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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.
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?
Chasing the Idol - Part 3 - Losing Control
	Smack!
	I shot awake in surprise as I felt the sting of Raul’s hand against my bare ass.  My whole body ached as if I’d run a marathon. I blushed, remembering just what I’d done last night and it wasn’t far off.  Even after Raul told me that he knew who I really was, I hadn’t been able to stop fucking him.  We’d gone one for half the night before we finally collapsed, unable to keep going.
	“Hey!” I growled and grabbed at the sheets to try and cover myself.  He just laughed and pulled them away.
	“Time to get up, senorita.  I can not sleep all day.” He smiled as he watched me flailing naked in his bed.  I shot a violent look at him, but then caught sight of him again.  My eyes just locked on him, his whole naked body in the full light of day.  My pussy quivered again as I took in his rippling muscles and the length of his cock.  
	I shook my head, trying to break the spell.  The level of my attraction to him was intense.  It made even thinking about anything else hard.  I had to fight to hold on to what logic and reason I had not to give in to the rising heat between my legs.  This man was dangerous to be sure, but whatever power it was he now had over me was even more frightening.
	“Perhaps we should get cleaned up?” He motioned towards another room.  I shuddered, surprising myself with how good that sounded.  I could feel the dried sweat and worse all over my body and especially between my legs.
	“What… what did you do to me?” I asked as I climbed out of the bed, following his direction.
	“Nothing.  It was you who did this to yourself.” He laughed as he slapped me again as I walked by.  The firm smack made me jump, but was bizarrely titillating at the same time.  I felt so strange.  I was embarrassed, humiliated, and yet more than a little turned on.  The way he was taking charge was frighteningly seductive.  
	I hurried into the bathroom.  I’d never seen something like this, such an open room with so much space.  There was a large open bath and a half open shower on the other side. Walls and floor were done in intricate stone work, mostly done in marble.  Gold was tastefully inlaid around several reliefs, and sensual statues rested in well placed nooks around the room.  It was a level of opulence that someone like me would never approach normally.
	It was a moments distraction from the reality of my situation.  I looked around for something I could do.  I had to figure out how to escape as soon as possible.  I didn’t see any openings now, especially being naked.  I also felt the urge to get clean.  I could feel the residue of last night all over and was more than ready to wash it off.  I had to be ready when an opportunity did come.
	“No need to be shy now.” Raul laughed and gently pushed me towards the shower.  I tried to hold back, but it was a losing effort.  His touch just melted my resistance and I found myself in the middle of the shower, with water pouring over both of us.
	It was hard being close to him, especially naked and wet.  It was even harder to try stepping away.  He reached for some soap and pulled me close.  I whimpered as his hands began covering me in suds.  My whole body ached with growing excitement as he covered my soft skin with soap.  His hands lingered over my breasts and hips and thighs.
	I should have tried to escape, but it felt too good.  All the good reasons I had to resist just melted away under his touch.  I shouldn’t want to stay here, or give in to this kind of feeling, but I couldn’t pull away either.  The wickedness of my desires was overwhelming me.
	“Let me...” I found myself saying as I began returning the favor and started to soap up his body.  As a guy, I’d loved playing with a naked girl’s body, but that didn’t compare to the raw, visceral need I felt when I touched Raul’s bulging flesh.  He just smiled as I tenderly ran my fingers over his muscles, first his arms, then his pecks and his well defined abs.  I’d never explored a woman with the same finesse.  All the while I knew I shouldn’t, leading him on would only push me deeper and I didn’t even know if I could climb my way back out again.
	When my hands finally reached his cock, it was already growing eager for me.  I couldn’t keep from continuing with my work, soaping and washing that hard thick shaft.  My pussy quivered eagerly.  The memories of how it felt to have this monster inside me, stretching me open and plunging deep was still at the top of my mind.  It was hard to ignore, especially here, naked and wet and more aroused than I had any right to be.
	“Why… why am I so… hot?” I shuddered as I caressed his hardness, letting the throbbing shaft slide past my fingertips.  It was almost like I was hypnotized.  I just couldn’t snap out of it.
	“A woman has needs, senorita.  It is best we enjoy them, eh?” He smiled down at me.  I shuddered, his words sinking into me, encouraging what I knew I shouldn’t think.  My body’s needs were raging, eager and demanding.  I didn’t know how to escape them, not when I was so close to what I craved.
	Then he reached down and wrapped his hands around my waist.  I couldn’t move, I wasn’t sure I wanted to.  My body wanted to be filled again, to let him take me.  Nothing else mattered.  When he leaned in to kiss me again, I didn’t resist.  As soon as his lips touched mine, I started kissing him back.  All of this was impossible.  I couldn’t work up any will to fight my own feelings.  The sensations, the pleasure were just too much.
	I tried simply to take stock of the moment.  I was standing in a shower, water flowing over me, as this man, this horribly desirable man was stroking my weak feminine flesh.  I knew who he was, and he knew who I was.  I should be angry at him, for all he had stolen from me, but right now all I could think about was what he could give me.
	When he broke the kiss and turned me around, I knew what he was about to do.  My stomach fluttered with excitement as I spread my legs and presented my ass for him.  I grabbed on to the conveniently placed railing.  There was no doubt that he’d enjoyed other women just like this, but it didn’t matter.  
	“That’s my girl.” He laughed as he rubbed his cock against me and then thrust hard.  I gasped as I enjoyed that wonderful feeling of my tender pussy being stretched open by his hardness.
	I gripped the railing as he began thrusting harder and harder into me.  My whole body shook as I moaned helplessly.  I couldn’t bring myself to pull away, or resist in the slightest.  It simply felt too good.  Being used like this was it’s own kind of turn on.  I didn’t know what was going to happen to me next.  Which made this all the more exciting.  What was he going to do when he finished with me here?
	“Oh… oh god...” I gasped as he slapped my ass again.  I would probably have been more embarrassed if the sudden assault didn’t make my pussy twice as hot.  Somehow I was loving all of this, the rough treatment, the submission to his control.  I’d never been like this before, but now, I was helpless against all of it.
	As he pounded into me even harder, I felt another orgasm rip through me.  It was hard to stand as I shuddered in wicked ecstasy.  He held me up as he finished, his cum filling me as I wailed and cried out from the pleasure.  He just grunted and then pulled out of me.  I managed to stay standing as I shuddered from the sudden emptiness inside me.  
	“A nice diversion, senorita, now let’s finish cleaning up for the day.” He smiled at me as I recovered my strength.  I just nodded and reached for the soap again.  Then I cleaned our juices from his cock and balls before I cleaned between my legs.  I didn’t know what to say, or even quite how to say it.  I’d just totally surrendered to him.  Granted, there wasn’t much I could do, but I hadn’t even wanted to do anything else.  
	Finally, he was done, and he walked out of the shower and grabbed a towel.  I followed after shutting off the water.  We both toweled off and he made his way back to the bedroom.  The maids had been quick.  His bed was made and a set of clothes had been laid out for him, and I quickly noted a set was left for me as well.
	“I hope you don’t mind, but I thought you would appreciate something more relaxing today.” He smiled as I looked at the peasant girl’s outfit he’d had prepared for me.  He was back in his usual suit and was happily watching me as I gave in to the inevitable and put it on.  
	“What… what are you going to do with me?” I asked as I adjusted the skirt and blouse.  It felt a little rough on my skin, but there was really no other choice.  I wasn’t about to go around naked.
	“For now, I thought you would like to enjoy my hospitality.” He snapped his fingers and a maid came in. “Please take our lovely guest to the lounge.  I’m sure she’ll enjoy the company.”
	I nodded.  There wasn’t any point to making a scene now.  I wasn’t even sure if I could muster the will to do so either.  It was like all the fight had just been sucked out of me.  I followed the maid and wondered just what I was going to do.  His confidence needed little explanation.  He was the man in charge here, no one would cross him, and that left me fully on my own. 
	Escape wasn’t even an easy bet.  A man like him had plenty of servants to run his house as well as guards to keep everyone where they belonged.  If I knew the layout better, there might be some hope that I could figure a way out, but I didn’t.  Any attempt to flee would be like running in the dark.  I probably wouldn’t get very far, and then I’d be likely dealing with a much less happy Raul.
	The maid took me across the mansion, until we came to a set of doors with a pair of guards.  The maid nodded to them and opened the door.  She directed me inside and then closed the door again.  For a moment I wondered if I was alone, but then I realized he’d mentioned something about enjoying the company.
	I looked around the room.  It was another large open room with a deck overlooking the jungle.  There were several couches and chairs set around the room, as well as a fine set of decorations.  It was just as posh as the rest of his home.  It took me a moment to find the other women around the room.  I counted three.  One was crying and going on in very distraught Spanish that I couldn’t follow.  Another was trying to console her, while the last girl was sitting a few seats over quietly sulking.
	That was the girl that noticed me first.  She looked up at me with a grim expression and then motioned me over.  All of the girls were dressed as I was, in a simple peasant blouse and skirt.  It looked better on her, though, as she had a full set of Latin curves.  Her face was lovely as well, and her long black hair was as perfect as it was stunning.  I noted that the other girls were equally attractive, and I quickly determined that this was not an accident.
	“Hello?” I asked, hoping that she could speak English as I approached. I could speak some Spanish, but this wasn’t a time for miscommunication.
	“Hello, you have met the statue as well.” She gave me a quick glance as she made her statement.  It wasn’t a question, and I gave her a solemn nod.  It was clear that Raul hadn’t been shy about testing out his new toy.  The fact that there were three women here filled me with a new concern.
	“Yes, I’m sorry...” I didn’t know quite what to say.  Then I motioned towards the crying girl.  “Is she ok?”
	“Yes… or she will be.  She just learned that she has new needs now.” The woman stated with a cool calm that told me she was still adjusting as well.  
	“What happened?” I asked and took a seat near her. Raul had had the statue for several days, and had somehow learned of its power.  That was how he knew about me so easily.  He simply guessed that the girl he’d found with Brian had been me, and acted accordingly.  
	“You know of the statue?” She asked and I nodded again. “Then you know.  He used it on us.”
	“But why?” I asked.  Certainly, there was more to it than that.
	“Punishment.  Raul thought I was skimming from some of his business, so he told me there was a way I could pay him back.” She blushed a little.  “Then he changed me, and took me to his bed.”
	I flushed as well, having just come from him as well.  It was hard to even think about it.  If she was anything like I was, the raw power of his use had thrown her for a loop.
	“But, we should get out of here… escape!” I motioned towards the others.  I may not know my way around, but if these three worked for him, maybe they could help me.
	She shook her head and then gave me a wry smile.  “No, I… I want to stay.”
	I pulled back, more than a little surprised.  “But, why?”
	She blushed and looked away for a moment.  It was easy to see the feminine mannerisms were taking over her as much as they had me.  Then she looked back at me, a strange resolve seemed to have come over her.  “He was good, and I have to admit I want more.  Before… I was nothing, nothing special, but now… I am desirable, and I… I like that.”
	I fell back, more than a little stunned, and yet I could understand.  The very same feelings had been bubbling up inside me for the last few days.  I’d been tamping them down, keeping them under some semblance of control.  That was until last night.  I’d let them all loose.  First when I’d thought I was anonymous, but then after Raul revealed he knew me, it was too late to pull it all back.  
	I didn’t know quite what to say now.  I wasn’t about to try convincing her of anything.  I wasn’t sure of myself enough at the moment to talk someone else down.  All the shock and stress had weakened me as well, and to my surprise, I actually fell asleep on the couch as I tried to think of what to do.
	It took me a moment to realize that I was dreaming again.  This was like that strange dream from that first night.  I was standing in that same spot, overlooking the jungle.  I could feel that I was naked now, and where it had been a blur before, I could tell that I was female now.  I shuddered a bit, wondering just what that could mean.  
	The same strange old man was gazing out over the trees, kneeling at the edge of the cliff, still wearing only a loincloth and ancient body paint.  He looked more familiar this time, like I almost recognized the patterns.  Perhaps it was a more ancient style than the one I knew.  It was hard to tell, and I didn’t want to disturb him.
	“The ripples of the pond do not bother the leaves floating upon it.” He chuckled.  I didn’t know if he was answering my thoughts or just attempting to give me some kind of Zen like wisdom.  This still didn’t quite feel like a dream or reality.  It was something else.
	“What?” I managed to ask.  I didn’t know if it was the right question, or if he’d even hear me.  
	“The door was opened again, and we peer through.  There is always a place for that.” He settled back down on his feet.  He hadn’t turned to look at me.  Something told me that was a good thing, if I ever wanted to wake up again.
	“Can I close the door again?” I asked.  That felt like a better question.  
	“Then there can be no more change.  It has been far too long with no change.” He shook his head.  “Perhaps our time has come again.”
	“Your time?  Who are you?” I asked.  I flinched, pulling back.  Maybe that question was too direct.  There was something otherworldly about this place and this man.  I knew deep down he was something else, and this was a real if unreal place.
	He laughed.  “Some stones are larger than others, they splash against the water, and their waves are felt for ages.”
	“Gods?” I blurted out before I could stop myself.
	He chuckled again.  “Powers, great and small, forgotten and resting, until the door opened.”
	“Powers?  Can they change me back?” I felt a sudden excitement.  If these were the beings behind the magic that had transformed me, it was my first glimpse towards a solution to my problem.  That was, if I could someone convince them.
	“Take caution if you plan to ride the waves.  The most danger comes with the shore.” He waved his arm and I felt something tugging at me.
	I snapped awake, this time with a girl shaking my shoulder.  
	“Senor!  Senor!” Came the whispered shouts in my ear.  The fact she was saying senor snapped me to attention.
	“Come, quick...” She motioned to me as I sat up.  I didn’t hesitate.  I could hardly be in more trouble, and if she knew who I was, then there was a chance she was here to help.  Sitting around certainly wasn’t going to get me out of here.
	She took me through a small service entrance and then snaked me through some back halls.  No doubt these were service corridors meant for maids and servers so they could travel unseen by Raul and his usual guests.  It also provided a rather protected path through the mansion.  
	I tried to speak, but she quickly shushed me and motioned for me to go even faster.  Clearly time was of the essence.  I nodded and followed until we’d made it to a small loading dock.  There was a delivery truck parked at the end and she ran up and knocked on the door.  It cracked open and before I could say anything else she shoved me inside.  I heard the door slam shut while I adjusted to the light and the truck started up and took off.
	“Welcome back.” Brian whispered just loud enough I could hear him over the truck engine.  He was sitting in the back with Joanna.  They both looked terribly relieved as I sat down on a small bench across from them.
	“Quiet now, we’re still not out of here.” Joanna warned and we hunkered down as the driver took us away from the compound.  Luckily no one wanted to stop us and we were soon on the main road.
	A weight lifted from me as we pulled away from the gate.  I hadn’t been sure how I was going to escape, but somehow, Brian and Joanna had figured it out.
	“How did you guys pull this off?” I asked.  I could see I was in the back of some kind of catering truck.  It was full of shelves and trays meant for food, which also kept me well hidden in the back.
	“Well, after you didn’t come back, I had a talk with Manuel, and he’d already been getting an earful from Barrington.  Apparently you’d just disappeared near the end of the evening as did Raul.  You must of made a good impression on that Brit because he did a number of Manuel for you.  By the time we got there, he was already half way towards a plan to get you out.” Brian laughed.  I shook my head.  I’d just thought I was an accessory to Barrington, a sexy girl to prove how manly he was.  
	“Damn, nice to see he had a sense of honor after all.” I laughed.
	“That helped, but it was really Estuardo that pull this off.” He motioned towards the driver.  “I found him drinking like a fish last night after you left.  He said he saw Raul turning some poor guy into a girl.  He’d just been delivering food for the party, no one saw him, but it scared the shit out of him.”
	“Yeah, that would do it.  Why’d he help?” I asked.  Something like that was enough of a reason to get far away fast.  
	“Well, we needed an in, and he had the truck and a strong desire for enough money for some tickets to a far away land.” Brian leaned in.  “And it seems that he and Mr. Barrington share a taste for more than just good cooking.”
	I laughed at that.  It was a welcome bit of humor after the crazy few days I’d had.  
	“So, what happened?  We got your pictures and then just poof!” Joanna asked.  “And now you show up dressed like a peasant girl?”
	I blushed as she pointed out my current outfit.  “Well, long story short, I’ve got a few more issues to deal with now.”
	“What?” Brian asked bluntly.  After all, he’d just gone through he wasn’t going to stop till he had the whole story.
	“I kind of fucked Raul… like all night long.” I could feel my skin burning.  It wasn’t the kind of thing I liked to admit to.  Even if he was objectively attractive, he was a thug as well, and was responsible for a lot of my current troubles.  “That’s not all though, at first I was just trying to get access to the statue, but then I just lost control.  When he put the moves on me, I melted in his arms.  Even after he told me he knew who he was I couldn’t stop.  I think this is another part of the change.  I’m not just a girl, but like super horny and submissive too.”
	“Yeah… I was wondering about that.” Joanna said from her side.  She was looking a bit sheepish.
	“Why?” I asked. 
	“I had a chance to look over your pictures.  I don’t know what you figured out, but it’s a pretty crazy story.  If not for what happened to you I’d just chalk it up as some kind of myth.” Joanna continued.
	“Don’t stop there.” Brian prodded for me.  
	“It’s like this.  The story says there was something bad that happened and it killed off all or most of the women and children.  Maybe it was a disease or something.  The men were all ok, but without women and children, their civilization was going to collapse.  So they went to the priests for a solution and apparently, some god decided to answer their prayers.  That’s where the statue came from, it was sent from a god to solve their problem.” Joanna explained.
	“You need women, so you make them...” I nodded.  
	“Right, but just making a guy into a girl wouldn’t be enough.  Sure, they have all the right parts to make a baby, but...” Joanna blushed.
	“But they have to want to, and then want to take care of the babies after.  You could force them, but they might rebel or cause some other kind of trouble.  If you want to rebuild civilization, you need willing women.” I felt my stomach clench a bit at that.  It explained so much.  Even when I should have resisted or been willing to fight, I hadn’t been able to muster up any will.  Even the other girls Raul had changed were succumbing to their new desires.
	“Damn, that’s harsh.  So that’s why you were so willing to fuck like bunnies with Raul.” Brian looked a bit stunned.
	“Shit!  So, what can we do?” I asked.  Maybe the pictures had some clues about that.
	“I don’t know.  The rest of the story was about how they rebuilt their civilization by transforming captured warriors.  They turned into eager and willing wives and had many children, laying the foundation for a revival of their civilization.” Joanna shrugged.  
	“And now Raul has that power.” Brian grumbled.  It was a dangerous enough thing just being able to change someone’s sex like that.  Having the power to make them into eager, submissive women as well opened up a lot of dark possibilities.
	“It seems like he’s already started to use it.  What are we going to do?” I threw myself back into my seat.  This wasn’t going to be easy.  Now I had to worry about more than just getting my old body back.  If we didn’t stop Raul, there was no telling how much trouble he could cause.  
	“Well, now that you’re back with us, we can go over my notes and maybe figure something out.  Hopefully, things can’t get too much worse for the moment.” Joanna replied.  It wasn’t much reassurance, but then we didn’t need much at this point anyway.  What we needed was a plan, and that was something a lot harder to come up with.  
	We shared what we knew for the rest of the trip.  It wasn’t a lot, but I was ready to take a closer look at the pictures I had sent.  There were also a lot more historic references to go over.  The story in that codex was completely new to me, which meant it was old or very secret.  You would expect something like that to have a big impact on a civilization, and be carried down through the ages, not just disappear.
	We poured over our notes for the rest of the day, only stopping for food.  Brian came and went, helping us a bit with our research, but also checking to see how things were developing outside.  Raul couldn’t expect to play with power like that and have it go unnoticed.  He didn’t seem like the type to keep things quiet, and that would bring the entirely wrong kind of attention to bear on the situation.
	We kept going through the next day as well, but there reaches a point where even necessity dictates a break.
	“That’s just about enough for today.” Joanna said with finality as she tossed some books across the table.  She walked over to grab some wine.  I quickly organized my work.  If she was going to knock it off, I wasn’t going to stop her.  I was starting to get blurry eyed looking at all the notes and books that we had.  
	“How are you holding up?” Joanna asked as she poured me a glass and handed it over.
	“Probably better than I should be.  I can just feel this kind of acceptance of everything swirling inside me.  If I don’t push back against it, I start to not care.  It’s kind of crazy.” I explained.  
	“Wow, that does sound nuts.” Joanna nodded.  It was almost like a drug, but it wasn’t.  I knew it was part of the magic, pushing me towards accepting my new role.  I wasn’t about to give in to that yet.
	“That’s why it’s good to have you guys.  I could understand how the girls Raul transformed could give in to it.  It’s just so easy, and damn if the sex isn’t great.” I blushed a bit, admitting that.  I’d decided it wasn’t a good idea to hold anything back from Joanna or Brian now.  If there was any hope of getting out of this, we needed all the clues we could find, and that included pretty much everything I was thinking and feeling.
	“Well, I think there’s another something we haven’t considered either.” Joanna sipped at her wine. 
	“What?”
	“I’ve been feeling something towards you as well.” Joanna gave me a shy smile.
	“Are you kidding me?” I blushed.  This wasn’t what I was expecting.
	“No, I’ve totally got the hots for you.” She giggled.  “I played around a bit in college with other girls, and it was fun, but just being near you makes me want to do all kinds of things.”
	“Really?” I smiled back at her.  I had to admit I’d felt a lot the same, except that I figured it was just part of having been a guy.  I certainly wasn’t expecting Joanna to feel similar.
	“Yeah, and well, if you're interested...” She glanced back towards the bedroom.  It wasn’t hard to figure out that she was wanting to do more than just take a little break.  I looked her over again.  She was busy striking her best casually interested pose.  She had just the right curves to keep me interested and now, there was little more I could want.
	“Yeah… sure.” I smiled and popped over to her.  I grabbed her hands and pulled her up as she smiled back at me.  I felt my stomach flutter happily.  What more could I want in this moment?  
	Then she pulled me to her bedroom, swung me around until I landed on the bed and then she landed on top of me.  She wrapped her arms around me and then just gave me a big wet kiss.  It was passionate, but tender, so different than it had been with guys.  I savored the feeling as we pressed against each other.  
	Our hands slowly started to caress each other.  First through our clothes.  It was a little awkward, but also hot, a slow teasing build up.  I welcomed her touch, and was happy to explore her soft curves as well.
	“Are you sure you want to let me corrupt you more?” I smiled as I worked my way up the buttons of her blouse.  One by one I popped them open from the bottom, slowly exposing her soft belly.
	“Maybe it’s the other way around.” She smiled and gave me another kiss.  I finally pulled the last button free and tossed her top away.  She helped me out of mine and then we both giggled at the lacy bras we were wearing.  
	“They’re both yours!” I laughed and then reached back and unhooked mine.  Joanna did the same and we both took a moment to look at our tits.  Hers were just a bit smaller than mine, but it wasn’t enough difference to matter. 
	“So soft!” She smiled as she reached out and cupped my mounds.  I moaned as little as she squeezed me.  “It seems you like them.”
	“Yeah, it feels so good to have them squeezed.” I blushed and she gave me another friendly grope.  It was still strange having big soft boobs hanging from my chest, but at moments like these, I didn’t mind at all.  I let out a ragged breath as she stroked my tender flesh.  
	“Then you must like this.” She leaned in and took one of my nipples in her mouth and licked her tongue all the way around that tender nub.  I moaned again.  It really did feel good, and her other hand started to play with my other nipple at the same time, squeezing and twisting it gently.  
	“Oh, yes...” I sighed. The I pushed her back.  I wasn’t going to let her have all the fun!  I started licking around the edge of her breast as well, while I used my other hand to play with the other.  I took my time, slowly working my way to the center as she started to shudder beneath me.  
	“Oh…” She gasped when I finally reached her erect nipple and began nibbling gently at it.  She wasn’t the first woman I’d pleasured this way, but she was the first since I’d become a woman myself.  There were a couple small things I had picked up about being gentle.  Given her reaction, I expected that it was working.
	While I was busy on her chest, she was slipping out of her jeans, and I soon felt her hands working around my waist.  A few tugs and pulls and I felt my skirt sliding down my thighs, and all I was left wearing was a lacy pair of panties.
	“Better right?” She smiled and then pressed against me again.  Soft flesh to soft flesh.  It felt wonderful and surprisingly strange at the same time.  When I’d been a guy, it was always my hardness against her softness, and then after the change, it was a guys hardness that I pressed against.  Now it was a unique pleasure of two soft bodies skin to skin.  It was hot and intense, and I couldn’t stop myself from kissing her again.
	We rolled like that for a while, just stroking and rubbing and sliding our soft bodies together.  All the while, I could feel the heat building up between my legs, a teasing warmth slowly demanding more and more of my attention.
	“Ooohh, nice and hot.” She smiled as she slid her hand between my legs and cupped my burning mound through the thin lace of my panties.  I squirmed.  She knew just what to do with her fingers to drive me wild, things I hadn’t figured out yet myself.  
	“Oh yes...” I moaned and then threw my head back as she rubbed around my clit.  “Oh god!”
	“That’s it, you’re ready for a little something?” Joanna smiled and then reached for her night stand.  I heard a drawer open and some shuffling as I struggled to keep my focus on what she was getting.  It wasn’t easy with her other hand busy between my thighs.  
	“Holy shit!” I giggled as I saw her lift up a long thick dildo. It would have put any guy I knew to shame, and now my pussy quivered eagerly for it.  Joanna laughed and slid her hand back down between my legs and gently pushed for me to open my thighs.  I shuddered and did so, exposing my aching pussy fully for her.  
	“Please be gentle.” I giggled as I squirmed on the bed.  Just looking at that thick piece of plastic was getting me excited.  How would that monster feel inside me?  I knew it wasn’t going to be quite the same as a regular big hard cock, but I couldn’t deny the curiosity.  
	“What, me?” Joanna gave me a devilish grin and then pressed the thick shaft against my tender lips.  I clenched the sheets as she drove it forward, and my flesh parted for her.  
	“Oh, fuck!” I gasped as my insides stretched around the thickness.  Joanna kept pushing deeper, and I was so wet that it slid in far more easily than I expected, stretching me open more than I had imagined possible.  It was a bizarre fullness, and she drove it deeper until I felt like I couldn’t take any more.
	“That’s it, my slutty little whore.” Joanna giggled as she filled me to the brim.  I moaned and squirmed.  It felt like my pussy was simply wrapped around that big dildo.  It wasn’t like being with a guy at all, not just the size, but the cool hardness of the plastic was different.  That didn’t mean it didn’t feel good, it was just a different kind of pleasure.  
	“Damn, it’s so big...” I writhed, not quite sure what to do next.  Joanna was still rubbing and stroking me, keeping me hot and bothered.  It was especially distracting when she ran her fingers right along my pussy lips where there were stretched tight over the dildo.  
	“Like it?” She asked as she rubbed around my clit and made me shudder from the mix of pleasures.  
	“Yeah, kind of...” I smiled back at her.  Then she reached between my legs and I heard her flip a switch that must have been on the dildo and it roared to life.  I cried out as my whole pussy shook from the vibrations.  It hit me right at the core and there was no holding back my response.
	“Oh!  Oh god!  Oh yes!  Yes!” I screamed as the combination of those deep vibrations and her stroking my clit gave me a massive hard orgasm.  I fell back on the bed, going almost limp as it hit me.  Joanna kept working me, keeping that pleasure alive, stroking my pussy and squeezing my breasts.  All the while, I writhed and moaned.
	Finally, I coasted back down and my strength started to return.  Joanna switched off the dildo, but left it, deeply buried inside me.  “Good right?”
	I nodded limply and gave her a stupid grin.  It seemed like I was just perfectly tuned for sex in this body.  Nothing that was done to me had been bad, and most was almost addictive in its pleasure.  I didn’t know just how easy it would be to just go back to the old kind of sex I used to enjoy as a guy.  
	“Then I think it’s my turn, don’t you?” She smiled and showed me another massively thick dildo.  I laughed, and felt a renewal of my passionate energy.  It was only fair to return the favor.  She squealed as I shot up and then pushed her onto her back.  I pulled her legs open and wasn’t disappointed to find her pussy was just as wet as mine.
	“Here it comes!” I smiled and then pushed the dildo into her.  In that moment I realized just how different this was.  As a guy, when I mounted a woman, no matter how much I wanted to make sure she enjoyed it, I had to fight through the wonderful feelings of having my cock in her wonderfully warm pussy.  That feeling was nearly overwhelming, and I had to fight against it, and the urge just to let go and ravish the woman I was with.
	Now, it was entirely different.  I was still in control, and the feeling of that dildo deep between my legs was sparking lewd desires every time I moved, but I could actually focus on Joanna in a way I’d never been able to before.  I could see how she shuddered when I rubbed the dildo against her pussy lips, and watch as she arched her back when I started to push into her.  
	Joanna fought to keep from writhing too much as I took my time filling her.  I was in no rush, and was enjoying the way she moved and the sounds she made as I slowly stuffed her full.  It was a pleasure just teasing her, pushing it in a little, then pulling it back while I bent in to lick at her nipples, or stroke her clit.  She pulled her thighs open wide and held them apart, eager for me to continue.
	 I didn’t take the bait, and kept my patient pace, enjoying the growing strain of her passion on her as I finally pushed the dildo in as far as it would go.  Then I didn’t give her a chance to absorb the moment before I moved my finger to the switch and turned on the vibrations.  
	Joanna cried out and shook on the bed as I pushed her over the edge.  I could see how good it felt for her, and did my best to match what she’d done for me at my peak.  It wasn’t easy.  I’d learned a lot about the female body over the last few days, but I was far from an expert.  I tried to stroke her and squeeze her tenderly to help draw out the bliss of a powerful orgasm, but it wasn’t easy to know if I was doing it right or not.
	“Damn, you make a pretty good lesbian.” She smiled up at me as I stroked her bare flank.  I blushed a bit.  It wasn’t exactly a compliment I had ever expected to hear.
	“I’m just learning from the best.” I smiled and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek.  “How about we do a little extra studying?”
	“Hmm… I’m sure I could make the time.” Joanna giggled again and we started kissing again.  It was so easy just to melt into her, and she didn’t give me any reason to regret it.  I don’t know how many orgasms we traded, but we were both still in the middle of another deep make out session when we heard the front door open and a moment later heard Brian come barreling into Joanna’s room.
	“Hey!” Joanna growled as she grabbed for a sheet.  I blushed and did my best to find something as well.  It was just a natural reaction, and it wasn’t until I was awkwardly holding a couple of throw pillows over my boobs that I realized I’d done it.  
	“What the hell?” I shouted at him, and then watched as he turned back and pulled a short busty Latina into the room.  She wasn’t wearing much more than us, and was blushing as she tried to keep some scrap of modesty.
	“I found her at the Manana.” Brian explained curtly.  “Why don’t you tell them who you are.”
	The girl looked up at him nervously and then back at us.  She was still blushing and holding herself back as we looked.  She was a picture of a sensual Latin woman, with full curves, dark hair and sparkling eyes.  The fact that she was wearing little more than a pair of panties and a lacy bra under a robe just added to her allure.  I watched as she curled her dainty hands into balls and then slowly looked up at us.  
	“I… I’m Raul Alvarez...” She whispered and gave us a shy smile.  
	“Oh, fuck...” I cursed and gave Joanna a worried look.  If Raul had lost control of the statue, there was no telling what kind of trouble we were in, or how much worse things were about to get.
Chasing the Idol - Part 4 - Seducing The Gods
	“Do you need to keep doing that?” Joanna shot another angry glare at Raul as she snuggled up to Brian and started rubbing his crotch again.  It had been a constant struggle to keep the former crime lord from trying to unzip Brian’s pants and start sucking.  
	“It is not my fault you are not interested in what a man has to offer.” She replied in her seductive accented English.  Her hand didn’t move from its position over Brian’s obviously aroused cock.  
	“There’s a time and a place!” Joanna growled.  It was bad enough that they walked in on us, but Raul seemed to be unable to snap out of her sexual daze.  The fact that she was barely dressed didn’t help anything either.  
	“Anywhere and any time I can find a strong man!” She smiled back as she rubbed at Brian through his pants.  
	“I can see you’re not going to help us.” I gave Brian a dirty stare.  I could understand a bit from both sides.  As a guy, I’d have had a hard time pushing away a woman as hot and eager as Raul now was.  As a woman under the spell of the idol, I also understood Raul’s eagerness to play with Brian’s cock.  Still, it seemed like Raul had lost all self control.  She may have been an over sexed crime lord before, but he managed to carry himself with dignity at the same time.
	“Perhaps we can get to the rest of the story.  Raul, what happened?” Brian tried to shift directions and finally pushed Raul away.  The girl sulked for a moment and then seemed to compose herself a bit.
	“It was Patrick Linnel, he’s been doing the research on my artifacts for years.  He was very excited by my latest collection.” 
	“Our find!” I interrupted.  He had stolen all of it right after we’d found it after all.  Raul and his goons had followed us into the jungle and held us at gunpoint after we’d made the discovery.  Even if the tables were turned on him, I wasn’t going to forget what he did.
	“Yes, yes,” She waved her hand dismissively. “Well, he was the one who figured out the power of the idol and how to use it.  It seems there are different ways to use it.  You triggered the transformation by accident, but you can almost make the new woman much more interested in male attention if you do the whole ritual.”
	“And the women I met at your mansion?” After Raul had caught me at his mansion and fucked me thoroughly, he tossed me into a room with several other women that had recently been transformed by the idol.
	“Some of my less reliable men.  Patrick helped to convert them as he perfected the ritual.  He also found something else, a special ritual and a new temple that had been forgotten.  I’ll admit that my excitement in finding another undiscovered temple and one that might have even more powerful magic made me a bit less attentive to Patrick’s behavior.  He’d somehow turned some of my men and when we got to the temple, he made sure I was the one placed up for sacrifice.” Raul explained.  “Once the ritual completed and I was a woman, I found myself eager to enjoy the pleasures of my new body.  I must say I was not disappointed.”
	“Okay, but what about the ritual?  He didn’t need to take you up there just to turn you into a woman, he could have done that anywhere.” Joanna prodded.  
	“I do not know for sure, but I think it had something to do with calling upon the god of the idol.  He didn’t exactly tell me the whole story after all.” Raul shrugged again.  “After he’d finished enjoying me, he had me sent to one of my clubs so that I could put my new curves to proper use.  That is where Mr. Wells found me.” 
	Raul snuggled up to Brian again.  It was clear that Raul had become completely shameless, even if she remembered everything from her life before.
	“Can you take us to the temple?” I asked.  Perhaps there was something there we could use.  It was a shot in the dark, but if we got over the notion that magic and ancient gods didn’t exist, we had to learn more.  There was a bigger question hovering out there though.
	“Can we handle bumping into the Patrick?  If he’s managed to actually get some boon from a god, how are we going to be able to deal with him?” Joanna replied.  It was nice to see that she had come around on the whole story.  Even if she was still skeptical, she was hiding it well.  I found it reassuring.  She was as sharp as any of us, and we needed all the brains we could get to deal with this mess.
	“For now, I think he is busy taking over my organization.  Loyalty is easy to buy when you can transform any opposition into a hot willing woman to bribe the others with.  We should be able to visit the site without too much trouble.” Raul explained.  
	“So, do you know where it is?” Brian asked.
	“I do, it is only a few hours drive away and then some hiking. We should probably take a less direct route, though, just in case Patrick did leave some guards behind.” Raul nodded.
	“Good, then we’ll get going tomorrow.  Let’s get some sleep.  It’s going to be a long day.” I pushed everyone off.  We weren’t about to go traipsing into the jungle in the middle of the night.  We decided not to split up.  Joanna and I would go back to her bed and Brian and Raul would make due with her couch and chair.  
	I’d just gotten tucked in and snuggled up to Joanna again when we started to hear moans from the other room.  First it was just Brian and then Raul joined in.  It wasn’t hard to figure out what they were doing.  
	“That man is a dog, sleeping with a slut like that.” Joanna giggled.  If not for the fact that I knew Raul was enjoying herself, I’d have thought it was rather just deserts for the way she had treated me.  
	“No reason why we can’t have a little more fun too.” I smiled and rolled over to snuggle up against Joanna.
	“Well, it looks like we have two dirty girls in here today.” She laughed and rolled over so that we were face to face.  She gave me another tender kiss before starting to grind against me.  The sounds of lewd passion from the other room only made me more excited.
	It didn’t take long before I was busy stroking her wet slit as she nibbled at my tender nipples.  As much as I enjoyed playing with her soft curves, I had to admit that I was missing the raw power of a good hard cock.  It wasn’t a thought I ever expected to cross my head, but it was there just the same.  It wasn’t that I didn’t like women anymore, but I really did seem to like men more, or at least I liked what they could do to my aching empty pussy.
	That didn’t stop me from riding through several wicked orgasms at Joanna’s skilled touch.  She knew just how to play with my body, and as hard as I tried, I just couldn’t quite manage the same.  It would just take more practice, and I wasn’t going to deny that I was looking forward to it.
	Sleep came easy enough after my last orgasm with the both of us wrapped together.  Despite not knowing what was coming tomorrow, I managed to relax somewhat and drifted off.
	Then the dream came again.  It was the same cliff overlooking the jungle, and the same old man staring off at it.  The jungle, however, had gone psychedelic.  The leaves were changing color, not just through the normal greens and reds and yellows, but all across the spectrum.  It even felt like I was seeing colors I didn’t think existed.  There were just waves of random color swirling and swaying across the jungle before me.
	“What’s happening?” I asked.  Somehow, I felt like that was why I was here, to ask the question.  
	“The door is open.  A sleeper woke and now the world can be what it never was.” He laughed.  
	“Who woke up?” I continued.  The unreality of this world still gnawed at me.  It felt both like a dream and like I was awake, and yet neither.  As strange as it sounded, I knew this was a place between, a bridge from the reality I knew to something entirely else.  It wasn’t quite possible to put words to what was on the other side, and I knew I’d never come back from trying.
	“One who love’s to toss stones into still water and watch the ripples.  One who has slept long, waiting for something interesting to observe.” The old man waved his hand at the mind bending display from the jungle in front of us.
	“I was the stone...” I whispered, realizing the connection I had to this place.  Somehow this was all part of the same magic that transformed me.  It connected me to this bridge somehow.
	“No, you just knocked on the door.  Someone else opened it and tried to trick a trickster.  Now, the world is open.” The old man laughed.  
	“Then why am I here?” I asked.  Somehow I felt more confident being direct.  I knew the old man was of the other, not of my reality, his form was just a shape for me to see.  There was also a reason I was being shown this.
	“You’ve been touched, but only by a part of the power.  You have desire but not devotion.  You can take his power and use it to close the door.” The old man began to turn towards me.  I felt a sudden rush of nausea, this was not something I should see, not something I could see.  He had no face, but it wasn’t like it was blank, it was simply nothing, an emptiness, that tugged at me drawing me into infinity.  It was both perfectly black and yet more empty than any void, it was an emptiness that drew in more.  I felt it starting to tug at me, and the world began melting away.
	I shot up in bed, cold sweat dripping off of me.  Joanna tossed a bit, but thankfully didn’t wake up.  I wasn’t quite sure what to make of the message, but I knew even more strongly that I had to make it to that temple.  There was something for me to do and I couldn’t fail.  If the magic that had been cast upon me was unleashed into the world, it would be chaos at best.  My every sense told me that whatever the being was that had been unleashed, he was going to cause reality bending levels of trouble if he wasn’t contained.
	Somehow, even with all this on my mind, I settled back into bed and slept.  The worry about what was happening conflicted with the reality that I was exhausted.  The trip to the other place seemed to have drained all my reserves, and I was going to need all the rest I could get to deal with tomorrow.
	The next morning came too early, but we geared up and got a truck into the wilderness.  Raul’s roundabout route managed to eat up a few hours, and we got to the far side of the temple.
	“Remember, we’re just hikers.  No pulling guns or anything.  Patrick’s guys will have plenty of guns, and none of us are a match for that.” I pointed out as we started pulling on our gear.  
	“Are you sure we should take her?” Joanna pointed at Raul as the busty Latina struggled into her pack.  It had taken a bit of doing to get her some hiking clothes that fit on short order.  Her bust defied Joanna’s wardrobe and we had to make a quick stop to get her an outfit. 
	“Now, now, you must give me a chance for revenge!  That and I’m the only one who knows where we are going.” Raul shot back.  She’d taken a rather assertive attitude towards being on our little mission.  At least when she wasn’t making moon eyes at Brian.  
	“It is a long hike and you’re not built for it anymore.” I pointed out.  Part of me felt like we needed her along, but I didn’t particularly trust her either.  She had caused a good part of this mess after all.
	“I have all the stamina I need, as Mr. Wells will attest.” She smiled and Brian blushed.  We all knew what they’d done last night and for how long they were busy doing it.
	“Fair enough, just don’t complain later.” I helped finish buckling up her pack after I’d secured mine.  Now we were geared up properly.  It felt a little strange wearing pants again after so many days in skirts.  Out here, there wasn’t any other good option.  We weren’t exactly going to be heading along well worn trails.  
	It was quite the hike, and it was well into dusk that we finally surrendered to the inevitable and made camp.  We were still half a day from the temple.  Cutting our way through the jungle took time, and we needed to be careful as we got closer to our destination.  If we took the same route that Patrick had taken Raul, it would be all the more likely we’d bump into them sooner than we’d like.
	“Do you feel it?” Raul asked as she started to make camp.  I shuddered. 
	“Yeah, I’ve been trying not to notice for a while.” I nodded.  There was a draw before us.  Something, just ever so slightly was tugging at my mind.  Under other circumstances, I might have ignored it, but here and now, it was more than a bit foreboding.
	“What do you mean?” Brian asked, looking off in the same direction as us.
	“I guess it’s only those of us that got hit by that magic then.  Do you feel anything, Joanna?” I asked.
	“Nope, just trying not to be scared.” Joanna replied.  Being in the jungle did have a way of messing with you, I understood that.  I’d gotten used to it somewhat, but there was always a bit of that feeling of being alone in the woods.  The sounds were strange, and as night approached, they only got louder.
	“Well, it’s some kind of pull.  Like someone’s got a string wrapped round my brain and is gently tugging on it.  Right from where we’re trying to go.” I pointed off into the jungle.  
	“Well, let’s get some rest so we can hit it tomorrow.” Brian pulled out his bedroll and sat down.  There was just time for a light dinner and then we could get some sleep.  Cutting through the jungle was a slow and tiring bit of work.  
	“So what do you guys think we’re going to find there?” Joanna asked.  It was the one thought we’d been rolling through all day.  I’d been keeping my thoughts mostly to myself, but now that we were getting closer and I could feel the power nibbling at my brain, I couldn’t deny it any longer.
	“A god, small g.” I said solemnly.
	“Ok, if not for the whole magic thing I’d think you’re straight up crazy, but...” Joanna began.
	“But boobs.” I laughed and thrust out my chest for emphasis.  
	“And horny crime lord over there.” Brian nodded towards Raul.
	Raul shot him hurt glance and went back to her dinner.  She wasn’t used to people being so openly hostile to her previous position.  Of course, now that she was an eagerly subservient woman, she most took it in stride.  She had more pressing interests now than defending her honor.
	“Ok, so if there is a god up there, what are we going to do about it?” Joanna got right to the point.  
	“Well, ever since I changed, I’ve been having these strange dreams.” I explained all about the dreams with the old man and the jungle.  There wasn’t a lot to go on, and some of the details had gotten hazy after waking up, but I laid out everything I knew.
	“So whatever it was in your dreams thinks you can somehow close the door and get this god to leave?” Brian asked.  He didn’t look too convinced and I couldn’t really blame him.
	“I think so.  Something about the magic only doing part of the change.  We just have to look at her to see what I’d be if I’d been given the full treatment.” We looked over to Raul as she had a hand down her shorts and clearly pleasuring herself.  I’d felt a good deal of changes as well, but I was still mostly me, not a submissive slut.
	“You just don’t know how that matters.” Joanna pointed out.  
	“Right, but we’ve got to do something.  If that magic gets loose, and there is some kind of a trickster god working it over the world?  Our little problems will turn into a huge mess, and probably no one will be able to stop it.” I added.  I didn’t feel good about not having a plan, but by the time we could convince anyone else to help, I knew it would be too late.
	“So improvise.  Not my first choice, but we’ll do what we can.” Brian nodded.  
	I agreed and went to grab my own food when I felt a sudden wave of dizziness.  
	“Would you look at that!” Joanna pointed off towards the temple.  
	We all turned to look.  It was impossible to miss what she meant.  There was a dazzling light show coming right from where we were trying to go.  It reminded me of the swirling colors from my dream.  For a moment it was bright enough to light up the jungle and then it faded away.  It would have been possible to miss it, except for the sudden rush of energy I felt.  The dizziness quickly faded away only to be replaced with a new feeling.
	“Oh… oh yes!” I heard Raul cry out in feminine glory.  I felt it too, a sudden wicked heat boiling up between my legs.  The raw intensity of it made me swoon, and it was hard to think about anything else aside from sex.  
	Brian and Joanna looked dazed as well.  They stared out into space as they drew in deep husky breaths.  I wavered for a moment, trying to collect myself, but seeing Brian there, his muscles bulging under his shirt.  I simply couldn’t pull myself together.  I bent over and crawled towards him.  I could feel the full power of my feminine form now, from the aching need between my legs to the sway of my breasts and the way my long hair flowed around my shoulders as I moved closer to the only man to be had.
	He helped pull me up, and without a word we were kissing passionately.  A moment later I felt Joanna and Raul join us, all three of us girls pressing against Brian.  I was in the middle, sandwiched between them.
	“Fuck me!” Raul moaned as she ground her breasts against him.  
	“No, fuck me!” Joanna pleaded seductively as she did the same.  All the while I was kissing him.  I could smell the raw need all of us women were feeling.  I knew my pussy was dripping wet, eager to be filled.
	Almost in unison, we struggled to strip ourselves, strip Brian and each be in place for the ultimate pole position.  Brian was busy, his hands sliding from one breast to a soft ass and then stroking a wet pussy.  There was no way for him to keep up with our demands, and he was just as far gone as we were.  His hard cock throbbed as we all stroked him.  
	Somehow, I managed to stay in the middle, straddling him as we pressed him onto his back.  His cock rubbed against my thigh as I squirmed on top of him.  The need to be filled was driving me crazy, and I reached down to guide him in.  That act had come to feel so natural, that the craziness of the situation barely registered as I pushed my hips down and felt him sinking into me.
	Raul and Joanna moaned as Brian stroked their pussies as they knelt on either side of us.  I knew Brian must be in a kind of heaven as I impaled myself.  There was nothing quite like being surrounded by three naked beautiful women.
	“Oh fuck!” I moaned as I ground my hips down upon him.  The feeling of his hardness inside me brought only a moment of welcome relief from my need.  I started riding him, bucking up and down while my breasts bounced.  I loved the feeling, the surrender to raw lust.  
	Brian struggled to keep control, but I was so hot, it didn’t take me long to reach my first explosion of passion.  I cried out from the rush of pleasure as my whole body shook.    I was distracted enough, and weak from my orgasm that Raul pushed me off and mounted his still hard cock before Joanna could make her move.  
	I fell back and panted for a moment, watching the lewd show as Joanna straddled Brian’s face and let him lick at her dripping pussy while Raul moaned as she rode him.  I slowly recovered my strength and dove back in, I slid up his legs and started to lick at his balls as Raul’s ass bounced above my head.
	The whole episode flashed by as we jockeyed for position and each of us was rocked by one orgasm after another.  We only paused to help Brian recover after each time he filled one of us with cum.  All three of us surrounded him and licked at his cock and balls as he moaned until it was hard enough to fill one of us again.  
	We were all simply obsessed, and time flew away from us until we collapsed together in a naked pile deep in the night.
	I woke up with my breasts mashed against Joanna’s back and Brian’s cock pressing into the crack of my ass.  The jungle wasn’t so cold at night, but someone had managed to recover enough to pull out our blankets and we were all snuggled up beneath them.
	“What the hell was that?” Joanna groaned as she managed to extract herself.
	“One hell of a night...” Brian quipped.  I punched his arm as I got up and sought out my clothes.  
	“Something sure happened.” I replied.  “Some kind of magic we were close enough to get hit by.”
	“Nice magic, though.” Raul smiled.  She seemed eminently satisfied by all the sex last night.  I couldn’t deny it had been good, but the cause of it worried me.  If the magic was that powerful and being blasted out this far, it was only a matter of time before things got even worse.
	“Maybe if we all want to end up as sex starved bimbos.” Joanna shot back.  Raul certainly hadn’t been bothered by what was going on.  It seemed that she enjoyed her new sexy state of being far more than I would have expected. 
	Raul just laughed as she pulled her shirt back on.  She knew just what she’d become, and it didn’t concern her.  She was happy to get revenge on the man who had betrayed her, but she never made any hint that she wanted to change back.
	I had to admit that I was growing conflicted by that as well.  I wasn’t ready to talk about it with the others yet, but I’d started to think of myself as a woman now.  It was a strange notion all the same, but I felt so much better this way.   I wasn’t sure if it was the spell or just how good the sex was, but I couldn’t deny it either.  
	“We should get going then.  If we’re going to deal with whatever is going on, there’s no more time to waste.” Brian interjected and we all agreed.  
	We packed up camp as quick as we could and resumed our trek.  It was a couple hours of cutting through the jungle before we got close enough to see it.  Like most undiscovered ruins, it was hard to tell it wasn’t just a small hill, but I’d seen enough temples swallowed up by the jungle to recognize what I was seeing.
	Patrick and his men had made a small clearing and set up a camp.  There were several tents and a couple trucks parked nearby.  They’d also cleared a path up the mound towards the top of the temple.  
	“Shit, I can’t look.” I tried to look at the top of the temple and I just couldn’t.  It was like the old man’s face in my dream.  Right where the top of the temple should be was simply a perceptual void.  I could feel that the pull was coming from it, but I couldn’t really look at it.  From further away I couldn’t even see it, but this close I could sense the absence of reality from that spot.
	“What the fuck.” Joanna gasped in awe.  Until now, she’d not really seen the magic first hand.  Our stories were one thing, but looking at it, or rather not being able to look at it was enough to force the full weight of reality upon her.
	“Now what?” Brian asked as he stopped staring at the void and pinched his nose for a moment with his eyes closed tight.  “If we can’t even look at it, how do we get there?”
	“Where are my men?” Raul pointed out the other obvious point.  We stopped for a moment and looked around.  The camp was empty.  There was no sign of the men who’d been left here.  It was hard to tell how many should have been here, but it was easily half a dozen.  There were guns and cots.  The camp stove had burned out with a few pans on top. 
	“Okay, even creepier.  Either those guys just ran off into the jungle without their guns or trying to take the trucks, or they’re somewhere else.” Brian nodded towards the temple.  
	We all saw the discarded clothes leading up to the base of the temple.  The vines had been pulled away from the stones on the large staircase up the temple.  I shuddered, the closer we got, the more I felt the power coming from the top.  
	“So, god comes out, enchants the guards and they go running up the temple?” Joanna kicked at the wildly strewn clothes.  It looked like they’d all stripped in a rush of passionate excitement just tossing their clothes away.  We’d done much the same last night, but this was clearly different.
	“I guess that means we should follow.” I looked up the steps.  The void at the top was somehow calling to me now.  The pull had become something more real.  Just knowing that didn’t help me though.  
	“But what is it?” Brian asked.  
	“I think it’s the doorway, maybe to that middle place in my dreams, or to the other side completely.” I answered as best I could.  I didn’t know how I knew, but it seemed so correct.  I was more certain of it than I was of almost anything.  
	“Where the gods live?” Brian flushed a bit.  I couldn’t blame him.  We’d all seen the power that these beings could wield.  Going up those steps was a surefire way to get into the deep end.  
	“I think so.  Raul, any thoughts?” I asked.  If she had anything like the connection I had to this place it might help.  At least she was here for the ritual that opened the door in the first place.
	“No, Patrick simply took me to the top and performed his ritual.  There was no opening to the other world when I was here last.” She shook her head.  The strangeness of the place was getting to her as well.  None of us were immune to that strange power.  
	I took a deep breath and took the first step.  There was no reason to wait.
	“You sure you don’t want to take anything else?” Joanna motioned towards the guns that had been left behind.  I shook my head.
	“Seriously?” I laughed.  Like a gun could stop a god.  If we got to the point where that even seemed like it might be a last resort I couldn’t imagine anything good coming from the attempt.
	“I guess that’s it then.  Leg’s go.” Brian followed right behind me.
	The pull of the doorway seemed to grow stronger with every step.  It wasn’t enough on its own to push me forward, but it helped.  The biggest trick was not looking up.  I did once and I could feel my mind trying to jump out my ears.  Something about it just defied sanity, and I was walking right for it.  I knew that made me a little crazy, but I had to see what was up there and what was on the other side.
	The steps were hard as well, each step was almost as tall as my knee, and the work clearing the path had been rather haphazard at best.  I thanked my need to focus on my assent.  At least until I felt the edge.  It was like a tingling wall of energy.  I placed my hand through it and was just swooning.  I was about to turn back and tell the others when Brian seemed to fall on top of me.
	Everything tumbled.  First, it was Brian, then Joanna and Raul.  We were a mass of bodies flailing together.  I was afraid to open my eyes.  We both were and weren’t falling, the sensations were so strange my mind couldn’t really make sense of them.  I was lost to the sensation for an eternity and an instant.  Time was avoiding reason, just as much as everything else.
	Reality came back to me in washes of sound and light and sensation.  I was on my hands and knees, panting as if I had been holding my breath.  I lifted my head and opened my eyes.  Everything snapped like it was more real than real.  
	“Shit!” 
	“Damn!”
	“Dios Mio!” 
	Everyone swore together.  Right in front of us was what looked like an ancient temple, except it was brand new, perfectly carved from something that looked almost like  granite.  The surface had been smoothed until it shimmered in the light of day.  There was an almost unreal sparkle to it, as if it was as much of magic as it was of reality.  Flowers lined the grand staircase and at the top was not the usual space for offerings, but a grand throne that robbed the senses just to look at it.
	That wasn’t all.  At the base of the temple there was what looked like a festival.  Except it was populated only by busty, mostly naked, and stunningly beautiful women.  Most of them were dancing sensuously, though some seemed to be sharing far more intimate caresses until we looked at the center.
	There was one man standing at the center.  If he was a man.  The shape was perfect, muscular, tall and tanned.  His skin shimmered, and he looked right at us.  It was his eyes that drew me in and told me he wasn’t just a man.  They were dark, and sparkled in a way no human eyes could.  
	With a wave of his arm, the women around him fell back and parted a path towards us.  He was completely naked, and I quivered just looking at him.  He was perfect beyond perfection, and I couldn’t have wanted someone more than I desired him.
	“Who is that?” Joanna whispered as she knelt beside me.  Somehow none of us felt like it was right to stand up.  I hadn’t even realized it until now.  Once, I did, it still didn’t matter.  I was kneeling and that was the right thing to do, it was a truth so core to my being that I couldn’t think to challenge it.
	He smiled, looking down at us with those impossible eyes.  He waved his hand and I sat back on my heels, thrusting out my heaving chest and looking up at him.  Everyone else was doing the same.
	“Interesting that you would come across the threshold.” He grinned, looking at us with keen interest.  “Have you come to please me?”
	“Yes...” Came the breathless reply from each of us.  How could there be any other reply?  My mind was stopped on that one thought.  
	“Ah, wonderful.  It has been so long since I could enjoy such a festival.  Now, I just need to prepare you properly.” He held up his hand and reality seemed to ripple for a moment, and I realized I was naked!  He’d just winked our clothes out of existence, and now I was fully exposed.  
	He took a moment to appraise us before stopping before Raul.  “So lovely that you came prepared.”
	Then he stepped before me.  “Almost perfect.”
	I gasped as he waved his hand.  I could feel my chest growing heavy and my pussy clenched eagerly against the emptiness between my thighs.  Hair billowed around me, flowing from my head until it tickled at my toes.  I knew he’d furthered my transformation, making me more of what he desired.  I shuddered excitedly, knowing that he was preparing me to please him.  
	Joanna was next and he gave her a similar makeover, larger breasts, softer curves and long flowing hair.
	“Ah, an unsullied canvas.” The man laughed as he looked at Brian.  Then he raised his hand and we all watched as a magical glow consumed him.  The shift happened so much faster than with me.  His whole body shrank as his hair turned blond and started to grow.  Where we had been granted large breasts and sensuous curves, Brian was kept petite, her new breasts were perky but not large.  The contrast with her old form was stark, and all the while she stared up at him with rapt attention.
	Then the man turned.  We didn’t need to be told to follow him.  Each of us rose to our feet and walked towards the center that he had been in.  The women there moved aside for us, and I knelt at the edge of a bed of cushions that had been left for him.
	Joanna and Raul joined me, resting on our heels as Brian knelt down onto the cushions and crawled in front of him.  I watched as she began to lick at his hardness, running her tongue up and down his length.  She smiled up at him and then began taking him into her mouth.  She reached up and started to stroke him as well, caressing the base of his cock and caressing his balls.  There was nothing to suggest she had been a straight man just moments before.  
	I shuddered, not wanting to stop watching, but desperately wishing it was me in her place.  Something about him just drew me in, and made it hard to think of anything beyond the pleasures I could give him and that he could give me.  Watching Brian servicing him so eagerly was hot as well.  She was a stunning little pixie of a woman, and it was so hot watching her squirm as she took his cock deeper and deeper between her lips.
	Then she pulled back and giving him a lingering suck before falling back onto the cushions.  She spread her legs wide, showing us all her bare and dripping pussy.  
	“Please… fuck me!  Fuck me so hard...” She whimpered as she exposed herself.
	He slid down between her legs, his raging cock poised to strike.  He slid it over her wet folds and then filled her in one hard thrust.  Brian threw her head back in feminine ecstasy as her pussy clenched around his hard cock.   She cried out for more, and we all watched as he took her passionately.  
	It went on for what seemed like hours as he took Brian through one erotic position after another.  His cock never wavered, and neither did the sound of lust and pleasure from Brian’s lips.  She flew from one orgasm to another and I simply watched in eager anticipation.
	Finally, he finished, filling her with his cum and Brian collapsed exhausted and thoroughly used.  Raul and I helped her from the cushions as Joanna presented herself to clean his cock.  
	I knelt back and watched as he claimed her.  His passion and energy driving her through a series of orgasms.  I’d never seen anything so hot and it never seemed to end.  I waited at the edge, eager for my turn in a way I’d never before wanted something.  
	Finally, I watched that final explosion of passion and I knew it was my turn.  I couldn’t tell you how, but I wasn’t going to question it.  As I watched his thick cock pull free from Joanna’s stuffed pussy, I was there, ready to clean him of all her tasty juices.
	Nothing prepared me for the taste of his seed.  I nearly came just tasting it, and I eagerly licked up every drop and carefully savored it in my mouth before going down on him.  My whole body was quaking as I wrapped my lips around his thick hardness and started to suck on him.  The flavor was like the essence of masculinity.  Drawing it my tongue across his veined thickness just made me whole body tremble.  I wanted this so badly it almost hurt.  
	There was no hesitation, no wavering as I moved into position on the cushions.  I turned around and held myself on my hands and knees, eager to be mounted with my ass thrust into the air.  He stroked my bare ass and then pulled me in, his hardness filling me with the same perfect thrust as the others.  The feeling of his cock inside me was raw perfection.  He filled me till I almost burst and the heat of his cock made me shudder.
	Then he fucked me, fully and thoroughly.  There was simply nothing I wouldn’t do for him, nothing he couldn’t do to me.  He filled my every hole and I came over and over again.  I did things I didn’t even know could be done, but all the while I kept pushing and fucking with one full intent of having him fill me with his cum.  
	I was on my back when the time came, his thrust filling me with eager intent as I pressed my chest into him.  I was crying out.  Words were lost to me after everything I had done, all that was left was writhing helpless passion.  Harder and harder he filled me and I met his thrusts, grinding and squeezing his firm manhood as I savored the wonder of his technique.
	Then he pushed into me one last time, filling me to the brim.  I cried out as his cock throbbed within me, his glorious seed flowing into my depths.  The orgasm I’d been building to exploded inside me and I clamped myself to him.
	This was unlike any orgasm I’d felt before.  The raw power of it seemed to fracture something inside of me and suddenly everything around me was frozen in a perfect moment of clarity.  I could see my friends kneeling next to us, the rapture on his face as he unleashed his power upon me.  There was more to it though, I could see the reality behind the moment, the power of the magic flowing around me, the spell that had warped everything here into his creation.
	Time was frozen.  I was still locked against him, my body filled to wonderful extremes, but I was outside myself as well.  I traced the flows of energy and I could see where it came from and where it was going.  He wasn’t here, only a piece of him.  He was building up his strength, working to push the door open wide enough that all of him could come through and fill the world with his lust and power.
	I could see his vision.  It was a world devoted to him and his whims, a world of lust and passion and submission.  The power of it was wickedly tempting, and I had to pull back to keep from falling in.  I knew if I didn’t this moment would end and I would forever be in his bed with no greater dream than his unending pleasure.  The allure of it was almost disturbing, but I drew my attention back to the unreality I was in.
	This space between worlds was as far as he could go.  It was enough for him to draw in his power, but he couldn’t fully use it either.  It was here, building up in the passion around him.  Each of us women were a vessel, almost a battery charged with his seed, and ready to power his escape.  I could feel that energy inside me, pulsing, eager to rejoin him.
	The words made sense.  I reached out, touching the power.  His release was my opening.  His orgasm trapped him in his own moment of perfect pleasure, the moment I was in, holding onto a control that I knew couldn’t last.  Now I just had to figure out what to do.
	I paused for a moment, taking everything in.  This was the gateway between worlds, a neutral place that allowed the power from both sides to mingle.  That was how he could reshape us and use us.  It also meant I had access to a power of my own, the power of our world.  I could feel it gently tugging at my mind, just as I could feel the tug of his realm upon the power inside me.  
	Then I saw it.  The wedge of power that was cracking open the door to the other side.  It was a raw piece of reality, the world I knew.  I could feel it flowing, yet fragile.  He had built it up, wrapped it with his power to hold It together and I could see where he was preparing to fill it.  Like a balloon, he was going to fill it with the powers he was storing up and it would expand fast enough to shove the door open before it popped.
	The moment began to slip.  I could feel it, the flow of time starting to gnaw at me again.  There was only one chance.  I focused everything I had, seeking the power of reality to wrap around the power inside me, the energy he was about to use.  I let it flow through me, over me.  It was a wave of raw pleasure, and as it coursed through me, I almost lost my hold on it.  Then it flew from me and I guided the shot, right for that wedge against the door.
	The world snapped back.  I cried out, his cock still deep inside me.  His head thrust up in the strain of his release.  Then his eyes opened in shock and he looked down at me and laughed.
	“A wonder, you beat me!  Lost to my own game!” He smiled as his laughter echoed around me.  He simply faded away as if he was an illusion.  I fell back, released from his grip as the space around me seemed to ripple.  I realized what it was, this was a passageway, and the door had closed.  Everything here was falling back to nothing, but the power he had stored was also breaking free.  Without his will to contain it, I couldn’t know what would happen.
	“That is why there is a keeper.” I heard a familiar voice and turned to see the old man from my dreams.  He was looking away from us standing next to the temple of impossible granite.  He was waving his arms around methodically.  My connection with the power had faded, but I could see him pulling it from us and pooling it together.
	“Is that all?” I asked as I watched the world start to fade away.  The jungle drew black and soon all that was left was a path that I knew must lead home.
	“No, I have only stilled some waters.  The sleeper still stirs. For now, I will watch the door. Now, the choice remains to be what was or what could be.” He held his hand out and I watched as the magic swirled around him and then to all of those gathered around us.  
	One by one the women changed back into their original forms.  All just as naked as they’d been before, but mostly male again.  Brian returned to his masculine self, and Joanna regained her more svelte form.  The magic swirled around Raul as well, and she changed as well, but didn’t return to her male form, but to a taller, more elegant version of her feminine shape.
	Then the power wrapped around me.  My whole body tingled with potential and I knew I had a choice to make.  I could return to my old male form or stay the young woman I’d become.  It was more than that though.  The power of this magic was more than just a simple one of form.  If I choose to be a woman, I’d have always been one, aside from those here, no one would ever know I’d been a man.  
	“A gift then.” I felt the old man laughed and another wave of energy slipped through me.  I’d saved the world, and for that I deserved a reward, not a choice.  He didn’t need to say it, I could feel his intent as the magic did its work.
	“And thanks.” 
	The world faded away, and everything swirled again.  That empty feeling of falling consumed me and then I awoke on top of the temple, tossed across Brian’s naked back in a sea of nude flesh.
	“Well, goddamn.” Brian muttered as he looked at my naked and still very feminine body.  “That was something.”
	I blushed and punched him in the arm.  After everything we’d just been through, I didn’t feel like I should be self conscious, but something in his look bugged me.  
	“Everyone okay?” Joanna asked as she pulled herself up.  The others seemed to be a lot more stunned, which was just as well.  We didn’t want to hang around while they sorted themselves out.
	“Let’s get going!” I prodded and we all stumbled down the temple stairs as carefully as we could on our bare feet.  Thankfully, there were clothes at the bottom and Brian managed to find some keys to one of the trucks.  Before the others had managed to rouse themselves, we were already driving away.
	“So care to explain why the two of you are still stacked?” Brian asked when we finally hit a road.  Raul had decided to catch a ride with us instead of waiting to see if the men at the temple were loyal or not.  
	“I think it’s because I find myself rather dashing like this.” Raul smiled as she patted down the ill fitting clothes we’d stolen from the camp.
	“I think I’m a bit more special.” I smiled.  I could still feel the magic, and the gift that had been given me.  “Pull over and I can let you see what I mean.”
	Brian pulled the truck to the side of the road and I smiled.  
	“Just watch.” I closed my eyes and focused for a moment.  I could feel a flash of energy and then I opened my eyes again.
	“Holy shit.” Brian’s mouth hung open.  Everyone else looked stunned as well to see that I was back to my old self.  All masculine and everything right down to the bulge in my crotch.
	“That’s not the half of it.” I closed my eyes again, and with a flash there was nothing between my legs, but an eager little pussy and the rest of me was back to the feminine form I’d enjoyed.
	“How is that possible?” Joanna asked as she looked me over carefully.
	“It was a gift from the keeper, a thanks for keeping the old gods locked away.  I can be what I want, when I want.  I’m still working out the details, but it’s like I can swap reality, aside from you guys, if I become a girl, everyone will always think I’d been a girl, if I swap back, then I’ve always been a guy.” I explained.  I didn’t know how I knew it, but I guessed it was part of the magic that had changed me.  It let me know not just how to work the spell, but the effect it had as well.
	“So which is it going to be?” Brian asked.
	“Well, I’ll stay like this for now, besides, I think we can have a bit more fun this way, don’t you?” I smiled and punched him in the arm.
	He just laughed and nodded.  This wasn’t going to be our last adventure, but I knew we’d be a lot closer from here on.  There was more excitement to be had, but for now I was ready to relax and enjoy the good things in life.  
	What more could I ask for?
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