Mark’s Magick
Chapter One
By Oxriff

Moving into a new house, Mark finds a spell book that gives him a power that will make life quite interesting for the women in his life… chapter 1, more to follow.
PLEASE be sure to comment, either via the Rate Me! function or by e-mail to oxriff@ymail.com !! 
Moving into a new home is always memorable, but the Stanley family’s move into his grandparents’ old but well-conserved home resulted in a series of truly unforgettable experiences for Mark Stanley, a 19-year old second-year college student at a local university.

After beating his little brother in a race to call dibs on the best room after his parents’ and getting all his stuff in, Mark set out to explore the house. It had a large backyard, basement and attic, which is where he started. It was the only part of the house that wasn’t emptied out after his grandparents’ death, and he thought he might find something cool there, like his grandfather’s Korean war memorabilia or his dad’s old telescope kit. After snooping around for over an hour, he had found that the telescope was broken and that his grandfather’s stories about the war were a bunch of crap – he never went to Korea! On his way out of the attic, though, something caught his attention – a dirty magazine from the fifties! He flicked through, disappointed with the contents. Truly, despite what some people said, Photoshop did improve the magazines. He was about to put it back, though, when he found an old book with a strange title – “Magick for Everywun”. It was quite thin, and the back cover was blank. The contents were in some weird, old-fashioned, broken English, but the first chapter , “Sectual Magicks”, was enough to get his attention. He brought the book downstairs and fell asleep reading it. That night, he had the weirdest dream ever. In his dream, he looked at his messy room and saw it change into those rooms they show on “house makeover” shows, and when he was going to school his old moped turned into a superbike when he got on it. The dream went on and on like this until at dinner time his mother’s substandard meatloaf turned into a fillet mignon before his eyes!

Mark woke up the next day feeling oddly rejuvenated. The book was nowhere to be seen… was it also a dream? But he quickly moved on: It was Friday, and that night he was going out with his girlfriend of two years to celebrate their anniversary, and spend the night at her place, close to the university. His girlfriend, Tracy, kept her black hair quite short, to the point that from the back she sometimes looked like a guy, and behind her glasses were the first things about her that had got his attention, her deeply penetrating green eyes. She was quite short, around 5ft1, and her body didn’t get anyone’s attention. He loved her even though in bed she was about as lively as a corpse, not that his performance was anything special – he was often done in less than 5 minutes!


They had dinner in a nice steakhouse, after which they walked the long way around to her place, her hand tightly clutching his. He couldn’t wait, he had played all the cards right and it was their anniversary, he felt something special was in store in the bedroom that night. Minutes after they got there, they were already making out in bed, mostly naked, and soon they were having sex.

Two minutes in, his grunting was getting harder and harder, he’d be done in another minute or two… when Tracy said “come on, I still want to be able to catch America’s Most Wanted!” Mark was hurt. There was no need to insult him, especially that night… he wished that she’d be more into it, that she’d make it more fun for him. It was their night, it was supposed to be special for both of them… That’s when instead of another snide remark, she next let out an “Oh…”, sounding like she left the entrance light on or something. Then another “Oh…” Was she actually enjoying it? He focused, she seemed to be making an effort, and he wanted to show her he cared. His effort was paying off! She moaned again, and this time he stopped - this clearly wasn’t normal…

Her fingernails dug into his back, but they were so short it didn’t hurt at all. What did bother him was now that he stopped, she started! It was only a gentle thrusting, but it was something. “This could actually be fun for both of us for a change,” he thought, so he started thrusting again…


“What’s happening? I’m enjoying it… enjoying it more and more… did he put something in my drink?” thought Tracy. It was then that a strange tingling came over her…


Her thrusting just made it harder for Mark to hold on and he felt that soon he was about to blow it… thrust, thrust, one more and he’d shoot… and nothing. He wanted to, he had to, but he couldn’t cum! Her breathing became faster and faster, her moaning ever louder… and then Tracy felt it… a shockwave, going all over her body… She wanted more from him, she couldn’t let him finish!


She kept thrusting as he just lay there, harder and harder, really pushing herself in so that Mark got deeper inside her. He felt her hands on his back, getting warmer and warmer, he could feel sweat building up there where she touched… It was like she was suddenly plugged into an electric outlet. Her moaning grew increasingly louder and more intense and her body heat just went off the chart! Mark’s hands, resting on her hips and ass, suddenly began to move further apart… what the..?!

He could feel it! Her ass! Her hips! They were changing! Her waist shrank just a bit, while her hips flared out and her ass, her ass was going from flat and flaccid to shapely, toned and heart-shaped, morphing to perfection with every thrust of her hips, pounding increasingly harder on the bed! Her fingernails grew and scratched Mark’s back, but he didn’t care, his girlfriend was somehow transforming into a complete hottie with every passing second! He looked in her eyes and saw no fear, only saw arousal, she closed them for a few seconds and when she reopened them they were still green but brighter, much brighter… but he barely had time to notice, every part of her was transforming while he was on top of her, inside her, with his hands all over her! His hands moved downwards to grip her transforming thighs as they toned, his eyes darted from her puffing lips to her shrinking nose to her rising cheekbones. Mark could feel her stick-like legs changing, her thighs toning and gaining shape rapidly; he could feel her feet, which barely reached him below the knee, grinding down his shins as her legs grew longer and longer, until they finally went past his own feet! She put her legs around his own, gripping tightly, while Mark’s hands moved back up and felt her back arch as she screamed in ecstasy, her voice no longer squeaky but deep, sultry… boner-inducing in its own right! She rocked her head a couple of times and almost instantly her hair changed from a short and black to long, wavy and honey-coloured.

A pain in his penis brought him back to his senses, though. “Baby, I’m loving this, but if I don’t cum soon my dick will explode!” he said, but she only said, between thrusts and moans, “I’m… going… to fuck… every… last… drop… of cum out you!”, grabbed his head and wedged it between her breasts, that immediately started growing around him, the valley between her boobs began to grow deeper and deeper, its smell like fresh cinnamon rolls, the breasts soft against his cheeks, growing and growing and growing… He was in heaven… Her breasts grew until they were bigger than his head, two mountains with a very happy young man’s head in the valley between, the nipples rock-hard.
Somehow, she reinvigorated him, gone was the need to cum, he too felt like some strange force was making him stronger, and he got over his awe and started pounding her with a mixture of love, passion and violence – He sensed that Tracy wanted it hard, and she wanted it bad. They both finally reached orgasm together, and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Mark woke up with a start the next day. Wh-What happened last night? He looked to his side, and there she was, just waking up as well – the sex goddess from last night! Yet in her features, and especially in her eyes, he could see that she was still Tracy. Was he still dreaming? Before he could answer his own question, she rose and looked deeply into his eyes.

“You don’t need to say it,” said Mark, putting a finger on her luscious lips, “I love you too.”

“What?!” said the goddess in her husky voice “I don’t need to because I don’t WANT to!”, she shouted, kicking him out of her bed. She ran her hands over her hot new body and licked her lips, moaning lightly. Mark was already hard. “I take it you would like some of this?” she asked, pointing at herself.

“Like? I would love it!”

“Well, take a mental picture, because that’s the last you’ll be seeing. For some reason, after I transformed I ended the night with you, but trust me, I was, and I AM, far from satisfied! Sorry mister, you were never enough to get me going, and you’re certainly not enough to get me done!”

“B-B-Baby, baby, what are you talking about?! We love each other! It’s our second anniversary!”

“I don’t know what happened last night, but whatever it was it gave me what I needed to really get what I want – a REAL man, not some sissy like you. Now get the fuck out of my room!

She proceeded to kick him out, barely giving him time to get dressed. Incredibly, he became even more baffled. His nerdy girlfriend transforms into an über-hottie during sex with him, then kicks him out, saying that she’s out of his league! His musings were interrupted by screaming from her room: Tracy was already masturbating!
MY GIRLFRIEND JUST TURNED INTO THE HOTTEST WOMAN ALIVE AND THEN PROCEEDED TO DUMP ME! And she’d rather masturbate than do it with me again! 
Mark didn’t sleep that night, or the next, and on Monday, he walked into class half-dead, only to see the new Tracy at the door, surrounded by the football team, with half of them talking about how it would feel to fuck her, and the other half talking about how it felt! She ignored him completely, and it devastated him.
Then, some girl suddenly looked up to him and greeted him:

“Hi, I’m Liz!”

“What?” He looked at her. He’d normally immediately look at her breasts, then her face, then her legs and then her hips, sizing her up immediately, but this time all he could do was look into her eyes. They shined with energy. “Hi, I’m Liz, and I just transferred in from community college! Why are you looking so down?”

TO BE CONTINUED…
Mark’s Magick
Chapter Two: Tropical Fun
By Oxriff (oxriff@ymail.com)

Mark Stanley inadvertently transformed his nerdy girlfriend into a super-hottie, who then proceeded to break up with him and screw the entire football team. Heartbroken, Mark meets a new friend and goes on a tropical vacation with his family. “Lovesick, horny, idiotic and magically-powered teen in a tropical resort” fun ensues!

PLEASE comment on this story, and enjoy!

Mark stared stupidly at his former girlfriend Tracy. Just three days before she had been the geeky love of his life, and they had celebrated their second anniversary. That night, during sex, she suddenly transformed into the stunning hottie that was now in front of him, ignoring him completely in a short skirt that barely covered her divine ass and a cleavage-tastic top, smiling a naughty smile, framed by her supermodel-like face, talking to Jay. He was captain of the university’s football team, half of which she had fucked over the past weekend.

His musings were interrupted by the thin, cracking voice of a girl who seemed to have materialised in front of him out of thin air. She energetically introduced herself as Liz Parsons, freshly transferred in from the local community college, and curious as to why he looked so down. Her deep brown eyes glowed with energy, and her smile, despite her braces, was comforting. He really didn’t feel like talking right now, but he didn’t have it in him to tell such a friendly person to fuck off.

They sat together in class, and it turned out she was pretty cool, if a bit quirky. She still couldn’t get his mind off Tracy, sitting near the front and giving the professor an enviable view of her massive tits, making him stutter and bumble his way through class. The breathless professor finally called the class over early, and ran off to the nearest bathroom. As they left the class, Jay decided to give Liz a traditional welcome to the university – similar to the one he had given Mark back in high school. I can’t believe I’ve been putting up with this douche bag for so long! Jay slammed Liz’s books to the floor and gave her a look filled with contempt.

“If you were a guy your head would be in the toilet by now. And Mark, where’s that geek Tracy? Dumped you for a real man yet?” Mark couldn’t believe it. Tracy hadn’t even revealed herself to Jay yet! 

He helped Liz pick her books up and tried to console her. “There are a bunch of assholes here, but if you stay clear of them you should be OK.”

“Oh, it’s no biggy, Mark,” said Liz with a smile, “I’m used to this already.”


Despite the sour note after class, Mark was already feeling a bit better, and his day was topped off with the news at dinner that his father had just gotten a promotion, and was treating the family to a one-week vacation in sunny Barbados, leaving the next day! Mark would’ve usually turned it down so he didn’t miss any classes, but the thought of leaving Tracy and the football assholes for a week was too tempting. Liz will be OK, I guess.


On the day before the flight back home, Mark was chilling in the hot tub. It had been a great week – his parents treated themselves to the honeymoon suite and Mark and his brother to a nice room with an ocean view. The food was great and the beach was so good it almost made him want to just drop everything and live in Barbados as a scuba instructor or something! The hotel was really empty, as it was the low season, though, so it was a bit like a ghost town.

He lay back on the rim of the hot tub, his eyes closed and a smile on his face. His peace was disturbed by the sound of someone entering the water. He opened his eyes and saw a 20-something girl entering. “Hi,” she said, smiling. She didn’t have much to speak of in terms of a body, but she was definitely very cute. “Hey…” he said. This is so awkward. Say something!! His inner turmoil was probably betrayed by the look on his face, and the girl gave him a funny look, like she suspected he was up to something. You’re creeping her out! I wish something would happen to get us closer, not further apart!

The look on her face changed again, the beautiful smile returning. Now she was creeping him out. She wouldn’t stop smiling. “Hey there, sexy”, she said. “H-H-Hey”, said Mark, barely audible. The smile only left her face to be replaced by a hungry look. She licked her lips, and dove underwater. He felt a tugging in his swim shorts. He was getting hard, and she was pulling the shorts off! She resurfaced, her long and now wet brown hair resting on her small breasts, and her hands resting on his dick, a naughty look on her face. “Closer, you said?” and dove back down. He felt her lips wrap around the tip of his dick, first, and then sliding downwards until it was almost completely in her mouth. She licked and sucked gently, and came back up. Her… her breasts are bigger! She said nothing and went back down, her hands guided his onto her body, and he could feel it. Oh shit. Oh shit oh shit oh shit! It’s happening again! He felt her body transform, just like… Tracy. She was on all fours underwater, sucking on Mark, harder and harder, making him droop downwards, until only his head was barely above water. She bent down even lower and stuck her ass out, over the water lone, and Mark could see it changing, the bony behind gaining mass and shape, and the skin somehow tanning to make for the kind of ass that would turn heads on any Brazilian beach. She surfaced again, gasping for air, her face tanned lightly, making her look even better, and dove again, sucking greedily. When she came back, she flipped over and put her legs around him, dislodging him from his seat, his hands as if stuck on her hips, which expanded rapidly while her waist thinned. Bound together, the girl and Mark fell back underwater, her legs growing longer and shapelier by the second, toning rapidly and constricting Mark even further, his dick jammed against her writhing torso. She suddenly let go, letting him back up while holding his hands on her breasts. He couldn’t see but he could feel, they were growing! They were becoming fuller each passing moment, tit flesh growing seemingly out of nowhere, until his hands couldn’t contain them anymore without squeezing. He couldn’t let go now, it felt so good, they were soft without being flaccid, shapely without being rigid. Perfect! He finally let go. The girl was underwater but facing upwards, she arched her back, thrusting her chest to the surface, and soon two giant mounds of flesh emerged, threatening to tear apart her tiny bikini top, her nipples already very much visible against the strained fabric. The two mountains submerged for a moment, and then the girl rose again. She had gone in a shrimp in her early twenties, and she emerged visibly transformed, dripping with water, her now-tanned skin glowing in the light, her hips swaying ever so slightly, the brown hair longer and straighter, turned into a beautiful blonde mane, her blue eyes glowing with hunger. Her bikini stretched to its very limits, with the bottom struggling to contain a stunning ass and the top literally hanging by a thread. She said nothing, took a deep breath… and that was it.

The top shot off and smacked Mark in the face. He pulled it off his eyes, and the vision he had was enough to make him come vigorously – more than he had ever come before, more even than with Tracy. Two massive, round breasts, big even for a six-footer like the girl that just emerged from the water, stared him square in the eyes, the nipples pointing to him, surrounded by small but deeply marked areolas.

“Done already? No sir… not at all!” the girl purred.

Still horny as he was, the look on her face was nothing short of terrifying. She was going to eat him alive! Mark jumped out of the water and ran as fast as he could for the men’s locker room – like that was going to stop the girl from coming in. She was a bit slower, every step she took caused her breasts to heave and jiggle, making her moan slightly, but eventually she’d get over it and catch him. He ran, semen dripping down from his swimming shorts and all, into the hopefully empty area with the entrances to the male and female locker rooms, and bumped into…

“Mom!”

“Sweetie, what is that stuff on your shorts?” There was so much of it, it couldn’t possibly be semen.

“The-the hot tub started shooting off this weird foam, I’m, err… going to get it off” said Mark, trying desperately to seem calm.

His mother peeked behind him, noticing the beauty walking towards them, stopping every few steps with a weird look on her face. “Wow, she must be one of those glamour models! Mark, look behind you!”

“Mom, really, I want to get this off before it becomes permanent…”

“Mark, really, she’s gorgeous, you have to see her!”, said his mother, grabbing his shoulder and trying to turn him backwards.

She wasn’t making this any easier. Mark decided to come clean.

“Mom, shut up. Just shut up and listen.” He hated taking that tone to her, but he had to get her attention, “I was in the hot tub, and this girl came in and…”

His mother gave him a shocked look – was that stuff all semen? “Mark, I can’t believe you…”

“… and, and, and she just looked at me funny, and suddenly seemed all horny”, said Mark, still gasping for breath. He looked momentarily behind him, hot tub girl had succumbed to her sensations and was playing with herself, lying on the floor.

“Oh… go on” said Mom, sounding curious for some reason.

“And she, she was all over me, Mom, God knows why!”

“Really?” said his mother, moving closer to him and looking worryingly interested in one’s penis for one’s 43-year-old mother.

“Sh-she began to s-su-suck my…”

“Dick?” said Mom, edging even closer and putting him against the wall, hunching over him as he crouched slightly.

He couldn’t help himself, he just kept blabbering on. “Y-Yeah… and, and she didn’t look hot at all. She was about my height, but really skinny, b-b-but then…”

“She began to change?” said mom, her bosom so close it blocked most of his view.

“… her… butt was first, she-

“Stuck it out, like this?” asked Mom, turning her back to him and grinding her bikini-clad ass on his dick! It was happening again! But… MOM?!?!

How the hell could he somehow get horny on this? His own mother!

The grinding got rougher and rougher, and Mark could see the fat and cellulite melting off his mother’s torso. She straightened up and faced him again, “More, Mark, tell me more…!”

What was wrong with him? His mind ordered his mouth to shut up, but it just kept on talking “She was already kind of cute…”, and to this his mother’s face rejuvenated, gone were the crow’s feet and initial wrinkles, replaced by high cheekbones, a shrinking nose and a shining white, naughty smile.

“What, that was it?”

“N-No...! H-Her legs changed too, I couldn’t see it but I felt it, they were getting longer, long enough to make her taller than me!”, and to that his mother’s stumpy legs grew in seconds into powerful, shapely pillars, fit for any catwalk, and making his mother almost 6 feet tall and still growing.

She need only look at him to make him keep talking. “H-her body got all curvy…” said Mark, and his mother’s wide hips were suddenly complemented by a thin waist, giving her an ultra-sexy hourglass figure.

No need to say anything else, though: She shoved her bosom in her son’s face and bent down to give him a privileged view of the expanding valley of cleavage! Her breasts grew, and grew and grew, until she had two large melons on her chest.

“Now,” said hottie-Mom, “during all this time, you said she was doing something to your-”

“DICK!”, cried hot tub girl. Just what I need.

Hottie-Mom turned in time to see hot tub girl running towards them, finally able to control her body’s augmented sensations. Hottie-mom shouted “Why don’t you pick on someone your own size?!”, to which hot tub girl only shouted back “DIIIIIICK!”

Mark finally saw this as his chance to run, and run he did. He ran across the lobby, with two impossibly hot women chasing him and screaming that they wanted his dick. If he weren’t terrified they’d bite it off, he would’ve felt proud. They finally caught up to him when he was about to open room’s door, and the girls seemed to have made a pact of some sort. Hot tub girl carried him off to her room, hottie-Mom following closely behind: they were going to share him! Hot tub girl slammed him down on the bed, and then both women crawled up to him, one on each side, lust in their eyes.

“Hey there, sexy…” said hot tub girl “…be careful what you wish for!” completed hottie-Mom.

Mark woke up to the sound of a noisy fan. He slowly opened his eyes, he was in a hospital of some sort. His father rushed to his side.

“Mark! Oh, Mark, I was so worried! Are you alright, son? How do you feel?”

“Where… where’s mom?”

His father sobbed. “She… We… They never found her. You were found unconscious in one of the rooms in Barbados.”

Mark opened his eyes wider, and saw the date on the wall clock – it had been over a week since the hot tub incident! “Dad… the girl… there was a girl in that room, she-” he was interrupted by his father’s sad voice.

“No need to go back there, son, no need. They also found your mother’s earrings in that room. The girl was made the prime suspect, but was never seen again.”

The next day, Mark was already at home, putting the pieces back together. The last thing he remembered clearly was lying on hot tub girl’s bed, her and Mom crawling over to his side, looking all horny. Vague bits and pieces came to him every now and then – one girl or another jumping up and down on his penis, night and day, then taking turns sucking it, then… then making out with each other. And kicking him off the bed, and making love to each other. He rushed to his computer and searched for the keywords “hot lesbian couple Barbados” and found it immediately – two ridiculously hot, unidentified girls were making the news for occasional appearances in Barbados. They would walk into a place together, kissing and tugging at each other, get everyone’s attention, fuck whoever they saw, and then empty out the wallets and cash registers. The few times the cops came in time to stop them, they ended up banging the two eager ladies themselves!

Holy shit. I created a hot lesbian bandit terrorist couple. And Mom is in it.
Who was he going to tell? If he believed him, Dad would probably kill him. His brother was a stupid brat, he’d never understand. He was dead to Tracy. But he had to get to the bottom of this, and he had to get this off his heart. There was only one person he could call.

“Hello? Liz? It’s Mark here… yeah, about my mother…”

TO BE CONTINUED

