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  Chapter 1 - Welcome to the Jungle


  The jungle was unbearably hot.


  “Maybe in hell there would be less humidity”, Jamie Wilson, muttered to his taller companion.


  Jamie was short where his companion was tall. Overweight and balding, his skull glistened with sweat as flies moved about the late afternoon air. He smacked at one and shifted his stance to pull a foot free of the muck. Two inches of mud sucked at his boots and he nearly fell over, managing to maintain his balance by twisting and flailing his arms to stay upright. Finally, he managed to slump against a tree, exhausted.


  His companion stared forward solemnly, ignoring the heat and bugs. Some people got all the luck. Damien was tall and handsome, even the gray working at his temples managed to give his robust head of hair a seasoned quality. Somehow, the man’s tank top even looked freshly dry pressed, where Jamie’s was soaked with sweat and now splashed with mud.


  Jamie pulled himself upright and sighed. The Company had intended to send a pair of senior executives to oversee the excavation. He hadn’t the backbone to reject the assignment. Conversely, Damien had volunteered, an act which perplexed the older man. What were the odds they had discovered the vault housing the fabled Fountain of Youth?


  “Poppycock,” Jamie’s father would have called it. Even so, Damien Fullworth and Jamie Wilson had been sent to supervise the tomb’s opening. They were to protect the Company’s investment in labor and research which had led to this moment. He could obviously understand why a Company would be hunting the Fountain of Youth, but everyone knew it was a myth. And yet here he was, in the stink and the heat, watching a bunch of dirty locals pry open a moss covered stone supposedly concealing the temple’s entrance. Shouting from the locals, in Portuguese of which Jamie understood nothing, took his attention from the latest mosquito bite. They were approached by one of the scientists who emerged from the crowd of excited workers.


  Thin, reedy, and dressed in a tattered lab coat, the researcher addressed Damien, all but ignoring Jamie, “Sir, we should go in first, the photographers and the archaeologists, I mean. This temple has been untouched for a millennium; You should wait until we’ve thoroughly investigated.”


  Damien sneered down at him and said, “The Company has instructed us to be the first ones inside. We must insure the interests of the Company are not at risk.”


  Although Jamie was technically the taller man’s superior, Damien’s quick rise through the ranks had made him arrogant and his tone of command cowed all but the strongest willed. Jamie only sighed dejectedly and slapped at another mosquito. Damien’s next stop on the corporate ladder was likely his position. As if in emphasis, the sky crackled with thunder and a light rain started, slapping the leaves of the tropical boughs far above and further drenching the waterlogged executive.


  Pushing the scientist aside, Damien approached the crack in the door, as Jamie scrambled to keep up, the clop-clop of the mud on their boots barely audible over the increasingly heavy rainfall. Locals handed them torches and babbled incoherently attempting to light them, even as Damien squeezed through the crack. He disappeared through the fissure, leaving only a flickering light visible from the other side.


  Jamie grimly followed. By sucking in his sizable gut and wiggling violently, he managed to squeeze in behind Damien. A hand from the outside might contributed to the struggle, but he eventually managed to slip inside the opening. Similarities to a Winnie the Pooh story too were too numerous for his liking and he hoped they didn’t need to exit in a hurry.


  The two men walked down the roughly hewn cave. Mercifully dry and cool, the cave appeared to be as neglected as the scientists had hoped. Dust at least a quarter of an inch thick lined the floor. After descending ten feet or so the cave opened into sizeable a chamber that made the shorter man gasp in surprise. The room was a perfect cube, covered completely in writing that danced in the torchlight. A round pedestal sat in the center of the room casting two shadows, one from each torch.


  As Jamie looked around, marveling at the carved lettering inscribed from floor to ceiling, he caught a flash of gold in the corner opposite Damien. Further scrutiny revealed a small object nestled in a corner obscured by dust and poor light. He glanced back at Damien who was actively studying the pedestal and the small empty basin which looked to be carved out of stone. When he was sure the younger man was preoccupied, Jamie walked to the corner and knelt to investigate. The bauble was a simplistic looking half-moon bracelet. It looked to be made entirely of gold!


  “Perhaps I should leave it for the scientists,” he thought briefly.


  However, as he pondered the tall, handsome businessman gunning for his job, made his decision. What was the harm in claiming a souvenir? A reward for his decades of loyal service. Then he reached out covertly slipped the bracelet into his pants’ pocket. As he rose from the corner, he turned to see Damien regard him.


  “What are you doing over there?” he demanded.


  “I… I… uh…” Jamie stammered, fingers caressing the cold piece of metal in his pants’ pocket. A lie came surprisingly easy to his lips, “I’m claustrophobic. If I move to a corner and look out it makes the room look bigger.”


  Damien eyed him suspiciously for a moment and then his face relaxed. “If you’re not feeling well, we should leave and allow the research team to do their jobs.”


  His voice sounded kind, but his venomous expression spoke volumes. “Poor old man,” they said, “Soon you can retire, and your job will be mine.”


  Together they moved back into the roughhewn tunnel and found the workers had further moved the stone covering. The opening was now wide enough to allow 3 bodies through at a time. Scientists were already bustling back and forth carrying equipment towards the interior.


  Jamie sighed in satisfaction, his fingers running over the treasure in his pocket. “I wonder how much it’s worth?” He wondered.


  Damien motioned to a group of 5 scientists standing nearby and described what he had noticed, providing directions to focus their study. As the researchers talked excitedly amongst each other, Damien turned to Jamie.


  “I can handle things for now,” he assured the smaller man, “Why don’t you head back to camp. It’ll be dark soon and we don’t want you getting lost in the wilderness. Once things get set up here, likely in a day or so, we can return to civilization. You’ll be back in your recliner in no time.”


  Jamie regretted talking to the younger man, but it had been a long flight. Even more so, he wanted to say, “Dammit, Damien. I’m in charge here and we leave when I say so!” But he was terribly tired. Worse, he had a rain-soaked hike back to camp ahead.


  “Fine,” Jamie finally muttered before stepping back into the downpour.


  He stomped angrily through the pouring rain, or rather intended to stomp. Mud clutched at his boots with every step making the hike an exhausting ordeal. He fixated on the small gold bracelet in his pocket, tracing the edge with his thumb. Preoccupied, his foot hit an unusually deep pocket of mud and both of his hands flew forward reflexively to keep his balance.


  The bracelet was still grasped tightly in his right hand, but as the rain fell Jamie noticed the trinket was softly glowing softly in the diminishing daylight. He studied it, wondering momentarily if a shaft of sunlight had broken through the clouds, but the rain continued down as heavily as before. It appeared as if the light was coming from the artifact itself!


  Looking closer, the rain falling near his hand moved abnormally. It was almost as if it was being bent, ever so slightly towards the bracelet, while the object itself felt dry in his grip. The intensity of the light suddenly grew, followed by a blinding flash. When his vision cleared, the bracelet was gone. No, it wasn’t gone. It had found its way onto his wrist!


  Curiously, instead of a half moon, the bracelet was a single unbroken ring of gold. He didn’t remember slipping the bracelet over his wrist, but it was possible in the confusion. However, he certainly recalled the artifact had not been a complete circle when he had originally discovered it.


  Regardless, he didn’t want anyone to see the bracelet or they might take it away. So, using his free hand to slip it off his wrist… it didn’t budge. It clung tightly to his wrist, and no matter how hard he tugged, it would not move.


  “Well,” Jaime said to himself, “Once I get to my tent I can dry my hands. Then I’ll get this thing off and bury the bracelet deep my bag.”


  Continuing the wet, miserable march back to camp, he put both hands deep into pockets, hoping to hide the artifact. When Jamie finally slipped inside his warm, dry tent, he checked the time. It was a quarter past eight. The sun would just have been setting if he could have seen through the rain through the thick layer of cloud cover and precipitation. While exhausting, the heavy rain made the walk as good as a shower leaving him tired but refreshed. In fact, he felt better than he had any right to expect.


  Jaime decided to get comfortable, or as comfortable as one could get in this god forsaken wilderness. The tent was outfitted with a cot, and a few sparse belongings including a trunk with his hastily assembled wardrobe. Stripping off the soiled tank top, cargo shorts and underwear he grabbed a dry towel wiped down his scalp, drying the last remaining tufts of hair. After drying the remainder of his body, he changed into his cleanest pair of boxers and gave his belly a scratch.


  He looked down at his girth with a rueful expression. All the unexpected exercise and terrible food seems over the last several days seemed to be good for his waistline at least. Size 50 boxers were barely held aloft by the overworked elastic band. Jamie couldn’t remember the last time he’d been able to buy clothes a size smaller. Then again, perhaps this pair was just over-stretched, a problem he DID have experience with. He sighed.


  With a mighty yawn, Jamie let the question of weight loss or ruined elastic go and slipped into a deep slumber on his too-hard cot, while outside, the rain slowly began to abate.




  


  Chapter 2 - We’ve Got Fun and Games


  Jaime awoke suddenly, the sound of his tent flap being thrown aside managing to break through his snoring. The hunched form of Damien, an oil lamp in his hand resolved itself to Jamie’s bleary, post-sleep vision. He could make out the expression on the younger man’s face and saw an expression of deep outrage.


  “I know you found something in the vault you diabetic geezer. What did you take from the temple?” Damien demanded in a harsh whisper.


  Confused, Jamie reached for the lamp on the small table next to his cot. He turned up the light and they both looked towards the glinting gold on his wrist. Jamie cursed under his breath. Damien looked like a dam ready to burst, but as he studied Jamie, the expression shifted from fury to astonishment.


  “I… I uh…” Jamie struggled to explain but Damien no longer seemed interested in the bracelet. In fact, he followed the other man’s eyes to the top of his head and searched with exploring fingers, worried a spider had crawled atop his head.


  Jamie was stunned to discover, not a tarantula, but scalp covered in a dense thicket of hair! Searching, Jamie felt for the hairline eventually determining the full extent was most comparable to his high school self. Was this an elaborate prank?


  Jamie stood up from the cot and his boxers promptly fell to the ground. He looked down in embarrassment, but viewed his belly with delight, he could see his toes! Jamie could not remember the last time he had seen them from this perspective.


  “God’s man, pull up your pants,” Damien chided.


  “Oh, sorry,” the shorter man apologized as he pulled the boxers up and held them fast.


  Damien looked sourly at senior and then at the bracelet on his wrist, “Do you realize what you’ve found? We’ve found the Fountain of Youth!”


  Jamie only stood numbly, still trying to assimilate the information that he had lost 40 pounds in just a few hours. Jamie felt around his face for telltale wrinkles and folds that no longer existed. It seemed implausible.


  “Do you want to turn me in?” Jamie asked glumly.


  Damien surprised him with an excited hug. “Are you insane? You and I are the only ones who know about the bracelet. We can keep it for ourselves! We’ll be rich!” He was half yelling, half whispering, greed fully evident on his handsome face.


  “Here let me see it,” Damien inquired, holding out a shaking hand.


  Jamie didn’t want to hand it over, but he had hair and had just lost 40 pounds and was already in the best shape he’d been in since college, and didn’t want to push his luck, so he reached his wrist out to Damien.


  With both hands on the bracelet Damien gave it a tug, then a twist. After a moment of failure, he began to pull in earnest.


  “Ow, ow, ow, oweeeee!” Jamie squealed. It felt like his hand would come off before the bracelet. Then in an exasperated he added, “I guess it won’t come off.”


  Damien looked momentarily depressed but then smiled. “Oh well, I guess we shouldn’t be surprised that a magic artifact has a few quirks. Well, you and I are the heads of this operation, we’ll be the first to get any information the scientists or archaeologists uncover at the site. We can stick with the company for a few weeks longer, learn how the bracelet works and then get rich!”


  Jamie only nodded. A mysterious artifact working unknown magic on his body which couldn’t be removed was suddenly less exciting.


  Damien continued on, “We should leave tonight and get you out of camp before anyone realizes what we’ve found. You can stay with me while we work out our plans.”


  Jamie wasn’t sure about anything but once again only nodded again while Damien stuck his head out the window yelling unintelligible orders. Jamie felt a shiver utterly out of place in the oppressive heat of the jungle. Events seemed to be moving faster than he could react. At least Damien was looking out for him, wasn’t he?


  Damien quickly arranged their transport and a few moments later, they piled into a mud-speckled 4x4, which bounced and rumbled through the jungle. In the seat beside Jamie, Damien was on the satellite phone, presumably with a freshly awoken pilot from the small airfield where their private jet waited.


  Jamie reflected on the whirlwind of activity since Damien had barged into his tent. His favorite shirt hung loosely around a body that seemed to be slimming further every moment. Previously, his shorts were held up by a hole punched through a large belt by a screwdriver since none of the regulation holes could manage his girth; he was on the third hole now. Over his t-shirt Jamie wore a heavy raincoat which he couldn’t fit in the single bag he had packed. It was bulky and warm, but in addition to the storage concerns, it masked the full extent of his weight loss, which was becoming increasingly concerning.


  A large thump sounded in the cabin and they all bounced up, down and slid around as the driver took a sharp corner around a fallen log. Moonlight peaked through clouds adding illumination to the ancient vine ridden trail. Jamie wondered how large the bribe had been to convince their driver to speed through the jungle at this time of night. He laid back and tried not to think about the glimpse of his eyes he’d caught in the rearview mirror when the light was just right. He’d been thinner in the past, and less wrinkled, but he’d never had blue eyes…


  An hour later, the roar of engines became audible over the sound of animals and nature. The Gulfstream-V that had brought them here was already turning down the runway. As the truck pulled up alongside the aircraft, the executives scrambled out.


  The plane’s gangway descended, and Damien yelled, “LETS GO!”


  His voice was still nearly drowned out by the sound of the plane’s engines, but Jamie nodded in understanding. He grabbed his bag and nearly fell as his pants dropped to his ankles. Quickly, he grabbed at the waistband and with one hand on his bag, the other holding up his pants, he climbed the stairs into the plane, the gangway closing behind the two men.


  When he entered the plane, Damien moved up to the cockpit and talked to the pilots. Jamie noticed him pulling a stack of bills from his pocket as he briefly disappeared. Moments later Damien took his own seat and the plane took off.


  Once the plane was airborne and at cruising altitude, there was nothing Jamie wanted to do more than sleep through the 14-hour flight back to New York, but instead he headed for the small cabin bathroom. More than anything, he wanted to use a mirror and see how the changes were progressing. He got up from his seat, remembering to hold his pants up while adjusting his belt. There weren’t many holes left. When would this dramatic weight loss end?


  The bathroom had a small mirror which made it difficult to use. Even so, Jamie looked at the face he saw in amazement. It had not been a trick of the light when his eyes had flashed blue in the truck; they were an amazing sky blue. However, these were not the only changes he noticed.


  Besides his weight, which had dropped dramatically even during the truck ride, his face was now smooth and thinner than he ever remembered it. Additionally, his neck had slimmed from jowls to a more graceful line. Hair had continued growing as well, it now reached approximately 4 or 5 inches long, covering the tips of his ears with golden waves. Contrastingly, hair in his nose and ears had receded completely.


  Concerns had blossomed into a terrifying reality. Jamie wasn’t reverting into a younger version of himself, but someone else entirely! He was becoming slimmer, more effeminate man than he had ever been. Prying himself from his worried examination, Jamie walked over to Damien to share his concerns, but the junior executive was fast asleep, and Jamie decided not to disturb him.


  Jamie worried in solitude. He fervently wished for everything to be an artifact of an overactive imagination or an exotic illness, but it all came back to those mysterious blue eyes. Maybe this was all a dream, or the effect of a spider bite, but his chest itched; His legs and arms ached. Even with two hours of sleep he somehow had more energy then he’d had in years. Yet as he reclined the seat, his eyelids shut easily, a sense of peace and tranquility paramount in his mind.


  Somehow, he managed to fall asleep amidst the vibration and roar of the plane’s engines.


  He awoke sometime later to a violent shaking sensation. At first, he thought the plane was crashing but as he became more aware he noticed Damien’s face set in a concerned grimace that only increased Jamie’s fright. Damien was the one shaking him!


  “Oh, thank god,” Damien exclaimed, “I’ve been trying to wake you up for 2 hours now. You were breathing but I…”


  Jamie was amazed at the concern Damien was showing him and it brought a pleasant flush to see something on Damien’s handsome face other than anger, contempt or arrogance. It was very flattering.


  “How long have I–” Jamie begun and stopped suddenly. The voice that was coming from his mouth was soft soprano and sounded like a girl’s voice, not his own deep rumble. He remembered the bracelet… What kind of man had he become?


  Damien only looked at him and said solemnly, “You’ve been asleep for over twelve hours. I… I was afraid to wake you but we’re landing soon and… you should go look at yourself.”


  He gestured at the open bathroom door. Jamie turned his head to look where the other man pointed. A shimmering, golden lock of hair swayed tumbled over his shoulder into his vision. Long, shimmering hair, like a girl’s.


  “What–” Jamie murmured as he reached for the strands with a graceful hand he didn’t recognize. Petrified with fear, unable to move as he gradually became aware of different sensations that he couldn’t comprehend. Particularly, he was aware of a strange weight on his chest. As long as he remained seated, hidden by these bulky clothes, maybe the problem would just go away. He pinched his arm, but didn’t wake up. It couldn’t be!


  “Is there…” Damien asked, pausing for a moment as if looking for the right words, “anything I can do to help?”


  Jamie realized that he couldn’t remain in this seat forever but nodded slowly, too astonished to speak.


  “Ok,” Damien said carefully, I’m going to help you stand up. Hold on to your pants and we’ll look at what’s under those oversized clothes when you’re ready.” He moved nearby and offered his hand to the terrified executive.


  More frightening than the strange voice or what might be hidden under his clothes was the way Damien was being so helpful and kind. What must he look like to cause such an attitude shift?


  Even so, he allowed Damien to help him stand. Jamie was lifted under his elbow, while his other hand his pants on. When he looked at the hand terminating from forearm Damien was holding, it was smooth and small, with delicate fingers and a milky complexion. He closed his eyes and tried to pretend that he hadn’t seen anything strange. “I can’t be a girl,” he reasoned.


  Moments later when Jamie opened his eyes again, he and Damien were shuffling down the aisle together. Jamie’s mind turned to awkward way he felt. Part of it was the weight loss, but it was as if his muscles were fighting the way he tried to walk. Together, they stepped up to the bathroom door. He fought the urge to look away, preferring the safe feeling of Damien’s arms.


  “You can do it,” Damien whispered. His hot breath sending shivers along Jamie’s spine. It was distractingly pleasant, and it took a moment to decipher what Damien had said.


  Jamie felt uncomfortably warm suddenly, but he forced himself to study the figure in the small mirror with a surge of will. He was thankful that Damien still held his elbow and had a supporting hand on his back because the face that looked back at his from the mirror made his knees go weak. A gorgeous woman stared back at him. Her eyes were big and beautiful… and shockingly blue.


  Jamie stared, transfixed by the eyes that looked back at him. Airplane mirrors were small, designed for small airplane bathrooms, but the eyes seemed to take up the whole mirror, a pair of soul consuming topaz gems. They were such an astounding shade of blue; he couldn’t look away from them. Slowly, other features sank in. Golden hair framing a lovely jawline, small nose, arched eyebrows with gorgeous cheekbones accompanied those extraordinary eyes. No doubt remained about a face which couldn’t be much more feminine. Makeup wouldn’t even be necessary, given the perfect complexion and natural coloring of such a face.


  The last hopes Jamie had regarding his manhood were all but abolished now. Only the body, obscured by the much too-large clothes, remained to be seen. He suspected what lay hidden there, but he had to be sure.


  A voice sounded behind Jamie and he nearly jumped in shock. “Do you need any help?”


  Damien’s voice startled him. Obviously, he had forgotten the man’s presence, despite his proximity. There’s no point in waiting and he looked back, nodding somberly.


  They shuffled back into the main cabin together. Turning to look at Damien, Jamie could make out an expression of barely contained excitement on the taller man’s face. Jamie almost changed his mind about letting the other man strip him, but he didn’t think he could force himself do it.


  “Here I go,” Damien said.


  Jamie held his breath and closed his eyes as the jacket and T-shirt were pulled over his head. He forced the small hands holding up his pants to let go and could feel the oversized slacks drop to his ankles. Cold air from the cabin air-conditioners brushed against his bare skin making him shiver, an all-encompassing quiver that ran over every inch of flesh.


  Looking down, Jamie examined his figure. It was so unlike anything he had imagined, it took a moment to regain his bearings. While he’d women’s naked bodies before, many nearly as smooth and beautiful as his appeared to be, it had been dozens of years in the past and never from this angle. The swell of perfect breasts, nipples erect from the coldness of the cabin, velvety skin and a flat stomach.


  Tight was the word that best described his petite form. His breasts were not large, but well suited to the tiny frame, perhaps large B’s or small C’s, although it was nearly impossible to tell from this angle. His legs were slim, with cute, tiny feet. When he focused on his crotch, a hairless, flat region with a neat pubic mound, he felt dizzy. His big belly was gone, but so was his cock!


  Knees weakening, he put his slender arms out to regain balance. Damien reached out and caught him as he stumbled. The strong, warm hands, one around each side of his hips sent another chill through his body, one that Jamie desperately wanted to blame the on the cold. Unfortunately for Jamie, all these changes proved too much to endure and his beautiful blue eyes rolled up into a gorgeous blonde head.


  On a corporate jet, somewhere over the southeast US, Jamie fainted.




  


  Chapter 3 – We’ve Got Everything You Want


  Jamie awoke some time later although she didn’t know much time had passed. Her eyes examined the interior and she was surprised to find that she was lying down in the plush seat of a limo. There were two rows of seats facing one another, tinted windows revealing a dimmed, starry sky through darkened glass. Damien sat opposite her, his face earnestly studying the landscape that passed by.


  She caught herself thinking of “her” eyes. “When did I start considering myself as a woman?” Jamie wondered. Or worse, “Why did it feel so natural?”


  Vaguely, she remembered the sight of her slender body and it’s unassailable beauty. Naked, with Damien’s big, warm, strong hands on her hips… That memory brought a chill to her soul. Whatever masculinity remained, resisted that line of thought. Whatever her body looked like, she remained a man on the inside.


  Nevertheless, Jamie looked down at her body and noted with surprise that she was not wearing the oversized clothes from the airplane or anything from her hastily packed travel bag. Instead she was wearing a large, unfamiliar sweater. The pullover was not bulky, rather it was simply too long, as if it was made for a tall-ish man, descending mid-way down her thighs. Pale, smooth legs poked out from the sweater and Jamie realized it was all she was wearing.


  “Is this yours?” she asked Damien, cringing at the waifish tone which lilted from her mouth.


  “Yes,” Damien began, meeting her eyes with his own imperious gaze. “I wasn’t sure how much money it would have taken to bribe the pilots. Pilots who had taken an elderly overweight man in Brazil and deposited a beautiful woman wearing the same clothes in New York. That’s quite a trade, and a rather difficult one to explain.”


  Damien continued to watch her with an intense expression. As she regarded him, Jamie realized his were a pleasant shade of hazel, and quite entrancing. Then she realized he had been making a joke and found herself giggling. She hadn’t found him particularly funny before.


  “That seems like a shitty solution,” Jamie observed.


  Damien grinned and said, “You were beautiful naked woman, so of course I decided to dress you up like an ugly old man.” He indicated himself as the ‘ugly old man’ in question.


  Jamie found herself laughing again at the self-deprecation.


  “He is so funny,” she thought, I don’t know why I didn’t notice that before. And handsome,” added the voice in the back of her mind.


  “I had a spare sweater in my bag and I put it on you to disguise your lovely curves and put the old clothes on over that. Then I put a baseball cap from your bag over your head. With your pretty hair all bunched up under it, they were none the wiser. Fortunately, I had arranged for the limo from tarmac, so I put one arm over your shoulder, and hauled the ‘drunk old man’ into the car. Once we left the airport, I ditched the rags.”


  Jamie was enjoying the story a great deal, but she couldn’t put her finger on the reason. Still laying down she propped herself up on one arm, pushing her hair back over her shoulder. Although she wanted to be angry at Damien’s presumption, those clothes were for a man… a man that didn’t exist anymore. Also, for whatever reason, Jamie couldn’t find the contempt and hatred for Damien she had felt before his kindness aboard the flight… And it was NOT because he had called her pretty a half-dozen times in the last few minutes.


  Whatever remaining masculinity he still possessed roared up in defiance. Jamie determinedly fought to think of himself as a “he” and sat up on the seat. Addressing Damien in a commanding tone, or what passed for one with the new soprano’s intonation, “What’s the next step then? Where do we go from here,” he blustered.


  Feeling self-conscious Jamie used his hands to pull the sweatshirt further down his legs. Now that he was sitting up, they only went down about a few inches down his thigh. He squeezed his legs together, refusing to cross them female-style.


  Damien didn’t seem to notice the change in tone. He looked out the window at the first rays of the rising sun started peeking out from between the buildings. “Well, now that you’re awake you have a choice. The first data from the dig site will be on the company intranet by now. Security protocol will prevent its removal from the facility. I can take you to my house and let you relax, since I’m sure you’ve had a trying day. My ex-wife may have left some clothes around the house.”


  Uncertain, Jamie frowned.


  Damien reached into his back pocket and pulled out a wallet. From the wallet came a platinum card. “I’ll let you spend as much as you need for clothes or whatever until we figure this out. I’ll be at work trying to decipher the writings in the meantime.”


  “By yourself?” Jamie asked, trying to ignore the oddly compelling allure of buying a new outfit.


  “Well, I can really only see one way of getting you past security since they obviously won’t let you through like that.” He gestured at Jamie’s sweater/dress and Jamie was forced to concede the point. “I have a seamstress in town who owes me a favor. Instead of heading to my house to drop you off, we could head there. She could tailor a business suit on short order and we could pass you off as my new secretary. Then we could work on deciphering the text together.”


  That was the obvious solution then. Jamie wouldn’t play gold-digger, but secretary wasn’t much better. Both positions were subservient and left Jamie in the other man’s debt. It did seem that for the time being these were the only two options available, but what scared Jamie most of all was how her heart raced while she was considering Damien’s pale eyes.


  Jamie pondered it for a minute longer, her eyes roaming over the details of Damien’s face. She took in his distinguished wrinkles at the corners of his eyes, his strong jaw spotted with a day’s worth of stubble, and convinced herself the rugged good looks did not sway her. Together, they would have to find out how to turn Jamie back and solve the riddle of the bracelet.


  Jamie guessed his new body was physiologically 18 or so, if he had to guess. Therefore, they had discovered an artifact which obviously granted youth. In fact, if it hadn’t also resulted in a sex change, Jamie would have been thrilled with the turn of events. Dressing like a female secretary would be embarrassing, but if they could figure this all out, they would be very rich, and Jamie could even have his manhood back.


  “To the seamstress!” Jamie suddenly exclaimed.


  Damien looked surprised at her enthusiasm and mumbled something into the intercom linking the passengers with the driver and they sped off into the rapidly brightening morning.


  A brief time later the car pulled up alongside a brick faced shop. Two stories tall, sunlight was just peeking over the top of the building, casting the sign fully in shadow and leaving it mostly unreadable through the tinted windows.


  Damien stepped out of the vehicle and bending over, he offered his hand to Jamie. She shyly accepted, and they walked hand in hand into the small shop. Damien held her tightly as she considered the differences in their height. Jamie had never been tall, but she judged her height to be 5’4” or 5’5”, easily dwarfed by his 6’1”. Somehow, she had lost several inches of height.


  Dwarfed by the taller executive, they walked through the glass door and into the shop interior. Rolls of fabric lined one of the walls, while a variety of colorful dresses lined another. Jamie marveled at the gorgeous lines of a vibrant blue dress.


  “Beautiful isn’t it?”


  A stout middle-aged woman addressed them. The newcomer looked demonstrably tired, glaring at Damien before taking a longer look at Jamie, studying her up and down. Her sandy blonde hair was a mess and the bags under her eyes made her look older than she probably was.


  “It’s about time you showed up. Come along, girl,” she demanded, gesturing for Jamie to follow her. Damien released her hand and moved as if to follow. The older woman gave him a stern look and he abruptly peeled off, leaving the two women alone. Together, they walked through the small boutique, through a heavy wooden door. Inside the room was a short round pedestal surrounded by mirrors.


  “Take off your clothes, girl and I’ll take your measurements.” Her voice was sour and tired, but the seamstress seemed resigned to her job.


  Anxious to her duty finished, Jamie did as bid. Stepping onto the pedestal and removing Damien’s sweater. In the multitude of mirrors, she studied her figure. Four side-by-side full-body reflections provided the first opportunity to study her feminine form. Compact, lithe, and nearly hairless she was picturesque with ample breasts. Additionally, Jamie could make out her profile and see that her ass was perfectly rounded and positively scrumptious. It was almost too beautiful to look at, all curves and sensuality.


  As fascinated as Jamie was in her body, her seamstress showed no interest. “He found another little plaything, did he?” the seamstress asked as she took a measuring rope wrapping it around the nubile teen’s waist.


  “Excuse me?” Jamie said, confused as she held her slender arms heavenward.


  “Do you think you’re the first girl he’s taken here? Sure, maybe a business suit is different than an exotic dress, but it’ll end up on the floor of his bedroom just the same.”


  Jamie was surprised to hear these words coming from this strange woman. She was particularly dissatisfied by the older woman’s tone, which rang with bitterness and spite. Still, this woman made assumptions and couldn’t imagine her true situation.


  “Listen,” Jamie explained, “It’s nothing like that… We’re working together.”


  “Oh, so right now it’s just some innocent hand holding?” She paused, and Jamie recalled how smoothly her hand had ended up in Damien’s. “You may think he wants you for your company or whatever lie he told you. But all men are interested in the same thing.”


  Recoiling from the tirade, Jamie took a half step backward and nearly fell from the pedestal. The seamstress continued to work, unwinding the measuring rope and wrapping about Jamie’s bust.


  “If he’s not inside your cunt then he’s inside your head. Then the other part will follow like a mouse to the cheese.”


  “He got you here at an ungodly hour,” Jamie remarked derisively. The look of smug superiority on her own reflection was distasteful and she immediately regretted the comment.


  The seamstress only studied Jamie’s face closely. So closely, in fact, that Jamie could smell her breath. It was obvious that she had not even had time to brush her teeth this morning.


  Thankfully, the older women drew back and said exasperatedly, “Poor girl, I can see it in your eyes. You want it as much as he does.”


  “That’s absurd!” expelled Jamie, unable to contain herself. She was a man, regardless of what her body looked like.


  “Oh?” the seamstress said incredulously, “I can prove it to you. But, if you’d rather live in delusion than face the truth, that’s fine too. Walk in wearing nothing but his sweater, holding hands, undressing you with his eyes and you expect me to believe nothing is going on? But, if you’re interested, we can make a bet instead, and I’ll prove that you want nothing more than to jump his pink fuckstick.”


  She grinned sadly, the expression took ten years from her face. It still rankled Jamie to hear this bitch act like she knew better than everyone. It would be pleasant to rub her nose in the lunacy that she presented, but time was of the essence. It would have been best to let it go and move on with the plan that Damien had set out. Ultimately, her curiosity won out.


  “Just how do you plan on doing that?” Jamie asked, supremely confident that this woman didn’t know her and couldn’t understand that there was no way Jamie had ANY interest in men.


  The seamstress looked back at Jamie just as confidently. “You’re so hot for Damien, the bet is simple. I can make you cum, without even touching you.”


  Jamie thought for a moment about this bet. How could a woman induce an orgasm in another without touching, especially when that woman had never experienced a sensual experience of any kind?


  Confidence surged again, and Jamie said, “The wager?”


  “Only a taste of victory. Knowing I’m right will be enough. Would you ask anything?”


  Jamie could not think of anything and shrugged. Winning would be enough. Meeting the older woman’s eyes, she said, “Whenever you’re ready.”


  “Very well. Close your eyes and keep them closed.”


  Jamie did as ordered, and when she heard the seamstress’ voice, hot breath on Jamie’s ear, lips nearly touching, but not quite. The woman’s voice was low and secretive like a whisper between lovers. Her story began.




  


  Chapter 4 – Honey, We know the Names


  The seamstress began, “You’re sitting on a large leather sofa in a richly appointed living room. The cute strapless blue dress he bought you clings to your shape showing long legs and ample cleavage in a way that’s tasteful, rather than lewd. Your hair is up, and face only lightly touched with makeup, you hope to draw attention to those beautiful blue eyes that he seems to get lost in. You’ve had a few glasses of wine with dinner and you’re just a bit tipsy. There was just enough alcohol to feel adventurous, but not enough to impair your judgment. You hear a sound and turn to see Damien walking around the back side of the couch, a bottle of champagne and two glasses in his hands.”


  The soft, gentle way the older woman described the scenario made it very easy for Jamie to imagine. As she closed her eyes, it was almost as if she was magically transported to that living room, in that dress, with a tinkling glass in her hand.


  She continued while Jamie listened carefully. “The lighting is dim, but you follow his shape and mark the way he walks, full of confidence and strength. He smiles at you and your heart flutters, his white teeth shining like stars peeking out at sunset.”


  For the first time, Jamie’s confidence was shaken. Describing his smile, Jamie could see it in her mind’s eye, and her heart did flutter…just a bit, but that didn’t mean anything did it?


  The seamstress continued on, “He holds out both glasses to you and with an arm you willingly take a glass. Sparkling and bubbling the champagne fills both glasses and he sits next to you turning to stare adoringly into your face, the smile etched in your memory, his eyes shining.


  ‘What’s the champagne for?’ you ask.


  He replies with a light chuckle that makes you feel so at ease, ‘I’m celebrating.’


  His laugh brings one of your own and you ask, ‘Celebrating what?’


  ‘It’s not every day you get to go to dinner with the most beautiful woman in the world.’


  The comment is cheap and corny, but as he sips his champagne, you drink yours quickly to cover the blush that you feel creeping into your face. The heat doesn’t stop in your cheeks and you can feel it spreading, down your neck, a tingling heat that reaches your chest. You can feel it spreading to every inch of your body. The bubbles from the champagne tickle your nose and you raise your hand to rub at it, feeling more embarrassed, the warmth in your face growing.’


  At this point Jamie realized that her the hand atop her nose in reality. Her nose must have been itchy. It was just a coincidence, Jamie assured herself. Also, why did the other woman feel the need to keep this room so warm?


  The seamstress continued on, “In your haste you’ve rubbed your nose a bit too vigorously, dislodging a lock of immaculately styled, blonde hair that falls onto your forehead. Damien leans in, his hand slowly moving the lock of hair over your ear, his face inches from yours.


  Then his lips are on yours. His breath is soft and sweet, your lips tenderly pressed against his. With heart racing, warmth growing, your mouth opens just a little to let his tongue inside you. His tongue slips through lightly, brushing your lips sending another wave of shivers through your body. As he slips his arms around you, he finds your body soft and yielding, drawn into his embrace. Your mouth opens more, and your tongue meets his, sending a spark of electricity that skips directly to the place between your legs, where the warmth seems to have congregated, a feeling of heat and churning emptiness. His tongue explores yours thoroughly and you place an arm around his neck, changing the kiss from one of exploration to desperation.”


  Jamie’s breathing quickened, the fantasy drawing her in.


  “You can feel his hands, one on your thigh and the other on a shoulder blade. The sensation you feel as his rough, strong hand moves over your smooth skin intensifying the desire. But when his mouth leaves yours to kiss your neck, you can only moan softly in ecstasy as wave after wave of arousal brings every nerve ending from fingertips to pinky toes into alertness.”


  The older woman’s voice stopped for a moment and she proffered one hot breath onto the younger woman’s neck and Jamie almost collapsed as her knees weakened momentarily.


  Eyes still tightly shut, Jamie helplessly listened as the seamstress continued. “His mouth has works down to your neck, where it meets the shoulder, the tiny hairs on your arm rising in the electricity of the moment. His head pulls away and with his lips almost on your ear, he whispers ‘Do you want me too…’”


  Before the woman can supply an answer for her, Jamie replied in a breathy gasp, “Yesss”.


  She continued, “His lips are on yours again and you push him away as you stand before him. Your whole body is screaming, and you can feel your sex oozing with desire, wet and ready. Bending over, your hands find his crotch, his member straining against the zipper. You stroke it once and you quickly untie his belt, unbuttoning his pants and pull his stunning erection free.


  Body screaming for release, you don’t waste time removing clothing. Instead, with eyes fixed on his veiny member, kneeling over his lap, dress hiked up to your waist, you slide your panties aside and plunge down on his massive cock. A soft sigh escapes your lips as you feel him enter you, filling you with such delectable completion. Flexing your hips, you can slide up and down his cock while you plant a wet kiss on his lips.


  Hips are set in motion. Body on automatic; grinding against him, you couldn’t be stopped, wouldn’t be stopped. The feeling of his cock sliding up against the walls of your vagina is ecstasy. You rest your elbows on his shoulders for leverage as you flex your knees, letting gravity pull you back down. Spearing yourself on his erection over and over sends a torrent of carnal responses, overriding outside thoughts.


  His hands are on your hips where the dress is bunched up, and he uses the extra grip to pull you down even more, and you can feel the tip of his cock reach deeper and deeper. As he pulls down, your breasts pop free of the dress, leaping in exaltation, celebrating newfound freedom.


  Moaning in pleasure you work faster, breasts heaving, but his hands suddenly stop you. You could cry in frustration as he pulls you off him. The emptiness is even more profound than before, but he lifts your petite body effortlessly and spins you about, facing away from him. With knees still bent, you are kneeling over his lap facing away. His hands are on your hips again he pulls you down. The angle his cock enters you makes this position supremely wonderful, tip rubbing against the front of your vagina. Now with each flex of your knees, his embrace guiding you down, leading to deeper penetration than before. The spot he hits setting your body on fire. Each thrust…”


  Jamie squealed in delight, seemingly unaware of her outburst as the seamstress continued, “The pleasure of each thrust feels so good that it almost hurts. He flexes his hips in time with yours, his hands caressing your breasts, setting your whole body on the edge of a climactic eruption. The intermittent pleasure of each lunge is replaced with a constant rumbling of pleasure coming from every inch of your sensual body.


  Building upon itself, you wish this bliss would never end. You tilt your head back, resting it on Damien’s shoulder, pressing your rock-hard nipples against his palms, his hands cupping and caressing, fondling towards release. Arching your back in pleasure, pushing his cock harder into the hot, wet place that is now the epicenter of your universe. Then just as the pleasure is reaching a crescendo, his hands come off your chest and move to your waist again, lifting your lithe, twisting body off him.”


  “You could scream in exasperation again, but Damien lies down on the couch and pulls your ass over his face, your knees on either side of his head leaving his cock covered in your juices staring you in the face. You feel a finger sliding your panties aside, now soaked with your longing, as his tongue unleashes a magical shockwave through a chaotic, squirming satisfaction.


  Desperate to keep from screaming aloud and anxious to return the pleasure you sink your head onto his throbbing member. The taste of your own desire drives you quickly back to the point of screaming anyway, but the huge cock in your mouth mutes you to a mere groan. His tongue moves so fast that detecting individual movement is impossible without careful deliberation and you’re moderately distracted, mouth moving up and down Damien’s manhood.


  The joy continues to build, and you’re forced to lift your head from his cock or risk biting it off in the avalanche of pleasure that seems imminent. His strong hands grip your ass solidly as he works his magic on your sopping wet slit. The pleasure is so great you cry out unabashedly when he plunges his tongue inside. You scream in triumph as the greatest orgasm you’ve ever felt explodes through you.”


  The older woman moved from Jamie’s ear, talking as she moved, and gotten to her knees in front of the younger woman. It took only a small amount of hot breath across Jamie’s mound and Jamie’s first female climax shuddered forth in sync with the older women’s final words. Jamie tilted her head back and screamed in delight. The feeling wasn’t over in an instant the way orgasms as a man had been, but the feeling lingered. Muscles tensing, she could feel pleasure from everywhere and nowhere.


  Numb to the world and yet superbly aware at once, she shook with carnal glee. Such sensations were beyond strange, but the female orgasm was devastatingly stupendous. It was remarkable how much better it felt than any ‘equivalent’ male sensation. Moments passed before Jamie was able to think clearly again.


  Gradually, Jamie became aware that the seamstress had won the bet. The woman reached out towards Jamie’s crotch. The younger woman started to move away from the touch but the older woman’s words, “a taste of victory,” came to her and she forced herself to remain stationary. The seamstress, whose name Jamie still didn’t know reached between her legs, hand disappearing from Jamie’s perspective, but she gasped as she felt the other woman’s fingers brush her slit. The touch lasted only a moment, but when the seamstress brought her hand back, Jamie could see her fingers were drenched.


  “Girl,” the seamstress began, eyes wide staring at her fingers, “I’ve been with my share of women and I’ve never seen a cunt this moist and…” she paused briefly, “Tingling?”


  Suddenly, the juices covering the older women’s hands began to glow. The glow spread from her fingers covering her whole body in a bright glow and which slowly faded away.




  


  Chapter 5 - We Are the People That Can Find Whatever You May Need


  When Jamie’s eyes fully adjusted to the light, she gasped in astonishment. The woman kneeling before her was still obviously the seamstress, but the bags under her eyes were gone. Split ends had vanished. Wrinkles around her mouth were gone. The other woman had been clearly overweight. Now? Her clothes hung loosely around her. Her hair even shone with a vibrant vitality, a… youthful glow.


  Understanding came crashing down upon Jamie. The bracelet wasn’t the Fountain of Youth itself, but it made the wearer the Fountain! Jamie didn’t have a wealth of information to back this wild hypothesis, but it felt true and it was hard to argue with the results.


  The seamstress was looking at herself in the mirrors, eyes wide with surprise. Pinching skin, looking under her shirt, she was studying a fit, beautiful body, with breasts that Jamie guessed were perkier than they’d been years, although she couldn’t know with certainty.


  The old woman who now looked no older than 20 stared at Jamie in wonder “How?”


  “I don’t know,” Jamie replied.


  “It’s a miracle,” the other woman remarked as she drew herself back to her full height “and I won’t ask you how this happened. Just tell me what clothes you need. I’ll make sure you look phenomenal.”


  Jamie was incredibly relieved, “I… think I’m fine, I just need the suit. Oh!” she realized, “I also need underwear and shoes… a shirt…” Jamie trailed off as the scale of her clothing needs became evident. None of her old clothes would suffice, but how much should she get now?


  The seamstress had lost the smile she had worn, but her face had gained a business-like look instead. “You’re in luck. I have a suit that won’t require any modifications and as for the rest, I think I can put together a reasonable outfit.” If she still had any opinion about the woman Damien had walked in with, lacking shoes, or underwear, wearing only Damien’s sweater, she was willing to let it go, given the impossible phenomenon returning 30 years of her life.


  Gratitude flooded Jamie as the other woman said, “I’ll just step out, then I’ll be back in with an outfit for you.” With that, she turned and left, tossing the measuring rope over one shoulder before slipping through the door.


  Jamie turned her attention to the several reflections of the totally naked body; save for the golden bracelet that still seemed so unfamiliar. She cupped her breasts, feeling their yielding firmness, turned to look at hear heart shaped behind, caressing the smoothness of that too. Jamie moved a hand up and down her flat stomach, something she’d never had as a man; She could even feel ribs! Somehow, she could remember the sensation of imaginary Damien’s fingers running down them. There was no doubt, she was a serious knockout and Jamie would gladly have killed to have spent even a single night with a woman like this before becoming one.


  She moved closer to a mirror, stepping off the pedestal, studying the details of her flawless skin. She examined a nipple and with a tentative finger felt it. She gasped in surprise. After barely touching it, it sent a shock through her whole body. This body was incredibly sensitive, as the seamstress had shown. A mere breath had been enough to push her over the edge.


  She wondered how it would feel in Damien’s hands for real and then hastily dismissed the idea. Where had that thought come from anyway? “That silly seamstress must have been responsible,” thought Jamie. She turned, examining her petite form carefully.


  Her pubic region was also smooth which seemed strange. Intellectually, Jamie knew lots of women shaved the pubic region clean, and as a man, he had preferred such it, even before it became popular. Jamie was on the verge of attempting to prop a leg up to get a look between her legs when she heard the door open behind her. The seamstress walked through, a plastic bag over one arm and a hanger with a garment bag the opposite hand.


  “Here you go,” she said, placing the bag on a chair and hanging the garment bag over. “Give me a shout if you need assistance. I can’t let Damien see me like this can I?”


  Her tone was odd, and Jamie could tell that the relationship between this woman and Damien were more complex than, “a seamstress who owes me a favor” as Damien had indicated. But Jamie couldn’t tell for sure how she had come to such a conclusion. Had a female body come with a heavy dose of female intuition as well? That meant a female mind, which meant… she couldn’t guess.


  “How do you know him?” Jamie asked suddenly. “I mean; Besides the women he brings here.” Jamie added cringing internally, as if stomach had twisted violently.


  The seamstress gave her a mirthless smile and said, “He’s my ex-husband.” And the seamstress turned and left Jamie with the outfit as she had surely done with numerous girls before.


  Jamie shivered, chilled by the revelation. But she recovered quickly, veiled in the surety she was different. Even so, the nagging doubt seemed to persist that perhaps, she wasn’t as different from those other girls as she wanted to believe. However, she pushed the concern out of her mind and turned to the chair with her outfit, the disguise enabling her to pass through security and into Damien’s office. Mysteries were piling up, and answers needed to be found.


  Jamie took a deep breath, walking over to the bag and looked inside. At the top of the pile was a pair of shiny black shoes. They were tasteful high-heeled pumps, and as she pulled one out, judged the heel to be a good 2 inches long. Supposing it was to counter her short stature, Jamie had to wonder if she could even walk in these.


  “Well,” she said quietly under her breath, “one thing at a time.” She placed the shoes next to the bag on the chair’s seat and examined the next item in the bag.


  Jamie pulled a white thong up out of the bag and sighed. She understood that women these days wore such and knew the reason was primarily to avoid panty lines in skirts and tight pants. But holding up the item to the light, she could see how shear the fabric looked. Where there was fabric… The thing even had a small black bow on the front near, like her crotch was a present.


  This made Jamie wonder who was truly responsible for her being forced to wear such embarrassing clothes. “I thought the seamstress was on my side,” she pondered. The woman wouldn’t understand how uncomfortable this would make her given her circumstances. Plus, Jamie realized grimly, the seamstress was still under the mistaken impression that she was interested in Damien.


  Nevertheless, she needed to look the part and, so she stepped into the white thong with the tiny black bow after a brief hesitation. When Jamie watched the back disappear between pert butt-cheeks in one of the mirrors, she shivered at the form-fitting garment. Somehow, despite feeling more naked and a little violated wearing the thing, she could admire how attractive it looked. Panties were now outlining her ass and covering her mound, even if it was just barely. It seemed strange, but she wanted to look good. Not for Damien, for herself.


  “He wouldn’t be seeing me in this anyway,” she thought to herself.


  The seamstress couldn’t know a thong would be so unusual for Jamie to wear, which made the whole ordeal seem less sinister, unless Damien somehow had a hand in the selection, but Jamie refused to believe he’d have any interest in making her look sexy. So, she went back to the bag and this time pulled out the brassiere. The bra was primarily white with black, lace trim around the edge of the cups and was quite sexy. A matching small black bow adorned the front, between the cups, matching the tiny bow on the thong. It took Jamie a few tries before she managed to attach the bra from the unique perspective.


  It looked mightily enticing with the matching panties, Jamie was forced to admit. Additionally, with her breasts resting in the surprisingly comfortable bra, their weight wasn’t nearly as distracting. Jamie paused to admire her reflection in the mirror before returning to the bag. It appeared that the seamstress did know her trade.


  The final item in the bag was a ruffled white blouse. The fabric was shear but would suitably cover her slender torso, but the blouse itself was sleeveless, covering only her shoulders, unlike the equivalent male garment. Once she pulled it over her head, she noticed it revealed some cleavage, but not too much. Jamie hoped that she would not appear anything less than professional and held faith in the seamstress. The hem hung long, and she assumed that it would be tucked in, like male dress shirts and turned her attention to the mirror for a third time.


  This was sexy in a unique way. Her relatively long legs stuck out from the shirt, providing an enticing suggestion of what lay beneath. Instead of clinging to her form, it was a little baggy, concealing her form somewhat. One look at those sexy legs though, and you could tell it was a killer figure beneath. Jamie really liked her slim, smooth legs and for some reason, the image of wrapping those legs around Damien burst into her mind. She quickly buried the thought and turned her attention to the garment bag draped over the back of the chair.


  Finally, unzipping the garment bag, Jamie was greeted by a welcome sight. A gray suit coat. While it looked smaller than the ones she’d worn a seeming lifetime ago, the familiarity was welcome. As she worked the coat off the hangar her heart sank. Instead of a matching gray pair of pants which she had expected to find, was a gray pencil skirt. The skirt was simple looking, but she was going to have to walk around in public! The thought of it was humiliating. The bra and panties were different since no one would see them, but the skirt…


  “What kind of secretary would you be if weren’t showing off those sexy legs of yours,” said the voice in her head.


  Jamie sighed, but decided that hesitation served no purpose and pulled the skirt out of the garment bag. She stepped into the garment after pulling the zipper down the side and wriggling into it. Even with the zipper all the way down, the narrow skirt was a tight fit over her pert ass and wide hips. However, once it was properly situated, she found she could zip up the side quite easily. Looking in the mirror, the skirt hugged her ass tightly, as she’d assumed it would. Surprisingly, it was not uncomfortable. The hem of the skirt was well above her knees, showing just enough leg to be enticing but not lurid.


  “Once again,” she thought, “The seamstress knew her work.”


  Although her ass was going to be a sight to behold in this skirt, time was slipping away, and they were under tight time constraints. Finally, Jamie put the coat on. It only had one button and it was on the wrong side, but it was some small comfort to a woman who had worn a suit for the better part of the last three decades. Jamie stepped into the shoes, which fit perfectly and then nearly fell over as she took a step towards the mirror. The tilt of her feet shifted her center of gravity forward slightly and she made a necessary mental adjustment. Subsequent steps improved incrementally and, stepping onto the pedestal, Jamie looked at the outfit over one last time.


  She was a hot secretary all right. The suit looked spectacular on her and she marveled at the feel of it. Jamie wondered, although it felt embarrassing, she looked confident and remarkably, she felt confident too. The heels forced her to sway her hips to maintain balance, but she was sure the effect was a positive one and was excited for Damien to see her like this.


  Admitting to such a feeling only served only to show how dedicated she was to uncover the secret of the Fountain, or so she assured herself. Absentmindedly, she fingered the bracelet that remained around her wrist, an unbroken band of inscribed metal. Like just another part this strange, wonderful body, the cold touch of metal permanently clung to a delicate wrist.


  As she walked out of the dressing room into the shop entryway, she saw Damien’s dazzling smile. His eyes soaked in her figure from top to bottom and back again.


  Jamie found herself smiling back. On a stroke of whimsy, she grabbed his arm, looping her right through his left and said, “Shall we?”


  Together they walked; arm in arm, out to the waiting car, while the sun was just rising over the buildings in the heart of the city. After what had happened inside the shop, Jamie could only hope that the seamstress could keep a secret and they’d swiftly uncover the secret behind the Fountain.


  Damien slipped his arm away from her and opened the door to their vehicle, gesturing for her entry. Jamie was surprised he seemed to be perpetuating her obvious joke, but she played the part offering him a stunningly fake smile.


  “What a gentleman,” Jamie remarked, insincerely. “You really know how to treat a girl.”


  Although she had intended that to sound intensely ironic, but it somehow came out ringing with genuine appreciation in her high feminine voice. Regardless, she entered the car awkwardly, fiddling with the hem of her skirt.


  Damien entered after, knocked on the shaded driver partition, and the car sped off down the avenue. Soon, hopefully, they’d have everything properly sorted out and this play acting would be a thing of the past.




  


  Chapter 6 - If You’ve Got the Money, Honey


  The ride was a short one, for which Jamie was grateful. Before the new clothes, Damien had looked at her, but appeared to be consciously trying to look away. Now, his eyes roamed up and down her body as she sat across from him in the limo. He no longer appeared to be making any effort to look away and, as they discussed how to get past the front security office, his eyes seemed to drink in every part of her. Plus, the cabin seemed far too warm for comfort.


  When the limousine finally arrived outside the glass skyscraper that housed the Corporation, Jamie released a breath, unaware that she had been holding it. 65 floors of offices and labs where employees “invented tomorrow.” If its brightest minds couldn’t uncover a solution to a given problem, there wasn’t one. A shiver ran down her spine and Jamie fervently hoped it wouldn’t be the case for the Fountain of Youth.


  Jamie stepped out into the rapidly brightening morning and squinted against the sunshine reflecting from the building’s exterior. Moments later Damien followed and slipped his arm around her waist. Side by side, they walked off the sidewalk, toward the sliding glass doors. His touch caused her heart to race and she was too astonished to step away as the couple moved inside.


  The plan, as she and Damien had discussed, involved very little talk on Jamie’s part. Damien would walk up to the desk and complain to the guard about how security had taken forever to deliver his new secretary’s security badge. He would demand a temporary one, which would grant her access to the upper offices and access to the company intranet. Once secured they could both examine the dig site data.


  Jamie’s job on the other hand, was to stand a few feet back and marvel at the lobby. It was hard to pretend to be awed by a site that she’d seen thousands of times in another body. Damien’s discussion with Phil the security guard seemed to be going on long and Jamie found her attention shifting from the marble columns to richly appointed sofas. Her eyes roamed anywhere, except at the old, fat security guard with whom Jamie had once befriended in a past life. The man was a fantastic poker player.


  Although Jamie and Phil had once been friends, it now seemed like an entirely different universe. Sticking to the plan Jamie tried to focus on expensive art pieces, all the while attempting to appear overawed. Instead, the men and women moving about the lobby captivated her.


  The men, seemed to be acting strangely. They were moving oddly. It was as if an invisible bubble had been established 4 feet in every direction. She would catch stray looks they were directing at her, but as she turned to look, heads would snap away. The sensation of being subtly ogled was unique, but mostly terrifying. Once, she even turned quickly and caught two men unabashedly staring at her ass and she fervently wished that Damien would wrap up his business.


  Then, a hand touched her upper arm and she nearly jumped in alarm. She turned, saw it was only Damien and relaxed. He took her arm and directed Jamie past the security desk, handing her the key card which allowed entry to the higher security floors near the top of the building. As she walked past the security desk, Phil gave her a wink and a smile, with a lewd expression that gave the girl chills. She turned to Damien as they walked towards the elevators she asked him about Phil’s odd behavior.


  Damien responded matter-of-factly, “He didn’t buy any of the crap about you being my secretary.”


  Jamie looked down at the keycard in her hand as they entered the elevator and Damien pressed the button for the 60th floor. They were alone as the doors closed and Jamie pressed him for more details.


  “So, what did you tell him? Why did he give me this if he knew you were lying?” Jamie asked in a questioning tone, holding up the keycard.


  “Oh,” Damien blushed slightly and said, “I told him that I had a fantasy of getting a blowjob by my secretary and you were my willing… Friend.”


  Jamie was floored by this additional information and would have gotten visibly angry with Damien. Luckily, the elevator doors opened allowing several more workers into the suddenly cramped space.


  After a few stops, the double doors opened on the 60th floor. Behind the glass partition cordoned off by keycard admittance were several people that Jamie knew by name and face, even if they wouldn’t recognize her. The face she wore was a stranger’s; It was helpful to remember.


  Instead of making a scene she was forced to harshly whisper to Jamie as they slid their keycards through the computer and entered central office space. “So, Phil thinks I’m just some horny slut of yours who wants to help you live your fantasy?”


  “Pretty much,” Damien replied as they navigated the cubicles on the way to Damien’s corner office.


  His tone suggested there was more to this story, so she pressed further. “If the secretary thing didn’t work, then what took you so long?”


  They stopped walking once they reached Damien’s office door and he took out his keys. As he unlocked the door, another blush crept onto his handsome, lined face.


  With a straight face, Damien said, “I had to tell him about the kinky stuff you were into or he never would have believed you’d do this for me. Some stuff I’ve done with other girls, others I just made up. He seemed to buy it all, the horny old codger.”


  As he opened the door, Jamie was so furious that she found herself speechless. Worst of all, she couldn’t decipher why she was angry, so she crossed her arms and pouted. Then she realized how feminine her expression of anger might look and just slumped into a chair in the corner, a perplexed look now dominating her beautiful face.


  Damien seemed to miss the small fit as he walked the short distance to his dark mahogany desk and ordered a high-security laptop for Jamie from the techies downstairs.


  As her mind turned to the problem at hand, Jamie was snapped out of her reverie by Damien’s voice, “It’ll take them a few minutes to bring up your computer, why don’t you get us some coffee?”


  Jamie felt the anger well up again inside of her. She spoke in a harsh tone, “Why don’t you get it yourself?”


  She watched Damien’s face shift, first from anger, and then to passivity, as he seemed to recall Jamie was not actually his secretary. Not actually a girl either, for all it mattered.


  He recovered quickly. “Sure, Phil thinks you’re not my secretary, but the rest of this office is bound to think you are. They’re going to think it’s strange if I’m getting coffee for my assistant while she sits smugly in my office.”


  Damien’s voice carried the maddening ring of reason and against her will, Jamie felt the anger drain. “They’ll think we’re sleeping together. It was such an obvious inference, the fury evaporated. Female hormones must allow for enormous shifts in mood,” thought Jamie bitterly as she rose to obtain two steins of coffee.


  Even if Damien did seem to remember who Jamie was, it did not stop him from checking out her ass as she walked, which she observed with a glance over her shoulder. Suddenly, she wasn’t so happy about the sexy sway of the hips her heels necessitated. Feeling incredibly self-conscious, Jamie moved through the floor in a daze.


  The office wasn’t yet entirely full of people. By the clock it was only 7:30, and the bulk of the workers wouldn’t be here till 8. Jamie was glad there didn’t seem to be anyone near the coffee machine, because she wasn’t in the mood for small talk. She filled up two small Styrofoam cups and returned to Damien’s office without incident.


  However, while bending to place a cup on Damien’s desk, Jamie watched the executive’s eyes as they practically jumped down her shirt. Ignoring it as best she could, she resumed her seat at the other end of the office. All the while, his eyes following her movements.


  They sat in silence, Damien working at his computer and Jamie sipping her coffee, savoring the taste when a knock came at the door. Jamie looked to Damien and who looked back at her expectantly. Neither moved for an instant, until Damien raised an eyebrow and Jamie realized she was still playing secretary. Moving to the door, she opened it, finding a skinny, nerd-type holding a small folding table under one arm and a laptop under the other.


  “I… I.. ha… have…” stammered the young man. With roaming eyes, barely visible behind thick glasses, the IT specialist literally shook with anxiety.


  Jamie felt momentarily confused and slowly realized her body had reduced the kid to blubbering idiot! The young man had obviously not been expecting to see such an attractive woman answer his knock on Damien’s door. Predictably, Jamie didn’t know how to react in this situation either. Usually, attractive women had experience through middle and high schools with the effect they had on men. Now she was totally unsure how to resolve the situation.


  Although Jamie had memories of being an awkward boy herself, those days seemed so long buried in another past. As a result, she felt guilty as she silently took the foldable desk and laptop from the boy’s arms. Finally, she decided to utter brief thanks and closed the door in the scrawny man’s face. Their work was too important for any more delay. Dropping back into the chair, she set up the desk, then booted up the computer, swiping her new ID card for access to the relevant data and she forgot about the incident entirely.


  They worked steadily for four hours, getting up only to use the bathroom. A lady’s bathroom needs were all new to Jamie, but she figured it out quickly enough. Accidently, she walked into the men’s room at first. Fortunately, the room had been unoccupied, and she corrected her error quickly enough after approaching the urinal and gazing down at her skirt.


  Eventually, they grew hungry and had sandwiches delivered. Jamie was forced to face the indignity of Phil’s insolent glare as she met the delivery boy in the lobby. She was rapidly learning she was often the most beautiful woman in the room and this caused men’s heads to turn as she walked by. Especially captivating was her sashaying walk. Men adored watching her pace about in seductive heels. Since Jamie had once been a man, she understood the impulse. Instead of getting angry at the faces which followed her in the lobby, she tried to ignore them. The delivery boy was turned into another stuttering fool, but Jamie just shoved the required amount of Damien’s money into his hand, turned, and headed back up to the office.


  Work continued, broken only by bathroom breaks for another two hours. During this time, Jamie kept her fingers crossed Damien wouldn’t send her out for coffee again. He didn’t. Jamie and Damien worked in near silence as they painstakingly cross-referenced research materials against pictures from the Brazilian site. Each had chosen different temple walls to focus on, and after a brief period of discussion settled in on a focused approach.


  Both were making slow progress, requiring the translation of software interpolated text. It was incredibly boring. However, Jamie was very motivated at and turned every ounce of her concentration to the work.


  However, Jamie found focusing progressively more difficult for a growing number of reasons. For one, she was getting increasingly tired. Consciousness dawned in the limo, which was during the very early morning. She had been awake for more than a dozen hours, if unconsciousness even counted as rest. Also, with increasing frequency, when Jamie would look up from her work, she’d see Damien studying her, rather than his computer screen. The final reason for distraction was a growing sense of futility. Any information she uncovered didn’t seem relevant. Data primarily covered history and ancient gods. Useful to historians, not Jamie.


  It was at the end of the eighth hour of their study when Damien erupted. “Enough,” he shouted, “I can take it anymore! I can’t focus on anything else, damnit.” He was staring at Jamie intensely, eyes wide and nostrils flaring; he looked like a bull before a rodeo.


  Jamie was concerned and more than a little surprised, but asked him, “What’s wrong? Are you all right?” She stood, expecting to be sent out for coffee or food, but Damien took a suddenly ominous step towards her instead.


  “I haven’t gotten laid since we left for Brazil,” Damien blurted, “And I’m stuck in this office with the hottest piece of ass I’ve ever seen. All I can think about is fucking you. For the last hour it’s all I’ve been able to think about.” Jamie looked into his eyes and could see a hunger there. For the first time since she had been turned into a girl, she felt small and genuinely terrified.


  “Well,” Jamie explained, attempting to sound reasonable. “That’s not going to happen. So, what are the other options?” Wanting to sound self-assured, she felt it came across more babyish.


  Damien eyed her carefully. “If you won’t fuck me, then at least give me a blowjob. C’mon, a blowjob is nothing. You’re a girl now, I bet you’ll even like it.”


  It was a crazed kind of logic, but even so, Jamie found herself stealing a look at his crotch. The tent he was pitching looked fit to burst, and she was surprised that the idea didn’t entirely disgust her, although it clearly should have. However, there wasn’t time to process the discrepancy. Rejecting the thought out of hand, Jamie intended to make it clear such a thing would never occur.


  “No way,” she said dismissively, “I’m a guy, remember?”


  Damien took another step towards her, “Look in a mirror, you’re a spectacularly beautiful young woman. Seeing you naked on the plane has been haunting me. And you look gorgeous in that outfit.”


  “I don’t know…” Jamie wavered. Although she wanted to be disgusted, the compliment prompted a strange tingling effect. Somehow, the other man’s voice softened her will. Why did they keep this office so warm? Her cheeks were positively burning.


  “I bought you all of this,” Damien continued assertively, gesturing at Jamie’s outfit. “You owe me.”


  “We were a team, I recall. If we’re ultimately going to get rich, consider it an investment,” Jamie explained.


  However, she couldn’t make herself believe it. And, if she didn’t believe it, why would Damien. Why was she having such trouble arguing against him? It should have been simple.


  “I can hardly do the necessary research with you dancing naked in my head. Just blow me ONE time and we’ll forget about it,” Damien pleaded.  “Just to clear my head.”


  Jamie could now understand why Damien had risen so high in the Corporation; he was uncommonly persuasive. Somehow, he had ready to capitulate to a lewd act that was appearing increasingly possible, despite her reluctance. The idea had a wonderful elegance, she was a woman and the small indignity would help her masculine body back faster.


  Damien took another step towards her and slowly reached out with both arms, taking hold of her shoulders. Jamie didn’t want to give Damien a blowjob, did she? As he gently lowered her to her knees, she didn’t fight him. Maybe with a clearer head, he could make better progress. It was getting harder to think and her body was too warm and flooded with unfamiliar sensation.


  While Damien was removing his belt, Jamie removed her jacket. She was still warm, but she was shaking in anticipation, her hands trembling. His pants dropped, and the boxers flipped up, being lifted by Damien’s massive erection. She could trace the outline of it beneath crimson underpants.


  “Oh my god,” she thought excitedly, “It must be enormous.”


  Finally, Damien pulled his boxers down and his cock was free. Jamie stared in awe, misgivings evaporated in front of the glory she was witnessing. The thing must have been nearly two inches thick and eight inches long.


  It was magnificent to behold and when Damien instructed her to, “Wrap her sweet lips around him” Jamie’s mouth opened obediently and his monster slid inside salivating mouth.


  She wrapped her lips around the head and tentatively tasted the tip with her tongue. It was a little salty and the texture was smooth. The texture was nothing special, but she could feel it twitch in her mouth. Absently, Jamie noted that, in addition to the heat, she could feel a pulse emanating from between her legs as it matched Damien’s pulse, coursing through his manhood.


  She moved her lips further down his shaft as her heartbeat raced. The new feelings racing through her body competed for attention with the veiny member subsuming her mouth. Her tongue scraped along the bottom and she felt it twitch again as Damien sighed softly. Jamie didn’t know what she was doing, but thought back to the times she’d received blowjobs and focused on keeping her teeth from making contact with Damien’s diamond-hard erection. Guiding her tongue above and around the head, exploring, letting her curiosity take the wheel, she pleasured her subordinate orally.


  Wanting to ask herself why she willingly satisfied Damien with her mouth, but finding only a dull ache. In response to the ministrations, her body reverberated with an emptiness that seemed localized around the pulse between her legs.


  Giving the cock between her lips a light suck produced a small noise of satisfaction from Damien. A mental cloud thickened further, she could only focus on Damien’s big dick and devoting herself to it’s carnal demands. Other thoughts and ideas drifted through like a fishing boats on a foggy moor.


  Jamie wanted to think about what was the sensations in her body meant, but instead brought her hand up to grasp the base of the Damien’s cock, slipping her mouth up and down, up and down, massaging the shaft with her lips and simultaneously stroking him. The pulse between her legs quickened, strengthening with each passing moment. Switching, she focused only on the head of his spear while stroking the moistened shaft with a petite hand. It was sublime, a pure lust, driving Jamie with emphatic vigor. Then, she stroked him faster, reveling in the heat and erotic scent joining the grunts of approval from above.


  The feeling of exhilaration terrified her.  Jamie couldn’t acknowledge what her body longed for, needed to fill the throbbing emptiness. Fortunately, the fog closed in again and she turned her attention to Damien’s balls. The hair around them was light and graying and she could remember enjoying ball play during past blowjobs and enthusiastically lunged for them. She took one hand off the shaft and cupped his balls gently while pressing her mouth as far down the cock as she could.


  Unable to completely fit the entirety of his erection, she couldn’t reach the base, instead sending the tip crashing into the back of her throat. She almost choked, but the sound Damien made was so enticing she did it again and again, reveling in his delight. Nearly suffocating between each thrust, Jamie took Damien as deep as her throat would allow, her chest heaving with breathless desire.


  Damien murmured something, but she just kept going. All the while, only dimly aware that she was moaning softly as her tongue rapidly whisked over various parts of his manhood. Faster and faster she moved, her hair swishing with the zeal of her passion. Against her cheeks, against her throat, she gagged with eager, confident strokes as he fucked her willing mouth-pussy. Various details cut through her lust-addled mind. Long blonde hair mingling with Damien’s salt and pepper bush. Only the figure-hugging skirt kept her thighs together, the heat and wetness between her legs was unbearable.


  She switched back to stroking with one hand and sucking on the head while her hand moved smoothly on his rod, which was well coated with saliva now. Seemingly with a mind of its own, Jamie’s other hand moved to reach between the folds of her blouse fondling and teasing a body starving for attention.  Her body ached at the touch. Now the girl was quivering with desire as she continued to deliver oral pleasure to Damien.


  Before she could establish a sustained self-gratification methodology, her mouth was filled with a hot, sticky substance. Then, if she had been able to think clearly, identifying the sweet, salty substance would have been obvious, but instead, she swallowed it enthusiastically and kept working in a daze until a hand lightly grasped her hair, pulling her head back. Focus returned, and she withdrew the hand from under her shirt but simply remained in place, sitting on her knees before Damien. She sat for a few seconds longer, eyes locked on Damien’s cock, wistfully watching the monster sag as its vigor drained. She resisted a sudden urge to lick it clean.


  Damien looked down at her blankly and said, “Thank you,” as he pulled up his pants, “that was… amazing.” His expression turned to one of earnestness and Jamie was oddly pleased.


  Even so, her mind was still turning over and over, from the ache between her legs to the imprint on her mind Damien’s cock had left, and back to the ache. With one finger, she absently scraped some cum from the corner of her mouth, savoring the taste. Clear thinking was still difficult, but it was gradually growing easier, the pulsing heat between her legs slowly fading. The slickness between her thighs remained and Jamie was certain her panties would be completely drenched.


  “We should get back to work,” Damien insisted.


  Jamie rose and went back to her desk without a word. Although she was tempted to go to the bathroom and clean up, there were no panties to replace the ones she was wearing. Consequently, she turned to work to distract herself from the uncomfortable fact of her salacious act. While she stared at her computer screen, in her mind she was trying to translate an even more complex code. Deciphering her feelings and emotions seemed impossible.


  She hadn’t wanted to suck his cock, but then had done it anyway. It should have disgusted her, but as she reached back to think, the fog would descend and all she could remember was a dim enjoyment. That didn’t seem right, but she could barely remember the feminine urges driving a hand beneath her shirt, or the willingness to swallow Damien’s load. She studied the hand; it was petite and cute, just like the rest of her. What else would she have done with it if Damien hadn’t stopped her?


  –


  Damien had quietly noticed that over the last dozen minutes, Jamie had been extraordinarily distracted. This had seemed to culminate as she stared blankly at her hand. While he hadn’t been entirely truthful when he commended her blowjob, it had been serviceable. However, his praise seemed to make her happy, and he had truthfully described the obsession with her naked body. Particularly alluring was the way she had acted, first reluctant to suck him off and then gobbling his cock greedily. It made him dump his load quickly enough.


  It was obvious to Damien that Jamie’s productivity had utterly tanked, and when he suggested that they return to his home for the night, she nodded dreamily. He called the car and they walked down together. Damien was forced to guide her with one hand on her arm as she seemed entirely lost in thought.


  Damien was wealthy, partly due to his high paying job, and partly due to a well-stocked trust fund. He’d been rich his entire life, handsome and blessed with a huge cock. Therefore, women had been hanging off him since he was fifteen. It was the challenge of bedding Jamie that interested him now, although he hadn’t lost sight of the greater mystery of the Fountain and the wealth it could bring him. No woman had ever denied him long. What he had read in her looks would lead to sex, he was confident.


  “Perhaps,” he thought ruefully, “it was some remnant of her former mind holding her back.” But, if she thought he would hesitate, she obviously didn’t realize just how hot her body was.


  Jamie was as gorgeous as any woman he had slept with. Even studying her ass as the girl climbed into the back seat of the limo caused his member to stiffen again. She was small and slender, with tiny features, like a pixie, save her ample bosom. Even in that business suit she was a total knockout, plus, thinking about her figure, lying just underneath the immaculate suit made him smile to himself as he got in the seat across from her. And she kept exposing herself to him! Even now, her legs were separated just enough to reveal the slip of fabric betwixt her thighs, totally unaware for several long moments before snapping her knees together.


  Damien watched as Jamie stared out the window, her gaze slowly drifting back inside, settling on his crotch until she realized what she was doing. Then, quickly, she would turn back to the window. She turned her head so fast, her golden, silky hair spun out like a ballroom dress. Yes, she had his cock on her mind all right; it was only a matter of time.


  Unbeknownst to Jamie, Damien had ordered additional clothes delivered to his home. Eyeing her deliberately, he explained why. What he failed to mention was that each of the items had been carefully chosen. Sexual garments that displayed ample leg or cleavage were the majority, but all items were classy in Damien’s opinion. He’d spent a fortune on designer underwear, dresses, skirts and blouses. Jamie’s body was so perfect, she’d make a perfect mistress. It seemed an ideal way to keep her close, at least until his plan reached fruition.


  Damien had already determined how the night would go:


  Jamie would go to sleep tonight in the nightie waiting on her bed. She’d be unable to sleep; his cock wouldn’t leave her mind that easily. She might come to him tonight or she might not, but he could see she wanted him badly. Her legs appeared tightly squeezed together, but he could smell her desire anyway. She would need satisfaction, one way or the other. Damien smiled again and thought about which position to take her first as the car headed over the Brooklyn Bridge and out of the city.


  What really got him hard was pondering the secret of the Fountain of Youth. The key to making any money lied with Jamie’s bracelet. Soon he’d have her, then they’d figure out how to make the money. After all, he knew more than Jamie could even suspect.


  –


  Eventually the car arrived at Damien’s estate and Jamie was enormously glad for the distraction. During the entire car ride, she had only been aware of the wet feeling between her legs. Although she had tried desperately to not think about why it was so, keeping her legs closed tightly only concealed the strange urges bubbling between them.


  However, as they walked from the car to the front door of a palatial estate, she cringed. Walking only made it feel worse, as it “squish, squished” with each step. Although she was hopeful it didn’t make any noise, she still felt very self-conscious and tried to keep her legs as closed as possible while she walked.


  She had been going over and over the confusing thoughts and longings from Damien’s office. The overwhelming heat and emptiness. But definitive answers were denied. More than anything, Jamie was tremendously tired!


  Damien led her to a large bedroom, “Stocked,” he explained, “with all sorts of clothes and jewelry and shoes, ‘just in case’ she was stuck as a girl for a while.”


  A part of Jamie wanted to ask him why he did all this. However, all she presently was sleep. He bid her goodnight and took his leave.


  Jamie closed the door and looked over the room briefly, identifying a closet, dresser, a makeup table and a large bed. Atop the bed was a purple nightie, a mostly translucent negligee with lacy fringes around the breasts and hem, a hem that didn’t look like wouldn’t go much past her ass, if at all. A matching purple pair of panties was also included, as lacy and transparent as the nightie. Was Damien expecting her to sleep in this?


  As a man, Jamie had always slept in the nude, and although it wasn’t a prospect she felt confident about in this body, it would be better than wearing such slutty garb. Rebelliously, she quickly stripped down, removing panties that were still damp, although she deliberately avoided thinking of why, and unzipped the skirt, wriggling out of the feminine article. Removing the blouse and bra, she realized her suit jacket likely lay on the floor of Damien’s office and she shivered. The shudder was far from unpleasant, and she looked down to discover with shock that her nipples were quite erect.


  “It’s only because it’s cold in this room,” she told herself. Then she brushed the negligee and panties onto the ground in a heap, got under the covers. Once the light was off, she quickly passed into sleep.




  


  Chapter 7 - We’ve Got Your Disease


  Jamie awoke in a cold sweat, utterly disoriented. He remembered a terrible dream about being changed into a woman. How he had been forced to suck a delicious cock and… Just to be sure it was a dream [Because how could it be anything else?] He took a hand and moved it between his legs. Jamie gasped at the sensation, discovering that the dream was reality and that he really was a she. There was no cock to be found.


  Rolling over, she turned to find a clock. Dim red lights showed 11:15pm clearly and as she watched the five changed into a six. Maybe she was still dreaming and if she went back to sleep, she would wake up. She rolled back over and closed her eyes. As she let her mind drift it went first to Damien’s winning smile. She was grinning herself in the darkness, fondly remembering his seductive grin. There was something him that she was supposed to be angry about. An image of his rigid erection flashed in her mind. She thought about how big it was, how good it tasted, how… she was so warm under these covers! She kicked them off.


  “There, that’s better,” she said to herself, “now I can sleep.”


  Damien had been so nice to her, exceptionally nice, he had bought her clothes, given her a place to sleep, let her suck his cock… Damn, why did she keep thinking of that?


  “Did they turn up the heat at night or something?” she thought questioningly.


  She rolled over again, trying to get comfortable, her breasts kept brushing up against the linens, or getting in the way. Maybe Damien could hold them for a while, after all, he had let her hold his wonderful cock.


  “Dammit,” she swore softly, she couldn’t get comfortable. The familiar swear sounded bizarre with the soft soprano Jamie now had. A little walk might help to clear her head, but she couldn’t go as-is.


  “I know,” she thought, “I can wear the nightie. There won’t be anyone to see, anyway. I definitely can’t walk around a stranger’s house naked.” The idea made a lot of sense to her.


  Jamie gave the idea some additional thought and decided against a walk. Tomorrow would be a long, hard, throbbing day and she should try and get as much rest as possible. She rolled over onto her stomach, but only gasped as her nipples rubbed against the high thread-count bedding. She rolled onto her back again and felt her nipples, both were nearly rock-hard and when she touched them, with a thumb and forefinger on each, it sent an electric shock through her body, giving her an instant of relief.


  The image of Damien’s cock was imprinted in her mind now and, she was surprised to note, she was drooling slightly at the thought of it entering her mouth. Worse, the dull throb between her legs had returned, and she was forced to wonder, would she ever get back to sleep? It had taken too long to recover the last time she had felt this way.


  Experimentally, she gave her nipples another pinch and this time the electric shock was more intense, with a rippling sensation she could feel in her toes. The hot throbbing abated again briefly before returning with more insistence. She began to roll one nipple between her thumb and forefinger of her right hand, enjoying the hardness in a body gone mostly soft and smooth. Tingling waves of pleasure rolled from her right breast through her limbs. The other hand joined the activity, acting on her left breast. Rolling waves of tingles at first dimmed the sensation between her legs, but a growing emptiness there forced her to stop.


  “What am I doing?” Jamie asked herself.


  Her body was tingling all over now, but she rolled to her side and closed her eyes tightly trying not to think about the taste of Damien’s cum. Her narrow waist and ample hips made sleeping on her side awkward, forcing her top leg into an uncomfortable, downward angle. Reaching for a spare pillow, she grabbed it, and placed it between her knees. It helped the physical discomfort, but nothing could shake the smell of Damien, the taste of him, from her mind. She licked her lips, remembering the salty tang of his cum on her lips.


  Jamie grabbed the corner of the pillow to adjust it, but as she did so, it shifted, rubbing the area between her legs. Gasping, she moved her hips, the pillow rubbed again. Slowly, with one hand on the front of the pillow and the other on the back, she began to slide the pillow backwards and forwards, shuddering with each adjustment. It was so different than any male sensation, but she couldn’t stop, it was fantastic!


  She rolled over onto her knees, the pillow still between them and began to rock her hips back and forth, holding the pillow in place. Biting her lower lip, she suppressed a moan. The emptiness was driving her wild and the heat was worse than ever. She knew what she wanted now. Grinding faster, she arched her back and closed her eyes. Imaging Damien as the pillow came easily enough, but desire for something inside grew.


  “Unnnnnhhh,” Jamie groaned, the moistening pillow sandwiched between her thighs. Legs squeezing tightly as her hips rocked back and forth, she savored the buzz of stimulation.


  It wasn’t enough, Jamie decided as she removed the pillow but remained kneeling on the bed in the darkness. Massaging one breast with her right hand, her left felt at precipice of her mound. Knowing what was down there, she spread her legs a little more and felt timidly with two fingers. It was soaking wet, and she could feel the warmth radiating from there. This body didn’t give a damn what Jamie had been, it wanted, no, NEEDED something inside. Nothing else would suffice.


  Tentatively, she began to rub with her fingers, feeling the silky wetness, luxuriating in the ripples of pleasure rolling through her with increasing frequency. The hand on her breast massaged faster. Damien’s hand, she wanted Damien’s big, strong hands there, and her fingers working between her legs, Damien’s fingers, Damien’s rigid, hot, massive…


  “Where was he, couldn’t he tell she wanted him?”


  Jamie gave herself over to the yearning, her body utterly inflamed by sensual need. Only Damien could put out that fire. Bending over, Jamie rested her head on a non-soaked pillow with one hand working in a circular motion over her wet slit, ass up in the air.


  “Soooo, good…” she muttered into the pillow.


  Jamie’s other hand reached under the pillow to grab the back of the bed. However, under the pillow, which, she had until 5 minutes ago been sleeping on, she found something small and rubbery with her fingers. Stopping herself with monumental effort she fell to her side, using a  wet hand to search out the light on the nearby nightstand.


  Light flooded the room and Jamie studied the object in her other hand. It was a small dildo. The thing was only 5 inches long and maybe 1.5 inches in diameter, but it was a dildo nevertheless, ribbed and somewhat transparent. Jamie grinned; Damien had known all along.


  This wasn’t a dildo, it was a message, “You can make due, but only I can deliver what you really need.” She bit her lower lip in anticipation, and propped the pillow up against the backboard, spreading her legs.


  With a silent vow, Jamie would fuck herself with this toy, but tomorrow, she would get what she really wanted. Rubbing it on her now saturated opening, she eased the tip inside her wet cunt.


  “MMMMmmmm,” Jamie cooed in delight, wiggling her hips in with uncontrolled sexual fervor. That infernal emptiness was still there, but it was diminished greatly. She pictured Damien’s cock and knew it was the only thing which could truly fill that emptiness, but his gift would have to do in the meantime. It was slightly uncomfortable, but she grasped the end and slid it as far inside as she could manage. It moved in effortlessly, spreading her insides with a stirring satisfaction. As she slid it out, she could feel each ripple of the rubbery, imitation penis.


  Slowly at first and then accelerating, she worked it in and out. Faster each time, pleasure building precipitously. Jamie didn’t mind it felt so utterly different than masturbating as a man had been. This was so much better; her every sense was attuned to the titanic ache trembling within. The pleasure was a symphony and each cell contributed to the masterful piece of art. Her other hand worked a soft, yielding breast and she feverishly caressed each breast in turn, licking her full, sensuous lips in the process.


  “Oh… OH…” Jamie cried.


  It just kept getting better and better! The pleasure was building to heights she could never have imagined. The hand between her knees pressing the dildo in and out was sopping wet, but she didn’t care, the fake cock, covered in her juice seeped her honeyed liquid, running down between her legs and pooling near her asshole. It was dirty and wet, and she wanted Damien here to see her, to show him how bad she wanted him.


  “Oh god!” she wailed. “Fuck me Damien!” The pleasure was so intense it almost hurt. Jamie moaned inarticulately, and could feel the muscles in her vagina grabbing at the tiny wet cock, pulling it in.


  Looking down Jamie moaned in ecstasy, the erotic, unconventional view of the tops of her breasts, heaving with quick breaths, flat, lithe stomach wavering in time with the thrusts from her slender arm, long, flawless legs spread, spread wide to allow the dildo access into her throbbing, wet, triumphant sex. The vision was nearly overpowering in its strangeness, its sensuality; the pleasure was unrelenting, infinity and eternity all in an instant.


  “Fuuuuuuuuckkkkkkk!” She shrieked, the orgasm washing over her. Muscles clenched and unclenched, her legs closing around hand and dildo alike, while she savored the climactic sensation. As muscles gradually relaxed, she slowly removed the dildo from inside her. If that was what a tiny, cold, rubbery dildo could do, she trembled in anticipation for Damien’s monster cock, so warm and alive and…


  “MMMmmm,” she could feel herself salivating over it again.


  Jamie sighed in relief. It was this sensation her body craved; Release. She still wanted Damien, and would have him, but she thought she could sleep now.


  “Thank you,” Jamie whispered, Giving the dildo a kiss. The taste of her desire covered it. Feminine lubricant covered the bed as well and she laid down in it happily. Speaking to herself as if Damien was somehow listening, Jamie said, “I hope there was some truth to your fantasy of fucking your secretary, because you’re getting it tomorrow whether you want it or not.”


  And in her pussy soaked sheets, dildo in her hand, naked and smiling, Jamie turned off the light. But, as she lay there, Jamie STILL couldn’t get comfortable and she couldn’t stop thinking about tomorrow.  Clearly, she needed to go for a walk if masturbation hadn’t worked.


  Late night walks had been standard of her days as an overweight man. Discomfort was a daily ordeal for a man over 250lbs and older than 50. So, in principle a late-night walk didn’t bother her. What bothered her was being alone in Damien’s home, with the only thing to wear slightly better than nudity. Was he the only other person here? With arousal fading, the premise of being seen naked regained its embarrassing eminence in her mind. Already she had forgotten the amorous thoughts for Damien that had accompanied her hedonistic indulgence.


  Despite her misgivings, she wasn’t going to be able to sleep without a walk, and she wasn’t going nude. She rolled over and turned on the light. She looked down at her body, graceful and feminine, the tops of her breasts, slim legs and smooth skin, a vision of loveliness, even at this odd angle. She could see her slightly tangled blonde hair over her right shoulder and brushed it over her ear absentmindedly, in a very feminine gesture.


  Swinging her legs over the edge of the bed she bent over to retrieve the negligee and panties from the ground. She slid the panties up, enjoying the feel of them as they hugged her hips and ass, grateful that these were not thongs at least. They were, however, nearly translucent and in a nearby full-length mirror she could see that while it didn’t leave much to the imagination, they were very alluring.


  She held up the nightie by the straps, examining it, trying to determine how to put it on. It appeared to be the type that would cling to her form, rather than hang loosely. It featured a clasp in the back at the approximate place a bra strap would be, suggesting that this performed that function as well. She stepped into it, pulling it up her legs, over her wide hips and past her breasts. She put her arms through the straps and managed to reach behind to clasp it. Jamie looked in the mirror. The purple negligee in fact only passed the bottom of her panties by 2 inches at most and although it acted as a bra, her nipples were still visible if slightly obscured. It pressed her breasts together slightly and showed plenty of cleavage for an overwhelmingly sexy appearance.


  This raised a rather serious philosophical question. If she still had the mind of a man, why wasn’t she aroused at the sight of a sultry goddess in a racy negligee? Would she know if she was? She remembered being incredibly warm thinking about Damien. Just imagining her act at the office gave her a shiver. Was that arousal? It was hard to tell. As a man, the visual clues of arousal had been… more obvious. She was feeling warm right now, in fact, remembering Damien’s obvious arousal, but she shook her head and the feeling passed. The earlier bought of masturbation hadn’t been for him, no matter what she thought in the heat of the moment.


  Eventually, she moved away from the mirror to exit the room. Jamie opened the door slowly and peered each way down the hall. No one could be seen from her vantage point and it wasn’t going to be much of a walk if she peered around every corner, so with a deep breath, clad in a sexy purple negligee, Jamie stepped out into the night.


  The estate had been huge; Jamie had seen that from the outside. A lot was huge about Damien apparently, his cock, his wealth, his cock, his house, his cock, his…. she was having trouble staying focused again. Minutes later, her walk had taken her to a massive central staircase, complete with statues and an enormous skylight. Descending the stairs, careful not to fall, Jamie was guided mostly by moonlight streaming in from the skylight. She tried to focus on where she was going, so she could return back to her room, but her mind kept returning to another place.


  That place? On her knees in the office, Damien’s cock in her mouth. The staircase transformed in her mind as she imagined herself poised on a step, legs wide with Damien inside of her.


  She licked her lips unconsciously and felt the satiny fabric of the negligee. In this distracted state she almost missed the dim light coming from a door down a hall on the lower level. Quickly, she descended the remaining steps and moved to peer around the corner to study the origin of the light.


  Jamie could see from this distance that the room was open a crack, but she decided to check it out regardless. She crept carefully down the hall, trying not to make a sound, an action that came surprisingly easy to Jamie’s new body. It was easily 140lbs lighter and far more fluid in its motions, every movement as graceful as it was sensual. It was exhilarating in a way Jamie couldn’t explain, even to herself. Wondering whether she even wanted her old body back was interrupted as she neared the door, an uneven, flickering light streaming from the interior.


  Finally, she managed to sidle against the door and peer through the opening but could barely stop herself from squeaking out loud when a feminine voice rang out.


  “Come inside dear,” stated the last voice Jamie expected to hear in Damien’s mansion, the voice of Damien’s ‘ex-wife’, the seamstress.


  Damien’s voice also sounded from the interior, “What took you so long Jamie? Mary and I have been waiting all night for you.”


  Although Jamie had hoped nobody would see her in this negligee, the fact she was expected meant it had never been a possibility. Sighing resignedly, she stepped into the room.


  Seated at the far end of the room in an elaborate armchair, with his back to a roaring fireplace sat Damien. Garbed in a rich, black and red robe, he sat with his legs crossed. Mary, the seamstress, stood smiling at his right arm. She stood proud and stunning; raven hair gleaming in the firelight, restored to the peak of youth. Somehow, she looked younger than Jamie remembered from the fitting, shapely legs poking out from beneath a scarlet robe that only barely covered her ass.


  The sight of the two of them together inspired a flood of emotion from deep within Jamie. It took a moment to recognize the green-eyed monster of jealousy. Vigorously she attempted to smother the feeling, disgusted with herself.


  “We were wondering,” Damien said, pausing to place his hand on Mary’s, which rested on the arm of the chair. Jamie fought down another stab of jealousy as Damien continued, “When you would come looking for me. Did you get the present I left you?”


  Jamie felt betrayed and worried. Despite how easily she had been manipulated, she felt compelled to answer him.


  “Yes, although I was hoping for a different package entirely.”


  What the hell was she saying? Not only was she flirting, but also the suggestive tone left little question how far she was willing to go.


  Damien smiled, replying in an equally indelicate tone, “You kept a secret from me.” he stated simply. Nodding towards Mary, Damien said, “My ex-wife found me while you were getting dressed at the shop. Thanks to you, she looks as good as she did in high school.”


  “Better,” Mary stated matter-of-factly. She put her hands on her trim waist and twisted this way and that, swishing the short skirt of the robe.


  With a pat on her hand, Damien resumed, “We fucked in the shop the whole time you were getting dressed. Then she told me everything. About how much you wanted me, how she had gotten younger. I had to agree to let her in on the plan and give her a cut of course.”


  “You bastard,” Jamie exclaimed, “You told me you hadn’t been laid since Brazil. You made me give you a blowjob and you didn’t even need it.”


  “Need it?” Damien laughed. “Who NEEDS a blowjob? I gave you the opportunity and you played coy, pretending that you didn’t want to suck my dick.”


  “No, that’s not… not…” Jamie began, but Mary was striding away from Damien, approaching Jamie slowly and untying the strap that cinched her robe. The wrap fell, revealing an exquisite form, lithe and supple. Her breasts were larger than Jamie’s with large areola and skin as flawless as Jamie’s, although it was hard to tell in the uneven firelight. When Mary was a pace from Jamie, she placed her hand on Jamie’s cheek. The touch was light and gentle, a soft hand caressing Jamie’s cheek.


  Then Mary’s lips were on Jamie’s. Being kissed by a beautiful woman was a fantasy that Jamie had a lifetime of experience with. The kiss itself was different than he had imagined for a number of reasons. Feeling Mary’s bare tits against Jamie’s through only the thin fabric of lingerie ranked among the most exotic. Soft lips pressed against hers, the kiss was lingering and sent pleasant tingles down Jamie’s spine.


  Jamie kissed Mary back, enjoying the tender experience. Accompanying the kiss was a transcendent understanding that passed between them. It was a truly exquisite experience.


  Disappointment overwhelmed all other emotions when Mary pulled back from the kiss. Moving her head to Jamie’s ear she whispered, “We’re in this together. That story I told you back in my shop was the night Damien proposed to me. I know how you feel and I won’t let him hurt you.”


  Jamie was amazed at how candid Mary was being with her, but still wasn’t sure if she could trust Damien’s ex-wife. From his chair by the fire, Damien’s voice sounded, “Stop sharing secrets with your new girlfriend, and let’s outline the plan.”


  Mary gave Jamie a quick peck on the cheek and then moved to stand beside her. Damien stood, his robe bending awkwardly around the waist. Despite his obvious hard-on, Damien outlined an approach for monetizing the effect that had reversed aging in Mary. They would begin by analyzing a sample from Jamie. Eventually, they would try and synthesize whatever active ingredient was needed to re-forge youth.


  “But before that,” Damien said, erection still deforming the robe, “I intend on obtaining a sample personally.” With the final word, he shrugged out of the robe. It fell to a pile at his feet, but his cock once again transfixed Jamie. Despite her earlier exposure and her lustful feelings in bed, the actual premise of getting poked with such a behemoth had her petrified, regardless of what body her mind inhabited.


  Jamie attempted a back step, but found herself in Mary’s arms. Two arms wrapped around her torso while, a petite hand began groping each breast over the thing fabric of the negligee. Furthermore, Jamie could feel Mary’s lips on her neck, tingling sensation radiating from Mary lips, spreading down Jamie’s arms and torso. Goosebumps running from head to toe, the girl closed her eyes, tilted her head back and sighed in rapture. Through the thin fabric of the nightwear, Mary’s fingers tweaked and teased rigid nipples.


  As the pressure released on one breast, Jamie could feel one finger trace her shoulder as one strap of the negligee slid off. She opened her eyes to see the top of Damien’s head as it descended to a bare breast. First a tongue, then his entire mouth enveloped her nipple sending electric shocks through her entire body.


  So fixated was Jamie on the way Damien was manipulating her left breast, she barely noticed as Mary slid the other strap off her shoulder, lowering the negligee to her feet. Jamie could feel hands at her waist, and a moment later, the panties joined the negligee in a pile on the ground.


  Rough hands took both breasts and Damien moved to kiss Jamie. Overwhelmed with lust, Jamie reached both hands behind Damien’s neck and pulled his head against hers. There was no denying her lust now. Their tongues twisted together, mouths mashed against one another in a passionate kiss. The dam of desire had been released and Jamie could finally admit her hunger as waves of yearning crashed against her soul, beating in time with the roar of her heart. Pounding within her chest, her womb pulsing with an unbearable heat. Moisture dribbled down her leg and she moaned into the kiss.


  One hand detached and ran down her side, caressing the curve of her waist and hips. So strong and filled with purpose, the slightest touch of that hand lit a fire on every inch of skin it touched. When it finally reached between her thighs, delivering gentle stroke to her moist cunt, Jamie shook with orgasm. Muscles clenched and released as Jamie shook with tenuous pleasure, a joyous thread that she clung to with her mind, savoring it as it dissipated.




  


  Chapter 8 - In the Jungle


  Breathing heavily, chest heaving, Jamie watched as Damien took a step back, studying her wetness on his fingers. Like Mary before him, Damien glowed brightly, with a light that was painful to watch. Nevertheless, Jamie forced herself to observe the changes that came over him.


  A stomach, which had been flat gained definition, as an impressive 6-pack developed. Taught muscles grew in bulk, widening his chest and shoulders slightly. Gray hair around his temples faded into the deep brown. Stray wrinkles around his eyes and on his forehead faded. A well-formed jaw, somehow gained more chiseling. With the light fading, a man that was still clearly Damien stood before her. Appearing in his early 20’s, his body was rock solid… every bit of it, since his cock might even have appeared more rigid.


  Damien stared in amazement at his new body, grinning as he felt the muscles on his arms and stomach.


  “I’m in better shape than college!” Damien roared in exaltation. “Nothing will stop me from taking what’s mine.”


  Greedy eyes studied Jamie, and she felt the intensity of his desire like a force that willed her obedience. She finally understood the power that sent her to her knees in his office, now amplified by his precipitous youth.


  Suddenly, Jamie could understand why Mary had been captivated by his appeal. Just another in an endless string of women, an endless continuation now that Damien would not have to age. Mary had never been free, simply released until Damien desired her again. Such control terrified her, but the fog of sensual longing had not dissipated, and Jamie resigned herself to Damien’s will, prepared to offer whatever he would take.


  Both naked women sank to their knees before him, taking turns, saturating his cock with tongues and lips. They took turns swallowing as much of his monster as they could. Mary clearly had more experience, but Jamie could take him deeper. Triumphant in her momentary victory, Jamie worked even harder to please Damien. Alongside Mary, they stroked, squeezed and rubbed him, neither willing to give less than 100%.


  For minutes, they worshiped at his cock and would have continued, but Damien wished otherwise. Damien lay on the ground and both girls followed his lead. Jamie crouched over his face while Mary carefully lowered herself on his rod. Initially Jamie fought down a rising tide of jealousy, watching Mary slide carefully up and down that throbbing member, but as Damien’s mouth went to work on her pussy, she joined Mary in jubilant exhalations.


  “Oh, god!” Jamie exclaimed as Damien’s tongue sent wave after wave of pleasure through her body.


  The pleasure at her crotch demanded attention but the sight Mary’s ecstasy aroused her even more. Using both hands she worked each breast, wondering what height her bliss could achieve. Mary leaned forward, bracing her arms on Damien’s chest to kiss Jamie again, a deep communicative kiss, a sharing of collective joy.


  “Oh, OH OHHHHHHH!” Mary cried, violently shaking her hips as she came. Jamie felt she was nearing the point as well, but wanted to feel that cock deep inside her more than she had ever wanted anything. Strong hands gripped her waist slid her off Damien’s mouth.


  He issued instructions again and obediently Jamie moved to the large chair, legs spread wide. Mary got between both legs on all fours while Damien knelt behind her. Jamie could see his cock was now coated in Mary’s juices and Jamie pouted as he once again entered Mary rather than her.


  He began mercilessly pounding Mary while the other woman began to lick at Jamie’s cunt. Mary was evidently experienced in oral sex for both men and women and quickly had Jamie moaning in ecstasy. How Mary managed to use such finesse while being pumped so vigorously was beyond imagining for Jamie.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” Jamie cried, as Mary’s manipulation of her sex reached climax. She came a second time, grasping furiously at the arms of the chair to keep from twisting in satisfaction, biting her lip to keep from screaming at the top of her lungs.


  As if on cue, Damien ceased hammering away on Mary and whispered something in her ear. Mary helped Jamie from the chair before laying her down on the carpet by the fire. Jamie was glad for the help, because her legs had gone weak from the intense climax. For an instant, Jamie thought Mary would join her on the carpet, but instead she moved to another chair that overlooked the fireplace.


  Damien was suddenly before her, lowering himself onto her. Panicked, Jamie turned her head to find Mary, who had her legs spread, one hand working her slit, the other massaging a breast as she watched. Mary gave a slight nod and the last of Jamie’s doubts evaporated.


  Damien slid his monster inside. It was massive and despite how wet Jamie knew she was, her virgin pussy resisted. Longing exceeded her patience and gripping Damien’s waist, she pulled him into her.


  It went deeper than she could possibly have imagined. Crying out in pain that was already fading, Damien pulled back before plunging in again. This time there was only the joy of his rod filling her. Split down the middle, Jamie cried as Damien began to pump. Thrusting harder, Jamie wrapped her legs around his torso.


  Filling her, his powerful thrusts sent shock after shock through her spine. Jolts of pleasure raced through her chest, legs and arms, but most of all her glorious cunt. Seeming as though it sucked at the veiny cock, she willed him harder, deeper, faster.


  “Unbelievable!” Damien remarked. “It’s like I’m fucking a god!”


  Jamie was too invested in the pleasure radiating from her crotch to listen to a word Damien said. Mary, enjoying the show, could appreciate how amazing it was, given the number of women Damien had been with, he could find any level of pleasure that was new.


  He moved faster while Jamie sunk her nails into Damien’s back in joy. “I can’t stop.” Damien remarked, “It’s so good.”


  For the first time, Mary considered that something strange was going on. Over the sounds of pleasure from the two on the floor, Mary tried to caution Damien.


  “Don’t cum inside of her,” Mary warned, “It could cause a reaction.” Neither Damien nor Jamie showed any sign of acknowledgement. Instead they worked even faster.


  They twisted about in ecstasy, sounds of sensual enjoyment reaching a terrible crescendo. They screamed in tandem, as an orgasm struck both simultaneously, their bodies quaking in mutual gratification.


  One instant Jamie could feel the intense heat of Damien’s cum flooding into her, the next, a familiar sensation of ejaculation, albeit a strong one dominated Jamie’s mind. Looking down in shock, Jamie found himself staring down at the woman whose body he had so recently inhabited. The woman convulsed in pleasure and then stopped moving.


  Jamie fell back onto his bottom, looking at a pair of masculine hands in shock. Further inspection revealed he was in Damien’s body!


  Remembering the young blonde girl, he scrambled over to examine her. Fortunately, she was breathing, the rise and fall of shapely breasts signaled as much. Although she appeared to have lapsed into unconsciousness, she had a large smile across her face.


  Jamie turned to look at Mary who moved to crouch next to him. Without looking, she said, “You’re Jamie, aren’t you?”


  “Yes,” Jamie replied with surprise, “How did you know?”


  “I’ve never seen Damien look at a woman with real concern on his face before.”


  “Oh…” Jamie didn’t know what to say to that.


  As they studied the catatonic woman, Jamie thought about his current condition. While he realized that he somewhat missed being a woman and the pleasure it could bring, he was tremendously relieved to have a cock again. In addition, the body he had was youthful and fit. All in all, things had worked out for him. Unless…


  “What happened to Damien? Do you think he’s in there?” Jamie asked, gesturing at the unconscious girl. Naked but for the golden bracelet, she apparently slept peacefully before them. Mingled semen and vaginal fluid seeped from her cunt as she lay there, completely motionless save for her breathing.


  Mary spoke in a chilly tone that made Jamie shiver, “Wouldn’t that be very, very interesting?”


  THE END?


  


  Thank you for reading. If you enjoyed this work, leave a review! Feel free to check out even more gender bender content on my website!
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