Return-Path: fmw675@freenet.mb.ca

Date: Fri, 8 Aug 1997 19:57:55 -0500 (CDT)

From: Sormin <fmw675@freenet.mb.ca>

To: Wren <draconus@gdn.net>

Subject: BE story

Sorry for the long wait. Here's another story I've been working on.

TITLE - RHYME MASTER

PART ONE

========

     "So, what's this all about, Tom?"

     Tom turned a little in the act of opening the door to the second room in

the apartment to face his friend, Rick, behind him. The dirty blonde, spectacled

twenty-four year old with the still-pimplely face on his pudgy body grinned at

him. "This'll blow your mind," he chuckled and opened the door. When he walked

in, the slimmer and average-looking Rick gaped at the sight.

     Most of the furniture belonging to Tom's roommate Walter had been

cleared away, a fact that would greatly annoy the other computer wiz when he

returned from vacation. In its place, a complicated series of drawings had been

painstakingly drawn on the floor, along with Tom's ever-present computer in a

corner. After making sure he had not stepped on anything, Tom turned to smirk at

the stunned Rick. "What do you think?" he asked.

     "Shit, Tom!" Rick exclaimed, "Walter's gonna be pissed! What the hell IS

all this?!"

     "Exactly right," Tom agreed, making the black-haired young man blink at

him.

     "What?"

     "THIS," the slightly overweight man declared, "is to summon up a

demon!"

     Rick stared at his friend. "I think you've been hitting the Extra-Strength

Caffeine Jolt a little too much, Tom. Demon??"

     "Well, a small imp, actually," Tom admitted, then laughed. "Actually, I

am just kidding," Rick rolled his eyes; he knew it, "but I found this really neat

book and thought to give it a try just for the hell of it." Both laughed at the joke.

"This is the double version of one of the spells. Wanna give 'er a go?"

     Rick chuckled. "What the hey. Sure. We'll ask for a few nubile nymphs or

something."

     "That's why I called you over: your love of fantasy." Oddly eager, Tom

pointed to a blank circle on the floor. "Just stand there, I'm going to do all the

work."

     "Even better," Rick said as he carefully went to the indicated spot. Tom

went to another one with a more richly defined line around it. Appropriate, Rick

thought, amused.

     With a suddenly serious face, the blonde hacker started chanting. Rick's

eyes widened; it sounded like Tom had been practicing for the words were clear,

if unknown. It went on for a minute before Rick started feeling the hairs of his

neck rise; somehow the words were echoing.

     The light for the room flickered and even with the window open the room

grew dark. Needless to say, Rick was getting frightened. Looking at Tom, he saw

the hacker's eyes were dancing with excitement and the words came faster, as if

he couldn't wait. 

     Disbelief was turning into shocked surprise. Rick wanted to leave, but like

Tom had said he knew a lot about fantasy and one thing you did NOT do was

leave a protective circle during a spell. 

And what his friend was doing was obviously working. 

     Then Tom was done.

     A small mote of light appeared in the center circle of the complicated

pattern and Tom and Rick gasped at the sight. Then another came, and another.

And another. The motes began multiplying exponentially as the humans gaped,

finally settling into a glittering column of stars. 

     This was an imp?! Rick thought disbelievingly.

     "I-I have s-summoned ye, imp, to do my will!" Tom stuttered. "Speak!"

There was nothing for a moment, then...

     #I am not an imp, human,# a cool whisper of a voice echoed in their

minds. Rick shuddered; the voice sounded ancient as Time. #Nor am I from the

lower realms you call 'Hell'.#

     "W-what??" Tom said, stunned.

     #You miscast the spell,# the being said flatly. #So much so that you

caught MY essence accidently.#

     "Then will you do my bidding?" Tom asked hesitantly. Rick almost

slapped a hand over his eyes; what a question!

     #I am not bound by this spell,# the being said, and Tom's face fell, #nor

could you have in any case. I can be summoned, not controlled. My power is too

great.#

     Oh shit, Rick thought. Then stiffened as he felt a feather-light, yet

powerful touch in his head. He saw Tom stiffen as well.

     #Interesting. Human betrayal: you planned to sacrifice your friend if you

had succeeded with this.#

     "What?" Rick whispered, stunned.

     #You knew the spell would work, you have been learning from another

WITH others,# the being said aloud to Tom, who was looking pale and sweating.

His friend couldn't believe it; it was TRUE! #His soul in exchange for what you

desired from the powerful demon you planned to bring. But you messed it up

greatly.#

     "You son of a bitch," Rick growled, suddenly furious, but the next thing

the being said stopped him from leaping over and throttling the wide-eyed Tom.

     #I will therefore punish you and reward your victim for disturbing my

solitude.# Tom vanished with a horrified look on his face, Rick wasn't sure if his

own wasn't just as frightened. #What do you wish?# the being said emotionlessly.

     "Uh..." Rick sweated, he didn't want to piss this thing off so he had to

think of something quick. "Can you give me the...uh...ability to cast rhyme

magic?" It had gone through his head, it had to know what he meant. Being able

to make magic was a dream of his.

     #That is within my power. Granted.# Rick felt a tingle all over and then it

and the being vanished as fast as Tom had.

     The room returned to normal instantly with proper illumination, leaving

Rick alone, shaking, and wondering if he WAS dreaming.

     "Tom?" he said loudly, hoping his friend was still here. Nothing. Not

caring if the drawing was mussed, Rick near ran from the room, crying, "TOM!"

     Nothing again.

     Tom was gone.

     Rick, trying to look casual and not scared to death, returned to his car and

drove back to his own single-person apartment. The first thing he did was lie on

his bed. It was Friday afternoon, he didn't have to go to work, and the adrenaline

rush he had experienced was gone.

     He fell asleep instantly.

                         *****

     The police ringing on his doorbell the next morning woke him up. Mind

still foggy with sleep, he peered at the two standing at his doorway. One a burly

man with a mustache, and the other an attractive woman who would've caught his

attention had he been more awake and less shy.

     "Rick Mendholt?" the man asked politely.

     "I will be after my coffee." He yawned.

     "Were you at Tomas Finderson's residence yesterday?"

     "Sure," Rick agreed sleepily, not yet aware of his predicament as he was a

very slow riser and his wits weren't fully revved yet. The police noticed this.

"Damn weird dream I had too, thought he had gotten into demon summoning and

gotten blitzed by a mistake. Freaky." The pair exchanged uncertain looks.

     "Blitzed?" the woman asked him. 

     "I read a lot of fiction and I know this: never mess up a spell. It..." He

stopped and blinked as he came more awake. "Hey... why ARE you here?"

     "Mr. Finderson's sister visited yesterday and found her brother's apartment

unlocked, unoccupied, and his roommate's room left in an odd state. Witnesses

have claimed you left the building a short time before she arrived. Can you tell us

what happened?"

     "Uh..." Rick sweated; he couldn't tell him his friend tried to send his soul

to hell and vanished instead. "He invited me over after not calling for months. I

didn't know what he had been up to be he showed me this fucking weird design

he had made in his roommate, another friend of mine, Walter's room. He talked

me into trying to summon an imp, nothing happened, and, being a little freaked

by all this came back home and fell asleep until you woke me up."

     "What about that dream?" the woman pressed. Rick swallowed, then

grinned sickly. 

     "It's nothing. Really."

     "We'd LOVE to hear it."

     What the hell; they'll think it's a dream and I don't want to make up a

story. "Okay... In the dream Tom's spell worked, but he did it wrong and got some

sparkily-light super-being. It probed our minds and decided to punish Tom for

what he had planned to do to me. He vanished, it vanished, and I left. Silly, huh?"

     The man's eyes raised. "What DID he 'plan to do'."

     "Sell my soul for his own gain," I said, shrugging but shivering as it

could've gone that way. That bastard. "Standard demon stuff if you read fiction. In

any case, he probably left somewhere else after freaking me out and forgot about

his sister coming. Maybe crashed in a friend's place. Done it before."

     "All right," the policeman said. "Sorry to bother you, Mr. Mendholt."

     "No problem."

                          ****

     The two officers returned to their car. Normally something like this

wouldn't warrant investigation so soon, but that pattern on the apartment floor had

spooked some church-going, high ranking people. 

     "What do you think, Dan?" the woman asked her partner as he settled

behind the wheel.

     "I don't see how he could be involved, Sam," Dan mused. "He was only in

the apartment maybe ten to fifteen minutes from the witnesses we've already

gotten. That bizarre drawing took hours to make so the victim had to have made it

and there were no signs of a struggle."

     "Demon summoning," Samantha snorted. "Suuuure."

     "There's one thing that bugs me about what that kid told us."

     "That is..."

     "Don't you remember? One of the victim's neighbours heard someone

calling out the victim's name in a frightened tone." He paused. "Just before he

practically ran out of the building. As if someone had vanished before his very

eyes and he didn't believe it." His partner stared at him.

     "You AREN'T serious!"

     "Let's just say that I have a strong hunch that we'll not find this guy," Dan

said quietly. "Wherever he went."

     Sam gaped at him, then swallowed and laughed nervously. "We'll find

him. Eventually."

     Dan shook off the mood he had gotten into and laughed. "Sure, I'm just

imagining things. Let's go." He started the engine.

     Still, as they drove away, Samantha stared up at the floor where the

suspect lived. Which story had been the truth? she wondered.

     And did she really want to know?

                         *****

     The next week was a blur for Rick. Phone calls, visits, Tom's angry

roommate and friend Walter returned early from vacation to get his stuff and

move to another place. He'd told Rick Tom had been acting strange for a while

before he'd left on vacation, but the demon bit took the cake. Rick's boss was

sympathetic and told him to take the next few weeks off, the office where he

worked as a junior computer analyst could handle his absence for a while.

     Unfortunately, that left Rick with nothing to occupy his time for the next

two weeks. His last girlfriend had dumped him after she got tired of his slow

progress in their relationship. Too fast, you're oversexed; too slow, you're a wimp.

Women. At least he could read some of his books again.

     He froze.

     He had TOTALLY forgotten what ELSE the being had done.

     Could he really cast spells like he wanted to now? A catalyst rhyme and

supporting visualization to cast a spell? Feeling somewhat foolish, he tried it as

he straightened in his living room chair. 

     "Bright..." Would this work? "light?" He started as he felt a  small bit of

energy leaving him as a ball of yellow light coalesced before his eyes, floating in

the air.

     His jaw dropped.

     THE SPELL HAD WORKED!!!

     Rick walked all around the globe which continued to float in the air,

marvelling at it the whole time. How long would it last? Probably not long given

the simple spell he had used. He still couldn't believe it. What else could he do

with this? And how strong WAS he?

     His cock began to stiffen as some of his favourite fantasies rose to the

forefront of his consciousness. He had some ideas, but whether he could do them

was another story. It was fortunate Rick was not an evil man given his new

power.

     Still... some practice was in order.

                         *****

     Saturday, he went to the beach.

     It was a glorious day and the sands were littered with people on towels,

even as early as Rick had arrived. He was eager to try his new powers, to his

benefit, but not be too obvious about it. The light had lasted several hours and he

hadn't done anything else so as to keep his strength up. His body wouldn't be used

to the strain of spell-casting yet, or so he guessed.

     His black haired, average build didn't cause a stir as he found a nice spot

where most of the younger crowd were. He affected an unconcerned air as he

applied his sunlotion on himself, all the while looking for suitable targets. He

found a few.

     There was a nicely-formed brunette lying down alone on her stomach with

her bikini top off who was nearby. Rick stretched out  casually and suppressed a

grin as he readied himself.

     Finally, he did it. "You'd look your best, with a bigger chest," he

murmured quietly. It was a stronger spell but Rick was ready for the drain this

time. Not too bad considering the results.

     For the squished tits of the young woman enlarged quickly to a new size

two sets larger than before and rebelled at the pressure she was inflicting on

them. Startled, she yipped as her front rose and looked at herself. The brunette

gave a startled scream, which attracted attention from other girls nearby and they

quickly gathered around her. The girl whispered to a blonde frantically and that

one stared at her in disbelief. The girl, somewhat sheltered by the female crowd,

lifted herself up and tried to cover herself. There were gasps as it became plain

her DD bosom could NOT have been contained by the bikini she couldn't wear

anymore. 

     Some had seen her before and exclaimed over her new size, but the girl

was not amused. Covering herself with her blanket, she left. It would wear off,

hopefully; he'd used the same effort, if not power, that he had for the light globe.

Still, Rick was elated that it had worked! He had a hard-on and was glad he was

laying on his chest to hide it. 

     After waiting a time to let things cool off, he started eyeing the women

around him again. Rick's eyes locked on a wet couple walking away from the

ocean; a typical muscular jock and blonde beach bunny in thin two-piece.  He

grinned and muttered the rhyme again.

     The woman stopped dead in her tracks, shocked as she felt her breasts

expanding like the previous girl had. Her boyfriend looked back at her, puzzled

that she had halted, but he gaped when her top snapped from the sudden pressure.

This time Rick got a glorious view of the two lovely and huge DD tits that he had

made bigger. So did the rest of the beach before she started struggling to hide her

new bust, hard to do at that size. Despite his amazement, her boyfriend solved her

problem by lifting her up in his arms and hiding her tits between their bodies. She

appeared shell-shocked, but Rick thought those two would try those babies out

soon enough. People stared at them as they rushed away.

     "Hey."

     Rick started guiltily and looked beside him at where the voice had come

from. It was a young woman about his age, short, slim, and was red-headed as she

looked at him curiously behind big glasses. Looked cute with them, actually,

complementing her short hair style. She wore a one piece bathing suit and carried

a beach bag under her arm.

     "Ah... yes?" he replied.

     "What's going on with those two? I didn't see what happened too clearly,"

she asked with a uncertain voice as she knelt down so they could talk better.

Sounded like someone about as confident as himself with the other sex, which

wasn't saying much.

     "Girl's breasts grew two sizes. Busted up her suit."

     The red-head stared at him. "You're kidding."

     "Nope," Rick shook his head with a grin. "Everyone saw it. Second time

today its happened, actually."

     "Really?" the new arrival wondered aloud. Then she quickly took out her

towel, placed it flat on the ground, and plunked herself on it faster than he

thought possible.

     "Er..." Rick coughed politely. "I take it you'd like that."

     She blushed bright red at what she'd just done in front of him. "Well... I

think I could handle a two size increase. I'm only an A-cup. I can't gain weight

because of an inherited metabolism."

     Rick looked at her. "You look fine."

     "Maybe," she said, looking down.

     "I'm Rick, by the way," he offered. She blushed again.

     "I'm sorry!" she apologized. "I'm Rebecca, or Becky."

     "I'll let you in on a little secret," he said in a low voice, smiling.

     "What's that?"

     "The breast thing was my fault."

     She stared at him through her glasses. "You?" Rick nodded. "How?"

     "Well... Let's just say a friend tried to do something bad to me but he

screwed up and I came up smelling roses." He winked at her confused expression.

"I'm just having fun trying it out; those girls will likely be back to normal in a few

hours. New at it."

     Becky rearranged herself so that she lay in the same direction he did,

looking at Rick in an odd way. "Prove it," she whispered her dare at him.

     "Pick a girl," he offered. She bit her lip and looked around the same way

Rick had. Finally, she spotted two women on towels sunning themselves in front

of us. 

     "Them," Becky whispered, somewhat sceptically.

     "Hm... I'll try both at once." It didn't take long to imagine it. "You'd look

your best, with a bigger chest," he whispered, and the energy drain was twice as

much now. Rick was starting to feel a little tired and hoped his body would

increase its ability to do this soon.

     But Becky's eyes widening in amazement was worth it. The two women's

bosoms rose visibly before their eyes before they sat up and clutched their chests

in shock. They swiftly picked up their things and ran as fast as they could, but

their one-piece suits showed their new busts bouncing nicely. My new

companion's eyes trailed them all the way off the beach before returning to my

face.

     "You really did it," she said, stunned.

     "Yeah," I sighed, feeling tired. "Only cost me a friend who tried to sell my

soul, probably worth the price."

     "Your soul?" Becky squeaked, eyes wide.

     "Important lesson: don't summon demons unless you know what you're

doing, you might get other things more powerful. Fortunately, he screwed up. I

was lucky," Rick said soberly.

     "You look tired," Becky noted as she tried digesting what he had told her.

     "Not used to this yet." He snorted with amusement. "Just practicing being

a typical male asshole with this new gift." Then he realized something. "Y'know,

normally I'm not this open with even a semi-good looking girl." She flushed and

he grinned. "Maybe because you look more cute than a busty babe. I'll have to

remember that." 

     "Thanks..." she said sourly, grimacing.

     "Sore point?"

     "Yeah. Don't worry about it. It's just that I'd like to be a 'busty babe'," she

said wistfully.

     "Mmmm..." he hummed doubtfully, thinking about the female point of

view. "Tits sag after a while if you're not careful. Great to see 'em, but to have 'em

droop must be a bitch. Cute lasts longer." Becky smiled at the complement.

     "This is an odd encounter, but I'm glad to have met you, Rick." Her smile

turned speculative. "You said it lasts a few hours?" she asked him.

     "Huh? Oh! Yeah." He looked at her, suspicions forming. "Why?"

     "Well..." She fidgeted uncomfortably, not sure of how to put it in words.

He knew what she wanted though.

     "You sure?" Becky hesitated, then nodded slowly. "Okay..." 

     He repeated the rhyme and the red-head repressed a gasp as her bosom

swelled under her bathing suit. It was an amazing sight to see those two small

bumps swell up into an average C-size. Fortunately, Rick did it just enough so

that she wouldn't have a problem with her suit. While still cute, she definitely

looked a lot sexier now with a sizable bosom. 

     Becky shook her new chest and marvelled at the feel. "So this is what it

feels like," she said, amazed. The red-head stared at him. "What else can you do?"

     "Whoa," he protested. "I'm still new at this and I'm getting pooped after a

few minor spells. It's endurance and experience I'm working on at the moment.

Actually," he confessed, "I should be doing this at home and not draw attention. I

might wind up flat on my face now if I do more. Better go, really." I started to

stand.

     "Wait, wait!" Becky protested and started digging in her bag, finally

producing a card which she gave to him. It was a personal card with her name and

phone number on it. "You seem like a nice guy, and I'd love to see what you can

do later. Give me a ring some time." She shook her tits with a grin. "So I can

return the favor, however temporarily this is."

     Rick smiled. "You bet."

PART TWO

========

     The next day Rick felt recharged, but he also realized something. If HE

had magic, then others could too. That brought out a nervous sweat and he

immediately devised some protections for himself and his home. That took two

days.

     While Rick knew he could do many things with his power, he wanted to

do more with women. More specifically, with making them bigger in the chest.

But that wasn't enough, he wanted something only magic could do.

     So he thought of balloons.

     People had written stories about tits and people being blown up like

rubber balloons, so it followed some women might fantasize about it. And this

time he might get lucky. Rick began getting excited with the idea and placed an

anonymous ad in the newspaper in the looking-for-love section.

                    "Are you an attractive, single woman(women) who loves balloons?

          Has dreams about being one that make you melt? This man would

          like to bring some special balloons over just for you for a fun time.

          Just dial 4839 in this private phone center." 

     It was amazing how many called, really, as Rick listened to them all. He

finally decided on one caller, Jill, who seemed VERY excited with the idea, had a

young, sexy voice, and who had a friend just as excited. They had even left an

address!

     He came up with a few ideas ahead of time. Rick had also found out by

this time how to delay a spell until a certain time so he prepared a few things. It

was Saturday again when he made his surprise visit to the small house.

     A surprised, good-looking woman answered the door. Her long brown hair

was slightly curled around her blue eyes. She had a nice body and her clothes

showed off her curves nicely. Rick put her at 34-23-33 and about five foot five.

     "Yes?" she asked him. Rick had put on a small illusion to disguise his true

face. He now looked like a blonde, blue-eyed man with a more rugged

appearance, which he smiled with as he held up the small suitcase he had

brought.

     "Balloon man," he said.

     It took a moment for her to puzzle out, but then her eyes opened wide with

realization. She opened the door eagerly. "Come on in!" she said and Rick

stepped inside.

     Another woman with a great bod, whom I guessed to be Jill, watched me

come in with a frown from her chair. Jill was a black-haired bombshell with

better curves than her friend's, D size or more. "Mandy, who..."

     "It's the balloon guy," Mandy explained, and Jill sat up straighter when she

heard that.

     "Really?" she said in the sexy voice I remembered. Her emerald green

eyes examined me, but I saw the repressed excitement in them. "So, what can you

DO for us?" Rick smiled.

     "Well," he drawled, "I've prepared some... unusual stuff, but let me show

you a hint of what I can do." He placed his suitcase on the floor and opened it up

to select a particular, ordinary-looking, white balloon. The two girls looked on,

puzzled, as he quickly inflated the thing to a foot diameter and tied it. He held it

with a smile.

     After a pause, Jill frowned and said, "So what's unusual about that?"

     "Copy!" Rick exclaimed.

     The women gasped as the balloon instantly became two. Both exactly the

same as the original. The wizard grabbed both balloons while his audience

watched wide-eyed. "Copy!" he said again and now there was four balloons. Rick

laughed and kept going with his caught two. "Copy! Copy! Copy! Copy! Copy!

Copy! Copy! Copy! Copy!" When he was done, twenty-two white balloons were

in the room.

     Jill and Mandy were flabbergasted. "H-How...???" Mandy stuttered.

     "A little balloon magic," Rick chuckled. "Go ahead; it'll work for you too."

     A little fearful, Jill picked one off the floor and hesitantly said, "Copy."

She jumped when a duplicate appeared.

     "They'll all disappear after a few hours," he explained. "You wanted

balloons, you got 'em. It's safe."

     "Who ARE you?" Mandy demanded. 

     "A horny wizard just wanting some fun, is all. I thought I'd try balloons

instead of breasts this week."

     "Breasts?!" she exclaimed. Jill was examining two balloons in her hands.

"What did you do?"

     "Made 'em bigger for a while. Simple really."

     Mandy grabbed two of the balloon-copies. "You mean like balloons?" she

asked, Jill looked at Rick too. Both were squirming a little and slightly flushed.

     "Yes. That's why I asked if you dreamed about becoming balloons in the

ad," he said.

     "CAN you? I mean, can you inflate us like balloons?" Jill asked him,

licking her lips.

     "Sure, but don't you want to play with the smaller ones first?" Rick

offered.

     They were slow at first, but they soon picked up the pace after managing

to hold three in each hand and so the living room quickly became waist-deep with

white rubber. The girls and Rick had a ball laughing and playing in the squeaking

stuff. Then Jill disappeared for a minute of two and reappeared to hold her hands

over his eyes.

     "Guess who?" she purred. He could feel her round, naked bosom against

his thin shirt and his cock instantly stiffened. He felt hands in front, Mandy's,

begin unbuttoning said shirt as he reached behind to find the silky-smooth curves

of Jill's exposed hips rubbing the surrounding rubber. She must have stripped, he

thought as she nipped and licked his neck. Then another body rustled through the

balloons to press against his front, Mandy of course. He was sandwitched

between the two hot ladies.

     "We get VERY excited when we play with balloons," Jill whispered into

his ear, rubbing up and down his back with her stiffened nipples as Mandy slid

down to take his pants off. The brown-haired girl got a surprise when his briefs

came off.

     "Holy shit!" she exclaimed.

     "Did I mention I experimented with my cock too?" Rick said with a grin.

Jill removed her hands so she could move in front of him, and stared; it wasn't

often you saw foot-long dicks with a hefty width. Rick savored their nude bodies

surrounded by whiteness as they started for his enlarged manhood. He sighed as

he felt both of the astonished women slide their hands over it.

     "Jill," Mandy told her friend, fixated on my length, "My cunt's wet

enough. I'm GOT to have this monster in me!" She let go of Rick's member and

pushed him down into the sea of balloons. Rick was blinded by the whiteness but

felt Mandy straddling him as she pulled his cock straight up.

     "You think you CAN?" Rick heard Jill ask, just as excited as her friend.

     "Can or can't, I am getting it all!" 

     They both groaned as the tip of his spear of love started into her steaming

and dripping cunt. He really HAD stumbled onto two women with major balloon

fetishes! She continued to slide down, moaning with the feeling of being impaled

on his thick staff. He managed a brief look and saw she still had five inches to go.

     "Oh Gooooodddd, he's so looong!" Mandy groaned as she continued to

take him in, filling herself up to the max. Rick figured she still had two inches to

go when his cock bumped into something. He was about to say something, but

Mandy made a determined effort and his cock slid beyond it and her groin

mashed down into his. The woman was so excited this precipitated her first

orgasm of the night and she screamed as her vagina's muscles contracted wildly

around his meat. Rick managed not to cum but it was close.

     Then the balloons above him parted, squeaking a little, and Jill's spread

legs with their dripping treasure descended onto his face. The new wizard

accepted the offering eagerly and immediately dived into the heated snatch of the

balloon lover. Rick held her steady as she squirmed on his face, Mandy had

recovered and was squealing her delight as she bounced carefully on his pole. The

length and size of his tool was such that she came twice more before the mighty

cock jetted out his own cum. Jill's snatch gushed moments later and he heard her

own drawn-out moan of pleasure as her body tightened.

     The girls recovered then slid off Rick, helping him up as they rubbed their

sweaty and slightly reddened tits over his body erotically. It looked like they had

been playing with themselves above him by the way their breasts looked. Both

were grinning, and still hot as they wiggled their butts into the hip-deep balloons.

     Jill slid a sly finger down the length of Rick's currently limp shaft,

bumping me with one of her firm breasts. "We haven't been this excited in a

while," she said provocatively as Mandy giggled. "What else have you got to

show us?"

     Grinning, Rick headed towards the briefcase he had brought, the girls

wading sexily behind him. "I've got something you'd like," he said as he bumped

his foot into his objective and kneeled down to retrieve what he sought. Standing,

he turned and revealed a large, uninflated red balloon that was already tied for

some reason. The girls looked at it, uncomprehending.

     "What will that do?" Jill asked. She held it uncertainly when he offered it

to her.

     "Lie it flat on your stomach." Hesitantly, she did so. 

     FLASH!

     Jill's eyes almost bugged out with shock as the balloon vanished and she

lost control of her body. Expecting it, Rick caught her before her limp form fell, a

surprised Mandy helping him a moment later. The somewhat frightened,

paralysed woman looked at the wizard wildly, above the neck she still had

movement.

     "What did you DO?!" she demanded loudly. "I can't move!!"

     Rick and Mandy placed the panicked girl onto a couch. "Of course not,"

he said, grinning as she stared up at him. "Balloons don't move, silly girl."

     "B-balloon?" she stammered. Looking down at her unresponsive body, she

didn't see anything unusual.

     "What do you mean?" Mandy queried. Rick grinned, and his erection was

starting to come back.

     "Help me and I'll show you," he told Mandy. Sitting beside the uncertain

Jill, he pointed to one of her large, rounded tits as Mandy sat on the other side.

"Phase one: nipple nozzles," he said slyly and leaned over Jill's chest to place his

mouth over her left nipple, which was still erect the paralysed woman noted with

surprise. She was even more surprised when he exhaled.

     Her tit began to expand!

     And somehow she could feel the air rushing into her breast by means of

her brown nipple. Jill gasped at the unbelievable sensation and sight that she had

only imagined possible.

     "Holy shit!!" Mandy exclaimed as she too saw the, to her, erotic sight of

her best friend's tit being blown up like a balloon. Rick didn't inflate it much, only

another inch in size, but the difference was very noticeable. The inflated breast

also seemed to be a little more firm than the other now with the air pressure

inside it.

     "Oh my god," was Jill's stunned whisper as she stared at Rick's grin.

     "She looks uneven, Mandy," he observed, "better do the other side too."

     Slowly, the brown-haired girl leaned over and hesitantly mouthed the

nipple, then exhaled into it. She heard her girlfriend's gasp as the right breast

began expanding to match its companion. Mandy caressed the expanding tit as

she became excited over the impossibility of what she was doing. Jill really HAD

become a living balloon; one of their private and wildest fantasies come true.

Mandy drew back to see the result and licked her lips at the bigger set of

knockers.

     Jill lost her fear as the sensation of pressure in her boobs and the sight of

her helpless and better endowed form she saw reflected in a large wall mirror

excited her. Her skin was flushed with excitement as Mandy and Rick fondled her

bigger bust. "More!" she demanded enthusiastically. "Fill me up my tits with your

hot, passionate breath!"

     The others grinned and dived on her nipples with a will. They began

inflating Jill's heaving boobs rapidly, thrilling her. The pressure inside her bust

grew and she revelled in it as she watched

herself become ridiculously endowed in the mirror. Breasts the size of basketballs

and still growing captivated her. Mandy, minx that she was, slipped a few fingers

into Jill's dripping vagina and fiddled with her clitoris. The inflating woman

moaned as her tits grew; round, white flesh doing things it was never meant to.

They were becoming tight from the internal pressure and everyone noticed it.

     "Oh! Oh! More! Fill me up! I'm your balloooooooonnn!" Jill wailed as a

shattering orgasm crashed through her, drenching Mandy's fingers. As the limp

woman recovered, Mandy and Rick stopped and drew back to witness what they

had accomplished. Even after three orgasms that night, Mandy felt her cunt

drooling her excitement more than ever. They had to sit Jill up more to see. Her

mouth dropped in awe.

     In the mirror she could see her tits had become enormous, the size of

beachballs! Her areola were teacup sized and nipples proportionately larger. Rick

lightly slapped one of the air-filled breasts and it shook only little as it made a

hollow sound, like the balloon it was. Jill could just see over them to see the

results.

     "I'm... HUGE!!!" she said breathlessly. And squealed when Rick

effortlessly lifted her from the couch by the waist.

     Mandy gaped. "How...?"

     "Balloons get lighter when you fill 'em up, right?" Rick chuckled back.

"Now for phase two: pumping her up."

     "What?!" Jill exclaimed.

     Her transformer merely grinned as he positioned her easily in a doggy-

style position atop the mass of white balloons. She gulped in excitement as she

saw in the mirror her huge tits press down into the squeaking balloons with

squeaks of their own. She felt him position his cock head into position at her love

tunnel. By the excited grin he saw, Mandy was beginning to get the idea just as he

thrust half his length into Jill's moist tunnel.

     The woman being fucked gasped as she felt his width and length for the

first time, now she was filled in her tits AND her cunt. She smiled in pleasure at

the exquisite feelings before she began to realize something.

     Pressure was making known itself all over her body!

     Startled, she looked in the mirror as her curvy form began showing signs

of inflation and realized what was happening. "You-you're pumping ALL of me

up!" she exclaimed. Jill could only stare dumbfounded in the mirror as her arms

began slowly rising into position. Then she succumbed to the feelings as the one

fucking and pumping her sped up. Another orgasm was getting close.

     Rick grinned as he kept thrusting into her ever-hotter tunnel. He was

gripping her hips for balance, but they were gradually expanding with her ass and

legs. Determined to make her cum again, he thrust faster and harder.

     "UH! UH! UH! UH!" Jill was ecstatically crying out as her body filled out

more, making it difficult for Rick to keep fucking her. Then... "AHHHH!!!!" the

blimped woman cried as her orgasm crashed through her, spasming muscles

quivering her whole body. He pulled out, somewhat satisfied at his work. Mandy

was squeezing her tits in her stimulated state at the sight of her friend.

     Jill's bloated arms were almost sticking straight out, her hips flaring

exaggeratedly, and her legs beginning to stick out in a 'V'. Rick easily turned over

the now-lighter, panting balloon-girl and motioned the excited Mandy over.

     "Phase three: finish inflation with her belly-button. You want the

honours?" he asked her. Silly question; she latched onto the spot instantly and

started exhaling into her friend again.

     "Yes!" Jill shrilled as she felt herself expanding yet more. "Blow me up

completely! I'm your sexy balloon you want to see filled to the limit. Ohhh!!!" she

sighed as the pressure increased all over.

     Finally, an out-of-breath Mandy stopped and gazed lovingly at the result.

Jill was floating just above the white balloons; an obscene parody of a woman

inflated to an incredible hourglass figure. Her skin was taut over most of her

puffed up body, proud boobs the size of beach balls jutting up from her body. The

blimped brunette was positioned so that she could see the result and she was

amazed.

     "Oh god," she moaned, "the pressure's everywhere in my body. It feels...

incredible..."

     "God, Jill," Mandy said as she stared at her floating girlfriend, "you LOOK

incredible!" She couldn't resist grabbing the nipples of Jill's beach ball breasts and

tweaking them playfully. 

     "Oh!" the blimped women exclaimed, shocked. "Mandy!"

     "Just playing with my balloon," the brown-haired girl purred. She rubbed

the two boobs together and revelled in the squeaking sound it made. Jill couldn't

do anything to stop her and it only excited the helpless balloon woman.

     Rick ran his hand over the enormous half-moons of her ass, marvelling at

what he had done to Jill. It had taken a long rhyme and much visualization but it

worked beautifully. And there was no danger to Jill; if they had inflated or used

her too much then she would have returned to normal instantly. What else should

he do next?

     His thoughts were interrupted when Mandy swung Jill around easily, the

giant tits exciting everyone, and said, "I think my balloon should suck your cock

after doing so much for us," she declared. The immobile Jill smiled as we

positioned her mouth to my cock and she began sucking like an expert vacuum

cleaner and not a human balloon. She was good too.

     Mandy smiled at me as she absently smacked Jill's inflated ass. "This is a

mind-blowing experience... uh..." She blinked. "We don't even know your name."

     "Call me Wizard," he offered. 

     "Alright, Wizard." Jill kept teasing my cock as we talked. "I'm not going to

ask HOW you're doing this. But... are you only doing this once?" Jill stopped to

hear my reply.

     "Well... I'm going to try a few more things elsewhere, but I'm sure I can

accommodate you two lovely women." Rick felt Jill's smile as she gave him an

extra-hard suck. "Oh yessss," he sighed. "I brought TWO of those balloons,

Mandy." The brown-haired woman's eyes widened, looked at Jill's current state

and visualized herself in that position, and almost visibly melted with her

excitement.

     When he came, he jetted thick streams of white cum onto Jill's  huge

breasts. Rick had also brought a camera and Mandy positioned herself with Jill's

sexily ballooned form in many provocative ways, the whole experience shooting

down her hesitation of posing nude. He didn't know that until later. After the

photos, he deflated the faintly disappointed Jill. But the desirable brunette was

smiling in spite of that.

     Because now it was Mandy's turn.

                         *****

     There were more sexual antics and photos taken during Mandy's thrilling

turn at balloon imitation. Rick left soon after a final fucking session, sexually

sated, welcomely exhausted, and with two new friends-for-life who waved him

off and telling him to come by soon. He'd have to think of some different stuff

next time, but he wanted to go home for the moment and rest. To figure out what

he wanted to try next.

     The possibilities were endless... 

PART THREE

==========

(Now turning to first person)

     After my sexual romp with Jill and Mandy, I spent the next week building

up defensive spells. Fortunately, my body has been constantly increasing its

ability to handle my new power. I was reasonably fit before, but now I am

becoming leaner and more defined muscularly. I can deal with that.

     Duration of my spells is increasing too; some are lasting days instead of

hours. I think this increase of power is going to end soon but likely not within a

month or so. Who knows? Needless to say, when I returned to work I was

complemented on my new appearance. I have much more energy and confidence

now and it showed. Some of the office women have begun eyeing me behind my

back.

     But then Tom's sister came by after Tuesday's shift.

                         *****

     Nicole Finderson was Tom's younger sister by about a year. They were

better with each other than most brother-sister relationships. Unfortunately, while

I didn't mind her, she despised me for some reason. Which is likely why she came

knocking on my door weeks after Tom disappeared.

     I opened the door to witness Nicky's angry face. She had the same dirty

blonde hair her brother, but she looked a lot better than he did. Somehow, she had

gotten the 'thin' genes of the family and her willowy shape must've been a

sensation in the Computer Science classes. She had just gradated recently and had

followed her older brother's footsteps. Got a job at some Internet service provider,

or something. Her blown eyes framed by glasses glared angrily at me.

     "Uh... Hi. Did you want to come in, Nicky?" I offered.

     "No, but I will." Her slender frame slid by me. I closed the door.

     "I'm sorry about Tom vanishing," I consoled her. Unexpectedly, she

whirled on me furiously.

     "WHAT did you get my brother involved in?!" she demanded.

     "Whaaaaat???"

     "You heard me!" She stormed over and glared up at my surprised face.

"YOU got him into that devil cult or whatever it is, didn't you!"

     "Whoa, whoa, whoa!" I protested. "Where the HELL did you hear that?!"

When she merely kept glaring at me I went on. "I hadn't even HEARD from Tom

in MONTHS until he called me over the day he disappeared. That demon stuff

was a complete surprise. I left as soon as I could." True enough, I thought. But

this didn't satisfy Nicole.

     "I KNOW you know something about the 'class' he was taking," Nicky

said angrily.

     "Class?" I said stupidly. He was taking lessons in that stuff??

     "Don't play dumb with ME, Rick! WHERE IS MY BROTHER?!" she

demanded in a near shout. I looked at her until she calmed somewhat.

     "You really want to know?" I said quietly.

     "Yes!!"

     "Even if it sounds crazy?"

     She frowned. "Yes, I do."

     "Fine." I sighed. "I don't know if he's alive," she gasped, face going white,

"or dead. But I doubt you or I will ever find him." I paused. "I'm not sure I want to

after what he tried to do."

     "What's that supposed to mean??" 

     "He planned on sacrificing my soul to get what he wanted."

     Nicky stared at me, thinking I was playing games, but I was dead serious.

She realized that after a moment and backed up a step in disbelief.

     "You're lying!" she said, defending her brother loyally.

     "That's what it told me, Nicky."

     "'It'?"

     "Whatever Tom summoned, it wasn't a demon. He paid for it, and I got

lucky." I saw her face redden with anger.

     "Bullsh..."

     "Bright, light."

     Nicole's froze in shock when the ball of white light appeared between us. I

looked at her pityingly. "I am not lying. The being he called decided to punish

Tom, and he vanished. Then it decided to reward me, and I asked for magic. I

couldn't think of anything else. It happened too quickly and I was stunned Tom

was going to bargain my soul away. It vanished immediately and there was

nothing I could've done. I'm sorry, Nicky, but I think he's gone forever."

     All the while I talked, her eyes were fixed on the ball of light. "No..." she

whispered at last, closing her eyes in pain. "Why, Tom? Why? Why?" She started

sobbing so I came over and hugged her. Nicky may not have liked me, but she

always prided herself on knowing when I was being serious about something so

she knew I told the truth. She probably wished she couldn't now. Tom's sister

cried into my chest, another victim of his thoughtlessness. However, something

she said bothered me.

     "Nicky, what was that about a class?" I asked her. Still crying, she told me

Tom told her he had been attending some kind of neat class after work. She had

found out where, but had wanted to confront me first.

     "I'm sorry, Rick," she said, downcast. "For blaming you when it sounds

like you're the one who should be angry."

     "I've... been trying to forget that day," I told her. "Been learning how to

use my new power too." She looked at me dully.

     "What did you get?"

     "Rhyme magic. I visualize what I want, say the rhyme, and I use some of

my energy to create the result. Like the light."

     "Really?"

     "It's making my body stronger as it adapts too," I added, flexing an arm.

Nicky snorted, she was still grieving but Tom's sister knew me well.  

     "I know you, Rick." See? "I'll bet you've done something perverted already

with it even though you seem to have strong morals. I've never figured that out."

     "Well, yes," I admitted. "But they enjoyed it."

     "'They'?"

     I couldn't resist it, I always was a bit of a show-off and this was Nicky. So

I pulled out the photo album and opened it up for her to see. She immediately

turned bright red on seeing the naked Jill and Mandy, but she gasped when Jill's

inflated state registered. Nicky looked up at my grinning face in disbelief. "What

did you DO to that woman?!?!"

     "These two girls have MAJOR balloon fetishes so I made a spell that

turned them into temporary human balloons," I explained casually to her stunned

face. "God, those girls were insatiable when I showed 'em what I could do! Good

thing I 'improved' myself as well." I flipped a page and Nicky reluctantly looked

at where I pointed, gasping again at the length I had been. (Jill had taken the

picture)

     "That... that is so perverted!!" Nicky told me after gulping. I waved it off.

     "Hey, it made them happy and I think it was mild compared to some other

peoples' practices. You should hear some of them." I shivered. "Frankly, I was

amazed Mandy got all of me in. Jill too. I mean... thirteen INCHES, that's..."

     "I get the picture!" Nicky said quickly, she was getting flushed with this

topic. "What should we do about the people who showed Tom how to summon a

demon?" 

     "How about you show me where it is?" We moved away from the book,

much to Nicky's relief, as we headed for the door.

     "All right..."

                         *****

     Rick locked the door behind himself, unaware that a woman had watched

them leave. That woman quickly went to the door and, after a minute's work,

unlocked the door. She slipped inside and locked it behind her as she peered

around the room. Prowling about she spotted what had to be the photo album

Rick had mentioned and walked over to look at it.

     She was riveted by what she saw. It was humanly impossible to BE like

what the two inflated women had become. So the story she had overheard was

true. All of it.

     "I can't believe it," Samantha the police woman breathed. Her face became

torn with indecision.

     Should she do it?

                         *****

     Nicky led me to an old apartment building which we cautiously walked

around to find anything unusual. I heard a faint, but familiar, chanting and we

kneeled to peer into one of the building's basement windows.

     Unfortunately, we were expected, or at least nosy people like us were.

     One minute we were outside, the next we were gaping at a roomful of

guys gathered around an older, distinguished-looking man. He had all white hair

and a neatly trimmed beard. Like Santa Claus except this guy was dressed in a

suit and lean as a rake. Nobody seemed startled at our appearance.

     "Ah," the older man chuckled, "guests."

     I looked down at the floor and found Nicky and I had appeared in a circle

much like the one Tom had made but more exact. "Guess this is where Tom

found out how to summon a demon, Nicky," I said faintly. Teleportation was

startling.

     The man, who seemed to be the leader, started. "Tom? As in Tomas

Finderson?"

     I nodded. At least the guy SEEMED friendly. "I'm his friend and this is his

sister, Nicole." Nicky nodded vacantly, she was starting to lose her sense of

reality and needed to regain her bearings.

     "Oh thank goodness!" the man exclaimed. "I've been trying everything

from imps to hell-gargoyles to find out what happened to Tomas! Can YOU tell

me, young man?"

     "He tried calling a demon," I said flatly. The man's face darkened while

some of the younger men paled.

     "Damn fool!" he said angrily. "Demons may be more powerful but they

ask for souls, not favors!"

     "Uh... Could you tell me what's going on here?" I asked him.

     The man drew himself up proudly. "I am Royce Kirksfield, expert

demonologist. And," he sighed, "apparently the one unfortunate enough to teach a

promising yet foolish young man into my craft. What a waste!" He saw our

confused looks and proceeded to explain with more detail. "Despite what you

may read in stories, there are only two kinds of magic humans practice, one for

each sex. Women, gathered in covens, can cast weak spells individually but when

linked together can be a powerful force. 

     "Males, like I and my students, have to summon demons, or more rarely

angels, in order to use magic. Demons are powerful but rarely do more than one

demonologist work together so the two groups are roughly equal. However,

summoning a demon is easy, control is the hard part." He fixed his grass green

eyes on me. "What exactly happened to Tom?"

     "He... uh... messed up the summoning, I guess," I said hesitantly. "He got

something else that was annoyed about the whole thing and that I was to be

demon fodder. It took him before it left."

     "I begin to see..." Royce's expression turned grim. "I am deeply sorry for

that, lad, but can you describe what Tom brought?"

     "It was a column of lots of sparkly, white lights that swirled..."

     "GOOD LORD!!!" Royce exclaimed as his face drained of color, startling

everyone with his outburst. "A StarGod!!! How on earth..?!? We are all lucky to

be alive!!"

     "Are they powerful?" one of the students asked.

     "They snack on suns!" Royce snapped and the young man paled. "It

appears I made a grave error in judgement." He looked at Nicky and appeared

saddened. "I am most sorry to have failed your brother and for you, sir, to have

almost been devoured."

     "If it's anyone's fault, it was Tom's," Nicky said, blinking tears from her

eyes. Royce smiled, a little regretfully.

     "My thanks, lass. Your memory will not be affected like most when you

return, and we will not be here again. Good-bye," Royce said and we reappeared

at a now-silent window.

     "Rick?" Nicky asked me.

     "Yeah?"

     "Take me home?"

     I nodded. "Sure."

                         *****

     I drove my car back into my parking space thinking about Nicky. Tom's

loss would be hard on her and she had nothing to fill that void. I was not the best

person to help her console her feelings and hoped her parents and friends would

do that.

     Unlocking my apartment, I sighed as I walked in.

     "Poor, Nicky," I murmured to myself.

     "Rough time?"

     Starting violently at the unexpected response, I whipped my head around

to stare at a blonde woman in black clothing sitting on my couch. The woman

was middle-aged yet fit with a lean physique and had a pair of blue eyes watching

me. She looked familiar...

     "Who the hell are you?!" I demanded.

     "I'm one of the cops who came to your door a few weeks ago, Samantha

Walker," the woman said calmly.

     I blinked. Yes, it was the female half of the police duo who had come to

question me. My blood chilled as she picked up the photo album. Shit! "Isn't this

breaking and entering?" 

     She ignored me as she flipped the pages. "Nice pictures. Kinky," she

looked directly at me, "if downright impossible."

     "What do you want?" I said flatly, tired of beating around the bush. The

policewoman stood and walked around the mini-table to stand right in front of

me.

     "I overheard your conversation before you left," she told me, "and from

what you said, I think only you can give me what I want."

     "And that is...?"

     She wrapped her arms around me and surprised me by kissing me

hungrily. Exceedingly so.

     What the hell???

     Finally, she drew back and pleadingly looked at my surprised face like a

starving woman. 

     "I want you to make me yours," she breathed.

     Yeah, you could say I was a tad surprised.

PART FOUR

=========

     I couldn't believe I was going to go through with it.  

     Well... maybe I could.

     After all, a lot of men dream of having a woman wanting to be their slave.

Hell, you don't think it's going to actually HAPPEN. 

     But now here's a policewoman called Samantha Walker, who could blow

the whistle that I now possess ever-increasing magical powers, who wants me to

be her Master. Here's the explanation...

     Ever since puberty, Samantha has had a very strong desire to be

submissive. However, she has an odd twist to this longing: she wanted her owner

to be able to reshape her into an utterly gorgeous creature to heighten his

pleasure. (You see where I fit in here? Uh huh, thought so.) She'd never bothered

to take the plunge into submissiveness because she knew surgery couldn't meet up

to her standards for this little dream. Unable to fulfil it, Samantha sublimated the

desire into her work. Over the years, her resistance to the idea had gotten ever

stronger and she hadn't thought about it for a long time.

     Until I came along, and she's able to make me go through with it as she's a

cop.

     So I agreed to try. More fool me, huh?

                         *****

     We waited for Friday night, a time when both of us would have time. Sam

wanted this to be final so she prepared a bunch of personal things of hers to be

taken to a private storehouse to be

retrieved later. (If Master desired to) Savings into a safely box. She also prepared

things for her new identity as she didn't want to be very recognizable to her old

self. Me, I poured nights into trying to come up with what she wanted and to

make it stick.

     Finally, Friday came.

     As she did the first time, Sam came to my place without her car. I opened

the door and she rushed in. Her blue eyes darted nervously around, trying to look

for something to focus on to forget her obvious jitters. She looked so distressed I

had to speak.

     "If you've changed your mind, you don't..."

     "No!" she burst out, crossing her arms under her breasts. "I'm going

through with it, all right?" Sam glared at me defiantly.

     I sighed. "Okay, then. Take off your clothes," I said as I shuffled the few

papers I had that contained the spell I would say.

     "What??" Sam said, startled.

     "We're changing your body to become my love slave and you're nervous

about clothing??" I demanded. She blushed and started to strip. "Besides, I don't

want your clothes mucking something up."

     I looked up when I was satisfied with my part and saw Samantha in the

buff. You could tell she worked out by the lean muscles she had. There were two

scars on her slightly tanned body, upper leg and lower torso. I blinked at the

brown pubic muff she had. She noticed and flushed.

     "What?" she demanded. For a future love slave she certainly was bossy.

Well, if it really IS a dream of hers then her personality may shift if I give her

what she wants. Of course, after being a cop for years that may be difficult.

     "Just surprised," I apologized, "but it won't matter much now. Are you

absolutely certain about this?" I asked again.

     She took a deep breath, and nodded determinedly. "Yes."

     I merely nodded, looked down at my long spell, and began.

                    "She stands before me, 

                     Willing to change,

                     Becoming slave forever, 

                     Never to renege.

                     A different form,

                     I bequeath to her,

                     To please my senses, 

                     And greater pleasure.

                     Now let ..."

     My concentration was all on the spell as I read and visualized it, power

was beginning to flow from me. I heard Sam gasp and when I took a breath I

looked up. Astonished, she was looking at her arms, which were glowing with a

faint white light. I kept on and more power flowed as I concentrated on the

image. I became mildly worried as I finished my second page and started on the

third. I was starting to tire and I was barely half done. Not knowing what would

happen if I stopped now, I doggedly pressed on. 

     It came close; with sweat dripping off my brow, I nearly panted the final

verse.

                    "The... spell is done,

                     I call you... mine,

                     Sealed... forever,

                     In flesh so... fine!"

     It was done.

     Tiredly, I looked up at Samantha, but she was shrouded in a white cloud

of mystic energy that had come from me and was altering her entire body.

Somehow, I got the feeling that I had succeeded in making this permanent. It

continued swirling about the policewoman as I staggered to get something to eat

from the fridge; I was famished!

     I finished a glass of milk, some vitamins, and three well-prepared

chocolate bars. When a burst of light came from the spell-shrouded woman, I

rushed over as the mists cleared. The last bit of remaining magic was sucked into

the revealed body of my new 'slave' before she fell. I grabbed her unconscious

form and looked at her new body.

     Instant hard-on.

     The spell had most definitely worked.

                         *****

     I woke up late Saturday, understandable given what I had accomplished,

and headed straight for the kitchen. Sam was still out cold on the couch with a

blanket draped over her so I gobbled down my breakfast before going over to her.

I nudged her shoulder gently and she murmured sleepily. A little harder and she

blinked up at me in confusion, wondering who I was until she remembered. Then

her eyes snapped WIDE open.

     "Did-" she started to ask, then gulped as she heard herself. Her voice was

different, like golden honey. "It...worked?" 

     "Oh yeah," I agreed wholeheartedly. "Big time. You may want to go

slow."

     The transformed woman lifted an arm and stared at it. It was perfect. No

blemishes, no marks, just perfect creamy skin. Her hand was gracefully slender

and the nails neatly trimmed as if just manicured. Gone was the harsher, more

muscular arm she had owned, now replaced by feminine flawlessness. She used

her other perfect arm to feel the skin and Sam gasped at the supernatural silky

softness of it.

     She couldn't stand the suspense and whipped the cover off the rest of her.

Her eyes widened.

     "You might want to use the mirror over on the wall," I advised her softly.

     Like she was in a dream, Sam glided off the couch and walked to the

mirror like I had advised. She got the full impact of the change there.

     She was slightly smaller than she had been. Sam's dyed hair now truly was

blonde, but looked more like gold as her new length cascaded past her shoulders.

Eyes were still blue but brighter and bigger than before. Combined with her heart

shaped face and passionate red lips it contrived to make her look both sexy yet

cute. Her neck was a swan's and her chest possessed two exquisite breasts,

rounded and topped with pink nipples. Going lower, her waist was sweetly

slender on a flat tummy which flared perfectly into her womanly hips. She had no

pubic hair on her privates but seeing her exposed neither lips so immaculate only

helped her image of desire. Turning, she felt her heart-shaped butt was tight and

her long, slender legs were beautiful, ending with two dainty and flawless feet.

Combined in one sexy little package, she was devastatingly alluring.

     Sam touched the mirror in awe. "That's me?" she wondered in a whisper. I

grinned as I came up behind her.

     "That's you all right," I confirmed. "Just what the customer ordered."

Placing a hand on her shoulder made her shiver; one of the spell's conditions

made my touch always pleasurable to her. She was beginning to caress herself,

marvelling at how she good she felt.

     "I look ten years younger, and I feel great," she commented as she cupped

her delectable breasts. About C-cup I thought, and I was beginning to get an idea.

     "We'll call you Dori," I decided, Sam looked at my face in surprise. "Dori

Flanders. Can't use Samantha anymore, now can we?" I dropped my hand from

her shoulder to her hip; Sam unconsciously shifted into it as she bit her lip.

     "No, I can't," she sighed and nodded. "I like it. Dori it is."

     "That's a good little slave," I chuckled and lightly slapped her right

buttock. She jumped, shocked, and angrily spun to face me.

     "Watch it!" she snapped. I looked at her incredulously, then crossed my

arms as I gave her a wry half-smile.

     "Pardon me, but WHOSE idea to be my slave was it?" I asked her

sarcastically. The newly named Dori reddened at my tone. "I was just trying to act

like a Master. Like you wanted," I reminded her, making her flush yet more. "It's

rather final now." 

     "I... I..." Dori gulped as she looked at me. "I know, but..." she began to say,

but I held up a hand.

     "Just a sec. You hungry?" Dori put a hand to her tummy and realized she

was famished. She nodded so I went to the kitchen as she turned back to the

mirror. Some people just aren't satisfied, I thought, but then, I haven't acted much

like a Master now have I? I grinned as I realized that maybe that's what she

needed to be happy. 

     Perhaps I should accommodate her.

     In the kitchen, I planned for a minute then focused my attention towards

the mirror-fascinated Dori. I whispered,

                    "Bonds of the spider,

                     Entrap my prey,

                     Bare and helpless,

                     For me this day.

     Masses of something unknown and of a dark purplish hue materialized on

my ceiling and floor in the living room, unnoticed by the naked woman until it

was too late. With devastating accuracy, two gooey strands from the top portion

caught a startled Dori's wrists and pulled her shrieking form to the middle of the

living room. (I'd cast a silence spell the previous day and it was still up) She

started to rise, pulled up by her wrists, but then the lower half grabbed her pretty

ankles and kept her on the floor. Wild-eyed, Dori struggled frantically and

screamed as she found herself helplessly spread-eagled in the middle of my living

room. She bounced erotically as she did so. I casually walked to her and she

locked on my grinning face.

     "What are you doing, you bastard?!" she screamed hotly. Even that

harshly, her voice was alluring.

     "Being your Master," I replied and I looked her enticing form over. "I

decided to give you what you wanted and that's for you to please me. Don't you

enjoy feeling helpless and submissive?" I traced a finger over her vulnerable

tummy.

     "Let me out of this and then we'll talk!" Dori demanded.

     I looked her straight in the face. "Now would a Master do what the slave

wishes?" I tsked. "Only if it pleases him." My hand trailed down to her bare pussy

and found, to no surprise, that she was dripping wet. Her pink nipples were very

plainly erect. "And I don't think either of us want that from the dulge you're

dripping."

     Flushing, Dori realized her high state of arousal was contradicting what

she was saying. This WAS her fantasy and what I was doing was pushing some

long repressed buttons. She squirmed when I licked her juices off my fingers.

     "But first, let's get something for you to eat," I announced, leaving her

hanging as I went back to the kitchen. I didn't bother with anything elaborate so I

brought some peeled carrots and washed celery back for her to chew.

     "Oooo..." Dori mocked, wanting to get back at me somehow for her

current predicament. "Fancy lunch."

     "Sorry, the chef's tied up at the moment," I replied sweetly, making her

sputter.

     "You expect ME to cook for you?!" she exclaimed incredulously.

     "Some slave," I mocked as I popped a carrot slice into her luscious mouth.

"Actually, I like to cook, thanks ever so much. You may too, I'm not completely

sure what the magic all did to you so that you would 'please' me." He cocked an

eyebrow as she silently munched the carrot. "I can tell I need to practice more."

She delicately snorted. Actually, I wanted to plunge into her right now and give us

both terrific orgasms but I wanted her to begin things at this point.

     We finished off our veggie brunch quickly so I returned to the kitchen to

get something to replenish our liquids. I got a fiendish idea then and chuckled

quietly as I prepared it.

     Dori, resigned to being stuck for the moment, gladly drank the large,

carefully-placed glass of milk I gave her. I wiped off the milk around her mouth

as she sighed at the relief she felt.

     It wouldn't last for long.

     She blinked and looked confused for a moment before looking down at

herself in shock. "You DIDN'T!!" she exclaimed as she felt something happening

in her tits.

     "I did," I replied.

     Those perfect mounds on Dori's chest began to swell as sweet milk began

filling them. She groaned as the pressure began to grow inside them. What a

strange feeling! she thought, but soon the pressure was turning into discomfort as

milk kept swelling her breasts. "Come on!" she groaned. "Get it out!"

     "What's the magic word?"

     She moaned in frustration, then resistance crumbled. "Please! Master!"

she pleaded as the tension increased. "Please milk me, Master!"

     "Ah," I said and latched onto her swollen left tit's nipple. I started sucking

hungrily and milk flowed from her teat.

     Dori gasped at how good the sucking sensation felt. Squirming in her

bonds, she felt her arousal level rise as I alternately sucked one tit, then the other.

I began licking and gently biting the milk-giving nipples and she moaned in

response. Finally, she was empty and panting heavily. I removed my clothes as I

continued playing with her sensitive boobs.

     "Oooohhhh," she moaned, rolling her head back as she focused on the

sensations I was giving her.

     I went lower. Her pussy. I began to lick her juices maddingly as she

couldn't do anything to help or hinder me and her outer lips were puffy with her

arousal. Dori DID manage to grind her crotch towards me a little and I sucked

hard as I used a thumb to caress her clit.

     That did it. My little slave's orgasm exploded and she wailed like a

banshee. I was surprised at the amount of fluid that she unleashed; she must've

been more turned on than I had thought. I gently licked her clean as she calmed

down. Standing up, I gently pushed her lovely hair away from her face, glowing

with the afterglow. I kissed Dori softly and she responded back with more fire.

     "Thanks," she said huskily after we parted. She looked at me wonderingly

for some reason. "I've never felt like this before. I'm tied up and yet I'm relaxed,

happy, and," she wriggled delightfully, "still horny. I feel like a teenager again."

     I kissed her neck and Dori shivered with pleasure. "I guess this really is

what you wanted, but I warn you that I'll expect my slave to act normal most of

the time. I like my slaves fucking my brains out freely, and vise versa." I kissed

her right tit. "I'm not sure I could bear tying up such a lovely creature like you all

the time."

     "Flatterer." Dori giggled for the first time I knew her. "Just most of the

time?" I arched my eyebrows.

     "It's an idea..."

     She laughed and looked down at my throbbing erection slyly. "I think

someone needs some relief. Now where would you want to bury that kind of hot

rod?"

     "Hmm..." I fingered her cunt lips and she smiled lewdly. "I think I know

just the right spot to stick this wizard staff of mine." Dori giggled at the joke.

     "Oh, strike me with your wizardly miiiiiight!" She gasped the last word as

I plunged my cock into her. "Oh! Oh! Faster!" she cried and I complied to her

much enthusiastic delight.

     Once her shell came off, the submissive little sex kitten had finally come

out to play. 

     And BOY did we play.

                         *****

     Late that night, we shared my bed as Dori cuddled into me happily. We

were both fucked out for the day and sated. I caressed her golden locks and she

sighed into my shoulder.

     "I'm glad you're so happy," I murmured. "I wondered at first if we had

done the right thing." Caressing her arm, I chuckled. "Guess we did."

     "I feel at peace with myself," Dori sighed. "I like it. No more staring down

a gun sight at the worst parts of humanity for me." She looked up at me with

those deep blue eyes. "Did you want to get married?"

     I snorted. "How many happily married couples have you faced during your

job?"

     "Seriously, Rick."

     "So am I, in a way. What worked for centuries isn't working in today's

world for most people. Gotta be a reason. Likely because the two face each other

every day in today's world and in most cases they begin to hate each other's

company."

     "I won't," Dori promised.

     "The Master/Slave thing isn't marriage, Dori. And my spell I used on you

might help. But..." I sighed. "I just see marriage as a windup for a big fall. Friends

don't want to kill each other, married people do."

     "You seem awfully negative about it," she observed, slightly disappointed.

     "Well... wizards don't usually marry," I chuckled at the light punch she

gave me. "Besides, I think we'd have to wait years before you get a believable past

built up for anything like marriage."

     "Oop!" Her eyes widened at that, then she sighed in agreement. "You're

right."

     "By the way..." I looked at my new companion/slave, "what did you say to

your partner?"

     Dori sat bolt upright in panic, her beautiful form barely visible in the

darkness. "DAN!!" she shouted in shock. "I completely forgot about him! Oh

SHIT!!" Dori fell back with a groan. "I'm an idiot. How could I forget my

partner??" she moaned.

     "Did you just plan to vanish?"

     "Yes," she sighed, "but telling Dan not to worry would've helped matters a

lot."

     "At least no one would recognize you now."

     She giggled. "That's a sure bet. We're just a sexy slave and her sexy

master."

     "Hm. That reminds of whom else I've told or shown my powers too." I felt

Dori shift to look at me curiously.

     "Who?"

     "Well..." I thought about it. "The first was someone I met when I was

happily inflating a few women's tits at the beach."

     "Rick!"

     "Hey, I know, I'm immature." She snorted. "Anyway, this short, slim red-

head around my age named Becky popped down beside me and I eventually told

her that I was doing it. Had to prove it to her before she believed me."

     "Big mouthed too," Dori observed dryly. "What did she do?"

     "Asked me to give her C-cup breasts." She giggled. "She seemed to enjoy

it, though temporary, and gave me her card to call her up sometime. To get to

know her better she hinted. She was kinda cute, if a little too slim for my taste."

     "Hers too, I gather, if she wanted bigger boobs." 

     "True. The next two I sorta told was Jill and Mandy."

     "Who are they?"

     "Those girls in the photo album with all the balloons."

     "Ahhh! So that's their names."

     "Yeah. God, those two were so hot that night I'm surprised the rubber

didn't melt. They absolutely loved what I did to them." I looked over at the

snickering Dori. "You managed to beat them in hotness by only a few degrees,

but then there was two of them."

     "Thanks," she purred.

     "I think those two are involved with each other, but I'm not sure.

Definitely bi though."

     "Anyone else you've blabbed to?"

     "Just Nicky, and you heard that conversation." 

     "Oh. Yes, I did."

     "I doubt she'll visit me again, her brother was the only real link between us

and she never much liked me." There was silent breathing until I chuckled.

     "What's funny?" Dori asked me.

     "Oh, just thinking. Becky is a red-head, Mandy is brown, Jill brunette, and

you're blonde. All different colors. I'm wondering if we should have a gathering

so that we can party."

     "More like an orgy."

     "Gah!" I shrank at the thought. "Four women and one guy? I'd collapse

unless I cast a spell. Still... it'd be interesting for you all to meet."

     Dori chuckled. "Breasts, balloons, and bondage. Yes, that'd be interesting

all right."

     I pulled her close and her nipples pressed into my chest as she sighed

happily. "Let's get some sleep. We've got all day tomorrow."

     "And the rest of our lives," she murmured.

     "That too," I agreed. "That too."

PART FIVE

=========

     I had to vaporize Sam's, now Dori, old clothing the next day so no one

would find them and connect the old her with us. We didn't fuck ourselves silly,

Dori needed time to adjust to her new body and she was constantly fascinated

with her luscious body. She asked me what all I had done, other than the obvious

so I told her.

     She wouldn't get sick, diseases would be magically or biologically nuked,

and she couldn't get pregnant unless I wanted her to be. Those two points made

her smile. Her body had lots of endurance, we'd proven that, and flexibility.

Unlike other women, her breasts wouldn't sag, nor would her body divert much

from her current state normally.

     "So I could go braless all day and not worry?" she said coyly.

     "If you like bouncing a lot."

     "Oh, I like all kinds of 'bouncing'," she purred, and proceeded to

demonstrate what she meant with great enthusiasm. In essence, though, she could

fuck whenever she wanted and not worry. I felt Dori was also a closet

nymphomaniac as she bounced around my apartment without a shred of clothing.

Maybe it was just her revelling in her new body.

     Monday came around and I went to work, Dori stayed home to figure out

what she would need. I think we both agreed we needed a bigger place. I'd have to

start using my powers to get some cash so we needn't worry about money.

     After work, I went home and Dori practically jumped me. We went out

later to get some clothes for her, she had withdrawn quite a bit of money before

the change for this. Dori wore some old clothes of mine until we bought the first

set, then she looked absolutely stunning in a pair of tight jeans and t-shirt. She

turned quite a few heads and revelled in it. I noticed some women looking at me

as well, magic was definitely good for the body.

     Still, I wasn't going full steam Tuesday as I wondered what to do to make

money. Dori was still taking care of ID business when I got home so I cleaned up

the place a bit. (So Dori should be doing it. So what? It was diverting) I was

fixing supper when my little 'slave' came back. She appeared nervous.

     "What's up?" I asked her. "Something go wrong with your ID?"

     "No... but I... ah... fucked one of the men who arranged things for me," she

told me. "He was so persistent and I was turned on... So we had sex."

     I blinked, then turned back to fixing dinner. "Better clean up then."

     "You're... not mad?"

     "No. Go on, dinner will be soon." Confused, Dori went to do so.

     After all, you don't get mad at a sexually voracious slave.

     You get even.

                         *****

     Dori came to the kitchen dressed in a sexy, push-up black bra and

crotchless panties. She didn't believe I had forgiven her so she was planning to

give me the royal treatment to make up for what she had done. 

     I, however, had made other plans.

     She blinked when she saw the unset table and me smiling beside it. "Why

isn't the table set?" she asked, confused.

     "Well..." I said, "I think it's time for another master/slave lesson after your

confession." I smiled at her sudden nervousness, and I also knew she enjoyed this

sort of stuff. I took her hand and led her to the table where I grabbed her small

waist and deposited her perfect behind onto the table. "Lay down."

     Hesitantly, she did so and I arranged her so that her ass was on one end

and her head resting on the other. I bent and spread her legs so that her pussy was

presented to me. Then I knocked three times on the table and the spell I had

prepared came to life. Suddenly, Dori found herself mysteriously restricted, as if

she were attached to the plastic covered table. She could neither lift up her head,

arms, ass, or her feet where I had placed them, only wriggle a little from side to

side.

     I undid her bra, kissing both erect nipples, as she stared helplessly up at

me, then went to the other end to find her crotch moistening, as expected. I had to

cut off the panties, but they were easily fixed.

     "Now for supper, I made roast beef with gravy and mashed potatoes," I

announced to my captive audience, "and you will be my supper dish."

     "What?!" she exclaimed, shocked.

     Humming, I brought the mashed potato bowl over and carefully scooped

the sticky stuff onto each of Dori's breasts over her protest. Then came the strips

of roast beef which I laid upon her flat, vulnerable tummy and then poured gravy

over the potatoes, beef, and vagina. Dori was squirming as much as she could as I

leered over her.

     "Hot dinner on a hot plate," I chuckled and proceeded to eat. First came

the potatoes on her left breast, I used my fingers for the bulk of it, but then

extensively licked her clean. She started softly moaning but got louder when I

went to the other side. Then the roast beef, and Dori remembered she was ticklish

down there.

     "Rick! No! I'm...." She spasmed when my tongue licked in a sensitive

area. "No, please, Master! Ah!"

     I spent fifteen minutes cleaning off her mid-section and she was gasping

when I left it to start on her vagina. Now her pussy had mixed the gravy with her

love juices and I eagerly licked both off her twitching slit. I finished when she

was panting heavily, almost reaching her climax.

     "Riiick!" she cried desperately. "Set me offfff! Pleeease, Master!"

     "Don't worry, slave, desert's on the way." 

     Her eyes widened when I showed her the banana.

                         *****

     "You," Dori declared, "are a wicked man."

     "I aim to please." I smirked at her as she ate her own portion, pretending

to pout. She was still naked after washing off a second time. "So when you got

your new ID you had trouble telling that guy off or resisting your impulses?" 

     "A bit of both," she replied thoughtfully between bites. "He came on

harder than I'm used to and this body liked it."

     I sighed. "Well, you haven't had much time to adapt yet."

     She wriggled on her seat, making her breasts shift enticingly. "I know, I

know. It's just that I feel so good, so free, and it's a heady feeling." Moving her

empty plate away, Dori leaned forward to rest her elbows on the table and smiled

at me. "All of this is incredible and the fact that you can do such amazing things,

like tying me up on the table with nothing at all, turns me on so much. I don't

care; I'm yours. You shaped me to be absolutely gorgeous, fulfilling my ultimate

fantasy, and I love it when you make me do what you want." She cocked her

head. "I know you like doing it, but you've only done it twice."

     "Keeps it special," I grinned, then admitted, "and I like it as a treat, not as

a lifestyle. I'm still getting used to my powers, after all." I frowned. "And I still

have to think of a way to make money without looking too odd. Hmm..."

     Dori stood up and swung her hips from side to side as she walked over to

me. Kneeling, she teasingly placed a hand on my jean-covered groin. "Mind if I

have MY dessert while you think?"

     "Hm. Very well, you may...." I blinked then clapped a hand over Dori's as

something hit me. "Just a moment; I may have an idea." I leapt up and got my

wallet. Opening it up as Dori watched me curiously, I sorted through cards until I

came to one in particular. I scanned it, then smiled broadly. "I THOUGHT I

remembered it right. This is Becky's card."

     "So?"

     I grinned. "She's a beautician and she already knows about me. Maybe we

can work something out with her to help her customers and get some money. Not

nearly as much as I did to you though," I added.

     Dori smiled brilliantly and padded over to hug me with her delectable

body, pressing her firm breasts into me. "It might work at that." She slowly slid

down my body and her face wound up in front of my straining jeans. Her fingers

fluttered at my zipper as she grinned. I groaned as she pressed my bulge.

     "Now about dessert..." Dori purred.

                         *****

     Wednesday came around quickly and Dori, once Samantha, was finally

listed in the morning paper as mysteriously disappearing. She regretted that, Dori

had a lot of friends who would miss her, but my transformed 'slave' wasn't going

to let them know what she had done. Sam was gone for good.

     I picked her up from home after work and drove to the address on Becky's

card. When we got there, we saw it was in the middle of a mini-mall. Parking the

car, we casually walked in. The waiting room in front was divided from where the

women worked by a thin white wall. It must not have been busy as there was a

young woman I didn't know sitting behind the counter, looking bored. When she

looked up her eyes widened at seeing Dori.

     My blonde beauty was dressed HOT. She wore a plain white shirt that

clung tightly to her body, showing off her lovely curves, and a short, black skirt

that was somewhere halfway between nylon-covered knees and her groin. Black

shoes with four-inch heels finished the look. Her long, blonde hair wasn't styled,

but its natural look outlined her flawless, heart-shaped smiling face superbly as

she leaned into me.

     The stunned young woman was brown haired and around the same height

the slight Becky was. I noticed her curled locks reached to the small of her back

as she gaped at us. Naturally, she was beautifully made up, her make-up

highlighting her dark brown eyes. She had more of a figure than the slim Becky.

     Realizing she was staring, the young woman blushed and managed to

greet us. "Uh... Hi! Welcome to Shapers, can I help you?" she asked me,

somehow recognizing I was the one to talk to.

     "I'd like to talk to Becky, please," I told her. The beautician blinked in

surprise.

     "Er... Sure, just a sec." She disappeared into the back and we heard her

talking. A minute later, a curious Becky emerged and was surprised, but pleased,

to see me.

     "Rick!" she exclaimed and we shook hands. The red-head froze and stared

at Dori, who still clung to my other arm. "You didn't... um... DO anything to..."

she began uncertainly, staring at my blonde's beauty and devotion.    

     I laughed. "No, it's not what you think," I reassured Becky, "but I DID

change her."

     "I asked him to," Dori affirmed and the red-head relaxed visibly. "My

master is pretty special, isn't he?"

     "Master??"

     "Dori had long desired to be a submissive to someone who could reshape

her into a super-sexy body and be his sex slave," I explained. "Then she found out

about me and begged me to help her achieve her dream. She didn't give me much

of a choice but we've both liked the results I created." I shrugged. "I don't do the

master bit often."

     "But I love it when you do," Dori giggled, and licked her lips at the

thought.

     "I...see," Becky managed as she stared at the blonde's luscious form. "I

think. So you just decided to visit?"

     "More business than pleasure." The red-head cocked her head inquiringly

at me so I explained. "Well, my apartment is a little small for the two of us so I

tried thinking of ways to make some money. I remembered your card and thought

I could come up with a few things that would be profitable to us both."

     "Like what?" Becky asked, getting a little excited.

     "Maybe something that would remove wrinkles and youthen skin? That

would be a hit, I would think, since I could make it pretty effective."

     Becky thought about it -- for about one hundredth of a second. The red-

head bit her bottom lip in her excitement as she looked up at my grinning face.

She knew better than I could how much certain women would be willing to pay

for a treatment as effective as she imagined I could do.

     "Fifty-fifty?" I prompted.

     "Done!" she finally managed to say.

     We shook hands to seal the deal.

                         *****

     Wisely, we did it in secret; if we had advertised there would have been

chaos. That was because the expensive treatment worked better than even more

costly methods. We charged a lot because of that, but the older generation who

visited didn't complain when they got exactly what they paid for. Which was a

change.

     What I did was infuse magic into the brand of facial lotion Becky and

Irene, the brown-haired young woman, normally bought. Then it was applied to

the women's faces and the lotion repaired the damage age had done. After a

promise and some minor pain, twenty to thirty years sloughed off to their

customers' amazement. They kept their promises, but recommended others who

would be interested.

     Irene, who by necessity had been told of my power and Dori, had been

sceptical until the first time, then she believed and kept her mouth shut. She

looked at me with awe and delight every time I stopped by over the next month.

They used a little of their new wealth to fix up the place a little nicer but didn't

change much else to keep their cover and not draw attention. However, some

wealthy-looking cars started dropping by.

     The two beauticians took in Dori to help and the blonde certainly fit in

with her stunning looks. She was the one who usually applied the lotion, like

promising: 'I'm what you will soon look like'. Becky and Irene taught her their

own trade as well. My 'slave' loved working with them and the work, chatting

happily with the regulars and her co-workers. The police were still looking for her

old self, but they'd never recognize her now.

     In the meantime, Dori and I moved to a big house between the boutique

and my own workplace since we could afford it. With my continuing use of

magic, my body had finally stabilized in appearance, much to Dori's delight. My

body was lean but nicely outlined with trim, rock-hard muscle. My endurance was

now phenomenal and I could outlast Dori, that was saying something given the

amount of sex she liked and when I did it she fell asleep sore, quite sated, and

with the biggest smile I've seen. My deep brown eyes had become magnetic, or so

Dori told me. I believed her since whenever I looked at women in the office, or

even walking outdoors, they flushed. My power seemed to attract them.

     Dori and I fucked every day, occasionally indulging Dori by binding her

helplessly in some way and porking her silly. I sometimes contorted her flexible

form in some amazing ways when I did this, but I usually didn't. Some days I

stuck a vibrator I bought up her twat and left it in her bound form for hours before

relieving her frustration. Dori's mouth, pussy, anus, and tits were all used in her

unending fascination of making love with her new body.

     Little did I know she was talking to others about it.

                         *****

     One Friday I came home and a robe-wearing Dori welcomed me at the

door with a long kiss. This was surprising as I thought she would still be working

herself.

     "Hi," she breathed.

     "Hi there yourself, sexy girl," I smiled back, but was puzzled. "Aren't you

working today?"

     "Slow day so we closed early," she explained as I stepped in. "Becky and

Irene came over to keep me company. They're in the living room."

     "Okay," I said. Always happy to meet our two friends I dropped my stuff

and walked down the hall to see how they were doing, Dori trailing behind me.

However, when I turned the corner and saw the two beauticians I stopped as my

eyes opened, shocked.

     The two were standing in the middle of the large room and grinning

nervously. It was obvious why as they had practically nothing on save some

provocative lingerie. Irene wore a white corset that lifted her small, but nice

breasts forwards. She had matching white panties below that, and her slender legs

were proudly shown off. Becky had a diaphanous blue top on that hid nothing

underneath and her A-cup breasts had rock hard nipples. Blue panties completed

the look. They started giggling at my dumbfounded expression.

     "Wha..." I stopped when I felt Dori hug me from behind, she had taken off

her robe and her naked form pressed hotly against me.

     "We've been exchanging tales about our love lives recently and our two

friends got real excited about everything we did." Her hand snaked around and

gently cupped my crotch. "Especially when I told them even I can't fuck you silly

sometimes, even without spells. So I asked them if they wanted to fuck you and

they eventually decided to try it. I didn't think you'd mind."

     "I..." My mind tried to get back into gear after this shocker. "Er... No, no, I

don't, I suppose, but this is a bit of a shock!" I reached behind me and carefully

pulled my smirking slave around. Putting on a mock-frown, I said, "And for that,

I'll have to punish you." 

     Becky and Irene looked on with surprised interest as Dori meekly bowed

her head and put her hands behind her back, which made her perfect breasts jut

forward. "Yes, Master," she said.

     I turned to the two women anxiously watching me and smiled wryly. "Just

give me a moment, I want to try something different first." They looked at each

other, wondering what I had in mind.

     It took a few minutes thought as everyone else fidgeted, but I finally

decided what I wanted, and said,

                    "This floor be too harsh,

                     Let air overlay,

                     Create a cushion,

                     Where we might play."

     All the girls squealed as they felt something forming around our feet.

They hopped, only to find themselves stepping back down on a yielding second

surface of empty air. It became about a foot thick and we all found we had to sit

or kneel on all fours on the bouncy, invisible covering. Becky and Irene marvelled

over my feat, this was the only (so-called) visible display of my power they had

seen other than breast enlarging and the magic creme they used.

     "Wow..." Irene breathed as she pressed her hand into the invisible mattress

I had fashioned, wondering how it could feel so soft. 

     However, I was muttering something quietly and Dori yelped when I

finished. Becky and Irene checked to see why and they gaped. Dori, who had

gone to all fours, now sported black bands of visible force around specific

locations on her body: ankles, wrists, hips, lower ribcage, mouth, and her

forehead. The others could tell by her movements that these bands kept her

immobile, save at her mouth where she could still emit muffled noises. BUT they

worked in a way I had been planning on trying out soon.

     I carefully went to my slave's helpless form, placed a hand under her hips

where the band was, and pushed up. Dori's eyes widened when she rose from the

cushion, still bound in the doggy position.

     "You cannot move these bands," I told her with a smile, "but we can with

a little effort." As the others watched with wide eyes, I straightened her arms until

they were in a Y shape above her head, forcing her tits to jut from her chest. Next,

I straightened her legs so that it looked like she was standing up sideways, then I

split them until her flexible legs were 180 degrees apart. It made her vagina and

asshole extremely vulnerable.

     Irene and Becky were amazed at how limber the blonde was, and how

excited the captive was for Dori was breathing hard and wetness was dripping

from her wet crack. It seemed natural for her to be so ready; she was bound

helpless above the floor by magic, positioned on display in a terribly vulnerable

way, and her friends dressed in provocative clothing were staring at her during all

this. I moved her suspended, flushed, and facedown form about six feet above the

floor in the middle of the room.

     "Almost perfect," I chuckled and bounced to a drawer to pull out the

vibrator. Bouncing back, I pushed it into Dori's swollen love tunnel to her

moaning, then turned it on after a quick spell to make sure it wasn't squeezed out.

My slave jerked and started moaning louder when the vibrations started in her

aroused body. Fascinated, the other two had come up behind me.

     "She likes this for FUN?" Becky said nervously, seeing Dori's buttocks and

legs helplessly clenching from our viewpoint. Irene just stared. Both were flushed

and breathing deep at the sight of Dori.

     "It excites her incredibly when she's bound up like this by me," I told the

red-head. "This way is new and lets me move her against her will so she's really

turned on. Hell, you two are getting warm just watching her." They blushed at my

accurate assessment. "Imagine yourself in HER position; you'd probably be wet

too unless you have a fear of being unable to move."

     "Do we have to do THAT?" Irene asked me nervously.

     "Oh no, I just do it because she likes it." I slapped one of Dori's buttocks

and my slave squealed at the unexpected move. Irene relaxed, Becky seemed

uncertain if she was glad or not. "What do you two want to do?"

     "Let's get your clothes off first," the red-head declared impishly. Irene

eagerly helped her in undressing me, both caressing my firm body as it was

revealed. They looked hungrily at my rigid ten-incher when it was released. It had

grown for some reason from its previous seven but I wasn't complaining.

     "God, how much do you exercise?" Irene breathed when I was fully

uncovered, her eyes taking in my athlete-like body.

     "I don't anymore. This is how my body's been adapting to handling the

strain of casting spells."

     "Lucky us," Becky purred. She looked up at me with a gleam in her eye.

"Remember when I first ran into you?" I nodded; I had been fiendishly expanding

a few women's breasts at a beach. Becky had asked me to do her too. "Could

you...do It again?" 

     "What size?"

     She bit her lip. "DD?" Irene looked at her friend in surprise.

     I raised my eyebrows, but I didn't comment. "All right. You'd look your

best, with a bigger chest," I intoned.

     Becky looked down at herself, visibly excited as her mounds began to

swell. Irene swallowed as her friend gradually gained a very impressive set of

king-sized knockers on her petite frame. The flimsy top rose to expose her middle

as it covered her new assets. Breasts the size of small melons were soon attached

to the flushed red-head's body, it made her look top-heavy but was erotic as hell.

She hefted them to help support their heavy weight and grinned as Irene bent

closer to get a better look.

     "Holy shit, Becky!" was all the stunned Irene could strangle out.

     "God, I love having tits like this," Becky sighed and she lay down on the

comfortable mattress of air, squeezing her arms to her large chest so they didn't

fall to the sides. The horny red-head shook her big knockers as she grinned at me,

blinking her eyes cutely. "Suck these udders for me, handsome?"

     "Gladly," I answered, carefully leaning over her and flipping her

inadequate top off her melons. Massaging them made Becky moan before I bent

lower and sucked one of her enlarged nipples into my mouth.

     "Oh yes," she breathed, gripping the back of my head. She arched her back

as I sucked and nibbled her stiffened teat. Irene, on the other hand, had gotten

over her amazement in her excitement and was fondling my cock as I sampled

Becky's breasts. All the while, Dori was suspended above us, watching our antics

with excited moaning as the vibrator continued humming in her cunt.

     After finishing the second nipple, I slid down to peel off the heavily

breathing red-head's soaking wet panties as Becky sat up and watched. This was

done carefully as Irene was licking my shaft delightfully as I was moving. Becky

eagerly opened her legs as she caressed her melons, falling back with a ecstatic

groan as I started on her pussy lips and clit. At the same time, Irene swallowed

my rod and began sucking. 

     We were well under way exploring our lusts.

     I was close to shooting off when Becky stiffened. Her climax broke over

her and her cum was quickly lapped up by my tongue as she gave the longest

drawn out groan I've ever heard. It precipitated my own release and I tensed as I

grunted, sending jets of white jism into Irene's quickly swallowing mouth. Becky

sighed as I gave her a final lick and Irene's mouth slid off my rod, giving it one

final ring with her tongue. I heard Dori's muffled climax above us.

     "I love these," the red-head sighed, as she absently pinched her rosy

nipples.

     "You'd think you had implants put in if they weren't all natural... sort of," I

commented critically.

     Irene came up to kneel beside the laid-back Becky and shook her head. "I

knew you wanted bigger boobs, Becky, but he's right; you look REALLY top

heavy. Your figure's too slim."

     "Oh just say it, Irene," Becky sighed as she absently caressed her big tits.

"My body's too boyish and..." Her voice trailed off as something occurred to her

and the red-head lifted her head to look at me, eyes widening. Abandoning her

breasts, she quickly got to all fours and bounced over to me, breasts swaying

erotically. "Say, Rick--" she purred as she pressed against me with her big chest.

     "Uh oh," Irene groaned.

     "I can guess what you're thinking, Becky," I told her, "but I can't do

something like what I did to Dori to you because people would start wondering.

Dori gave up a lot and I know you enjoy your job too much to abandon it."

     Becky looked downcast, then perked up. "How about you do it gradually?

My doctor will think it's some kind of freak hormonal surge or something."

     "That--might work." I looked down at her breasts as she smiled happily.

"You might want to settle for something smaller though."

     Becky grinned wickedly. "We'll see."

PART SIX

========

     Dori was all for Becky's changes. Irene supported it too, knowing how

dissatisfied the red-head was with her body, but the brown-haired girl told

everyone she herself was happy just the way she was. The plucky young woman

was now planning to retire early in a few years thanks to our increasing earnings

and to grab some good-looking, caring hunk all for herself. Dori merely looked at

me and smiled, no words necessary there.

     I asked for a week to plan the rate of change after hashing out all the

details with the red-head and Becky agreed eagerly. Frankly, they needed the time

because even with the secret being kept they were getting ever more customers

and needed more room. A nearby building was available and soon under

renovations for the move. The women were having a ball.

     During that week, I decided to pop by Jill and Mandy's for more balloon

fun and brought an eager Dori along to help. We came to the girl's doorstep a day

after phoning ahead and a bright-eyed Mandy welcomed us in. She was surprised

at Dori's presence, and at my little slave's attractiveness in her casual blouse and

jeans.

     "I brought along an assistant this time," I chuckled as we walked into the

living room. I carried the same suitcase as last time, the two balloon-loving

women looked at it eagerly. Dori was checking out the taller and attractive

females; she'd never been with a woman before but was willing to give it a go

tonight to expand her sexual palette. I placed the suitcase on a chair where the

mirror didn't show and turned to the waiting pair.

     "I'm going to go straight to it tonight so both of you stand towards the

mirror and strip while we get ready," I told them and they hastened to comply as

Dori came over to me.

     "I can't believe how eager they are," she whispered as I opened the

suitcase. "I mean..."

     "Different people have different hot spots. They have balloons, you have

light slavery, and Becky has her breasts," I replied quietly as I handed her one of

the objects I had prepared. "Different strokes for different folks." I checked and

saw that they had finished stripping so Dori and I each went behind one,

concealing what we had from them as much as we could. I was behind chestnut-

haired Mandy while Dori had raven-haired Jill. The two were shifting excitedly as

they wondered what was up.

     "Close your eyes and spread your legs, please? Ninety degrees should do,"

I said and they did so.

     "What are you doing this time?" Jill asked me, licking her lips nervously

as Dori checked out her front and ass.

     "Well," I drawled as Dori nodded that she was ready, "there are a few

ways to inflate balloons. One is by mouth, another is by pumps!" When I said that

last word, the rubber roses we had positioned near the balloon-lovers rear ends

leaped forwards and easily shot into their assholes.

     The two squealed and shrieked at the shocking feeling and discovered

their legs were immobile when they tried to move away, then they moved their

hands to their asses. The hose made an odd sucking noise as a rubber seal formed

around the invaded spot. I dropped the slack I had held to conceal from their eyes,

a grinning Dori doing the same, and casually walked in front of Mandy. I held up

the simple hand pump attached to the other end of the hose to her widened eyes.

Jill was staring at Dori's.

     "God, that feels weird," Jill moaned as she felt the rubber hose behind her

with her hands.

     "Wha-what are you going to do?" Mandy gulped.

     "My assistant and I are going to have a contest: who can fill their balloon's

tits up the fastest!" I grinned lecherously. "One, two, three, go!"

     We started slowly, not really racing, so that the helpless pair would see

what was in store for them. Unlike before, I left them able to move their arms so

they cupped their swelling boobs as they stared. A hissing came from each breast

as they expanded every time Dori and I pumped. 

     "Oh yeah," Jill moaned as she stared at the image of herself in the mirror

getting her breasts pumped up with air. Her hands pressed into the still-soft but

increasingly larger pair of boobs. "Fill my ass with that air!"

     Both sets of breasts were reaching volleyball size as Mandy and Jill's

breathing became more excited. Dori was looking at the two in amazement as she

pumped, fascinated with the sight of the inflating women. I increased my pace

and she immediately followed.

     Mandy laughed breathlessly. "This so fucking amazing!" she declared as

her tits quickly swelled to basketball size and barely wrapped her arms around her

massive bust. The arms were slowly forced apart as I continued. Their nipples and

areola grew to match but there was still a lot of tit-flesh was filling up room. 

     The two also realized they were getting lighter as their tremendous breasts

went beyond beach-ball size and saw their feet leave the ground. Their aroused

panting increased when this happened.

     "We're HUGE!!" Mandy panted as her tits started to hide the mirror in

front of them. "The pressure's increasing in them! How big are you ma-making

us?!"

     "Pretty darn big!" I laughed as they floated to the ceiling, hoses dangling

from their rears. Exploding their tits wasn't a worry; I'd made safety precautions

for that. Ignoring their pleas, Dori and I kept going until each of their tits were

three feet in diameter then stopped. We gazed in wonder at what had been

accomplished. Two gigantic sets of breasts had their owners hanging from them

instead of the other way around.

     "D-done at l-last? Th-thank God," Jill gasped from behind her massively

sized assets. "Oh, the pressure!"

     Wonder on her face, Dori stepped up and touched the raven-haired

woman's enormous breast above her and gasped at the drum-like tightness of the

skin. "Amazing!" 

     "And wet," I added, sliding my hand up Mandy's flushed leg and reaching

her dripping wet crotch. My balloon-woman gasped and shifted a little but

couldn't do much. "We'd better dry them off," I said, grinning at Dori as I ducked

between Mandy and her breasts and started licking the shuddering woman's puffy

vagina. Dori was more timid with this at first, but continued with excited gusto

from the cries I heard Jill was making.

     Even with the constant feeling of tension in her breasts, Mandy was in

heaven and knew Jill was too. Ever since that one incredible encounter being

balloons they had been having daydreams of doing it again. The unique sensations

of being inflated had hooked the two balloon fetishers. When they had received

the phone call there had been no hesitation; they wanted to do it again. Badly!

     Both of them were bisexual so the Wizard's gorgeous blonde companion

was a nice surprise. Mandy smiled inside at Jill's expected excited state at being

inflated by such a beautiful woman, who was currently eating her groaning friend

out with great gusto.

     This time was as erotic as the last. The hoses had been a shock but had

been rewarded by a pulsing sensation in her horny pussy. She rolled her head

back with a moan, remembering the weird pressure in her ass every time the

Wizard had pumped that had shifted into her humungous tits with that hissing

sound. She hadn't thought her breasts would get much larger than last time but

that notion had not occurred to the man sucking her gushing slit. Across, her tits

were longer than SHE was! They were tremendous! The feeling of being so full

would have kept her constantly aroused even without the eating out she was

getting. 

     Mandy shuddered with pleasure as another orgasm rushed through her

floating body.

     After a half hour I decided it was time to let the sweaty two down. Dori

agreed, grinning as she licked her lips, and we picked up our pumps. Two

complete rotations of the handle and the two sets of four foot breasts quickly

deflated with that same hissing sound. Jill and Mandy looked a little dazed and

almost collapsed then the hoses popped from their asses, making them jerk as

their wobbly legs were freed from rigidity. Dori and I caught them and gently

placed the two on the couch as they panted to catch their breath, their sweaty,

naked bodies free for all to see.

     "Enjoy that?" I teased.

     "Oh yesss," Jill sighed, limply smiling. "That is SUCH a turn on after the

last time."

     Mandy mock-pouted up at me. "It was such a long time too."

     "Well, I'm glad I brought the pictures then."

     The two perked up when I pulled out the album from the suitcase and all

four of us looked at the record of the last time I had visited. Mandy looked slyly

at me.

     "You still thirteen with that better looking bod?" she purred.

     "No, just my usual ten now, and the bod isn't a spell. It just naturally

changed this way." I pulled off my shirt and their eyes, including Dori's, devoured

my trim form.

     "And what about you?" Jill asked Dori, who grinned.

     "I have a different turn-on and my Master obliged me."

     Jill and Mandy looked at her wide-eyed. "Master?!?" Jill exclaimed.

     "She wanted to be a slave to a master who could reshape her into a

creature for his pleasure," I told them as I shrugged. "I fit the bill perfectly even if

I don't do the Master bit often, but having her be my companion gives me

pleasure."

     "B-but you changed her to this body?"

     "Yeah," I chuckled and Dori posed as she ran hands through her fantastic

hair. "Bitch to do, but neither of us are complaining." Dori unfastened her blouse

and shrugged it off, then unfastened her bra so that the pair could gaze on her

perfect form. My little slave slid between Jill and the arm of the couch easily as

they stared. The raven-haired woman stroked an arm and marvelled at the feel.

     "Your skin's so soft!" Jill exclaimed.

     "I haven't, um, been with a woman before so this is new to me," Dori told

her as the hand started venturing towards her chest.

     "You look like a perfect, sexy doll, not a flaw," Jill breathed as she took

Dori's fantastic beauty in. Eager to see the rest of the blonde she tugged on the

skirt, which was quickly unbuckled by the owner and removed. Jill's eyes

widened when she saw the rest. "Oh my..."

     "You like?" Dori murmured seductively, stretching easily. She grinned

when the brunette pulled her on top of the taller, more tanned woman. Mandy

watched with fascination as Jill ran her hands all over the creamy backside of my

slave. Dori melted into her as she sighed.

     "You are so beautiful, it's fantastic," Jill managed to say and locked lips

with the willing blonde. 

     Mandy tore her eyes away from the squirming pair and notice my bulge

with a grin. Seductively, she pulled me closer so she could undo my jeans and

pull them down. My stiff rod bounced free and she quickly grabbed it. "I want

you in me, but let's suck you off first," she said avidly before her lips engulfed my

erect dick. I could last longer on the first round than most men but I was not

telling her that as I enjoyed her tongue action. She kneeled in front of me so it

was easier for her.

     Meanwhile, Jill and Dori had moved to the carpeted floor, Dori on top as

she was lighter. She gasped as Jill sucked on her stiffened nipples, kneading the

blonde's firm ass as she did. It seemed the brunette couldn't get enough of the

luscious woman on top of her as one of her hands wandered freely over Dori's

body.

     It wasn't long before Mandy's enthusiastic sucking produced the desired

results and she sucked harder on my cock when it swelled. I grunted when I came

and Mandy swallowed my warm, white cum quickly. However, she was surprised

when my cock did not shrink after my release.

     "I don't get limp after the first time anymore," I said with a grin. Hearing

that, Mandy leered and pulled me forward by my love staff as she lay herself

down on the couch. Spreading her legs, the horny, chestnut-haired woman guided

my cock to her hot pussy.

     "Time for a different kind of pumping," she giggled and moaned with

pleasure as I slid my full length into her velvet sheath. "Oh yeah, fuck me silly

with your staff!" she enthused as I began thrusting in and out, making her tits

bounce erotically.

     On the floor, Jill had finally turned the equally horny Dori around and was

returning the earlier favour by greedily licking the blonde's hairless love box. My

little slave was panting as she tried to return the favour but she was too aroused to

do much except groan and shudder. After all, Jill had already come a few times

while Dori had yet to. That was going to change fast as Dori frantically ground

her crotch into Jill's face, then cried out as sex liquids gushed from her pussy. The

brunette got most of it as the sexy woman on top shuddered and then lay limp,

gasping. Jill slowed down but didn't stop, wanting to excite Dori into another

orgasm.

     I was pounding away into a stimulated Mandy's cunt as I sucked at her tits,

making her cry out ecstatically at the stimulation. I'm sure the memory that those

same tits had been ballooned earlier helped. She wrapped her hands around my

head, trying to make me get more breasts as I continued to thrust into her hot box.

Coming again as my pounding got to her, her body quivered before I too came,

raising her orgasm higher as she felt my cum shoot into her. Mandy clutched me

to her as she gave a long, drawn out moan, then slowly relaxed as my cock went

limp inside her. She smiled lazily up at me as I pulled out.

     "I cum a lot when we do this," she murmured tiredly as she raised herself

into a sitting position beside me, pressing a breast into my side. "Gimme a few

minutes to rest."

     "Looks like those two are having fun," I commented as we saw Dori and

Jill still going at each other's pussies. Their breasts were mashed between them as

the lighter Dori writhed on top of the bigger Jill.

     "She really wants to be your slave?" Mandy asked curiously.

     "Like you like being balloons," I confirmed. Nodding to the forgotten

pumps, I said, "If you want, you can keep those until the next time we come

back."

     Mandy's eyes went wide with excitement. "You MEAN it?!" she squealed

incredulously.

     I nodded. "They should work for a month or two, but we should return

before then." Mandy didn't say a word but hugged me tightly as she gave me a

passionate kiss. When she pulled away, I grinned. "I'm going to have a little fun

with one first."

     "Huh?"

     I quietly got off the couch and picked up one of the pumps. Walking

towards the moaning women, I came up to Jill's side as Dori started showing

signs of imminent release. Mandy was grinning and Jill's eyes were bright as they

realized what I was up to. When my slave stiffened in her climax, I said, "Pump!"

     Dori's surprised cry as the hose shot into her asshole was all I hoped for as

her pussy released yet more lubricant for Jill to swallow. Mandy helped Jill roll

the recovering Dori off as the blonde's legs were rigid in a 'V' position. My slave

used her arms to raise her front and her eyes widened when she saw the black

hose trailing from between her legs to the pump I held. She swallowed nervously.

     "I thought you might be curious on how being a balloon felt," I said

cheerfully. "Jill? Would you do the honours?" I have the naked and grinning

brunette the pump as I went to the suitcase and pulled out my camera. When I

turned back, Jill was already pumping and Dori's eyes were wide with shock at

the feeling as her breasts began to inflate. Her perfect hands grasped her swelling

bosom as she helplessly watched herself being blown up like a balloon.

     I took a picture of the initial stages, then another when Mandy positioned

herself between the blonde's legs and began licking and sucking the pussy

offering.

     "Oh!" Dori cried as her hands clutched at her ever-bigger tits, now at the

volleyball stage as Jill quickened her pace. "God, this feels so strange!" the

inflating woman moaned.

     "Gets more so, dear," Jill told her with a grin, steadily pumping.

     Dori didn't understand until the pressure in her tits started becoming

intense as she reached beach ball size. They felt like they should be bursting yet

the tension continued to rise as SHE started to. Even Mandy's attentions to her

wet pussy couldn't get rid of that maddening feeling! The panting Dori put her

arms on the sides of her breasts and felt the impossible tightness of them. And she

was floating higher! The hose hung from her rear now as Mandy gripped her legs

in order to keep her vagina at her level. Dori squeezed her eyes shut from the

constant sensation of feeling she was going to explode.

     Then she opened them when the hissing stopped, biting her lower lip as

Mandy kept up at her crotch. Her tits filled up most of her forward vision and

didn't help slowing down her erotic state. "Y-you done?" she gasped. Jill stepped

up beside her bloated and floating form, patting her drum-tight breasts with a

grin. It made Dori groan.

     "Yep, all done," Jill agreed, kissing the massively swollen tit beside her.

The sight of the beautiful blonde's white tits inflated to such massive proportions

made her eyes sparkle with excitement. "You make a gorgeous balloon."

     "Th-this feels s-so weird. I feel like I'm gonna b-burst!" Dori moaned. She

threw her head back, groaning as Mandy thrust some fingers into her hot tunnel.

The battle of her growing climax was coming to claim her.

     I came around with my camera to my amazingly big-titted slave's other

side and chuckled. "Just wait till you see the pictures." Looking at the leering Jill,

I said, "I told Mandy you two could keep the pumps for a while."

     Jill looked stunned, then smiled VERY happily and came around to grind

herself into my body as she kissed me thoroughly. "I haven't gotten reamed by

that staff of yours yet," she purred, hopping up and wrapping her long legs around

my waist. I grinned as I held her ass and slid her down onto my throbbing cock,

making her gasp.

     "Easily rectified," I told her with a grin, lifting her easily up and down on

my tool as she wrapped her arms around my neck for support.

     Balloon titted Dori cried out as her third climax of the night claimed her.

PART SEVEN

==========

     I think Dori enjoyed the experience at Jill and Mandy's, in the end she was

almost too pooped to walk home. The two balloonists found her too sexy to resist,

blown up or not, and she fell asleep on the way back home. 

     In my high school days I had been interested in photography so I had set

up a photo room in our new home where I could develop my pictures in peace.

When the roll was developed, Dori's eyes widened at how she had looked. After

all, it wasn't every day your tits were inflated like balloons to giant proportions.

The reminder precipitated another lovemaking session.

     My sexy little slave had taken to wearing a bit more clothing around the

house. She did look much sexier in lingerie than totally nude. 

     The new place for the beauty parlor was completed and Becky, who

managed most of the financial affairs, reluctantly agreed they needed to hire more

help. They were starting to become swamped with business and could easily

afford to do so. Two people were hired.

     One was Kelly, a slim blonde with green eyes who wore her shoulder-

length hair in a ponytail. She was normally shy but talkative when in her element.

     The other was Felicia, another red-head like Becky but with hazel eyes

and stood inches higher and had more of a figure. For now anyway, I was going to

begin changing Becky soon. Her fiery hair was wildly curly and her passion

matched her hair: red hot.

     When I stepped in one day to deliver more magic-charged cream Fel

targeted me on sight with a burning smile. I smiled back before Dori came over

and kissed me, making Fel realize I was the boyfriend her gorgeous co-worker

had talked about.

     She was also curious about her new job. Some pretty ritzy ladies walked

in for a relatively low-class place and only Dori, Becky, and Irene as the senior

staff treated them. But when they left Fel was astounded by the changes. Their

faces looked decades younger! It was hard not to stare. She'd seen the creme too

and it was the same brand her last job had used so the red-head was even more

puzzled.

     "Hey, Becky!" I cried, bringing my curious friend over. Smiling, I drew

out a necklace with a small, golden disk for a pendant from a pocket. "I 'fixed'

your necklace."

     Her eyes widened with repressed excitement as Fel puzzled over this new

oddity; why was her boss so excited? The other red-head quickly wore the

necklace and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

     The necklace had the spell that would slowly alter her body into the shape

she wanted, the reason for her enthusiasm. It wouldn't be dramatic over a week

but give it a month or two...

     Red-headed Fel watched me leave with more interest.

     Sadly, the forces of greed are ever-vigilant, as the new girl found out. At

her apartment the following Sunday, the phone rang and she answered it.

     "Hello?"

     "Miss Felicia Robertson?" a warm, pleasant female voice said.

     "Yes?"

     "Ah good! This is Doreen Brunholt of Regina Corp. the company that

seeks to keep women beautiful, younger, and healthier longer. Have you heard of

us?"

     "Y-yes!" Fel stammered. Everyone in the beautifying business knew it as

Regina produced some of the best and expensive stuff to use. "Who hasn't?"

     The woman laughed a little. "Yes, I suppose that's true. The reason for my

call is our concern over possible health violations at your new place of

employment."

     "Violations?!" Fel blinked. "It's new, and probably the cleanest store I

know!"

     "I'm talking about a certain... treatment of yours that seems to produce

remarkable results for your customers," Doreen said without any special

inflection. "That sort of dramatic result can't be healthy, can it? Especially with a

likely untested product."

     Fel bit her lip as she shook her head. "It's not untested. They use a fairly

popular and common brand of facial creme."

     "Then they must be mixing it with the creme."

     "No," Fel disagreed, her puzzlement rising to the fore. "I've checked

myself when I've opened new containers for them and the factory seals were

intact. Ma'am, I've SEEN them put the creme on myself and I still don't know why

it works so well. They've told me I'll be doing it myself in a few months and that I

don't need to do anything special."

     "How strange..." Doreen murmured.

     "Yes," the red-head sighed, "it is."

     "Well, I do hate to sound... materialistic, but if should find out how they

do it my company will give you two million dollars for the secret."

     "T-t-two m-m-m-mil-million?" Fel choked, wide-eyed.

     Doreen was amused. "Oh yes. Just call the nearest Regina factory and ask

for me, they'll route you to my office. Thank you for your time."

     "C-certainly!" 

     "Good luck." 

     The phone went dead and a stunned Fel hung up. She nearly collapsed

onto a chair as the figure swam through her mind endlessly. The young woman

slowly ran her gaze through her low-rent, and tiny apartment, biting her lower lip

again as she struggled with her conscious. Felicia had dreamed of being rich

enough to travel in style but her best talent was making others look beautiful.

That was the reason Becky had hired her, despite being fired from her old job.

(She had been going out with the boss' boyfriend) And now this came along.

     "Do I want to be like this for the rest of my life?" Fel said aloud, covering

her face with her hands. Indecision wreaked her.

     Two million dollars.

     Could she? After all, the pay was good, but they hadn't told her about the

odd things in the store.

     Two million dollars.

     She bent her head in shame as the answer came. 

     Yes.

     Dori and I were at work on Wednesday when Fel phoned in sick that day.

The red-head had done a lot of thinking and planning since Sunday and decided

to check our place out first. She didn't want to hurt anyone, and I was a logical

piece of the puzzle she wanted solved.

     To this end, she recruited her current boyfriend, Tony, to help her break

into the house. The slick-haired Italian man was a good lover but had a bit of a

disreputable past, nothing proven. Neither of them were in love with the other,

they were together for the sex. When she told him about the phone call, minus a

million and a half, he was all for it.

     "The trick, babe, is to look natural-like," Tony grinned as they casually

walked to the back of the house. He'd worn some of his nicer and better fitting

clothes for the purpose while Fel wore a sleeveless top and black skirt with a nice

pair of shoes. "You don't fit in, you stick out like a sore thumb. Act and feel like

you belong there, and no one looks at you twice. Nice place by the way," he

commented as they opened the gate to the fenced-off back yard.

     "I've got butterflies," Fel said nervously as they walked up to the door.

Tony grinned back at her.

     "Hey, it's no sweat." His canny gaze swept over the door and after a

minute, nodded. "Nice."

     "It's got an alarm?"

     "Nah. I meant 'Nice folks' 'cause they ain't got one." He pulled out a small

box from his jacket and opened it to reveal some tools. "We got lots of time and

cover so I can pick this without leaving a mark, just you see. I'm an artist."

     True to his word, the door opened without a mark in ten minutes.

     They walked in quickly and looked around the ground floor, since it was a

big house and I had lived in an apartment there wasn't much in the way of

furniture yet. Which was a relief to the burglars as it meant there wasn't as much

to search.

     "Where should we start?" Fel asked Tony.     

     "Bedrooms first, then work our way down. Since we don't want 'em to

know we've been here try not to make a mess. What are we looking for anyway?"

     "I guess... anything unusual."

     "Right."

     The pair went upstairs and found that pretty much only one room was

being used, and used well by the aroma of sex in the air. We'd been in a hurry that

morning and hadn't made the bed. Tony found a picture of me and Dori together

and whistled, wide-eyed.

     "Whoa! You didn't say she was such a hot babe, yow! Her boyfriend looks

like a jock too. You must want to jump into his pants whenever you see the guy." 

     Fel looked at him irritably. "Yeah, sure, Tony." She paused. "Actually, he

does have a real magnetic attraction, more than I've seen in a man before."

     "Figures, to land that fox," Tony lamented. "'Course you're pretty nice

yourself, which says something about me too." He leered at her before searching

under the bed, making her blush before she started on the closet.

     Since I limited most of my magical experiments downstairs in the

basement, they didn't find anything. The ground floor came next, and that meant

the photo albums I'd made of some of our antics. At home and at Jill and Mandy's.

     Tony opened one first, the first I'd made, and gaped at the sight of the

naked Mandy and inflated Jill. "Holy shit!" he exclaimed in amazement.     

     "What?" Fel asked and came over to see what had caused such a reaction.

Her eyes widened and she gasped.

     "Jesus!" Tony exclaimed as he flipped the page to find more unusual

pictures. "This guy must be into that computer tit-morphing stuff in a big time

way. He's into computers, right?"

     "Y-yes, but..." Fel stared at the hugeness of Mandy's tits and swallowed.

"It looks kinda... real, doesn't it?"

     Tony recovered from his amazement and snorted. "That's the idea, babe,

but you have a point. 'Course these chicks certainly seem to be having fun.

Wonder how this guy makes these pics." He finished flipping through one book

and opened the next. Fel and Tony's eyes widened to see the gorgeous Dori with

progressively immense breasts. "Damn! How does he do that?" He flipped to see

Mandy and Dori in a sixty-nine position and grinned. "Guess she's bi, babe."

     "No kidding," Fel said, looking at Dori's silently ecstatic form sent shivers

down her spine. Her co-worker was fantastically beautiful, she realized that now

that she'd seen the blonde nude. The erotic images were making her temperature

rise and they still needed to search the rest of the house. "Put it away and let's

keep going."

     Tony was reluctant to stop, but nodded and put it back. "You got a point,

babe."

     The pair didn't find anything else on the ground floor so they went down

into the large basement. It was mostly empty because I HAD been practicing

other spells than sexual antics. Tony spied a tall pole in one corner and went for

it.

     "Might be something in this thing," he told Fel and grabbed it.

     He immediately stopped moving. There was a moment's stunned silence

from him, then, "Holy shit! I CAN'T MOVE!!"

     "WHAT?!?" Fel ran over, careful not to touch the pole and stared at her

boyfriend's still moving face. "H-how...?!"

     "I don't KNOW!! Jesus!! Get me out of this!"

     "HOW?!?" Fel demanded, panicking. Then whirled as the basement door

to the upstairs they'd left open slammed shut. "Oh no!" Fel cried and ran to the

door. Unsurprisingly, it was locked and she couldn't open it. "We're trapped!!"

     "Dammit!" Tony shouted. "What IS this shit?!"

     Another door swung open, white light hiding what lay behind it, and

suddenly Fel found herself being dragged towards the portal. The red-head

shrieked in terror as she slid across the room and was tossed into the white light,

the door slamming shut behind her as Tony demanded to know what was going

on.

     A very frightened Felicia picked herself off the floor and with very wide

eyes looked around at where she had wound up. 

     Mirrors. All around her the walls, ceiling, and floor were made of mirrors.

Everywhere there was reflections of herself in the small room. Light came from

bars running down the corners of the room. Whirling around, Fel gasped in horror

as the door she had come through was no longer there. 

     "Oh God," she whimpered as she backed up into the middle of the

reflective room, "what's going ON here?!"

     Suddenly, a prickling sensation drew her attention to her breasts and her

hands flew to her C-cup sized bosom. "What now??" she whispered, but after a

few seconds nothing happened and Fel dropped her hands. 

     *BOOM!!!*

     Fel screamed in terror as her bra snapped and shirt ripped apart from the

explosion of fresh that erupted from the red-head's chest. So fast did her breasts

expand that it sounded like they had exploded instead of growing. She continued

to shriek when the weight of her enormous tits pulled her down to the ground,

forcing her to her knees. 

     A few minutes later, Fel calmed down enough to stare in fear at her

beanbag-sized boobs, breathing in short gasps. With trembling hands, she touched

them and drew back with a gasp. She'd FELT it! They were REAL! Looking at the

wall in front of her she could see her giant, three-inch wide nipples reflected on

it.

     "Oh... my... God! This is impossible!" she exclaimed, but placing her

hands on her altered breasts again told her it obviously wasn't. "The pictures..."

she whispered. It crashed though her mind that the 'morphed' snapshots hadn't

been faked, those women had actually BEEN that size at the time. 

     And now so was she.

     Her ruined shirt started melting at that point, to Fel's horror, as did the rest

of her clothes. "No!" she cried, but her clothes swiftly dripped off of her now-

naked body, kept in place by her massive hooters. 

     Fel couldn't believe this; it seemed like some kind of pornographic wet

dream. All around her she saw her naked body kneeling next to her tremendously

enlarged chest. How was this possible?? She had to rest on her breasts which put

her torso almost horizontal. It was the weirdest feeling. Why was this being done

to her?

     She stiffened when a black, one foot wide square appeared on the wall

where the image of her hooters was. Fel whimpered when the four, black,

perfectly round tentacles snaked out of the opening; What now??

     It didn't take long to find out as they moved through the air like they were

weightless. Each were an inch in diameter and very, very slick feeling as they

slithered over most of her huge tits. "Not my boobs," Fel groaned as her tits were

felt up in the oddest way possible. It looked like her massive hooters were being

massaged by black electric cable. Then something latched onto her stiffened

nipples and began sucking. The red-head shrieked in shock at the feelings

produced.

     With wide eyes, Fel saw that the heads of two of the cords had widened to

engulf her stiffened nipples and were pulsating as they sucked her teats.

"Fuuuuck," she moaned, feeling herself getting reluctantly turned on by the whole

bizarre experience and her slit moistened. And was taken advantage of.

     She'd sensed it was coming, but Fel still gasped when the third head

slipped into her crack. It had stiffened itself and pushed its way into her

relentlessly. Reflexively, she tried closing her legs but the tentacles had wrapped

themselves around them and kept her thighs spread apart.

     I'm getting fucked by tentacles and my tits weigh more than I do, was Fel's

dazed thought as the one inside her began thrusting deep inside her. The last head

slid between her breasts and displayed its rigid self before her eyes. Then it began

to swell, gaining ridges and bumps as it grew to two inches wide and continued

on to three and a bit. She wondered why until she felt the one fucking her begin to

expand!

     "Shit!!" she cried in horror and tried to escape but it was futile. Fel cried

out helplessly as the tentacle head in her cunt continued to swell, stuffing her

more and more. The whole experience made her orgasm inevitable. "Oh God, oh

God, oh God. Oh. Oh, oh, oh, OH, OH! OOOHHHHHH!!!" she yelled as she

came, the monster dildo in her pussy thrusting madly into her gyrating hips as her

fluids dripped down its slick length. It was also a multiple orgasm and Fel writhed

helplessly as wave after wave of pleasure overloaded her senses.

     Eventually, she calmed down, gasping, and the tentacle shrank back to

normal.

     Sweaty and drained, Fel collapsed onto her cushiony breasts. Shit, I've

never cum that hard or long before, she thought wearily. The head slid into her

snatch again and she trembled. "Not again!" she groaned, then opened her eyes

wide in panic as the fourth touched her asshole and began pressing in. "No!" she

cried futilely as she was penetrated doubly. Fel's curls fell down her back as she

rolled her head back, tension on her face. The tentacles filled her twice as much

now and with the first two still twisting her nipples Fel was overwhelmed. Wide

eyed and panting, she looked at a side wall and saw the rear tentacle begin

pumping as the one in her vagina alternated with it. Black cords covered her

captive body and tits as they writhed over her skin and fucked her. 

     "Ohhhh gooooodddd..." When would this END? she thought desperately

as her passion began rising again against her will.

     An hour of constant and intense fucking later, a dazed Fel didn't hear a

door open and close. The voice she did.

     "Well, well, well," I said calmly, jolting her out of her pleasure-induced

haze and she whipped a fear-filled face around to see me taking in her trapped

state.

     "Please stop it!" she pleaded. "I'm sorry we broke into your house! I just

wanted to have some real money for once in my life and get a better place to live

and have fun! I wasn't going to hurt anyone, just find the secret to the creme!

Please change me back to normal! Please! Pleasepleasepleaseplease!!" she sobbed

hysterically, tears running down her flushed cheeks. "Change me baaaaaack!!"

     I sighed and muttered the codeword to remove the tentacles I had

designed. The black cords withdrew from her sopping and sore vagina and her

rear end to coil back into the black square with the other two. When they did, the

square vanished.

     "What about the guy outside?" I asked her.   

     "My boyfriend!" the woman with breasts the size of beanbags cried. "Let

him go too and we won't bother you again. I'll quit my job and won't tell anybody!

Please!"

     My lips thinned in disgust. "You think more for him than he did."

     Trembling, she blinked at me. "Wh-what?"

     "He said, and I quote, 'You can have the bitch, do whatever you want with

her! Just lemme go and I'll be out of your hair for good! I ain't in your league!'" I

cocked my head at her horrified expression as her face paled. "I agreed with him."

     "No..." she whispered.

     "Of course," I went on, "I took away all memory of what you two did here

and suggested to him that you two had a big fight and broke up. That asshole will

never darken your doorstep again thanks to a compulsion I tried out on him. He'll

also be impotent for the rest of his natural life."

     A door appeared behind me and Dori stepped in. "Still talking, Master?"

Fel's expression turned to disbelief and horror when she heard that.

     "I'm still deciding on what to do here," I rolled my eyes and Dori giggled,

"slave. I think she's frightened out of her wits enough without you saying that."

     "Sorry, dear. That slime's gone in his car and it looks like your spell

worked."

     "Great."

     "S-spell?" Fel stammered fearfully. Dori walked over and patted one of

the tremendous tits reassuringly.

     "That's right, Fel. A spell."

     "Felicia," I explained, "the secret to the creme is a power I gained a few

months ago. I can cast rhyming magic now, and I infuse ordinary creme with it to

alter women's faces back to a more youthful appearance. Dori and I needed the

money and it seemed the quietest way to get it. I'd met Becky before Dori and we

struck a deal."

     "Going pretty well too," Dori commented with a smile.

     "Until now," I sighed. Fel cringed as I looked at her. "Tell me why you

broke into here."

     The terrified young woman gushed the story about Doreen, Regina Corp,

and the two million dollars. The amount raised our eyebrows, but Fel kept on,

miserably telling us why she had done it. Dori looked unforgiving after the story,

she HAD been a cop before meeting me, but I moved to shoot down that attitude.

     "Don't look like that, Dori," I scolded. "Remember what YOU did in order

to get me to be your master." The blonde flushed guiltily; she hadn't done right by

the law herself. Fel looked confused so I explained. "Dori used to be a

policewoman before she discovered my new powers and backed me into a corner

to fulfil her wish." I waved a hand at the blushing Dori. "Which was for me to

change her into a submissive slave to please me. She WANTED me to do it and,

while I had reservations at the time, it's turned out pretty well."

     Fel's eyes bugged out at the squirming blonde. "You... wanted to??"

     "Some people have different desires, as you well know," I said calmly,

making her flush in turn.

     "Then... those weird pictures upstairs..." Fel said slowly.

     "Were of women with balloon fetishes," I confirmed. "I was eager to try

my powers to do something impossible." I walked around to where her nipples

were so she could look straight ahead at me. Gripping a red teat, I squeezed and

she gasped. "Case in point."

     "What are you going to do with me?" she whimpered.

     I sighed. "I'm still not sure. I AM angry you broke in, but that money was

obviously too much of a temptation along with your curiosity. Not many people

could resist that much money."

     "People have killed for far less," Dori agreed.

     I frowned thoughtfully as Fel nervously watched me. Then I snapped my

fingers, making her start, and smiled at Dori. "I have a good idea."

     "What?" Dori asked curiously.

     "Remember what I mentioned this morning? I was thinking of getting a

cat or something, but why shouldn't Fel do?"

     The red-head's face drained of all color. "You're going to make me a

cat??" she squeaked.

     "No, no, no!" I protested vehemently as Dori burst into laughter. "Not a

cat; a familiar."

     "Same thing!"

     "NO! A familiar was supposed to be a being that helped a wizard or witch

with their spells. You think it has to be a cat but it could be anything from a raven

or toad. They were supposed to live as long as their masters did." I eyed Fel up

and down. "You would be a damn sight prettier than a cat and less to clean up

after."

     "Why-why me and not her?" Fel gulped.

     "I'm still learning but I don't think the spell I put on her would mesh well

with the spell I was going to make for my familiar. It might even kill her with that

slave spell on her since a familiar becomes a tiny extension of their owner. I see

paradox coming a mile away."

     "Do I have a choice?" the red-head said, trembling.

     "Well," I hummed, "my spell would certainly benefit you because I would

NEED to shelter you and keep you close. That means you'd move in with us here

of course." Fel gaped. "You'll also gain a few powers inherent with familiars that I

plan to include in the spell. And your extension with me will likely improve you

physically as my own body has." I flexed a bicep cheerfully as Fel continued to

stare at me incredulously. "Otherwise, I can wipe your memory and discourage

you from trying to find out our secret again, but still keep your job either way. I'd

rather have a trusted familiar though." I looked her straight in the eyes. "What do

you want to do?"

     Fel looked wreaked with indecision, fear of the unknown warring with a

very tempting offer. "I... I..." She swallowed. "The f-f-first choice. I'll b-be your

fam-familiar," the nervous woman stuttered out.

     Smiling, I muttered another word and Fel's tremendous tits quickly

returned to normal. Dori rushed up to steady her before the relieved red-head fell.

My little slave saw how sweaty the naked Fel was and shook her head. 

     "You need a shower," she declared, wrinkling her pert nose.

     "I'm so tired," Fel sighed, adrenaline from fear wearing off and she leaned

into the smaller woman.

     "And well fucked from what Rick told me about this little trap," Dori said

slyly and the red-head flushed, covering herself with her arms. My slave

chuckled. "Come on, I'll help you to the shower and then put you to bed." They

left the room, Dori leading the way. The mirrors faded as the spell disappeared

and my workroom returned to visibility.

     Well, it seemed I was going to get a familiar at last.

     Better than a cat at least.

     I hoped.

PART EIGHT

========== 

     I wasn't angry with Regina Corp; we were competition and with an

unbeatable product. Not just Regina would come a-knocking so after the store

closed I had everyone come over to our house on Friday night. Probably the only

one who didn't know about me was Kelly and that was going to change tonight.

     We still needed furniture but we had enough for the six of us. Fel sat

nervously on a wooden chair; Becky, Irene, and Kelly took the couch; Dori

nestled herself on a bean bag; and I myself took the big, cushioned chair.

     "All right, NOW can you tell us what's up, Rick?" Becky said crossly. I

nodded.

     "A few days ago I got an... automated message at my office telling me that

someone had broken into the house. Needless to say, I was surprised when I

found out it was Felicia."

     "WHAT?!" was the disbelieving cry from the three on the couch. Fel

lowered her head in shame, but Dori patted her foot reassuringly.

     "Apparently," I went on, "Regina Corp had offered dear Fel two million

dollars for the secret of our 'special' creme. And as most of us know, it's not

really, um, marketable at the moment."

     Becky and Irene gaped at the number, then the red-head shook herself.

"What a rip-off! Christ, we've almost gotten past that amount in profits already!"

she exclaimed, then glared at Fel. "So what happened next?"

     "Dear Fel ran into my female burglar trap, not that I was expecting one!

After an hour in its, um, special care she was pretty tired, sore, and willing to

confess." Kelly looked puzzled as Becky and Irene burst into laughter. Fel's face

reddened as Dori giggled. "Yeah, you saw that coming, didn't you? Anyway, I

have her two choices then; forget it all, or become my familiar. She agreed to the

latter."

     Silence.

     "She WHAT?!" Irene exclaimed as Becky stared at me. Kelly shook her

head, wondering if she had heard right.

     "I want a familiar and Dori can't be one now so it's perfect. Everyone's

happy this way," I told them.

     "But she tried to screw us!" Becky said heatedly. Fel squirmed in her seat.

     "And got screwed," Dori giggled.

     I shook my head. "Becky, once she's my familiar she won't WANT to

betray me because my well-being means HER well-being. She'll also be getting

more than two million dollars would have ever given her. And next week she'll be

moving in here with me and Dori." I grimaced. "I'm not surprised she wanted

money to move after seeing her apartment building." Becky settled down, but

wasn't quite mollified.

     "WHAT are you all talking about?!" Kelly finally burst out, looking at

each of us incredulously. "Familiar?? You sound like a witches coven or

something!"

     "Um, just one wizard and that's Rick," Irene told her.

     "Don't be ridiculous! That's-that's stupid! There are no such things as

witches or wizards!" Kelly protested vehemently. I was worried, she was taking

this a bit harder than I thought the usually shy blonde would.

     Dori, grinning, pulled out something from under her bean bag and walked

over to the seated woman. Uh oh, I thought as I saw what she held. She held it up

to the flustered Kelly's eyes.

     "What's this?" she asked innocently, dangling the hose end quite near the

junction of the sceptical woman's legs. Kelly frowned at her.

     "A pump. AHH!!!" she shrieked, totally shocked when the hose instantly

sought out her rear end. It dived between her thighs and make a hole in her jeans

before it reached its goal and inserted itself in the panicked blonde's rear. Dori

had placed herself in front of the frightened woman so she couldn't get up. "Get it

out! Get it out!" Kelly cried in fear as she bucked on the couch, hard to do when

your legs are paralysed.

     "Settle down!" Dori told her forcefully as Becky and Irene looked on with

surprise. "It's not hurting you."

     Struggling for calm, Kelly obeyed. Panting, the pony-tailed woman stared

down at the hose then up at the smirking blonde. "What-what IS this thing? What

did you do to me?"

     "Since you don't believe in magic," Dori told her, "I thought a personal

demonstration was in order." With that, she started pumping the pump.

     Kelly gasped first at the pressure in her rear, then went wide eyed as she

heard her breasts hiss and saw her front swell outward. "No way..." she

whispered, stunned, but Dori kept on pumping and soon the B-cup bra was getting

too full to wear comfortably. "Stop! My bra's too tight!"

     Dori stopped, then pointed at Kelly's bigger front. "You still think magic

doesn't exist?"

     "I..." Frantic, the inflated woman unbuttoned a few of her buttons and

gaped at her bigger cleavage. "Holy shit," she whispered, then looked up fearfully

at the pump. "Is it permanent?!"

     "No," Dori told her and Kelly relaxed, "but unless you want to breath

shallow I suggest you take off your bra. I'm not going to return you to normal for

a while because of your snit fit." To punctuate her point, she pumped twice more

to Kelly's horror and her bra became tighter.

     "No more! I'll-I'll do it," she whispered and slowly took off her blouse and,

with difficulty, her bra. It practically snapped off as Kelly's ballooned boobs

sprang free and the owner sighed in relief. She blushed at her semi-nude state and

covered herself with her arms. "I won't pop, will I?" she gulped.

     Both of them were surprised when I dropped a photo album onto Kelly's

lap and opened the cover to show Dori with her own mammoth set of breasts.

Kelly's eyes shot wide open as I said, "No... Dori was blown up a LOT bigger than

you when I surprised her with it. I made sure no one would 'pop' their boobs

anyway."

     "Jeez, Dori!" Irene gasped as she leaned over a astonished Becky to see.

"You were HUGE! What did it feel like?"

     "Like my boobs would burst from the pressure," Dori confessed as she sat

back on her bean bag, holding the pump in one hand. "It didn't hurt, but it was...

intense."

     "You were floating?" Kelly breathed as she stared at the photos.

     "That's the way I made the pump: the bigger you get, the lighter you get," I

informed her then turned to Becky. "How's that spell I made for you going

anyway?"

     The red-head beamed. "My bust is getting noticeably larger to me already

and my hips have widened a fraction too. I'll wait a week and then I'll go to my

doctor with my 'alarming' news." She giggled like a school girl. "I wanted more of

a figure," she explained to Fel and Kelly happily.

     "I'm sorry Dori introduced you to magic so rudely, Kelly," I apologized. I'll

punish my little slave later, and NO it wasn't my idea to enslave her. It was hers!"

I finished before the horrified pony-tailed woman asked the inevitable. "It's what

SHE wanted. My 'punishments' excite her so don't feel sorry. We don't do the

slave/master bit often."

     "Often enough for me," Dori giggled and impishly pumped Kelly up a

little more. 

     "I don't need to... have sex with you, do I?" Kelly asked me nervously.

     "Eh? Not if you don't want to. Why?"

     "Oh,I... I haven't... It's..." She looked down, blushing. "I'm a virgin." Dori

nearly dropped the pump.

     "Jeez, Kelly," Fel said, startled enough to talk, "I knew you were shy, but...

I mean, you look good enough for... a man to try to... you know."

     "I just never had the nerve and... oh!" Kelly had been absently flipping the

pages but froze when she saw one shot in particular. "That's you, Rick?! And

your... It's big." She blushed.

     "If I'm going to make Fel my familiar, you're going to see it anyway," I

sighed as I pulled off my loose t-shirt, showing my lean muscles to everyone.

"We're going to have to be... having sex to do it right, I figure."

     "Whoo!" Becky cheered. "Strip tease!"

     Fel swallowed, more nervous with the magic than stripping, then started

taking off her own clothes. I chucked off my jeans, leaving me in briefs as I

picked off a bunch of papers from a nearby table. The red-head was down to bra

and panties when I laid myself down on the floor, papers ready.

     "You're going to read while she's fucking you?" Becky said, laughter

bubbling in her voice.

     "This'll be something to see," Dori added with a grin as Kelly shifted her

arms nervously. My little slave pumped her up twice more to her embarrassment;

her roundish tits were starting to gain formidable size at this point.

     "I have a good memory, but I don't want to mess this up," I defended

myself and removed my briefs, letting my semi-erect cock free. Fel saw my

largeness and brightened a bit; like I had said before, she was usually hot and

loved a good cock. She removed her bra and panties determinedly and straddled

my stomach as her hand gripped my hardening cock. My hand slid to her crotch

and found her hairy slit was already moistening from her excitement. "You

ready?" I asked.

     "I said I would do this, and I will," she said, more to reassure herself than

me. Holding her breath, she lifted herself, positioned my cock at her entrance, and

impaled herself on me. Fel exhaled sharply with a gasp as our crotches met, her

eyes were tightly shut as she got used to my size.

     "Start slow," I advised, as I held up my stack papers in front of my face

and began my spell.

                              "Now begins your duty to me,

                               Human woman now familiar be.

                               Spirit bond with mine own soul,

                               Drinking deep of magic's bowl.

                               Loyalty I demand, love I ask,

                               To aid and help in many a task.

                               Power I give thee, strong and true,

                               To fuel thy arm, muscle, and sinew.

                               Next I give thee..."

     This spell was far different than the one I had used on Dori because I was

more personally involved with this one. While I was stronger now, I'd made the

spell longer and more complex too. Fel lifted and dropped herself on me

cautiously, staying true to my advise of going slow. 

     But when I finished the first page and started the second, we both started

to glow. I felt something deep within me building slowly, and apparently so did

Fel because she started to pick up the pace. Her tits bounced enticingly on the

other side of my pages but I ignored them; there were six more pages to go.

     When I finished the second page, being worried was the last thing on Fel's

mind as she happily bounced up and down on my rigid cock. The magic was

building in each of us and she was enjoying the feeling greatly as she lost her

inhibitions. And this was the second page! Our audience watched with varying

degrees of amazement at our glowing bodies.

     At the end of the fourth page, my blood was starting to boil in my veins

and a panting Fel was pumping madly to set off her orgasm. Desperately, she

ground our crotches together to rub her clit. Fel gasped but still couldn't climax.

     "I can't cuuum! Why can't I cum?!" she demanded hoarsely, panting

rapidly. "I need to so bad my nipples ache! Come on, cum!!"

     I struggled to keep my voice even as my own arousal rose, but Fel was

going nuts after the fifth page. Obviously the spell was preventing her from

orgasming too soon and was driving her to previously unreachable levels of

sexual tension. She couldn't really speak at this point as she pounded herself

frantically onto me.

     "Uh! Uuuuh! Uh! Ooooh! Uuh! Uuuuh!" was her only response.

     I was losing concentration after the sixth page and Fel was acting like a

jackhammer on me, babbling incoherently as her whole being strained for release.

I loved the feeling as blood rushed hotly through me, but kept my focus as I read;

I HAD to finish the spell! We were both glowing brightly now and it was an

eternity to reach the last paragraph.

                              "This binding ties the knot,

                               Your spirit now be caught!

                In this spell so fine,

                               Now I claim... you... MINE!"

     I howled the end of the finished spell, gripped the ultra-taut Fel's hips, and

rammed her steaming cunt onto my staff with a savage thrust. My spell-delayed

release rushed from the deep depths of my magic-charged soul and cascaded like

a tsunami though my entire being. It roared into my vibrating familiar's waiting

body as my cum exploded into her harder than it had ever done before. My back

arched off the floor as I strained to drive my cock deeper into her with a bellow.

     Fel, on the other hand, felt like a lightning bolt had lanced into her vagina

and rocketed up her spine into her brain. Her clit felt like it had exploded, vaginal

muscles clamped onto my meat with a death grip as I spurted into her, asshole

clenched tight, breasts swollen painfully, and nipples were plugged into light

sockets. She screamed shrilly as her body quaked violently, wave after wave of

incredible ecstacy drowning her delirious mind with pleasure. Light shone from

her gaping mouth and wide eyes. Arms were thrown back as she too arched her

back and ground herself into me. Every fibre of her being felt alive and charged

with electricity.

     Both of our beings joined in that ecstatic instant and we instantly knew

then that Fel was now a part of me forever as a bit of me merged with her.

     In the normal world, we collapsed at last and Fel, out cold but still

spasming with her ultimate orgasm, fell forward onto my barely conscious self.

Her internal muscles still had my cock tightly nestled inside her and weren't

letting go.

     Dori and the others, except for immobile Kelly, were instantly beside us.

"Rick! Are you all right?!" Dori cried, frantic with worry. "Say something!!"

     "I think that's it for Fel and me tonight," I groaned, bone tired. "Sorry,

dear." She kissed me deeply, relieved, as the others started rolling Fel the familiar

off me. I broke of the kiss just in time. "Wait!" I tried to shout and managed to

clutch Fel. "Her vaginal muscles are locked on my cock."

     "Pardon me?!" Irene checked and made a disbelieving sound. "How the

hell..?!?!"

     "We'll have to wait; my cock's not going down either," I sighed.

     "That looked... intense," Becky gulped.

     "It was, and I wasn't on the receiving end either."

     "Now I know there can be such a thing as an orgasm that's TOO strong,"

Dori marvelled as she stroked the unconscious woman's hair. "Poor Fel."

     "Get a cover or two for us, will you? We can't, uh, move like this."

     Dori bounced up and nodded. "Sure thing. Be right back!" She hurried

upstairs.

     "My God," Kelly said at last, stunned. I noticed she had retrieved the

pump attached to her asshole when Dori had checked me out and was holding it

in one hand. "You really can do magic!"

     Becky, seeing Fel and I were all right, sat back down beside her. "You bet

he can. That was something else, huh?" She smirked and poked one of the

blonde's inflated tits, around volleyball-size at the moment. 

     Kelly flushed and looked down at the pump. Hesitantly, she lifted the

handle and pushed down. The accustomed hiss of air came as her bosom swelled

a bit more. Using one hand to hold the pump, Kelly felt her enlarged bust with

wonder. "I can feel the air inside them," she marvelled, running a hand over her

stiff nipples and flushing. The spectacle she had just witnessed had aroused her

and the full chest she now possessed was erotic now that she had accepted it.

     "I didn't know about this little gadget. How big did Dori get when you

used this thing on her, Rick?" Becky asked me.

     "Three feet," I replied tiredly. "Each."

     Kelly swallowed. "When... do you start floating?"

     "Beach ball size."

     "What's up, Kelly?" Irene asked curiously as Dori finally returned with

some covers and draped them over Fel and I's sweat coated and cooling bodies.

     "I wouldn't mind trying this more if I float," Kelly said, blushing bright

red. "I've always wanted to."

     "Here," Becky said and plucked the pump from Kelly's hand. "I'll help

anyone who wants bigger in their bust." Grinning, she started pumping and an

anxious Kelly watched her breasts swell bigger once more.

     As if for support, Kelly placed her hands over her growing nipples while

her breasts grew, closing her eyes and breathing quickly. I wanted to sleep, but I

was curious how this would turn out. Her tits just kept getting bigger and bigger

as her arms were forced further out. They reached the two-foot beach ball size at

last and the pony-tailed blonde's body started rising. Becky stopped and Kelly

opened her eyes wide at the size of her boobs, then wider as she noticed she was

floating towards the ceiling.

     "I'm floating!" she cried disbelievingly. Dori turned her around so her tits

jutted at the floor. Kelly placed her hands over her mouth in awe. "I really am!

My breasts feel full too! I can't believe it!" She flapped her arms with a joyful

laugh, making the rest of us grin at her exubrience.

     "You weren't kidding about those balloon girls, were you, Rick?" Becky

laughed, enjoying Kelly's happiness and at the same time looking at the size of

her massive bust. "She's huge!"

     Kelly placed her hands on the sides of her bloated chest with bright eyes.

"I guess I do look like a helium balloon now, don't I?" She started a bit when she

gently hit the ceiling with her butt. Her legs had gone into a 'V' shape so she

looked pinned to the ceiling by the nipple-tipped balloons on her chest, the long

hose dangling between her legs.

     Dori pulled on the cord until Kelly floated within reach and grabbed a

thick, stiffened nipple, making the floating woman gasp in surprise. "I like

playing with balloons from time to time, don't you, Becky?" 

     The red-head grinned and grabbed the other red nipple. "Sure do, Dori,"

she said, leering up at a suddenly hesitant Kelly as she squeezed.

     "Oh!" Kelly cried, startled. The tension in her tits made any other feeling

more intense and Becky's squeeze had sent a jolt right down to her already

somewhat moist crotch. Then she realized the precarious position she was in as

Dori copied Becky's action. "What are you doing?!" she demanded shakily.

     "Some women I've met believe fem-balloons make great sex toys," Dori

chuckled as she started squeezing and twisting, making Kelly moan involuntarily.

"I figure this should loosen you up."

     I started loosing the battle to stay awake as Kelly made ever weaker

protests and dosed off to her cries of pleasure.

     I woke early the next day as it had only been nine o'clock when I fell

asleep. Fel murmured semi-sleepily on me and I knew her movements had got me

up. A warmth at my side made me look and I smiled at Dori's peaceful and nude

form snuggled against me. Blinking, I realized a sleeping and still-inflated Kelly

was floating above us, arms pressed against the sides of her beach ball breasts.

Becky and Irene were nowhere to be seen so they must've gone home to bed last

night. Then Fel stirred and sleepily looked up at me, somewhat confused. "Shh," I

whispered, nodding at Dori's form.

     Fel blinked at Dori, then remembered what she had undergone last night

and was instantly wide awake. "Jesus Christ!" she whispered incredulously and

pressed her cheek on my chest. "That was the most intense, erotic, sexy, fucking

unbelievable experience of my whole life!"

     "Yeah, surprised me too," I admitted as I stroked a hand down her back.

"Feel anything different yet? The bond should grow with time, but..."

     "I... think so," she admitted slowly as she placed a hand on my cheek and

looked at my face with new affection. "I can FEEL your presence somehow, not

in my head or body, but I can. You're a burning light in a background of darkness,

and it sends chills through me just knowing I can do it." Fel smiled warmly. "I

guess I AM your familiar now. Forever. I think I like this. A lot."

     "I'm glad," I grinned, "but do you think you can release my cock now?"

     Fel started, finally noticing that I WAS still in her and that her muscles

were severely contracted. Her noticing it relaxed her vagina immediately and my

cock slid out. Oddly, there were no gushing fluids when I was freed. Relieved,

she slid up my body and kissed me passionately. "I'm too tired to fuck, but I

wanted to thank you somehow," she said when we separated, eyes shining with

tears.

     "You have lots of time for that," I assured her and saw Dori stirring.

"Frankly, I think we'd all better wake up and get cleaned up."

     My little slave smiled blearily at us. "Morning, loves." She blinked a

second later, puzzled she'd included Fel in her affections. The red-head started at

the warm smile Dori had given her.

     "She's a part of me now, Dori," I said, realizing what had happened. "You

must be sensing that in some way with the spell that bound you to me. And now

to Fel as well."

     Dori considered that, then grinned at the attractive red-head. "I can live

with it," she purred and pulled off our covers to kiss Fel sensuously down her

side.

     "So... I'm a part of you, Rick, and so she's yours AND mine now?" Fel

said, a little overwhelmed. "Whoa." She slid off me and sat up, stretching her sore

muscles as she pondered her new life. Then she spotted Kelly and gaped. "What

the hell happened to Kelly?!" The floating blonde stirred at the shout.

     "Wanted to float so she let Becky blow her up more. Then we had a little

fun with her nipples," Dori giggled. "Her panties are going to need changing after

the soaking she gave them last night."

     "Twist the pump handle around twice, Fel, and let her down," I told my

new familiar and she stood up in her naked glory to get her friend down. 

     Kelly woke up as her tits shrank, realizing last night hadn't been a dream.

She stood stiffly when the hose removed itself and her legs could move again.

The pony-tailed girl glared at Dori. 

     "I don't know if I should strangle you or thank you after what you and

Becky did," she growled and grimaced when she moved. "God, my pants are a

mess now."

     <Fel,> I thought at Fel and my familiar started and stared at me in

astonishment. I grinned. <Walk over to Dori, place the hose end near her, and say

'pump'.>

     The red-head nodded slowly, surprised over the mental communication,

but slipped close to Dori with the hose end resting near her cute butt. "Pump!" she

barked.

     Dori yelped as she felt the hose enter her asshole and her now-rigid legs

spread into a 'V' position. "What...?" she gasped as Kelly blinked.

     "I told you last night that you needed to be punished, slave," I chuckled

evilly. <Start pumping and don't stop until she's three feet big in each,> I mentally

told Fel and she started with a grin. "I'll let my new familiar decide how big you

wind up." I stood up and stretched as Kelly started laughing at Dori's woeful

expression. "There's a shower on this level and a shower/tub upstairs," I told

Kelly. "Which do you want to take?"

     Kelly smiled as she watched helpless Dori's tits swell into volleyball size.

"The shower, but I'll wait until Fel's finished." I nodded with a grin.

     Little slave Dori quickly reached the floating stage and started rising.

"This is big enough, right, Fel?" she said nervously.

     "Nope," Fel chuckled, grinning widely and continued inflating the smaller

woman's tits at a faster pace. "Let's see some REALLY big hooters on you."

     "Ohhh," Dori moaned as the pressure in her tits increased; quite right in

guessing Fel wouldn't stop until she was gigantic. Her white boobs grew and grew

as the relentless tension increased, finally stopping when she thought she couldn't

stand the pressure anymore. Sight was blocked by her enormous breasts, but she

guessed she was in the three foot range from her last experience. She groaned as

her pussy moistened at the helpless feeling this gave her.

     "Damn, but that's a big set of tits!" Fel exclaimed as Dori's tits pressed into

the ceiling, the hose dangling from her bare rear.

     "That's still hard to believe even after it being done to me," Kelly said,

eyes taking in Dori's massively endowed state with amazement. "Where's the

shower again?"

     Leaving Dori moaning, I showed Kelly the shower, promising to fix the

hole in her jeans. Then Fel and I went upstairs. She was more exhausted than I

realized, but we had fun cleaning each other off as we took the opportunity to

explore our bodies closer.

     <Can you hear me?> she sent as we dried each other off, experimenting.

     <I'm sorry, Rick isn't home at the moment, but if you leave your name,

address, and true name at the sound of the mystic bell he'll call you back as soon

as possible,> I sent back and she collapsed in helpless laughter.

     "I'll-I'll take that as a yes," she giggled. Calming down, Fel looked at me

with an expression of curiosity and eagerness. "This is so cool, though. What else

can I do now? I was... preoccupied when you cast the spell."

     I shook my head. "I'll tell you later, you work today, remember?" She

pouted and I grinned. "Besides, it'll likely be best if we wait until the bond grows

and you're stronger before you try anything."

     "All right," she sighed, reluctantly.

     We dressed up and I did a quick fix and clean on Kelly's jeans and panties.

Downstairs, I knocked on the bathroom door and slipped Kelly her clothes when

she opened the door a crack. I accepted her thanks and joined Fel and the still-

inflated Dori in the living room. My grinning familiar was moving Dori from side

to side, making our slave's rigid nipples bump across the ceiling's rough surface.

After being subjected to the feeling of her breasts wanting to burst for a good

fifteen minutes, Dori was aroused and the added stimulation was sending her

towards an orgasm. Kelly stepped beside me to watch just as Dori gave a cry,

shuddering as her climax hit.

     "Sometimes I wonder if I'm a pervert for doing all this breast growing and

inflating," I murmured low. Kelly heard me.

     "Aren't all men perverts?" she teased, but a little numbly. "This is still so

hard to swallow, even when I see Dori like that."

     I looked at the slightly flushed Kelly. "I noticed you loved the floating

more than the boob job. That's a less erotic fantasy than what I've been hearing

from other women lately."

     She shrugged nervously. "Just an old dream." Her eyes unfocused as she

smiled. "Since I was a little girl actually. Just me, floating unhampered in a warm,

summer day's sky. Letting the air caress me like a lover might and..." Kelly

stopped when she realized she was getting a little too graphic, flushing.

     "Very nice," I said, smiling. "Too bad summer's almost gone; maybe I

could've arranged something for you."

     "Would you really?" Kelly said, eyes wide with excitement, then reality

crept in. "But maybe not outside, I'm afraid I'd just float away." She looked at me

curiously. "What's your dream, Rick?"

     "It was magic. Incredibly, I got it," I said simply. "That's why I've grown to

like using it to help other people achieve their dreams. Of course," I leered at Fel

giggling at a slowly deflating Dori, "the fringe benefits have been very nice so

far."

     Kelly blushed. "I wonder if I'll be able to not think of what happened last

night: you and Fel, my breasts growing, and when they attacked my... nipples,"

she finished, shifting uncomfortably.

     "Be worse if you try," I warned, then my sweaty slave and familiar joined

us. "So how's my little nymphomaniac?" I teased Dori as she hugged me and

pressed herself against my bulge.

     "Horny. Very, very horny," she moaned as she crushed her tits between us.

     "Then it should be even better after work," I grinned. "Better bust your

butt and get dressed. You work today too, remember?"

     Dori groaned in frustration, seeing I wasn't going to give in, and padded

for the stairs. Fel was smirking while Kelly didn't seem to know what to think

about all this still.

     Oh well, at least I had a familiar now.

PART NINE

=========

     Another week passed by, and of course Fel moved in with me and Dori.

Dori loved having someone else to fuck, having decided to enjoy lesbian sex and

Fel reciprocated. It was a lot more fun having a threesome I discovered,

especially when I occasionally restrained Dori to 'punish' our nubile, blonde slave.

     Fel underwent the same process I went though when I gained my magic,

but much faster. Her whole musculature firmed, but didn't grow much as what fat

she had reduced a fair bit. Flexibility increased to a contortionist's level and

reflexes sharpened. Slightly tanned skin stayed tanned but became an even color

all over her body, nothing would get her any lighter than that. At the same time, it

became almost as smooth and silky as Dori's and most of her moles vanished. Her

pubic hair fell out, but she didn't mind as she hated trimming it for bikini's

anyway. All hair below the neck fell out too, much to her glee. The mane of red-

hair she had grew to the small of her back and acquired new lustre while her

hazel eyes gained the same magnetic quality mine had. Her face gained a wild,

sexy look. Combined with her slightly larger, firm, round breasts, flat stomach,

narrow waist flaring to womanly hips, tight butt, very shapely arms, and long legs,

she had become devastating. And in a different way from cuter, but equally sexy,

Dori.

     My new familiar was astounded over the changes that altered her into this

dazzling creature without making her unrecognizable to her former self. Fel loved

it. Her enjoyment increased when I told her what she could do. Like Dori, she was

disease-immune and pregnant-proof. Our mental communication was limited in

range but we could feel where the other was if we wanted to. She could  protect

herself and others with a magical force shield. Also, Fel could 'see' magic in

objects and people now and I had to cast a spell on myself to shield my power

because my 'light' made her wince painfully. When I cast spells she could lend me

extra strength and support if needed. And if I concentrated I could see and hear

what she did.

     What floored her the most was the power of changing into a cat that I had

given her. Small joke. Admittedly, an orange-colored house cat, but she could

also become a much larger feline. Tiger. She could even become a half-cat, half-

woman, and all sexy attitude. We were tempted to try sex with it, but didn't

pursue that. She had full control over the change and didn't have to worry about a

full moon. After a barrage of cat puns from a giggling Dori, Fel 'pun'ished our

little slave by using her powerful tiger form to GENTLY lick the squirming

blonde with a big, wide, sandpaper tongue. The treatment drove Dori to several

shrieking climaxes, all the while Fel was purring like a locomotive. Cracked me

up.

     We surprised the others with it when the visited next Friday night; Fel

wanted to show off. Kelly had accepted the facts and smiled when she came over,

her shyness was diminishing. However, there were many shrieks when a tiger

padded casually into the room, yawning impressively. (Show off) Fel sat down,

looking amused as Becky, Irene, and Kelly panicked.

     "What's the matter?" I called loudly, surprising them with my calmness,

plus amused smile, and they stared at me. Dori was rolling on the floor with

laughter. "It's only Fel."

     "FEL?!?!" they shouted in incredulous chorus.

     The tiger painlessly, and quickly, shifted into a naked Fel, who was

grinning from ear-to-ear. "Never seen a familiar before?" she asked innocently,

eyes dancing, before shifting back to a tiger.

     Irene held a hand to her left breast, panting. "Don't DO that!" she pleaded

as Fel padded over to the laughing Dori. The blonde stopped laughing with a

startled exhalation when the heavy Fel-tiger lay cross her lower torso.

     "Fel," Dori gasped, trying to move the heavy feline with her hands with no

success. "Get off! You're heavy!!" The tiger yawned again, indifferent. "Fel!!

C'mon!"

     The others sat down as Fel finally got off the panting woman to pad over

to the bean bag and, with feline casualness, plopped down on it.

     "She can do that now?" Kelly marvelled as she examined the tiger with

her eyes. "I saw how she's changed during the week, but this..."

     Fel shifted into her weretiger form so she could talk. The three on the

couch goggled at the stripe furred, sensuous creature as she flicked her tail. Even

her long hair was striped. "I prreferrr human, but I thought I'd show off my

purrrrfectly fine self," she chuckled, drawing out her 'r's.

     "Here puss, puss, puss," Becky said with a grin.

     Fel rolled her slitted eyes and shifted into her smaller, house cat form

before bouncing over and leaping onto a startled Becky's lap. There she nestled

herself, cat-fashion, on her fellow-red-head's thighs.

     "Jeez!" Becky exclaimed, and hesitantly rubbed her friend's fur. Smiling

when it evoked a purr, she continued and said, "This is incredible. What else can

she do now?" Irene and Kelly looked at me as well.

     "She's showed all her other forms she can change into," I told them. "Fel

can defend herself and others too with a personal shield. That's about it

physically, the rest involves spell casting and stuff."

     "Those claws and teeth weren't nothing either," Irene commented.

     "True."

     <Just don't call me a bitch; wrong species,> Fel sent to me, amused. I

laughed, confusing the others until I told them what Fel had said. Grinning, they

agreed.

     "We'll just shout 'Here comes Pussy!' when we see her coming," Becky

slyly said, Fel's purring stopped. Irene giggled. They stopped being amused when

Fel changed back into a tiger and pinned them to the couch with her heavy body.

Kelly found herself peering at Fel's smug and furred face. "Ack!" Becky cried as

the big cat crushed her and Irene. "I was kidding, Fel! A joke!" 

     Dori snickered as I shook my head.

     Early the next week, Becky went to her doctor to 'complain' about her

condition; the secretly pleased red-head was now B-cup and revelling in it.

Medical examination proved she was healthy, but the cause of the growth puzzled

her physician to no end. I told her I'd try altering a few of her clothes to fit, but

she merely smiled and said no. 'They would just remind her' was her excuse.

     She wanted to celebrate so the beautitions and her benefactor went out to

party. Needless to say, the bevy of beauties plus one handsome man attracted

some stares as we ate at a nice restaurant. Fel preened under the attention men

were giving her and Dori, not a few looked at me in envy when they both hotly

kissed me in succession.

     They should have followed us to the nightclub we went to next.

     "God, how many men wish my dress was transparent?" Fel giggled in low

tones at the table our group had commandeered. It was true enough we all knew,

the heat from male eyes was enough to almost set their dresses on fire. We'd

danced a bit and were resting a bit as we sipped our drinks. 

     I scratched my head. "Did you want to have a fling with one?"

     That got everyone's attention. She stared at me and said, "What?!"

     "You're my familiar. I'm not exactly worried you'll run off with the guy," I

said with a wry smile. "You don't need to worry about the usual worries with sex

either. Why not make some guy very lucky tonight?"

     Fel was still blinking at me in amazement that I'd let her do it as Becky

stood and wrapped her arms around me from behind. "Sure! I wanted to 'thank'

you later anyway, Rick," she said huskily.

     Dori grinned. "Me too?"

     "Feel free," I told her, then smiled at Fel. "I really don't mind if you want

to."

     My familiar slowly smiled in return and stood up. "C'mon, Dori, let's get

our dance cards punched," she laughed and my two sexy beauties headed for the

dance floor, sinful temptations on the prowl.

     Kelly was staring at me, gaping. "I can't believe you just did that."

     "How can I be jealous? I know they've both come to love me and I feel

pretty deeply for them too. Besides," I sighed before sipping my drink, "the two of

them combined are damn near insatiable now. I need a break and I'd love a more

normal romp with Becky." I smiled back at her. "I'm just wondering how many

men those two sex dynamos are going to wear out tonight before they're done."

     "Huh!" Irene snorted, but her smile was amused.

     A half hour later, I got a cheerful sending from Fel telling me that she and

Dori were going off with a group of six nice-looking fellows. Poor guys, they

didn't know what they were in for. Well, maybe poor wasn't the word they'd be

using. The rest of us danced until we were tired of it and left. Irene and Kelly had

gotten some friendly smiles, but Irene didn't feel like having sex and Kelly, while

loosening up more, was too nervous to attempt it.

     Becky, on the other hand, was raring to go once we returned to my place.

She certainly was enjoying having more of a figure, I noticed, as her kisses were

frantic with need. Me, I planned to give her the time of her life as I pulled off her

top and kissed the exposed flesh of her bra-encased breasts. She shivered with

pleasure and moaned as I unfastened that obstacle and massaged one tit with a

hand while teasing the other with my mouth. I stopped to remove my own shirt

and Becky almost purred as she ran her fingers over my flat abs and stomach.

     I was about to take off her skirt, but she stepped back with a grin and

instead reached under the material to pull down her damp panties with her

pantyhose. She leaned on a wall with a seductive smile.

     "Fuck me on the wall," she husked, throwing her arms back so that her tits

jutted out at me. I decided foreplay would be better later and instead removed my

pants and briefs to free my stiffened cock.  

     We kissed again as I sandwitched her between the wall and myself. Under

her ass, my hands lifted her for easier access to her smaller form as Becky

wrapped her legs around me. The red-head lifted her skirt and lovingly gripped

my hard-on to guide it into her wet pussy. When I pressed forwards, Becky

groaned in pleasure as my big tool inched its way into her velvety depths. Her

hands flew around my neck, eyes closing tightly shut to focus on the feelings in

her pussy.

     I started thrusting, bouncing her up and down on the vertical surface,

sucking one erect nipple before going to the other. My lover told me how much

she enjoyed this by many comments. I hadn't figured Becky as a talker.

     "Oh, yeah! More! Fasterfasterfaster! Fuck, you're big and I love it! Yes!

Yes! YesyesyesyesYESYESYESYEEEEEEEEEEE!!!" she finished with a scream

as her body stiffened in orgasm. Her arms and legs pressed me into her as her

body shuddered, Becky's face a rictus of ecstasy as she clenched her teeth. I

stopped until she recovered and gave me a dazed smile. "And that's the first!" she

chuckled.

     I was about to chuckle back when...

     <RICK!! HELP! MAGIC! SOMEONE'S KIDNA...> 

     Fel's panicked sending cut off abruptly, as if a shield had slammed

between us. She was still alive, I knew that, but her panic and the content of her

message made me stiffen in shock. Alarmed, Becky saw my face turn white.

     "Rick? Rick, what's wrong?!" she demanded as I quickly pulled out of her

and let her down as fast as I could. 

     "Fel and Dori are in trouble!" I blurted out before running upstairs. I

dressed as fast as possible in a t-shirt and jeans before running for the basement,

passing an alarmed and half-dressed Becky on the way down.

     I hadn't spent all my time making perverted spells during the months I'd

had my powers. It was a fact that other people possessed power and being

prepared had seemed wise, now more than ever. I'd shielded our house, hopefully,

from searching eyes but offense was mostly my department. Rushing into my

workroom, I grabbed my Staff, prepared sneakers, and some quickly chosen

amulets. Now I was dangerous.

     I hurried upstairs and, before she could say a word, told Becky, "I'm going

to find them. You'd better go home, Becky. Don't call the police or there may be

worse trouble. Be careful!" 

     "Rick!" she protested as I burst outside into the back yard.

     There was no time to be squeamish. "Fly!" I cried as Becky ran out as

well. The command activated one sneaker's spell and I started to rise to Becky's

astonishment. "Fade!" was my second and I disappeared from sight as I flew off.

     Worried, my friend bit her lip as I vanished.

     "Be careful," she whispered into the night sky.

     Above the city, I flew in the direction I felt Fel was. The wind rushed past

me as I flew grindingly slow over rooftops and roads. The air was cool, but I

didn't feel it as I focused on the bond I had with my familiar. I prayed thankfully

it went too deep to block. Fel must've sent pretty hard to get further than we've

managed before.     

     The feat did not cheer me.

     It must have been nearly an hour before I discovered where they were. The

place was a cliche: an abandoned warehouse. At least it LOOKED abandoned, but

circling around the place proved Fel was inside and all the windows were

unbroken, indicating upkeep. Ghost-like, I drifted to the ground and studied a

corner of the building carefully. An amulet gave me spell-sight so I noticed the

faint web of glowing lines wrapping the building protectively. My eyes narrowed

angrily.

     Like HELL it would.

     I whispered:

               "Spell lines guarding, spell spinner's thread,

                Move from this place, make section dead."

     Lousy rhyme, but it worked; the spell strands moved away from an area

two-thirds my size. I floated up and dived right into the wall, whispering, "Pass."

     A disquieting feeling passed through me as I phased past the metal wall

only to nearly fly head-first into another. I stopped in mid-air and willed my gate

crashing spell to die before flying up into the rafters. I passed the wall only to

freeze and hover as I took in the sight below me. Voices drifted up to me as I

glided closer, suppressing my need for haste.

     There were about twenty white robed figures clustered in a group in front

of an intricately drawn circle and pentagram that looked way too familiar to my

liking. It reminded me of when my soul was almost sacrificed to a demon and

instead I got my powers. Sitting on chairs in the middle of the diagram, naked and

tied up with glowing bonds, were Dori and Fel! Three robed figures stood close to

the circle and one, female I noted with surprise, was nearly shouting at my slave

and familiar.

     "Again I'll ask you! Who is your renegade mistress and her coven??" the

woman demanded.

     Coven?? 

     Uh oh. A demonologist once told me that males had the talent to summon

demons to do their magic for them, while females were witches and formed

covens for gathered power. These witches must have realized my ladies didn't

'feel' like they were enchanted by a demon and were hot to trot to find a

unrecognized crew of witches. Just great.

     "Go fuck yourself, bitch!" Fel spat. My, that shape shifting aspect certainly

seemed to have carried into her personality, I thought.

     "Our bindings prevent you from using any powers you might have,"

another of the three told them with more decorum. "You are not witches yourself

and may be enchanted for loyalty so we can be lenient with you, but the women

who have given you your powers must throw themselves on our judgement."

     "Please don't make this hard on yourselves," the last of the triad spoke

compassionately.

     "Why the FUCK do you care about some damn witches how don't belong

in your damn club?!" Fel growled. Dori stayed silent since Fel was echoing her

own feelings.

     The first to speak snorted. "And let them run wild? Don't be foolish, child!

They'd cause havoc without our resources and experience." She paused as if

hearing something. "The Head Witch is getting impatient with this. Tell us NOW

or else!"

     Fuck this.

     I levelled the end of my staff at my friends and lovers and as I flew

towards them, cried, "SPELL BREAKER!!!" 

     A massive spell bolt launched from my staff and crashed into Dori, Fel,

and the mystic circle they were entrapped in. My spell didn't effect my own

enchantments, I doubted it would had effected my girls anyway, but it had

devastating effects on their bonds. The cords exploded wildly, vanishing in motes

of light, and the circle they sat on bent upwards like a bubble before it too burst

and dissipated. The coven was in an uproar, backing up quickly as their spells

shattered.

     "They're HERE!!" the head of the coven cried angrily.

     "Wait! That didn't sound like a woman," the second countered, confused.

     "DAMN RIGHT!!" I roared as I invisibly landed between my two and the

coven, facing the witches. "Unfade." My command removed my invisibility and I

shimmered into sight. 

     "RICK!!" Dori and Fel cried, relieved. They moved towards me, but when

I continued to stare at the witches they stopped.

     "A demon calling man!" the first declared with a sneer. "So you reveal

yourself at last!"

     "Gee, observant, aren't you?" I said loudly. "Since I'm not a witch, I guess

we'll leave you now."

     The group moved closer together. "We cannot allow that, male," the

second woman announced grimly.

     Great. "And why not?"

     "Your power is too great for one so young, corrupt one. Only one who

deals with innocent souls acquire power that quickly. You are too great a threat to

the balance and must be destroyed."

     Energy gathered like a cloud around the witches as I gaped at them and a

more powerful beam of power descended from above to enhance their might,

which was a lot now. I swallowed.

     Fuuuucckk meeee. "Hey! Wait just a min...!"

     The leader of the coven thrust a hand at me and a roaring bolt of white

power screamed towards me. I raised my staff in front of me protectively.

Automatic, and POWERFUL spell wards in the staff glowed as the bolt struck an

invisible barrier. Hard; I was pushed back, gritting my teeth in concentration as

the power splashed in all directions. Fortunately, Dori and Fel were behind me

and shielded by my shadow.

     The coven appeared rocked that I had survived the hit. Fine, let's see if

they could take it since I doubted they'd listen to a man.  "FIRESTORM!" I

yelled, feeding my staff power it would need as I levelled it. Small fireballs

erupted from the length of my staff and whistled towards the witches. The women

quickly protected themselves with their own shield, giving me time to think.

     They didn't need to chant or speak to cast spells, it was all mental with

them. But that beam from the roof was suspicious and I suspected it was a power

link with god-who-knew-how-many other covens. Next move would be to up the

ante and I didn't want that so the link had to go.

               "Power descending from covens beyond,

                I deny thee this place from thy power,

                Your link will shatter and abscond,

                Press me not, bitch, I shall not cower!"

     I turned my staff vertical, stopping the fireballs as I channelled my power

upwards. Energy crackled in a column as it tore through the roof to create an

energy shield to prevent outside power from entering. The beam of light vanished

instantly, rocking the coven as their level of available power dropped like a lead

weight. 

     Desperately, the leader of this group of witches launched a triple strike

with her two co-assistants. Multicolored strikes randomly streaked towards me,

but these were much lesser bolts than the first and my wards easily countered

their assault. Nevertheless, I didn't know if my power shield could be broken so I

needed to take them out of action quickly. Even if they were trying to kill me, I

had a hard time rationalizing blowing twenty women to kingdom come. I needed

to break their concentration and togetherness. Separate they were nothing to me

and we could talk then.

     Then I remembered something I had added to the staff's powers as a

perverted joke and grinned as I thought murder was out but humiliation was a

great substitute. I readied myself.

     First their shield. "SPELL BREAKER!"

     The coven had not seen combat very often because they were not prepared

for my disruptor spell when it hit their shields. It was MADE to do things like

shatter shields and of course theirs folded like a deck of cards, going further and

messing up their links with each other. It left them terribly vulnerable for my

ultimate strike.

     I raised my staff above my head, staring straight at the confused and

mostly frightened coven, and channelled a lot of energy into my staff before

crying...

     "TITILLATION RANDOMIZER!!!"

     Oooooo... Were they gonna hate me for this one! I thought amusedly as

the spell roared towards the temporarily helpless group of women.

PART TEN

========

     Kathy was terrified.

     She was twenty-two years old and had been a witch for two, but nothing

had prepared her for today.

     First had been the phone call to come to the warehouse where practice of

their powers was usually held for something very important. Even though she was

new to the Craft, Kathy was Adept-potential and the more experienced Witches

drove her to learn more to fully utilize her power. Witchcraft was a group affair;

unlike herself, few witches had enough self-power to do much of anything and

even then she could only expect to cast minor spells. Unless she was one of the

Blessed but it was exceedingly rare to be given my the Sisterhood. But together,

as a Sisterhood, they could compete with the male demonologists when they

pooled their powers. 

     The Adapt had felt the power of a demon's spell only once and always

remembered that revulsion she had felt though the link. Kathy had privately

shuddered when she was told it was suspected some women had been enchanted

by a demon's spell and that they were to be captured, then brought here to find the

male responsible.

     She had been shocked when the naked, unconscious pair were brought in

and bound more securely in a spell-blocker pattern. There was no sign of demon

taint, yet the stunningly beautiful women were obviously enchanted in some odd

way. That meant a coven had been responsible. That meant trouble.

     Girta, the oldest and leader of their coven, had been seething because of it

while the younger members gossiped through the Link.

     [You should've seen them!] Shan, a young African woman who had been

involved in the capture, told her with a mixture of envy and admiration. Her form

was hidden behind the white robes all wore but Kathy knew she was of an

average build and fairly fit; it was rare for a witch to be fat because of their use of

magic. Some were a little homely but looks did not matter. [They were going full

blast with SIX men! Three each!]

     [I'm not surprised,] Dora, a blonde and thin Sister who was close to

gaining Witch status, snorted contemptuously. [Whatever was done to them

certainly made them pleasing to the male eye.]

     [Or the female one!] the Japanese descended and avowed lesbian Sakura

chortled. Lesbian relationships were not frowned upon in the Sisterhood and

usually encouraged. It helped the closeness of the group.

     [Children,] second-in-command Witch Helen's voice echoed tolerantly

though the Link, quieting the murmuring, [The Head Witch is making the

connection with the other covens now. Be ready, just in case.]

     The Head Witch was one of a few powerful Witches who could link

covens together to become a very formidable force. The limit was how much

power the witch casting the spells could handle so that was why old Girta was in

charge and only she was in direct contact with the Head Witch. Kathy loved the

feeling of confidence and invulnerability such links created as power hummed

through their bones. 

     Then their captives had woken and the interrogation had begun. Kathy

kept silent, but the women seemed totally in the dark of what the incensed Girta

was talking about. Didn't they know about covens? Still, nothing had worried her

and had felt proud to be actually be part of a Witches Investigation.

     Until the shout and a spell blasted apart the prisoner's bonds.

     Surprise flashed through the Link as their shackles were torn apart. Where

had THAT come from?! Kathy thought disbelievingly. Then, of all things, a MAN

appeared in front of the relieved captives. Kathy stared at him from under her

hood; he looked furious and was incongruous in street clothes. But with his

powerfully magical staff in his hands, handsome face, and leanly muscular body

he made Kathy's heart pound in spite of her shock and fear. God, he looked so

attractive!

     [What the blazes?!?!] Girta's uncontrolled sending flashed though the Link

before she regained control. Then there was an exchange of heated words

between the coven's leaders and this mystery man who HAD to be a

demonologist. Kathy frowned; males were not strongly gifted yet on more careful

study it appeared he was using a crude but very strong spell to MASK his power

from being sensed. And what WAS seen was about the level of the average

demonologist. Something was very wrong here, but it was too late to say anything

as Girta attacked with all the power she could handle to destroy the evil man.

     Unbelievingly, to the horror of everyone in the coven, he countered!

Enough raw power to blast a low power demon back to Hell with his pointy tail

on fire and that staff blocked it, albeit with some strain. That object did NOT

display enough power on its own to DO that! Yet even as Kathy stared, she saw it

was glowing brighter now, as if getting power from another source... Him! What

was going on?!?!

     He responded with fireballs when Girta had to stop and recover her

strength, but thankfully Witch Helen used the power available to protect them all

from the flames. The mystery man did not look like he had expected it to do

anything. Then he rocked the coven by ceasing his attack on THEM and instead

attacked their Link to the other covens! 

     And succeeded. The heady feeling of power faded into the usual steady

amount, but Kathy knew with growing fear that if the greater power before had

not stopped him, then what chance now?

     [Concentrate! Focus on the Link!] Girta demanded and Kathy did, pouring

all she could as the three head Witches struck a desperate triple assault on the

man, whom Kathy was doubting to be a normal demon-summoner. 

     It failed. Miserably; he did not even strain when the bolts struck his

protections this time. Kathy saw him narrow his eyes in thought, then grin a little.

It was not reassuring, she knew he had something planned that he found amusing.

     Unfortunately, she was proven right as he pointed that damned staff at

them and shouted a command. The Adapt realized too late that it was the same

spell-shattering attack he had first used and that their shields would...

     Disaster! The shields the Witches threw up didn't just fall; they shattered.

The Link was badly disrupted as the spell tore through them, causing confusion

and panic as their main strength was torn to shreds. It jolted the sensitive Kathy

so much she barely regained her senses before the next spell rushed at them and

her throat tightened with fear at what it would do to them. The power and

complexity in the spell heading for them was greater than anything the man had

cast before. 

     It struck them all.

     Kathy gasped in shock as her skin tingled, then screamed when her robes

and underclothes turned into liquid and instantly fell to the ground. Leaving her

totally naked, along with everyone else in her coven, most covered themselves

with their arms. Her shoulder length brown hair and marginally good looks were

revealed now, along with her-less-than average breasts and fit form. However,

that wasn't the end of the assault on them she found out as women yelled, cursed,

and screamed.

     She saw her friend Shan gasp in wide-eyed horror as her breasts and body

parts started to inflate with a loud hiss. Her dark skinned breasts swelled

ominously as she cried out her fear. Shan's arms were unable to cover herself any

longer as they expanded and forced her arms to jut out straight from her body.

Impossibly, legs and hips filled with air and her larger thighs pushed her legs

apart into a jumping jack position. The immobile young woman helplessly

shrieked as her two-footer breasts pulled her off the ground and her exaggerated

form floated to the roof.

     Then there was blonde Dora and shorter Sakura who happened to be

standing close together. They gasped as one and hands flew to their breasts, only

to discover that they couldn't touch them, no matter how much they tried. Nor, to

Kelly's shock, when their hands reached for their vaginas. Frantic, the two noticed

they were in the same boat and almost in unison reached for the other's breasts.

Now they were successful and both started groaning with extreme pleasure. The

pair fell to the floor and Sakura placed herself on Dora in a sixty-nine position.

They started licking and sucking each other silly in order to relieve the incredible,

magically induced tension. They quickly began their first orgasm in near-unison.

     Kathy had her own problems as every women experienced some weird

spell. Her breasts were growing past an impossible H-cup and already their

weight was dragging her down to the floor. It was frightening but not as bad as

another two frightened and screaming women had it. They were floating towards

the ceiling with breasts an impossible size of five and seven feet in turn but the

rest of their bodies still normal. 

     As Kathy, on hands and knees, struggled to at least stop the growth of her

beach ball sized tits sitting on the floor, she saw the head witches in similar

predicaments.

     Helen, who was an elegant-seeming, blonde lady of forty, and the third

Witch, Susan, a motherly brunette of the same age with a curvy body, were in dire

straights. Their boobs had swollen to cover their chests and spherical. Both were

sitting on the ground, teeth clenched with strain. The reason why was answered

when jets of white liquid, MILK Kathy realized with shock, erupted from their

larger nipples and sent them into orgasm from the sheer pleasure of release. There

was a moment's respite before their tits swelled again and the cycle continued.

     Girta, who was about seventy, was lying on her back and frowning with

her concentration as her body slowly swelled like Shan's had. But unlike her

friend, Girta had slowed the process and was beginning to stop and even reverse

it.

     Kathy, who was more sensitive in these matters, was matching the older

witches progress. Her breasts were slowing as they became large enough for her

to sit straight. And then realized something.

     They were all helpless.

     What was the man going to do now?!

     I smirked at the results of my big spell; breasts blowing up to insane

proportions everywhere. No, these witches couldn't do anything for a while, I

thought as one floated screaming to the ceiling. I turned to Dori and Fel with a

grin of relief. My familiar and slave seemed smug at the predicament their former

captors were in.

     "You two okay?" I said. They rushed me with overjoyed hugs plus much

crying and kissed me in turns; I kept a grip on my staff, just in case.

     "My God," Dori gasped, relieved. "I thought they would kill you!"

     "Now look at the bitches," Fel crowed and smirked. "Serves 'em right for

crashing in on us and knocking me out before I could do a thing except send! We

were just getting into the rhythm too!" she groaned. "How did you do that

anyway?"

     "Oh, it was just an experiment I recently put in my staff. I thought of

testing it but decided not to after the fact." I studied the mass of growing tits and

naked women. "Came in handy as an incapacitator. Now, I'd better clear some

things up. Dori, stay with Fel. Fel, stand a little behind me and be ready."

     "Gladly," Fel growled and shifted into her more formidable weretiger

form as we walked towards the leaders of the coven. I saw that the oldest of them

was starting to deflate and the other two had stopped milk making but still had

big tits.

     "Ladies," I greeted as I stopped a few feet away from the suddenly-tensed

trio. "Having fun with my spell?" I said wryly.

     Fire flared in the oldest one's eyes as she continued to deflate. "You

haven't beaten us yet, demon-man!" she spat.

     "Wanna find out how a popped balloon feels like?" Fel growled,

displaying her claws with a tight smile. To her credit, the witch didn't back off

and merely glared at us.

     "Ease off, Fel," I warned and she calmed down a little, tail swishing. "I

just want to talk, lady," I said calmly. She tightened her lips and said nothing. I

rolled my eyes and turned to the younger leader with blonde hair. "Could you,

please?" This one didn't even bother looking at me as she stared ahead. I wanted

to pull my hair out in frustration. "Ma'am?" I asked the motherly one, but even

she turned her head, face red. My lips tightened as I looked around, all the rest of

the coven were preoccupied... except for a brown haired woman near my age with

bean-bag breasts. The girl started when she saw me looking right at her.

     "Maybe I'll get more sense from the younger generation," I growled softly

and headed for the helpless girl, Fel and Dori keeping me between them and the

witchly trio. I sighed as I reached the young woman. "Pardon me, but I'd like to at

least talk intelligibly to one of this group and you seem to be doing well with the

spell." She was too, I realized with surprise.

     "Why did you do this to us?!" she blurted out.

     "Well, besides you bunch trying to KILL me?" I murmured, and she

flushed since I had a point. "It was prepared already and since it had multiple

effects while being non-lethal it seemed perfect for stopping your bunch. If, uh," I

glanced at a pair of women in a sixty-nine, "embarrassing." I thought for a

moment as she chewed on my answer, then poked a breast with the end of my

staff. An indignant protest came to her lips, but it died when her tits swiftly

shrank to normal.

     "Thank you," she said carefully as she stood up, warily watching me.

"Who are you?"

     "I'm Rick," I nodded at the feline woman beside me, "this is Felicia or Fel,

my familiar," I indicated my blonde slave next, "and this is Dori my, uh, personal

masseuse."

     Dori came up and lightly punched me in the side. "Slave, Master, get it

right," she said sweetly as the witch's eyes widened in shock.

     "Love, it's embarrassing when I tell people that," I protested. "They always

get the wrong idea, like now."

     "Well, the masseuse bit is somewhat correct," Dori purred seductively.

"On certain parts at least." Fel giggled, odd from a tiger-lady.

     I put a hand over my eyes and sighed. "Fine, I give in already." Removing

the hand, I looked at a now-confused witch. "Yes, she's my slave now, but she

asked me to do it to fulfil a repressed submissive desire. More like forced than

asked, but you get the picture."

     "I... guess."

     "And you are...?"

     "Kathy," she admitted, then narrowed her eyes. "How did you get so

powerful??" 

     I scratched the back of my head, then sighed; the only way to get them off

my back was to tell the truth that only Dori knew. "Mmmm... I guess you witches

were partially right about demon summoners being involved. You see I..."

     "YES!!"

     I started in shock as spell energy crackled from the ceiling; my blocking

shield had collapsed! The trio of leaders received its power and their afflictions

vanished almost instantly. I whipped my staff up to block an attack, but they

merely glared at me.

     "See though my eyes, Lady," the eldest witch cried with a voice of

thunder, "and smite our foe with your Blessing!!"

     I heard a roaring sound above me and looked up just in time to see a circle

of white light smash into me, ignoring my wards completely to my utter

astonishment. Staff, amulets, and clothing were turned to ash. Pain tore through

me as white fire roared around and through my body, trying to consume me alive.

     I screamed.

     The man called Rick screamed terribly as the Blessing fell upon him

before my shocked gaze. But for this man, it only meant irrevocable death. No

witch could save him now, even if they wanted to. The Blessing was the greatest

gift and greatest weapon of witches, and after a moment I wasn't surprised the

Head Witch had gathered the formidable energy to destroy a great threat to the

Sisterhood.

     IF he was. I was still uncertain as Girta, Helen, and Susan came forward to

grimly stand in front of the whimpering, burning Rick. But he was as good as

dead. The cat-woman Fel had collapsed in pain as well for some reason and Dori

was screaming Rick's name.

     "He should be ash now," Girta fumed, glaring at Rick's naked and

impressive body. "Why isn't he??" Frowning at the shrieking Dori, Girta cast a

sleep spell on her and the woman collapsed, unconscious. "Better."

     A thought sprang into Kathy's mind. "He said she," the Adept pointed at

the curled up Fel, "was his familiar. What would that mean?"

     Helen, the most knowledgeable about magic, rubbed her chin in sudden

thought. "He might have merged a bit of himself with her, linking them deeply.

That could be the reason he can resist the Blessing, but it also puts them both

though great pain."

     "Goddess!" Susan exclaimed in horror. "I was angry at what he put us

though and the selling of souls deserves swift death, but that doesn't deserve THIS

torment! That isn't our way!"

     Girta snorted. "We didn't know about it, Susan. Besides, demon dealers

deserve what they get."

     "Deeemmmmoooonnn?" a voice croaked.

     Everyone rounded on the magically-burning man, astonished. Fury

burning in his eyes, it was obviously taking all of his considerable will power to

ignore the intense pain. Something had enraged him to the point where he could

do so and with a tight throat Kathy had a feeling it involved the two women

behind his burning form. "Yoouuu stuupid, bi-bitches!!!" he snarled as he pressed

hands to his temples. "Daaamn you-your idioticy!! Yoourr SMUGNESS!!" he

roared, ending with a choked-off sob of pain. "I ha-have the cluue, damn you to

helll!"

     "He's raving," Susan said sadly.

     Rick struggled to stand, but could only kneel as his eyes burned in fury

and anguish. His next words were tightly controlled, but visibly cost him much to

do so.

               "Witchly power, hungry might,

                Seeking man to kill and blight.

                Woman friends with burning light,

                Helping, healing, curing sight."

     "Poetry?" Girta demanded incredulously, then snorted and started walking

towards her afflicted coven to uncurse them. "Let him blather on."

     Helen frowned, and Kathy wondered what Rick was doing.

               "Power gifted from being afar,

                Hear my plea to change my star,

                Spirit and flesh now hear the cry,

                Of mystic power before I die."

     "What is he talking about? Is he delirious?" Susan said sorrowfully. "Can't

we do anything to end his misery?"

     "Leave him be and help restore our sisters!" Girta irritably demanded.

"Damned, perverted man must have had an unheard of talent for transformations,"

she muttered. 

     Helen whirled at the barely heard statement. "What did you say?!" she

demanded, eyes widening in realization.

     "I said..." Girta began crossly, but it was too late.

               "All my power now flip the coin,

                Allowing conflict to mix and join,

                Time has passed for being male,

                Let opposite sex now prevail!!"

     Rick's form flared brighter than the flames surrounding him as he

unleashed his full power upon himself, forcing everyone to avert their eyes. The

Blessing's fires flicked in seeming confusion, hesitant, then flowed into the

blinding form after a moment. Lightning crackled from the floor around the

amazing sight and flashed into the glowing figure. A roaring of thunder echoed

outside the warehouse as the massive play of energies inside disrupted the

weather.

     At last the light vanished and Kathy turned back quickly to see what had

happened, as did the witches. They gasped at what they saw and it staggered their

minds.

     Rick still kneeled on the floor, but the area around him was charred. His

body had changed radically; black hair now flowed to the middle of his back and

his body no longer obviously muscular but rather smooth and supple. Wobbling,

he stood now that the pain was gone and stared at his delicate hands and slender

arms where silky skin glowed with health. Slowly, he turned a heart-shaped face

down and saw large mounds of flesh on a once-manly chest, further down was a

slim waist, wider hips, and no longer was there a man's penis in sight. Instead

there was smooth skin that he knew became a woman's vagina between his long,

perfect legs.

     He was man no longer, but now a woman. The clue that his link with Fel

was keeping them alive was all he'd needed, along with the name of this

'Blessing', to save him...herself. The rage had sprang up over the witches apparent

disregard over Dori and Fel. Whatever this 'Blessing' meant for females she didn't

know, but she would live and so would Fel.

     Turning her angry gaze upon the disbelieving witches, Rick scowled.

"You are so full of yourselves," her higher pitched voice growled, fists clenching.

"You kidnap my friends, my lovers, a part of myself first. Then you try to kill me

without letting me explain and became ANGRY because I tried to stop your

attack without murdering you all! AGAIN, I tried to talk reasonably and you blast

me with everything you have!! Forcing me to fucking change my very being to the

female sex to escape a miserable future of unending pain!!" 

     Fel recovered during this and stared at the female Rick from the floor

before getting up. She didn't approach the ranting Rick and tried to wake Dori.

     "You are all IDIOTS!!" Rick shrieked. "I am NOT a witch! I am NOT a

demonologist! A friend of mine took up demon summoning and, since I didn't

believe in actual magic at the time, tricked me into doing a REAL summoning

ritual with the intention of selling MY soul, morons!"

     Kathy sucked in her breath. She felt they had made a really big mistake.

     "Obviously he botched it because I'm still here, but he botched it so badly

that he summoned something ELSE! I found out what it was later by the man who

taught my sonofabitch friend. Ever hear of a StarGod, ladies??"

     Helen paled, as did Girta at the mention of the name. Susan puzzled over

their reaction but Kathy guessed it was a good thing not to know.

     "Since I heard they snack on suns I guess it wasn't hungry," Rick said

sarcastically. NOW Susan paled, as did most who heard Rick talking. "It decided

to punish the bastard and granted me a wish in turn. I asked for rhyming magic

and it gave it to me before vanishing. I do NOT have plans for world domination!

I do NOT plan on making hell on earth because I live on the damn planet and,

understandably, I don't WANT to meet a demon!" She seethed at them, pissed off

beyond belief. She turned to Kathy. "One last thing before I leave this fucking

place with my friends: What the hell does this Blessing do and is the damn thing

permanent?!"

     "T-the Blessing allows the chosen one to draw power from around them,

making the bearer able to accomplish much more with her power and," Kathy

swallowed, "yes; it is permanent."

     "So if I change back I'll either die or enjoy torment again," Rick's anger

faltered and Kathy saw the hidden grief for a moment. "Therefore, I'm stuck being

female for the rest of my likely very long life." Rick whirled to the older witches

and threw her arms wide, sarcastically. "Thank you oh so very much, ladies, and a

fucking good bye to you too." Turning around, she saw Fel and Dori fighting back

tears and lowered her gaze. Padding awkwardly by them, unaccustomed to her

different structure, she whispered harshly, "Let's go before I kill them with my

bare hands."

     Dori hurried after her, but Fel lingered a moment later to give the witches

all an ugly glare.

     "I really hope you're proud of yourselves," she snarled and stalked away,

tail twitching with anger.

     All the while, the stunned Girta had maintained the link with the High

Witch, meaning all the other coven leaders and the High Witch herself had seen

and heard what Rick had said. The leader of the coven winced at an unheard

discussion and sighed, looking her years.

     "I gather the High Witch is not happy," Helen said soberly.

     "No," Girta said shortly.

     "He is also female now, AND one of the Blessed, however unintentional,"

Helen reminded.

     "And hates us now," Susan added, tears in her eyes. "Such a mistake..."

     "How could WE know a StarGod would visit our planet, give a man

incredible power, and leave without doing anything else earthshaking?!" Girta

nearly shouted in her frustration. "The damn thing is that we have to believe

him... her because the Blessed also can't lie in the presence of a full Witch!"

     "And we also saw that a cloaking spell concealing her full power was

burned away by the Blessing, didn't we, Kathy?" Helen murmured. Nervous, the

junior witch nodded.

     "What?" Girta snapped. She never bothered to check with her sight after

the transformation.

     "She hid her full power with a spell, Girta. The Blessing revitalizes

personal power when first acquired and she shone like a lighthouse beacon as she

left." Helen's face was neutral as Girta's eyes widened. "You saw what she did

with no formal training. No single witch, even prepared as she was, could've

withstood a first strike like that. And now she has the Blessing to magnify her

power along with an unfortunately well-founded and new hatred of witches." She

focused her gaze on the charred spot Rick had kneeled on. "It would be wise to

help her get over her hate, WITHOUT spells, before it becomes too deep-rooted."

     Girta reluctantly nodded agreement after Susan did. "Who should do

that?"

     "Kathy is the only likely candidate," Helen advised, making the young

woman jump. "For now, we'd best help our poor coven recover."

     "Miss Helen?" Kathy asked hesitantly.

     "Yes?"

     "Don't demons hunt for the Blessed?" she said, worried.

     "Kathy," Helen answered with a sudden smile, "I think I'd be more worried

about the demon with the amount of sheer power THAT Blessed has."

     "Cheerful news at last," Girta grunted as they began.

PART ELEVEN

===========

     DAMN them! Damn them, damn them, DAMN them!! 

     Those two words were the only things on my mind as I flew Dori, Fel, and

myself home. Simple illusion cloaked us as we streaked over the city, wind

prevented conversation and Fel had wisely guessed I wasn't in the mood for

sending. I myself was trying to avoid thinking about my body. I didn't have

anything against women, but I WASN'T BORN ONE!! It wasn't ME!

     We came home at last and found the back door unlocked. Silent, we filed

in and found several shoes on the floor. Becky ran into view and smiled with

sudden relief. Since we seemed clothed in white shirts and jeans she saw nothing

wrong.

     "You're SAFE!! Thank God!" She looked at me and her expression of

relief faltered when she noticed our countenance. "What's wrong? Where's Rick?

Who's this?"

     Not saying a word, I opened the door to downstairs and started down.

Behind me I heard Dori's sad voice.

     "Becky... that WAS Rick," my little slave choked.

     "Wha-wha-whaaaaaaat??"

     Conversation faded as I opened the downstairs door and closed it behind

me.

     There was a wall mirror in my workroom and rather numbly I stood

before it. The woman reflected on its surface was as beautiful as I had been

handsome. A dark haired seductress with rosy nipples on full, firm, rounded

breasts. I guessed D-cup as I hefted one clinically, ignoring the alien feeling. My

skin was more sensitive now and I hated the fact that I enjoyed the feel of my

hand running over my arm. My eyes and hair were the most intact thing about me,

but even my hair felt like silk compared to my skin's satin and I could feel the

drawing power of my brown-green eyes. Delicate nose and red, passionate lips on

a high-cheekboned face completed the picture.

     My balance was screwed too. Women were built differently with wider

hips and a lower center of gravity. I saw my curvy, hourglass figure

dispassionately and knew a dead man would jump from his grave to fuck me

between my long legs. I shuddered.

     My anger was replaced by a soothing numbness and I went over to my

wooden chair to sit on it, staring emptily ahead. I didn't realize I was going into

deep shock, nor would have cared if I had. Before I completely withdrew, I

desired to be alone and whispered a spell.

               "Silence I wish, silence I crave,

                Bar all from one who wishes the grave."

     Dead silence fell around me as my shield shimmered into place.   

Welcome, sad silence.

     "Do we really need to do this?" Shan said nervously. Sakura smiled

nervously beside her. The dark-skinned woman wore white shorts and a loose t-

shirt, Sakura wore a skirt and a light blouse. Another young woman, Shannon, a

tall, athletic brunette, bit her lip. She had jeans and simple t-shirt.

     Kathy looked at the normal-seeming house, then her two companions. The

potential Adapt wore a long dress with no sleeves. She didn't blame them for

feeling scared after what Rick had done; she was frightened herself. 

     It was two days after the disaster in the warehouse and Shan still glanced

down at her breasts to see if they were the same size. Dora avoided Sakura

actively, making tension between the two. Normally, the short oriental would

have enjoyed that kind of encounter, but the fact their desire had been artificial

unnerved her. Shannon had been afflicted with the milk curse and had been

plunging desperate fingers into her vagina to get relief as milk sprayed from her

horizonal body's bloated tits.

     Kathy had been given responsibility and the three as support to try making

amends with the female Rick. She prayed they wouldn't be blasted to cinders just

for knocking. "We do," she sighed, moving for the front door. Reluctantly, the

other three followed.

     The nervous woman rang the doorbell three times before someone

answered. Unfortunately, it was the familiar Fel and she seemed very upset on

seeing them.

     "You!?!" the red-head bellowed furiously. "What the fuck do you bitches

want?! Haven't you done enough damage??"

     "Please!!" Kathy cried desperately. "Please don't close the door! Hear me

out first!"

     Her forlorn tone made Fel hesitate, then she scowled. "All right. Say what

you have to say then."

     Kathy exhaled with relief. "Thank you," she said feelingly and the three

behind her relaxed. "This means much to us."

     "Just say your piece then go."

     "We witches, well, not us but our covens, have not had a pleasant history

with the male practitioners of demonology," Kathy explained. "Most males do

limit themselves with lesser forces, but unfortunately, some succumb to greed.

When they do, they always turn on the witches in their area. This is because we

are viewed as unacceptable rivals and with their corrupt methods they can catch a

coven by surprise." Kathy swallowed at the thought. "The witches captured are

either used to feed demons with their souls, tortured, or kept as concubines, spell-

bound to the demonologist unless the man is killed. As a result, we do not like

any demonologist much." Kathy took a deep breath. "Miss Girta was captured by

one a long time ago."

     Fel had lost her angry look during Kathy's speech and fought off reluctant

sympathy. "All right," she muttered, "you had reason to be afraid but you should

have noticed something was odd."

     "I was beginning to," Kathy admitted, "but I'm a junior in the coven and

Girta knows that you can't afford to hesitate or show weakness to a corrupt

demonologist. If you do, you're doomed." The chestnut-haired woman hesitated.

"Could I... Could I apologize to Rick?"

     Fel looked like she was fighting off tears. "I'll take you to her, but if you

can we'll be grateful." The familiar looked at all of them. "I hope there's enough

of you to do it."

     Kathy blinked.

     "What happened?" she whispered, horrified, minutes later as she took in

the sight in Rick's workshop. The new woman's face was blank, staring off into

space, as she sat on a thin wooden chair. Naked as the shimmer of a shield spell

protected her. Turning to face Fel, she saw her friends were just as shocked.

     "I don't know," Fel choked. "We came back and she went downstairs.

Never came up and we went to check and found her like this. Hasn't even

twitched, no matter how much we tried." The familiar looked down. "Dori

suspected she's in shock because when I tried our link I've gotten no response.

She's hardy, but I know she can't last like that for much longer." Swallowing, the

red-head looked at Kathy hopefully. "Can you break through this?"

     The apprentice witch looked at the spell with her senses and was appalled

at the raw power in such a simple shielding spell. The Blessing had indeed

increased Rick's power, unfortunately. The good news was that Kathy and the

others were more experienced and could drain the spell until it collapsed. The bad

news was that it would take hours of careful, draining handling.

     "We're going to have to sit for this," she sighed.

     She was right; it did take hours and they were all dripping with sweat be

the time the field finally collapsed. If the power they drained had come too fast

they would have burned out. It was a relief to be done. Weakly, Kathy got up as a

worried Fel rushed to Rick's immobile side.

     "Rick! Rick! Come on, wake up!" Fel shouted, getting no response. 

     That is, until Kathy came into sight. Rick blinked once, twice, then shot

from the chair incredibly fast despite having sat for two days straight and

slammed the weakened Kathy against the basement wall. It dazed the surprised

witch as Rick pinned her by the shoulders, hazel eyes smouldering with hate. 

     "What... are... YOU... doing... here?!" she hissed.

     "Rick, wait!" Fel cried, putting a hand on the furious woman's shoulder.

"Please. She saved you. Hear her out."

     Taking a shuddering breath and closing her eyes for a moment, Rick

nodded jerkily. "Talk."

     Normally, Kathy would have been frightened, but Rick's obvious distress

calmed her. She repeated what she had told Fel and, very slowly, Rick lessened

her grip as she heard it, finally letting limp arms fall to her sides at the end.

     "Why bother saving me?" Rick whispered.

     "It is part of the witches Law," Kathy sighed.

     "Law?" Fel asked, concerned.

     "The Law demands we protect the Blessed, no matter how weak we are.

All of the coven swear this oath at the end of the first year." Kathy sighed as she

tried to convey her meaning. "Once gifted, the Blessed are not considered witches

anymore, but as the Blessed. They are the most powerful force we have against

demons. Few, very, very few are chosen to be Blessed. It is a very carefully

chosen combination of power, experience, and wisdom that a witch needs to

possess before she is even considered. THEN she is tested for months and will

only be Blessed if she passes."

     "So where does that leave me?" Rick murmured.

     "You are truly one of the Blessed now, if accidently. It cannot be undone

so we must consider you as such."

     "So..." Rick said slowly, "you tried to kill me with this, and now... because

I'm female... you're sworn to protect me." She chuckled, then the chuckling turned

into laughter, and finally went to full-blown crying. The witch caught her

suddenly limp form and held the sobbing woman tenderly as all the frustration

and anguish bottled inside for days rushed out. The new woman shook as heaving

sobs burst from her. Fel helped Kathy by hugging Rick from behind, whispering

soothing words to the naked woman shivering between them.

     After long minutes, an exhausted and emotionally wrung Rick fell deep

asleep. Tenderly, Fel gathered up the stunning woman and cradled her in her arms

as they all left the workroom. 

     The witches stayed in the living room as Fel put Rick to bed then came

back down. The familiar was at a loss for words, then sighed.

     "I don't know if I should be mad, sad, or glad at you or for you," Fel said

wearily, collapsing onto the cushioned chair.

     "There's more," Kathy said solemnly.

     "What?"

     "Because the Blessed are so effective against demons rogue or not, they

have to be wary once they become known in Hell. Powerful demons enjoy their

times on earth when corrupt demonologists call on them and only the Blessed are

near enough in power, when combined with a coven or two, to combat them and

win. Their very presence weakens demons. Because of that, demons are always

actively seeking known and vulnerable Blessed, as well as demonologists."

     Fel growled. "Oh, perfect."

     "But Rick fought off six covens combined assault," Kathy went on. "A

Blessed can handle more power but Girta sent a blast that would have knocked a

low-power demon back to Hell. Rick stood up to it, with that staff he probably

enchanted, with effort but the fact he... she did is incredible. She was more

powerful than our entire coven combined! The Blessing increases her ability

greatly. She might, can, be able to combat demons alone!" Kathy shook her head.

"This is unheard of. Unfortunately, her spells lack complexity and uses raw power

instead. We witches need to be more subtle, normally, to fight effectively. Rick

needs, no, HAS to be trained before her status as a Blessed becomes known."

     "Trained?! How??" Fel demanded. "She needs to rhyme to cast spells; you

don't!"

     "The results are the same. It has to be done."

     "Fine," Fel grumped. "You stay until she wakes up and YOU can tell her.

I'M not."

     Looking more calm than she felt, Kathy nodded. 

     "Then I will."

     I awoke slowly, confused at a weight on my chest until I remembered

what had happened and looked down at the sheets covering my breasts. I closed

my eyes in sorrow, then opened them again to investigate more.

     Dori and Fel were on each side of me, nestled protectively close, and I

realized Dori had an arm lying over me just under my breasts. It brought a

reluctant smile to my lips; she always did that when I was a man. Her breasts

pressed against my arm even as Fel did the same on the other side. Their faces

were so peaceful and beautiful I found it hard to believe I slept with such women.

     Then again, I was that kind of woman now.

     A reminder of that came when my inevitable arousal stirred and my

nipples stiffened, weird feeling, instead of a cock. Knowing that if this continued

something would be getting wet between my legs I managed to calm myself

down. I was far from ready to accept that now.

     I sighed softly, sadly. The fact that I was going to have to accept it all

eventually wasn't assuring. 

     Dori stirred and opened her eyes. When she saw me returning her stare,

her breath caught. "Are you... okay?" she said softly.

     "No, but I suppose I'll get over it," I answered her, smiling sadly. "I have

to, I suppose. Making your life a hell just because I feel sorry for myself isn't in

me."

     My slave pulled her arm off me and carefully put a hand on my cheek.

"I'm not sure I'll get used to softness instead of muscle when I touch you," she

murmured, running her palm down my face, marvelling. "You look like a relative

of the old Rick who'd appear in Playboy."

     "We could all be in Playboy," I retorted, then grinned with true humour.

"Fel could throw them for a loop."

     Dori smiled in relief, glad I was making fun of my situation. "You've

given both of us a lot, Rick. It tore me up to see you sitting on that chair

downstairs."

     "Yeah, it is ugly. I'll use the couch next time then."

     "Rick!" She punched me in the side with her other arm, making my tits

bounce. My sudden uneasiness was obvious to Dori. "What is it?"

     "I'm not used to mounds of flesh bounce whenever I move yet."

     "Why did you make them bigger than mine then?"

     "I didn't 'make' them," I muttered. "I was in too much pain at the time for

fine detail so most of this was unconscious."

     "Well," Dori giggled, feeling mischievous, "you do like them big."

     "Undone by myself. How humiliating," I sighed. Our talking woke Fel up

and I turned to face her own blearily blinking eyes. "Good morning."

     "Feeling better, Rick?" she asked sleepily.

     "Yeah, I suppose. A lot more, actually." A memory returned and I

frowned. "What happened to the witches?"

     "Kathy stayed and the rest left." Seeing I was in a good mood, Fel

proceeded to tell me the rest of Kathy's depressing information. Dori didn't react

so she must have heard it already.

     Actually, it cheered me a little. "Oh good," I muttered darkly. "Demons.

Can we say, 'target practice'? I could use a stress release right now."

     "Rick, these are demons!" Dori protested.

     "And I'm a mighty Wizard...ess, if a new one. No sense in cringing; better

to prepare." I sat up, letting the covers slide off and my heavy breasts hang. They

were firm, but they were too heavy to sit like rubber casts on my chest. "I'll go

talk to her," I told them as I slowly manouvered over Dori, who was smiling at my

careful movements. My tits felt like big udders when I faced the bed horizontally

and they wobbled when I turned and stood off the mattress.

     The naturally born women on the bed looked at my discomfort with

amused smirks. "You get used to it," Fel said slyly.

     "Yeah, right," I muttered. "Unlike some people who had puberty as a

training exercise. I need to borrow your robe, Fel," I told my familiar as I took a

blue robe from a clothes pole.

     "Jeez, already borrowing clothes," Fel commented, laughing. "You adapt

fast."

     I gave them a dirty look as I put on the robe and pulled the robe's sash

tight, leaving haughtily to the sound of their giggles. I smiled outside. Those

two...

     Kathy was an early riser for her slept in dress was smoothed out as, from

the couch, she watched me walk carefully down the stairs. I went over and sat on

the chair next to the couch.

     "Fel told me about demons coming after me," I said for starters. "Sleep

well?"

     She blinked. "Yes, actually, I did. You... look better today."

     "I'm not usually the hot-heated type unless I'm really provoked, but your

coven managed it," I told her and she nodded reluctantly. "My temper's mostly

cooled off because of your explanation yesterday so I came down to talk. I can't

change the past, but I would like to know what you've got planned for my future.

Besides that, I'll need to use an illusion to get back to work unless I get a new

identity that won't interfere with living here."

     "Training mostly," she offered. "Your power's amazing but, um, crude. I

can show you the basics, for now. More complex spells will need the more

powerful witches."

     "Great..." I sighed. "I also have to learn to dress and live like a woman."

     "I am very sorry, Rick."

     "No point apologizing," I told her, shaking my head. "Oh well, best get

started, I guess." I blinked and smiled sadly. "And you'd better stop calling me

Rick since I certainly don't look like that handsome fellow. How about Donna?

Doesn't sound like my old one."

     Kathy nodded solemnly. "Donna it is. All right, let's begin... Donna."

     Rick, now Donna, nodded with a sigh.

PART TWELVE

===========

     Kathy found that the newly named Donna learned quickly in the first week

of her stay. They started with the basics of course, but the junior witch was

appalled at the amount of energy wasted when Donna summoned light.

Fundamentals of energy management were taught after seeing that and the

Wizardess blushed when she realized how badly she was mucking things up.

When one has too much power, the finer things are overlooked, but the student

resolved not to anymore.

     They were also becoming friends, Dori and Fel reluctantly so. Becky and

the others dropped by to ease in the new change for Donna. Everyone was

determined to help her into the lifestyle of woman. 

     Bras were a must for Donna's size. They were slow to get used to but she

welcomed the stability. They matched her figure perfectly so the others persuaded

her to not alter her size. Panties were easier, but then women's fashions,

pantyhose, and lingerie came next, boggling her mind. The art of makeup was

next, but while she got the basics, the feeling of the stuff on her face constantly

made her want to wash it off. Her face was beautiful enough without make-up

anyway.

     Hairstyles were next. Dori and Fel forced the reluctant brunette into their

salon and styled her hair so that it fell down in silky waves. They did what little

was needed to be done since her vast store of magic kept her looking perfect.

Women had stared at them when she'd entered, they gaped when she left fully

made-up.

     She'd gone back to work using an illusion, but it was grating on her nerves

as a bad reminder. Going back to being Rick was impossible she found and

decided to make arrangements with the witches guild like Kathy had advised.

     As for sex, Donna sympathised with Kelly now; they were both virgins

now, the spell had made it so. She needed to be comfortable first before diving

into the unknown. Dori and Fel were making do, but they ached for Donna, male

or not. Everyone else felt she and Kelly needed to loosen up and enjoy life,

including Kathy.

     So after making plans earlier, Saturday they went out with the two virgins,

who would not be so for long.

     Dori and Fel loved male attention, but it only made me nervous and I was

drinking like I did normally-when I was a guy.

     We were all dressed to kill. In my case, murder in the first since Dori and

Fel had dressed me up. I wore a billowy blouse and a black mini-skirt with a

oversized belt. Dark panty hose covered my long legs and black, short heeled

shoes finished the job. My long hair fell like a gentle current behind me and my

face slightly made-up, but enough to emphasize my already good looks.

     The others were dressed similarly, but for once I was more nervous than

Kelly. I didn't dare go dance and I admitted to myself that I was scared. Funny

coming from a powerful Wizardess.

     Still I hoped Dori and Fel were having fun at least...

     Matt and Allan were pleasantly startled when two gorgeous women

cornered them with coy smiles, one blonde and one red-head.      Whoo, blond

Matt thought excitedly as he glanced down quickly, these girls are smoking! He

knew Allan was thinking the same thing he was by the shit-eating grin his brown-

haired friend wore. Both men were in their late twenties, above average height,

and faces very easy on the eyes.

     "Why, hello, ladies. I'm Allan and my friend's name is Matt," Allan said

suavely. "Now what brings you lovely ladies to us?"

     The blonde smiled. "We asked a female bartender which male pair had the

best reputation for sex in the club and she pointed you two out."

     There was only one female bartender. Thank you, Janice! Matt thought

reverently, even though it was the honest truth. 

     "So we came over to ask you to do a favour for two friends of ours," the

red-head continued.

     Oh no. Matt's hopes sank slightly. Another blind date? Wisely, Allan kept

the smile up, just in case.

     The red-head winked a lovely eye. "I'm Fel and this is Dori. Now normally

we'd love to be with you two guys ourselves, but our two friends need to be, ah,

'loosened up' by some experts. They... haven't been with a man yet even though

they're in their twenties. Too nervous. We're fed up with it."

     Great, Matt sighed to himself. He and Allan liked virgins but the two were

likely homelier than hell.

     Dori pointed across the room. "Someone's in front of Donna now but the

blonde is Kelly."

     The two men looked and were honestly surprised. The young woman was

good-looking, not as devastating as the two in front of them, but she was better

than most. Their spirits rose remarkably.

     "Now, guys," Fel said, "you have to be honest with me now. Which of you

two is best with a virgin?"

     Matt and Allan looked at each other. "Matt likely is," Allan admitted.

     "Then you go for Donna," Fel advised Matt. "Oh, don't feel intimidated by

her looks. She'll be hard to catch but she should be tipsy when we get them both

on the dance floor. Give her a great first time."

     Intimidated? Matt wondered.

     "And if they say anything about condoms, tell them, 'Kathy made some

magic'. They'll understand," Dori giggled. "Good luck!" The two walked away,

leaving the slightly confused duo behind.

     "We never said yes," Allan said lamely.

     "You don't say no to those kind of girls, bud," Matt chuckled. "Better

warm up your virgin skills."

     "Well," Allan sighed, "at least she's a looker. I was afraid we were getting

shafted."

     "You'll be doing that," Matt chuckled. 

     The men saw the two women surround the woman called Kelly and

managed to get her to stand up before going to the previously unseen Donna. This

took more time, but the pair eventually succeeded and pulled someone into sight.

     Matt and Allan's jaws dropped at the sight of Donna, possibly the most

drop-dead stunning woman they had ever seen in their life. She was plainly

nervous, but still moved with an unconscious sensual energy that made itself

powerfully known to the two studs.

     "Holy fuck!!" Matt strangled out. THIS was Donna?!?

     "Intimidated is right!" Allan choked. "I'm not sure if I'm jealous or

relieved. Well," he clapped a hand jovially on his stunned friend's shoulder, "time

to make that virgin a sex-hungry seductress, Matt."

     Matt's breath whooshed out, then he inhaled, a twinkle in his eye. "Guess a

man's gotta do, what a man's gotta do," he said and with a straight face yet. Allan

laughed.

     The studs easily entered the dance crowd.

     I was nervous at first, but as I danced with Kelly we both started relaxing

and enjoying ourselves. The drinks I had earlier were also giving me a nice buzz

as I managed to grove to the music, dancing as a woman would and doing well by

the looks I got. My blood was pounding as I moved with a smiling Kelly.

     Suddenly, two men with a mock-serious air about them came between us

like a pair of gay tango dancers and separated to face us as they started dancing. I

blinked at their manner of entrance as the blonde of the pair grinned at me. It was

impossible not to grin back at the good-looking guy.

     Who shook his head after giving me a quick glance. "Where on earth do

women like YOU get raised?" he wondered, amazed.

     "Who said anything about Earth?" I shot back with a smile. He had a nice

attitude and wasn't drooling over me. "Maybe I'm an advance scout for an alien

invasion." 

     He cocked an eyebrow. "That so? I can't wait to be overrun then."

     The music changed rather abruptly into a slow paced couples song.

Startled, I looked to the DJ's spot and to my surprise, Dori and Fel were there,

waving at me and Kelly. Then they pantomimed dancing together as they laughed.

     "Those little imps!" I sputtered.

     "Friends of yours?" the man said with a chuckle.

     "I wonder sometimes."

     "Care to dance to avoid further embarrassment?"

     I blinked and realized we four were the only ones standing still. Damn.

"All right," I sighed and he moved forward to place his hands on me. Looking up

at his amused face, I thought about the height I had lost as we moved together. He

pulled me closer as the other dancers had and my breasts pressed against his

chest. His hands encircled the small of my back.

     "By the way, my name's Matt, lovely lady," my dance partner informed

me.

     I sighed. "Donna."

     "Donna." He seemed to taste the flavour of it. "Great name. I really hate to

ask this, but..."

     "But?" I prompted

     "Well, I, uh, really found it hard to believe that you were alone out here on

the dance floor with just your friend. I mean, you look too damn hot to not have a

boyfriend. No offense."

     It took me a moment to reply. I was getting aroused by the combination of

being slightly drunk, being embraced, and my breasts being crushed between us.

The results were getting me flustered. "I... don't have a boyfriend. I'm pretty shy."

     "Very pretty, yes. Shy? That's hard to believe," he murmured.

     Dammit, my nipples were stiffening and it'd be damn hard for him not to

notice it. Our constant moving wasn't helping as the stimulation of my breasts

was making me warmer. This body was too sensitive to sensation.

     Matt's hands lowered to my butt and pulled me closer to him. I was staring

to breathe rapidly and my pulse pounded in my ears. My legs were wobbly and I

had to grip my new dance partner tighter for support. Maybe not trying to

masturbate hadn't been a wise idea because I felt helplessly swept up in what my

body was doing to me and a part of me was loving it.

     Then a strong hand gently lifted my chin and Matt kissed me.

     I was too far gone in my dazed state to resist and actually gave him some

tongue back. He kneaded my taut ass cheeks at the same time and I moaned into

his mouth.

     Christ, I so overwhelmed I was in another world.

     Events after the dance ended went by almost in flashes. Matt guided me

off the dance floor and we met up with his friend and an equally dazed Kelly. The

men kept gently caressing us, keeping our excited state as we happily joined them

in their car. Allen, I found out later, drove so Kelly was in the front seat while me

and Matt were in the back. Matt slid his hand up and down my inside thigh as I

put my head on his shoulder, making my vagina muscles twitch.

     They didn't live far away, only ten minutes, so they led us to their

apartment bedrooms without protest. These guys were good; they didn't do

anything to break us out of the trance our treacherous bodies had put me and

Kelly in.

     Once in his bedroom, Matt came up behind me and slid his hands up my

tummy to cup my large, bra-held breasts under my shirt. He had a full length

mirror which he gently turned me to face and proceeded to unbutton my blouse as

I watched.

     While I was a woman now, my male memories and reactions had a strong

hold on me and the sight of a gorgeous women being slowly stripped of clothing

was exciting still. Even if it WAS me being stripped, or even because. It's

confusing.

     Dreamily, I let him slide my blouse off, baring my bra-wearing torso. His

hands worked the back catch of my white bra and opened it for me to pull off. I

heard his breath catch as it fell and saw the lust in Matt's eyes as he beheld my

flushed, rounded and large breasts on my luscious body. He repeated sliding his

hands up my now-bare stomach and hefted my heavy, female breasts. Then his

thumbs rubbed my nipples.

     I gasped as I felt fire shoot from my erect nipples and travel down to my

now-moistening pussy. My back arched as Matt kissed my neck, squeezing my

sensitive assets with passion. 

     He led me to the bed and lay me down on it, I closed my eyes and panted

to catch my breath, breasts heaving erotically. Unseen, Matt practically tore off

his shirt and pants, leaving his boxers on. Then he leaned down and sucked hard

on one of my large nipples, sending another series of jolts through me as I

groaned.

     I didn't resist as he undid my belt and slid my mini-skirt off; I just wanted

these awesome feelings encompassing my entire body to continue. With practiced

ease, pantyhose and panties slid off.

     The sight of my full, aroused glory made Matt speak at last. "My God,

you're beautiful," he said worshipfully as he ran a hand from knee to almost my

pussy along my inner thigh.   

     His voice woke me a little from my trance as it made me smile. "Bet you

say that to all the girls," I panted.   

     Matt climbed into bed and massaged my right breast as he shook his head.

"Shit, no. You are so damn unbelievable." The hand slid down and I started when

it reached my outer labia. When a finger slid between them, the feeling made me

part my legs in reaction as I sucked in my breath.

     I was starting to feel afraid now that I was naked and in a position to be

fucked by a man. More so when my body was crying, 'yeah, do it!' My eyes started

darting around, frantic for an escape option.

     But Matt was experienced and quickly slid to the junction of my thighs

before I panicked. There he dived in and gave my bare pussy a long lick.

     "Ah!" I cried as the new sensation shot through me, making me forget

escape as my hips jumped in reaction. Matt held me as he continued, driving me

wild with his tongue in my cunt.

     I was beginning to feel an emptiness as I mewed and groaned and a rising

tension inside me was coiling tighter and tighter with every passing moment. My

whole being vibrated with the need to free it. Squeezing my tits helped as Matt

ate me out expertly. I felt at the brink of my tension's release when he stopped.

     My groan of disappointment was heard and Matt knew I was ready.

Pulling off his boxers, he spread my legs wider apart as he positioned himself.

Blearily, I looked and saw he was about eight inches as he pressed the head at my

pussy lips.

     "Are you ready?" he asked kindly.

     "W-what?" I gasped, at that moment all I wanted was release. He looked

clearly hesitant for a horny guy. Why was he...? Waitaminute! "They TOLD

you?!" I blurted out, not sure to be angry or amused at my lovers' trick.

     He looked embarrassed. "Uh, yes. If you don't want to then..."

     I looked straight at him. "I'm scared, yes. I'm a virgin, yes. I am also a very

frustrated woman right now so could you PLEASE continue?" I groaned as I

dropped my head into the mattress. "Damn, but I didn't think the tension would be

so baaaad."

     Matt blinked, then grinned as he pressed his cock into my love hole. I

sucked in my breath at the feeling of being penetrated and then his cock bumped

into an internal obstruction. 

     "Do it!" I pleaded.

     My lover obeyed and I cried out as tissue tore apart and let his full length

plunge into my tight tunnel. The pain was sharp and brought some tears to my

eyes, but it faded after a minute as Matt watched me relax. I could feel every

bump of his tool inside me and the sensation was different than the other way

around to be sure. Now 'Donna' was the impaled, rather than the impaler. I

nodded for him to continue.

     He pulled out, creating a sucking force as he did, then drove back in. It

made me wild and I started matching his thrusts as my passion rose once more.

Everything else vanished as my focus became centered on my stimulated vagina

and my tightly coiled inner tension.

     Suddenly, the tension snapped. My first female orgasm hit me like a fright

train and spots appeared in my sight as I cried out my release, fluids gushed to

lubricate my tunnel. Muscles stiffened and Matt's cock was massaged by internal

pussy muscles. It was too much for him with me and he too began his orgasm

with a grunt, squirting his white cum into my tunnel and heightening my own

experience with the sensation.

     When we finished, Matt slipped out his softening cock and slid up to

embrace me. I kissed him for the wonderful first time, he HAD done it well and I

guessed I was pretty horny. The stickiness between my legs was also different.

     "Thanks," I whispered as I turned to face him, breasts tugging me as usual,

"for showing me."

     "Believe me," Matt chuckled, sliding a hand over my flank, "it was my

pleasure. You are a simply divine creature." 

     "Mmm..." I purred. Hell, if Dori and Fel can do it, why can't I? My hand

wandered to his cock and stroked it gently, knowing it to be still sensitive yet. "I

suppose I should clean up the mess between my legs before trying something

else."

     "Oh no," Matt protested with a smile, pushing me onto my back. "I made

the mess, I'll clean it up," he declared as he slid back down and spread my legs

again before going to work.

     This guy... "Ah!"... loves pussy, I thought. "So... ooohhh... gallant of you,

sir," I gasped aloud. His response was a direct lick on my clit that sent

shockwaves through me.

     My shyness was well vaporized as the rest of the night proved.

     The next morning I slipped out of bed and used a spell to clean myself off

before putting my clothes on. Matt was so exhausted from last night he wouldn't

get up anytime short of Armageddon. I blushed at my lack of control. God, how I

had wanted sex bad after the first time! Matt's exhaustion was also the result of a

spell I had used to extend his potency when he had showed signs of flagging and

me still randier than hell. Now I knew how Dori and Fel felt.

     I stepped out of the room and found a semi-dressed Allan and Kelly

munching on breakfast. Allan gave me a big grin while Kelly looked

embarrassed. Me, I was blushing for I knew they had heard me going most of the

night.

     "Good morning!" Allan greeted me cheerfully. "How's Matt?"

     "Er... Ah... He's pretty... tired still. He's sleeping."

     "We guessed that," Kelly murmured. I gave her a sheepish shrug. "Me and

Allan," she sent a smile his way, "enjoyed ourselves but not as much, or as loudly,

as you did."

     I hoped the blush wasn't permanent as Allan waved me to the table. "Sorry

to keep you up," I sighed as I poured some cereal into a bowl. "I guess I got

carried away."

     "Never a problem." Allan winked as he finished his food and gave Kelly a

kiss. "Did you want to shower first?" he asked her.

     She looked at my pristine state. "No... I'll be okay out here. You go."

     He winked at us both and after checking on Matt, chuckling, disappeared

into the bathroom. Kelly looked at me with a growing smile.

     "Okay, okay!" I said at last. "So I'm a horny slut as a woman. Just

remember I was able to keep Dori and Fel, COMBINED, happy as a MAN. The

sexual endurance bridged the gender gap with a eight-lane superhighway, damn

it." I munched on some cereal. "Poor Matt; I had to spell him to keep up and he

still conked out before I felt near satisfied." My friend shook her head ruefully.

"And how did YOUR guy go?"

     "Allan was... great," Kelly sighed happily. "After last night I wish I'd done

it sooner."

     "Depends on the guy, remember," I warned. "Some squirt before you get

off and leave you hanging, or that's what I hear anyway."

     "I know." Kelly grinned at me. "I do wonder if Matt would want to have

another night with you."

     I snorted. "He'd probably faint, wishing he could, or call for emergency re-

enforcements. Unless they do each other, Dori and Fel have to have a three-on-

one session each to have a good night." Now THAT sent thrills down my spine.

Jeez, my inhibitions really got shot to hell last night. "Finish dressing and I'll

clean you up," I offered.

     "Thanks, Donna."

     "No problem."

     When Allan emerged, he blinked at the unruffled and neatly dressed

Kelly. "How did... That's..." he stammered.

     "What? Never hear of portable washrooms?" I said, hiding a grin as Kelly

perfected innocence.

     Allan opened his mouth, then shut it. He didn't think he wanted to know.

He led them to the car and took us home.

     As for Dori and Fel...

     Dori groaned through a gag from her leg-spreading, horizontal position in

mid-air as the vibrator in her pussy hummed on, the one in her rear cut on and off

randomly. Milk made her tits heavy and tight as they hung like round udders

underneath her. Had to be frustrating with the nipple clamps.

     Red-headed Fel echoed her on the bed, spread-eagled and gagged too, as I

slowly and delicately licked her cunt, a form of slow erotic torture. Rubber caps

covered her nipples, giving unpredictable squeezes or twists to further torment

her.

     I looked up at her pleading face and smiled sweetly. "I won't do this

bondage bit after today, unless it's Dori, but I really would've liked to have been

told what you had planned. You should've guessed one guy wouldn't have been

enough for me after our lovemaking before and your own lusts." Donna licked

Fel's clit and the bound familiar bucked with a muffled squeal. "Tomorrow we'll

return to normal fun and enjoy ourselves." She chuckled evilly.

     "But for now..."

     On the other side of the bedroom door, Kathy shook her head ruefully as

Donna continued her 'revenge'. Oh well, she thought as she left the door for her

own bed, they know she's just annoyed and teasing them.

     She was just as glad her own body wasn't as sexually voracious as theirs

could be.

