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Chapter
One


––––––––

Seeing as I'd
transformed most of a criminal organisation into sex-crazed lesbians
single-handedly, I thought I needed a break. Things are never that simple
though.

As I walked
away from Paulita's office for the second time, legs feeling like I'd run a
marathon, I hefted my purse onto my shoulder and felt a weight there. It was
the stolen genderswap gem, the source of all my current problems. 

I wasn't sure
that the gem itself weighed more than it had. It was more likely that I was
exhausted from the marathon fucking I'd just taken from Paulita. Which made my
desire to rest all the greater.

Paulita used to
be a gang boss named Paul, and had taken to her new gender fast. The
thought made me smile as I headed out into the night, finding my way back home.
One thing I'd found so far with the genderswapped girls I'd encountered was
that they knew their way around a pussy pretty well.

I felt a
familiar twitch as the recent memory of Paulita's tongue and touch filled my
mind. It was luck, extreme luck, that she was willing to make a deal
rather than shoot me in the head. After finding out that I'd been commissioned
to ruin her business, things could have gone a lot worse.

Still, like I
said, things are never simple. Not only did I have her aggrieved former
employees top worry about – a male/female duo who were impervious to the
genderswap gem, but I was presumably suspect numero uno in a murder case, and
that meant my ex-lover Vasco's gang might be after me too.

After a quick
stop at a cheap clothes store, I hailed a cab, and almost fell asleep before
telling the driver where I wanted to go. He shouted me awake, and asked a question
again. Typically, he spoke English. Trapped in the body of a Spanish señorita,
I didn't understand a word.

“Hotel,” I
said, and he seemed to understand. I couldn't go to my place or Vasco's, for
fear of running into trouble.

That's the
thing about trouble though. It has a way of finding you whether you like it or
not. 


# 


The driver
pulled me out of the back seat, then tried to pull some money from my purse.
Groggy as I was from being so rudely awoken, I managed to slap his hand away
before he could lay his greasy mitts on the gem. That would have been a hell of
an end to a cab ride.

Thank god
Paulita had been good enough to lend me some cash. As the driver rubbed the
back of his hairy fist, I shoved a few notes into it and strode towards the
hotel. He yelled something foul at me in English – I recognised at least two of
the words before yelling them right back at him.

Not a great
first impression. The hotel porters frowned as I tottered past them, and the
desk clerk's smile was so icy, it could have sunk the Titanic.

“Spanish?” I
asked, hopefully.

“Si,”
she said.

She didn't
speak it well, but it was a hotel, not a restaurant, so it was pretty obvious
what I wanted. I paid for the room in full, meaning to rest for the night and
leave without questions. The look she gave me told me she had a bunch of them. 

Let her ask
her snooty friends, I thought, as I made my way to
the elevator. Sure enough, as the doors closed, I could see her not-so-subtly
pointing me out to another clerk. 

I hoped she saw
me raising my middle finger as the doors snapped shut.
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Once I was in
the room, I stuffed my new purchases – a vest top, bra, panties and a new pair
of capri pants – into my oversized purse, before counting my change. There was
enough money left over for some room service, I ordered a BLT and some fruit,
leaving the food out on the bedside table. I planned on eating once I'd had a
nap and a good long soak in the bath. 

I didn't get to
eat. I fell asleep feeling content, like I was starting to regain control of my
situation a little more. Paulita had agreed to let me speak with Vasco's gang,
to broker a peace deal between her and them. I was out on my own, the way I
used to like it.

Then I got a
rude awakening. Icy cold water drenched my face and the pillow, making me leap
up straight into someone's hand. Long. smooth fingers held my neck.
Spluttering, I tried to wipe my eyes, but more hands took hold of my arms, then
my legs, pinning me.

All I could do
was blink away the water, leaving me staring up into the face of Cath. Her
delicate features were split into an ugly grin. She was wearing elbow-length
gloves and a dress under a jacket, like she was ready for a night on the town.

She spoke
remarkably good Spanish for a Chinese girl. “Nice to see you again, Joe,” she said.
I ignored her, looking around in a panic. The last I'd heard, she'd partnered
with Smiler, and I didn't want to see his psychotic face. Not then, not ever.

He wasn't
there. Cath's friends were strangers to me. Tall, stocky guys. Tattoos poking
out from under their shirt sleeves. Triad, at a guess. Marvellous.

When I didn't
respond to her, Cath let my neck go, perching on the edge of the bed to look me
over. Her goons kept me held down so I couldn't dash past her. 

“So,” she said,
“You've been doing a lot of that bad magic we spoke about.”

“And you're a
murdering bitch.”

She backhanded
me; not too hard, just sharply enough to let me know that insults were a bad
idea. Thankfully, the goons didn't seem to understand what I'd said. 

I couldn't
trust that they were ignorant of my language. After all, Cath had pretended not
to understand me when I found her after I'd been turned into a woman. 

She'd pretended
not to understand a lot of things.

“What kind of
game are you playing here?” I asked. I got another slap as my answer.

“If we're going
to play a game, how about I be the quizmaster.” She wasn't asking. “First
question – why did you run after Vasco died? Why not stay, try to explain?”

I laughed,even
though it made my jaw hurt to do so. That last slap was a bit more forceful
than the first. “Like you have to ask. From what I've heard, you're meant to be
a professional, Cath. Did growing tits make you dumb, or were you always like
that?”
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I braced for
another slap, but she held back. There was violence in her look as she leaned
in close. Her breath smelled sweet. Still, I was glad I hadn't made a move on
her back at her house. She was just as crazy as Smiler. A perfect pair.

“I thought you
were smart, Joe. But you keep talking smack, like you want me to hurt you. Is
that what you want?”

“I just want
you to get to the fucking point.”

She gave a
sneer, then moved to stand. I saw that she was rolling the genderswap gem
around in her hand. She'd obviously helped herself to it when I was asleep. I
wondered if the gun was still in my purse, too. If it was, it wasn't loaded.

Not that it
would do me much good, pinned as I was. Even then, I wasn't a murderer. I was
just a thief, a confidence trickster. And no amount of sweet talk would get me
out of a blood-covered hotel room, let alone a triple homicide charge. 

“You want me to
get to the point? Okay. I want you to confess to killing Vasco. To disappear
off to jail. Leave the big time stuff to the big time players.”

I scoffed at
this. “You and Smiler? You're like kids playing with matches. You'd burn this
city down.”

“Maybe that's
what we want. You know who I used to be?”

“I don't care.”

Undeterred, she
continued. “I was a major fucking player in Vasco's camp. That's how I managed
to get in with these chumps here. Old contacts. I had to lump in with these
slant-eyed bastards to get an inch of respect. And even then, as a woman? I've
had to do things that I hate.”

She leaned in
close again. The flame of anger in her eyes was burning bright. “But I'm good
at them. Still, some jobs are too messy, and that's why I got you involved.
Vasco's gang know me, they know Smiler. I let you get in, get close, and now
there's a house with your prints all over.”

Which basically
confirmed what Paulita had told me. “So I confess, and then what?”

“Then? What the
fuck do you care about 'then'?”
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I tried to lean
forwards, but the goons shoved me back. I struggled, but it was no use. Craning
my neck up to meet Cath's gaze, I managed to say “What I mean is, what good
will it do? Why not have everyone know you did it?”

Cath laughed.
It was a far uglier laugh than the gentle one she'd used before. I wondered how
much of what I'd seen was real. Did she even live where I'd met her?

“If everyone
knows I did it, then I couldn't take over. Vasco's boys are loyal to the end.”

“So what makes
you think they'll welcome you back?”

She tossed the
gem down next to me on the bed. I was confused for a moment.

“I'll persuade
them,” she said. “Just like you 'persuaded' Paul and those sorry excuses
for guards he used to work with.”

She clicked her
fingers, and the Triad guys let me go. In a flash, I had the gem in my hand,
shoving it against the open hand of the guy to my right. He caught me too late,
and with a bloop! he turned into a slender brunette.

Cath looked
unimpressed, slipping a hand into her jacket pocket before slowly revealing a
small, jade box. Inside was another gem. This one was duller, with sharper
edges than the smooth gem that was caught in my fist by the brunette's grip.

She touched her
gem to the brunette, who immediately turned back into the Triad guy. He gave a
huge yawn before toppling to the floor, Mercifully, he let go of me as he went,
or he would have dragged me down with him.

The other guy
looked baffled. Cath barked an order at him, and he dragged his unconscious
partner outside. She sat on the edge of the bed once more.

“Tragedy,
really,” she said, turning the gem in her hands. “It only seems to reverse the
curse for men.”

Which was why
she was wearing gloves. Still, it begged the question. “So why don't you turn
back?”

“Because,” Cath
replied, popping the gem into the jade box and pocketing it, “I'm established
now. When the time's right, I might turn back. If the heat gets too much, or if
things go wrong. But for now, know this.”

Her lips grazed
my ear as she spoke. “You're never getting it.”

My common sense
faded as lust burned inside me. Lust and anger. I wanted to have her back at
her house. Now I wanted to overpower her, to pin her down, show her who was
boss.

I didn't know
if she sensed it, but her lips lingered next to my earlobe. Gently, I slipped
an arm around her. She moved into me, lips slipping around the soft pink flesh
and sucking lightly.

My hand went to
her side, pulling her in tight.

“You'll never
get it,” she whispered.

“I take what I
want,” I
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