
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chasing the Idol - Part 1 - Busty Discoveries


An Erotic Transgender Transformation Adventure 


Farleven


Published by Farleven
Copyright 2018 Farleven



More information about Chasing the Idol - Part 1 - Busty Discoveries and other stories by Farleven can be found at: 
farleven.wordpress.com


For the latest information about Farleven's newest 
releases and exclusive offers delivered straight to your inbox, 
please signup for Farleven's Newsletter!



Kindle Edition, License Notes

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters places and incidents portrayed in this work are the product of the author’s imagination and or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living, dead or undead, business establishments, events or locals are entirely coincidental and the product of the readers imagination.

No part of this work may be, reproduced, scanned or redistributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

The story is owned and copyrighted by Farleven

These stories contain adult content or themes and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following stories are 18 or older.

The cover image is used under license. Neither the writer nor the publisher claim copyright for the image. Images used in this book are not meant to represent or depict any characters, actions, scenes or locations in this book.


Table Of Contents
Chasing the Idol - Part 1 - Busty Discoveries - The Story
Other Stories From Farleven
About the Author



Chasing the Idol - Part 1 - Busty Discoveries 


“Would you look at that.” I smiled as I cleared away the final layer of vines covering the entrance to the ceremonial chamber and pushed my torch through just enough to light up the room. It was still dark on the far end, but the flickering light was enough to show me the chamber that I knew had gone unused for centuries.

“I would if you’d give me some room.” Brian Wells growled as he fought his way through the overgrowth. Even here deep inside the cave, the jungle hadn’t stopped its work. It had taken us days to make our way this far into the cave itself, but now it was all worth it.

“Sorry,” I stepped back. It was a special thrill to see his face as he looked in. We’d been hunting for this for years. One scrap of badly worn ancient paper and we’d decided to go for it. The ancient world wasn’t the unexplored realm of my grandfather, but I still wanted some of the excitement.

“Damn, Nate, it really is here. We’re going to be rewriting the history books with this.” He spoke with disbelief as we went to clear a full opening. The chamber was unlike anything we’d seen before, and for two guys who’d spent a decade researching Mesoamerican history, that was saying something.

The room was huge. And the walls were lined with carvings and relics to many of the gods we already knew, but the sealed vaults were the real prize. If we were lucky, sacred texts that hadn’t seen the light of day since the Spanish conquest would be ours. That wasn’t all though, there was something unusual about the back wall of the chamber, almost hidden from view.

“Maybe more than we thought. Can you tell me what that is?” I pointed towards the statue and reliefs carved around around a small sacrificial platform. It was in the right style, but I’d never seen carving like that. The statue, especially was strange, a carved stone, inlaid with gold and jewels that depicted a figure that seemed to be a blending of the normal male and female forms.

“I can’t tell from here.” Brian went back to work clearing the entrance. It was hard work, but we took our time. There wouldn’t be any point if we damaged something important. We would have to call in a proper team soon, but we’d found this place and that earned us the chance to look over our find.

Finally, the way was clear and we surveyed the room. It was everything we’d hoped for, until we made it to the mysterious carvings.

“Have you ever seen anything like it?” He asked as he leaned down to study it right next to me. The figure sparkled in the light of our torches.

“No, but it is just amazing. Whoever carved this was a master, it must be a representation of a god, but I’ve never seen that blending of features before.” I cleared some dust off the small platform next to the statue so that I could climb up and get a look at the other side. It was really like nothing I’d ever seen. There was a lot of history lost when the Spanish came, but to see something so new was still astonishing.

“Are you sure you should be sitting up there?” Brian asked as he moved around the other side to check from there.

“It’s solid stone, I won’t hurt anything.” I laughed as I looked at the statue. I still couldn’t figure out what it was supposed to represent, but it was clear that this chamber was built for ceremonies related to this strange figure.

“It looks like this is supposed to be some kind of knife. It looks like it’s still sharp.” Brian changed the subject as he looked at something on the other side. I turned to see, and it was like some kind of knife being held by the statue.

“Careful!” I said as he reached out to touch it. I knew how hard it was to resist, but it was too easy to damage something. Or in this case yourself.

“Shit!” He cursed and pulled his hand back. I could see the blood dripping from a cut on his finger. “It really was sharp!”

“Damn it!” I watched as his blood dripped onto the statue’s blade. It would be hell explaining that the to the other archaeologists. This wasn’t the adventuresome days of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. People didn’t just go around manhandling artifacts. Honestly, we were pushing it even walking around in here. Getting your blood on something? That was going to be a black mark on his reputation for a long time.

“Sorry, I just had to.” He replied a bit sheepishly. Then he looked at me and his eyes widened into saucers.

“What?” I took a look around and then looked at my hands. They were glowing! If it wasn’t so dark it would have been hard to notice, but it quickly became clear that my whole body had started to glow a light blue. I moved to jump off the platform, but I was just too weak to do it.

The glow didn’t hurt, but it started to brighten as I felt even weaker. I couldn’t seem to help it, and I fell down until I was lying on the platform. Then it hit me. My whole body just felt like it had turned to taffy and a dozen people had started pulling at it. Everything stretched and squished in every direction at the same time. I would have cried out, but I couldn’t even find the strength for that. All I could do was endure it.

Strangely enough, it still didn’t hurt, not in the way I would have expected. It was just a general discomfort. Still, as it went on and on, I started to feel nauseous just as it suddenly faded away. I could see the glow starting to fade and my strength came back slowly.

“Holy, crap, Nate?” Brian was in front of me now, helping me into a sitting position. The worry and confusion in his eyes worried me, as well as just how easily he was helping me up. I wasn’t huge, but I was barely able to move on my own and he was lifting me with ease.

“Yeah...” My voice sounded strange and I coughed. Maybe whatever it was had taken more out of me then I’d thought. “I… I?”

I coughed again trying to clear my throat, but it didn’t feel like anything was wrong that way. It was just that I sounded strange, like I was trying to do a fake high pitched voice, but I wasn’t trying.

“Look down, dude.” Brian glanced towards my chest, then back up. He’d turned a few shades more white I noticed and that made me more than a little concerned. Looking down told me why. My normally flat chest was a lot rounder, and my shirt was hanging loose over two impossible curves.

“What the fuck?” I squealed as I reached up and felt the unmistakable softness of breasts in my hands. Hell, even my hands had become dainty and feminine. I looked back at Brian, not even sure what to say.

“Are you ok?” He asked. It was as silly a question ats it appeared and yet just as much not. Somehow I seemed to have become a woman, and I could tell without checking that the same change that had happened to my chest had adjusted me between my legs as well. My normal awareness of my balls was gone, and it wasn’t so much a feeling of what was there as it was about what wasn’t. I wasn’t quite ready to actually reach down and check.

That’s when I heard the hammer cocking of a gun. That singular sound was never something you wanted to hear when you were far in the wild jungle of central America. My eyes shot from one problem to one that was probably even more dire.

“Well, it seems we have found a couple of American thieves.” The man with a gun smiled. I recognized him as he stepped from the shadows. It was Raul Alverez, one of the local crime lords last I checked. While he did the normal business of drugs and such, he was also known for his affection of indigenous artifacts both for his own collection and for sale. His English was very good, save for a light accent that he kept for appearances sake.

“What do you think you’re going to do with that?” Brian growled. Neither of us were in a position to do much for ourselves. One of the risks about doing research was running afoul of the local hoodlums. It wasn’t that we were unarmed, but when someone sneaks up on you, there isn’t much you can do about it.

“Hopefully, nothing. Just let me and my men take what we came for and we’ll leave you on your way.” Raul smiled. His men came in and started grabbing up artifacts. He gave us both a good looking over. “I am surprised it’s just you here Mr. Wells. I was sure I’d see your partner, though perhaps you’ve found one that provides a little more excitement, eh?”

Brian pulled down the brim of my hat blocking my view.

“Don’t worry about her. You should be worried about Nate, he’ll be back any time now.” Brian threw up a bluff. It wasn’t like we could exactly explain that I’d somehow turned into a woman. No one would have believed us anyway, least of all Raul.

“Indeed. I only saw two packs in your truck. And two sets of tracks. Don’t think I’m a fool.” He laughed as he pointed out more treasures. It wasn’t until his men neared the strange statue on the platform that Brian moved to intercede.

“Come on, Raul, you can let us at least have something to take home. After all, I doubt you’d have found this place without us.” Brian pleaded. I didn’t think it would work, but I did feel a connection to that statue, and I wasn’t sure it would be a good idea to let it get away either.

“Now, now, I thought I was being generous enough to leave you with your lives. Besides, you can’t expect me to leave such a unique treasure in your greedy American hands, can you?” He laughed and had his men take the statue away as well. They didn’t take long to finish up their work and the room was quickly empty of anything valuable.

He left without another word. His men kept guard until we hear trucks starting up and pulling away. As fast as it began we were alone again, except this time, we were in a bare chamber and I was a woman.

“Bastard!” I shouted, and winced at the high pitch of the echoes I heard come back at me. “Let’s get out of here.”

Brian nodded in agreement and we hiked our way back out. There wasn’t any point in staying in an empty cave.

“So what do you think happened in there?” Brian asked as he looked me over. I felt weird being looked at like that, but after a few steps I had to stop.

“Damn boots!” I hissed. I’d not only turned into a woman, but was now several sizes smaller than I’d been before. Everything felt like it was going to fall off. I took a minute to cinch up my belt and tighten my boots as much as I could. It helped a little, but I would have to walk carefully to keep them on.

I took a deep breath and looked up at Brian. That was strange too, we’d always been about the same height, but now he had half a foot on me. It was disturbing, but I was trying to keep a lid on my reactions. It wouldn’t do for me to freak out now.

“I don’t know. It sounds crazy, but I think that damn statue really was magic. And you just had to get your blood on it!” I glowered angrily at him. He should have known better, and then I wouldn’t be in this predicament. Whatever hope I had of figuring it out was on one of Raul’s trucks to be sold off to some rich bastard or put up in Raul’s private collection. My chance of getting to it in either case was basically nil.

“Hey man, if I’d ever heard of a magic statue before I’d have stayed clear of this one, you know that.” He replied. It was honest enough. I knew Brian could usually be counted on not to be boneheaded, and this was not the kind of situation anyone expected to have happen.

“Yeah, yeah, and now that bastard Raul has everything. If there’s any clue about how this happened and how to reverse it, it’s in his stash.” I grumbled. It wouldn’t be easy to get at any of it either. The man had set up his own little enclave, paid off the local police and had what amounted to a private army of his own men. We didn’t have the money to make a bid for any of it, and that assumed he’d be willing to sell what we needed.

“Oh damn.” Brian swore as we got to the end of the cave. We could see the tracks from Raul’s trucks, and what they’d done to ours. The tires had been slashed and the windows broken out. We both ran over to check it out.

“Fucker took our packs!” I kicked at the door as I looked into the back.

“But not the emergency kit.” Brian shouted as he pulled it from behind the front seat. It wasn’t much to go on. There was a flare gun, a blanket and some military type rations along with some other helpful tools. It wasn’t much, but it would get you through a night.

“Great. So no radio or phone. It’s too late to start back to the nearest village.” I nodded. There wasn’t much else to do. It was going to be a long hike tomorrow, but for tonight, we’d have to make camp.

“I’ll see what I can scare up for a campfire. We can probably set up in the mouth of that cave.” Brian pointed back towards where we came from. At least that would keep us from getting rained on in the worst case scenario. If we could get a fire going there was always a chance someone would see it and come check, but that wasn’t too likely. It didn’t get too cold out here at night, but chill enough without proper gear.

“Got it.” I went to work making a basic fire ring and gathering up what dry material I could get. At least the kit had a fire starter. With a little work I cleared out a place for us to sit and we had a basic camp, enough for a night.

“Not as bad as I remembered.” I commented as I mixed the pasta from my MRE. It was even warm to boot. For a moment just sitting and eating was a welcome respite from a crazy day.

“Yeah, they sure don’t make them like they used to.” Brian laughed. Even he wasn’t old enough to remember the real bad old days of military rations. He tried to keep from looking over at me.

“Crazy day.” I laughed. My voice still sounded strange to my ears. It was definitely more feminine, not girly, but I knew I could sound that way if I tried. That alone was a little scary. The bagginess of my clothes was another problem. It wasn’t going to make tomorrows hike any easier, and it was a constant reminder of the changes I’d just gone through. Everything was either too loose or too tight, and there was nothing to control the jiggling from my chest. I’d tried to ignore that, but the coarse fabric of my shirt hadn’t been made with sensitive feminine nipples in mind. I was going to have to think about how to deal with that.

For now I tried just to keep focused on my food. It was just too easy to drift off into my other problems, and that was not something I really wanted to do right now. Of course that didn’t mean that Brian was going to help.

“Yeah, but I have to admit you make a pretty cute girl.” He said as he took another bite from his pack.

I shot a look at him. I wasn’t sure that I should be angry or not. I wasn’t quite ready to think about myself that way. Hell, if I could just manage to get the statue back, maybe I could get back to normal until then, all the feminine stuff was hopefully just a temporary inconvenience.

“Sorry,” He wilted from my gaze. At least that was a power I still had. I’d always been able to silence people with just a cold stare, and it felt kind of good now.

I took a deep breath and looked down. It wasn’t easy to see any real shape just looking at the oversized material that was rumpled around my chest. It looked a bit like I was a kid playing dress up. That wasn’t quite right either, but it fit better with how I wanted to feel than the reality. There was probably a mirror on the truck I could go check with in the morning, but I wasn’t sure I really wanted to see the new me.

“No, it’s just pretty weird. I’m trying not to think too much about it.” Then I pushed myself up. Unfortunately, not wanting to think about the change I’d just gone through didn’t line up very well with a full bladder. “I’ve got to take a piss. If you move from that spot I’ll make sure you can’t have children.”

Brian nodded solemnly. I wasn’t sure just how much I meant it, but it felt good to say it anyway. I was sure I didn’t want him to watch me taking care of business. Thankfully, the emergency kit had a small stash of toilet paper. I walked out past the cave and to the other side of the truck. Brian wouldn’t be able to see me from there, and I’d hear anyone trying to approach from any direction.

I squatted down and let go. It wasn’t that different aside from not having anything to aim. A quick wipe and I was ready to pull up my pants, except curiosity won out. Looking down there wasn’t anything to see beyond a tussle of fuzzy brown hair. Taking a feel was something else entirely. I’d felt up enough girls to not be surprised by what my fingers found. The hard part was keeping from letting out a gasp as I ran a finger along the fleshy out lips of my new pussy. It was surprisingly sensitive, a lot like my cock had been but different, and when I found the little nub at the top of my slit? I wasn’t able to hold it in that time.

“You okay out there?” Brian called out after I yelped from the unexpected pleasure.

“Shut up, asshole!” I growled back. That snapped me out of the moment and I pulled up my pants again. I wasn’t ready for this. Archaeological find of a lifetime, I was right there. Finding a pussy between my legs? That was just madness.

I went back to our little camp and finished off my meal in silence. That didn’t change the fact that there was only one thing on both of our minds. I didn’t want to talk about it any more, but as darkness fell and night set it, that pushed me towards another uncomfortable fact. It didn’t get too cold out here at night, but our fire was too small to put out much heat, and we were dressed for the much warmer day.

“I hate to say it, but we should probably share the blanket.” I looked over at Brian. He looked over surprised.

“I figured you could have it. I’ll manage. You’ve got enough to deal with.” He replied. “Besides, one of us should keep an eye out. We’re not quite alone in the jungle you know.”

There was some truth to that. There were bandits around, but also some of the wildlife wasn’t afraid of humans.

“Ok, then.” I pulled out the blanket and wrapped up. It was going to be a strange enough night. I curled up on a wall and was surprised to fall asleep almost as soon as I closed my eyes.

Then the dream started. It wasn’t like most dreams. It felt otherworldly, not just the fuzzy oddness that usually came with sleep visions. I was standing naked a few feet away from a cliff. I looked down and I couldn’t see my body, just a distorted bare pinkness without any real form.

“Ah, it will come, the stone in the water only ripples for a while.” I turned to see an old man kneeling at the edge. His hair was done up in a strange tangled style, and he wore nothing except for an almost familiar looking loin cloth. His face and chest were painted and glittering flat stones hung from his ears.

“What is this?” I asked. I looked out at the jungle. It was pristine in a way I’d only seen once before on a trek to the deepest undisturbed parts of the Amazon years ago, but this was not the Amazon. The trees were local and the mountains seemed far more familiar to me.

“What was and what will be, the cycle always returns. It is a place for beginnings and endings, both of which you are now a part of.” He answered and looked over to me.

I just looked out at the untamed wilderness for a moment. It was peaceful. Everything still had a muddled feeling, and that seemed to keep my snark at bay, but it was hard not to notice the mystical mumbo jumbo feeling to everything.

“It’s all as real as you want it to be, just as your place is in the story. Something long locked away has now been set free and it has a power your modern world has forgotten. The changes you’ve seen are just a beginning.” The man stood up and turned to me. He held out his hand and touched a single time worn finger to my forehead.

My head exploded with a rush of thoughts and feeling, all swirling too fast to catch or understand. I didn’t know what was happening, but it was consuming me.

Then I was surrounded by darkness, the scent of a recently dying fire filled my nose and a familiar snoring echoed around me. It was just a dream. It didn’t quite feel like a dream, but they often didn’t especially right after waking up. My eyes were adjusted to the dark and I saw the shadow of Brian slumped against the other cave wall, shuddering in the chill night air. It wasn’t cold enough to hurt, but enough to be uncomfortable.

I got up and pulled the blanket with me. His attempt at chivalry was reassuring, but I felt bad about letting him get chilled just the same. I wasn’t too warm all by myself either. I pulled up next to him and wrapped the blanket around us. It wasn’t like it was the first time we’d huddled together like this. We’d been on the wrong side of circumstances before, but it was the kind of thing we didn’t like to talk about much.

This was different though, and I felt it almost instantly. At first I didn’t want to admit it, but it was making it hard to get back to sleep. His smell, it wasn’t any different than the hundreds of times I’d smelled it before, and yet, it was. Or rather it was having a new effect on me. It was alluring. It shouldn’t have been, but I felt drawn to him in a visceral way unlike anything I’d felt outside the arms of a woman.

Something from the last moments of my dream were stirring inside me again. In the darkness, it was hard to deny that the change was more than just skin deep. It was a feeling that had been creeping up on me all day, even if I couldn’t put my finger on it. I’d covered it with a good heavy dose of denial for good measure, but I couldn’t deny it any more now. Alone with my thoughts in the dark of night, I had to admit that I was getting aroused by the scent and nearness of the big oaf that had accidentally turned me into a woman.

The feeling itself was strange and familiar at the same time. The way my heart started to beat faster and a yearning between the legs grew stronger. It was strangely different though as well, the way the heat built up deep inside me and grew into a wet empty ache.

The impulse of desire merged with my inescapable curiosity and I slid my hand down my pants and cupped my new mound. I could feel how wet I was, and running my fingers along that wet slit between my legs felt so good! I shifted myself so I could open my legs a little more and started to rub myself. It wasn’t the same as playing with myself as a guy. I seemed both more and less sensitive, and my fingers had to work to find the right spots to stroke and rub so that I didn’t get overloaded.

I closed my eyes and moaned as I fingered myself. It was so good, and yet it lacked something. I was only so brave, and I didn’t push too hard against that wet opening that I felt growing more hungry with every moment. It was getting harder to think of anything other than the strange pleasure.

Then Brian twisted a bit and mumbled something in his sleep. I went cold. There was no way I was going to let him see me like this! I took a deep breath and pulled my hand away. I could smell that scent of feminine excitement and recoiled a bit. This was my scent now, and I didn’t exactly have a good way to clean up. I went back to our gear and used one of the spare towels from the kit and a bit of water from the canteen. Feeling the cold water between my legs helped calm me down as well.

I’d never lost control like that before, at least not since I was a teen. It was crazy just how good it had felt to touch myself like that, but also just how natural it felt. It was strange too, but that was only part of the deal. The other part was just how much I could feel myself starting to crave something between my legs. I’d never felt that before, but even now, just brushing against that idea got me a little excited.

I finished up and then pulled up to Brian again and snuggled up. It wasn’t going to be easy, but I needed to get some sleep. At least that was what I thought, until I was wrapped up and warm, and then I drifted off again.

The next day we started our hike. The nearest road wasn’t too far away, but we weren’t close to any big towns out here, just little villages and maybe small groups of houses. Thankfully, Brian had a good sense of direction, and it only took us most of the day before we managed to make our way to the road, and managed to talk our way onto the back of a truck. By the next day we were back at our rooms in a local hotel.

“God, I really need to clean up.” I felt like I was covered with grime, which was another level of weirdness. Being dirty never used to bother me, but now I looked down at my hands and I couldn’t help feeling horrified at how this might be bad for my skin. It wasn’t the only crazy notion that kept popping up in my head, but after two days in the jungle and on the back of a beat up truck or three, it was certainly near the top.

“Hell, under that much dirt, it’s hard to tell that anything’s different.” Brian laughed from the chair he’d occupied as soon as we got in. If I didn’t feel like such a mess, I’d probably have done the same thing.

“Ha ha.” I glared a moment, then made for the bathroom. The only thing holding me back now was the bathroom mirror. I’d not seen my new face, but two days of watching men give me lustful glances and full on stares when they thought I wasn’t looking made me pretty sure I was hotter than I wanted to think about.

Normally, I had to admit, I liked seeing a girl who could get a bit dirty. They had a certain flare to them that made them special. Like she wasn’t above men or anything, and that was kind of hot. That didn’t prepare me for what I saw in the mirror.

My reflection was striking. The depth of difference from the old me was total. It wasn’t just like my features were feminized, it was like I was a whole different person. The face was the worst though, it was young and feminine, with an almost button nose, and big blue eyes that sparkled. My hair was a tousled mess, slightly curly and completed unkempt. It reached down just past my shoulders, and enough stray strands hung over my face to drive me almost mad. My cheeks were flush and round, and my lips thin over the soft chin. I didn’t exactly look stunning, more like a cute little library mouse.

I gulped and then started to extract myself from what was left of my clothes. Two days of travel and the ill fit had made them pretty much horrible. All they did was mask the fact that I had a whole new set of curves. Here, the change was far more powerful. My breasts weren’t overly large, but they were round and perky, my waist was thin and my hips wide enough to keep my butt wiggling in a distinctly feminine way.

Finally, I was nude, standing in this hotel bathroom, and staring at a girl that could have almost literally been my own personal wet dream. I’d never been into the classically beautiful type, for one, I’d known too many that had the personality of a snake. Ever since a particularly intimate afternoon with a cute bookish classmate, I’d discovered I had a firm attraction for the quiet and nerdy types. Now, that was my reflection, as close to my dream girl as you could get. It was disturbing in its own right, but even stranger, I felt like this unknown girl in the mirror was me.

It is a little hard to explain. On the one hand, rationally, of course, this was my reflection. That was the truth and to be expected, but I didn’t expect to feel like it was my image. I should still feel like the guy I’d stared at in the mirror since I opened my eyes. That wasn’t the case, even if I’d never seen the girl I was looking at, deep in my gut, I could feel like she was every bit me as that guy had been.

That realization was confusing enough, so I tried to shift my focus to the practical, which was getting cleaned up. I turned on the shower and hopped in, hoping to forget a little of my circumstances in the flow of hot water. It was a great idea, but the feeling of water flowing over my new breasts and through the gap between my legs wouldn’t let me distract myself from my new reality. Worse yet, it felt good.

I really noticed when I soaped up. I’d been grumbling about the shifting jiggling from my chest for the last two days. Now, though, with my soft mounds now clean and slick with soap, it was hard to ignore how good it felt to squeeze them in my hands. I leaned back against the side of the shower and moaned as I fondled myself. I knew not all girls like having their boobs played with, but I now knew that I did. After having explored that far, I wasn’t about to stop now.

I slid my hand between my legs again and bit down to keep from moaning as I slid my finger along my slick nether lips. The feeling was electric again, and I rubbed some more until I couldn’t manage to keep the moans in check.

“Having fun in there?” Brian laughed from the other room. I blushed. My fingers were busy rubbing my new pussy with one hand while the other was squeezing a round breast. His question almost snapped me out of the moment and I panted as the water flowed over me.

“Mind your own business, asshole!” I shouted back at him. I’d taken to increasing my use of profanity since the change. Probably like how a small dog barks so much more, because they know they aren’t really a threat to anything. I knew I was a fair bit smaller and weaker than I’d been before, but also a more appealing target of male attention at the same time.

“Let me know if you need any help.” He shot back.

That shocked me. Not his words, but the way my brain seemed to follow through to the logical conclusion of what he was teasing, and my new pussy gave me a quiver of hungry excitement. A few moments with my hand that first night and now in the shower was not enough for the energetic libido of a young woman, or at least this young woman. That was how it felt. I’d felt that way as a guy sometimes, like I really needed a good fucking. Now, the reaction wasn’t quite the same, but close enough that I couldn’t deny it.

Damn, it wasn’t easy to pin down my wandering thoughts now that I was aroused. I’d been trying to ignore the effect that Brian’s scent had on me since the change, or the way my eyes always liked to check out his butt or his flat stomach or his bulging arms. He was my partner and my friend! That didn’t stop this new body, though, and I tried time and again to ignore it, or just stamp out the thoughts, but now my juices were flowing and it was even harder to deny how real that attraction felt.

“Fuck you!” I managed to growl back. It took more effort than it should have, but I wasn’t ready to give into these new feelings. It was getting harder and harder though. Each time they cropped up, I had to argue myself down. I was a man, right? I shouldn’t want to be with a guy, even if I looked like a girl now. I was straight! That last claim felt even more disingenuous every time I felt my new pussy quiver, especially when it came after looking at Brian.

That was enough for now. Getting my hair properly washed was enough to distract me. I’d never kept my hair long, and it was a lot of work to get the shampoo in and then rinsed back out. It wasn’t until I was nearly done that I realized I’d used the conditioner as well. It was just something I did automatically, except I’d never done it before.

I dried off and did my best to get wrapped in a towel and then headed out to get Brian taken care of.

“Your turn.” I nodded over to the vacant bath.

“Woah, nice look.” He smiled back. I looked down and blushed, realizing the image I was presenting to him. A girl wrapped up in a towel was right up there at the top of sexy presentations, especially if she had the right kind of curves, and I couldn’t deny that I did.

“Hey! Eyes to yourself, and get that stink washed off. This girly nose I’m stuck with doesn’t do well with the whole reheated garbage thing you’ve got going.” I gave him my death glare again. He just laughed for a moment. Then he worked his way out of his chair and stumbled off to the shower.

“There’s room for two in here if you get bored.” He laughed right as he closed the door. I’d have growled at him again, but it wouldn’t do any good. It didn’t stop my brain from imagining just what he was talking about, the two of us in the shower… naked… touching…

I shook my head hard, trying to get the image out of my brain, but that didn’t stop my pussy from starting to tingle. It didn’t help that I had more than a few memories to fill in just how Brian looked naked, just how big his cock was, how hard his muscles were. I hadn’t been trying to look before, but now those memories had the same effect on me that recalling an old centerfold used to.

The brave face I was putting on things was quickly becoming a hollow shell. I knew he was teasing, but there wasn’t any way he’d turn me down either. He was as much a dog as I had been, if a piece of tail presents itself, it was time to get busy.

“The water’s fine!” He shouted over the sound of the shower. The wicked notions just didn’t stop. I could feel that eager heat growing between my legs again. The notion that right on the other side of that wall, he was naked and wet was sending scandalous shivers up and down my spine. Worst of all was the abject curiosity. What would it feel like?

I’d kept all this in check for the last two days. I’d always been an explorer, always curious about the world around me. Trying to keep from exploring was like telling a fish to breath out of water. This was more complicated, but the foundation was the same, I could see what it was like as a woman. Maybe tomorrow we’d figure out how to reverse it, and I’d lose that chance.

It was a thin rope of logic, but one that was eating away at my other defenses. I was trying to hold onto my masculine pride, but why? What did that mean anyway when I had a pair of boobs and a wet pussy? If I changed back tomorrow, I didn’t have to ever touch a guy again, but today?

I cursed. I’d not been this conflicted over sex in years. Worse yet, I knew it was all on me. It wasn’t wondering if she’d do it or not. This time I was the she. I knew Brian would. Oh, he probably would feel a bit weird, but with the chance to hit something like my new ass, he wouldn’t quibble that much.

The worst part of all? I was horny, I’d basically just teased myself before, and now these sexy thoughts were just heating me up even more. The weirdness of it all was fading away behind the aching need welling up between my legs. I couldn’t deny any longer that I was attracted to Brian in a way that had just never occurred to me before. That alone was crazy, but my new body didn’t care. All it wanted was what every woman wanted eventually, it didn’t matter how I got here.

I took a tentative step towards the door. Then another. The world didn’t end, lightning didn’t strike me down. I was keenly aware of how different my body felt, the weight of my chest, the aching warm wetness between my legs, the way my hips shifted with every step. I took a deep breath, trying to hold in the excitement and the anxiety.

I opened the door quietly, almost sneaking in as Brian continued his shower. His back was turned to the door, he couldn’t see me, not yet. This was the last moment, I could back out, slink away, if I wanted to. He wouldn’t know. I just stood there, looking at his shadow. His masculine form cast against the shower curtain and I felt the ache of desire well up in me again. It wasn’t love, just simple lust, a desire for what only a man could do to me.

I shuddered, ready and yet not. I hadn’t been this nervous the first time I was with a girl so many years ago. This was different though, not just that animal desire taking over, but a surrender of part of my identity. I’d been a man, and while I hadn’t thought I’d hung my sense of self on that, I realized now that it was a bigger part of me than I’d known. I was also an explorer, someone always eager to tread into unknown waters, and crossing over like this was one of the most unknown frontiers.

I grabbed at the twist in my towel and felt the slightly worn fabric under my fingers. This was the last moment, I could still retreat, but I knew that wasn’t what I wanted and that I’d regret not having the courage to see this through. That was it, and I tugged the towel free and let it fall to the floor. I was naked again, but I’d never felt this vulnerable or quite so excited.

I braced myself and then pulled open the shower curtain. Brian turned around and looked at me with wide eyes as I climbed in. It wasn’t tight, but wasn’t roomy either. Before he could say anything I reached up and pulled him down my the shoulder and looked him dead in the eyes.

“If you say anything, I will make sure you regret it.” I gave him the best stern voice I could muster as he stared back in shock. I knew he was still putting the pieces together in his head. I wasn’t going to let him. Without any more warning I pulled him down a bit more and planted a wet kiss right on his lips.

It felt strange kissing him, and yet perfectly right at the same time. He held back for a moment before his shock melted and he reached down. He pulled me in just as our tongues started to play together. I felt my body press against his, my new nipples rubbing against his chest, and his cock was already growing hard against my stomach.

I tried not to think about the feelings swirling around me. The anxious anticipation contrasted with the strangeness of having large, strong hands stroking my back and sides. He slowly worked his way towards my front as I stood before him, soft and eager for what was about to happen. I grabbed one hand and pulled it to my breast, then took the other and guided it between my legs.

He took the hint and I moaned as he squeezed and stroked my soft flesh. The feeling of his strong fingers pressing into my soft breast was unreal. I hadn’t expected it to feel so good, even after fondling myself earlier. That was nothing compared to the raw carnal pleasure of having his fingers rubbing along the wet slit between my legs. I pushed back against his probing digits, squirming and wiggling to draw out even more wonderful feelings.

I reached down again and found his cock. It was already hard and eager, and I clenched my pussy a bit just thinking about where it wanted to go. This thick monster was supposed to fit inside me, and I surprised myself by just how eager I was to see how well it could stuff me. That normal desire I felt with a woman to push myself inside her had been reversed, and now I ached to be filled. The fervor, the depth of need was so similar, only the act was different.

All that was left was the logistics. I was hot and wet and he was thick and hard. The water poured around us in the steamy room. Everything was raw, pure feelings. I felt his hands on me, molding my flesh, sliding over those most sensitive spots. My hands were busy as well, feeling his firm muscles and that one hard thick pole that I just couldn’t ignore. Feeling his manhood in my small hand was just so unreal. I’d never touched another guy like that before, it hadn’t been an interest. Now, it was so kinky, like I was doing something wrong, but it filled me with lewd feelings just the same.

I kissed him some more, drawing out this moment of anticipation a little longer. Then I pulled back, breaking that kiss and turned around. I spread my legs, bent over and braced myself. I didn’t want to think about it any longer, I just wanted to know, just wanted for him to fill me until I came.

The invitation was so clear that he didn’t need to ask. I wasn’t sure I really could have found the right words anyway. Anything I thought to say felt so cliched or worse. It was better if I didn’t need to use words and just let my body language speak for itself. Brian slid one hand over my hip and the other began stroking me again. His fingers slid along my tender slit, rubbing the fleshy lips and drawing out my hot juices. He rubbed around my clit until I couldn’t keep from moaning, then he drew back to my center and the dripping entrance to my hot pussy.

I moaned again as he ran his finger around the opening to my new womanhood. His fingers were sliding along my fleshy folds, pulling out my heat, and teasing me. I writhed as he continued, driving me more and more wild, but he held me in place with his other hand and waited until I was gasping for breath and aching to be drilled.

Then I felt it. His cock was so much larger than his fingers, and the girth of it was hard to miss as he pressed against my wet lips. I felt shivers all the way up my spine as my flesh parted for him. I held firm, eager and anxious at the same time. He was big and yet I wanted to know how it felt to have something like that inside my eager new pussy.

First, he just ran his length along my wet slit, pressing into me and rubbing along that tender pussy. After everything else it was still a tease, and I moaned and squirmed as I felt the warm hardness between my legs. Then he pulled back until just the tip was sliding along my wet folds. It was terrible, his lewd caress only making my insides quiver with need.

Then he guided it up to my center and pushed. I let out a shuddering breath as I felt him slowly drive into me. The feeling of my inner walls being forced apart was unreal. I clenched down almost by instinct, and he pressed even harder, forcing his way inside, deeper and deeper. I whimpered and moaned. The feeling was bizarre, amazing and strange. He was barely inside, just the thick head had been pushed in, and my whole body was focused on the sensation.

He drew back and thrust in, again and again, little by little, as he stretched me open. I tried to relax, to let him fill me, but it was hard when every instinct I had ached to squeeze down on the invader. It felt so good when I squeezed down on him, when I could feel his hardness stretching me open. The feeling of him inside me was also just too good, and I wanted him all inside me, filling me completely.

I started to buck a bit, moving back to meet his pushes forward, letting him dive even deeper between my eager thighs. Everything drew into that effort, that feeling of wicked fullness as he filled me thrust after thrust. We kept pushing and squirming and moaning until finally I felt his balls between my legs and I shuddered. He was impaling me completely, filling me to the brim. His whole cock was throbbing warm and hard inside me. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before, but I knew it was just the start.

I savored that full feeling for a moment and then moved forward, pulling myself off of him until he was nearly free of my tight pussy and then I pushed back. He grunted as I moaned, feeling his full length pushing the walls of my vagina open again. That feeling of penetration and fullness was electric and my toes dug into the floor. He didn’t need me to do it again to take the hint.

This time he pulled back, and then waited for me to squirm with just the tip of his cock in my pussy and then thrust hard, filling me till I gasped. I knew that women liked sex too, but nothing prepared me for this kind of raw pleasure. He didn’t let me rest now. He pressed deep, grabbing onto my hips firmly and then pulled back again.

Before I knew it, he was thrusting into me with firm hard strokes, as I leaned forward and felt my breasts bouncing and my pussy rippling from the pleasure of being fucked. There was little I could do here, other than simply get lost in that steamy wicked rhythm. I held on as best as I could, but the excitement and this new pleasure was quickly drawing me to my peak.

Brian knew his business too. His rhythm shifted, his pace slowing as my gasping breaths grew too fast. I felt the pleasure ebb and the intensity drain for just a moment and then he’d fill me again. He was keeping me from that peak, but every thrust, every squeeze of his hands around my waist was pushing me closer. There was only so much that he could do once I was this excited.

Still, it was frustrating. He was pushing me so close, but somehow keeping me from that final release. I was moaning and writhing in his hands, my whole body throbbing with energy. I was like a bomb about to explode. The fuse was so short now. I needed it, that last drive, that final assault. There was just nothing else now.

“Damn it! Just fuck me!” I finally cried. I needed it too bad and he grunted his assent right before he started pounding into me. I bucked under the assault, my whole body quaking as he drove into me hard. It was hard to think about anything beyond the feeling of his hard cock pushing into me, stretching me open and then pulling back or the way his cock felt as it slid over the stretched lips of my pussy. My moans only grew louder and louder.

His pounding grew harder still, and his fingers dug into my hips, holding me as he drilled into me. His grunts echoing with my moans, and then he drove in hard and filled me to the brim. That was it, and I felt my body explode. The pleasure rushed from between my legs, coursing through me with an intensity I’d never felt before. My cry of release driven by the impossible pleasure of it. I’d never imagined it could feel like this. I could feel his cock deep inside me, filling me with his cum and it just made the moment even hotter.

I wavered, my legs almost melting as the orgasm hammered my self control. I held on as best I could, not wanting to slip and fall in the shower. He held me, his cock still thick inside me as he filled me. The wickedness of that feeling threw me for a moment, almost dragging me out of that wild pleasure filled haze. I was a woman now, it was impossible, and yet I felt it down to the very depths of my pussy, and there were special concerns that came with that.

It surprised me how little that reality worried me. I could get pregnant! Yet, it didn’t scare me, aside from the immediate logistics of it. If anything, that risk made my pussy tingle again, and I looked back at Brian. He was catching his breath as well. This certainly didn’t have to be the end of our evening.

I pushed off him and turned around. The sudden emptiness between my legs made me squirm. I knew I was playing with fire, but that one orgasm was like an invitation. There was more pleasure to come, if I was brave enough to claim it.

“So, was it good for you?” I smiled up at him as I slid my hand over his wavering cock. It was still slick with our juices, but the shower was quickly washing him clean.

He just nodded dumbly. I imagined he was as a thunderstruck by my sudden eagerness as I was. The difference was, I knew what I was doing and what I wanted.

“Why don’t we get cleaned up, and we can try it in bed?” I asked. It felt strange saying it, but I was still in that pleasant haze of an orgasm. I felt so good, everything felt good, and I wanted more of that feeling.

He just laughed and started soaping up quick. We tried not to talk, it only made it weird as we bumped and slid together in the shower, cleaning up from our first round. I felt like this was just the beginning of something. I just wasn’t quite ready to think it through. For now I wanted to try and keep this to just a wild night of impossible sex.

Tomorrow we’d have to figure out what to do about Raul and hopefully recovering the statue and anything else we needed to change me back. Until then, I was going to ride this out and have fun. Tomorrow would have to take care of itself.

To be continued...
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