangling just above my face.  I’d never seen a cock up close like this before, even last night’s romp hadn’t required me to do much more than give him a few quick strokes of my hand to get him hard again.  Now, his balls were nearly tickling my nose and I was breathing in a titillating mix of male and female musk.  
	His cock was hard and eager as it pointed towards her dripping slit.  I was too taken in by the sight to do more than stare at it.  Then he moved forward and started rubbing himself against her slit, parting her fleshy lips with his cock as she moaned into my pussy until his cock was shimmering with her juices.  He pulled the tip down, dragging it between her hot flesh and with one firm thrust, I watched her pussy stretch around him and his cock fill her.
	It was like a ringside seat for a porn video and I felt a wicked quivering inside as I watched her pussy take his full throbbing length.  He looked so large framed against her small nether lips and I shuddered, remembering how it had felt when he’d impaled me last night.  I couldn’t help but throw myself into the moment and started to lick at his balls.  I could hear him grunt and Agatha moan as she kept trying to work on my pussy.
	Then he started to thrust and everything grew even hotter.  Agatha threw her passion into her assault between my legs as Marcus drilled into her with one hard thrust after another.  I simmered, switching between licking at her clit and his balls as best I could.  I’d never been in the middle like this and it was driving me wild.  
	I could feel the pressure building as he fucked her harder and faster.  All the while she was licking and sucking on my clit, her fingers stroke my pussy lips and I was moaning in pleasure.  Everything seemed to build up until his balls were slapping against her cunt and she let out a moan of pure ecstasy.  He rammed deep into her a moment later and I knew she was being filled full of his cum.  
	He held her there for a minute, fully inside her as she shuddered on top of me, then I watched as he withdrew, his cock dripping with their juices.  Agatha rolled off of me onto the floor and let out a satisfied gasp.  I was far from it though, watching them fuck had only gotten me more aroused despite her skilled assault.  
	As soon as her weight was off me, I flipped myself over knelt over his cock.  Before he could say anything or I let any hesitation stop me, I wrapped my mouth around him and took his cock into my mouth.  I started licking him clean, enjoying the salty taste of his seed and her pussy as I ran my tongue over his cock.  He’d just started to grow soft but that quickly changed as sucked and licked.  There was something particularly wicked about cleaning him off with my mouth and bringing him back to full mast.
	Finally, he was throbbing hard and eager in my mouth and I gave him one long lick and then rolled over again onto my hands and knees with my ass in the air.  For all we’d done last night, I hadn’t given in to this desire, yet, but now I was ready to be mounted!
	“Fuck me hard!” I gave him a husky growl as I looked back at him and waved my upturned rear.  I felt so wickedly forward as I presented myself to him.  I’d never been sexually aggressive before, but now I was nearly bursting with the pent up need to be ravished.  
	Marcus pounced and grabbed onto my waist.  He was still wet from my attention and before I could say another word, I felt his cock press between my legs and then deep inside me.
	“Oh… oh fuck!” I gasped as he drilled deep into me.  Somehow he felt bigger this way and I curled up my toes as the base of his cock pressed against my pussy.  Marcus only let me savor that wicked fullness for a moment before he pulled back and start to thrust again.  I moaned at the deep drilling, fighting to keep myself on all fours as I bounced back and forth with every thrust.  It was a good hard fucking, just like I needed right now.
	“That’s so hot!” Agatha sighed and I looked up for a moment just before she sat up and kissed me.  Her hands started to play with my jiggling breasts as he hammered into me from behind and I lost all sense of anything beyond the raw driving pleasure that swirled around me.  
	Another powerful orgasm ripped through me, nearly causing me to collapse as Marcus kept pounding away at my hot pussy.  I could feel myself clamping down on him, and he grunted from the unexpected tightness.  I moaned and writhed as Agatha held me up and he drilled me even harder.  The pleasure swirling inside me nearly exploded as my orgasm seemed to stretch on forever as he planted himself deep inside me and filled me with his cum.
	He pulled out and Agatha went to clean him as I collapsed in a shuddering heap, basking in my feminine pleasure.  In that moment it was hard for me to even think about going back.  It felt so good to be a woman, especially like this, naked and fully fucked.  
	Agatha and Marcus were far from done, though, and the rest of the day fell away as we continued.  I’m not sure how he managed, but Marcus kept both of us satisfied with one hard fucking after another until we all nearly collapsed from exhaustion.  
	It wasn’t until hours later that we finally managed to recover enough to clean up and get somewhat dressed that I noticed a certain tension between the two of them.
	“That was something else.” Marcus rested in a comfy chair beside us.
	“Yeah.  I… just never...” Agatha blushed.  She’d been surprisingly sheepish for the last bit as we’d all come down from the sexual high.  
	“I thought you were a lesbian, but I couldn’t help myself.” Marcus nodded.  I realized there was something else here that I’d not been in on. 
	“I am!  But… Marcus, you were so good, and I just never felt so aroused like that before!” Agatha added.  “It was like I just lost all control.”
	“Me too.  I mean, you’re both crazy hot, but I just went from zero to fuck me.” I said.  I looked back at when this had started and came to a quick realization.  It had something to do with the strand that Agatha had tried to show me.  “Can you try to show me a strand again?”
	Agatha’s eyes went wide at the realization.  She nodded and quickly repeated her gestures from before and held out another invisible strand of witchcraft between her hands.
	At least it had been invisible.  Now I could see the faintest shimmering, not something that I could even focus on, if I wasn’t trying my best to concentrate I might think it was just something in my eye.  Still, it was there, a nearly imperceptible link to magic.
	“I can see it!  Just barely.” I reached for it instinctively, then pulled back as I remembered what had happened last time.  “But how would my touching a magic thread turn us all into eager fuck bunnies?”
	Marcus and Agatha shared a concerned look and shook their heads.  None of us knew just how that could be connected, but we’d all felt it just the same.  There was something going on, but I felt like I’d just found the first big clue.  But like all journeys, this was just the first step and I didn’t know how much longer the path would be.
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!
Bewitching Wizardry - Part 4 - Making Witches
	“Holy fuck!” Nate gasped as he looked around the dance floor. We’d made off to a bathroom for some crazy sex and we’d we walked out to the whole club embracing wild debauchery. Everyone was in some state of undress, from just enough to get busy to fully nudist. I couldn’t see anyone that wasn’t being filled or doing the filling.
	It was hard not to be drawn in by the pure wild sensuality, but the fact that I’d just been wonderfully drilled helped keep me from just jumping in. I looked around the room and quickly spotted Agatha. She was buried between a busty brunette’s legs while some beefy stud pounded into her from behind. I ran over and pulled her up. She looked dazed and her eyes were full of raw heat. I gave her a quick slap on the face to try and bring her back.
	“Oh… fuck...” Agatha moaned as the guy behind her continued, unfazed by my attempt to drag her away. I thought for a moment and then jumped up and gave the guy a big wet passionate kiss while I pushed Agatha off of him. It was totally awkward for me. The whole kissing guys thing was still novel, even if it was pretty sexy and being this close to a half naked hunk was making me think naughty thoughts again.
	I quickly pulled Agatha to the side and that left the busty brunette horny with her legs spread open and a towering stud standing just a few feet away. It didn’t take more than a few seconds before he’d mounted her and went back to business.
	Meanwhile, Agatha was still struggling to come out of her lustful delirium. She’d brought me here to blow off some steam, but that was before the dance club turned into an untamed orgy. It was only my second day as a woman, and Agatha had conceived of this night out as a way to help me not only relax a bit but also get in better touch with my feminine side. What made matters worse was that the magic that transformed me had altered my connection to magic as well and that left me with a few strange new abilities. That wouldn’t be so much of a problem except that it meant that I basically could cause an orgy all by myself. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that while I was having sex in the bathroom, I’d been giving off enough arousing magic to set off this whole event.
	Agatha started to pull herself back together. She’d lost her panties somewhere, but pulled down her skirt and fixed the top of her dress so that she was properly covered again. Then she looked up at me again, and noticed Nate standing behind me.
	“You!” She gasped and fell back a little. 
	“Hi, Agatha.” Nick smiled and gave her a wave. “I think we want to be going.”
	“Not with you!” Agatha grabbed my hand and pulled me away. I was a bit surprised. I may not have known her long, but this was the first time I’d seen Agatha like this.
	“Well, either you take me along or, I’ll have to explain myself to whichever order gets here first. This little magic bomb must have set off wards from three counties.” He smiled confidently. We both knew he was probably right.
	“Ok, fine, Drew, lets go and then maybe you can explain what he’s doing with you.” Agatha growled a bit. I didn’t know why she was upset, but I was quickly putting things together. Either way, he was right, the magic unleashed here was going to get all of the wrong kinds of attention. If I didn’t want to be someone’s research project I had to get out of there before the witches or wizards managed to get here.
	We quickly followed Agatha out to her car and she sped off. I gave her the quick version of how I’d met Nate at the bar and we’d locked ourselves in the bathroom for a little fun before the orgy broke out.
	“So, you relaxed a bit too much and your little magical quirk got everyone else in the club too horny to think.” Agatha nodded, then shot Nate a quick glare through the rear view mirror. “And you took advantage of my friend here because you were hoping to get close to me.”
	“Well, you do usually have the most interesting secrets in this neck of the woods, my dear.” Nate smiled. I hadn’t really gone into much detail about him, but it seemed that Agatha knew a lot more.
	“So you know each other?” I asked. I was feeling increasingly awkward as time passed. It didn’t help that I’d been in both of their pants on the same day. Before I’d become a girl, I rarely talked about my sex life with anyone, even Marcus, and now it was like I was an open book. 
	“Oh yes, you see, Agatha here had a falling out with her coven a few years ago and well, I’ve never gotten along with the order of wizards around here, so we teamed up for a little research. She got back on speaking terms with her girls and then kicked me to the curb. Still, I like to keep tabs on her since interesting things tend to fall into her lap.” Nate explained. I’d seen his type before. There were always a few wizards that went off the rails. Mostly, the order didn’t bother with them unless they caused enough trouble to warrant containment. Generally, they were just smug jerks that were a little too loose with their magic around the uninitiated. Nate seemed a little something different than that though.
	“I made a mistake, he’s chosen a lifestyle. And wasn’t used to taking no for an answer.” Agatha shot back.
	“True enough, but then I couldn’t really fault you for having an eye for the ladies, I do rather appreciate them myself. Though it seems you’ve widened your interests since the last time I saw you.” Nate gave her a devilish grin from the back seat.
	“You can blame Drew for that.” Agatha threw me a sharp look. Before we’d met, she’d been a rather firm lesbian, but after I’d accidentally triggered a magically induced lustful threesome with her and our friend Marcus, she’d discovered that she was now fully bisexual. I could understand her dismay, as my transformation had resulted in much the same transition. I had been a straight guy, but now I had trouble keeping the lustful thoughts in check no matter what was between their legs.
	“Is that so? I’d like to know more about that.” He sat back. I wasn’t entirely sure just how much to tell him, but we gave him the overview of events. I didn’t tell him the source of the spell that had transformed me, but it was impossible to keep him from learning about our discoveries concerning witchcraft and wizardry. 
	“So, you used to be a wizard, and a decent one at that, and now you are trying to learn witchcraft as a woman?” Nate had descended from smug curiosity to pure bafflement at our story. Conventional wisdom was that only men could do wizardry and only women could do witchcraft. Attempting to mix the two was like playing with antimatter, the combination was explosive at best, and you were lucky to survive any attempt to play with it. On top of that, there had never been a magical way of changing someone’s true sex. To wrap all of that up into a single story was a lot to take in.
	“Yep.” I realized I’d forgotten to tell Agatha about my other discovery. “And after my last tryst, I can actually see magical strands when I try to. It’s actually pretty crazy.”
	My last attempt to see them with Agatha had resulted in a few hours of unrestrained fucking in her living room. My ability seemed to trigger a primal arousal in people when I touched one of the strands. In theory I should be able to control it, but I wasn’t sure how easy it would be to learn how. 
	Nate was about to say something when Agatha held up her hand and started to play her fingers in the air. I knew it was her working some magic, so I took a deep breath and focused as best I could. I could see the shimmering strands brightening as I watched. It was similar to the way I could see wizardry, but mentally different at the same time. Still, I watched as she twisted the strands in her fingers and gently tugged on them. I followed some of the strands back to Nate and watched as he suddenly yawned and then fell over asleep.
	“Just a little sleep spell, it’ll wear off in an hour or so. I didn’t want him getting too much info.” Agatha explained.
	“But when he wakes up...” I noted. 
	“He’ll want more of the story, but by then we’ll know what to tell him. He’s probably not dangerous, but he is a bit of a free agent. He’ll happily trade our information if he finds someone willing to trade well for it. So we want to make sure he doesn’t know enough to cause trouble.” Agatha continued. I wasn’t sure that he didn’t already know too much, but that would come to us later. For now, we had some private time to work with.
	“That was wild watching you do magic like that.” I smiled, changing the subject to something more pressing. It was also pretty exciting. I’d actually seen a witch weaving a spell. Wizards had theorized for years about the process, but now I’d seen it in actual detail.
	“You could see that?” Agatha looked a bit surprised. “I was pulling some pretty weak strands to do that spell. We usually can’t see them, just the stronger ones. The trick to witchcraft is learning how to sense the strands we can’t see so that we can weave our spells.”
	“Really?” I’d gone from barely able to see the strongest magical strands to being able to easily see ones an experienced witch like Agatha couldn’t even see. 
	“Well, whatever you do, let’s wait till we get home before you start experimenting.” Agatha stated firmly. I had to admit I was tempted, but she was right, it was clear that my power needed to be worked carefully. We didn’t want to plunge into another lustful escapade and then not learn anything. There was far too much work to do before we could let our passions take over.
	Luckily, we weren’t far from her home, and after a bit of help from Marcus we managed to get everyone inside. We left Nate in the spare bedroom to sleep off his sleep spell and the three of us sat down in the living room for another attempt at magic.
	“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Marcus asked as he sat on the far side of the room. If I did something by accident, he probably wasn’t far enough away, but I couldn’t object if it made him more comfortable. 
	“No, but if Drew doesn’t try to learn witchcraft she’s going to be wearing bras and panties for the rest of her life.” Agatha replied. I nodded in support. I was still getting used to the difference in feminine underwear. The notion of being stuck this way was not something I wanted to consider at this point. 
	“Okay, then how are we going to do this?” Marcus asked. 
	“Start with something simple.” Agatha turned to me and held up her hands. “I’ll show you how to conjure a sparkle.”
	I watched as she twisted her fingers around and I could see the strands being molded and reshaped as she slowly did the work. It was a pretty simple bit of work, a loose knot of one strand around a loop of the other, pull on the loop and it was like a small fireworks show. 
	“Ok, I think I got it. Here goes.” I pulled back all the way with my senses, trying to make sure I didn’t accidentally trigger anything. Then I reached out with my hands and focused on the witchcraft. For a moment I could feel the strand across my finger. I looked over to see Agatha watching. Marcus wouldn’t have been able to see anything. No one was tearing off their clothes, though, so it was a win.
	The feeling of the strand was like a light tingle across my fingers. It was almost electric, but not. I took my time with the first strand, slowly playing it, bending it and working it until I felt like I had a good feeling for the magic. The next trick was completing the spell. I carefully held the first strand and then started working a second. I made the loop and tied the knot, then with a careful pull, the room filled with sparks.
	“So the princess can do magic after all.” I heard from across the room. Nate had recovered from the spell, at least enough to come out and watch.
	“That’s right boys. There’s another witch in the house.” Agatha beamed as she hopped over to give me a big hug. “Way to go girl! Now let’s get some rest. The real work begins tomorrow.
	It was hard to come down from the excitement of success, but Agatha was right. It wouldn’t help for me to try learning more at the end of a day like this. Nate refused to leave, and in the end everyone got put up around Agatha’s place. Nate got the couch, Marcus got the bed and Agatha insisted that I sleep with her. She promised no funny business this time, but I wasn’t sure just how far I could trust her on that. Not that I really cared. I still had the memory of her taste firmly lodged in the back of my head. I wouldn’t mind having another roll in the hay with her.
	I hated to admit it, but after everything I’d been through, I pretty much fell asleep as soon as the lights went out. I didn’t wake up until well into the morning, when I noticed Agatha snuggled up against me. I rested there for a while longer before she started to rouse as well. I noticed that when her dainty fingers slid up and gave my breasts a couple of playful squeezes. It still felt strange having boobs, especially when they were being squeezed. Having something on my chest that could be played with like that was rather disconcerting, even if it did feel strangely good.
	This was just the beginning, though. Agatha started me out with more magic lessons, and one day rolled into a week. Nate stuck around, wanting to learn more and Marcus did his best to keep Nate from distracting us. It wasn’t always easy either. As the days passed, it was getting harder and harder to keep dirty thoughts out of my mind. Still, I didn’t exactly want to jump back in the sack with anyone either. It still felt pretty weird being on the receiving end, even if I’d enjoyed it immensely. Much less, Agatha’s lessons wore me out more than I’d imagined. Wizardry had been about power and force, but the delicate finesse required for witchcraft left me more tired than I’d ever been after wizardry practice. 
	“That is just amazing. I’ve never seen anyone pick up all of this so fast.” Agatha shook her head as I finished my work of turning a mouse into a parakeet. We’d been keeping our focus on transformation magic for a while, hoping to turn it around into something I could use to undo the spell that had turned me into a woman. Being able to pull off a whole animal transformation was a huge step in the right direction.
	“I have a great teacher.” I blushed. I’d always hated praise, and this wasn’t any different. It didn’t matter that I was a wizard, learning witchcraft and had proceeded into some of the more complex spells in less than a week. 
	“Well, then I think I’ve got one more trick I’d like you to try. This one is pretty delicate though.” Agatha proceeded to start weaving a delicate lace tube. It was intricate in a way that reminded me of a normal transformation spell, but far more detailed. For one, the tube structure of the weave wasn’t something that was needed in witchcraft. Much less, the way it was crafted kept the open energies of the witchcraft on the outside of the tube, making an almost neutral interior.
	“Ok, I’ll give it a go.” I proceeded to copy her work and over the course of a few hours, she was finally satisfied. The tube was far longer than any weaved spell I’d made before, but we’d curled it up into a ball of potential energy when I finished. 
	“Now, I need to ask you, what does it do?” Agatha asked. It wasn’t an easy question to answer. I was still new to witchcraft, but I recognized several of the forms. There was certainly a transformation element, one that seemed not to have any power to it, but there were also elements that would work to transform the mind and spirit of the target. The work was delicate though, and I started to understand just what she’d done.
	“This is the transformation spell, the one that turned me into a girl!” I looked it over in astonishment.
	“That’s right. I got a good look the remnants on you the day you came here. It was enough for me to rebuild the theory. There is just one more trick to it.” Agatha pointed to the hollow end of the tube.
	“We need wizardry to power it. But, this is just the same spell as the one used on me. It’ll turn a guy into a girl, but not reverse it.” I hated to admit I felt a little disappointment. I’d been a girl for a week now, and I had to admit I was pretty interested in turning back now. It wasn’t that I hated being a girl, but I wasn’t quite me in this form either.  Much less once I knew I could transform back and forth, the choice wouldn’t be as scary as not having the option. 
	“I can fix that.” Marcus pipped up. He’d been watching along with Nate for the whole week. It can’t have been that interesting for the most part. Wizards couldn’t see the bare strands and only barely sense weaved witchcraft. Mostly, they sat around and watched us waving our hands in the air and occasionally saw the end product of our work.
	“That’s good for the power, but we need to test it as well. Then we’ll need to use what we learn to make a full reversal spell.” Agatha said. Both of the guys looked at each other. It was clear we’d need a volunteer to make their outie into an innie. 
	There was a cool silence as the question hung in the air. It wasn’t just the transformation angle, of course, we still didn’t have a reversal spell. If we didn’t figure that out, whoever we tested this spell on would be stuck as a girl just like I was. I couldn’t be sure that I’d have been willing to take that plunge if I’d have had a choice.
	“Okay, I’ll do it.” Marcus stepped up. I nodded solemnly, but it meant a lot to me. We’d been friends for a while, and we all knew that the only way to figure out how to reverse things would be if we learned how the transformation spell worked. It was one thing to recreate a spell we’d seen, it was entirely different to create a new spell. He was willing to take the chance we wouldn’t figure it out, and lose his manhood in the process.
	I jumped up to give him a hug. It wasn’t until he pushed me back a bit that I realized just what I’d done. I’d been having more and more moments like that as the week wore on. It was hard to explain, but I felt more feminine. I’d have never spontaneously hugged him before, but now it was just like a new instinct had grown up inside me. 
	“Thanks. I know it’s a lot to ask.” I tried to be serious for a moment, but as I got this close to him another of my new instincts popped up. I’d fought to contain it as it grew stronger, but now that I was pressed up against him, I couldn’t. “So, would you like to give little Marcus one last workout?”
	Marcus actually blushed at that. Despite our earlier rounds of raunchy sex right after I’d transformed, we’d managed to somewhat restore normality to our relationship. We just kept from getting too close, and trigger any lingering attraction. It hadn’t been perfect, but it’d worked so far. 
	He shook his head, smiling. “I think I’d be a little too nervous to perform and I don’t want you to take that as a challenge. Now, let’s do this thing before I change my mind.”
	I nodded and we prepared for him to power the spell. Just as Braindrige had said, the magic wasn’t so hard once you knew the trick of it. Marcus provided a flow of power and as soon as it touched the edge of the tube, it seemed to be sucked inside until all the energy needed by the spell was pulsing inside. All that remained was for Marcus to activate it. 
	“Now, there’s one more thing. Marcus, we need you to be naked.” Agatha fought as hard as she could to keep from smiling. As true as the need was, the request certainly had a prurient quality. Neither of us girls would really object to getting a full view of Marcus in the nude. I was a bit reluctant to admit just how much I looked forward to such things. Still, being able to watch how the spell transformed him would hopefully help us figure out how to reverse it. 
	“Okay, perverts.” He laughed and stripped down. I could tell he was nervous. He wasn’t going to waste any time now, or else he’d lose his nerve. Shirt, pants and underwear all got tossed on the couch and we got a full view of him in the nude. Without the lustful pressure I’d felt before I had the chance to appreciate him. He wasn’t super buff, but he kept in better shape than I ever did and now I could enjoy that fact in a whole new way, at least for a few more moments.
	Marcus quickly thrust his hand out to touch the bowl we’d placed the spell on. Some spells could be thrown, and others could be cast in place, but this one was different. The way it needed to encase the subject required it to almost work like a slime. One touch was all it needed to climb its way onto Marcus.
	At first it was just a simple enclosing, slowly wrapping itself around him with a magical glow. Then we watched as it contracted, for a moment it was almost as if the enclosing magic was squeezing him. I remembered how it felt, the pressure slowly creeping over my whole body. I watched it now from the outside as it slowly moved up his legs and shrinking everything as it did so. He almost looked like a child for a moment, as his muscles shrank and everything became delicate. I could see him fighting down the pain as the magic did its work and we watched as his whole head seemed to shrink all at once and take on a softer feminine shape.
	Still, for a moment, he was still a man, even if a bit reduced. That didn’t last though, and I watched as his manhood began to suddenly shrink. It almost looked like everything was being pulled up inside him, but as it shrank, it was easy to see what was happening. His cock shrank down to a nub, as his balls separated and formed into the fleshy lips of his new pussy. Then everything looked swollen for a moment and the final magic finished locking his new womanhood into place. 
	Then his body started to reshape itself again. His hips flared out, his waist shrunk and his chest began to grow until he was sporting a perky pair of girly boobs. His hair grew as well, cascading down as it turned a dark blonde. It kept flowing until it was tickling at the top of his softened behind. His face shifted again as well, giving him softer cheeks and a button nose. His whole face took on a youthful innocence. If anything he looked a couple years younger than he’d been. 
	Then it was over, and she stood there panting. I remembered how taxing it had been for me, and quickly grabbed for the robe we’d prepared. It wasn’t much, but it would help her keep a bit of modesty.
	“Holy crap...” She gasped as she looked down at her new hands and then up to her mouth. “Shit, I sound like a girl!”
	In fact, she sounded extra girly. And I had to fight down a bit of a giggle. I knew this was a shock, maybe not as much as mine, since that had been a complete surprise, but still, whole body transformations were rare, and sex changes were supposed to be impossible.
	“Yep, and you’re pretty cute too.” Agatha smiled as we helped her get covered up. I had to agree with that. Her new body was petite and feminine, and it took a lot of effort to keep from jumping in to do all sorts of unspeakable things to her.
	She blushed at the compliment. “God, it’s all so different...” 
	She didn’t stop feeling around her new body, cupping her breasts, feeling her new hips, and ultimately dropping a hand between her legs. Her hand played around for a moment and she gasped. “Oh, yeah, really different.”
	“If you really want different then just wait till you get filled down there.” I smiled wickedly. I had to admit that the first time I’d been taken, it had been wild. 
	She blushed even deeper at that and then stood up straight again and cinched her robe shut. Then she smiled back at us.
	“Now, I seem to remember that if I try to do wizardry now, I can maybe cause a little trouble.” Her grin had grown lustful, and I shuddered for a moment as she held up her hands.  She didn’t have to know what she was doing exactly, just the attempt would be enough. I felt the pulse as she hammered away at the strands of magic. I could really feel the effect now, the pulses of raw, seething need that flowed through me.  Every time she stoked a strand, I felt my pussy clench and ache.  My senses quickly lighting up.
	I grabbed for her hands to stop her.  It was too late to prevent the heat from building up, but I didn’t want to lose control either.  I knew it was possible to lose myself to these feelings, and I didn’t want to go that far.  
	“You don’t want to get everyone too excited do you?” I leaned in and whispered into her ear.  I knew what she was trying to do, she wanted to be overwhelmed by lust, so that she didn’t need to think about what she was doing or be embarrassed by it.  I understood completely.  As good as it was to have Marcus take me for my first time as a girl, it had been pretty weird as well.  I was glad I was relatively clear headed for it just the same, and didn’t want Marcus to miss this unique experience to enjoy her new body.
	“I guess not...” She blushed as I called out her ruse.  I leaned in and kissed her, letting her hands go and pulling her in close.  She’d changed so much.  I now had several inches on her, and a lot more curves.  She had the petite thing down even to the ears sticking just through her hair enough to be cute.  Her boobs were round and perky, but a good size smaller than mine.  Holding her was such a sharp contrast to how it felt with Agatha.  
	“Good, since we’re going to show you just how good it feels to be a woman.” Agatha leaned in and gave Marcus a long wet lick up the side of her neck and around the edge of her ear.  Marcus closed her eyes and sighed.  
	“Do you ladies mind if I join in?” Nate asked from behind us.  It was easy to get so wrapped up in Marcus that we forgot about him.  
	“Settle down, tiger, I’m sure we can make use of that big, hard thing you do all your thinking with.” Agatha giggled as she slid a hand inside Marcus’s robe.  She jumped as Agatha’s hand slid toward her bare middle and squirmed.
	“Hey!” Marcus squealed a bit as she tried to pull away.
	“Just making sure everything got put in the right place.” Agatha smiled.  She pulled her hand back and she took the wet fingers to her mouth and gave them a sensuous lick while everyone watched.  “Mmm… tasty.”
	Marcus blushed at that.  I understood her embarrassment, but Agatha’s little performance was still terribly sexy.  It also managed to lighten the mood just a bit and I took the moment to rally my wits.
	“Do you want us to stop?” I asked as I wrapped my arms around her.  I pulled her close while avoiding all the sensitive spots.  I knew she must be going through a whirlwind of emotion right now.  I had trouble dealing with the change when it happened to me.  
	“No… I want to do this.” She blushed and then pulled back enough so she could pull off her robe.  It hadn’t been much protection, but casting it off was a sign to the rest of us.  
	Agatha and I didn’t waste time throwing off our clothes either.  It wouldn’t do for Marcus to be the only naked girl.  Nate didn’t hesitate to follow our example.  We pulled her onto the couch with Agatha on one side and me on the other and we started to stroke her bare skin, starting at her arms and working in.  When we reached her breasts, we each leaned in and took a nipple in our mouth as she let out a surprise gasp from the pleasure of our suckling mouths.
	Our hands slid lower while we teased her breasts.  We stroked her inner thighs and down to her knees, but we carefully avoided her most sensitive spots.  I knew we were stoking her fires and melting away her inhibitions.  Whatever reluctance, she might have was fading as she started to moan and writhe from our wander touch.
	“What would you like next?” Agatha asked as she drew her hands tantalizing close to the lips of Marcus’s pussy and before sliding them back.  She closed her eyes and drew a deep breath.  Then she looked around, appraising our naked bodies, and also Nate.  He was just standing there, naked, ripped and fully erect.  Three girls and just one raging hard cock.  It wasn’t enough and we all knew it, but we wanted to give the guest of honor the first choice on what was about to happen.
	“Oh, fuck… I want him...” She answered, staring almost in disbelief at the throbbing manhood before her.  I knew the feeling.  I hadn’t expected the raw desire I felt the first time I saw a cock.  I smiled and helped Agatha as we gently pulled her legs wide, exposing her wet and eager slit.  
	“Are you sure?” Nate asked as he knelt before her, his cock poised just outside.  It was so lewd that I couldn’t resist reaching between my legs to rub myself.  I could feel Marcus trembling as we snuggled up against her.  She bit her lip, looking down at the cock that was rising up between her legs, and for the first time, it wasn’t her cock she was looking at.
	“Yes… please fuck me.” She nodded.  Nate leaned in and pressed his cock against her, drawing is slowly along her wet slit as she let out an unrestrained moan of pleasure.  Her nether lips parted for him, rubbing against the sides of his cock like some obscene hot dog.  I continued stroking her, rubbing and squeezing her softness as Nate covered himself with her juices.  Then he pulled back until just the tip of his cock was poised at the entrance to her new womanhood.  Then he thrust in with one long firm thrust.
	“Oh...oh fuck… oh god!” Marcus squealed as her flesh parted for him.  My nethers quivered as I watched her pussy lips wrap tightly around his plunging hardness.  It was devilishly lewd, and I had to admit I was a bit jealous, but this was her moment to savor that wonderfully feminine feeling of fullness.
	“A nice big cock sure does feel good, doesn’t it?” I leaned in to whisper in her ear as Nate buried himself between her legs.  My hand gave her breast a gentle squeeze and she moaned.
	“Yes… it’s so strange but so good...” She sighed and then gasped as he pulled back and gave her another thrust.  She bounced from that, and reached up to stroke his chest as he leaned in to brace himself on top of the couch.  I could see the lustful confusion in her face as she discovered her newfound appreciation for the masculine form.  It didn’t hurt that Nate was a prime specimen.  
	“Oh… more… fuck me more!” She gasped as his pace quickened.  Agatha and I continued our assault on her flesh as well.  We were working her into a frothing helpless ball of pure arousal.  Her cries of helpless submission only driving us to more lewdness.
	Her cries for more only encouraged us, until she was writhing and begging for everything we did.  Nate was pounding his hard cock into her as Agatha and I stroked and squeezed and sucked.  We took turns sharing passionate kisses with her as we drove her to the peak of ecstasy.
	“Oh… oh, I’m cumming!  I’m cumming!” She finally screamed, and we kept going.  She wailed as the pleasure overwhelmed her, and we helped her draw it out, extending that moment as long as we could.  Nate reached his peak as well, and filled her with his seed as she writhed beneath him.
	“Not bad, huh?” I asked as the peak slowly faded.  Nate withdrew and Agatha pounced on him.  She had embraced her new bisexuality with the same fervor as everything else in her life and was suckling eagerly at Nate’s dripping cock.  With all the lust in the air it wouldn’t be long before he was hard again, and another wet pussy would get filled.  
	“Yeah, it was amazing… I never imagined...” Marcus sighed as she basked in the fading delight of wonder.  I continued stroking her, rubbing and helping her draw out the moment.  We had all night, but I wanted her first time as a woman to end on a good note.  
	Agatha managed to clean Nate’s shaft and draw it to a bulging hardness again, but then pulled herself up and gave him a quick passionate kiss.  “One guy and three girls calls out for a little bit of extra help.” 
	We all watched as she skipped off to her bedroom.  Her heart shape behind wiggled with every step before she disappeared.  A minute later she was jiggling back towards us, this time with a box full of lewd toys.  There were massagers and dildos of various sizes and shapes as well as a couple of strap-ons.  Somehow I suspected that this was her guest box, and that there were even more intimate and kinky items to be found in her room, but for now this would be enough.
	We spent the rest of the night playing in the living room.  Most of the time, all three of our pussies were stuffed full, with either a toy or Nate’s wonderfully thick cock.  As much fun as it was to have Marcus pumping a vibrating dildo into me, I had to admit that the real thing was a unique kind of pleasure.  Fucking Marcus with the strap on was another special experience, so familiar and yet, different, but it was such fun making her squirm and cum knowing that I could just keep pounding into her hot wet pussy as long as I liked.  She turned the tables on me and fucked me through a couple of wicked orgasms as well from on top and behind.  
	Eventually, we all passed out from exhaustion, and the next morning, bashfully found our clothes and got cleaned up again.  After a week of training and trying to keep a check on my sexual desires, letting go like that had been wonderful.  It was still strange thinking of myself as a woman, but I had to admit that sex like that was so much more fun as a girl.  Being a guy was work, maintaining that erection was hard, fun certainly, but even on the best night I’d be lucky to get off two or three times, and usually it was just once.  As a girl, I could just enjoy the sensation, ride one orgasm into the next, and simply enjoy being fucked.  
	Agatha waited for us as we finished cleaning up. 
	“So, princesses, are you ready to work on making a prince?” Agatha asked as we finished off her fruit bowl.  That was the next big step.  We’d managed to change guys into girls, now was just left for us to do the opposite.  
	“I am.” I giggled.  It wasn’t going to be easy, but between the old Wizards notes and our new experience with transformation magic, we had a chance.  
	“Time to get to work and make some cocks!”
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.  
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