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Madeline's Brooch Part 1

Chapter 1

Boxes, stacks of boxes filled the basement as far as Madeline could see. She'd gotten a steal on the house. It was a wonderful old gothic home, almost a hundred years old and until the last decade it had been well maintained. That was until the former owner's husband had died and the widow had become a shut in. The old woman had passed barely two months ago, with no family or friends to take care of her affairs, the home was auctioned off, and thanks to a friend, Madeline had a chance to put in the winning bid.
The only downside to buying the house was clearing it out. The old woman had gone to the hospital to meet her end, and that meant the home was left brimming with a lifetime's worth of artifacts that were now Madeline's to deal with.
"Do you really think you'll find anything in here?" Susan laughed as she grabbed another musty box and started to haul it upstairs. Madeline had roped her friend into helping, and the lanky blonde was still unconvinced that it was worth the free food that Madeline had promised. Still, it was good to spend time with her friend, and they had pulled out a few interesting items along the way.
"I don't know, but the old owner was like ninety years old or something. She's bound to have some old stuff in one of these boxes that might be cool or worth something." Madeline replied as she decided which box to take next. They hadn't had much luck so far, aside from a nice set of china and a couple silver picture frames.
"Well, you can get someone else to haul up all those boxes of paper." Susan stomped up the stairs. It seemed like every box in the basement had been full of papers. Not important papers, just every paper that the old woman must have encountered in the last years of her life. The boxes were filled not just with the bills and flotsam of living into retirement, they were brimming with random flyers, newspapers and magazines as well. The old woman must have subscribed to everything that was ever offered to her.
"I already have some guys scheduled to empty out whatever's left next week." Madeline replied. She'd expected there was going to be lots of stuff that would just need to be tossed right out the window. That was part of the deal. She got a house on the cheap, but she'd have to deal with cleaning it out. She just hoped that she'd find enough good stuff to offset the cost.
"Anybody I know?" Susan shouted down the stairs.
"No, just a disposal company Mark recommended." Madeline shook her head. That would probably guarantee that Susan would show up. Her friend had an endless eagerness to flirt, especially with fit men, and a crew of movers would probably be pretty buff. Madeline couldn't deny that Susan had a good track record of getting dates that way, but nothing had worked out for more than a couple nights in Susan's bed.
Madeline was a bit jealous of Susan's ease with men. It didn't hurt that she was a busty blonde that knew how to play up that fact in just the right way. Madeline could watch the entire dance and still not understand how Susan would end up walking away with the most desired man available.
It didn't help any that Madeline was far from the walking sexpot that her friend was. Where Susan had legs that wouldn't stop and a pair of breasts that routinely caused whiplash, Madeline was a short woman with only a few small curves on her petite frame. The bookish black rimmed glasses and cropped brown hair didn't help bring in the guys either. The final mark against her was the completely awkward and totally self-conscious way she stumbled around every conversation she had with a guy. Even at twenty three she still had a terminal case of shyness. Some men did find that attractive, but after a few dates even the most stalwart suitors lost interest when they couldn't seem to break through her defenses.
"So, you've stocked your fridge and got the lawn chairs ready for me?" Susan joked. Madeline couldn’t be sure if she was serious. She had no trouble believing that Susan would happily sit on the front lawn and ogle the men as they worked. If she wouldn't die from embarrassment, Madeline might have almost considered the plan.
"Susan!" Madeline shouted, half in exasperation and half in shock as the box she lifted seemed to crumble in her hands. The contents tumbled out, hitting her legs and burying her feet in a mixture of papers, small boxes and various knickknacks. Madeline closed her eyes and took a deep breath for a moment and then grabbed for a nearby empty box.
She knelt down and started to fill the new box, looking over the items as she went. The paper went first and barely drew her notice. Most of the rest were just little figurines, the kind that some tv shopping network would advertise as valuable collectibles. Madeline was careful with them, she knew they were mostly a scam, but she could probably get a few bucks for the collection if she didn't damage them further.
"So what is that?" Susan asked as she finally reached the bottom of the stairs.
Madeline paused as she held a small box up to get a better look at it. It was slightly bigger than a normal ring box, but it was covered in embroidered felt. That alone was worth a pretty penny, no one made containers like this anymore. As Susan knelt next to her, Madeline slowly pried it open.
Light flickered across something metal and a slip of yellowed paper fell out. Madeline reached to grab it before it could be blown away and then looked into the box again. She gasped as she saw a sparkling brooch sitting in the felt lining. It was an old fashioned piece, with a deep blue jewel set in the center of a hand crafted gold setting and ringed by a rainbow of other stones. Madeline wasn't much for jewelry, but she knew this was something special.
"It's probably just a bit of old costume jewelry. What does the note say?" Susan added her usual directness to the moment. Despite her skills at getting what she wanted, Susan was very much a realist.
Madeline carefully set the case down and pulled open the letter. She unfolded the paper slowly, feeling how brittle it was. She couldn't remember handling a piece of paper that felt so old. On the inside, the ink was still a dark black, but she had to struggle a moment with the thick looping cursive. The ornate flow of the letters along spoke of a delicate, feminine writer, but it forced Madeline to work through a translation.
"To my dearest Chastity," Madeline had to pause after every few words as she puzzled out the meaning of the script. "I am sorry that I couldn't be there for your special day. I hope this will make up for my absence. This brooch was passed down to me, and through its power I enjoyed a long and very full life. I hope that you will find the same pleasures that I have, and when the time comes you will pass it along as well. May your years be filled with as much joy as mine have. Yours always, Samantha."
"It must be some kind of family heirloom." Susan's eyes bulged a bit. She certainly hadn't expected to find anything really valuable. If the note was any indication, there was a good chance it wasn't just a bit of costume jewelry.
"And it's got to be old too. The woman who lived here was Judith, maybe this was from a relative of hers." Madeline carefully folded the note up and set it inside the case. She'd have to look at this more carefully later. It was certainly the biggest find of the day, but there were still far too many boxes left to take care of for her to quit now.
"And you said she didn't have any friends or family?" Susan blinked as Madeline closed the little box. She felt an odd pull from the brooch. She was never much for fancy jewelry, but this was something completely different.
"None that anyone could find. She never had children and all of her friends and close relatives had already passed away. Kind of sad really, to be left alone like that." Madeline paused for a moment. She knew she should try and find the proper owner for the brooch, but somehow she felt that it was going to be hers to keep. A strange shiver worked its way up her spine as she set it aside. There would be plenty of time to deal with it later.
"Well, we have a lot more boxes to go through, maybe we'll find some more good stuff!" Madeline pushed on. If she was ever going to get this place livable, she had far too much work to do first.
Susan shrugged and started on a new box. She'd have to get another look at the brooch later, and the sooner the sorting was done, the sooner she'd get her chance.

Chapter 2

Madeline dropped onto her sofa with an exhausted flop. It had been a long day of sorting, repacking and moving. Her new house was still a mess of boxes, and she was glad she had her tidy little apartment to rest in after all that work. She took a deep breath of fresh air. She almost forgot how good it was to take in clean air. The basement had been terribly musty, but the whole house still smelled of age and decay. She’d have to get used to it for a while until she could get it aired out properly.
The host of boxes hadn’t been the treasure trove she’d dreamed about, but it had yielded a few more valuable items. Nothing compared to that brooch, however, and it was sitting in its box on her coffee table. She wondered if she should try to find some of the woman’s family. It was clearly a valuable piece. Madeline normally wouldn’t have questioned such an impulse, but somehow, she felt drawn to the small package. There was a connection that made her reluctant to even consider parting with it.
After taking a few minutes to rest, she leaned over and grabbed the box again. She felt the texture of the embroidered flower patterns as she ran her fingers over the box. Madeline paused for a moment; somehow knowing that opening the case was more than just a simple act. There was a power in the box, and she couldn’t resist the pull.
She grasped the case and slowly opened it, allowing the dim light of her living room to dance over the faceted gems that were embedded in the brooch. The blue stone in the center caught her eyes, and she noticed now that there was a slight glow emanating from it. She reached out and snapped off the light so she could see it better, and gasped as she saw the weak flicker of light illuminate the inside of the case. Madeline had never seen anything like it before. She tried to figure out how it could be making that glow, especially after decades sitting in that box.
Madeline hesitated for a moment, unsure if she should touch it. Maybe it was radioactive or something. She’d read about how such elements had been added to jewelry glow back in the early twentieth century before it was understood just how dangerous it could be. She didn’t know if the effect would have lasted this long, and despite the concern she didn’t really believe it could be dangerous. It was a gut instinct, and she couldn’t resist the urge to pick it up.
She laughed at her own silliness and then grabbed the brooch. The metal backing felt cold to the touch and she felt a strange, almost electrical tingle as she held it. She lifted it up to see it better, admiring the craftsmanship and barely believed that she’d managed to find such a beautiful treasure.
The tingle quickly flowed out of her hand up and her arm. Madeline gasped and dropped the brooch back into its case. She took a quick look at her hand and then snapped the light back on. The hand that had been holding the brooch looked smooth, perfectly blemish free and strangest of all her nails were suddenly long and clearly well manicured and painted a rather audacious red.
Madeline didn’t neglect her personal grooming, but she didn’t go overboard either. Aside from a few special outings with Susan, she hadn’t had a professional manicure in over a year, and always kept her nails short so she could type. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d actually painted them. It just wasn’t something she liked to do since she was a kid. Now, she held up both hands and the differences were like night and day. The one looked normal, slightly pale, with a few blemishes and practical nails. The other was perfectly tanned, hairless and without a single blemish.
Madeline sat back, taking slow, deliberate breaths. She didn’t want to panic, but a part of her felt like she should be. Somehow, the hand that had touched the brooch was now a seductive version of the original. Everything she knew told her that it was impossible for a change like this to happen, and yet it was as plain as day right in front of her. Rationally, she didn’t believe in things like magic, but as she turned her manicured hand around in the light it was hard to deny.
She looked down at the brooch again. It still glowed slightly, almost beaconing her to touch it again. Madeline felt compelled to hold it, to finish what it had started. It scared her and excited her in almost equal measure. If it could do this to her hand, what would it do to the rest of her? She was too curious not to proceed.
Tentatively, she reached out again, grabbing the small piece and holding it firmly in her transformed hand. The sensation began again, and as before it traveled up her arm. Madeline felt her breath increase as the tingling spread over her entire body. Every part of her flesh became exceedingly sensitive, and she felt her clothes rubbing against her skin.
She closed her eyes, shuddering as she felt waves of pleasure flowing up from her hand. The wonderful feeling rippled through her until it seemed to lodge inside her chest and between her hips. She felt her waist constrict, and her legs tighten before another surge crashed into her. Suddenly, she felt her chest throb and she looked down to see her modest breasts start to grow beneath her shirt. Her chest grew heavy, as she watched the material of her shirt start to stretch around her newly enlarged mounds. Another rush of feeling flared between her legs, and she was far too distracted to do much more than gasp. The final touch came as she felt her formerly short hair start to cascade over her shoulders until it billowed around the top of her enlarged bosom.
Madeline fell back and panted as the energy faded away almost as quickly as it had begun. Whatever power was in the brooch had done its job. She knew she’d been transformed, and paused for a moment, unsure that she wanted to see exactly how much had changed, and equally disappointed that she’d never gotten around to buying a full length mirror.
She finally pushed herself off the sofa and strutted off to the bathroom. Oddly enough, she noticed that she really was putting more sway into her hips and a slight jiggle into her chest with every step. Madeline never emphasized her feminity like this, and yet now she couldn’t think of walking any other way.
The sight that greeted her in the bathroom drove out any other concerns. Her reflection sparkled back at her, an image of a perfect, sensual self that Madeline had only ever known in her fantasies. Now, it was real, and staring back at her with large doe eyes, juicy red lips and long luscious brown hair. She’d regained a bit of her youthful innocence while magnifying her sensuous features. Still, even for the changes anyone would have easily recognized her, it was almost like she’d just gotten the perfect day at the spa. The one thing that stood out was literally the large perky pair of breasts straining against her shirt. Her chest had been much smaller before, enough so that she rarely wore a bra unless she was going out, and she only did that to hide her pointy nipples. Tonight she was happy she had tossed her bra in the hamper, because otherwise she’d have either ripped it in half or been squeezed to death after her transformation.
Madeline stood there, leaning over her sink, soaking in the extent the change. She realized that she should be panicking, upset or concerned, but instead she felt excited. Her fatigue from the day was forgotten. In fact, she was brimming with energy. Whatever had happened had done more than just change how she looked. She’d never felt particularly bad about her appearance. There were things she’d have liked to change, but she had been content. That didn’t mean that she was any less pleased to see herself now.
Her moment of introspection faded as she looked over her new form. Curiosity pushed away her other concerns and her lips turned up slightly as stared into the mirror and grabbed at the hem of her shirt. With a quick tug and a moment of awkward fumbling with her longer hair she was standing topless in front of the mirror. Another moment of fumbling and Madeline was stepping out of her shorts and panties. She didn’t usually undress if she wasn’t going to shower, but this was certainly a special circumstance.
She looked down at herself. Everything had changed, most of all, the two ripe breasts jutting from her chest called out for attention. Madeline had long since gotten used to looking down at a pair of little bumps topped by cute pink nipples. Now, she could feel the weight of her breasts and they were sized to be nicely overflowing handfuls of soft flesh. Her nipples were still just as cute, but now they poked out from the top of the round mountains begging to be pinched and nibbled on.
She pulled her attention away from her jiggling mammaries and could see a flat, toned stomach and a smooth hairless mound between her legs. Madeline had never put on extra weight, but she’d never been much for serious exercise either. She’d also never really considered shaving herself down below. With the help of a hand mirror she quickly took a peek between her legs. She’d never studied her pussy before, but now she just couldn’t help herself. She was completely hairless, and her slit was smooth, almost innocent looking if not for the plumpness of her outer lips. She knew just how alluring her womanhood had become, and it actually gave her a rush of heat at the realization.
That feeling pushed up another thought, one that Madeline hadn’t realized she had avoided until now. She was getting hot as she looked herself over. She had never had a very lively libido, but staring at her smooth, perfectly sculpted body, she had a rush of almost narcissistic arousal. It was more than that, it was the feeling that she could take whatever she wanted, including any man she set her sights upon. That feeling of confidence, and power mixed freely with the excitement of her transformation.
She didn’t bother to get dressed again. Madeline simply strutted off to her bedroom, ignoring the open windows that were letting in the crisp evening air and giving any lucky neighbors a full view of her new body. She rolled onto her bed and pulled open the nightstand. She fumbled around in the drawer for a moment before she felt it. A moment more to get a grip and she was staring at the wicked thick vibrating dildo that Susan had given her as a gag gift a few years before.
Madeline smiled as she slid her hands over it. She’d actually used it a few times, though not very often. It was always such a weird feeling to slide it inside while she was alone. She hated to admit that it had embarrassed her a bit, even as she brought herself to a few quivering orgasms. She’d always grumbled at herself for that. She was too shy to successfully date and too embarrassed to enjoy a good toy. Suddenly, she was surprised that the idea no longer bothered her, and she knew that somehow she’d have a lot more confidence around men if she stayed like this.
She didn’t waste any more time. Madeline fell onto her back and spread her legs wide. She knew she was already plenty wet as she guided the plastic tip towards her eager slit. Her plump lips parted easily for the fake cock and she rubbed it up and down her slit for a moment, carefully coating its length with her ample juices. She only gave it a few more teasing runs up and down her nether lips before she nudged it towards her waiting passage.
“Ooohhh!” Madeline failed to suppress her cry of pleasure as she pressed the dildo inside. She had the time to truly savor the pleasure of being penetrated. Still, she didn’t restrain herself, the sensations were too wonderful to resist and she carefully plunged the hard shaft as deeply into her pussy as she could. She quivered in ecstasy from the feeling of being so perfectly stuffed, but she wanted more than to just savor the fullness between her legs.
Madeline panted as she started to slide the dildo in and out. It was hard to keep a rhythm as she the pleasure interrupted her again and again. She’d never felt so aroused just from masturbating like this, and she struggled not to lose the raging fire that was building inside. She reached up to cup a breast as she continued fucking herself. The soft flesh melted in her hands and she moaned from the sensation. Her new breasts were wickedly sensitive and she let her cries of rapture echo around the room.
Madeline lost herself on the bed, driven by a primal urge for pleasure. She rolled onto her stomach and continued to impale her hungry pussy. It was just the beginning. She slid or rolled or dropped into one lewd pose after another. All the while she was stroking and squeezing her pussy and breasts. She rubbed her clit and wailed as she pushed herself even closer to release.
She knew that the coming orgasm would rip through her like nothing she’d experienced before. Madeline had never felt so much pent up energy. All her previous orgasms had been nearly dignified, not the shouting, writhing fury that was engulfing her now. Each stroke of the dildo and each squeeze of her breast brought her closer to that final moment. Her pace had grown frantic as she held her legs up high and wide and hammered the fake manhood into her eager pussy.
“Oh, oh god!” Madeline screamed as the dam broke. Her pussy clenched around the dildo and her chest heaved. She fell back, sprawled on top of the bed as wave after wave of pleasure flowed up from her pussy. All she could do was let go and enjoy it. Every orgasm before was a pale comparison to the throbbing pleasure she felt now. It had never felt so intense, so powerful, before.
After a few minutes of writing in agonized ecstasy she felt the twinges of need start to return. Any semblance of self-control was gone. It had felt too good. She eagerly started to work again, impatient for another rush of pleasure to take her again. Madeline didn’t have any need or any reason to resist. She spent the rest of the evening in bed, working her way through a litany of poses and ever increasing ecstasy. It wasn’t until several hours later that she finally collapsed with the dildo still buried deep inside as she fell asleep.

Chapter 3

Madeline woke up to the feeling of cool morning air tickling her naked body. She never slept in the nude and rarely slept over the covers. She whimpered, and grabbed at the sheets, but she couldn’t manage the strength to pull them over. Despite the chill, she still felt an inner warmth from her evening indulgence. For a moment she just basked in the glow as her thoughts started to stir.
Then she bolted up. The memory of last night shot to the top of her mind. She looked down at herself, not sure what to expect. In that instant she couldn’t be sure what she wanted to see. She wasn’t sure if it was just a dream. Madeline blinked for a moment and then took in the sight of her original form. The dildo was sitting on the bed between her legs and stained with her dried juices.
It had been so vivid, so intense, but now Madeline couldn’t be sure of what had really happened. She had been tired, but she’d never had a dream like that before. She’d certainly never tossed her clothes all over the place and then pounded herself with her dildo until she passed out. In fact, she didn’t do either of those things on their own either. Yet, she’d done both last night.
Madeline pulled herself together and bounced into the shower. She could smell her sweat and the remnants of her arousal and was eager to freshen up. The shower came down warm and she quickly lathered up and started to wash all over. There was a strange disappointment as she scrubbed her chest. The large breasts she remembered from last night were certainly something she’d miss. It wasn’t the only thing she missed, but by far the two orbs were the easiest to notice.
Once she was cleaned up, she wandered back into the kitchen and spotted the brooch sitting out on her coffee table. She stared at it, wavering for a moment. Madeline wasn’t quite ready to find out if what she remembered was what really happened or just a crazy dream. She resisted the urge to hold it and made herself breakfast.
A bagel and some fruit later, she was ready to challenge reality again. Though, this time she wasn’t willing to do it alone. She pulled out her phone and dialed Susan. It was a quick conversation, since she’d managed to wake her friend up. Madeline had forgotten just how late Susan liked to sleep in, and hadn’t realized just how early she’d fallen asleep. Despite hours of pleasuring herself, she’d actually gotten to bed early.
Susan agreed to come over in about an hour. Now, Madeline had time and she knew she needed to keep herself busy. She went about tidying up the place, first by cleaning up the mess she’d left last night, between her clothes and sex toys scattered around her room. Even if the transformation was just a figment of her imagination, there wasn’t any doubt that’d she’d been a busy girl. She managed to keep away from the brooch until she heard a knock on the door.
“So what was so important you needed to see me before lunch?” Susan grumbled as Madeline opened the door. She walked into the room and then plopped down onto the couch. She was still dressed in her morning clothes, and her head drooped a bit as she got comfortable. It was easily a couple hours before she’d planned to get up.
Madeline knew she didn’t want to string Susan along, not when she was in this kind of mood. She also didn’t know how to explain what had happened without sounding crazy. That left just one idea. She reached over and picked the brooch up from the coffee table and held it tightly in her hand.
Susan looked up a bit surprised to see Madeline move so decisively. She was about to ask what was going on when a glow started to shine from her friend’s hand. Susan pressed back into her seat as she watched. She barely blinked as Madeline’s hands turned more delicate, then her arms took on a healthy tan and then the glow engulfed everything. She simply stared, not knowing what to say or do as Madeline repeated her transformation; becoming the same brunette vixen version of herself that she’d turned into the night before.
“What the f…” Susan just stammered as she looked as Madeline’s enlarged chest and hourglass figure. Her friend was perfectly recognizable, but it seemed like every imperfection had been erased and every feature subtly shifted to be perfectly alluring.
“I was afraid I’d just dreamed it…” Madeline took careful breaths as she looked down at her transformed body again. It was every bit as tantalizing as it had been last night, and it took a substantial amount of self control for her not to just strip down and admire herself again.
“Are you… okay?” Susan asked as she slowly stood up. She took careful steps closer to Madeline, not sure if it was safe, but too curious to stay away.
“Yeah, I feel great.” Madeline smiled and finally lifted her gaze to Susan. She blinked as he caught sight of her friend. She’d never really had any interest in other girls, but suddenly she felt a rush of excitement as she looked over her casually dressed friend. The way her shirt bulged around her breasts and her sweatpants clung to her hips had Madeline thinking things she’d never considered before.
“How did this… happen?” Susan waved her hand up and down, pausing briefly at her friend’s new chest. It just wasn’t possible, even in the movies they had to make such a transformation with computer animation. That only left one impossible option.
“Magic, I think, from this.” Madeline held out the brooch. She welcomed the distraction from her sudden rush of attraction for Susan. It was so hard to think straight after being transformed. The rush that came with the change was strong and intensely sexual. She didn’t know if it would go away after a few minutes or not, but she didn’t want to let it push her to do something embarrassing.
Susan reached out and grabbed the brooch. She felt drawn to it as well, just as she had the first time she’d seen it. Madeline didn’t make a move to stop her and in a moment, Susan felt her hands begin tingling. They both watched in awe as the glow slowly grew and came to engulf Susan just as it had Madeline moments ago.
As the glow flowed around her, Susan gasped, feeling the changes sweep through her as well. She was already well built, with an ample bust, nice curves and a sexy face that made men melt in her hands. Still, there was always room for improvement and she watched as her muscles toned themselves and chest lifted and filled out a bit. Her waist tightened just slightly and her ass ripened. All the changes were subtle enough that someone who hadn’t seen her in a week might have thought she’d gone on a diet or hit the gym, but each shift made her that much more alluring.
Madeline watched, helpless as her own arousal grew just watching Susan’s body being altered. By the time the glow started to fade, she wondered if she’d need to change her panties, but a new idea pushed away such idle concerns.
“Wow, you look so hot…” Madeline said. Her voice was thick with lust, and she was fighting to keep her eyes off of Susan’s heaving chest. Unfortunately, looking up at her friend’s enhanced face didn’t help any. She could see her rapidly growing excitement echoed in Susan’s eyes, and Madeline knew she neither of them would be able to resist.
“You… too…” Susan dropped the brooch back onto the coffee table and took the last step to bring herself next to Madeline. Then she surprised herself by reaching out and pulling her friend in and planting a wet, needful kiss on Madeline’s lips. Their breasts squished against each other as Madeline responded and the two friends shared a passionate moment as their tongues danced against each other.
They lingered for a minute, holding each other tightly and savoring the softness of their combined flesh. Finally, Madeline pushed back, panting. Her chest heaved and her musk was already filling the air in her apartment. There wasn’t any doubt what her body wanted, but her mind managed to claw its way back up through the lust for a moment.
“Are you sure you want to do this?” Madeline asked as she panted. She was still holding Susan to her, their breasts still touching at the tip. Madeline knew this was her last chance to back out, even if she wasn’t sure she wanted to. If she had waited one more moment she’d have lost the will to ask the question.
“I… I… want you… so bad…” Susan stammered, not quite believing her own words despite the full agreement of her flesh. She’d never felt so turned on before, and all she wanted to do was ravage her friend’s body and share in one climax after another. She knew it was possible if she simply gave in to the surging heat inside her.
Madeline didn’t bother using words to respond. She simply pulled in and kissed Susan again. They shared in the intensity for a moment, then began stumbling towards the bedroom. Susan was busy squirming out of her pants as Madeline opened up her blouse. All the while they continued to kiss, pausing only for a moment when a piece of clothing needed to go over their heads.
Susan was used to such a mobile undressing and kissing maneuver. She’d done it several times before, leaving a trail of clothes to her bedroom before she hopped onto the bed with a naked boyfriend in tow. She laughed to herself as she helped Madeline out of her pants as they stumbled through the bedroom door. Madeline was so inexperienced, it was like she was an uninitiated guy and Susan had to take the lead. She was so busy making sure they both got naked that she didn’t have time to think about what was going to happen next.
Madeline slid her naked bottom onto the bed and pulled Susan down on top of her. She squealed as their naked bodies slapped together. Susan’s face lodged between Madeline’s enlarged breasts while Madeline wrapped her legs around Susan’s waist. Susan took a moment to realize what had happened and why her face was being squished between two soft warm mounds.
“So soft…” Susan giggled as she grabbed hold of Madeline’s round breasts and squeezed them as she pushed herself up. Her fingers sank into her friend’s ripe flesh. Susan felt so wicked as her hands explored and caressed Madeline’s chest. She’d never been so intimate with another woman, she’d never even really considered it before and now it felt so amazing wrapping her hands around a pair of breasts.
“Oh, Susan…” Madeline moaned softly as Susan’s hands worked over her chest. The pleasure was unreal, and so unexpected. In those few times she’d managed to let a man that close to her, they’d never paid much attention to her normally flat chest. When they had, it hadn’t felt like anything really special. Susan’s massage was entirely different, from the feeling of finger’s sinking into her softness to the sparks of pleasure when her hardened nipples were rubbed or pinched.
Susan paused for a moment, and looked down into Madeline’s lustful gaze. With her hands still wrapped tenderly around her friend’s breasts, she leaned in and kissed Madeline deeply. It was more than the needful hurried exchange before. Their lips press together, parting so that their tongues could slowly dance while Susan’s hands continued to knead Madeline’s soft flesh. Their bodies pressed together as their heat grew; threatening to wash away what little self control they still had.
Madeline writhed under Susan's assault upon her flesh. Her friend's hands began sliding over her waist, rubbing her thighs and waist as they kept their lips locked together. As Susan leaned in to kiss Madeline, their soft breast squished and jiggled together, emphasizing their shared femininity. Madeline had never felt anything like this, her own raging arousal meeting the soft warm flesh of another woman. As she recovered from the pleasure of Susan's roaming hands, Madeline sent her own hands wandering.
"Maddie!" Susan squealed as delicate fingers cupped and squeezed her breasts. The sensation was so different from being mauled by a man, Madeline took her time, stroking and softly pressing into Susan's tender breasts. She couldn't deny how good it felt, but she wasn't about to let Madeline's boldness go unanswered. Susan gave the other girl a quick kiss on her cheek and then sent a hand down between her legs.
"Oh! Oh, buttercups!" Madeline yelped when she felt Susan's long fingers flutter over her engorged nether lips. She'd spent last night molesting her bare mound, but having someone else touch her most sensitive flesh had surprised her.
"Buttercups?" Susan laughed as she pressed in firmly. Her finger parted Madeline's slit and began rubbing the sensitive grove from her tender clitoris to the juicy entrance of her vagina. She'd always thought Madeline was a bit eccentric, but Susan knew she could use her friend's moment of indignity to notch up their encounter.
Madeline blushed, momentarily embarrassed by her outburst. She'd always taken great pains not to speak in vulgar terms, but at times like this her instincts were all wrong. Susan didn't give her time to lament her foolishness. Madeline gasped as she felt Susan's finger press between her legs and slowly penetrate her wet folds.
"God, you're so wet, Maddie...." Susan was almost surprised but she felt the same wet heat boiling within her own pussy. She'd never felt another woman so intimately. She rarely even explored her own flesh so carefully, and she found herself surprised at the warm tightness of Madeline's most intimate passage.
Madeline cried out as Susan pressed deeper. She squeezed down against the invaders as she savored the feeling of being penetrated. Her few fumbling sessions with past boyfriends hadn't prepared her for this. Susan seemed to know just how to stoke her flames, and Madeline realized she wanted to return the favor before she lost herself to the pleasure swirling inside her.
"Hey! What?" Susan shouted when Madeline suddenly wrapped her arm's around Susan's waist and pulled her into a tumbling roll. Susan flailed for a moment before ending up on her back, with Madeline's soft breasts pressing into her own and Madeline lodged between her now open legs.
"Just returning the favor," Madeline giggled and then slid down. Her nipples drew across Susan's firm stomach before running over her thighs. Madeline didn't know what had come over her, but she had an urge to try something that was sure to make Susan sequel. Madeline paused for a moment as she held herself right above Susan's open legs and stared at the wet soft folds of her friend's nether lips. She'd never looked so closely at another woman's pussy before and now she wondered why for a moment before she set upon her mission.
"What favor, Maddie?" Susan struggled to pull herself up just in time to see Madeline dive between her legs. Then she felt a warm wet tongue run up the length of her slit and Susan fell back onto the bed crying out in pleasure as Madeline wrapped her lips around Susan's tender nub. She instinctively slid her hands around Madeline's head as her friend nibbled gently and sucked at the top of her slit. Susan had been eaten out before, but she felt so much more sensitive now, and Madeline was careful to slowly stoke her friend's passions.
Madeline was surprised at the strong taste of Susan's pussy. The tangy, unique flavor was foreign, but far from unpleasant. She hardly believed she was really going down on another woman. She'd never even tasted a man's cock before and here she was eagerly lapping at Susan's wet slit. That fact did little to slow her down as she relished Susan's cries of pleasure. Madeline was enjoying the fact that she was pushing her friend towards orgasm, and reached up with one hand to slide a finger into Susan's empty vagina.
"Oh... oh yes!" Susan shuddered, the sudden penetration pushing her over the edge. She clamped her thighs around Madeline, shuddering as a massive orgasm wracked her flesh. The warm rush of pleasure flowed from between her legs, up to her nipples and then through the rest of her body. Her climax was so raw, so intensely needful that she fell back onto the bed and simply gasped for breath as she basked in the pleasant glow.
Madeline pulled back, she'd succeeded for the moment. She smiled wickedly as she looked over Susan's naked and quivering flesh. She was thrilled that she'd just made another woman cum. Madeline hadn't imagined how good it felt just to give pleasure like this, with no attachments, no restraints. Somehow, she knew this was just the beginning and she moved up and lay down beside her quivering friend and started to stroke her soft curves gently.
"Maddie... that was wonderful..." Susan whimpered as she recovered. She'd received oral ministrations before, but never before like this. Between her new sensitivity and Madeline's careful touch, she'd had one of the best orgasms of her life. She was determined to reward Madeline for such pleasure.
"Just don't make fun of buttercups again." Madeline giggled as she rolled her hand up one of Susan's breasts and ran a finger around her hard pink nipple. She wasn't quite sure what to do next, but knew she'd find out as soon as Susan caught her breath. For now she just took a moment to enjoy the unreality of her naked flesh pressed into her equally naked friend as she looked forward to even more unrestrained pleasure.
"Buttercups? I want your neighbors to hear you screaming buttercups!" Susan squealed as she felt a rush of energy flow from the sudden moment of mirth. She didn't offer idle threats and rolled towards Madeline until they were pressed together, breast to breast and thigh to thigh. She grinned for a moment before wrapping her arms around Madeline and planting another deep kiss upon her lips.
They rolled on the bed together for a moment before Susan finally had Madeline prone beneath her. Susan sank a hand between her friend's thighs again as she slid a mouth over the nearest nipple and started to suckle. Madeline moaned with pleasure as she did her best to return the favor by stroking Susan's smooth curves, but it was clear that Susan was taking charge of this exchange.
"Harder, oh yes... harder..." Madeline gasped as she struggled against the rushing pleasure overwhelming her. Her nipples were nearly as sensitive as her clit and Susan's twin assault was making it impossible to form complete thoughts. Each time Susan nibbled on her chest or rubbed against her clit, she let out helpless sounds of pleasure. Worst of all, she had to use all her will not to shout out her favorite substitute for vulgarity, and despite her pending climax she didn't want to give Susan that particular pleasure.
Susan reveled in Madeline's squeals and moans of delight. It was so unlike her usually subdued friend to make such sounds, and Susan enjoyed every moment of it. She knew very well how animated she could be when in the middle of a frantic coupling and knew how much Madeline must be enjoying herself to make sounds like this. The hardest thing was dealing with Madeline's roaming hands, they alternated from stroking Susan's hair to squeezing her breasts and the delicate digits were doing their best to distract her.
Finally, Susan decided that Madeline was ready and she cupped a breast in one hand, a nipple in her mouth and wrapped her other hand over Madeline's mound for a moment. That one instant of calm was enough to pull Madeline back from the ragged edge enough and that was when Susan attacked. One hand squeezed hard on Madeline's breast. Her teeth sank into Madeline's nipple enough to almost hurt. Then, as the ultimate act, she dove her fingers deep into Madeline's pussy while her thumb pressed up against her clit. Madeline shuddered for a moment before her cries echoed around the room.
"Buttercups! Oh, God! Buttercups!" Madeline screamed as her entire body exploded in pleasure. Susan's careful work had built her up to the edge of insanity and that final strike broke through, releasing a rush of ecstasy that was more intense than even the night before. Madeline simply let herself go, savoring the bolts of pleasure and rolling waves of satisfaction flow through her. It had been too intense for any pretense to remain, and now all she could do was luxuriate in Susan's arms.
“That, was amazing… Thank you…” Madeline cooed as they slid together again. She felt like she was glowing from the heat of her orgasm and the raging desire that had only been slightly sated. It had felt so good, and now she wanted more. She had only to look into Susan’s eyes to see that her friend was just as ready for what would follow.
“Just sharing the fun, Maddie.” Susan smiled. She couldn’t remember seeing Madeline so content and that helped her to feel even happier. She’d never imagined jumping into bed with another girl could feel so wonderful, and she wasn’t ready to finish yet. Somehow, she had the energy to keep going all day. Usually, a quick tumble was enough for Susan, but there was no way she was going to stop so soon today.
Madeline giggled and pushed away from her friend. Perhaps it was time for something extra to spice things up. She rolled over to her nightstand and opened it up. She’d more than enjoyed the dildo last night, and she was eager to see just how loud Susan with scream with it stuffed all the way inside. For a moment she wished she had a strap so she could wear it like a man’s cock. She’d never considered such a kinky idea before, so she’d never thought to buy one. Madeline just shrugged. There was always next time.
Susan had watched her friend pull out the dildo, and she laughed to herself. She remembered giving Madeline the gift, never expecting her straight-laced friend to ever put it to proper use. She was actually happy to see it so close to the bed, and wondered just how often Madeline had enjoyed it. Most of all she was glad Madeline hadn’t thrown it out, because her pussy was aching for something long and hard and that dildo would be perfect.
Madeline watched as Susan giggled and then rolled over and thrust her ass into the air. She swooned for the moment at the sight of Susan’s shapely ass and clean-shaven slit. It was so lewdly erotic that Madeline felt her pussy quiver excitedly as she held the dildo in her hand. There wasn’t any doubt that Susan hoped to be stuffed full in a moment and Madeline decided not to disappoint her.
Susan quivered, eager for Madeline to thrust that wicked piece of plastic into her. She rarely had much need for dildos normally. Usually, she could pretty much get a man to satisfy her any time she wanted, though sometimes it was a challenge to find a man that would meet all of her needs. That was part of the fun, though it did leave her wishing for more occasionally. Still, servicing her own needs was never as satisfying as even the most incompetent lover. This was something different though. She’d already been pushed past her limits once, and that fake cock was just adding to the icing onto a delicious cake.
Madeline crawled up behind Susan and gently held onto one of her hips while she guided the dildo in with the other. She smiled for a moment and then started to gently rub the tip along Susan’s wet nether lips, careful not to slip between them. Susan moaned and squirmed from the teasing sensation, but Madeline didn’t relent. She took her time and slowly covered the dildo with her friend’s juices.
“Oh, please! Please, Maddie! Stop teasing!” Susan whimpered as she swayed her hips back and forth in the vain hope that the dildo would slide in deeper. Madeline’s teasing was making her even hotter, and if she wasn’t so horny she’d have been angry.
Madeline giggled, never having seen Susan like this before, but she wasn’t trying to be cruel. She pressed deeper, sliding the dildo between Susan’s pussy lips and running it slowly up and down her slit. Susan moaned with each stroke as it rubbed against her clit. Madeline was entranced by the sight of it; the lewdness of parting her friend’s most intimate flesh and how hot it was to watch. Now, she was ready, and she knew Susan was as well.
“Okay, here it comes!” Madeline pressed and she felt the dildo slip inside Susan. For a moment she was actually surprised by how hard she had to push, despite how wet Susan was, she was gripping her pussy tightly around the fake manhood.
“Oh, yes, deeper! Push it deeper!” Susan moaned as the pressed her hips back. She fought to relax herself, to help Madeline ease the dildo into her, but it was so hard. It felt so good to be penetrated that her pussy was eager to caress it. Madeline pushed harder and Susan gasped as the combination of force and her own juices combined and the plastic cock finally, filled her.
Madeline knew what to do now, and she slowly started to stroke the dildo into Susan’s seething flesh. At the same time she leaned in, pressing her breasts into Susan’s side and started to caress her with her other hand. Susan began to wail, to beg and pant as her pussy was clenched around the plunging shaft, and Madeline fought to keep up the pace as her arm began to tire. There was a limit, and they were both quickly reaching it.
“Faster, yes! Faster, Maddie!” Susan gasped as she simply shook on the bed. She was so lost in the forceful thrusts that she couldn’t risk moving again in case she collapsed. It was all she could do to stay on her hands and knees as Madeline pushed her towards another powerful orgasm.
Madeline picked up the pace, her arm nearly exhausted and then finally, she thrust it deep into Susan’s abused pussy and turned on the vibrator, making sure that its nub was pressing into Susan's clit.
Susan cried out. The pleasure was beyond words as the combination of full impalement and vibration pushed her over the top. She collapsed, a shuddering sweating mass of lustful satisfaction as her body reverberated with virtual tsunamis of raw ecstasy. She couldn’t have taken another moment and now she was a quivering mess.
Madeline bent in and slowly caressed Susan. They’d been trading back and forth so far, and she felt a need for something more raw, even savage. She knew Susan would need a moment to recover, but after that, it was time to simply dive in.
Susan barely even realized what was happening when Madeline rolled her onto her back and pressed against her. They kissed again, savagely. The power of their orgasms had washed away any residual reluctance, any last qualms and now they embraced with abandon.
Hours slipped by as they writhed in bed. The dildo worked its way through their holes, and there was barely an inch of flesh that hadn’t been licked, sucked or slapped. They’d both completely lost track of reality when they finally collapsed from exhaustion, naked and tangled together.

Chapter 4

Susan rolled over sometime later. She felt a wonderful buzz inside, that same glow she felt after she managed to find the perfect lover for an evening. She remembered the craziest dream. It had felt so real, and yet there was no way she’d ever do something like that with Madeline.
Then she felt herself press into something soft, and warm and she opened her eyes. Madeline smiled back at her. Susan looked down, her eyes bulging for a moment as she saw her breasts pressing into Madeline’s chest, and just like in her dream, her friend’s breasts were huge! The sleepiness melted away in an instant and she realized it was all real, and she’d simply collapsed from fatigue after making vigorous love to her best friend.
“Hi, it’s almost lunch time and yes, it’s all still real.” Madeline grinned from ear to ear. She felt so alive, her body still recovering from the multiple orgasms she’d just enjoyed, and most of all her head had cleared of the intense arousal and she was still transformed into the more perfect version of herself.
“That was insane…” Susan stammered as she recalled everything. She wanted to freak out a little, but the memory of that much pleasure was hard to rebel against. She’d never really considered making out with another girl before, and as weird as it was, she couldn’t deny how amazing it had been.
“Yeah, but we should probably get cleaned up. I think we need to talk about this.” Madeline looked down at her chest and Susan’s as well. The transformation hadn’t been as huge for Susan, but it was still noticeable. Whatever effect the brooch had on people, it seemed to last for more than a few hours. She’d have to be careful to note just how long.
“Uh, sure.” Susan replied, a bit stunned as Madeline climbed out of bed. As tired as she’d been, she had to agree that they should get cleaned up and try to figure something out. They’d both been crazed with lust before, and now they both seemed to be thinking clearly. Susan looked up to watch as Madeline let the sheet fall away and strutted shamelessly towards the shower. Before today, she'd never really seen Madeline naked, a few fleeting glimpses when they need to change clothes in a hurry, but Susan had been trying not to pay attention.
Now, she felt different. It wasn't just that Madeline was putting on a show, Susan actually wanted to watch. Her friend's curves were so alluring, her perfect skin and toned muscles cried out to be caressed. Susan could see in some ways how subtle the transformation had been, and yet watching Madeline's hips swaying with each step was making her pussy wet again.
Susan shook off the thought and climbed out of bed. They'd already spent so much time in bed that she didn't quite want to jump back in just yet, even if it had been some of the best sex she'd ever had. She stumbled for a moment, wavering in a moment of fatigue. She barely gotten enough sleep the night before and she'd spent the morning enthusiastically tumbling with Madeline and the combination was taking its toll. Even the nap they had taken only took the edge off.
Madeline popped her head back in the doorway, smiling at Susan as she stumbled around the bed. "Are you coming? There's plenty of hot water for two..."
Susan paused for a moment as she heard Madeline's giggle drift off towards the bathroom. Somehow it didn't come as a surprise that Madeline had broken through her shell, but the mousey little woman had turned into a sexy little pixie and Susan wasn't sure she could keep up. She did wonder how long it would last after the spell wore off, but until then she was just going to ride it out.
By the time she made it to the bathroom, the shower was running and she could see Madeline's curved outline in the sliding door to the shower. Susan stood there, torn between her desire to slip into the shower with Madeline and not wanting to fall into another heated coupling just yet. There would be plenty of time for that later, after they'd had a chance to discuss things.
"The water's fine!" Madeline shouted over the sound of running water. She knew she was being a terrible tease to poor Susan. Somehow, she just couldn't play it straight right now, not after such an amazing morning. The feeling of warm water running over her sensitive skin didn't do anything to calm her erotic thoughts either. The strangest part was that she was thinking more clearly than she could remember. She was bound neither by the extreme lust of earlier or the normal swirl of doubts and worries that held her back most of the time.
"That's fine, I'll just wait my turn." Susan shouted back. It wasn't that she didn't want to, she did, but it was almost too much to dive into again. She took the moment to distract herself by studying the changes the brooch had made to her. In all the gymnastics with Madeline, she'd certainly noticed how differently she felt, but Susan hadn't taken the time to look at the changes.
A quick gaze in the mirror told her a lot. Her complexion was smooth, her eyelashes longer and her lips looked just slightly more plump than before. The slight kink in her nose was gone, and her eyebrows were actually a bit thicker, but Susan liked how they looked. It was like she'd gotten a movie star makeover, but she knew none of it was makeup. The rest of her body followed that pattern, nothing was enormously changed, but there were plenty of subtle differences that each added to making her perfectly sensual.
"Well, it's your turn, spoilsport." Madeline broke through Susan's dazed self inspection. She was standing outside the shower now, toweling her hair off while standing otherwise naked and dripping wet. It was one last offer of temptation, and one that she hoped Susan would succumb to.
Susan chuckled as she realized what Madeline was doing. She was far from blind and the temptation was real, but she really wanted a quiet moment to relax in the shower. Still, she had to thank her friend for an unforgettable morning.
"And thanks for the show, Maddie." Susan took the two steps it took to stand over Madeline then bent down and gave her a heartfelt kiss. She held back from wrapping her arms around her newly showered friend, not wanting to give her an excuse to join in the shower again. "Now, go get us some lunch."
Madeline nodded a bit sheepishly. She knew she was coming on strong, and Susan wanted her space. She left Susan to her shower and headed off to get some food. After two rounds of sex in less than a day, she had to admit to being more famished than usual.
Susan showered without further incident and managed to gather up her scattered clothes while Madeline called out for pizza. Now that they were both dressed and everything had calmed down, they plopped down on the couch, staring at the brooch. It was still on the coffee table where Susan had left it before their morning fun.
"Well, what are we going to do with this thing?" Susan stared at it. She wasn't ready to touch it again. For all she knew it would double the effect, and one dose was more than enough for her. Still, she knew she'd be eager to use it again later. There were a few things she couldn't wait to try.
"I'm thinking fun. How about a night out?" Madeline grinned wickedly. There were simply too many possibilities not to explore them. She'd spent far too much of her young life button up and reserved. Now, she had the perfect way to let her hair down and enjoy life, and she wasn't about to let it go to waste.
Susan smiled back. She knew just the place.
The End 
Madeline's Brooch Part 2 - A Night Out
“You’re really sure about this?” Susan asked as she flipped through her closet. She had one hand on the phone and the other was busy trying to find the perfect outfit for Madeline’s first night out on the town. The leggy blonde knew what she wanted to wear, but was trying to find a good top for her mousy friend.
“Absolutely, are you chickening out?” Melinda laughed from her end. It was a bit absurd in a way. Melinda was never interested in going out, especially not to the clubs and bars that Susan usually frequented. She normally preferred a warm cup of tea and a fresh book to read, but today was different. This was her first day after finding the brooch and that changed everything.
Melinda paused to look over to the brooch. It was still sitting on her coffee table where Susan had left it this morning. Neither of them had been ready to hold it again quite yet. Last night, it had turned Melinda from the short, relatively flat and unassuming brunette into a busty little bombshell with a libido to match. She’d turned back to normal by morning after a night of self-exploration and pleasure. The next morning she invited Susan over and after demonstrating the brooch’s power, they both transformed and ended up in bed for half the day.
“No, but it’s already been a pretty wild day.” Susan paused to look at another top. It wasn’t easy picking out something for Madeline. It wasn’t just a matter of taste, Susan had to account for the size differences as well, one of her short tops would probably fit like a full sized shirt for Madeline, and she wanted to be sure whatever she picked would show off Madeline’s enlarge bust one she was transformed again.
Madeline knew her friend was right, but she was too excited not to follow through. She’d always been reserved, too shy to put herself out there. The very idea of trying to pick up guys at a bar or a club was just too much for her. Ever since she allowed the brooch to transform her, she felt some of those self-imposed barriers starting to crack. She knew that allowing the brooch to transform her would give her the courage to have a good time.
“You’re the one always telling me I need to give your hedonistic nights a try.” Madeline replied. That was true too. Susan was tempered about it, but ever since their college days she made a point of prodding Madeline about her sheepish ways. It hadn’t been enough to get Madeline out then, but it was a good way to counter Susan’s reservations now.
“All right, I’ve got a great top for you, if you want to head over here and we can get ready if you really want to do this.” Susan replied as she looked down at a nice low cut sleeveless top that should go well with one of Madeline’s skirts. It would also show off her chest nicely once she changed again.
“Great! See you soon.” Madeline hung up. Susan could hear the excitement in her friend’s voice. It wasn’t hard to understand, there was an energy that came with the transformations the brooch triggered. The effect only lasted about six hours, but there was a lingering thrill that Susan hadn’t been able to shake. Part of her wanted to be as eager as Madeline, but Susan knew how much trouble a couple girls could get in if they weren’t careful.
Susan shuddered for a moment as she thought back to the morning. She still didn’t know quite what had possessed her to grab the brooch after watching Melinda transform into a sexy version of her normally subdued self. It was just intoxicating, and unbelievable at the same time. Susan just couldn’t resist finding out if it was real. The force of lust that had hit her had been too strong and the memories of what followed in Madeline’s bedroom were still making her pussy twitch.
She didn’t regret it. Nothing that could feel so great could really be so bad. She’d never really done much more than a few tentative kisses with another woman before today, but the transformation had silenced any reluctance. Some of her normal feelings had returned after the spell had worn off, but Susan was open minded enough not to let it get to her.
While she waited, Susan prepped herself. She’d picked out one of her regular outfits that should compliment Madeline. It was a slinky black dress with a nice plunging neckline and a skirt short enough to give guys a good look at her long legs. It wasn’t terribly tight and form fitting either, which made it great to dance in and open enough for easy access should she meet the right man.
Madeline didn’t take long. Her apartment was only about five minutes away, and with her enthusiasm she was out the door almost as soon as she’d hung up the phone. She was already wearing the skirt she’d chosen for the night and a T-shirt with a ruffled chest that she would change out of later. The truth was she was plowing ahead just to keep from thinking too much about the plan. She just had to keep her resolve long enough to use the brooch again and then she’d have all the confidence she needed to have a good time.
“You look great!” Madeline smiled as she checked out Susan’s ensemble. She was pleasantly surprised that she felt no more than her normal admiration for Susan’s trim figure. She was a bit concerned that her earlier lust for her friend would be longer lasting, but it seemed to disappear along with the other effects of the brooch’s spell.
“Thanks, did you bring it?” Susan asked. It was clear that Madeline hadn’t used it. She was her normal mousy self. Susan felt a bit disappointed, but she knew she wouldn't have to wait long. If they were really going to go out for the evening, Madeline would have to use the brooch soon.
"Of course, are you sure that the club will be open tonight?" Madeline asked. It was Sunday night. She never considered that to be much of a party night, even if she didn't party. Still, she did mostly trust Susan to know of a club that wasn't going to close on Sunday.
"Yeah, they're always open. There are always people ready to party, Maddie." Susan laughed. She pulled out the top for Madeline and held it up. "So, do you think this will work for you?"
Madeline paused for a moment to inspect the top. It was certainly not like something she'd normally wear, the neckline was far too revealing, and without sleeves it would show off the sides of her breasts. It was clearly designed to be worn without a bra, and usually, she'd have been too embarrassed to go out like that even if she had the chest to make it work. Now, she felt a thrill of anticipation just looking at it, but she wasn't quite ready to transform yet.
That was a strange thought. Even yesterday she'd have considered the idea of magical transformations to be the realm of childish fantasy. Now, it was as natural a notion as getting dressed. Madeline wasn't sure she should be so casual about it, despite how much she was enjoying herself. Whatever magic was at work might have side effects, and after tonight she had to do some investigating.
“It looks perfect!” Madeline smiled and snatched it out of Susan’s hands. She took a moment, holding it, barely believing she was actually planning to wear this tonight. She slid a hand down to her purse. It would be so easy to slide her hand inside to let the brooch work its magic on her. She stroked the purse for a moment, then pulled her hand away. The transformation only lasted so long and she didn’t want to start the clock early.
“I’m glad, so I recommend a little dining to start our evening. If we start drinking we don’t want it on an empty stomach.” Susan grabbed her purse. She had a bit of experience with this. She didn’t really expect Madeline to drink, but Susan wasn’t a teetotaler. She didn’t drink to excess either, but drinking a little to take the edge off her nerves was another thing entirely.
“Sounds good. Let’s get going.” Madeline was eager to head out. She wasn’t quite sure what she’d get herself into tonight, but the evening was young. Only a few days ago her idea of a wild night out was taking in a late movie. The notion that she’d go out hitting clubs, maybe even picking up a guy was just way too strange there for her old self. Now, she had a way to get past her former inhibitions.
They didn’t waste any more time. A quick walk and a short train ride had them downtown. It was a cool summer night and that had people out, even for a Sunday. Madeline fought down the urge to skip down the sidewalk. The weather was perfect and she was brimming with energy.
“So this is the place?” Madeline asked as they paused in front of a small bar. It wasn’t quite a fashionable place, but it had an old school kind of charm. It sat on the first floor of an old brick building, with classic urban trimming. There were a couple of tables on the outside, but on a day like this they were all occupied.
“That’s it, best wings in town. And the best local beers.” Susan headed into the bar. She scanned the room quickly and then moved towards the bar. Usually, she’d just hole up in a booth. She came here for the food, not the attention. Still, the crowd here wasn’t bad, and it didn’t hurt to ease Madeline into the evening ahead with a small preview.
Madeline followed Susan with short careful steps as she looked around. She'd been to a few bars, but that had been years ago. It took her a few moments to come to the conclusion that this wasn't the wild and raucous kind of establishment she’d seen back in college. Then she paused as she realized what she'd been doing and laughed to herself and hopped over to the chair next to Susan and lifted herself onto it.
"Well, it's quiet enough." Madeline lightly elbowed Susan's side. Despite her instinctive caution, this wasn't exactly the lively place she'd expected. Still, it was a good way to ease herself in, and get a little something to eat before she pulled out the brooch. She had to admit she'd gotten a bit hungry just from the smells wafting out of the kitchen. Someone clearly knew how to cook here.
"They don't crank up the music for a couple hours. Now, let's eat!" Susan tapped on the bar and winked at the bartender. A scraggly old timer smiled back. He looked to be in his sixties, with plenty of wrinkles and a thinned fluff of gray hair framing the warmest grin Madeline had ever seen.
"Well, well, this is a treat, two lovely ladies warming up this dank pit." He laughed as he smacked the table in front of Susan.
"Hey!" Came a maligned shout from the kitchen.
"Don't mind him, he just owns the place." The old man laughed and then leaned in on Susan. "Haven't seen you lately. How's my sexiest customer?"
"Great, Pops, I just managed to get my friend Madeline out for the evening. We'll be off to Ragina's, but I couldn't walk by here and not have a plate of Mack's wings." Susan returned his smile. She never did learn Pops’ real name, and suspected he liked it that way. He was a wiz with the bottles though, and she'd never seen him without an ear-to-ear grin. Whenever she was having a down day, she made a point to swing by and there was a good chance she'd be laughing by the time she left.
"Not to be missed, I understand." He nodded knowingly and turned back towards the kitchen. "Need a tray of sparkling flappers, Mack!"
Mack answered with a disgruntled grunt and Pops turned back to the girls. "So, how can I whet your whistles?"
“I need to keep it light tonight, Pops.” Susan replied. She suspected that she’d need to keep an eye on Madeline this evening. It was no time to start drinking yet. That didn’t mean she couldn’t have a good time, but she needed to keep her head too.
“Me too,” Madeline chimed in. She knew the brooch would have enough of an effect on her. She certainly didn’t want to mix it with alcohol. She barely drank much as it was, and tonight wasn’t going to be the night to change that.
Pops nodded and turned to get their drinks. Madeline took another look around the bar. She rarely went to such places, and was glad this wasn't a busy night. She didn't like the noise, and bustle. Most of all she didn't like the drunken bar fly's that always made such visits unpleasant. The evening was still young though, and the place was much more subdued.
Then she turned towards the row of booths and caught sight of a couple guys. It wasn't so much their presence as the way they were looking over at her and Susan. Madeline felt a shiver spark its way up her spine and tried to appear like she was casually scanning the room. In truth, she was trying to focus on what she'd seen. They were both around her age, and looked relatively fit. One guy was a bit short, with teased brown hair and a pair of wire rim glasses. The other was a wavy haired blonde with deep blue eyes and a sharp jaw.
"Like what you see?" Susan leaned over to whisper as Madeline. "I know you spotted those two in the booth."
Madeline fought to repress a nervous yelp. She hadn't realized that Susan had been watching her so closely and that surprised her. She spun around to look right at Susan.
"Don't be so surprised, they're the only pair of decent guys in the whole place." Susan smiled. Naturally, she'd assessed the current collection of patrons the moment she stepped in. She'd looked over everyone, from the happy couples to the depressed old timers nursing their drinks. That included the cute pair of guys hanging out in the booth. She knew their type, at least one of them was a wolf, positioned to spot a sexy piece of tail as soon as it walked in.
"Do you always do that?" Madeline whispered back. She did her best to keep her composure. Since she knew those guys were watching, she didn't want them to think she'd spotted them. In truth her stomach was twisting from the idea that some guy was watching her. She could feel her innate shyness starting to tug at her consciousness and for a moment she wanted to do nothing other than bolt out of the place.
"Sure, you have to know what the score is when you walk into a place like this." Susan smiled back. She could see the panic starting to well up inside Madeline. She'd seen it before when she'd tried to take her friend on a night out. She didn't know just how much resolve had Madeline to stick it out. It certainly wouldn't be interesting if Madeline aborted the evening so quickly.
Madeline squirmed in her chair for a moment. This was about the time she'd normally be ready to leave. The thought that there were guys scoping her out in a place like this was setting off all her warning lights. She carefully reached down and pulled up her purse. There was a way past her insecurity. That was the point of the evening, after all.
"I think I should visit the bathroom..." Madeline stated softly. She was clutching at the purse now. If she didn't do this now, she'd be out the door within a few minutes. Only the draw of the brooch's power was keeping her in her seat.
"Are you sure? It only lasts like six hours." Susan whispered back. She didn't want anyone to overhear this conversation since they were sure to get the wrong idea. Susan didn't even know how to talk about the brooch without making it sound like a drug or that she was crazy. Still, if Madeline used it now, they'd have to end the evening by around 2 in the morning if they didn't want to end up in a very awkward situation.
"Yeah, I have to go to work tomorrow anyway. Why wait?" Madeline felt some strength coming back now that she'd made her decision. She slid off the stool and walked quickly to the bathroom. She didn't even spare a glance towards the two guys in the booth. She didn't want anything to shake what little willpower she had at the moment.
Susan leaned back and watched Madeline scurry towards the bathroom. She wondered for a moment just how this would look to anyone paying attention, especially those two men that had been observing them. There had been a little strategy in Madeline's plan, her current shirt was baggy and ruffled around the chest enough that it could hide a pair of large breasts. Then there was the hat. Madeline's normal hair was just long enough that she could pull it up. It didn't look very good, but with the hat, it was fine, and when she transformed she could just say that she'd let her hair down for the evening. No man would complain about that.
Still, it was a risk. On the other hand, what would someone say? Susan could just imagine how crazy someone would sound if they tried to explain what they'd seen. No one would believe them, and in truth, they'd probably not even try to explain it. Susan hopped that no one was even paying that close of attention.
Madeline slammed the bathroom door behind her and promptly locked it. This was certainly not something that she wanted anyone to walk in on. She smiled for a moment as she realized the bathroom was sparkling clean, certainly not what she'd expected, but it certainly helped calm her nerves as she hung up her hat and pulled off her shirt. Then she fished in her purse for a moment before pulling out the case for the brooch.
She stood there for a moment, staring at herself in the bathroom mirror. She was still her perky, mousey self. Madeline honestly liked what she saw. Certainly, she enjoyed her transformed body as well, but that was as much about the confidence it gave her as it was about her appearance. It was strange in a way, she actually felt better about her normal appearance now than she had before she'd found the brooch.
Madeline lifted up the case and cracked it open. She paused for a moment, considering if she really wanted to do this. Once she was transformed she had no illusions about what would happen. In her transformed state she would not only be a sexy minx on the outside; she knew she'd feel it on the inside as well. If she did this, there wasn't any doubt that she'd ravish someone before the night was over.
She closed her eyes and reached in. Madeline was ready and there wasn't any more time to waste. She grabbed onto the brooch and felt it begin to work its magic. Then she opened her eyes and watched her reflection. She'd seen Susan's transformation that morning, and even though her changes were more minor, it had been exciting to watch. Now, she stood transfixed as she saw the blue glow flowing around her and the tingling work up her arm.
The first thing to change was her skin, from the pale white of her normal complexion to an even tan. Then the random spots and moles that dotted her body just melted away. Her hair began to lengthen just as her breasts began to bud. As she quickly grew a couple of cup sizes her muscles firmed up and her hair started to cascade over her shoulders. As she panted from the effect the glow began to fade and she looked down at her jutting chest.
The weight was both familiar and strange. So was the way that her bosom now jiggled a bit from her deep breaths. It just enhanced her awareness of her femininity in a way that none of the other changes did. She sighed as she reached up and cupped them. Her hands felt good as they pressed into the softness of her breasts. Madeline enjoyed the sensation for a moment, then dived back into her purse to pull out her new top. As good as her hands felt, what she really wanted was for someone else to do the squeezing.
She struggled for a minute to get the top on. Her long hair gave her a bit of trouble. It wasn't just that it was long, it also had a lot of body and resisted any attempt to contain it. Finally, she managed to get the top on and her hair flowed around her. It took her a moment to adjust her top to get her breasts sitting right in the cups. She felt like she was half way between being braless and wearing one. Madeline smiled a bit at that, knowing that guys would be drawn to her bouncing mammaries, and from there she was certain she could keep their attention.
Madeline put her hat back on and collected her things. She turned back to look in the mirror. The transformation was so perfect that she didn't need to even consider primping. Her elfin face was perfectly framed between cascading locks and the brim of her hat. The plunging neckline of her top showed off her ample cleavage and the curve of her hips helped to flair her skirt. There wasn't a straight man alive that could resist staring at her.
That very thought sent a quiver of excitement racing up her spine as she unlocked the bathroom door and stepped back into the bar. Madeline did her best to casually scan the room as she strutted back towards Susan. She wasn't disappointed. Every man who spotted her paused slack jawed for at least a moment. Some couldn't pull their eyes away and she reveled in the attention. She knew she'd have been red with embarrassment in her normal state, but now she was having a completely different reaction.
"Now, that's an entrance." Susan laughed as Madeline slid back onto the barstool. She'd watched as every bar fly leered at Madeline walking across the bar. In fact, Susan was a bit jealous, she'd never elicited that kind of a reaction, even when she'd tried. On the other hand, Madeline was simply dripping sensuality in a way that seemed possible only with magic.
"I hope so, I think everyone was looking at me." Madeline smiled. She felt a familiar heat in her chest and realized that she was blushing just enough to enhance her allure even more. It was as if even her reactions were tuned for maximum effect.
"For sure." Susan nodded. Then she turned back to the bar. While Madeline was changing, Pops had brought out their food. She'd also added a couple of sandwiches just so they wouldn't be starving in a few hours. They didn't need to go out on a full stomach either, not for a night of fun.
Madeline looked down at the food for a moment then shot a quick glance towards the booth with the two guys. They were still sitting there, and they were both casually watching her and Susan. Madeline considered what to do for a moment before she leaned over to Susan. "How about we show those boys a great evening?"
Susan smiled a bit wickedly at that. She had wondered just how long it would take for Madeline's adventurous side to assert itself after the transformation. Given the crowd at the bar tonight there certainly weren't any other guys to choose from. Luckily, Susan had much the same idea. At least they could go and see if those two would be any fun. There was more to it than just looks, they had to have the right style, at least for Susan. Right now, she wasn't sure that Madeline would have been able to resist hopping on any man nearby.
"Great, why don't we offer to share?" Madeline picked up the plate of wings and her drink. She knew Susan well enough to recognize that wicked grin, and she was having wicked thoughts of her own. She certainly didn't want to wait and let the opportunity go to waste.
Susan grabbed her own drink and the sandwiches. She suspected they might never make it to the club from the way that Madeline swung her hips. Her little friend was so amped up that Susan worried a bit that they wouldn't make it out of the bar without letting loose. As much fun as that might be to go wild, she liked this place too much to get kicked out.
“You boys look a little lonely over here.” Madeline smiled wickedly as she looked down at the two guys. She’d already picked the one with glasses. She’d at least start with him. She didn’t even know quite what she wanted to do yet, though her fevered imagination was quickly filling in the gaps.
“Uh… sure…” The blond guy nodded. It wasn’t every day that a pair of knockouts came over and offered to sit down. He’d simply been enjoying the view with his friend. He never expected either of girls to notice.
“Yeah, I’m Greg.” The guy with glasses responded. He was a lot quicker on the uptake and when he noticed that Madeline was gunning to sit next to him, he didn’t waste time making room for her. He’d never seen anyone quite so hot, she was like a supermodel or something, and she was actually looking to sit next to him.
Madeline set down the food and slid in with a graceful sweep until her arm was pressing gently against Greg. She could hear him take a quick gulp of air, and reveled in the fact that she was probably close to sending him into a state of shock. She'd never had that kind of effect on men before and would certainly have died of embarrassment before even trying to do such a thing.
"I'm Susan, and my boisterous friend is Madeline." Susan said as she slid into the booth next to Greg's friend. Both guys were shell shocked, and she could hardly blame them. For once she was almost in the same state. She was usually pretty forward with men, but as she watched Madeline give Greg an open view of her cleavage, she felt like she was being left in the dust.
"Paul. Glad you two decided to join us." The blond guy nodded. He was struggling to contain a wolfish grin as he looked over Susan's perky curves. Given Madeline's introduction, it was hard not to expect that these girls were interested in more than munching on a few wings.
“So do you think you boys can tell us a little about yourselves.” Madeline prompted as she paused to take a sip from her drink. A quick glare from Susan had snapped her back a bit. There was no doubt that she had laid it on pretty thick. It was so easy to just go with her feelings and that lead to a very kinky place far faster than she would have thought. She knew it really was a good idea to learn a bit more about these guys before giving them the night of their lives.
“Well, I’m a software developer and that loser is in sales.” Greg nodded towards Paul.
“Heh, I’m the one that has to gloss over all the bugs you geeks leave in the code and get people to buy.” Paul did a slight wave of his hair as he turned towards Susan.
Susan had to suppress a giggle at the awkward attempt at style. Despite his looks, it was clear he didn’t get out much. That actually helped with the appeal. A couple of geeky guys would probably be easier to keep a leash on than a more confident pair. The trouble was she had to keep tabs on them and Madeline. Her friend seemed likely to just go wild at any moment, and that could cause more trouble than these two guys could.
The two men let the rivalry drop. There were clearly more important things to discuss than office turf wars. Madeline was busy pressing herself into Greg. Susan wasn't quite as aggressive, but she wasn't running for the hills either.
"So what do you girls do?" Paul turned the question around.
"Number crunching, I help keep the books over at Nelercon on 5th. Nothing too exciting." Melinda answered as she slid one hand over Greg's thigh. She smiled when she felt him jerk slightly. Her pussy was nearly dripping as she gently stroked him. It was just so wicked doing anything so forward in public and her mind was quickly drifting towards what she could do next. There was something about the way Greg held himself that told her that he was trying to compensate for his own shyness. Given her history, Madeline could spot it a mile away and it turned her on.
"I'm a fact checker over at the Dotmin Press." Susan added. She didn't have to guess where Madeline's right hand was. She could see the way that Greg was beginning to blush and she suspected that she wouldn't have much time to get them out of here before Madeline did something completely inappropriate. A little booth play was fine, but Susan knew her friend was basically not operating with any inhibitions at the moment.
"And what do you guys do for fun?" Madeline pressed in a bit more. Her roaming hand slid up between Greg's legs and there wasn't any doubt that he was excited. His hardness was pressing into his pants and now she was rubbing it gently while trying to make it look like she wasn't doing anything of the sort.
"Um... well, we like to go hiking up in the mountains. Get out in... uh... nature." Greg tried to keep his composure as Madeline slid a hand down his pants. He was left struggling between his rational reaction and the fact that a sexy little minx was wrapping her hand around his cock. He'd never had a girl come on so strong, and it was basically impossible for his brain to argue against the lust she was eagerly provoking.
"Yeah, or sit around reading comics. I'm always having to drag you out of the house, dude!" Paul laughed. He wasn't blind at what was happening either. Madeline was going to town on his friend, and if that was any indication of the where the evening was going, he only hoped that Susan would be just as friendly.
Susan giggled. The sexual charge in the booth was pretty much going through the roof and she wasn't sure which way to jump. On the one hand, Madeline was about to go down on this guy, and she had to admit that Paul was hot enough for an evening romp. She knew that if she didn't do anything to take charge of the situation, it was going to quickly spin out of control. Susan just wanted that to happen when they were someplace a bit more private.
She leaned over to Paul and whispered into his ear. "So, I think we should get somewhere a little more private before those two explode."
"Yeah, I was starting to think that. Your place or mine?" Paul whispered back.
"Mine. I'll have Pops call a taxi." Susan turned to the bar and gave Pops the sign. It'd be a couple of minutes and then turned back to watch Madeline continue pawing at Greg. Susan had to admit that it was crazy hot watching her friend playing around. There was just something about the transformed Madeline that simply melted away anything resembling rational thought in those around her.
"I was thinking we should head back to my place." Susan gave Madeline a firm look. As much fun as it was seeing Madeline get frisky, she needed to let her friend know she needed to keep it in check a bit longer.
"Yeah, sure. I mean I'd really like to get to know Greg here a lot better." Madeline swooned. She was enjoying the way he squirmed as she stroked his hardness. She hadn't touched a cock in far too long, and now she was simply enjoying the feeling in her hands as it throbbed and twitched. She imagined that Greg must be on the edge of shooting off, and actually slowed down. She didn't want to waste all his energy just yet.
The taxi showed up sooner than expected. Madeline practically dragged Greg to the cab and piled in while Susan and Paul silently decided who would sit up front. Susan decided to, she hoped that Paul's presence might slow Madeline down a little bit. At least until they got to her apartment, then she could let loose.
Madeline fought down the urge to go exploring again as they made the short ride back to Susan's place. It was one thing when she had the relative privacy of the booth, but with Paul just on the other side of Greg, it put a damper on her for the moment. She knew if the drive would last more than a few minutes she might just give in to the increasingly kinky thoughts that were brewing up inside her. Having two guys available did open up some options after all.
Luckily, the ride was short and they all headed up to Susan's apartment. Susan's place was great, she had a flare for decorating and often had parties. She even had a spare bedroom that Madeline had used on occasion. Best of all it was on the tenth floor with a great view of the city and plenty of privacy for the evening.
"Would you guys like anything to drink?" Susan asked as Madeline dragged Greg out to the couch and proceeded to cozy up next to him. Paul held back with Susan in the kitchen while giving the pair an approving glance.
"I... I think I'm fine." Greg stammered as Madeline pressed her chest into his side and had resumed stroking his cock through his pants. He had the look of being happily shell shocked and was clearly just letting things play out however Madeline wanted.
"Your friend is a bit eager, isn't she?" Paul asked quietly as Susan pulled out a couple of glasses.
"Yeah, she doesn't get out much, so when she does she goes a bit wild." Susan lied. It wasn't like she could really explain and in a way it wasn't completely dishonest. The magic of the brooch had released an inner Madeline that was undoubtedly a fully charged sex kitten.
"I'll say, so are you okay? I mean, I know what those two are going to do but..." Paul nodded as she poured him a glass of wine.
"But what are we going to do?" Susan smiled a bit wickedly. She had to admit she'd been far more focused on what trouble Madeline was getting into to have thought so much about herself. Now, she had a reasonably hunky guy here, with a nice relaxing glass of wine in hand.
"Exactly." He had to turn back when he heard Greg yelp. Madeline slid her hand under his belt again and his friend had apparently not been prepared. Paul turned back to see Susan's smile and he relaxed a bit.
"Well, I'm sure we can think of a way to pass the time." Susan stepped up a bit closer to Paul. She'd enjoyed plenty of one-night stands through the years. She had a suspicion that tonight's fun would be something to remember.
Madeline had her complete attention on Greg. He was clearly torn between his lust and the fact that he rarely had women give him the time of day. The attention was welcome, but it was almost too much for him. She understood, and yet didn't quite know how to pull herself back either. She was just so terribly aroused that she didn't think she could keep from just diving in.
"I'm not going too fast for you am I?" Madeline asked as pulled back a bit and gave Greg a chance to breathe. He took a couple gulps of air and then gave her a rather silly smile. She smiled back. She'd never sent someone for a loop before and it added to the thrill of openly making out on Susan's couch.
"Uh... no, your fine..." Greg stammered. He didn't know what to say at this point. It wasn't that he didn't get out with girls, he had a few girlfriends, but he'd never been with a girl so eager to get frisky before. He was used to setting the pace, and he knew that if he didn't run away now, that Madeline would probably be the one taking lead tonight.
"Just so you know, I'm not normally like this." Madeline giggled as she reached down and deftly unbuckled his pants. She took another second to pull down his zipper and then she went fishing.
Greg fought down the urge to yelp again as she pulled out his cock and started to stroke it again. He blushed a bit. It was hard not being self conscious when Paul and Susan were just in the other room. They could come in at any moment, but before he could raise an objection, Madeline had slid herself onto the floor and knelt between his legs with his hardness pointing towards her smiling mouth.
Madeline didn't wait for him to respond before she leaned in and started to lick at the head of his cock. She'd never done anything like this before. She'd touched a cock before, but never actually tasted one, and especially not in a public spot like Susan's couch. Just the notion that Susan could come in and see her doing this made Madeline even hotter. The strong taste of Greg's manhood was another welcome surprise. She hadn't known what to expect, but she savored the taste for a moment before she slid her mouth down and slid her lips down his shaft.
Susan and Paul both had to look when they heard Greg shout. Susan gasped as she caught Madeline taking Greg's cock into her mouth. The small part of her that was upset about Madeline's audacity was overwhelmed by just how hot the scene was making her. She realized that even though she wasn't under the direct spell of the brooch, there was an intensity to Madeline that was contagious.
"Dude..." Paul stood slack jawed for a moment before he found Susan pressing him into the wall with an unexpectedly passionate kiss. He stood in shock for a moment before he returned her embrace with equal vigor.
Susan considered pulling back for a moment, but now that she was wrapped around Paul, there was no going back. She could feel how much he wanted it, and she couldn't deny that she felt the same way. The fact that Madeline was already going down on Greg only helped to push Susan past any remaining inhibitions she had.
She reached down and unbuckled his pants while Paul started to pull up her skirt. They were both down to their underwear at the same moment, and they broke their kiss long enough for her to remove her panties and he pulled down his briefs. Susan felt wicked standing in her kitchen naked from the waist down with an equally naked and visibly excited gentleman just inches in front of her.
She pulled him in again for another kiss and then dragged him towards the small kitchen table. Susan paused for a moment to lift herself up and sat on the edge, with her legs spread wide open and his cock pointed towards her dripping slit. She'd seen this scene in porn flicks before, and always felt it was a bit kinky. She'd never had the circumstances line up like this before, and now it seemed the perfect way to start the night.
Susan waited as Paul positioned himself. He was just the right height for this to work perfectly and Susan looked down at his thick shaft and smiled. If he knew how to use it, this could be a very good evening. He was managing well so far, and she was eager to find out just how skilled he was.
She panted with ragged breaths as he began rubbing up and down her slit, parting her tender lips and covering his shaft with her juices. Susan couldn't remember the last time she'd wanted a cock so much and she quivered with anticipation. He didn't make her wait. He was already hard and now that he was lubed up, he guided his tip towards the entrance to her pussy and gently pushed.
"Oh, yes." Susan threw her head back as she felt her inside being slowly stretched open. Paul took his time, allowing her to enjoy the full sensation of being penetrated. She savored it and held herself steady as he came to rest fully inside her. She closed her eyes and just enjoyed the feeling of his hard, thick manhood throbbing inside her.
Then she propped herself up with one hand and pulled him down with the other to give him another tongue dueling kiss. She held him tight for a sensuous moment before breaking the kiss and looking up at him lustfully and kept her voice brimming with arousal. "Take me, take me hard."
That was all the coaxing Paul needed and he immediately started pounding into Susan. Both of them had gotten so wound up watching Madeline that as soon as they started they just went wild. Susan wrapped her legs around Paul’s waist and Paul helped her pull off her top and began to caress her stomach and jiggling breasts as he continued thrusting into her.
“Yes! Oh Yes!” Susan grunted as she fought to hold herself in place. Paul’s savage thrusts were tossing her about. It was so different then her usual sessions, the intensity of his pounding rhythm and the fact she had to keep locked in place was just driving her closer to the edge.
Madeline smiled to herself as she heard Susan shouting from the kitchen. She was glad that Susan was having as much fun as she was. She slowly slid her mouth off of Greg’s shaft and sat up. She looked up at him for a moment, deciding exactly what to do next as he panted. She knew he was about ready to pop and she really wanted him inside when he did.
She pulled herself up and quickly straddled him. Madeline made sure seat herself so that his hardness was pressed against her soaked panties and she rubbed her silk covered nether lips against him. Greg didn’t waste any more time before reached up and cupped both of her round breasts through her top. Madeline cooed as she felt his strong hands sink into her soft flesh. It was so different then when Susan had done the same.
“Mmm…” Madeline moaned and then pulled away just enough so that she could pull off her top. She did her best not to struggle with her hair again, and managed to remove it with one sweep. Now that she was topless, she grabbed Greg’s hands and pulled them back to her chest. Bare skin against bare skin felt so much better. His hands slid over her softness and his fingers played with her nipples. Every touch was sending a spark of pleasure through her chest, but as wonderful as that felt, she knew she wanted more.
Greg was enjoying Madeline’s firm tits when she kissed him wantonly. His hands didn’t stray from her chest, but hers were busy unbuttoning his shirt. She wasn’t nearly as deft as Susan, but she managed just the same, and it wasn’t long before Greg was as topless as she was. She let her hands roam over his chest, enjoying his firm muscles. He wasn’t the most buff guy, but she’d never really been into that kind of thing.
That just left one problem. She was still squirming on top of his hard cock, and enjoying it, but she was still wearing her panties. It took a bit of contorting for her to reach down and slide the crotch to the side and expose her eager lower lips. Madeline smiled wickedly as she lowered her hips back down and felt his cock rub between her tender pussy lips.
“Oh…” Greg gasped as he felt his cock rubbing against her warm wet folds. He couldn’t move his hips with her straddling his hips, and he was forced to endure her teasing as she slid her hips forward and back. It was almost too much, and then she shifted her hips and he felt the tip of his cock slip inside her steamy depths.
“Oh, my.” Madeline moaned as she pressed her hips down and felt Greg slide deeper into her depths. Despite being wetter than she could remember, she was still tight and she needed to work her hips around to get him deeper. She panted as she moved her hips up and down, slowly fucking him as he massaged her breasts.
“Yeah…” Greg grunted in agreement as he enjoyed Madeline’s writhing hips. He was already nearing release and he struggled to control himself. She seemed to sense how close he was and slowed down.
“Now, how about something a little different?” Madeline gave him a quick peck on the cheek and then pulled herself off of him. She spent a moment, sliding out of her skirt and stood naked in front of him before she turned around and bent over Susan’s coffee table. She’d always been too embarrassed to let a man take her like this, but now she had the confidence to do it. She spread her legs and lifted her hips, presenting herself to be mounted.
Greg didn’t need more of an invitation than Madeline waving her round ass in front of him and exposing her dripping pussy. He stood up and grabbed onto her hips. She quivered in anticipation as she felt him press into her wet folds and then she cried out when he slid deep into her again.
Madeline squirmed under his grip. The feeling was completely different. When she straddled him, she was in control, and she set the pace. Now, Greg was holding her tight and plunging wonderfully deep into her depths and she could do little more than moan and wiggle in his hands. The loss of control was almost as exhilarating as the thrusting cock stretching her wet folds.
“Oh, oh Buttercups!” Madeline squealed as she felt him hammering inside her. His rhythm was almost as ragged as their breathing and when she felt him bury himself deep inside her, she was sent over the brink as well. Her orgasm exploded as she felt his cock pulsing and a surge of warmth inside her. He was cumming and she moaned as she felt each surge of his seed flowing into her.
Madeline shuddered and fought to keep herself steady as he finished inside her. It felt so good, and yet she wanted more. A warm glow spread through her and she moaned with pleasure as ecstasy washed over her. She panted, her mind already planning what she needed to do next.
In the kitchen, Susan heard Madeline’s shouts. She was in the midst of her own ravishing and hearing Madeline was enough to send her over the edge. Paul was still thrusting away and Susan cried out in release. It was a savage, powerful orgasm that rivaled what she’d felt this morning with Madeline. The pleasure was more than she could take now, and she fell back onto the table, her head rolling from side to side.
“Oh yes, so good…” Susan gasped as she luxuriated in the rush of sensations sweeping through her. Paul had slowed himself, allowing the intensity of his pounding to fade and the power of her release to pour out of her. She simply collapsed, the day's events finally catching up to her and mixing with the raw pleasure of her latest orgasm.
Paul slowed his thrusts until he was resting deep inside Susan's shuddering flesh. His hands slid up her body, slowly massaging her as she panted. Her chest rose and fell deeply with each breath as his hands soothed and stroked. His ministrations brought coos out of Susan as she coasted through her orgasm.
Susan drifted pleasantly with Paul’s hands sliding over her body while her strength slowly returned. She could still feel his hardness throbbing inside her. She was actually surprised he’d managed to keep himself together, but it gave her a wicked idea as she looked out to see Madeline on her hands and knees with Greg’s cock in her mouth again.
“Why... why don’t you go out and give Madeline a nice hard surprise.” Susan pointed out to the living room. She could see Madeline’s naked bottom wiggling back and forth while still thrust into the air as she worked. Her wet pussy was just a perfect target.
“Really?” Paul stood there stunned for a moment. That wasn’t the usual kind of offer he was used to hearing. The very idea made his cock twitch. He’d thoroughly enjoyed his time with Susan, but the thought of sexing up two women in one night was just not something he could turn down.
“Go get her.” Susan nodded and smiled weakly. She knew it would take a while before she had the strength for another round and she couldn’t deny the fact that watching Madeline taking two guys would be crazy hot.
Paul gave her one last sensual caress and then pulled out of Susan. She whimpered slightly and then rolled over so she could give him a slap on the ass and send him on into the living room.
Madeline was busy licking at Greg’s slowly recuperating manhood. The tangy flavor of her pussy juices mixed with the taste of semen and cock on her tongue. She’d never cleaned a guy up with her mouth before, and she found it satisfying in a naughty kind of way. She especially liked the way he was slowly returning to his formerly throbbing state, and was eagerly waiting to take advantage of him again.
That was when she felt a pair of hands slide over her ass and she jumped in surprise. Madeline took a look back to see Paul sliding his hard cock along the crack of her ass. A disheveled Susan was smiling lewdly from the kitchen and Madeline quickly got the idea. She slid her legs open a bit more and then tilted her hips for him. Then she gave Paul a wink and turned back to Greg’s cock.
Greg’s cock had grown hard in those few moments and Madeline slid her mouth onto him, caressing his hardness with her tongue as she moved forward. From behind, Paul wasted no time sliding his cock down and nudging between her nether lips. Then she moaned into Greg’s crotch as Paul slid deep into her with one firm thrust. She was sopping wet and he was still slick with Susan’s juices. The only thing to slow him was the tightness of her pussy, and she did her best to clamp down on his driving hardness.
The trio soon devolved into a hammering, grunting, and seething mass of flesh. Madeline was enthralled by the sensation of cocks thrusting into both her mouth and pussy while hands cupped her head and neck. She let them set the pace as her body bounced between them and her large breasts jiggled with each thrust. They almost managed to keep a mutual rhythm, but it was just uneven enough to keep Madeline from succumbing to it. The distracting breaks were just enough to keep her from holding her next orgasm off.
She did her best to draw it out. Madeline tried to focus on the cock in her mouth, sucking and licking at it as Greg slid it past her lips. He set the pace, but as she intensified her assault, his thrusts grew more frantic. She could feel that Paul was nearing his peak as well as the sound of his hips smacking into her soft ass echoed around the room.
The sounds from Paul and Greg were reaching a fevered pitch, and then with a shared thrust, they buried their cocks and grunted with release. Madeline let out a muffle squeal as she felt cum flowing into her from front and behind. The sudden depth of impalement had sent her over the edge as well, and the trio shuddered in unison as orgasm hammered each of them.
Paul fell back into Susan’s arms and Greg helped Madeline up onto the couch as they disengaged. All four of them collapsed onto the couch, panting and enjoying the afterglow. Paul and Susan were still half dressed, while Greg and Madeline pressed their naked bodies together. Everyone was smiling stupidly from the shared pleasure.
After several minutes of quiet panting and sensuous petting it was Madeline who finally broke the silence. “So who’s ready for round two?”
Everyone else laughed and a few awkward moments of undressing later they all piled into Susan’s room for the next round. With their pent up needs released, they took the rest of the evening with a less frantic and far more sensual exploration of the flesh. Finally, as the wee hours of the morning approached, the guys said their goodbyes and left Susan and Madeline collapsed in ecstasy on Susan’s bed.
The girls slept in the nude; not moving from the bed even after Paul and Greg had left. They were both too exhausted to do much more than pull up the covers and sleep.
“Buttercups! Oh my, Buttercups!” Susan heard as the sun poured in through the window. She turned to see Madeline frantically running around the room, still naked, and collecting clothes. It was clear that her exclamations weren’t cries of joy.
“Maddie, what’s wrong?” Susan rolled over and asked. She had to admit she’d grown a new appreciation for Madeline’s normal body. Sure it lacked the intense sexuality of her transformed flesh, but the small flaws and more modest curves were cuter.
“I’m late! I was supposed to be at work an hour ago!” Madeline quickly sorted through the clothes she’d collected. She didn’t have time to go back to her apartment. She’d have to make due with her outfit from last night and a quick shower. “I just hope I can find something to say to Mr. Rodges!”
Madeline bolted for the shower, but not before she spotted her purse and the little brooch box peeking out. Perhaps there was a way to get him to forgive her tardiness after all.
The End 
Madeline's Brooch Part 3  - Office Affairs
"Buttercups!" Madeline shouted as she scrambled around Susan's apartment trying to gather up her clothes. Last night had been wild, but now she was late for work and was going to be forced to wear what she'd stripped out of last night.
"Calm down, Maddie, you're not that late." Susan rolled onto her stomach. She had to admit that she was enjoying watching Madeline's flailing around in the nude. Her friend was a spunky little woman, with a rather flat chest and a tight little bottom that Susan was appreciating at the moment. Before yesterday she wouldn't have given much thought to another girl's body, but after being under the spell of Madeline's brooch Susan had discovered a new fondness for the feminine form.
Madeline's brooch was a wonder. They'd found it when going through the house that Madeline had just bought from a recently deceased old woman. At first they thought it was just a fancy piece of jewelry, but later that night Madeline had held it in her hand and discovered that the brooch had the power to transform a person into a perfect sexualized version of the normal selves. Madeline had spent the night exploring her transformed body. The next day she'd invited Susan over and they both transformed and spent the rest of the morning in bed together.
For Madeline the transformation had been substantial. She went from a skinny, flat chested woman to a curvy little minx with long brown hair, generous breasts and a sensual curve to her hips. Susan was already a busty blonde with long legs, so she hadn't been as strongly changed by the brooch's magic. The physical transformations were paired with a shift in their libidos that had made them both unable to resist stripping naked and making passionate love to each other for hours.
"Oh yes I am! Mr. Rodges always comes down hard on anyone who is even a minute late!" Madeline shouted back as she found the last bit of her ensemble and shot towards the shower. She'd enjoyed last night with the two men they'd picked up at the bar. With the brooch's magic she'd gained the confidence to bring them back to Susan's apartment and then spent the rest of the night enjoying their cocks stuffed up her pussy and down her throat. It had been wickedly fun, and she'd been left a whimpering pile of quivering flesh before they'd left.
That fact didn't make up for the hell she was going to get from her boss. He usually wasn't a bad guy, but the few rules he had were harshly enforced. Unless she was in the hospital there was simply no excuse for being late. It didn't make things any better that she was supposed to be going over the final numbers for one of their largest accounts today. The fact that she'd already missed the beginning of that meeting meant there was no way that she'd be able sneak in unnoticed.
"I've met Rodges, he's a good guy. You'll be fine." Susan replied. In fact, she'd almost been tempted to seduce him. He was in his early thirties and clearly took care of himself. The only thing that stopped her was another guy caught her eye at the party and she'd gone off with him. Just thinking about Rodges' warm smile and wavy brown hair was making her a bit excited. By now she knew it was a side effect of the brooch. Its spell had a way of firing up the sex drive of anyone nearby even after the transformation had reversed.
Madeline didn't take the time to reply before she hopped into the shower. She didn't have any time to waste, but at the least she needed to get the smell of sex washed off her. The last thing she needed was to have him know why she'd ended up late.
She rushed through her normal routine as the water poured over her. At least that was the idea until she ran her fingers over her nipples and gasped as a rush of pleasure surged through her chest. Her nipples had never been very sensitive before she'd started using the brooch. Even then, they she'd only noticed them while the spell had enlarged her breasts, once the spell wore off her nipples returned to normal along with everything else.
Still, this wasn't the time to worry about that. Madeline quickly finished off her shower and was thankful that she had short hair again as she dried off. She didn't need to take the time to get a long mane dried off. She set upon getting dressed, pulling on the skirt and t-shirt from last night. She didn't have a bra, but the ruffles across her chest would hide her pointy nipples just as well.
Then Madeline picked up her panties. Even under normal circumstances, she didn't wear them for more than one day, and last night she'd managed to soak them with her pussy juices. Now they had the day after smell of sex and aside from not wanting to feel them against her bare nethers, the scent would be easily noticeable. There weren't any good options, she didn't want to be any later to work and Susan was a couple of sizes too large to loan her anything.
She took a gulp of air and wrapped the panties up with her party shirt from last night. She was used to going around without a bra, but today was the first time she'd be going out without panties. Madeline felt a mix of naughtiness and embarrassment as she bolted out of the bathroom. The cool morning air was wafting up her skirt and emphasizing the fact that she was exposed. At least her skirt was long enough that she could hide that fact, but it still felt exceptionally lewd.
"Wish me luck!" Madeline shouted as she grabbed her purse and shot for the door. At least she wasn't too far from the office. A short train ride would get her there only about an hour and a half late. She tried not to think about what Mr. Rodges would do. At the least he'd dock her pay and probably give her a public shaming. It would also be a black mark on her performance reports, and she knew he took those seriously when he did reviews.
She didn't wait to hear Susan's reply. There wasn't any time to waste today. Madeline nearly ran down the street, but the flapping of her skirt reminded her that she didn't want to go much faster or she'd risk publicly exposing her bare pussy. She felt a strange amusement at the idea. The thought that she could flash anyone today just by lifting her skirt sent a thrill up her spine. She'd never been an exhibitionist in even the slightest, and she quickly assumed that this was just another effect of the brooch. There seemed to be a lingering effect on her libido even after the transformation reverted.
Madeline pondered this as she hopped onto a train. She realized that she'd been returning the smiles of men as she'd sped past them on the sidewalk, and even working her hips more than usual without thinking about it. That wasn't like her. Usually, she'd have kept her head down and tried to avoid attention as much as possible. Now that tension was only an echo of its former strength and despite her tardiness, she felt ready for the day.
Her office on Fifth was a bustle of activity. There was a small cafe on the ground floor and thirty stories of offices above. She rarely thought about it, but today she felt a little stuffy as she was surrounded by suited men on the way to work. Suits were just no fun. The feeling stirred in her as she looked around the elevator. It was a strange notion, but one that she couldn't seem to push out of her mind.
Finally, she hit her floor and stepped out. She took a deep breath and evened out her skirt. There wasn't any use in appearing any more disheveled. Madeline couldn't help being late at this point, but she didn't have to look frantic either.
"Mr. Rodges has been looking for you. He doesn't look happy." Liana warned from the front desk. That was a job that the young red head did well. She had a way of keeping track of the moods in the office and was always handing out warnings when appropriate. Today's news didn't surprise Madeline in the slightest, but she appreciated the concern in Liana's voice.
Even though she expected Mr. Rodges to be upset, it did nothing to quiet her nerves. She clenched her purse reflexively and then touched the hard edge of the brooch's case. She felt a sudden urge to hold it again. If there was one truth, the brooch had given her more confidence than she'd ever had before. Her frayed nerves yearned for relief, and Madeline couldn't help but consider that transforming into her alter ego would at least make her feel better.
There was another consideration as well. Mr. Rodges might just be appeased with a bit of feminine attention, the kind of attention the brooch's spell could help her deliver. Everyone knew he liked to use his office for a bit of private time with his assistant. He was probably plenty willing to let her entertain him as well.
Madeline paused in the hall, debating the notion. She hated to be in trouble, and could ill afford any marks against her. She more than needed a raise and didn't want to jeopardize that. Still, this was her workplace. Did she really want to be that kind of woman? She'd never even really thought about it before, but she knew that could taint the rest of the office. The rational arguments paled against one final consideration, her bare pussy was starting to quiver just thinking about how hot it would be to show Mr. Rodges a good time.
Luckily, the bathroom was right next to his office. She'd always had a sneaking suspicion that Mr. Rodges had chosen that office just so he could know when his employees were taking bathroom breaks. He never seemed to pay much attention to it, but given his penchant for rules, Madeline wouldn't have been surprised.
She managed to sneak over to the bathroom from the other side. No one had noticed her come in other than Liana. At this point in the morning everyone was usually too busy to be out of their offices and cubes unless they were off to a meeting. Madeline checked the time. The meeting she'd missed should have ended twenty minutes ago. That mean Mr. Rodges was likely to be back to his office by now, and she could slip in and surprise him with little trouble.
She paused in the bathroom for a moment after she pulled out the brooch. Madeline realized how much she wanted to do this. It wasn't just that she was trying to get out of being in trouble, the thought of seducing her boss was delightfully perverse. It was something the meek Melinda would never do. Each time she let the brooch work its magic she had a wonderful time doing things that she'd have been too shy to attempt before. The very fact that she shouldn't want to be taken on Mr. Rodges' desk was enough of a reason to make it almost impossible not to try making it happen.
Madeline cracked open the case and then realized one thing she'd forgotten. She quietly stepped back and locked the door to the bathroom and checked under the stalls. It wouldn't be any good for someone to see her transform. She could explain away everything else, even if it sounded silly that she was stuffing her bra and wearing a wig, people would believe that over magic.
Once she was clear, she finished popping the case open and pulled out the jeweled brooch. The center jewel was now glowing bright enough to be seen easily and she studied it for a moment before the glow spread out from the middle and began flowing up her arm. The transformation was as swift as it always was. The skin of her hand smoothed out, blemishes disappeared and her nails became manicured and painted a suggestive red.
Madeline watched the changes in the mirror as she had last night. All of her blemishes disappeared and her tan grew rich as her hair lengthened until it was flowing over her shoulders. It was actually harder to notice that her breasts were growing under the ruffled chest of her shirt. She felt the weight shifting in her bosom, and then a tightness as her expanding breasts found the limits of her shirt. Thankfully, it only needed to stretch her top a bit before they stopped and she had a chance to appreciate her transformed appearance again.
Dressed in her normal clothes, it wasn't as easily noticeable that she'd changed much. Certainly, the hair was different, but even her new bust was largely masked by her shirt. Someone paying close attention might realize the contrast with her normal self, but they'd be unlikely to suspect the truth.
One thing really caught her attention now. She still wasn't wearing any underwear, and the large breasts hanging from her chest wobbled lewdly with even the slightest movement. She'd noticed this after each transformation, but now she needed to look at least somewhat presentable in case she ran into anyone. Madeline smiled a bit at that. Maybe she could go out and pick up some sexy bras during her lunch break. She'd never really had a chance to do that before with her normally flat chest. She didn't plan on leaving Mr. Rodges office until at least lunch time anyway.
She paused for a moment to look at her reflection and then thought of one more thing. While her new bust was somewhat concealed, her new hair was not. Madeline liked the look, but there was one thing she considered might increase her appeal. She reached into her bag and fumbled around for a moment until she found one of Susan's scrunchies. Madeline usually kept her hair short, but her friend made use of the little elastic rings and forgot them in Madeline's apartment sometimes.
Madeline pulled back her hair and fought with it for a minute until she managed to get it restrained in a pony tail. She checked her reflection again and smiled. This was certainly a more professional look. She took a moment to shift her chest around for a bit more comfort and then unlocked the door.
Luckily, no one was waiting for her. She didn't want to deal with any awkward conversations at this point. The truth was, now that she had a plan she wanted to see it through, and honestly her pussy was already wet and squirming in anticipation. Just the notion of doing something so naughty was nearly making her giddy.
The hall was clear so she strolled out as calmly as she could and headed straight for her boss's door. She stopped in front of it, before she reached down and quietly pulled down the handle and pushed the door open. Mr. Rodges was busy with his nose in a stack of papers that he was reviewing. Madeline grinned wickedly, there were other places she was hoping to get him to nose around soon. She pushed the door shut and let the latch click loudly.
Mr. Rodges jumped a bit and looked up. He blinked for a moment as he realized it was Madeline standing there. She had a pensive smile as she stood there, both hands behind her back and one foot wiggling back and forth at the toe. For a moment she looked like a girl waiting to be scolded, but he shook off that impression. She'd been late, and worst of all had missed an important meeting. No amount of sly cuteness would stay his judgment.
"Miss Ballenger, I'm pleased you decided to join us today after all. Is there anything you wish to say for yourself?" Mr. Rodges did his best to scowl. He really didn't like the whole discipline part of being a manager. He lacked the power to really do much, so that forced him to rely on presentation to keep his employees in line. Despite the appearances, he never liked to come down hard on his employees.
The fact that it was Madeline misbehaving today made it especially hard. He had a soft spot for the meek little accountant, and in truth, she rarely caused the slightest disturbance. Even so, he couldn't let her behavior go unpunished, his entire power base rested on his underlings being at least mildly afraid of him and the judgments he dispensed. They couldn't know that no one ever read his reports, he never even bothered sending them to human resources.
"Well," Madeline paused for effect as she continued to shift back and forth on one leg. She knew that looking penitent had a way of affecting men, especially when she gazed up with her deep doe eyes and a slight pout on her lips. "I'm sorry for being late, sir. I've been bad."
Rodges sat up in his chair as he heard the wanton tone of Madeline's voice. It was something he'd never expected to hear, but his eyes were deceiving him almost as badly. The sultry temptress in front of him looked like Madeline, but the way she held herself was nothing like the shy little woman he was used to working with. There was something else about her as well, an almost electric intensity that he couldn't deny.
"Yes, Miss Ballenger, you've been bad. I'm going to have to put you on report." He tried to sound stern, but he was quickly realizing that this was not the direction he'd expected his morning to go. He also had to decide quickly what to do about Madeline as she proceeded to close the distance to his desk. His every instinct screamed that she wanted him to fuck her, and he was fighting to deny it. It just couldn't be true, and yet every signal she was sending was making him hard.
"Of course, sir, but there are other ways to punish a girl when she's been bad." Melinda fought to keep her submissive pose. She wanted to be grinning ear to ear, or laughing hysterically. She'd never quite planned on seducing her boss like this, but yet it seemed devilishly appropriate. It also helped assure her that he would succumb to her advances. She could see his breath grow ragged, and the way he looked at her was no longer professional. She imagined that he was very hard beneath his polished mahogany desk.
That was almost too much for Rodges. What little doubt he had was gone. If she didn’t want him, then she was making the most suggestive tease he’d ever seen. He couldn’t imagine Madeline doing either thing. She didn’t seem the type to tease or the type to come on this strong. Reality was slapping him around, and all he could do was watch as she took careful steps around his desk until she was standing barely an arms length away.
“What… what do you suggest?” He fought to hold himself steady. He wasn’t nearly so dense, but he had to make her say it. Then he could act. It was taking all of his will power to hold back. There was just something about Madeline today that was drawing him in. Normally, he wasn't interested in petite women, but today he couldn't deny the attraction.
"Well, sir, I believe that bad girls need to be spanked." Madeline managed to keep her lips pouting as she leaned over the desk and thrust out her rounded ass. It was another feature that the brooch changed. Her normally flat bottom was now nicely rounded. Just perfect for what she wanted now. She even paused for a moment to wiggle it a bit, but not so much as to seem overly eager. A girl wasn't supposed to want a spanking, after all.
Rodges stared at Melinda's shaking ass, his cock throbbing. The way her skirt ruffled as it swung back and forth was nearly hypnotic and he couldn't deny how alluring her upturned ass was. It was perfectly rounded, and beckoning him to act. His lips slowly turned to a wolfish smile. If this was what she wanted, he wasn't going to hold back now.
"Very true, Miss Ballenger." Rodges quickly cleared the files from his desk. This wouldn't be the first time that he'd used his desk for this kind of fun. His assistant Karen spent a lot of time on top of or bent over it. He'd made it a habit to keep only a few items on top. "Now, bend over the desk."
"Yes, sir." Melinda huffed as she pressed her chest into the wooden top. Her pussy tingled at the thought that she was going to be spanked in her boss's office. It was crazy and yet exciting all at the same time. Even with the brooch's influence she was feeling a bit embarrassed by her wanton behavior, but there was no way she was leaving this room until they were both fully satisfied.
Just as she grabbed onto the far edge of the desk, she felt a rush of cool air flow around her ass. She let out a gasp and looked back to see that Rodges had flipped her skirt up over her waist. He looked up at her with a clearly forced sternness.
"I see, Miss Ballenger, you really are a bad girl." He glanced down towards her bare behind. He had to admit he was fighting to keep his composure as he looked down at her hairless nether lips and the wetness that was starting to drip between them. The urge to drop his pants and simply take her was almost overwhelming, but he held back. If this was the game she wanted to play, he didn't want to disappoint her.
"Yes, sir, I'm a very bad girl." Melinda bit at her lower lip and made a point of squirming on the desk again before looking up at him and fluttering her eyes at him. "And bad girls need to be punished."
"Yes, they do, Miss Ballenger. Now, I want you to tell me what you've done wrong as I discipline you." Rodges lifted his arm and landed it on her left ass cheek with a loud slap. He fought the urge to caress her soft behind. He had to wait for that.
Melinda yelped as she felt his hand find the mark. She flushed at the rush of pain from her ass and the heat that flared between her legs. If just the notion of being spanked had made her wet, actually being smacked was only making her hotter. She almost hated to admit how good it felt, but she still had a role to play.
"I was late to work!" She cried out.
"And?" Rodges asked as he landed another strike on her bare behind.
"I was late to my..." Madeline squealed as he spanked her again. "To my meeting."
"And?" Another hit sent another rush of heat flowing through her. The mix of pain and anticipated pleasure was making it hard for her to keep steady. Her desire to ravish him was nearly reaching the limits of her control.
"I didn't wear panties!" Madeline shouted again as he stuck.
"And?" Rodges continued. He was getting into the role and noted the light redness that was growing on Madeline's behind. Now he was curious just how much he was going to get her to confess.
"I'm not wearing a bra." She squeaked as another firm slap echoed around the room.
"And?"
"I want you to take me, sir!" She blurted out. She was running out of things she wanted to confess. Still wanting to sex up her boss was a pretty naughty thing to do, especially to try and escape punishment. On the other hand, she was being spanked, which wasn't exactly getting away unpunished, even if she did ask for it.
"I see, are you sure Miss Ballenger?" He asked as he unbuckled his pants and quickly let them drop to the floor. His boxers followed and he was left standing behind her with his cock throbbing harder than he could remember. He almost felt like a fevered teenager, but waited for her reply.
Madeline heard the jangling of his belt buckle and knew what that meant. Unless she said no right this second, she'd be stuffed full with his manhood. That wasn't even a choice really, she was already steaming hot and knowing that his hardness was ready behind her erased any last reservations.
"Yes, sir, please stuff my naughty wet pussy!" Madeline replied. She lifted her hips and spread her legs for him, positioning herself to be mounted. The ache between her legs was almost unbearable now. Even the dirty talk was making her hotter. It was almost too much.
Rodges didn't say anything. There was no need to restrain himself any longer and he stepped behind Madeline. She gasped as he pressed his hardness into her soft nether lips. He ran his cock up and down her slit, enjoying her ragged moans and letting his cock grow slick with her juices. Finally, he was ready. He shifted his hips and positioned the bulging tip of his cock against the entrance to her pussy.
"Oh, oh yes!" Madeline shouted as he drove into her with one long thrust. Her pussy yielded for his firm thrust and she shuddered as he stretched her eager folds. His balls slapped against her lower lips as his hips smacked against her ass. The sudden impalement was exactly what she needed and she moaned shamelessly as he throbbed inside her.
Rodges held himself still for a moment, savoring the warmth of Madeline's quivering pussy. She was squeezing down on him, and he stroked her soft ass as she began grinding back against him. He'd rarely seen a woman so excited, and it was making it hard for him to control himself. The last thing he wanted was to reach his peak too soon.
Madeline gasped as she felt him begin to move inside her. She could feel how hard he was, and from the sounds of his breathing, she suspected that he was wavering on the edge of his release. She smiled wickedly, knowing that it was her actions that had made him so horny that he was barely able to contain himself. There was a price to be paid for that, however, and she didn't want him to shoot off too soon.
She had to fight off her own instincts to keep from over stimulating him. Madeline allowed him to start a slow, even rhythm and simply enjoyed the pleasure of his hardness sliding past her pussy lips and parting her tender folds again and again. Before finding the brooch she'd never let a man take her from behind like this, and now she found that it added a spice to the encounter that she couldn't deny. She was at his mercy in a way that left her a quivering puddle of arousal.
"I hope you've learned your lesson, Miss Ballenger." He grunted as her pussy parted for him again. He was doing his best to hold back, but he could feel her shuddering in his hands. He didn't doubt that she was just as eager for more as he was, but he wanted to stretch it out a bit longer, before racing to the peak.
"Oh yes, sir! I promise!" She squealed as he started to ram into her harder. Madeline tried her best to meet his thrusts, despite being unable to move her hips much. She panted as his pace increased. Each thrust filled her deeply and she was nearly shouting as each thrust slammed home.
Her breasts jiggled against the top of the desk as he ravished her. The pure perversion of getting hammered on her boss's desk was driving her closer to her release as well. His hands were gripping her waist tightly now as his cock fucked her hard. She cried out each time he filled her, fighting to hold back against the orgasm about to tear through her.
"Mr. Rodges! Cum in me, sir! Fill me up!" Madeline squealed when he finally rooted himself inside her. She could feel his hardness throbbing inside, his seed warming the depths of her tender pussy. The blast of his cum was enough to push her over the edge and she cried out in rapture as well. All the pent up energy of that morning, the nervousness and wantonness were released in one blast of perfect pleasure.
Rodges felt like he would never stop cumming as he felt Madeline's pussy begin milking his cock. She was writing on his desk and moaning with pleasure. He had no doubts that she was in the midst of a massive orgasm and that pulled several more blasts of seed from his manhood.
"Mr. Rodges, are you all right?" Karen burst into Rodge's office. Her question hung in the air as she stopped cold halfway into the room. There was no way to misinterpret the situation, and after the initial shock, she slowly stepped into the room and closed the door behind her. She turned back to lock it quickly before looking over the scene again.
She smiled. Karen had to admit that she'd never expected Madeline to be one of the girls bent of Rodge's desk. He had a way of making certain kinds of women melt in his hands, but Madeline had always seemed immune to his charms. Seeing her gripping the edge of the desk with Rodges clearly mounting her was something that Karen just couldn't walk away from.
The twenty year old assistant was no kind of prude either. She'd enjoyed a lot of good times, both with men and women. Rodges was simply a nice distraction at work, with the bonus that he was single. Despite her willingness to get frisky, Karen never wanted to get in the middle of a relationship. It was always too much grief and she avoided it whenever she could.
Rodges could see the perverse smile on his assistant's lips. For the first time in years he noticed that despite the fact that he'd just filled Madeline with cum, he was still rock hard. The combination of Madeline's unexpected advances and getting caught by Karen was just making him unthinkably hard. He'd gotten knowing looks from Karen after earlier encounters in his office, but she'd never walked in on him before. He suspected that she'd popped in on him today intentionally.
Madeline lifted her head up to see Karen standing there, looking at both of them. Her spine tingled, not sure if she should be terribly embarrassed to be caught with her pussy stuffed full of Rodges' cock or aroused at the being seen in such a state. The lustful sparkle in Karen's blue eyes quickly sent her mind whirling. If Karen liked what she saw, Madeline certainly shared that sentiment.
Since using the brooch, Madeline had acquired a new appreciation for the female form. It had been easy with Susan. They were both good friends and making that leap under the transformation spell had been easy. Karen was another matter. The woman was a perky blonde, thin but with modest breasts. She had the athletic look packed into a frame that was only a few inches taller than Madeline. It was easy to imagine her doing gymnastics in bed with her partner.
"Quite all right, Karen." Rodges smiled as he continued to throb inside Madeline's warm folds. He didn't know just what to say, but he couldn't let the awkward silence continue either. Madeline was beginning to squirm again, and Karen stood there in her skirt and blouse with that air of anticipation just hanging.
"Would you like help with anything?" Karen fought to keep a straight face despite the fact that her pussy was beginning to grow hot. She'd seen other girls getting fucked before, but there was just something about the look on Madeline's face today that made Karen quiver. She normally wouldn't have jumped in like this, but now that she was here, she couldn't bring herself to think about leaving either.
“Well, I do have something that could use a little cleaning. I’m sure you could assist Miss Ballenger.” Rodges grunted as he pulled out of Madeline’s steaming pussy. He wasn’t sure he was done with her yet, but from the way she rested on his desk, he knew she’d need a bit to recover before she’d be ready to go again.
“Certainly, Mr. Rodges.” Karen chimed as she scooted across the room and knelt down in front of him. She’d actually grown to like the taste of sex on a man’s cock. It was a bit of an acquired taste, but the scent of his cock fresh from another woman’s pussy was already leaving her pussy tingling.
She smiled at the sight of his manhood jutting out, still hard despite clearly giving Madeline a smashing orgasm. Karen leaned in and started licking, gratified to hear him let out a moan of pleasure as she sent her tongue lapping around the head of his cock. The taste was somehow exquisite. She knew it was the flavor of Madeline’s pussy and she squirmed even more.
Madeline slowly regained her strength as she listened to Redges ragged breaths and moans of pleasure. She knew what Karen must be doing, and found herself rather envious. She’d grown to like the flavor of pussy and semen. It was even more fun getting a guy ready for a second round. She wasn’t about to let Karen have him all to herself.
She pushed back and slid off the desk. She could feel Rodges’ cum dripping from her pussy as she knelt onto the floor. Karen was already busy on the tip of his cock, so Madeline bent down to lick the base of his shaft. He moaned again as her tongue lapped at his base and at the top of his balls.
The two women quickly cleaned him up, but the spent a bit more time simply enjoying them kissing and licking his hardness. Now he had to decide what to do next. He hadn’t been prepared for any of this, but that didn’t keep him from having some ideas.
Madeline was having some ideas as well. Now that she had an extra player, it was time to dial it up. She guessed that Karen was a bit more adventurous than most, and decided to test the theory. Madeline slid her tongue off a long lick of cock and then leaned forward and slid her tongue over Karen’s cheek. Karen pulled back, surprised and then grinned wickedly and gave Madeline a wet kiss.
Rodges let the girls have some space as their kiss grew to a whole hearted embrace. Madeline was busy pulling the lithe woman closer and their hands started to roam their soft curves. It wasn’t long before they both started to undress the other. Karen didn’t need to do much to strip Madeline, and decided to help her get off her own.
Karen pulled up on Madeline’s shirt and was surprised to see two large breasts bounce free as she pulled the shirt over Madeline’s head. She’d never though of Madeline as being well endowed, but there was no denying the jiggling bosom in front of her. Karen felt a thrill at the sight of them, and had to restrain herself until she was stripped down as well. Her breasts were mere handfuls by comparison, but she’d never had a complaint.
Madeline licked her lips as she popped off Karen’s bra and freed her perky tits. She’d come to enjoy sucking on tight little nipples like Karen’s. The only thing that stopped her was the fact that Rodges was standing there, waiting for his turn. No doubt he was enjoying the sight of two women undressing in front of him, but she wanted to give him a bit more personal attention.
“I think someone is a bit overdressed.” Madeline giggled as she nodded over to Rodges. Karen nodded with an eager smile. The two naked women turned together and pulled him over to the couch on the side of his office. They made quick work of his clothes and Madeline took a moment to appreciate his naked flesh. It was clear he took care of himself. His abs were firm and his muscular chest spoke of many hours in the gym. From his earlier stamina she had no doubt he’d be good for a lot more fun.
Now that they were all naked, Rodges felt like he was in the middle of some crazy dream. He was lodged firmly between two naked women, their breasts rubbing against his sides as their hands slid over his cock and chest. The look of raw lust in their eyes was keeping him hard as he simply let them enjoy themselves.
“I think it’s time you had your turn.” Madeline grabbed onto Karen’s arm and pulled her onto Rodges’ lap. Karen squirmed for a moment before she slid forward. Madeline watched as Karen pressed her pussy lips up against his cock and ground her hips a bit. It was clearly a tease, but he groaned just the same.
Karen bent in and gave Rodges a wet kiss and then lifted her hips up and waited for Madeline to guide his cock towards her waiting pussy. Somehow she knew that Madeline would do it and the other woman did not disappoint. She felt his cock rub along her slit, parting her soft lips and then she sank her hips down, impaling herself on his hardness.
Rodges moaned as he felt the familiar wet tightness of Karen’s pussy. She worked her hips on top of him, giving him a comfortable grind. He slid his hands up her sides, fighting to keep from shooting off right then. He’d never been so horny before. If the encounter with Madeline hadn’t already taken some of the edge off, he didn’t know if he could last long like this.
He also had Madeline to consider. He only had one cock, and it was fully engaged. Still, he had two hands, and while one was grabbing at Karen’s hip to hold her in place, he sent the other down between Madeline’s open thighs. Rodges hated to admit that he was a bit clumsy when it came to stroking a woman’s pussy, but he was determined to try his best.
“Mr. Rodges!” Madeline squealed as his hand slid down and started to rub his fingers along her wet slit. It wasn’t hard to tell that he wasn’t used to doing this, but his touch was lighting her up nonetheless. His fingers managed to rub around her clit, firing her up as she squirmed. A sexual charge was filling the air, from the sounds of Karen’s pussy slurping up his hardness to their shared moans of pleasure. It was hard to know just how long any of them could last.
Karen was the first to reach her peak. She’d never felt so aroused before. Just the sight of Madeline being mounted by her boss had made her wet. Then she’d licked him clean with Madeline and finally fallen into a shared undressing with the little minx of a woman. By the time she hopped onto Rodges lap, she was already aching for release and now that she was riding him, she couldn’t keep from racing towards her climax.
Madeline could see the younger woman growing frantic, her hips bucking against Rodges as she panted. Madeline was squirming under his touch as well, but she managed to sit up and brought her mouth up to Karen’s bouncing chest. It took her a moment to hit her target, but Madeline managed to get a nipple in her mouth and started to nibble and lick at Karen’s breasts.
Madeline’s sudden assault was too much for Karen and she cried out as the tension flowed out of her. She stopped humping and sank back onto Rodges as she let out a soulful moan of pleasure. She almost collapsed into a shuddering heap, but Madeline guided her over until their breasts mashed together. The other woman then pulled her in for a deep kiss. It wasn’t the frantic needful kiss they’d shared before, but one only two recently satisfied women could share.
Rodges panted as well, somehow managing to contain himself as he watched the two women making out again. Karen’s pussy was squeezing him tight, but thankfully she’d stopped humping him or he’d have filled her with cum as well. He didn’t know what was next, but there was no doubt that he wanted to be ready for it.
Madeline helped Karen slide off or Rodges and back onto the couch. Aside from Susan, Madeline had never been so intimate with another woman. The feeling of Karen’s soft smooth flesh pressing against her own was alluring. Madeline slid her hands over Karen carefully as she helped her relax. Madeline knew just how intense an orgasm could be.
She also knew just how sensitive such a release could leave a woman and Madeline decided to take advantage of it. She moved off the couch and then down between Karen’s legs. The smell of sex was intoxicating and Madeline slid Karen’s legs open so she could taste her. Karen moaned as Madeline’s tongue slid up her wet slit. Madeline wrapped her tongue around Karen’s clit as she enjoyed the taste of Karen’s juices and the sounds of pleasure coming from her lips.
Karen squirmed at the unexpected assault between her legs. Madeline’s tongue was quickly stoking the fires inside her and she slid her fingers through Madeline’s hair. Karen threw her head back as Madeline lapped at her tender folds. She’d had men between her legs before, but none matched the skill Madeline was showing. The way Madeline sucked and nibbled at her clit was just pushing her back towards another peak.
Rodges watched in awe as Madeline seemed to quickly bring Karen to the brink of another orgasm. He’d never seen two girls being so intimate in person like this and it was certainly turning him on. He considered giving Madeline a surprise from behind, but that would have interrupted his view of the show and it was far more entertaining to watch Madeline’s face as she ate out Karen’s steaming pussy.
Karen was too busy squirming around Madeline’s skilled tongue to worry about Rodges’ voyeurism. She pulled her legs open wider, helping Madeline get easier access to her seething pussy. She moaned helplessly as Madeline bit down on the flesh around her clit. The rush of pleasure was just too much for her and she felt another climax sweep through her. Karen cried out and her pussy gushed. She fell back on the couch overwhelmed by the sensations and taxed from them at the same time. She couldn’t remember having such a wonderful time in Rodge’ office before.
With Karen resting, Madeline turned her attention back to Rodges. His cock was still jutting out proudly. She had to admit that she was impressed by his self-control. He’d managed to bring two women to orgasm while coming once and he was still as hard as a rock. She smiled and pressed her breasts into his side as she slid a hand down to begin gently stroking him. The throbbing hardness felt so good in her hands, but she didn't want to stop there.
"Hmm." She hummed as she grinned up at him wickedly. "I think a little special thank you is due our hard working boss."
Before Rodges could respond, Madeline slid off the couch and fell to her knees between his legs. She'd already licked him clean once, but now she wanted to do something that she'd never been able to do before. She stood up on her knees, cupping a tit in each hand and leaned forward. She was the perfect height for his cock to slide into her cleavage and she squeezed her soft mammaries around his hardness until just the rounded tip was poking out from her chest.
Rodges moaned as he was encased in warm softness. The sight of Madeline wrapping her ample chest around him was nearly enough to send him over the edge. For all of his dalliances, he'd never managed to get a woman to do this. The lustful sparkle in her eyes as she started to pump her chest up and down his shaft made it even harder to contain himself. The way she looked up at him with untamed arousal from her big doe eyes was just making him harder. That's when she started to lick and nibble at the head of his cock.
That was it. Rodges exploded, his cock twitching as he groaned in pleasure. The effort of holding back now went into his throbbing cock as he shot blast after blast of hot cum onto Madeline. She squealed delightfully as his seed fell on her face, chest and tits. He didn't feel like he could stop as he covered her.
Madeline watched his cock firing at her, and felt the warmth splash across her. It was so lewd, so naughty and yet it felt great. She found it strangely validating to make him cum. It was great knowing that she could give a man so much pleasure, as much as it was to accept the passion given to her.
"Thank you, Mr. Rodges." She grinned as she started to scoop up his cum and lick it off her hands. Somehow, she knew this was the sexiest way to clean herself up. Madeline hoped to get a lot more fun out of her playmates before giving up. "You don't have any meetings for the rest of the morning do you?"
Rodges swooned, still recovering from his massive orgasm and now watching his formerly modest accountant licking his cum from her breasts. It was like he was living in a porno movie, and despite all the abuse, his cock was already starting to stir again. He saw Madeline's wolfish smile as she spotted his manhood twitching and knew that he wasn't going to get any productive work done for the rest of the morning.
Madeline managed to keep the them busy all the way through lunch and into the early afternoon. The power of her lust was enough to keep Karen and Rodges going, until they finally collapsed into a heap of sweat and cum. After all that, Madeline took a short nap with Karen on his couch and then finally wandered off while Rodges was off cleaning up.
Madeline decided that she'd probably made up for her tardiness and more than earned the rest of the day off. She slid her skirt back on and squeezed into her top before slipping out down the back staircase. There wasn't any need to run into any coworkers in her obviously well used state. If she hadn't already managed to get the attention of the rumor mill, the sight of her with frazzled hair and drops of cum splattered all over her face would be more than enough to keep them gossiping for years.
Luckily, she managed to escape without running into anyone. The streets were busy with the usual traffic and Madeline slipped into the lobby bathroom to clean up a little. She smiled into the mirror, unable to deny the satisfaction she felt after hours of sexual gymnastics. She could almost have gone for another round, but she knew the spell would be wearing off soon, and she didn't want that to happen with other people around.
As she strutted her way home, she reveled in the catcalls and lustful glare of men and even some women as she headed down the sidewalk. In her old existence, she'd managed to avoid attention, but now it felt invigorating. The bounce of her braless chest and the sway of her skirt emphasized her newfound appreciation for her womanhood. She was almost sad when she finally got home and back into the privacy of her apartment.
Madeline popped into the shower as she felt the spell begin to wear off. This was the second time she'd been awake for the reverse transformation. She knew she'd want to be at least in the process of cleaning off the day's mess before her regular inhibitions came back. It had been a strange feeling last time.
The change back was more subtle than when the spell started. There was no glow, only a strange feeling of softness as her muscles returned to their normal weakness and her thin layer of fat replaced her firm flesh. Having this happen as water poured around her was almost relaxing, and she came back from the ambient arousal that seemed to glow inside her even when she wasn't in the middle of fucking someone.
She finished her shower as the last feeling of change faded away. Madeline took a deep breath as she felt the weight of her anxieties reassert. She'd just spent half the day naked with her boss! At least she'd managed to no bump into anyone else in the office except Karen. She didn't feel regret from the sex, but now she worried about what Rodges would expect from her now. As much fun as their little escapade was, she realized just how little she'd thought about the ramifications.
She grabbed for a towel and started to dry off. She'd have to do something about that, but it was a problem for tomorrow. Madeline decided to bask in the afterglow for a little longer, at least until she started to dry off her chest. She let out a moan of pleasure as she felt her chest squeezed by towel. Then she squealed in shock and dropped the towel. She stared down at her chest and had to fight against hyperventilating.
Her normally flat chest wasn't. While not nearly as large and round as her transformed breasts, her chest was now at least a cup size larger than usual. They were ripe and perky, with her nipples standing out hard from the cool air of the bathroom. Madeline couldn't take her eyes off them as they jiggled slightly with each ragged breath. Somehow the magic was having a longer lasting effect. What was she going to do now?
The End 
Madeline's Brooch Part 4 - Academic Exposure
 "All right, calm down." Susan fought to do just that as she stared down at Madeline's heaving chest. The fact that there was a chest to stare at was giving both of them a fair bit of shock. Madeline's normally flat chest was now clearly rounded, with her hard nipples poking out through the thin shirt she was wearing.
"Buttercups!" Madeline yelped as she felt her sensitive nipples rubbing against the fabric. She stared down at the two bumps on her chest, not quite sure what she should do. "The spell didn't wear off completely! What am I going to do?"
It had to be an after effect of the brooch’s spell. She looked over to the embroidered box that sat on the coffee table. She’d found it and the brooch inside when she was cleaning out the new house she’d just bought. The former owner had filled the house with mostly junk and useless paper, but there had been a few valuables amongst the mess, including the lovely jewel encrusted brooch.
Originally, Madeline had thought that the brooch was simply a piece of jewelry, but she soon discovered otherwise. The brooch had some kind of magic, and when she held it, she became a perfectly sexualized version of herself. Her skin smoothed and tanned, her normally short hair flowed down to her chest, and her flat bosom ballooned into a pair of sumptuous breasts. She’d used the magic to transform herself several times now, and each time she’d managed to end up eagerly fucking the men and women around her.
The effect of the brooch seemed to only last a few hours. When the spell ended, she returned to normal. Aside from a slight lingering of lust and a reduction of her inhibitions, Madeline hadn’t noticed any lasting effects, at least until now. After the spell lifted from her last transformation, she was left with a pair of perky little breasts jutting from her normally flat chest.
"I don't know, maybe we need to find out more about the brooch." Susan turned to look at the embroidered case. As concerned as she was for Madeline, she was worried for herself as well. She'd used the brooch's magic once and while the memory of that morning in Madeline's arms was still enough to get her wet, the thought that the spell could have an even longer lasting effect was disturbing.
"Yeah, that's it!" Madeline nodded. She had to admit that they knew nothing about the magical piece of jewelry other than its immediate effects. The pull it had over people was too much to easily resist and she'd already used it to transform four times without even considering there might be consequences. "I think I know just the person to ask."
Madeline pulled out her laptop and started scrolling through her old emails. She remembered taking a class on late nineteenth century art in her final year of college. There had been a section on jewelry, and she had a strong feeling that the brooch was made from around that time. At the least, her old professor might have better ideas on who to talk to and where they might find more information.
It only took her a few minutes to locate the email she was thinking of and find the professor's email. Veronica Morgan worked in the art history department of the university. She probably wouldn't be expecting such a call, but Madeline expected that she wouldn't be too busy to help. The hard part would be explaining what the issue was.
"Hi, Professor Morgan, it's, Madeline." Madeline had spent a fair bit of time in the Professor's office during the class. Part of it was interest in the material, but she also had trouble with many of the finer points of the class. As much as she enjoyed learning about art, she had a harder time following the stylistic changes over time.
"Madeline, well, that's a surprise! What can I help you with?" Veronica replied.
"Well, I've found a really amazing old brooch and I was wondering if you could help me find out about its history. It looks like it's from around 1900 or so, but I just wanted to know if you could help me out." Madeline replied. She wasn't about to start off talking about the magic. If she could get Veronica to look into the brooch's history, then Madeline could explain its power in person.
"Sure, I'd love to see it. Why don't you send me a picture and come over to my office tomorrow. I can do some research and get a look at it in person." Veronica wondered just what kind of brooch it must be to get Madeline to call her out of the blue. It must be something special, and it was still early enough in the semester that she had time to relax a bit. A little research project with one of her favorite former students was just the right way to go.
"Great! Thank you, professor. I'll send that right away." Madeline put the phone down and then cracked open the case. The brooch was sitting there, the central jewel glowing. Madeline quickly snapped a picture and sent it off to the professor. As she set the phone onto the end table, she looked over at Susan.
"Oh..." Susan was staring at the glowing gem. Her hand was creeping towards the brooch. Madeline felt the pull as well. Her mind swirled, awash in the memories of being transformed and enjoying the most ravenous sex of her life. The thought of pressing her naked flesh into Susan's soft curves was almost overpowering.
"Really, Susan..." Madeline fought past the urge to blurt out a warning, but it was too late. Susan grabbed at the brooch and before Madeline could move the blue glow of the spell was already engulfing her friend. Madeline felt the rush of energy flow through the room. A distant part of her mind realized that the brooch seemed to be growing stronger. That revelation wasn't enough to pull her attention away Susan's transformation.
The last time Susan had transformed the changes were mostly minor. Her breasts regained a bit of perkiness, her hair grew out and her skin had gained a perfect complexion. The changes had all enhanced her sexuality, but nothing nearly as dramatic as Madeline's transformation.
As the transformation swept through her for a second time, Susan realized that this wasn't going to be like before. The first difference was her chest. Her breasts were already ripe melons, but she could feel them growing even larger and she gasped at the sudden weight. Her hips expanded, enhancing her hour glass figure. Then she felt a strange tightness in her bones, and realized that she was shrinking.
Madeline watched in awe and a growing rush of arousal was flaring inside her. Since first using the brooch, she'd acquired an appreciation for the feminine form and Susan had just turned into an icon of womanhood. She knew she shouldn't be drawn in like this, but as Susan dropped the brooch, there was only one thing Madeline could think of doing.
She grabbed the brooch and felt the coolness of the metal before the tingling of the spell hit her. The feeling was so familiar now that Madeline simply luxuriated in the sensation of her body being remolded. Her breasts expanded until they felt tight in her shirt. Her brown hair cascaded around her, descending from a short bob cut until it was nearly down to her waist. The final flush of aching need between her legs snapped her back to reality.
The two voluptuous women stared at each other for a moment, their chests heaving from the excitement of being transformed. They stared in shock as they realized what they'd both done. Despite the fact that they knew the brooch's magic could outlast the transformation, they'd been unable to resist its call.
"Oh, buttercups." Madeline giggled as she looked down at her jiggling breasts as they stretched out her top. With the transformation complete, she had regained a bit of self control, but that was quickly fading as she smelled the sweet odor of lust wafting through the room.
"Well, if we have to pay the price, we should enjoy the ride, and the night is still young." Susan smiled wickedly and then reached down to pull off her top. Her breasts had already popped out of her bra, and now they were bouncing free from any confinement. She didn't know why she hadn't been able to stop herself, but now that she was under the brooch's spell, there was only one thing she wanted to do.
Madeline grinned as she watched Susan strip down in front of her. She didn't need any encouragement to join in. She'd come to enjoy her nudity while being transformed. It was hard to deny the pure sensuality of being exposed so completely. By the time she was slipping off her socks, Susan was already pushing back the coffee table.
"I haven't been able to get your hot wet pussy out of my mind." Susan grinned as she grabbed onto Madeline and pull her close. Their breasts smashed together, jiggling and sliding as Susan slid her hands down and squeezed Madeline's round bottom. The truth of her admission was still rattling Susan. Even after the spell had lifted, she'd been unable to really get the memory out of her head. She'd never been into girls before, but now Susan had to admit she had as much lust for a woman's soft curves as she had for a man's hard muscles.
Madeline flushed at the revelation. She'd known that the spell had a big effect on her as well. She'd been a reserved, quiet and certainly shy woman. She'd only been coaxed into bed with a man a few times before finding the brooch. Now, she was eager to enjoy the fullness of her sexuality, especially after being transformed. There was no way to exaggerate the raw arousal that the spell induced.
She pulled Susan close, quieting her wicked tongue as they pressed their naked bodies together. There was simply no way she could respond properly in words. Madeline sent her hands exploring. Susan was so much softer and curvier than the last time they'd shared a bed. Madeline was enjoying the feeling, but she wanted more than just a bit of heavy petting.
Susan squealed as Madeline pushed her back onto the couch. Before she could react, Madeline was sliding her legs open and gave her a wicked grin and dove in. Susan gasped as she felt Madeline's tongue slide slowly up her wet slit. The formerly mousey girl was now a near expert at this, and when she began nibbling at the folds around Susan's clit, she felt a small orgasm flare between her legs.
Madeline was enjoying the tangy taste of Susan's pussy as her cries of pleasure echoed around the room. The brooch had a way of making everything about sex so much more intense. Even the taste of pussy was so much better when the girl was transformed by the magic. She'd noticed that when she had cleaned the cunt of her boss's assistant this morning. Madeline had enjoyed the taste of a normal woman, but she couldn't deny that the spell enhanced a woman's flavor.
Susan threw her head back and ran her hands through Madeline's hair as her friend eagerly pleasured her. There was no way to deny that Madeline was better at this than any man Susan had ever met. There was a tenderness, an understanding, that only a woman could display. She knew just how to stroke, how to lick and how to suck on Susan's wet folds. There was just no comparison.
Madeline didn't waste any time, she knew just how to push Susan to the very height of pleasure. One thing she'd learned about the change to her body was that she could enjoy one orgasm after another in a way that just seemed impossible in her normal form. She could exist at the peak of rapture without needing to come back down. Madeline was determined to do that for Susan.
It didn't take long for Susan to be reduced to a quivering wreck on the couch. Her legs were pulled wide open as she tried to grind her steaming folds into Madeline's mouth. Madeline was busy licking and nibbling as she stroked two fingers in and out of Susan's aching passage. The intensity of it was just too much and she finally exploded in a blast of orgasmic delight.
As Susan whimpered helplessly from the pleasure washing over her, Madeline pushed her onto her back. It took a bit of maneuvering, but she managed to present her wet pussy over Susans's face as she looked down at Susan's dripping folds.
"Oh, Susan!" Madeline squealed as she felt her friend's tongue go straight for her throbbing clit. She took several deep breaths as she enjoyed the wicked pleasure before she joined in and gave Madeline a taste of the same divine sensations.
The two women stayed wrapped like that as they both savored the taste of pussy and the rolling orgasms that came from their shared attention. The raw savagery of their sexuality kept them going, and it wasn't until hours later that they finally collapsed on the floor, naked and brimming with sensual bliss.
It took all of Madeline's will to finally pull herself up and drag Susan into the shower. "Come on, we've got to get cleaned up."
"Um... sure..." Susan wobbled. She was still lost in the sea of passion that had claimed her in her transformed state. Still, she enjoyed the way that Madeline's breasts felt pressed into her back and allowed her friend to push her into the warm wet stream.
"Here, let me get your soaped up." Madeline giggled as she started lathering body soap all over Susan's wavering flesh. She was careful to take her time and enjoy the soft curves of her friend's body. Madeline was still surprised how much she'd come to enjoy the softness of another woman's breasts. She was just glad that Susan was in a state where she welcomed having her chest squeezed by dainty hands.
She also took the time to fully enjoy the plump folds of Susan's pussy. Madeline smiled after Susan squealed again. Susan was so sensitive that it was easy to get her to jump with a simple pinch on her clit or soaping up the length of her slit.
Susan started to recover as Madeline's hands did their work. The feeling of little hands stroking and pinching her naked flesh was quickly stoking her flames again. She wasn't about to just let Madeline have all the fun. She reached for the soap and started to work her hands into her friend's bare skin.
"Hey!" Madeline giggled as Susan started to mash her chest into Madeline's. She almost hated to admit how good it felt to have this breast on breast massage. She could just imagine how much some men would pay to watch two well endowed women slipping and sliding their soaped up breasts together. The notion made her laugh, and it didn't really matter, she was enjoying this too much to stop.
"This is just silly." Susan smiled as she pulled back and tried to get her nipples to poke at Madeline's. She felt like she was drunk from all the pleasure she'd just enjoyed. It was just so easy to be lewd, and so much fun. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt so uninhibited.
"Well, then stop!" Madeline pushed in and felt her chest jiggle against Susan's. She had to admit that she was enjoying herself just being silly like this. Normally, she'd have been far too embarrassed, and that made it all that much harder to control herself. She'd have to go back to being the shy girl all too soon as it was.
"You first!" Susan cried out as she felt Madeline reach around and grab her ass again. She was getting used to being assaulted like this, but in the wet and slippery shower, it was a bit harder to ignore.
The two women laughed and somehow managed to rinse off the last of the soap. They took more time washing their hair and were about to exit the shower when they felt the spell lifting. The powerful rush that came from being transformed was a stark contrast to the slow ebb of changing back. It felt like a balloon deflating.
"That was crazy." Susan finally stated as she looked down at her chest to see her breasts returned to their normal size. She was quietly glad for that. As much fun as the massive chest had been, she didn't want to always feel so top heavy. She wasn't ready for the extra attention that such an endowment would get from men either. Her regular bounciness was more than enough.
"Yeah, and it's still not over." Madeline looked down at the perky breasts on her chest. They weren't any larger now than they were before her latest transformation, but they were still a good cup size larger than normal. She'd hoped that the spell might just reset her after the latest transformation, but it seemed whatever the effect was, it wasn't going to go away so easily.
"Do you want me to stay tonight?" Susan asked as they headed back to the living room to gather up their clothes and get dressed. She couldn't believe they'd been so reckless to use the brooch again, but it was hard to get too worked up about it. The sex had been simply too good, and she was still enjoying the echoes of so many orgasms.
"Nah, I'll be all right. Besides, I need to get up early tomorrow to get to the University. Hopefully the professor can help before we end up getting in more trouble." Madeline waved off her friend's concern. She wasn't about to touch the brooch again tonight. In fact, having Susan here would only have provided more temptation. On her own, she had less to worry about.
“Okay, I’ve got work tomorrow, but you have to let me know what you find out.” Susan nodded. She understood Madeline’s wish to be alone. The brooch had a way of making things happen, if she wasn’t here at least there was nothing more that could happen.
Madeline showed Susan out and then prepared herself for bed. Hopefully tomorrow would yield some answers. She shifted uncomfortably as she felt her breasts shifting on her chest. The reminder of her predicament made it hard to drift off to sleep. Finally, the weariness from the day’s exertions won out and she fell into a fitful sleep.
Madeline managed to keep the next morning from getting out of hand. It wasn’t easy. She felt the tug of the brooch every time she stepped near the box. It was almost like a drug, promising to wash away all her worries and concerns. All she had to do was let it change her into a sexy version of herself and then she’d be free of all that.
She knew better, of course. The jiggling breasts on her chest were proof that there was some greater price to be paid for the magic. The trouble was that Madeline didn’t know what more she was being asked to pay. If the only thing that happened was that her chest got bigger she had do admit that she wouldn’t complain. She’d always been a bit self-conscious about her flat chest before, but she’d mostly come to terms with it. Even if she got stuck like this, she wouldn’t really mind.
The drive to the university was harder. She’d had the good sense to put the brooch in her trunk, but that wasn’t enough to curb its power. It did keep her from easily grabbing at it. Madeline was beginning to wonder if it was a good idea to bring the brooch at all. If she gave in to its spell, she didn't even know what would happen at this point. Still, she knew that it could help if her professor got to see it directly and she needed answers enough to take that risk.
The campus was much as she remembered it. The classic Greek architecture and sidewalks lined with old leafy trees were exactly what she'd wanted when she was looking at colleges so long ago now. The majesty of it still warmed her heart. This was a place of learning, and she always felt a bit of awe at its power.
She followed the old familiar paths to her old professors office building. It was on the far side of campus, where they'd built newer buildings. Madeline always kept it to herself that she thought it was a bit ugly. She'd heard it was designed by a graduate of the architecture department, and for some reason they were all proud of it. In truth, she just never liked modern architecture. It was like they were always just trying to hard to be different instead of making something that actually looked good.
Madeline smiled at herself, happy that she'd used these old memories and petty distractions to keep the brooch at bay. She could just imagine the ruckus she could cause here if she wasn't careful. In her transformed state she'd be happy to fuck anyone who managed to cross her path, and with a campus full of students there would be plenty of eager partners.
"Oh, just come in, Madeline." She heard the welcoming sound from Veronica. Her old professor was lounging in her office chair looking over something on the computer. For the first time Madeline realized just how attractive she was. She was in her mid forties, but had taken good care of herself. She wore her dishwater blonde hair pulled back in a pony tail when she was at work. Her face was regal, with a delicate but proud nose. Her body was rather average, but she clearly worked out to keep in shape.
Madeline felt a little weird checking out her old professor like that. She'd noticed that it was a habit she'd developed in the last few days. There was hardly a woman she walked by that didn't get a detailed assessment of attractiveness. Even men drew Madeline's attention more than they had before. She'd always taken shy peeks at passing hunks, but now she felt like she had a more intense interest.
"So did you bring it?" Veronica turned towards Madeline and tipped her head so that she could look over the top of her reading glasses. On some women this would have only made them look older, but Veronica's piercing eyes only made her look rapacious.
Madeline shook as she reached into her purse. It was dangerous getting this close to the brooch. She could feel the urge to crack open the case and hold the jeweled piece growing inside her as she grabbed the case. Still, she needed to be careful, she didn't want Veronica to fall under the spell of the brooch as well.
"Yeah, did you find out anything?" Melinda deflected the brooch's call. Maybe there wouldn't be a need to risk more exposure. All she had to do was keep her self control.
"I did. I was actually surprised, but the setting work matched a famous Russian craftsman during the early days of the last Tsar. There are a few archive photos of his work, and they are a perfect match for your piece. It was said that many of his pieces had magical qualities that could imbue the wearer with ravishing beauty. His work was highly sought after, but he died during the failed revolution in 1905." Veronica recited. She'd been barely able to contain her enthusiasm once she discovered the link between the brooch Madeline had found and this jeweler.
"Not only was his work sought after, it disappeared after the 1917 revolution. There have been rumors that it was locked away by the communists or smuggled out of the country, but no one has seen any evidence until now. I'd love to see what you found." Veronica finished. It was so rare to have the opportunity to make a major find in the world of art history. She'd be able to write a paper, maybe even a book! That would help her keep the grants coming in that paid her salary.
“What did you say about magic?” Madeline tried to contain her surprise. She certainly hadn’t believed anything so direct could have been found. Of course, no one really believed in magic, so maybe it was just someone embellishing.
“Oh, just that some of the women who wore his jewelry seemed to have a special glow about them, and allure that people felt drawn to. It all sounded kind of silly, but it helped add to the mystery after his work disappeared.” Veronica was used to those kind of stories in art. Any significant work of older art had at least one mystical rumor floating about. It was part of the charm, but not something she usually gave much thought about. "Why do you ask?"
Madeline stepped back to close the office door. She didn't want anyone just popping in on them. At least she could keep the number of people who thought she was crazy to a bare minimum. Then she turned off the overhead lights. She took a deep breath and then pulled the brooch case out of her purse. The urge to open the case and let the magic flow through her again was nearly overwhelming, but she fought it down. She slowly opened the case and set it down on Veronica's desk and backed away far enough that she couldn't just reach out and grab it.
Veronica mouth fell open as she stared at the glowing center gem. What had been a faint light when Madeline first found it was now a bright blue strong enough to cast the room in shadows. Now that it was exposed, Madeline felt the pull even stronger.
"How does it do that?" Veronica blinked her eyes slowly. The glow was entrancing, and she felt the strangest need to grab onto the glowing piece of jewelry. Her hand slid across the desk, slowly inching towards the brooch without her even being aware of it.
"Magic! Don't touch it!" Madeline lunged for the box and snapped it closed before Veronica could manage to grab the brooch. The professor snapped back into her chair as if slapped out of her trance. Madeline realized she'd been only thinking of her own defense, and had forgotten it would pull in Veronica as well.
"Really? What happened?" Veronica shook her head as she found that she couldn't look away from the small embroidered case. Rationally, she prepared to refute anything Madeline was about to say, but she couldn't deny the power she felt coming from the brooch. Even now she had the striking urge to go over and grab it away from Madeline.
Madeline quickly explained what had happened since she found the brooch. She left out the juicy details, but Veronica could guess what had happened well enough. It was a crazy story, and yet she couldn't help but believe her former student. Madeline had always seemed like an honest girl and the urgent sincerity she expressed now was enough to convince Veronica. It didn't hurt anything that the brooch was having an effect on her too.
"And you say that even after the spell is done, you're not going back to normal." Veronica sat back in her chair considering what Madeline had said.
"Yeah, I have two, uh, pointy reminders." Madeline blushed a bit as she nodded down towards her chest. She still hadn't managed to get a new bra, but was wearing one of her shirts that would mask that fact. "I was hoping you could find something that could help."
Veronica nodded again, not really listening to Melinda. She hated to admit how tempting it was for her to grab the brooch. Even after hearing about the possible consequences, she couldn't deny her curiosity. The years had been kind too her, but she was still aging, and the thought that she could become a perfected version of herself just by holding onto a piece of jewelry was hard to resist.
Worse yet, it was right there, sitting inside the box Madeline was holding. All she had to do was grab it and she'd be young and sexy again. "Can I see it again? I want to check something."
"Okay, but really, you shouldn't touch it." Madeline's stomach was quivering now. The energy in the room was swirling around the brooch. Whatever power it held yearned to be released again. She didn't know what to do, but Veronica was her only real hope.
Madeline placed the case onto the desk again. Her hands shook as she cracked open the lid and then pushed it towards the professor. Drops of sweat were starting to form on her forehead as she managed to keep herself under control. She pulled her hands back, clasping them together to keep one from lunging for the brooch.
Veronica lifted up the case. It was in her hand now and she stared at the swirling blue light emanating from the center of the jewel. It truly was a thing of beauty and she swooned for a moment. The craftsmanship was wondrous. The fine detail's etched around the setting almost looked like text, but it was in no language she recognized. It was a flowing script wrapped around the center jewel and cascaded around all of the smaller gems that ringed the brooch. It was something that could only be seen up close, close enough that there was no way to resist the brooch's spell.
"No!" Madeline shouted as she saw Veronica reach up and grab the brooch with her free hand. A pulse of energy flowed out from the brooch. It had one effect, breaking the last of Madeline's resolve. As the glow of transformation began to course over Veronica, Madeline placed her hand over the brooch as well.
The room filled with flickering shadows as the blue light engulfed both women. They transformed in sync. Their breasts expanded and their hair grew long and lustrous. Veronica's regained the appearance of youth, her skin smoothing and wrinkles vanishing. As her breasts grew heavier, they also lifted, regaining the perkiness of youth. The flush of arousal warmed them both as the glow finally lifted.
"What... why did you..." Madeline managed to stammer as she regained control. She squirmed in her chair, feeling the effects of her renewed lust. At least she'd gotten back some of her rationality. Now that the brooch was satisfied, it no longer tugged at her thoughts.
"I... I just had to know." Veronica gasped in wonder as she looked down at herself. She stared at her hands, admiring the smooth creamy skin and perfectly trimmed nails. The weight of her chest felt a bit strange but she smiled as she looked down at the roundness of her shirt. She quickly unbuttoned her blouse so she could get her hands under it and reached back to unclasp her bra. She let out a sigh of relief as the pressure fell away.
"Sorry, it got a little tight up front." She giggled as she contorted herself around so that she could slip off the bra without removing her shirt. Veronica tried to keep from flashing Madeline too much, but it was hard not to show some skin, and she felt a thrill at the idea. It wasn't something she'd have done so causally before, but now she actually felt a tingle between her legs as she exposed her chest.
Madeline struggled with her feelings as she enjoyed the little display of flesh. She knew she should be angry and dismayed by what had happened. Yet, in this state, she felt little other than a raging lust that threatened to overwhelm her. It didn't help any that Veronica had become a ravishing blond minx with youthful vibrancy. It took most of her willpower to keep from crawling over the desk and start sinking her hands into Veronica's soft breasts.
Veronica was busy checking out her new body. She hadn't felt this energized in years. It put to shame all the things she'd done to keep in shape and healthy. Even the growing arousal she felt was welcome. She'd never been very shy about her sexuality, but she'd never felt so wickedly wanton. It was liberating. The only thing that remained was a target for her to ravish.
When Veronica's hungry gaze turned to Madeline, the younger woman felt a chill work up her spine. As horny as she was, Madeline wasn't sure she could handle the raw desire directed towards her. She started to push her chair back just as she heard a knock on the door.
Veronica sat upright for a moment, her lustful focus broken. She looked down at her chest and smiled again before quickly buttoning it up. As tempting as Madeline was, she honestly was interested in a bit more masculine attention, and she popped out of her chair and bounced to the door before Madeline could move to stop her.
"Hi, are you looking for the professor?" Veronica asked as she opened the door. She smiled wickedly as she saw two men standing at the door looking befuddled. She recognized them as well, it was Mack and Terrance, two of the football teams worst students. Despite being seniors, they were still struggling with her introduction to art history class. Normally, she held them in contempt, but today, having two muscular studs at hand was exactly what she wanted.
"Um. Yeah." Mack nodded. It was clear that he was distracted by Veronica's jiggling breasts. Without a bra, they put on quite a show, and she was doing nothing to obstruct the view. Terrance nodded his agreement while his eyes locked on her cleavage.
"Well, she's going to be out today. I'm her daughter Vicki." Veronica grinned. She hadn't gotten this level of drooling response from men in years and was loving every second of it. A few awkward stares weren't going to satisfy her, though, and she congratulated herself for the foresight to tell these guys that she was her daughter. That way she wouldn't have to worry about her reputation. The fact was she didn't have a daughter, but she doubted these two hunks would much care.
Madeline watched the exchange from her chair. There wasn't any doubt what Veronica was planning, and she hated to admit just how much she liked the idea. She quickly gathered up the brooch and put it back in its case. It was just so easy to follow her own lust, and these guys were just what she needed.
The guys were just standing there as Madeline came out. They were clearly dumbstruck and now that they had another sexy woman to gawk at, it was clear that their brains had simply melted. Madeline had to fight down the urge to just rip off their pants and go down on them, but this was just far to public a place to do that. Veronica shot her a knowing glance.
"Hey, why don't you two come back to my place? We can hang out and if Mom gets back early, maybe you can talk with her then." Veronica smiled. She couldn't very well go wild here. Even if she was pretending to be her own daughter, her fingerprints wouldn't lie and getting arrested like this would cause all kinds of trouble.
"I'm sure we can find something to do while you wait." Madeline gave each of the guys a very thorough examination with her eyes. She even giggled a bit as they took a step back. They were used to having girls hanging off them, but such an aggressive pair was enough to intimidate even these two studs.
Mack was the beefier of the pair. He was a good six feet tall and built like a tank. His hair was just shy of a buzz cut, which did nothing to offset the thick brow and the slightly glazed look in his eyes. He bulged with muscles though, and both women were wetting themselves just thinking about how powerful he was.
Terrance was lankier, and was already returning the lustful winks from the girls. He looked like a runner, and he kept his hair long enough to have blonde wavy locks. There was an energy to him that just seemed to emphasize that he could keep going for hours. Veronica certainly wanted to find out if that was true.
"Sounds good, why don't we get going?" Terrance smiled. He tugged on Mack's arm and everyone headed out.
"So, I haven't seen you two around here before, do you go to the university?" Terrance asked as he pulled up with Veronica. Madeline was busy pressing her soft chest into Mack's arm and enjoying his shell shocked smile.
"Nah, I go to state. I'm just home to pick up a few things. Maddie actually graduated a few years ago, but we like to hang out." Veronica explained. She just needed to keep them talking for a little while. Her place was just off campus and then there wouldn't be much need to talk once they got there.
“That’s too bad, we could use more girls like you around.” Terrance gave Veronica a lustful glance. She quivered in response. Her pussy was welcoming every bit of the attention. It had been so long since men had paid her this kind of attention that she was reveling in it.
“Well, we’ll just have to make up for our absence.” Veronica cooed as they walked up to her door. Everyone tumbled inside. Madeline was still swooning over Mack, and Terrance was easily in her sway. She took a moment to look around her living room and think. She’d never really thought out an orgy before. She’d never even had more than one partner and now she was trying to figure out how she could manage three at once.
Madeline was trying to regain control, but all she could truly manage was to stroke Mack’s bulging arms. It was just so easy to let her arousal rule her. There wasn’t any doubt that Mack would be able to keep her satisfied for a while. That very fact made it hard to think about anything else.
Mack didn’t help things any when he pulled her onto the couch and slid his hands over her round ass. Madeline squealed as his hands worked their way up to her breasts. He was rough, but she liked it. There was something appealing to the primal passion of being mauled. She pressed her chest into his hands, then leaned in to lick his cheek. He smiled and gave her a demanding kiss.
Veronica caught a glimpse of the other couple already locked together as she busied herself with Terrance’s pants. At least it looked like Madeline was ready for a good time. Veronica wasn’t going to wait around longer to see. She had her own priorities, and there was nothing she wanted more then to get a nice taste of cock.
Terrance didn’t disappoint her as she pulled down his boxers and his cock popped out. He was well hung, a fact she’d heard rumors about, and now was happy to see first hand. She looked up at him with a wicked grin and then leaned in and gave him a long wet lick from the base of his balls to the throbbing head of his shaft. The taste was so strongly masculine that she shuddered from the intensity.
“I hope you don’t mind, I’ve always loved a big hard prick.” Veronica smiled as she slid her thin fingers around his balls and gently fondled them. There was no doubt he was quite the stud. She hated to reinforce his ego, but right now all she wanted was to get a good drilling.
“Oh!” Was all Terrance could say as she started giving the tip of his cock a series of wet kisses. Her tongue slid along the ridges of his hardness and left him throbbing with ever growing need. Veronica wasted no time pulling off her blouse and sliding out of her pants as she kept working on his eager cock.
Madeline was busy as well. Mack had helped her out of her top and she’d done the same for his shirt. She pressed her soft breasts into his hardened chest and quivered helplessly as they fought to get off her skirt. She’d never made out with such a muscle bound man before, and it was making her almost anxious with desire. She just hoped that his manhood lived up to the rest of his frame.
As soon as her skirt was sailing across the room, she got busy on his pants. She couldn't wait to find out just what he was hiding in there. She'd already felt his hardness straining against the cloth and she needed to get her hands on it. Madeline ripped out the belt and pulled down the zipper while he lifted his hips enough for her to pull down his pants. That left his cock tenting his plaid boxers and she gave him a gentle caress through the thin cloth from the bottom to top before grabbing at the waistband and letting him pop free.
Mack gasped as her cool hands wrapped around his throbbing shaft. Madeline had to fight down and eager titter as she slid her hands over his thick veined manhood. She'd never been with a man this big, and her pussy was aching in anticipation of being stuffed full of such a cock. She was almost unable to wrap her whole hand around his hardness and she made sure to keep him hard with a light caress.
Madeline climbed back up on the bulging athlete, enjoying the thrill of their naked flesh bumping and sliding together. She straddled him, letting her nipples poke into his chest as she lowered her hips and started to rub her slit over his hard length. She moaned as she ground her wet folds against his hardness, and leaving him with a silly grin as he ran his strong hands up and down her silky thighs.
"I want you on top." Madeline bent over Mack's shoulder to whisper seductively. She felt so hot, so needy and what she wanted was to feel him ravishing her with his thick cock. She wanted to be at his mercy, so that he could set the pace and use her flesh while all she could do was moan in pleasure.
She let out a happy squeal when he grabbed her ass firmly and stood up, lifting them both for a moment. She wrapped her legs around his hips as he turned around and then pressed her back onto the couch. She opened her legs again as he fell on top of her. It was a bit awkward lying across the couch, but they still fit, and she felt his cock pressing against her nether lips again.
"Oh, oh! Yes!" Madeline gasped as he began thrusting into her. She was wet and ready, but he still struggled to enter her. He took his time, allowing her eager pussy time to adjust to his girth before sliding back and then pushing deeper again. She swooned as he stretched her open. She fought down the urge to clamp her pussy around the invader. She knew she needed to relax so that he could get all the way inside.
Mack didn't make it any easier as he slid his hands up and started to squeeze on her breasts again. Madeline wanted to just let go and give into her wanton desires, but he was still drilling deeper into her aching womanhood. Each push filled her even more and drove her wild with the need to be fucked hard. When he started to nibble on her neck she nearly reached the limit of what she could endure.
"Deeper! Please, deeper!" Madeline begged as she felt another inch of cock push inside. She was pressing her hips up to meet him, but it didn't help enough. She pulled her legs open wider, aching to enjoy every bit of his full hardness.
Madeline let out a restrained gasp as she felt him pull back, nearly sliding himself out of her warm depths. He held there for a moment, the tip of his cock barely inside her, and then he thrust deep. Madeline let out a cry of fulfillment as he drove deep, stretch her pussy all the way to her very core until his balls slapped between her legs. She'd never felt so full, so wickedly impaled, and now there was only one thing she could think of.
"You're so big! Oh, please... please fuck me hard!" Madeline writhed against him, her hands running over his back as she struggled against the insane feeling of fullness inside her. She needed him now more than she could imagine, and wanted to be nothing more than the ravished slut under such a bulging stud.
Veronica smiled as she took a glance over at the happy pair. Madeline's demands and Mack's eager response were echoing around the room. It was impossible to ignore them, and even harder not to be turned on watching their sculpted bodies wrapped together in passion. Veronica felt a twinge of envy was she watched Madeline writhe against the bulging hunk. Still, she had Terrance to enjoy and she wasn't going to let that opportunity pass.
In fact, she felt wicked as she pressed Terrance into the wall with her naked body. She was a professor, and he was her student, at least twenty years younger than her. He didn't know it, but that didn't change the reality for her. The penalties for even dating a student were severe, and despite a litany of temptation and opportunity, Veronica had resisted the urge for years. Now she let all the rules fly away as she pressed her soft tits into his muscled chest and continued stroking his long hard cock.
If her department head knew she was about to mount one of the school's star athletes, she'd be in a disciplinary hearing in a heartbeat. That very fact only made Veronica hotter. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a wild kiss. Her tongue assaulted his mouth, for a moment he hesitated before eagerly joining in. His hands pulling her close. She squirmed in lust as she felt her soft flesh rubbing against his hard muscles.
The he surprised her by grabbing onto her waist and pulling her up. Terrance kept kissing her as he turned around and pressed her into the wall, her legs dandling for a moment before she could lift them up and wrap them around him. Veronica realized her steaming pussy was poised right above his hard cock and moaned into his open mouth as she felt him press into her slit.
He positioned her hips carefully and then she had to break the kiss as he lowered her onto his hard cock. Veronica simply couldn't endure the raw passion for a moment longer without letting out a lustful cry of satisfaction. She'd never felt so satisfied being impaled before. The very wantonness of the position didn't help any either. No man had ever taken her like this, and it felt so good to have her pussy stretched open while he held her in the air.
She was completely in his power and the sensuality of that fact was almost overwhelming. He soon had Veronica fully stuffed, and then started to thrust into her as she was suspended against the wall. What little composure she had left fell away as he began hammering his cock into her.
"Yes! Oh Fuck! Fuck me, oh god, fuck me!" Veronica cried out as her whole body shook with each hard thrust. The raw savagery of his pounding rhythm was quickly sending her towards her peak. He was ravishing her willing flesh, and all she could do was moan and gasp as he used his cock to take her.
The sight of Madeline screaming in pleasure as Mack pounded between her legs only made Veronica feel even more needful. She'd watched porn on occasion, but having it happen right in her own living room while she was being fucked made it even hotter. The sounds of flesh and passion echoed around her living room and she swooned, adrift in raw arousal and desire.
Terrance may not have been an expert on sex, but his cock and his stamina made up for any lack of technique and Veronica was beginning to quiver as she was driven right to the edge of control. She dug her fingers into his back and kissed at his cheek as he continued thrusting into her, spreading her tender, eager folds and running his cock against her clit. His rhythm was quickly peaking as well and when he suddenly pushed deep into her, Veronica let out a deep moan as they came.
As the first warm blast of semen filled her depths, Veronica felt a rush of orgasmic pleasure flow through her entire being. She threw her head back against the wall and wailed as the pressure inside her broke. Ecstasy flowed from her deeply stuffed pussy to the tips of her toes and fingers. Her skin tingled as she pulled him close and simply trembled against him.
The sounds of release from across the room was all that it took for Mack to reach his limit as well. With a few more savage thrusts he buried his thick cock into Madeline and began filling her with cum. Her pussy squeezed around him as she came as her cry of pleasure bounced off the walls. She was growing used to the powerful orgasms of her transformed body, but that did nothing to weaken the effect.
Everyone collapsed after that for a few minutes. Their naked bodies piled onto the couch and they took turns casually stroking and snuggling against each other as they recovered. Madeline gave Veronica a knowing look while the older woman panted breathlessly against Terrance's firm chest. There was no way to overstate how strong the magical orgasms were.
The foursome continued for hours more. The two women changed partners and each managed a to get two cocks stuffing them at the same time before the ravenous duo managed to exhaust the two athletes. Madeline felt an odd satisfaction when they finally kicked the guys out. She'd managed to outlast both of them. If the spell wasn't about to wear off, she'd have been happy to keep going for hours.
"So it's about time to go back?" Veronica looked down at her enlarged chest. It wouldn't be easy to go back to her frumpy old self after all this. It had been the best sex she could remember.
"Yeah, I can already feel the spell lifting. It's kind of anti-climatic. It doesn't feel anything like the transformation." Madeline replied from the couch. She was still naked and simply enjoying it until the spell broke. She knew her concern would reassert once the magic wore off and wasn't exactly looking forward to that.
That was the moment the spell began to reverse. The two women watched as they started to change again. Madeline's bust deflated, her hair pulled back into her normal bob cut and her skin tone lost its healthy tan. Her breasts remained a cup size too large, but otherwise she was back to normal.
Veronica, however, barely shifted at all. Her hair returned to its normal length, her breasts sagged a little and her skin lightened, but only a little. She looked a bit older than before, but nothing near her natural age. The difference was unmistakable, and her eyes began to bulge as the feeling of transformation lifted.
"Madeline! I'm... I'm..." Veronica looked down and began to panic. As the all consuming lust fell away, the fact that she was still mostly transformed was abundantly clear, and the consequences of that slammed into her.
"You didn't change back!" Madeline shot up and ran over to her purse. She fumbled around in it for a moment before she pulled out the case and snapped it open. The brooch was glowing as brightly as ever before, and she could feel its power. "It's never glowed like this before."
The two women looked at each other again. There wasn't a doubt now. They had to find out what the brooch was and how to make it stop.
The End 
Madeline's Brooch Part 5 - Arousing Conclusions
 "You're Professor Morgan?" Susan gasped a bit as she looked over the ravishing young woman sitting across from Madeline. Susan had rushed over to Veronica Morgan's apartment after Madeline's frantic call. Now she was just stunned by the voluptuous blonde. Susan could see the effects of the brooch's magic in Veronica's large and perky breasts and lustrous hair cascading over her shoulders.
"Yeah, and you're Susan. Pleased to meet you." Veronica got up and jiggled her way over to Susan to shake her hand. She didn't have any bras large enough for her enhanced bust, which guaranteed that she wouldn't forget what had happened to her easily. She wasn't quite as bothered by the whole change as Madeline was, despite the immediate inconvenience.
Madeline had brought her magic brooch by Veronica's office this morning. It had seemed too good to be true and Veronica hadn't been able to resist the temptation to have the magic brooch transform her as well. Within moments she'd gone from a mid-forties professor fighting the indignities of aging and became a young woman with perfect skin, hair and curves that would cause whiplash. All it had taken was to touch the small piece of jewelry that her former student had found.
Madeline had found the brooch in the new house she'd bought cheap from the estate of deceased older woman. After accidentally discovering its power, she transformed several times into a ravishing trollop who managed to bed Susan, her boss and several random guys before finally bringing the brooch to Veronica. The trouble was that the transformation spell was no longer completely reversing itself when it wore off. Madeline's normally flat chest was now a perky pair of round breasts. She'd gone to Veronica for help and her former art history professor was now stuck as a sexy twenty something version of herself.
"Oh, buttercups." Susan muttered as she used Madeline's favorite stand in for profanity. It seemed appropriate since the mousy little woman had been the root cause of all of this trouble. Susan had used the brooch's magic a couple of times as well, but had the good fortune to return fully to her natural body when the spell wore off.
"So what do we do now?" Madeline asked. She'd come here to get help, and now they were all worse off. Certainly, she wouldn't mind keeping her new breasts, but Veronica couldn't stay like this. There was simply no way to explain the extent of her transformation. The biggest problem was the brooch. Even though the spell had worn off a few hours ago, they could all feel the pull of the magic again. The enchantment embedded a desire to repeat the process, and everyone here had already succumbed to that power at least once.
"Well, I remember seeing an engraving around the jewels right before I activated the magic. I think we should start with that." Veronica nodded back over towards the small, embroidered jewelry case sitting on her kitchen counter. They'd managed to put the brooch back in its case, and now were just trying to keep away from it. The jewel inside was still glowing intensely enough that light was peeking out from the seams in the small box containing it.
"Did you recognize it?" Madeline asked. She welcomed any distraction that kept her from leaping up and running back over to the brooch.
"No, it didn't look like it used Russian or Latin letters. We do have a good linguistics department here, and I know one of the professors there pretty well. If he can't help us, at least he'd know who could." Veronica felt a warm thrill up her spine as she thought of Philip Jones. She'd had a fling with him years ago when she first started at the university. Their relationship had cooled since then. He was a little older than her, but still managed to keep his six-pack and hadn’t been disappointing in bed. If anything, his weakness was that he lacked a take charge attitude that she’d been looking for at the time.
"Okay then. Do we want to take a picture or something? I don't know if we should bring the brooch." Susan tried to keep herself from even looking towards the small box. It was just too easy to be tempted by the pure sexuality it exuded. The siren's call it sent out was all too much to resist. The last thing she wanted was to fall under its spell again.
"That's probably a good idea, but I don't want to leave it here. It's getting too powerful and I don't want it pulling in some random person while we're gone." Madeline said. She knew it could draw in people, that was how Veronica had become transformed. She certainly didn't want to make matters worse by getting more people involved. That didn't make her any more comfortable taking the brooch with them either. So long as it was close at hand, she could succumb to its magic and transform herself again.
The worst part was that she really did want to transform again. The depths of that raw sexuality were just so alluring. She'd always been a shy and reserved girl. Until the brooch transformed her, Madeline rarely dated and had only enjoyed a small portion of her sexuality, far too shy to embrace passion. The brooch's magic changed all that, once transformed she not only had the body of a lustful pixie, but the libido and desires of one.
“Okay, now we just need to get some pictures.” Susan turned to look at the brooch. The other two women looked as well. It was calling out to them, urging them to open the box and touch it. They sat there staring blankly, not wanting to be the one to go over, and yet all yearning to do so.
“Together, we should go together, and if anyone tries to touch it…” Veronica nodded slowly.
“We have to stop them.” Madeline agreed. It wasn’t a perfect plan, but it was the only one they had.
It took them a few minutes to prepare. They each donned gloves; somehow they knew that they had to touch the brooch with their skin to activate it. The gloves would allow them to pick it up, but also make it harder to activate. It wasn’t much protection, but every bit helped.
“Okay, I’m ready.” Veronica nodded as Susan and Madeline flanked the box. She had her camera ready. She didn’t want to take any longer to do this than she had to. Every moment standing next to the brooch was a moment that would put them at risk.
Susan gripped at the bottom of the case, while Madeline pulled open the lid. The central jewel was now shining bright enough to cast shadows around the room and the two women stood transfixed as Veronica moved in. They all felt woozy as they stared at the swirling light, but Veronica managed to snap several pictures as fast as she could and slammed the case shut.
The sudden action made the other two women jump as the trance was broken. They all backed away quickly, retreating to the other side of the room. There was no way to deny that its power had grown. Anything was possible, and they needed to get their answers quickly.
“Philip said he would take a look at it and we can all come over to his place to discuss what he’s found.” Veronica reported after she traded a few texts and the photos with her friend. It sounded like he had recognized something about the brooch’s inscription, but would take a little while to investigate. By the time they could get to his apartment, he hoped to have some answers for them.
Madeline and Susan grabbed a couple of scarves and carefully worked their way back to the brooch. They had their hands locked together as they walked, squeezing carefully to share their strength. Then they pounced as one, wrapping the small case in layer after layer of scarf and knotting the long runs of cloth. It would take time to unwrap it now, enough time that they could keep each other in check.
They set off. Veronica had struggled to find a top that would keep her new breasts from making too much of a display, but it left her a bit uncomfortable as it pinched her chest. Still, she felt invigorated as she walked. She’d not only gained a more youthful appearance, her entire body had regained her vigor. She felt like she could run a marathon, and an urge to do so, but tamped it down. There would be time for that later.
The other distraction was the attention that three lovely women could draw on a night such as this. Certainly, there were plenty of other coeds around, but there was something about these three that made every man turn his head as they walked across campus. Veronica was reveling in the attention. Susan was wary that such lustfulness could get them to interrupt their mission. Madeline was torn between both feelings. She’d come to enjoy the attention that men directed at her, but she needed to solve this mystery now.
Finally, they reached their destination. Philip lived on the other side of campus in a small apartment building. Veronica stopped for a moment to collect her wits. She’d told him a little about the brooch, but not about its power or what it had done to her. She needed to exude the confidence of a tenured professor, not the giddiness of youth, at least until she managed to convince him.
“Philip, it’s me, Veronica.” She shouted as she knocked. She heard the locks open and the door followed. Philip took a step back and then looked down at the women. His welcoming smile faded as his brow furrowed.
“Veronica?” He stammered as she looked down at her. His eyes deceived him as he looked at her. She looked fabulous, years younger, and her chest was clearly larger than the last time he’d seen her. The hair threw him the most, since it was so much longer than it had been only days ago. If he hadn’t received her texts or heard her voice just now he’d think this was her daughter or a niece.
“Yes. I know it’s going to take a bit to explain, can we come in?” Veronica nodded firmly. She did her best to radiate the air of command that she had in her classroom, despite her appearance.
“Where did we see each other last?” Philip asked. It was hard to deny the truth of his eyes, despite evidence to the contrary. It he was being played, he didn’t want it to go on any longer than it needed to. The truth of it was, the picture Veronica had sent was astonishing, and he was anxious to get back to his research.
“At the faculty dinner last week. Mason spilled his wine all over his wife and nearly got you.” Veronica replied and gave him a stern look. She didn’t want to waste any more time than she already had.
Philip caught that look and took another step back. The chill it sent down his spine left him no doubt and he waved the three girls in. No one could give such a cold stare as Veronica when she was annoyed.
"What happened to you?" Philip asked once everyone was inside. It was hard for him not to be stunned. Veronica looked simply ravishing, and he had to admit that seeing her like this was certainly stirring his cock. Still, he caught the anxious look from the other girls and held his lust in check. Something serious must be happening, and clearly Veronica's appearance had to be part of it.
"You're not going to believe it." Veronica sat down and motioned for everyone to join her. Philip sat and listened as she ran through the story, with Madeline and Susan chiming in as appropriate. He simply took it all in, finding the events almost impossible to accept. If Veronica wasn't sitting in front of him with a huge pair of tits, long hair and absolutely perfect complexion, he'd have laughed her right out the door.
"Magic..." Philip stated quietly, almost to himself. He thought back to the picture of the inscription and nodded. "I did find something about the inscription. I thought I recognized the language and I got confirmation just as you arrived. It's looks like a scripted form of ancient Georgian, but the vernacular is much more modern, I'd probably put it around nineteen hundred or so."
"That's the same period I dated the brooch. Did you get a translation of the inscription?" Veronica asked.
"Yes. The language was a bit strange, but roughly it comes out as, 'Surrender to pleasure and become what is desired. Control your passion and become what you desire.' A bit strange. I've asked around to see if anyone recognizes it." Philip replied. Now that he knew the story of the brooch, it made a lot more sense than it did when he first translated it.
Veronica sat back for a moment and then looked down at herself. Then she looked over at Madeline and Susan. Susan had turned back to her normal self after using the brooch. Madeline had only retained a reduced but still larger than normal bust. Veronica noted that she had almost remained in the same form as when she was transformed.
"Madeline, can you answer me honestly. I know it's a bit personal, but before you used the brooch did you want bigger breasts?" Veronica asked. She knew exactly how sore a subject that could be, but she had a theory now, and that required some confirmation.
"Well," Madeline blushed a bit and squirmed cutely in her seat. "Yeah, I... I did kind of. I didn't really have any before."
Veronica nodded and gave the poor girl a reassuring pat on her knee. Then she turned to Susan. "And I'll guess that you like your body, as much as any woman can."
"I suppose I do, I guess I've never really wanted to make any big changes, just little things." Susan nodded.
"And I hate to admit it, but I've wanted to regain my youth for years now." Veronica sat back again. Now she was sure that she had it. "I think that's it. When the brooch's spell lifts it gives us the body that we want, absent any direction otherwise. We've been just using it freely, letting it work on the default setting. Maybe if we use it knowing that we need to control it, then we can become what we want when it finishes."
"Then, if that's true..." Madeline turned back to look at the bundle of scarves that were wrapped around the brooch and its case. The other girls joined in.
"Then all we have to do is use it again." Veronica nodded.
"But what about its power? I don't even need to use it again and it's making me want to." Susan asked. It was a big question. There seemed to be two things happening. Not only was the brooch transforming them, it was drawing them in to activate the spell.
"I can only speculate, but it may be the fact that we haven't been choosing the transformation. It sounds like each time we use it, it's been because of the suggestions it is putting into our heads. We are surrendering to its temptation, and thus we become locked to its power. If we choose to be transformed, perhaps that will allow us to break free and regain control." Veronica explained her thoughts. It was no guarantee. The brooch was certainly powerful, and maybe it had infected them too much already. All she could do was cross her fingers and hope. Somehow she knew that if they didn't regain control soon, they'd be at the mercy of the brooch.
"Okay, then how should we..." Madeline let it hang in the air. She knew that if they transformed that they would turn back into lust crazed women again. Philip might not mind, but three girls and one guy wasn't exactly her idea of a great night. Sure, she knew just how much fun she could have with other women, but she still preferred men.
"And what about me, I don't need to change again, do I?" Susan asked. She was a bit torn by the notion. She certainly enjoyed the sex, but if she didn't need to be under the brooch's spell again, maybe that would be safer.
"I think we all need to do it. You may not need to change your body, but I think that the brooch still has power over your mind. You need to take control, and it will free you." Veronica answered. She did her best to sound certain despite the fact that she didn't really know just how this was going to go. If they were lucky, they'd really break the spell completely and return to their old selves. At worst, they'd end up trapped forever inside their transformed bodies and driven by unquenchable lust.
"All right, that just leaves the where and when." Madeline nodded. She didn't know if this was a good idea or not, but at the least they needed to try taking control of the situation. If they didn't try something she felt that there was no way things wouldn't spin out of control.
"Well, Philip, if you don't mind. I think we'll need a bit of help from you." Veronica turned to her old friend and they started to plan out the evening. She didn't want anything left to chance, and she wanted to be sure they'd all enjoy the proceedings as much as possible. There was no sense in letting a good thing go to waste.
There wasn't a lot to prep. Veronica's apartment had done well enough for their earlier encounter with her jock students. Still, There was a bit of rearranging and some borrowing of cushioned furniture to help round things out. All of the women knew that once they were transformed they were pretty much inclined to any kind of debauchery that could be imagined.
The harder part was the guest list. Veronica insisted that Philip join them, and the other two women agreed. He looked like he could keep up for a while. The trouble was they wanted at least two more men. None of them were exactly used to planning an orgy and they had little doubt that this was exactly what they were doing. The real trouble was that they didn't want just anyone to join them. They needed people they could trust, but they didn't want to let anyone else in on the secret or else they could just make the situation worse.
Finally, Madeline though up the answer. Her boss, Rodges and his assistant Karen could round out the group. They didn't know what was going on, but she could attest to their stamina and this would give her a chance to sort things out with her boss since he was going to start asking difficult questions when she got back to work anyway. Getting invited to an event like this would no doubt smooth over any issues. She couldn't imagine him turning her down. The other two women considered it for a few minutes and then agreed.
Rodges and Karen didn't disappoint. After the performance that Madeline had given them the day before they were more than ready for another round. Now all they had to do was wait for the duo to arrive. It shouldn't take too long, but it was long enough for them to order out and get a nice meal before settling in for an evening or lustful fun.
"So do you think you can keep up?" Veronica slid her soft chest up to Philip's bare arm. Now that they were settled on the plan she had to admit that she was getting excited. In fact, she was feeling frisky and brimming with youthful energy that she hadn't experienced in a long time. The memory of the morning's escapades didn't hurt anything either.
"I'll certainly try." Philip smiled down at her sheepishly. "Are you sure you want me here? I mean, if you aren't mastering the biggest practical joke on me since I was an undergrad, I'm not exactly young anymore."
Veronica smiled. She could certainly understand a bit of performance anxiety at this point. Given the story he'd been given, and just looking at the trio of young women would give an old man pause. Philip never did have an overabundance of confidence. She found it endearing, despite his normal attraction to forceful men. The truth was, as she was getting older she'd come to realize that the domineering type caused more trouble than not, and that was one of the reasons she was still single.
"I wouldn't have called you if I didn't think you could help. I hadn't exactly planned on this solution, but I guarantee that once we've started, I'll make sure that you don't get left behind." Veronica giggled. She pulled her hair back over her ear in a purely girlish maneuver and quivered happily as she saw him swoon. She knew Philip wasn't exactly popular with the ladies either, and this was probably the most attention he'd gotten in quite a while.
Part of her was even tempted to get started early. She could sense the tension in him, both eager and anxious at the same time. Veronica knew she could relieve some of that tension. The thought of pulling down his pants and diving in was getting her wet. Still, she knew she should wait. This would be a crazy enough evening without trying to jump the gun.
"Well, I think we've got things about as ready as we can." Madeline reported as she waved towards the room. She'd positioned cushions and pillows around the room. Susan had set up a little spread of food and drinks to get them started. They certainly couldn't go all night without a bit of nourishment. The selection was a bit limited since Susan had cleared out Veronica's refrigerator and half her pantry. A single woman wasn't normally stocked for this kind of event, but they'd make due.
Everyone's head snapped towards the door at the sound of the doorbell. Madeline and Susan held back, and it took Veronica a moment to pull herself away from Philip and strut over to the door. She only hoped that Philip liked what he saw of her swaying backside. She was still surprised at just how comfortable it was to really make a show out of such a simple thing. She'd never been quite the strut her stuff before, but now she just couldn't resist the urge to display her renewed youthfulness.
Rodges and Karen were looking around when the door flew open to reveal the voluptuously unbound professor. Her breasts were straining against her top, and Veronica had decided to forgo her attempt at containment and just let them jiggle freely. About the only thing suggesting her true age were the rather stern pair of wire rim glasses sitting on her nose.
"Hello. I'm Dan Rodges and this is Karen. We received an invitation from Madeline." Rodges's eyes couldn't help but latch onto the freely swaying roundness of Veronica's chest. He made a valiant effort to look her in the eyes, but when the cool evening air made her nipples poke through her thin top, there was no further hope of regaining his dignity and he simply enjoyed the show.
Karen was almost drawn in as well. She managed to control herself enough to extend her hand, which Veronica took gently and gave the young woman a soft shake. "I'm guessing that you're Veronica. It's a pleasure to meet you."
"Yes, and I'm glad you both could come, now, let's all get inside and the real fun can start." Veronica ushered her two guests inside. She could see that Madeline and Susan had already unwrapped the brooch case and they were standing over by the couch, each with one hand on the little embroidered box. The professor swooned for a moment, feeling the draw of the brooch calling to her. She stepped over to join them.
"Everyone here has now heard about the power that the brooch has, and since we hope this will be the last time we use it until we can understand it better, I wanted everyone to get a chance to see real magic. Then we can all enjoy ourselves." Madeline smiled sheepishly as she reached over to carefully crack open the case. It was time. She was a bit nervous showing off the transformation in front of her boss and coworker, but they'd already seen her far more intimately. She knew it was the vestiges of her old shyness, despite everything that had happened, she'd not completely lost her reservations.
As the case opened, the swirling blue glow flowed out into the room. It was strikingly bright, casting shadows even against the relatively bright lights of Veronica's living room. The ebb and flow of the color were unlike anything else, and only added to the magical energy in the air. The three women who'd already been touched by it stood staring for a moment. The raw power was surging through them, and now it was their time to claim it.
Madeline moved her hand first. Somehow it felt different now than all those times before. She was reaching out to touch it of her own will, because she wanted it, not because it was drawing her in. The siren call fell away as she asserted her will, and she felt a slight jolt when her fingers finally touched the cool metal.
Veronica and Susan followed a moment later. Their own desires pushed away the enchantment and as their skin felt the smoothness of the brooch's surface, they also felt a jolt of energy before the normal tingling of transformation started to flow through them.
The blue glow from the central gem swirled and flared for a moment before it flowed out, dividing into three parts as it flowed up each woman's arm. As it had each time before, the blue glow wrapped around them, transforming their flesh in a wave of magical energy.
Madeline was first. Her skin cleared and became smooth and soft. Her fingernails grew sharp and painted a devilish red. Her muscles firmed up as what little fat she had spread around to give her a softer look. Her hair flowed from a short bob until it was cascading past her waist in full-bodied brown lochs. Her figure shifted next, from a skinny little woman to voluptuous curves, a large pair of breasts, tight waist and flaring hips. Finally, her face changed, not so much as to make it hard to recognize her, but just adjusting the details so that she became the perfect mark of beauty.
Veronica and Susan transformed in unison. In truth, they changed little. Veronica regained the magically perfect skin and her curves became a bit smoother. Susan also enjoyed modest changes to her skin and bust. The effect was still striking, each change made always enhanced their sexuality, from lifting up their breasts, to lengthening their eyelashes. When the magic finished its work, the two women were as perfectly desirable as only magic could achieve.
The three observers stood in awe. It was simply an impossible thing that they all witnessed, and yet they couldn't deny their eyes. The power of it reverberated around the room. The charged atmosphere that had existed before the transformations was now ready to explode. Philip and Rodges were as hard as two men could be and Karen's panties were soaked just from the sexual energy pulsing through the room.
Veronica was the first to move. The rush of arousal from the transformation only fueled the yearning that she'd felt before touching the brooch again. Now there was no denying her need for satisfaction. She nearly leapt the few feet to Philip and wrapped her arms around him. He stood there stunned for a moment before she snaked her hands around his neck and pulled him down for a passionately wet kiss. She cooed as he returned her affection, and she felt his hardness straining against his pants as she pressed her breasts into his hard chest.
Madeline and Susan didn't wait to watch the other couple. The two women strutted over to Rodges and Karen with raging lust swirling in their eyes. The sight of their breasts bouncing in unison and their hips swaying with the same rhythm served to flare the wicked heat burning in the room. Madeline decided to start with Karen as Susan wrapped around Rodges.
For a minute the room was filled with the smacking of lips and the wild caresses of free hands over soft flesh. There was no further need for words, and the sexual tension was too strong to resist. Clothes started to fly around the room. First, it was Karen's top, then Susan's skirt. Pants and shirts were tossed aside, followed only moments later by bras, panties and boxers. No one was in the mood for tender lovemaking, it was all a race to that first needful release.
"Are you sure this is a good idea?" Philip asked as Veronica knelt down and opened up his pants. Her delicate fingers made quick work of his buckle and was unzipping his trousers while his eyes darted from her naked flesh to the debauchery on the other side of the room. He could feel his hardness straining against his boxers, yearning for freedom. The energy flowing around the room disturbed the rational part of his brain that was fighting to retain some control.
Veronica simply pulled down his pants and boxers in one big pull. A wolfish grin grew on her face as she admired his throbbing manhood. It had been years since the last time she'd seen it, and she wasn't disappointed. At this point she knew that words were useless, and simply bent in and took the tip into her mouth and started to suck. Philip let out a cry of surprise as she traced around the bulging head of his cock with her tongue.
She'd never been shy about oral sex before, but with the magic of the transformation still fresh in her system she found it more wickedly enjoyable. Veronica wanted Philip so worked up that he'd stop worrying and just dive in. As she started to bob her head onto his cock, he stopped asking silly questions and simply let out gasps and moans of pleasure. His hands reached down to stroke her hair as he struggled to retain control. Her hands didn't make it any easier as she caressed his balls and stroked the lower part of his shaft.
Then just as she could feel him beginning to lose control she pulled up, letting his cock slide out of her mouth with a loud pop. Veronica slowly stood up, letting her nipples drag against his firm stomach and chest until she pulled down his head for another kiss. "Now it's your turn."
Philip blinked for a moment as he came down from the intense edge of release and then smiled down at Veronica. He slid his hands down to her waist and then picked her up as she squealed excitedly. He took a few steps over to one set of cushions and then tossed her onto her back. Veronica slid her legs open and watched as he knelt down and pressed his mouth into her aching pussy lips.
"Oh, oh, Philip!" Veronica gasped as he sent his tongue over her inflamed flesh. He traced the valley between her labia from the entrance to her depths to the front of her mound, and then pressed deeper. He sought out the tender folds around her clit and then started to suck and gently nibble around her sensitive nub.
Veronica squirmed as he continued his assault upon her sensitive flesh. She couldn't imagine where he'd learned how, but Philip was expertly turning her into a seething mass of need. Her pussy ached for him, but she was torn. As much as she wanted to feel his manhood plunging into her, she didn't want him to stop working his tongue between her legs. She ground her pussy into his mouth as she gripped the sides of the cushions, fighting to hold on as the pressure inside her kept building.
"Please, please..." She whimpered, gasping as the needs of the flesh overwhelmed everything else. It was all so good, she didn't even know what she was begging for, aside from the release she was rushing towards. She'd pulled her thighs open as far as she could, opening herself for whatever Philip choose to do to her.
Philip gave her pussy another long lick and then pulled up, crawling over her and trailing kisses up her soft stomach until he reached her heaving chest. Veronica was panting, balancing on the peak as he slid his mouth over one of her hard nipples and started to suck on her. He sent a hand over the other breast, squeezing her softness as he nibbled on her tender teat. Veronica let out another moan as he teased her, She squirmed with frustration as she slid back from the frantic edge. She needed more!
He didn't make her wait long. He licked at her nipple for a moment, then pulled away until he was poised between her legs. Veronica positioned herself for him, her pussy open and eager as he pressed the head of his shaft into her nether lips. She looked up at him, begging him to take her. Her earlier tryst with her students had been full of passion, but Philip had injected a tenderness into this moment that had her swooning.
Philip lowered himself for a soft kiss as he rubbed his hardness along the length of her wet pussy. His cock was soon dripping with her juices as their tongues danced. She pressed her hips up, rubbing her tender folds against his shaft. Then he pulled back and she quivered in anticipation as she felt the tip of his manhood slide down her slit and press against her seething channel.
"Oh, god..." Veronica moaned when he thrust forward. With one long thrust he slid deep into her, filling her aching void to perfection. She shuddered as he ground his hips into hers with the base of his cock pressed into her stretched pussy lips. The sudden fullness was almost too much for her, and she pulled him to her again. She wrapped her arms around his chest, and dragged him down for another wanton kiss as her legs captured his thighs.
Philip kissed her passionately as he started to move inside her. This was no time for tenderness. Their needs were too hot, each aching with lust, and he quickly found a pounding rhythm that had them both panting and gasping. Veronica's breasts bounced against his chest with every filling thrust as he pulled back to her gates each time before plunging deep. His hands slid over her open flesh, caressing and stroking as she dug her fingers into her back.
They were lost to the fury of untamed arousal. Their flesh becoming one as he hammered her seething flesh. Her hips rose to meet each forceful thrust and they traded kisses and licks as they gave into to their animal passions. The raw energy drove them on longer than they would have thought possible, but the needs of their flesh were reaching the point of boiling over.
They cried out together as Philip gave her quivering pussy a final deep thrust. His cock exploded inside her, filling her with his cum as the sudden feeling of impalement sent her over the edge. Her pussy squeezed down on his shaft as her orgasm consumed her. Her hands dug into her back, pulling him closer as she felt his hardness pulsing. The raw intensity of pleasure left her panting and shuddering beneath his firm flesh. It was only now as they lay panting that they remembered they weren't alone.
Rodges was busy trying to handle three horny women at once. He'd been pushed back onto the couch once they'd stripped him bare. Susan was kneeling between her legs with her lips wrapped around his cock as she gave him a passionate sucking. Madeline and Karen flanked him, each naked with their generous breasts pressing against his arms and chest. He did his best to please them both, with his hands stroking their wet pussies. It wasn't easy to keep a rhythm with both hands as Susan continued demonstrating her skills on his manhood.
Madeline moaned as Rodges found her clit with his stroking fingers. His technique could still use some work, but she was so horny that even his awkward fumbling felt wonderful. She felt rather mischievous as she pressed her naked flesh into his and kissed his cheek while she moaned wantonly. She enjoyed acting so shamelessly, knowing that it must be driving him wild.
Karen felt the same way as she mirrored Madeline's actions from the other side. Despite her adventurous ways she'd never found herself with two other girls and one guy. She knew Rodges was doing his best, but he couldn't keep it up for long before one of them would draw his complete attention.
Susan knew that as well, and as she brought him closer to his peak, she planned to be the first woman Rodges would enjoy today. Her pussy was aching for him, and she knew all she had to do was climb up and mount her hungry flesh on his. The hardest part was holding back so he could enjoy the moment. Having three women at once was something that few men could ever realize, and Susan wanted to let him savor the experience while he could.
It wasn't hard to draw it out. She knew just how to keep a man from getting too excited while keeping him near that ragged edge. Susan ran her tongue over his length, teasingly licking around the head and then taking it in her mouth. When she felt him starting to strain against the urges boiling up, she would pull back and return to simply teasing kisses for a few moments before she started again with another licking pattern.
All the while, she had a hand between her legs. She was so hot that it was hard to keep disciplined, but she managed to hold it together. She was dripping wet, and resisted the urge to plunge her fingers deep inside. The hard cock in her mouth was the next thing she wanted to feel inside her hungry folds. She admired his size, and the fact he'd managed to keep control despite being pressed between so much soft feminine flesh.
Susan continued until she had him right at the boiling point. He was too excited to come down easily, but he was holding on. She smiled and finally pulled her lips from his bulging hardness. She slowly kissed his tip and then proceeded up his stomach, to his firm chest. She’d admired him before, and now that she was under the brooch’s spell she couldn’t keep from indulging.
He was everything that Madeline had said. Now, Susan had the chance to enjoy him. She climbed up, her nipples following where her lips had just been. Her breasts jiggled as she climbed onto his lap. The other girls backed off enough so that she could straddle him. His cock was already standing up straight. She lowered her hips, carefully guiding her pussy onto his hardness. She rubbed her slit against him, covering him with her juices.
“Are you ready?” She asked as she teased the tip of his cock with her slick nether lips. She knew it must be driving him wild to be so close and yet held outside. She could feel his hips twitching, fighting to thrust up, but held down by her weight and the attentions of the other two women. Susan savored the moment, she’d found herself on the opposite end many times before, but she rarely managed to be the one in control like this. As much as she enjoyed being teased into a helpless wanton creature, there was a satisfaction to be found in being the one doing the teasing.
“I am.” Rodges smiled. She could see he was doing his best to hide how desperate he was, how much he needed the freedom to claim her flesh. Susan admired his discipline, even though she could see the cracks forming as she let his cock head dip slightly deeper into her warm passage.
“Good.” She moaned as she pressed down. Her pussy spread around him as her hips lowered onto him. Susan shuddered from the feeling of fullness growing between her legs as she let him slip deeper inside. Between her sopping wetness and his raging hardness, she had no trouble taking him into her depths. Finally, they gasped together for a moment as she ground her pussy lips into the base of his cock.
Before he could say anything, she assaulted his lips with hers. The wanton passions raging inside them were unleashed and they ground their naked bodies together, savoring the union of their flesh. The wonderful mix of hard and soft, wet and hot, it all simmered together. The frantic moment of their kiss gave broke down their control. Susan began shifting her hips, lustfully humping his aching hardness.
Rodges was still pinned by her weight, but his hands were free to roam her flesh as she set the rhythm of their fucking. He bit his lip to keep from simply firing off from the raw pleasure her eager flesh was delivering. His cock was throbbing as her tightness caressed and squeezed with her every movement.
Susan was barely in control as well. She gasped and moaned, both from the hardness drilling between her legs and the way his hands stroked and squeezed her. She couldn’t deny him, couldn’t deny the needs of her flesh. Her desire was simply too much to contain, and when his hands finally sank into her ripe breasts, it was too much to contain. She hammered her hips into his and cried out as the pleasure in her finally broke free and flowed through her.
Rodges howled as he lost control. His cock pulsed inside her as Susan kept working her hips frantically. His seed flowed into her as he panted. Even the wild time he’d spent with Madeline paled compared to the power that this woman had. He pulled her close, kissing her again as they both shared in the ecstasy of the raw passion.
As the spent pair collapsed together on the couch, Karen and Madeline pulled away. They’d both been mesmerized by the raw sexuality on display and now that the peak had been reached, that spell was broken. The two women looked at each other. It had barely been a day since their last encounter, but Madeline could see the eagerness in Karen’s eyes for a repeat.
Karen slipped off the couch, and took hold of Madeline’s hand. She pulled Madeline off the couch and sent her spiraling towards a set of cushions on the floor before she reached for her purse. Karen had come prepared this time for another escapade with the frisky little woman. It only took a moment of fumbling for her to pull out the non-descript bag that held her toys. She took a moment, making sure that Madeline saw as she opened it up and pulled out a thick strap-on dildo.
Madeline watched, at first surprised at Karen’s foresight, and then eager to try out the thick toy. She’d never actually seen such a thing in real life, the closest was her toy at home, and that had never been made to be used like this. Karen stepped into the harness and pulled it up, sliding a smaller sympathetic dildo into her pussy before tightening the straps. Just the sight of the hard fake cock was enough to get Madeline even more excited.
As Karen finished adjusting the toy, Madeline quickly considered what to do. There were so many options, and she knew there would be time to try out many of them. Finally, she decided and rolled over. She pressed her chest into the soft cushions as she pushed her round ass into the air, wiggling it back and forth enticingly. She was so hot, so ready for more that the very idea of being mounted and taken like an animal fit her mood perfectly.
Karen didn't waste any time taking up position. She'd only had a chance to use this particular rig a few times before, and only with a far less adventurous partner. She looked forward to having some fun with the spunky brunette in front of her. Karen started by rubbing the thick shaft along Madeline's wet slit. It didn't take long to get it covered in juices as the small woman moaned and whimpered from the assault.
"Oh, yes! Put it in!" Madeline panted. The craving between her legs was growing to epic proportions. She could barely remember being so horny, even after the last few days of depravity. Karen skillfully rubbed all her sensitive spots and just the thought of having something so long and hard inside her was getting Madeline even more excited.
Karen pulled back and carefully guided the tip down the grove of Madeline's slit until it slid easily into the entrance to her pussy. She could see that Madeline was fighting to keep from squirming as she begged to be filled. Karen stroked Madeline's perfectly smooth ass for a moment, admiring the magic's work before giving the prone woman a sharp smack on her ass. As Madeline squealed, Karen pressed her hips forward, thrusting deep into warm flesh.
Madeline wailed as Karen drove into her. The sensation was so familiar, but for a moment it was strange as well. The thickness was so much like a man, but the cool plastic was almost a shock. She didn't have long to consider it as Karen quickly started a rough, hard pace. Madeline bounced with every thrust, gasping and panting as Karen quickly drove her to the height of pleasure.
Karen was shuddering as well, doing her best to keep up her strong rhythm. The way the nubs on the harness teased her clit and the small dildo rubbed inside her was enough to drive her wild, and the passionate sounds Madeline made only intensified her own arousal. Karen never got this excited or this wild and she didn't know how to control herself any further.
"Harder! Yes, fuck me harder!" Madeline squealed between driving thrusts. The raw intensity of Karen's pounding had her at the edge. She could feel that Karen was becoming frantic as well, but it was different from the way a man would increase his fervor in those final wild thrust. Karen's hips were wavering, and Madeline knew it was because she was about to cum. She needed Karen to finish her first before breaching that final resistance.
Karen did her best to comply with Madeline's request, but her own release was so close. She was gripping hard into the brunette's hips, trying to steady herself as she rammed the fake cock into Madeline's quivering flesh. All the pent up energy from watching Rodges and Susan was boiling over, and she did her best to mimic the final franticness of a man before she lost all control.
Madeline wailed as her pussy was pounded mercilessly. The raw pleasure of it was almost enough, and then she felt a hard deep thrust and Karen's hands squeezing her hips as the blonde cried out. That final combination of pain and pleasure sent Madeline over the edge, and her voice joined with Karen's as her orgasm washed over her.
The power of it flattened her. Madeline's legs gave way and the pair fell onto the cushions as the dildo slipped out of her quivering folds. Karen collapsed on top of her; lacking the power to keep herself up. All the energy that had built up was now coursing through them as raw ecstasy, reducing them to puddles of wet, panting flesh.
By now the room was filled with the panting from their shared workouts. The frenzy of lust had been sated and now everyone was recovering for the next round. Madeline knew from experience that it wouldn't take long for her or the other transformed women to be ready for another session, and she just wondered how long it would take them to get the men and Karen ready.
As the fog of contentment started to fade, she took a moment to look over at the other couples. Veronica was already starting to tease Philip back into form for another go. Rodges was busy stroking Susan's ripe breasts as well. It couldn't be long before they would start working the next round. Madeline smiled. There would be plenty of time to enjoy all the wicked fun they could think of.
It didn't take long for them to start another session of sex and a third followed soon after. After an hour, everything simply blurred together as they let their lust guide them from one powerful orgasm to another. It wasn't until the evening was nearly over that they found themselves naked and relaxed some on the couch, some on the cushioned floor as they approached the time for the spell to wear off.
Madeline sat there for a moment, enjoying the casual nudity around her. It was a strange feeling being naked like this, even after all she'd done. She'd enjoyed every moment of it, and yet she felt a longing to return to a more normal existence as well. She didn't want to go back to the closed off life she'd had, but after days of wild orgies, she would be happy to find a bit more of a middle ground.
As she felt the first hints of the spell lifting she casually got up and walked over to the brooch. It was still glowing, as brightly as ever and this time she felt an urge to do something she'd not done before. Susan and Veronica joined her. Each of the women standing naked around the glowing gem and they all reached out to touch it.
Another rush of energy flowed out of it. For the first time since they'd found it, the central stone went dark as the swirling energies flowed around the trio. They all gasped as the magic worked around them. For a moment they were confused, awash in the tingling magic.
"Now, take control! Tell it what you want to be!" Madeline gasped as she suddenly understood what she had to do. Susan and Veronica nodded and they each closed their eyes as the swirling glow surrounded them and grew brighter with every moment. They focused their inner thoughts, concentrating on what they wanted from the magic. Then, as the swirling seemed to blur into an even glow, it flared and left the three women again standing naked around the brooch.
Everyone's eyes turned to the trio. Susan looked much the same, as the magic had barely transformed her, it was hard to see much change as the spell fell away. Veronica's transformation was more pronounced. Her figure returned mostly to its original form, though with a bit less fat and much smoother skin. Her bust was reduced as well, but her smaller breasts retained the youthful perkiness they'd had from the spell's magic. Finally, her hair and face returned to their old form, save a few wrinkles.
Finally, came Madeline. She smiled as she looked down. Her hair had returned to its normal bob cut, and her figure had lost most of the curves the brooch had given her, but her hips were a bit more pronounced and she still had a pair of small ripe breast poking out from her chest.
"Are you all okay? It doesn't look like it worked." Philip asked. As crazy as the night had been, he hated for it to all be a waste. Yet, his eyes clearly showed that the effects of the magic had not been completely wiped away.
"Well, I'm fine." Madeline smiled as she looked down at her chest again. "I decided to keep them, after all. But I don't feel the brooch calling to me any more. I think it worked."
"Yeah, I don't feel it either." Veronica looked over at the brooch for a moment. That pulling desire to touch it was gone. At least for now, the spell seemed to have truly been broken. "I couldn't resist making a few improvements either."
"You look wonderful." Philip nodded as he took in the sight of Veronica standing there. She looked almost half her age, aside from her face, and even there she looked a good decade younger. It wasn't enough of a change that people would suspect anything more than a skilled use of makeup, but he would always know the truth.
Veronica nodded. She could tell that she'd sparked a new attachment to him through the day's events. They'd always been friends, but after today, she might give him another chance at being more than that.
"All good here." Susan added. She'd not done much on the outside with the magic, but she'd taken the opportunity to retune her physic so she could maintain her figure and muscles without so many trips to the gym or so tight a diet. Somehow she could feel that she'd never have to worry about eating that extra dessert again.
"Well, I think we should put this away for safe keeping until we figure out some more about it." Madeline said as she closed the case to the brooch. As much as she'd enjoyed the last few days, it would be a while before she'd be comfortable playing with magic again. She'd never imagined she'd be in this position. But at the moment there was one other important concern.
"Can anyone help me find my clothes?" She blushed slightly. As the thrill of that final transformation faded and her normal modesty began to reassert itself, she felt a serious rush of embarrassment at being so exposed.
Everyone laughed. It seemed the perfect way to prove that everything was returning to normal. They quickly went on a clothes hunt. The worries that had brought them here were all gone now. The power of the brooch would wait until they were ready for it. For now, it was time to get on with their lives and simply enjoy the memories.
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