
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Becoming Her: The Spellbook’s Erotic Experiment

By Jennie Snooks
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Part One: Becoming Her
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Chapter 1: Dust and Destiny
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The rain hammered against the cracked sidewalk of downtown Minneapolis like it had a personal grudge. Alex pulled his hood tighter and glanced sideways at his wife, Emily, who was grinning despite the downpour. Her auburn hair was plastered to her cheeks, and her cheap umbrella had already flipped inside out twice.

“Come on, it’s just a little water,” she laughed, tugging him toward the narrow storefront they’d never noticed before. “Curiosities & Oddities – Est. 1897.” The painted sign creaked in the wind, gold lettering faded but still defiant.

“We’re supposed to be grocery shopping,” Alex protested half-heartedly, but he let her drag him inside anyway. Their apartment fridge was basically a science experiment at this point, and rent was due in six days. Still... something about the warm golden light spilling from the shop’s dusty windows felt like an invitation.

A tiny bell jingled as they stepped in. The air smelled of old paper, incense, and something sharper—ozone, maybe, or lightning after a storm. Shelves crammed with strange objects stretched into shadow: taxidermy ravens, crystal balls that seemed to swirl with faint mist, brass telescopes, and row after row of leather-bound books.

An ancient-looking shopkeeper with wire-rimmed glasses and a velvet waistcoat glanced up from behind the counter. “Welcome,” he said in a voice like dry leaves. “Looking for anything in particular?”

“Just browsing,” Emily answered brightly, already wandering deeper into the maze of shelves.

Alex trailed after her, hands in his pockets. They’d been married eight years—happy, mostly, but stretched thin. He worked long hours at a dead-end IT job; she taught art at a community center that paid pennies. Nights were spent eating cheap takeout and dreaming about the life they couldn’t afford. Vacations. A house. Hell, just being able to order appetizers without checking the price.

Emily stopped in front of a tall, glass-fronted case. “Alex... look at this one.”

Inside, resting on black velvet, was a large book bound in dark, supple leather. No title on the spine, just intricate silver runes that caught the light like liquid mercury. Something about it made the hairs on Alex’s arms stand up.

The shopkeeper appeared beside them without a sound. “Ah. The Grimoire. Very old. Very... particular.”

“How much?” Emily asked, eyes sparkling with that reckless curiosity Alex both loved and feared.

The old man studied them for a long moment, then named a price so low it was almost insulting. “For you two... consider it a gift. But be careful what you wish for. Magic always collects its due.”

Alex laughed nervously. “Magic? Right.”

They left the shop twenty minutes later with the heavy book wrapped in brown paper under Emily’s arm and two bags of overpriced artisanal pasta they definitely couldn’t afford. By the time they reached their tiny third-floor apartment, the rain had eased to a drizzle.

They kicked off wet shoes, poured cheap red wine into mismatched glasses, and cleared the coffee table. Emily sliced the twine with kitchen scissors and opened the grimoire.

The pages were thick vellum, covered in elegant, flowing script that shimmered faintly as they turned them. Some sections were in Latin, others in languages neither recognized. Illustrations of stars, circles, naked figures entwined, and glowing sigils danced across the margins.

“This is insane,” Alex muttered, but he couldn’t look away. “It looks like a movie prop.”

Emily’s finger traced a simple incantation near the front—only three lines, with a small drawing of a coin. “Let’s try it. Just for fun.”

Alex raised an eyebrow. “You want to cast a spell? Babe, we’re not exactly Hogwarts material.”

“Come on. Humor me.” She took his hand, her palm warm against his. Together they read the words aloud, stumbling over the pronunciation but feeling strangely serious as they spoke the final syllable.

Nothing happened.

Emily laughed, disappointed. “Well, that was—”

A soft clink sounded on the wooden table between them.

There, gleaming under the cheap lamp, lay a single perfect gold coin. Heavy. Real. The metal was warm to the touch.

Alex stared. Emily’s mouth fell open.

They looked at each other, hearts suddenly hammering louder than the rain outside.

Emily picked up the coin, turning it over in her fingers. It caught the light with a rich, buttery shine. “Holy shit, Alex...”

He swallowed hard, a wild mix of disbelief and excitement flooding his chest. “Do it again.”

She flipped to the next page. Another simple spell—this one for a steady flame. They spoke the words once more, voices steadier this time.

A fat white candle on the table flickered to life. The flame burned bright and true... and refused to go out, even when Alex tried to blow it across the room.

Emily set the grimoire down carefully, her cheeks flushed. She looked at Alex with wide, sparkling eyes—the same look she’d given him on their wedding night.

“Whatever this is,” she whispered, crawling into his lap and kissing him slow and deep, “I think our lives just got a lot more interesting.”

Alex pulled her closer, tasting wine and rain and pure possibility on her lips. The grimoire lay open beside them like a promise.

Outside, the rain kept falling, but inside their little apartment, the first sparks of real magic had already begun to burn.
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Chapter 2: Proof in the Flames
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Emily’s heart was still racing as she stared at the unblinking candle flame dancing on their coffee table. The cheap red wine sat forgotten in their glasses, and the heavy grimoire lay open between them like a living thing.

Alex reached out and passed his hand straight through the flame. Nothing. No heat, no burn, just the soft glow lighting up his fingers.

“It’s not hot,” he said, voice hushed with disbelief. “Emily... it’s not burning me.”

She laughed—a bright, slightly hysterical sound—and tried it herself. The flame caressed her skin like warm silk. “This is insane. Actual magic. Not a trick. Not a prop. Real.”

They sat cross-legged on the threadbare rug, knees touching, the apartment’s single lamp casting long shadows across the walls. Outside, the rain had softened to a steady patter against the window, but inside everything felt charged, electric.

Emily flipped to the next page, her finger tracing elegant runes. “Look at this one. ‘Whispered Key.’ It says it opens any lock without a key. Should we...?”

Alex hesitated for half a second, then grinned. “Do it.”

She read the short incantation aloud, her voice gaining confidence with every syllable. Alex repeated after her, their words blending into a soft harmony. When they finished, Emily stood and walked to the front door. She turned the deadbolt, then whispered a single word.

Click.

The lock snapped open by itself.

Alex’s eyes widened. He jumped up, tested the knob—locked again—then had Emily repeat the whisper. The bolt slid back with that same crisp sound.

They tried it on the bathroom door, the closet, even the cheap padlock on their storage bin in the hallway. Every time, the whisper worked perfectly.

By the time they returned to the living room, both of them were breathing faster, cheeks flushed, eyes bright with adrenaline and something hotter.

Emily crawled back into Alex’s lap, straddling him on the couch. “This book... it actually works. We could do anything with it.”

Her hands slid under his damp shirt, palms warm against his chest. Alex gripped her hips, pulling her closer until she could feel how hard he already was beneath her.

“Careful,” he murmured against her mouth, but there was no real warning in his voice—only hunger. “If this thing is real, we need to be smart.”

“I don’t want to be smart tonight,” Emily whispered, nipping at his lower lip. “I want to feel it.”

She kissed him deeply, tongues sliding together, the taste of cheap wine and pure excitement mixing between them. Alex’s hands roamed up her back, tugging her wet shirt over her head. Her bra followed a moment later, tossed somewhere behind the couch. He cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples until they tightened into hard peaks.

Alex laughed low in his throat, but the sound turned into a groan as she rocked her hips again. “You’re going to get us in trouble.”

“Good trouble,” she breathed.

He flipped them so she was beneath him on the narrow couch, her legs wrapping around his waist. Clothes came off in a frantic rush—jeans shoved down, panties kicked aside. When he pushed inside her, they both gasped. She was already slick, hot, and ready, her body welcoming him with a wet, perfect glide.

They moved together slowly at first, savoring every sensation, the grimoire still open on the coffee table watching like a silent witness. The candle’s eternal flame cast flickering gold light across their skin.

Emily’s nails dug into Alex’s shoulders as pleasure built. “Harder,” she whispered. “I want to feel how real this is.”

He gave her what she asked for, thrusting deeper, faster, the old couch creaking beneath them. The air filled with the sounds of skin on skin, breathless moans, and the occasional soft Latin word they tried between kisses—just to see if the book would react.

It did. A gentle wave of warmth rolled through both of them, heightening every touch, making every stroke feel electric. Emily came first, crying out his name as her body clenched around him in pulsing waves. Alex followed moments later, burying himself deep and spilling inside her with a low, guttural groan.

They collapsed together, sweaty and panting, limbs tangled.

For a long minute, the only sound was their breathing and the rain outside.

Emily turned her head to look at the grimoire, eyes gleaming with mischief and wonder.

“Tomorrow,” she said softly, tracing lazy circles on Alex’s chest, “we find the money spell. Because if this book can do this...” She kissed him again, slow and promising. “Just imagine what else it can give us.”

Alex smiled against her lips, already feeling the pull of possibility—and the first stirrings of real power.

“Tomorrow,” he agreed.

But tonight, with the eternal candle still burning and the grimoire humming faintly with magic, they made love once more—slower this time, almost reverent—while the first sparks of their new life quietly ignited around them.
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Chapter 3: The Midas Spell
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The next evening, the cheap red wine was gone. In its place sat a bottle of decent Cabernet they’d splurged on with the last of their grocery money. The eternal candle still burned steadily on the coffee table, its flame now a comforting companion rather than a miracle. The grimoire lay open between Alex and Emily like an old friend with dangerous secrets.
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