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Jaime
didn’t know exactly how
he’d angered the wizard. Perhaps it was when he’d stolen that very
valuable looking tome of spells from where it lay tantalizingly
open on the older man’s desk. Or, now that he thought of it, it
might have been how he seduced the wizard’s young and beautiful
daughter.

He took a skip
as he walked down the path, thinking about her. Jaime looked at his
hands, remembering how he’d used them to hold and massage her firm
breasts while he gave her his cock from behind.

His cock
stirred in his pants as he relished the memories. She’d been
integral to his successful theft of the tome, as well. No girl he’d
yet encountered could resist his dashing looks and charm.

A
crossroads loomed up around the bend. There was a rickety
post with wooden signs like
disjointed fingers naming various cities and towns. Jaime
hesitated. He had fences for his pilfered goods in nearly all of
them. But who
will give me the best price? Jaime wondered. When he thought about it, he hadn’t even
really looked at his ill-gotten spellbook yet.

Shifting
the weight of the sack off his shoulder felt good. Walking off to
the side of the road, he sat in the shade of a big old tree, his
back to the trunk.

He pulled the
thick tome out and laid it on his lap. It was heavier than it
looked. A light breeze blew by, sending dust from the cover.

“Being a wizard
doesn’t seem so hard,” Jaime said, flipping the book open to a
random page, “Just mumble some gibberish and get whatever you
want.”

His eyes
widened when he saw the pages. He could understand them! He’d
thought they’d be written in some ancient tongue long since
forgotten by mortals. Instantly, he began scanning for what the
spell did. For some reason, whenever he thought he found the title
it turned out to be something else.

Getting
frustrated, he just started reading. He tried to stop, but his
mouth just kept going. Steeling himself, he tried to close the
book. It didn’t work; his hands just trembled as his lips moved
over the words.

Fear trickled
in a cool stream through his stomach. His skin started to prickle.
Something was happening to him, inside. Jaime could feel things
moving, shifting. But he couldn’t look down. His eyes wouldn’t
leave the page.

Jaime’s vision
tunnelled. His hands began to tremble, blurring the words. Yet even
that didn’t seem to stop his reading.

Finally,
the dark lens in his vision contracted, getting smaller and
smaller. Soon, he could only see one word at a time. When his mouth
stopped moving after the final word, his world turned black. Jaime
fell on his side, his fingers still grasping the mouldering ancient
pages of the tome of spells.

When Jaime
awoke, he sat up. He felt strange, different. It was as though
certain parts of his body were of different proportions. His shirt
felt uncomfortably tight across his chest. His fingers still
grasped the spellbook. They felt sore and stiff. Excitement stirred
in him when he found he could let go of the book. Flexing his
fingers, he sighed.

“God damn all
wizards,” he said. His voice sounded strange in his ears. It was
higher in tone than normal.

His body
felt so stiff, like he’d been asleep for years. Jaime stood up,
pressing his hands against the small of his back while stretching.
His hands ran down over his ass, which felt rounder and
more shapely than he
remembered. His hair brushed against his shoulders, which was
strange. Jaime always kept his hair cut short.

The real
shock came when he looked down at his body. A pair of full, firm breasts strained
against his shirt. He could see down into his cleavage.

“What in
the...?” Jaime said, thinking that he must be seeing things.

Experimentally,
he grabbed his breasts through his shirt. The flesh felt warm
through the fabric. As he ran his hands over them, his nipples
stiffened. He sucked in his breath at the sensation.

His first
experience in having a wet pussy came a moment later. He felt the
warm juices flow inside him, and a shiver river up his back, chased
by goosebumps.

“Oh my God!”
Jaime said. He’d always wondered how it felt for a woman. Their
pussies always felt so warm and tight around him, but how was it
for them?

Just the
thought of something long and hard shifting back in forth in there
made him quiver.

If his
breasts felt this good to touch, he wanted to know how it was to
run a finger inside his wet little pussy. Turning, completely
forgetting his pack, he dashed off into the woods. When he was
barely out of earshot and sight of the road, he found a soft
looking patch of grass and lay down.

Yanking his
pants down his suddenly wider hips, he flailed his legs until they
flew off along with his shoes. Spreading his legs, he ran his hands
down his hot and trembling thighs. He had to bite has lip as his
fingers inched closer and closer to his already wet opening.

“Ooo,” Jaime
said, his lips in a circle, his finger sliding into his hole.

Still not quite
believing, he pulled his finger out of that tight ring. Glistening
juice soaked his fingertip. He brought it to his lips and sucked
it. He tasted good. Slurping his own juices off his fingers made
him instantly wetter.

Putting his
hand back down there, he spread his lips apart with two fingers
while he eased the other two back in. He had to push them in
slowly, held back by his own tightness. He curled them a little,
and gasped as he clenched up.

His
fingers had a mind of their own then, jamming in and out of him and
making him so drenched that his cunt made a wet sucking noise with
each movement.

Strangely
colored light flashed somewhere to his left, but he paid it no
mind. He wasn’t certain, but from the way his pussy convulsed and
from the build-up of energy, he thought he might come soon.

“I see you’ve
found my favorite spell,” a rasping voice said to his left.

Shrieking,
Jaime pulled his dripping fingers out of his pussy and sat up.
Looking down at him was the wizard. The spellbook was tucked safely
in the crook of his arm. A wicked smile curled his lips as he took
Jaime’s body in with his eyes.

“Normally, I
would just turn you into an insect and squash you. I don’t abide
thievery.”

Jaime backed up
to the tree, a fear like chilly fingers transfixing his stomach. He
cursed himself for a fool as he saw his death in the form of an
older man kneel down in front of him.

“But this is
not a normal. I must say, you have to be one of the most beautiful
woman I have ever seen,” the wizard said.

Jaime
felt his pussy tingle. Some of his juices ran out onto his
quivering thighs. What does he want? Jaime thought.

“Give yourself
to me now, and I may find it possible to forgive this crime.”

Horny as he
was, Jaime wasn’t certain he wanted his first cock to be that of a
man old enough to be his father. He looked into the wizard’s face
and saw the carnal lust flame in his eyes. Jaime’s pussy demanded a
cock.

“Make it fast,”
Jaime said.

The wizard
stood and started pulling his robe over his head. “I shall make it
however I like.” He dropped his robe on the ground. The wizard
waved his hands and Jaime suddenly found himself completely naked.
The wizard’s cock was long and hard, and looking at it set Jaime’s
heart beating.

With
surprising strength, the wizard grabbed Jaime by the shoulders and
threw him on the ground. Jaime sucked in a breath at the pain of a
scrape on one elbow. The sudden sensation sting made his pussy tighten up, and he moaned as
he felt his body suddenly get hot.

“So
you’ll steal from me, will you?” The wizard said. He stooped down
over Jaime’s legs and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of
Jaime’s head. He yanked on it, wrenching Jaime’s head back and
revealing his long, sensual neck. The wizard opened his mouth and
leaned in, leaving a line of hickies on Jaime’s soft
flesh.

“Ouch!”
Jaime said as the wizard bit him. Jaime shoved at the wizard’s bare
chest as the older man’s teeth pinched harder. Soon, Jaime started
squealing. It at once hurt and made him crave the wizard’s cock. He
reached up and started stroking the wizard’s hard rod. The shaft
was thick in his now dainty fingers. It throbbed and trembled as he
ran his hand up and down the length.

 

Finally, the
wizard stopped biting. Jaime thought he might be bleeding. His
whole neck felt hot and wet, and he couldn’t tell if it was from
the wizard’s spit or his own blood.

“Yeah,
you like it hard, don’t you?” The wizard grabbed Jaime around the neck, his big hand
squeezing just below Jaime’s chin. He fondled one of Jaime’s tits
as his grip around Jaime’s neck got tighter. Jaime shuddered when
the older man started pinching his nipple, sending little shocks of
pain through him. Jaime stroked him faster.

“Yesss...” the
wizard hissed. Jaime felt the wizard’s cock jerk. He ran his
fingers up the shaft and over the tip, feeling the warm and sticky
precum on his fingers.

Snarling, the
wizard shoved Jaime backwards. He barely caught himself, leaning
back with his hands on the ground behind to hold himself up.
Immediately, the wizard slapped him across the face hard enough to
leave his ears ringing. His cheek stung.

Standing over
Jaime, the wizard grabbed him by the back of the head with both
hands and started pulling Jaime’s full and pouting lips closer to
his cock.

“Take it all
in.”

Jaime’s
response was cut off by the long and thick cock jammed between his
lips. He looked up into the wizard’s eyes as his member slid deeper
into him. He began salivating, letting his tongue run over the
bulges of the cock.

He felt tears
start to form in the corners of his eyes as the wizard pressed his
cock into the back of Jaime’s throat.

“Such a warm
mouth. Look at the way your lips stretch around my cock. God, I
just want to come right now.”

Jaime, holding
himself up with one hand, reached up and grabbed the base of the
wizard’s member. He started stroking the older man’s cock. Each
time he brought his fingers towards his mouth, he squeezed out some
fresh precum to swallow.

God, my cheek stings so much, Jaime thought. A tear ran down over the spot on
his cheek that had been slapped, and he winced.

The wizard saw
his expression. He jerked his cock partway out of Jaime’s mouth,
then rammed it back in. Jaime gagged as it hit the back of his
throat. Thankfully, the wizard pulled it back right away. He fucked
Jaime’s mouth until spit hung down from his glistening shaft. Jaime
felt the cock stiffen in his mouth, and he braced himself for the
wizard’s load. The wizard squeezed his eyes shut and gritted his
teeth, obviously trying not to come. He yanked his cock out of
Jaime’s mouth, and Jaime took a deep breath.

“Enough of
that!”

The
wizard waved his hand again, and an invisible force pushed Jaime
onto his back. The wizard knelt down, grabbed Jaime’s ankles, and
spread his legs apart. Jaime felt himself juice again as the wizard
looked at his pussy.

“Already
soaking wet, I see. You little slut. Don’t worry, I’ll make good
use of that lube.”

The older man
started with one finger, running it down through Jaime’s slit and
into his waiting hole. Jaime moaned and squirmed on the ground as
the finger wriggled inside him. Then the wizard added another
finger, and it felt even better. Jaime could feel his pussy tighten
around the older man’s fingers.

“I wouldn’t
squeeze like that quite yet,” the wizard said. He added a third
finger.

Jaime’s
pussy was beginning to feel quite stretched, almost to the point of
pain. He bit his lip again as the wizard began fingerbanging him,
saying how he had to “loosen you up” even more.

The wizard was
stroking his cock while he worked on Jaime’s pussy, his fingers
gripping his member tightly.

“I think your
pussy is loose enough now,” the wizard said.

Jaime started
to say, “Loose enough for—“ but he stopped. The wizard shoved four
fingers into him. He gasped at the pain, but found himself getting
wetter still. He yelped and squirmed as the wizard pulled his
fingers out a little and then shoved them back in. He managed to
press them in a little deeper each time his did this. Jaime felt
sweat break out on his forehead.

“Shh... the
pain is worth it. Besides, you are mine for this, don’t you
remember?”

Nodding,
Jaime twisted his face. It still hurt, but it also felt good.
Looking down, he saw that the wizard’s fingers were jammed into his
pussy to the knuckles. He winced when he felt the wizard’s thumb
enter through the tight ring at the very opening of his
cunt.

Inside
Jaime’s pussy, the wizard balled his hand into a fist. Jaime
screamed as his pussy stretched, barely able to contain the
wizard’s hand. More tears streamed from the corners of his eyes as
the wizard pushed his fist farther into Jaime’s sopping hole. He
pulled his hand back and then forced it back in against the
tightness. Each time, Jaime’s pussy felt like it got a little
looser. The pain got a little less, and the pleasure of his excited
nerves a little more.

The wizard’s
forearm looked like it was soaked with the juices from Jaime’s
pussy almost up to his elbow. The older man smiled as his balled
fist slammed the walls of Jaime’s pussy apart.

When his fist
began moving more freely, the wizard started to spin his hand in
semi-circles as he moved it back and forth. Feeling the wizard’s
knuckles move around like that inside of him had Jaime howling in
moments. He gasped and winced as his pussy tightened and loosened.
It felt like he was about to lose control of his body.

“Yes, that’s
it,” the wizard said, “Come on my hand shoved in your tight little
pussy. Do you like the way I stretch you out?”

Jaime
breathed quickly, sucking the air in and blowing it out through
pursed lips. His sight began to swim, and that build-up of energy
inside him that he’d felt while touching himself earlier was back,
but now even more so. He could feel his pussy trembling.

The
wizard let go of his cock and pinched down hard on Jaime’s nipple.
With a scream, Jaime came. His pussy convulsed around the wizard’s
hand, holding it so tightly that he couldn’t move. Jaime felt even
more juices leak out of him, and it felt like all the blood in his
body was heating his pussy up at that moment. He whimpered every
time his cunt squeezed around the fist, taking a breath whenever it
relaxed.

“Take
another breath,” the
wizard told him when it was obvious that he’d finished.

“What? Why?”
Jaime asked.

Smiling, the
wizard wrenched his fist out of Jaime’s pussy. It hurt, and the
pain made his whole body shake.

The older man
wasted no time, it seemed. He grabbed Jaime by the shoulders again.
Jaime could smell the juices from his pussy that coated one of the
wizard’s hands. He couldn’t relish the scent for long, though. The
older man threw him to the ground. This time, he rolled Jaime over
onto his stomach.

“Now,
before we begin...” the wizard said. He got a hold on the on
Jaime’s long hair. Using one hand, he yanked, forcing Jaime to arch
his head back. His whole body felt rigid. There was a moment of
anticipation, then the wizard slapped him on the ass. Jaime
screeched, trying to jump out of his skin. The wizard slapped his
other ass cheek. He alternated between them, making each string in
turn.

“Do you like
it?” he asked Jaime as he slapped him again.

When Jaime
didn’t answer, he brought his hand down once more.

“Yes!”
Jaime said. The slapping stopped. The wizard let go of his hair,
instead pushing his head down against the ground, pressing Jaime’s
cheek against the grass. He shuffled around, crouched low over
Jaime’s thighs.

The head of the
wizard’s cock pressed through the small space at the top of Jaime’s
thighs where they met his ass. He felt the long shaft push into his
pussy, and the wizard moaned over him as Jaime’s wetness and warmth
surrounded his member.

“Still so
tight,” the wizard said as he began to fuck Jaime’s
hole.

He was right,
Jaime realized. Despite his earlier fisting experience, his pussy
still gripped tightly around the wizard’s shaft as he drove it into
him over and over. His balls slapped against Jaime’s thighs each
time.

As the
older man’s thrusting grew more insistent, he pressed Jaime’s face
harder against the ground. Jaime was moaning, trying to thrust his hips back when the
wizard thrust forward, trying to get more of that hard rod deeper
into his tight and wet hole.

Another
orgasm built up inside him. It was so intense that black spots
dotted Jaime’s sight. He screamed again as he came, his pussy
clamping onto the hard cock fucking it. The wizard’s fingers curled
in his hair as his cock started spurting cum into Jaime’s hungry
little pussy. The wizard
grunted in time with the jerks of his cock as more of his cum
filled Jaime’s cunt. Jaime couldn’t believe how hot and wet the
spunk felt in him. He found it arousing.

Finishing, the
older man rolled off Jaime and onto his back on the ground. He
panted for a few moments before standing up.

Jaime rolled
over and winced. His ass was tender from the spanking, and sitting
on it hurt. He fought back against the pain though; he knew that
this was the moment where he would learn if the wizard was
satisfied and would let him go.

The older man
stared down at him, his wizened eyes sharp and searching. Jaime
held his breath.

“Today, you
will live,” the wizard pronounced. Jaime felt himself relax a
little.

“But,” the
wizard continued, “You shall remain a woman until I see fit to turn
you back into a man,” his lip twisted in a cruel smile, “If I ever
decide to do so, that is.”

Jaime’s
jaw dropped. He thought that if the older man let him live, he
would turn Jaime back into a man again. How am I supposed to live as a
woman? He
wondered.

The wizard
seemed to hear his thoughts, and he laughed before saying, “Oh, you
are a resourceful one. I know that already. You will find a way to
survive. I will come to call on you on occasion. If you please me
then as you’ve pleased me now, I may be convinced to return you to
your original form. Consider it probation.”

He snapped his
fingers and disappeared before Jaime could reply. Huddling back
against the tree, he wondered how he was going to make it to a town
without having any clothes on.
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