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Chasing the Idol - Part 2 - Idol Passions 


“You’ve got to be shitting me.” Joanna laughed as she looked me over. The raven haired researcher was one of our best local resources when we were setting up our little expedition. She was here on her own project, but had made some good inroads with the local university and had helped us get access to records that would have taken us months to get by more normal channels.

“Honest to god.” Brian nodded. He was the one who suggested we come to her with our little problem. She was not only a woman, but she had some knowledge of the local ancient cultures that might have been behind the magic I’d stumbled into.

“Seriously? You really want me to believe that she is Nathan Berrat?” Joanna shook her head. “How is that even remotely possible?”

“Magic. Some little stone statue unlike anything on record, this idiot cuts himself on it, I was sitting on the sacrificial platform and bam, instant sex change.” I grumbled. I wasn’t sure it was even a good idea to try bringing her in on this. No one was going to believe that a statue could turn men into women. Brian had insisted after we talked it through. It was true that neither of us had any real idea on what to do to get out of this mess. As much as I hated to admit it, we did need help from someone.

“That Raul carted off. You guys didn’t even get pictures!” She threw up her hands. Anyone in the area that worked in archaeology or classic culture knew about him. At least that part of the story she believed without much trouble.

“Well, you know, having guns pointed at you will tend to mess with your priorities.” Brian replied.

“And suddenly needing a bra. Much less I think I still do, I’m getting a bit tired of attracting attention from every guy I walk past.” I grumbled. I’d given up trying to do anything about the jiggling with what I had on hand, but it sure seemed to attract attention.

Joanna shot a look at me again. I could tell she was almost coming around to the notion that we were telling her the truth. It was a crazy idea to accept, I had to admit.

“Damn, you do sound like Nathan. And no self respecting woman would walk out like that.” She motioned towards pretty much everything I was wearing. I hadn’t gotten any new clothes yet since we’d pretty much went straight to her after we got up that morning.

“So just believe me. It happened, and since I don’t want to spend the rest of my days like this, we need to figure out how to undo it.” I said. It wasn’t like we were asking too much from her, beyond some immediate help on getting me properly clothed. Maybe she’d have some ideas on what the statue was about if we were lucky.

“Ok, fine. I’ll assume you’re Nathan. Now, I’m guessing you want me to play dress up?” She crossed her arms and looked at me as I gave her a silly smile.

“Yes, please.” I nodded solemnly. It was what I needed to do, but it did come with some awkwardness.

“Great. I can see what I have in my closet. It won’t all fit perfect, but it’ll be good enough till we can get you to a proper store.” Joanna got up.

“While you two do that, I’m going to head out and ask around about Raul. He’s had two days to get things sorted, so I’m going to see if there are any clues about what he might do with the artifacts.” Brian got up. It was probably our best plan. “Besides, we don’t really want to be seen together right now. People know me, but not the new you, Nate.”

I nodded. If I could stay an unknown, it did give us a few more options. Raul hadn’t seen me very well in the back of the cave. If he didn’t know who I was, that meant I could probably get into places that Brian would get shot for trying to see.

“Okay then, let’s get you presentable.” Joanna pulled me along to her room.

“Nothing too girly!” I suggested as she started going through her stuff.

“Well, you’ll have to make do with what I have, and I am a girl.” Joanna laughed as she pulled out a skirt and blouse. I scowled and she just laughed some more.

“No skirts!” I shot back and she shook her head.

“Your legs are a bit longer than mine. The skirt will look fine, but the pants just won’t work.” She waved off my objections. Then she took a closer look at my chest. “And I think you’ll be a bit too big for my bras. I’ll have to come up with some kind of wrap till we can do some proper shopping.”

I grumbled, but acquiesced. She was doing me a favor after all. I didn’t like the whole idea of wearing a skirt, but I didn’t have many choices. I couldn’t go on wearing my old clothes any longer, they just didn’t fit right and instantly drew attention. It wasn’t that anyone would suspect the truth, but being noticed for something like that wouldn’t be any help right now.

“Great, so let's start with the whole get naked thing, and we can go from there.” Joanna tossed the clothes onto her bed and then turned to watch.

“What, no privacy?” I felt a little self conscious. It was strange that I’d not really been too bothered by Brian seeing me naked, granted we were fucking like bunnies at the time, but still. Now, getting naked in front of a woman felt weird.

“Not if you want me to help you. You do realize I’ve seen it all before, right?” Joanna tilted her head a bit. I got it, girls showered together, at least when they were younger, just like guys did. Nothing to be embarrassed about, except for literally everything about this situation.

I sighed and started extracting myself from my clothes. Making a scene wasn’t going to help me now, other than amuse Joanna. She wasn’t wrong either, but I had to admit I was self conscious. It didn’t help anything that I was wrapped up tight in belts and straps to keep my clothes reasonably in place. Still, bit by bit I managed to get it all off.

Joanna whistled as she gave me a quick once over with her eyes. “Damn girl, I could sure use some of that magic.”

I actually blushed as she sized me up. She blushed a bit too, as she noticed my reaction.

“Sorry, it’s just you got a body most girls would kill for, even if you don’t want to keep it.” Joanna apologized. Then she turned back to her dresser and pulled out a pair of plain panties. “Hopefully these will help. Now let me grab something to help you tie down those boobs.”

I grabbed the panties and pulled them on. I understood what she said. I couldn’t deny that I had one hell of a body now. I wouldn’t admit just how much I was coming to like it either. It was another of those strange adjustments. I didn’t actually feel uncomfortable in this body, sure I didn’t like the sideways looks from strange guys, but that was different. The way I felt, the way I moved, even the jiggling of my new boobs all felt natural, even kind of normal. It wasn’t until I thought about it that anything felt weird.

Now, wearing a pair of panties, that was strange. I wasn’t about to go out without them if I was wearing a skirt, but having the crotch all the way up and cupping my tender bits was just a whole new feeling. I wiggled my butt a little once I had them on. The emptiness between my legs was still a unique feeling, but oddly comfortable.

“Okay, now lift up your arms. I think I can wrap you up with this until we can get you a proper bra.” Joanne helped wrap up my chest with some kind of stretchy fabric. I felt it pressing my chest in, but the jiggling cut way down.

“Yeah, I think that will do the trick.” I bounced up and down a bit. The fabric held and my chest only shook a little before settling down. It was a lot better than the wild free form jello thing they were doing before.

“Great, now lets finish getting you ready.” Joanna pointed towards the pile of clothes and I finished pulling them on. The shirt was normal enough, if a little more frilly than I would have liked. The skirt was the strange part. The way the air flowed around my legs, and the fact I was bare from the knees down was going to take some getting used to. Also, I was going to have to be a lot more careful how I sat if I didn’t want to give guys a show.

“Can you help me with this too?” I pointed towards my hair. I didn’t have a brush, and the comb I had wasn’t prepared for a long, thick mane of curly hair. I’d done the best I could with what I had but I still looked like a vagrant.

“What that bird’s nest? I wouldn’t want to disturb some native habitat.” Joanna laughed and pushed me over towards a small dresser with a mirror and chair.

“Now just sit down and let me clean you up a little.” She pulled out a brush and went to work. It was a bit snarled, but not nearly as bad as I feared. It was remarkably soothing having my hair brushed once she’d worked out the knots.

“Damn, I really look like a girl now.” I gasped a bit at my reflection. The feminine top, long hair and girly face were all done up properly now. It was almost shocking, but I felt like there was still something missing. I looked down at her makeup and started working on my face. A dab here, a blending there. I just kind of spaced out as I worked.

“Whoa, where did you learn to do makeup?” She asked as I snapped one of the cases closed.

“What? I don’t know how to… do...” I realized what I was holding and looked at the mirror. I’d somehow managed to do a good job putting on makeup. It was perfectly subtle, barely even noticeable, but enough to really accent everything properly.

“Are you okay?” She asked as I looked at the mirror and my hand holding the makeup kit. This wasn’t my first lapse into automatically feminine routines. I hadn’t even thought about it, I just did it, like it was the proper thing to be done.

“Damn. I just kind of spaced out. Fuck! What the hell is up with that?” I pushed back from the dresser and looked at her.

“You said it was magic, maybe it doesn’t just change your body?” Joanna replied.

“Maybe it makes me a girl on the inside too...” I finished the thought. That was disturbing on so many levels.

“Was that the first time something happened like that?” She asked. I looked at her for a moment and shook my head. I went on to tell her about yesterday, all the way from how I conditioned my hair to select details about my fling with Brian.

“So, yeah, a lot of feminine instincts popping up, but all things that you would have learned as a girl.” Joanna nodded. It was scary, kind of like knowing you were losing your mind. Just how far would it go?

“Yeah, aside from the whole liking guys thing.” I blushed. There wasn’t any more point to denying that either. I was now just as attracted to men as I had been to women.

“Ok, but how do you feel about girls?” Joanna bent down and gave me a penetrating stare. I blushed at the way she looked at me, and the intimacy of the question.

“Well, yeah, I think I do still like girls.” I smiled a little.

“Interesting.” Joanna pulled back. “So does it feel like the girly stuff is just on top of the rest of you?”

“I guess, it’s hard to know, since I don’t notice it until after I’ve done something.” I didn’t know what to think of it.

“Well, just try to pay attention then. Maybe we can figure out just how far it can go.

I nodded and got up. “We should probably get me some proper new clothes and then check in with Brian.”

Joanna agreed. My little adventure into womanhood was still in the early stages. With any luck Brian would bring us some good news.

We headed out. There was a shopping area not too far away. The first thing I noticed was how strange it was walking around in a skirt. The way the air flowed around my legs and the fabric came and went with every step. I supposed that women got kind of used to it, but it was all new to me, along with the feeling of exposure that went all the way up, even if I knew no one could really see anything.

Oddly enough, the male attention had gone down. Dressed as a normal girl, I just didn’t stand out as much. That didn’t mean I wasn’t noticed, but it was far more casual now. That was something of a relief. It wasn’t just that I didn’t want guys staring at me. The more people that noticed me now, the less anonymous I’d be later.

“I just wish you’d gotten some pictures of that statue.” Joanna grumbled again. “It almost sounds familiar, but without seeing it, it’s hard to know.”

“Yeah, but if I know Raul, he’ll showcase it the next chance he gets. That’s the kind of piece he wouldn’t just sell. Most of the rest didn’t look very unique, so he’ll probably just let them go, but that statue was something special and he’d know it.” I added. “Hopefully, that will give us a chance to see it and maybe get some pictures.”

“I hope so, because we have to get something if we want to figure out what happened.” Joanna said. “That’s if you and Brian aren’t pulling some kind of joke on me.”

“I wish it was, but the boobs just aren’t going away.” I thrust them out a little for emphasis. It was still strange walking around with two jiggling weights on my chest. The fact that they always seemed to draw everyone’s attention also made me somewhat self conscious.

Joanna laughed and I resumed a more normal pose. I still felt like she was humoring us a bit, but I needed all the help I could get, even if it wasn’t entirely sincere. Heaven help me if I was this way a month from now and had to work through a period. I shuddered at the thought of it. I could almost take being a woman on a regular day, but I didn’t even want to think about the rest of it.

Then I heard a whistle from an older man sitting back in his chair with a bottle in his hand. It was almost a perfect picture of the stereotype except he wasn’t wearing a sombrero. Still, he had a creepy wide smile and was clearly checking us out.

“Senoritas! Why don’t you join me for a good time, eh?” He shouted over to us. It was impossible for it to be anyone else. I turned to face him, feeling a well of anger start to well up in me. It was bad enough being ogled, I wasn’t about to put up with this too.

I felt Joanna’s hand grab my arm to stop me. I turned back, surprised. Certainly, she couldn’t like this any more than I did. Hell, she probably put up with it every day.

“You want to make trouble? We’re trying not to get noticed, right?” She asked me quietly. I could see the serious warning in her face, but turned back to see him smiling at us. I wanted to kick him so bad!

Then I looked back at Joanna again. She was silently compelling me not to make a scene. I took a breath. She was probably right, but that didn’t make me feel any better.

“Ok.” I grumbled and turned fully away from him. Once we’d cleared a good distance from him I turned back to her.

“You put up with that often?” I asked.

“More than I’d like, especially down here. That’s one of the reasons I don’t go out as much as I might like.” She nodded. The reality sank in. I’d seen it a bit myself, but naturally as a guy I’d never been a target, but now with the skirt and the boobs? It just never seemed to end.

“Damn. Still would have been nice to kick him good and hard.” I grumbled.

“And then he’d have hit back a lot harder, maybe had some friends. If we’re lucky they’d just hit us, but a couple of girls against a lot of guys...” She left me to fill in the details. It certainly wasn’t pretty, I knew that. Just thinking about a guy doing stuff to me at all was still a bit unsettling, even if I knew it was fun. Having a bunch of guys on me and not being able to stop them? That was downright horrifying. As the idea set in I felt a new level of vulnerability that I wasn’t used to.

“Ok, then, let's go.” I agreed and hustled off. There wasn’t any use hanging around here, that sudden feeling of exposure gave me an added boost.

Handling the shopping was far less interesting than it sounded, aside from the bra fitting. That was a fully awkward experience, as I was manhandled into one bra after another by a very kind old woman. I supposed it was something even regular women didn’t like much, but Joanna was clearly working hard to control her amusement at my discomfort.

We finally met back up with Brian in an unused office at Joanna’s university. It was late enough that no one was around to see us.

“Okay, I heard that Raul scored a big haul. Some of his men were celebrating the other day, and word got around. I asked a few of my contacts down here and it sounds like Raul’s throwing a party tomorrow night. It was already part of the local festival, but he’s going to have a special exhibit. It’s an invitation only kind of thing, but I know a guy and I can get you in as a date or, well, escort.” Brian explained sheepishly.

“An escort?” I hissed. I had to restrain myself not to shout my objection.

“Yeah, I mean, we can’t get regular tickets, but I can get you on the roster of an escort service.” Brian blushed a bit. I connected the dots pretty quick. His contact must be someone either running or well positioned in such a place for him to be able to work that out.

“Why not just as part of the staff?” Joanna asked. “Surely, there is a whole wait staff for an event like this.”

“Yeah, but her Spanish doesn’t get much past ‘una cerveza pro favor’.” Brian pointed at me. I shot him a dirty look. My Spanish wasn’t that bad, but I wasn’t fluent either.

“Bastard’s right, I’d never pass for local staff. Still, how the hell am I going to work as an escort?” I motioned down at myself.

“Well, I hate to break it to you buddy, but you’re one hot tamale. You’ve got the body to rock any hot number we get for you and with a little work on the hair and makeup, you’d have no trouble getting guys to line up for a date.” Brian blushed a bit as he said it. It wasn’t that we never talked dirty about women, but being on the receiving end of it was a whole different matter.

“He’s right, you’d have no trouble looking the part. I’m just worried about the acting.” Joanna pointed out.

“What? You don’t think I can be refined?” I growled back.

“Well, this isn’t exactly the high quality escort bit, it’s more like well...” Brian let his words drop off, but Joanna wasn’t going to chicken out.

“They’re expecting to fuck your brains out, after an evening of suggestive flirting and fondling. Especially as an escort, half the guys at the party are probably going to at least grope your ass, at a minimum. You’re going to have take it while giving them a smile. Your job is that they have a good time, both at the party and with you.” Joanna explained in blunt detail. I shuddered just thinking about it. I’d given in to temptation with Brian, but to do anything like that with strangers, especially strangers that would be invited to a party that Raul would be throwing?

“Fuck...” I fell back in my chair. I had to get in and get a good look at the statue, much less everything else, but that was almost too much. “What about you?”

“Me? Everyone around that scene knows me. I’ve tried to get Raul’s artifact looting shut down, but he’s local and paid everyone off so that went nowhere. I wouldn’t get past the front door.” She shook her head. I didn’t think she’d go for it, but I had to ask.

“Don’t worry so much, at least my guy promised that he’d set you up with a pro forma date. Macho culture and all that, the guy’s not into girls but needs to have the eye candy on the arm to fit in. You just need to be able to take the random attention, and hang around.” Brian explained.

Just the thought of prancing around in a revealing party dress sent shudders up my spine, but I was the only one who could do it. We didn’t know anyone else around that we trusted enough to get us what we needed some other way.

“Fine, then lets get this rolling.” I picked myself back up and we started going over the plan. It wasn’t especially complicated. I would get in and get pictures of whatever I could and get out. All while pretending to be a high class prostitute to a gay guy. The preparations were pretty limited. A little awkward practice getting hit on by Brian to get me used to the kind of stuff I’d have to deal with. They also picked up a cheap, clean phone I could use so that it would be harder to trace back to any of us if I got caught.

We kept it up through the next day, until Joanna helped get me the perfect dress, and dolled me up. I tried to distract myself from the more awkward parts of the mission, but the feeling of hose on my legs and looking down at my exposed cleavage didn’t help in the least. Finally, I was ready though, and Brian delivered me to the escort service.

“Ah, right on time Senor Wells, and she’s every bit the stunning beauty you described.” Manuel Senya smiled as he gave me a full looking over. I blushed and forced a smile. It was embarrassing to be treated as eye candy, but I had to take in stride.

“And a bit bashful. Senor Barrington is quite charming, and I assure you he will take little interest in what’s inside your dress.” Manuel tried to reassure me while staring straight at my boobs. Barrington might not be interested, but I shuddered at the clear reality that Manuel would be more than happy to have some private time with me.

“Thank you.” I bit my tongue. This was going to be a long night.

“Just have her back by midnight and in one piece, or the rest of this turns into a pumpkin.” Brian palmed over the bribe. As far as Barrington would know I was just another girl. Manuel was being paid off to slip me in, but beyond the risk of losing the other half of the money for that, he was a free agent.

“No worries. Senor Alverez is many things, but he would not have trouble at his own party. Your princess will be back to you just as she is.” Manuel replied. “And what is your name, Senorita?”

“Holly.” I said. I’d first argued for Natalie, but Brian and Joanna thought it was too close to Nate, and we didn’t want someone to even think there was a relation. It was strange to think of having a different name, but that came with the sneaking around thing.

“Wonderful, now, please, the limousines are going to be arriving, I’ll take you to the other girls and you can wait there.” Manuel motioned for Brian to leave and then grabbed my hand. I shared a solemn nod with my partner and we parted ways. We both knew the plan, there wasn’t anything more to say.

Manuel took me to a small room that had a half dozen other girls already waiting. Like me, they were all dolled up in slinky dresses, high heels and coiffed hair. A few were chatting in Spanish too fast for me to understand, and the others were sitting quietly. I didn’t feel much like chatting either.

This whole idea felt crazy right now as I sat here in a slinky black dress that showed off my breasts and was slit all the way up my thigh to show off my legs. I couldn’t manage high heels, but I did get ones with a few inches of rise. The stocking were probably the strangest part. The way they wrapped around my legs with a constant light pressure was both oddly sensual and distracting.

Waiting was hard, but being surrounded by hot women made it somewhat easier. I still enjoyed the feminine form, and these girls were dressed to kill, just like I was. The strangest part though, was the way I felt envy start to brew up inside me. I knew I was attractive, but either their breasts were bigger or their legs longer. One girl had the sexiest red lips, and I felt oddly self conscious about my new body. Instinctively, I primped a bit, adjusting my dress and making my hair just a bit more perfect.

I knew it shouldn’t matter. I was a guy after all! That didn’t stop the feeling of inadequacy just the same. As they were taken to their dates one by one, it was a relief. I knew I’d soon see them again, but at least at the party there would be plenty of distractions.

Finally, one of the assistants motioned for me to come and took me to a waiting limo. I took a deep breath and did my best to demurely climb in. A thin Englishman held out his hand and helped guide me.

“Maximilian Barrington, my lady. Thank you for joining me this evening.” He smiled as I sat across from him. His pompously English accent was surprisingly charming. “You may call me Max.”

“Thank you, Max. I’m Holly. It’s a pleasure.” I held out my hand and let him kiss it. Joanna had insisted I get that right, since many men would be expecting me to do so tonight. It still felt strange, but I wasn’t going to get hung up on it.

“Indeed. It sounds like we will have quite a show tonight. Mr. Alverez has said he has found something rather unique for us. Are you a connoisseur of historic relics, Miss Holly?” He asked.

“You mean like museum pieces?” I asked. We decided it wouldn’t look good for me to be too interested in the treasures Raul would have on display. He was always on the lookout for authorities that wanted a piece of his action or to put him in jail. Even if he bought off the local police, they weren’t the only threat.

“Indeed, Mr. Alverez has one of the best private collections in the world, far better than most museums in fact.” Barrington’s eyes sparkled. I could see that he loved the subject himself.

“Really, I don’t know a lot about them, but they usually have the most interesting stories.” I nodded.

“They certainly do. The ancient world is almost like an alien realm, full of mystery and wonder. I can’t wait to see what he’s added to his collection.” Barrington beamed. I’d met his type before. He was part of that clique that was rich enough to buy access that most archaeologists could only dream of. I’d probably kill to see half of what he had, and it made me a bit angry that someone like him would probably be walking away with other relics from my find after handing over mountains of cash to Raul.

“His collection is good?” I asked. I could see he was on the edge of just wanting to ramble on about it. I’d much rather sit and listen to him ramble on with that adorable accent than try and make small talk. I had to pause myself for a moment at the thought, I really did think his accent was sexy, cute, in the same way I loved listening to cultured English women. It just surprised me that my love of an accent switched over so cleanly.

“Oh, my! You’ve never seen it?” He asked almost looking shocked.

“No, I’m new around here.” I smiled back. It was true, at least. I had heard about what Raul had, but never seen it in person.

“Oh, then you are in for a treat!.” And off he went. For the rest of the drive I got to listen to him go on in exquisite detail about everything he’d seen Raul put on display. I had to admit for all his faults, Raul did have good taste, and clearly so did Barrington. My interests were often more esoteric than display pieces. The most interesting details were hidden in the most ordinary things, like the tax receipts of ancient Mesopotamia recorded in small clay tablets told you about what kind of goods you could buy thousands of years ago. Still, if I could have something on display, many of the items in Raul’s collection would be among my top picks.

“Wow, is this the place?” I asked as we pulled up. I’d never seen Raul’s mansion either, and it was something else. The whole place was built on the top of a hill overlooking the jungle. The grounds had been cleared around it, and the building itself was a testament to colonial Spanish architecture. It was a pure statement of wealth and culture, just the kind of thing a criminal wanted to be associated with.

“Indeed! Now, I do expect you to brighten my arm for much of the evening, but please feel free to take some time to enjoy the displays.” Barrington said as the car pulled so a stop and he held out his hand. “Just let me get a full circuit of the room first. I do have appearances to keep up after all.”

“Thank you, of course.” I nodded to him and let him pull me from the car. The trick from here was to keep my head down. As far as most of the guests were concerned, I was here to be gawked at, not talked to.

“Shall we?” He asked, holding out his arm. I felt funny taking it, but I did. I never quite realized it was different for a girl walking arm in arm with a guy. My hand hung in the curve of his arm felt a bit like he was guiding me around, which was the point I supposed.

We walked around the room and he chatted up one couple after another. There were a good number of other escorts as well as a good number of what seemed like actual wives and girlfriends. It was pretty clear which was which for the most part. Escorts were usually dressed to seduce, while the others tended towards the elegantly feminine.

It was easy enough keeping quiet. It was rare for anyone to even try talking to me. Escorts kept quiet and the rest didn’t have much interest in talking to what they saw as a whore. All I had to do was act attentive, smile and nod appropriately. That and try to ignore all the men, and a surprising number of women who wanted to look down my dress or check out my ass. The hardest thing to handle was the groping. The first time someone squeezed my ass I jumped. It barely got easier as the night went on, but I managed to fight down the reaction.

Barrington either didn’t notice or didn’t care. In fact, he seemed incapable of paying much attention to anything beyond the works on display around the room. Oh, he’d chat up some of the other guests, but mostly he’d just get lost on the topic of whatever he was looking at. There were a few other guests that seemed to share his love of the pieces and it became a strange mockery of appreciation as they would trade information.

At least until we got about halfway through the room.

“Ah, Senor Barrington, it is a pleasure to see you again. I can see you are enjoying my latest acquisitions.” Raul stepped in front of us just as another couple was stepping away. He was dressed impeccably in a white suit. In fact, he looked completely respectable, right down the cuff links and polished shoes.

“And this lovely senorita I have not seen before.” He reached out and took my hand. He bent down to kiss it. He lingered in a way I know was meant to be suave before he rose up again and let go. His eyes never left mine, and I found myself actually swooning a bit. The animal parts of the brain were often horribly immune to reason. My newfound appreciation for the male form couldn’t deny that he was rather hot.

“I’m Holly, Mr. Alverez. You have a lovely collection.” I smiled and motioned around. He grinned back at me.

“Why thank you, it has been a special source of pride for me to gather this collection from my native land.” He beamed. I could see that he meant that, even if it I knew just how he’d gotten his hands on most of what was on display. “Too much of our ancestors work was robbed from us, even to this day. So I take a special pleasure in protecting what I can from such thieves.”

“You’ve done good work here then.” I said simply. I didn’t want to say too much.

“Indeed, it is a calling of my heart.” He nodded and gave me another careful glance. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, the work of a host is never done.”

Just like that he was gone, off to greet another guest. I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding in. There was always a chance he’d recognize me from the cave. The light had been dim and Brian had tried to hide me under my hat, but is was still possible. It was best if I could get done with what I came for.

Barrington continued his own pass around the room. It was clear when the perfunctory greetings were done, as he secured a tall drink and a small troop of clearly old friends and I was waved off with a thankful nod. I was free of obligation to him for the moment. I’d have to swing around from time to time and keep an eye on him to make sure he kept up appearances, but otherwise, I could take care of my business.

Thankfully, I’d gotten a good look at everything that was on display. The problem was, I didn’t see the statue that had caused this mess, even though I saw several other relics from the cave. That didn’t stop the mission, and I slowly worked my way back and forth around the room, taking pictures along with the other guests. It was clear that just pictures of the objects were allowed, not of any people. Most of it didn’t look very unique or interesting, but it was possible Joanna would recognize something I didn’t know.

Finally, I managed to find the room with the codex that Raul had stolen from us. He’d put it up for display in a specially lit room, all of it behind glass. I had to give him credit for knowing how to display it correctly.

After I finished taking the pictures and getting them to Joanna, I deleted them from my phone. Then I started really looking at the codex. A few other guests wandered through, but I was looking at it in detail. The pictographs were somewhat familiar in style, but this was a story I had never seen before. This wasn’t my area of expertise, but when I found the page with a picture of my statue and of a man turning into a woman, it was clear these were invaluable clues.

“A very unique piece, senorita, one of my newest additions.” Raul surprised me when he spoke. He’d slid in right behind me and I could feel him standing close. Almost too close, so that I could feel him and smell him, but he wasn’t touching me. There was something disturbing electric about his presence however.

“I’ve never seen anything like it.” I didn’t have to try hard to summon up a sense of wonder. It really was amazing. I didn’t even have a chance to see it before he stole it.

“It is one of a kind, I assure you. Now, I shouldn’t probably tell you this, but I also have that stature.” He pointed towards the picture. It was the statue that Brian had cut himself on and triggered my transformation. Of course, this was just the stylized depiction from the ancient scribe, but it was unmistakably the same statue.

“I’d love to see it!” I turned to smile at him. At least here I didn’t have to fake honest excitement.

“Ah, I’m keeping it in my very private collection, for my most important guests.” He smiled back. I could see what he was doing. He would be one to know that Barrington’s interest in me was limited to looking like a macho man, and that made me an available and very attractive woman. So he was buttering me up, making me feel special, so he could take me to the back room and finish seducing me.

“Really? I couldn’t convince you to let me have a peak?” I worked to give him a playful smile. I tried to remember all the things that girls did that I liked when I was flirting. It was really hard to be subtle like that. I slowly thrust out my chest a bit, and tossed my hair over my shoulder. I didn’t want to look eager, but I did want to seem interested.

It all felt a bit dirty, but also exciting. There were all too many ways this could go wrong, but if I could get close to the actual statue, maybe there was a way I could grab it. At least, I’d get a look at the room and that could be a great help later if we tried to steal it back. I didn’t want to admit that I was also enjoying his attention in a more primal way. Despite knowing all that I did about him, he had a way of carrying himself that was making me tingle.

“Ah, well.” He looked thoughtful for a moment. It was just for show, of course, the whole drama was just a set piece, and act to get the desired result. It probably worked most of the time too. “I think I could make some time just for you. If you can give me a few moments to prepare.”

“Of course.” I nodded and waved as he walked away. It wasn’t a bad performance on his part. It didn’t hurt that he was rich, attractive, and clearly a man with connections given the crowd. It wouldn’t take much to seduce an average woman after that. I was just happy with my luck. Pictures were great, but I had a feeling I’d need the actual artifact if I was going to reverse this magic.

Once he left, I turned back to studying the pictures. I still couldn’t figure out most of the story. It was clear something had happened, and there was a picture that looked like many dead women. Then there was the statue and the transformation pictured, and then a series that looked like they were depicting daily life with women and children. Many of the pages didn’t make much sense, and I knew I would need an expert to get a better grasp on them.

I heard steps approaching and a female servant walked up. “Senorita, Senor Alverez is ready for you.”

She motioned for me to follow. It was pretty clear that she only knew a few English phrases, probably for guests. I just followed as she took me to the private section of the mansion. It actually didn’t look that different from the rest of the house, but after passing by some men that were clearly guards, it was quiet and empty.

The servant directed me towards a large and rather luxurious room. There were a set of chairs on a balcony that overlooked the jungle on one side, and a bed next to the far wall. There were several relics on display, including the statue I was looking for. It was on a pedestal in the middle of the room, right in front of me. Raul was standing next to it with two drinks in his hands.

“I thought you would enjoy a drink with this exhibit.” He smiled and offered me the glass.

“Thank you.” I nodded and took it. I was far from a wine connoisseur, but it smelled expensive in a way that tickled my nose. I was usually more of a beer man, but I’d been to enough university events for archaeological fundraising to have developed a bit of a taste for wine.

“This was found just recently in the jungle.” He motioned towards the statue. “No one has seen anything like it before.”

“Really?” I tried hard to maintain that appearance of awestruck wonder. I leaned in, getting my first real good look at it. In the cave I’d only seen it by torchlight amongst flickering shadows. Now I could see it in the bright light of a proper display. The carving was so much more intricate than I remembered, and the inlays of stone, jewels and metal were exquisite. It was clearly a piece of extremely high ceremonial purpose.

“Indeed! And it is exceptional in its beauty. An amazing work of art.” He stepped up beside me and wrapped his arm around my back. I resisted the urge to pull away. I just had to look at this longer.

Then I felt myself pushing into him as his hand cupped my hip. I felt oddly comfortable. All the while I was sipping at the wine.

“How old is it?” I asked. He had his own exports to be sure.

“Hundreds of years. I have some men studying the whole discovery now.” He guided me away. I felt a bit strange, hooked into his arm, and yet it was natural too. It was like he should be leading me.

“I had my men go back and get this as well, it was a sacrificial platform used with that idol.” He showed me. I recognized it with no trouble. It was the very place I’d become a woman. I shuddered as his hand slid down and rubbed over my soft behind. His strong hand felt good and powerful. I shook my head a bit, but these odd thoughts kept bubbling up.

“Let me.” He put down his glass and then took mine. I knew something was up. Something was strange because I felt another thrilling wave of excitement from between my legs as he drew closer to take that glass. There was just an air about him that was bringing out a passionate energy from me. It was getting hard to think about anything else.

“I… I think I should be going...” I stammered, trying to resist the temptation to stay. I wasn’t sure I could trust myself now. I already knew I enjoyed sex as a woman, and here was a man who I knew could deliver whatever my new body desired. It was too dangerous, I knew that, but the heat that was coming over me was also starting to override my better judgment.

“Nonsense, senorita, the night is young. There is no reason to go so soon.” He pulled me in closer, until I was pressed against his firm chest. He didn’t force me, it was more like a gentle nudge. I knew I could still pull away, he probably would even let me go. Everything about the moment, told me I should escape now, while I still could, but images of riding his hard cock had started to leak into my brain and I couldn’t make them stop.

He reached down as I shook in his arms. I just couldn’t make myself pull away. I wanted this. I knew it was a terrible idea, but desire was winning out over clear reason. His hand slid under my chin and lifted it so that I could look up into his sparkling dark eyes. I felt myself swoon. I felt so weak, so vulnerable. It was such a contrast with my normally brash self. Even the way I’d burst in on Brian, demanding sex was like me. This was not me, I wasn’t this docile, and yet it felt right.

“Submit to the passion, senorita,” He said softly right before he bent down and kissed my upturned lips. I trembled as he pressed against me. He was gentle, but strong. I felt my insides melting as the excitement built. This was madness, and yet I lifted up my arms to wrap around his neck and pull him in closer.

“Yes… please...” I whispered between kisses. His hands began to slowly caress my sides. The thin dress did nothing to dampen the feeling. He was simply possessing me, guiding me. I felt us moving, slowly across the room, but it wasn’t until he lifted me up that I realized we were right beside the bed. He pulled back the covers with a swoosh of his arm and placed me on top.

His hands swiftly removed my shoes before they could touch the sheets. Then he slid onto the bed next to me. His hand wrapped around my waist as he leaned in to kiss me again, pulling me close. I was enclosed by masculine energy now, his scent, his strength, everything just titillating me. Part of me tried to object, but lust was winning out over logic as his hands slid up to my chest.

I moaned as he squeezed me. The feeling of his thick fingers molding my soft flesh sent waves of pleasure shooting through me. His touch was surprising gentle, even as he was firm and commanding. It was just so easy to give in, to let the feelings wash me away.

The heat inside me kept boiling, hotter and hotter, and my hands began stroking him as well. I’d gone too far to turn back. My night with Brian had been a wonderful exploration, this was so much more. This was a raw, unrestrained need.

We began undressing each other at the same time. Layer by layer. His job was so much easier, with just a dress and some stockings to remove, but it wasn’t long before I was wearing nothing more than a pair of thin panties and he was fully naked and ready.

“Perfection, simple perfection.” He smiled as he gave me one last long look before he reached down and slid off my panties. I shuddered, now fully exposed. I’d never felt so vulnerable. The danger of my place here only made this moment more exciting. Who knew what he’d do if he found out who I really was? That I was sneaking into his home to steal his treasure? It was terrible to think about it, and yet here I was eager to tangle with this beast, to enjoy the pleasure of his raw animal power.

He moved in to kiss me again, except now I was pressed against his naked flesh. My whole body tingled as I rubbed against him. The visceral power of his hard muscles drew me in. I was engulfed by his arms, and I yielded to him without thinking as he rolled me onto my back. I spread my legs, exposing my aching pussy as his cock slid against my thigh.

I tried to pull myself back from the moment, but every stroke of his hand, ever press of his lips just threw me back into the tempest. When his hand finally slid between my legs I cried out, eager for his touch and aching for more. We didn’t need any words, He knew I needed him as much as he wanted me.

He pulled back, still kissing me, preparing to strike. I felt the tip of his cock probing between my legs, pushing and rubbing against my dripping nether lips. It was still a strange feeling, opening myself up like this, exposing myself so a man could fill me, but I was a bundle of anticipation. He was ready to strike and I was eager to be taken.

Then he thrust, hard and fast into me. I cried out as he pushed me into the bed, filling me with one hard stroke. The feeling of my flesh parting for him was beyond description, both alien and perfection in the same moment.

There was no restraint, his thrusts filled me hard and fast as I struggled to meet them. I was simply consumed by my passions, the raw need to be taken, to be fucked.

“Oh god! Yes… oh yes!” I moaned as he pounded into me. The bed shaking under the assault. I was awash in the sensuality of it, his hands still stroking my breasts as he kissed and licked up the side of my neck, nibbling on my earlobes. All the while I was sliding against the soft luxury of his silk sheets. It was like I was on a cloud, awash in wild pleasure.

He huffed from the exertion as I ground against his filling thrusts. Each one drilling deep into my soul as I felt my soft flesh parting for him. His power was exciting me more than I thought possible. Brian had been great, but this was different, this was a pure expression of masculine dominance of the feminine. Raul didn’t know what I was, or what I had been, he was simply claiming me as the woman he could see.

That reality pushed against me, exciting me even more than I would have expected. With him I could give in to all those impulses that I had been resisting. I could just be the girl that my body was aching to be. He wouldn’t know and I didn’t need to pretend. There was no need to guard my pride. I was just another slut to him, and that meant I could truly give in to my desires.

Without warning, he pulled back, removing his wonderful cock from my aching pussy. I was about to object when he grabbed hold of me and rolled me over. Now, my ass was in the air and he lifted me up by the waist. I knew what he was doing and braced my feet under me and spread my legs. I looked back at him, panting and smiling as I watch him guide his cock towards my empty crotch.

“Oh fuck!” I moaned as he filled me again. I grasped at the sheets at the wicked pleasure of being stuffed to the brim from behind. My ass was in the air and I buried my face in the sheets.

“My pleasure.” He grunted and started to pound me from behind. I gasped with each filling thrust. The whole moment was simply unreal. I’d never felt anything like this. His power over me was total and I was just a willing vessel for his lust, his helpless, melting slut.

His hands dug into my hips as he fucked me. I cried out as the feelings grew even more powerful. His hardness was stroking against my tender inner walls, and every stroke only making the moment more intense. I squeezed the sheets in my hands and curled up my toes as I fought to keep control just a moment longer, but it was too much.

“Oh…. Yes! Yes! Yes!” I screamed as my body shook with pleasure. Everything just melted around me as waves of raw ecstasy flowed from my aching pussy. I squeezed down on him as he plunged inside me and I heard him gasp from the sudden pressure. He only managed another few strokes before he plunged deep and filled me with his seed.

“Ah… yes, you are perfect...” He gasped as his cock flooded me. I shuddered, squeezing down on his hardness, drawing out his cum. The moment was wickedly fulfilling in a way I couldn’t really explain. It was as if this was the meaning of life, to enjoy such carnal pleasure.

He held me like that, panting as he recovered from his own release. I simply basked in the serenity of sensation. Everything felt perfect. Time seemed to fade away, but slowly, everything came back. His hand began to stroke my ass again, and I could feel his manhood begin to harden again inside me.

“I had not imagined you would be so good at this, Nathan.” Raul laughed as he throbbed within my depths. Hearing my real name was like a sudden splash of cold water. My mind raced, just as he pulled his cock back and then thrust into me again.

“Oh!” I gasped, my sensitive flesh rocked from the sudden pleasure.

“You thought I wouldn’t keep my eyes on your friends? Or that I wouldn’t discover the power of the idol? No my lovely senorita, I know all about it.” He grunted as he started to thrust into me again. I couldn’t stop myself from moaning. The pleasure didn’t stop just because he knew who I was. I fought to control myself, but I had to have more. My hips pushed back against him, grinding against his hardness.

“Please...” I whimpered, not sure what I was asking for.

“Tomorrow, I may indulge you, but for tonight, I will simply enjoy.” He huffed as he began thrusting harder. I bucked under him, unable to pull away. I should be trying to escape! But I couldn’t stop myself, against his powerful masculinity, I was helpless eager putty for him to mold.

I cried out, in frustration and pleasure, not sure what was going to happen, or when this evening would end, or worst of all, if I even wanted it to end. His hands, his cock, the raw carnal passion was all drawing me into his embrace. What was I going to do?

To be continued...
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