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Chapter
One


––––––––

Stealing is an
art form, no doubt about it, almost like making a sculpture. You have to know
what you want at the end, then gently chip away until you get there. Whether
you're a thief or a sculptor, you need to plan things out, be methodical, work
with the right tools. 

Most of all
though, you need to work alone. But that wasn't an option for me any more. As a
man, I distanced myself from others, from emotion, and I always got the job
done.

Now, swapped
into a curvy Spanish woman's body, unable to speak English, I was more
dependent on others than ever. Not only that, but I was starting to enjoy my
new features a little too much.

That's what
landed me here, in what used to be the office of Paul Masterson. I say 'used to
be', because I'd just touched Paul with the same weird gem that turned me into
a woman.

Instead of an
intimidating Englishman with a gun in his hand, he was now a stunning blonde,
curled up and sleeping on the ground. Just like when I'd turned, he'd passed
out, presumably from the transformation.

In all honesty,
I didn't have a fucking clue how to the gem worked, only that it did. That's
how I'd worked my way past his guards. They would be here soon, waking up from
their own transformations. Which meant I would have four very confused
newly-transformed women to deal with.

Ashamedly, my
first thought was dirty. Four women and me. I shook my head, trying to work the
thought loose, concentrating on the task at hand., When Paul woke up, he'd
still be thinking like Paul. 

I prised the
gun from his slender fingers, unphased by the fact that his nails were now
bright red and pointy. What with everything I'd been through, my sense of
wonder was slowly being eroded.

With Paul
disarmed – and dis-cocked – all all I had to do was exit the building and get
back to Vasco. He'd promised to look into a way to reverse my gender-swap, and
I meant to hold him to that. Any maybe old a little more than just that. The
memory of his flesh in and on mine was still fresh in my mind. Maybe a little
playtime before we got down to business would settle my nerves.

Not that there
was much to be nervous about now the job was done, and the gun was out of
Paul's hands. As I emptied the bullets, I thought back to my earlier
conversation with Vasco. He'd only ever promised to look into a way of turning
me back – he hadn't said that he knew of one. Still, it was better than
nothing. The gem had come from a museum shipment he'd stolen from. Maybe there
was another gem in the shipment that would turn me back.

Lost in
thought, I barely heard Paul's groan from behind me. I only noticed him when he
sat up. His business suit barely contained his massive new breasts, which
strained at the buttons as he started to hyperventilate.

I backed
towards the door, the useless, empty gun still in my hand. His face was turning
redder, a look of sheer terror on it as he hooped and gasped. It seemed like a
genuine panic attack. 

Shit. I'd only come here to turn him into a woman, not to kill the guy.
I stuffed the gun into my purse and went to his side, rubbing my hand on his
back.

He didn't
speak, which unsettled me, as did the tears in his eyes. His nails raked my back
as he clutched me, sobbing hard. Those massive breasts were squashing into my
own, and I felt another shameful pang of horniness. They were so big, so soft.
My nipples reacted, hardening fast as Paul's new body shook against me.

I stroked his
back in silence. What could I have said to him? He wouldn't understand me
anyway. The gem seemed to have a cruel sense of humour, changing not only your
body but your race and language as well. 

The once-cold
Englishman was now a quivering mess in my arms. The sense of power mingled with
my lust. It had been so easy, once the gem was in my hand, to turn Paul and his
cronies. There were so many possibilities. I could snatch things from under
people's noses, with one simple touch of the gem.

Paul had seemed
harsh and brutal before, but now he was in my arms, holding me tight. If it
wasn't for the language barrier, maybe I could talk him around, join forces
somehow. I could seize more than just petty items and cash. I could seize
control. 

I shook my head
again. Was this another effect of the gem? I never wanted power like this
before, I was happy enough just to get by. It was almost like using the gem on
others had poisoned my mind, made me greedy.

I held Paul
until he calmed down, then looked him in the eyes. I gave him a smile which I
hoped looked kind. He smiled back, then leaned forwards to kiss me on the lips.

I pulled back,
but he was faster than I expected, lunging forwards, his arms around my neck.
The soft flesh of his mouth covered mine, and what seemed like a kiss of
gratitude at first lingered, holding the contact between us. When he broke
away, the space that was left felt cold. I wanted to feel warm again, so I
pulled Paul forwards, kissing him back, harder.

It was easy to
part his lips with my tongue, and as I felt my way inside his hot, wet mouth,
his hands went to my back, pulling free the top that I'd only managed to
refasten minutes earlier.

I let his hand
wander, shivering as they passed over my sensitive back, then groaning as they
moved around to cup my breasts. His tongue slipped further into my mouth,
pushing against mine, sweet sticky sensations flooding my senses.

I had my hands
on his front then, pulling open his short to free the mountainous breasts
beneath.  The nipples were pale and pink, and already puckered. I wanted them
to taste as good as his mouth did, and I wasn't disappointed, I left sticky
snail trails of saliva over each and every inch of them, sucking the rough-soft
skin on his nipples into my mouth greedily, nibbling at the swollen flesh.

He let out a
series of soft grunts, then began to shiver. No way – was he having an orgasm
just from me sucking on his breasts? I pulled away briefly, meaning to glance
down at his crotch, to check whether he was exploring his new pussy.

The touch I felt
on the back of my head gave me all the answers I needed. He grabbed me with
both hands and forced me back down onto his chest. I grinned as I flicked the
tip of his nipple rapidly with my tongue, lapping fiercely, letting spit fly
all over his soft peaks as he ground and groaned.

All of a
sudden, he gave an almighty yell, pulling me so hard against his fleshy tits
that I struggled to breathe. His body rocked and his grip failed, giving me a
chance to lean back and suck in some air, before diving back down and sucking
on his super-stiff nipple.

Paul writhed
and moaned as his orgasm shook him. I smiled as I kept teasing him, knowing how
much that first female orgasm had affected me. But to come just from a nipple
licking...that I couldn't quite understand. 

I felt like I
had to do more, to show him what a real orgasm should be like.

And I would
have plunged my hand down into his trousers right there and then, if it wasn't
for the knock at the door.



Chapter Two


Actually,
saying it was a knock at the door would be like calling a tiger a big cat.
True, but not representative of its full nature. This was a huge, hammering
racket, a series of blows that seemed more like an attempt to bust the door
down than a polite request for entry.

Paul looked at
me with those big, blue eyes, a quizzical expression on his face. It was only
then that I noticed his eyelashes had mascara on them. I nearly laughed at the
absurdity of it all.

Then my
attention, and his, went back to the door. In burst three very different-looking
women. A tomboyish sort with red hair, a black-haired Oriental, and a tall,
busty blonde. I recognised them as the three guards I'd turned into women not
so long ago. They were all as naked as they'd been when I left them.

Bringing up the
rear was the one person I didn't want to see at that moment. It was Smiler,
Paul's psychotic bodyguard. He was having a hard time keeping his eyes of the
procession of beautiful women in front of him, and when he saw me and Paul,
topless and sticky with each other's saliva, his grin almost broke his face in
half.

“Well,” he said
to me in his oddly-accented Spanish. “What do we have here?”

I said nothing,
covering my breasts instinctively. Paul looked at Smiler with recognition in
his eyes, and scrambled to his feet. It was obvious from Smiler's expression
that he didn't recognise his former boss.

Smiler turned
to me. “And who is she? What is going on?”

“She's with
me,” I said. “We came here to see Paul.”

“Right, yeah,
you see, I know that's a load of bullshit,” Smiler said. His hand went to his
jacket, and my heart felt stony. The last time he did that, he pulled out a
knife that was almost bigger than he was.

Instead of a
knife, he pulled out a tablet computer. He pressed a few buttons, then showed
me the screen. It was a list of Paul's appointments.

“The boss isn't
seeing anyone today. He doesn't send for anyone until later in the week. So you
girls are early.”

You girls? I thought. Then I realised what he meant. I looked at Paul, but I
couldn't read his expression. He looked from me to Smiler, then at the girls at
Smiler's back. His face remained blank.

“Yes, we're
early,” I said, standing up slowly. I didn't want to do anything that made
Smiler uneasy. Most of all, I didn't want to see that blade in his hand again.
Not without his boss there to talk him down. “I'm sorry. These girls are new.”

Smiler frowned.
The temperature in the room seemed to drop a few degrees. “See, that's the
thing. He doesn't take new girls. I'm calling the agency. Maybe after a
few minutes. After I've carved a few of the boss' rules into your skin.”

I reached
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