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Chapter 1 - Ava, the Mermaid

I swam. My body was turned to one side, arms and legs asymmetrically in 
motion. My hand acted as oars, allowing my gradually changed body to propel 
itself forward. With my hard lean body turned into womanly curves, I experienced 
great tiredness in the left side of the body. I flipped over to my right side, 
allowing one shapely arm, curvaceous waist and bulging hip to rest. I had been 
doing the scissor stroke for a good 10 years now, ever since I was eight years 
old. But even this relatively relaxing stroke taxed my transformed body. 


It had been two years since I had begun taking female hormones; I was nearly 
a fully developed woman by now. My breasts had blossomed into a decent size 32 
(A). About 20 months after having started HRT, the fat distribution in my body 
had started changing. My waist had become smaller, my hips more curvaceous and 
my derriere decidedly more rounded. These changes satiated a longstanding 
yearning in me, but made continuing to compete as a male swimmer difficult. My 
career ahead looked decidedly bleak, but I had no choice. I had been forced to 
become a woman, or else give up on life itself. It had been a do or die 
situation. 


I stared swimming when I was eight years old. My parents had been dead for 
many years and I lived with my lovely paternal grandma I fondly called “nana”. 
Since she was arthritis-ridden to continue working at the mill, and I was too 
young, we had enrolled ourselves for a social welfare scheme and lived on dole. 
Our house was a two-storied council flat, with two small bedrooms, a dining 
hall, a kitchen and a bathroom. Though we didn’t have three course meals, nana 
and I had enough to eat and didn’t ever have to go to a food bank. Nana also 
allowed me to join swimming classes, which was offered free for orphaned 
children. I also had a state school education. 


It turned out that I was a water baby, a born swimmer. I attended swimming 
classes regularly, stayed behind for hours practicing strokes that were much 
advanced for my age and experience. Such was my zeal for swimming that I even 
forgot to have food on time. My hunger for my passion was so intense that I was 
soon an ace at freestyle, butterfly, breaststroke, backstroke and individual 
medley. I joined competitions and won many of them. When I participated in and 
won a competition in an older age category, two local newspapers covered me. I, 
eight and a half year old Austin Fisher became a child prodigy, a phenomenally 
talented young boy who could beat competitors double his age. In other words, I 
had taken the aquatic world by storm. 


A year after I had joined swimming, my fame had spread in the local area. A 
well-wisher uploaded video clips of my strokes on social media, and I started 
getting fan mail from people claiming that they had been greatly inspired by me. 
Several people started following me on social media. They wanted to know 
everything about me, which included: the background I hailed from, my workout 
schedule, achievements and so on. Since I was too young to have a Facebook 
account, Nana posted updates on my behalf, detailing the modest background that 
I hailed from, the grueling training schedules I put myself through and the 
laurels I had achieved. She also regretfully mentioned that because of our 
financial constraints, she couldn’t afford to buy me top quality swimming wear. 
Nana also mentioned that while she could give me three basic meals a day, she 
couldn’t afford to give me the kind of nutritious diet swimmers required to 
build their bodies and stamina. 


During this period, Impetus, a company specializing in sports merchandise 
offered to sponsor me. It paid for my sports equipment, a diet which met the 
demands of an upcoming athlete’s body and my trips abroad and to other parts of 
the UK. Over a period of 9 years, I had represented East London in several 
competitions and Great Britain in a few. In the subsequent years, I did fairly 
well, but my accomplishments weren’t good enough to satisfy Impetus, myself or 
nana completely. 


The reason began at age 10, when I started going through a personally 
harrowing period. It all began in school one day when an inexplicable power 
beyond my control yanked me to the girls’ bathroom. At first, the girls were 
startled to see me, but soon loosened up and began chatting with me. We started 
conversing about general topics such as the weather, studies and syllabus before 
moving on to uncompromisingly girly-talk such as clothes, fashion, makeup and 
boys. I enjoyed the girls’ company more than I had ever liked being with the 
boys. I was fascinated by a peek into the female world. The short skirts, the 
mascara, the fascinators and the lip gloss! They all seemed so bewitching, so 
captivating and fascinating than anything else I had come across so far! Before 
I knew it, the yearning to dress, smell and sound like a girl became so intense 
that I lost control. I fell to my knees and begged a tall, gossipy girl called 
Yvonne to exchange her uniform with mine. 


“Have you gone crazy, Austin?” asked Yvonne recoiling in disgust and horror 
“of course, I am not going to do that!”


“Please, Yvonne” I pleaded, my voice almost a wail “Oblige me this once, just 
for five minutes. We still have fifteen minutes to go before the science class 
starts”. 


“Get away from me, you faggot!” yelled Yvonne “you’ve lost your mind!”. 


I knew I was making a royal fool of myself, but I couldn’t control myself. I 
fell to the ground--a beseeching, sniveling, slobbering mess. The girls shirked 
in shock. They marched out of the bathroom, leaving me stripped of all dregs of 
dignity. 


Yvonne was a blabbermouth. The other girls came a close second. Soon, the 
story of how I had disgraced myself had spread like wildfire throughout school. 
Boys, who were jealous of my stardom, took this opportunity to shake my 
self-confidence. They ragged, riled and bullied me at every given opportunity. 
They called me a pansy, a queer and a faggot. They made life so miserable for me 
that I stopped attending school. I, however, continued swimming and tried to 
perform to the best of my ability. 


I performed decently enough in the competitions, but wasn’t as “prodigious” 
as before. Since that awkward episode at the girls’ restroom, my mental health 
had taken a turn for the worse. I began obsessing and over-thinking as to why I 
had behaved in the manner I had. I was also distressed by my increasing 
fascination for girls’ clothes, accessories and magazines. In my free time, I 
began reading Mills & Boons, a mushy romantic novel series, on the sly. I 
bought myself a lacy nightgown and went to bed wearing it. (Of course, I made 
sure I latched my bedroom door tightly shut so that nana wouldn’t know). I did 
odd jobs so that I had enough money to buy sexy lingerie to wear under my 
regular male clothes. Also, I had begun detesting my penis. I felt that it 
didn’t belong to me. This was also the time I had begun dreaming of him….


As dissatisfied as it was with my performance, Impetus continued to sponsor 
me. I wasn’t as brilliant as before, but my track record was better than most 
swimmers in London. During early adolescence, I made no friends as I was busy 
training at the pool or doing odd jobs. Unbeknownst to my conscious self, I was 
probably saving for a complete female wardrobe and Hormone Replacement Therapy 
(HRT). However, I was also apprehensive of the adverse impact gender change 
could have on my swimming career. 


At 16, I had gone beyond the point of caring and started undergoing HRT. Now, 
two years after the treatment, I had metamorphosed from “Austin the Merman” to 
“Ava the Mermaid”. Though I hadn’t confirmed my gender change to the press or 
made a formal announcement of the new name I had given myself, speculations were 
abound. Where would life take me now that the whole world had started noticing 
the changes in my body? Only time could tell. 









Chapter 2 - Nana and my Dream Prince

I returned home to find nana sitting snugly by the hearth. I saw a reflection 
of my own Celtic complexion, blue eyes and delicate features in her. Though Nana 
was only seventy, severe arthritis had prevented her from working as a mill hand 
for the past twelve years. She could still walk using an elbow crutch; do most 
of the household chores and local shopping. She brightened as I came in, cooked 
me a simple meal of eggs and invited me to sit with her by the fire so that she 
could tell me a story. 


I changed into my gauzy blue nightgown, which I had recently mustered the 
courage to wear in front of nana, carried my plate of eggs and went to sit by 
the fire with nana. Then nana began the tale she had unfailingly told me every 
day since I was little. It was the Tess of the D’Urberville-like story of 
an ancient, aristocratic family that had come to ruin. And the family was 
ours--that of the Fishers. 


We had evidently been “old money” or aristocratic nobility. We had sprawling 
country homes, lovely beach houses and plenty of servants. Dinners were grand 
affairs with eight or nine separate courses. The houses nana described evoked 
images from a TV series called Downtown Abbey that I watched regularly. 
The women just dressed in finery and played the piano. The men spent much of 
their time smoking cigars and playing golf, and supervised business only once in 
a while. 


All was fine until Grandpa Fisher erred. He had sunk deeper into the already 
dug pool of promiscuity, drunkenness and gambling and had squandered away the 
entire family fortune. The cook was sent away, and then the kitchen maid and 
eventually, the serving maid, governess, gardener, coachman, the stable boy and 
housemaids. The huge brick and mortar mansion the Fishers lived in, the country 
homes and the beach houses had to be sold. The Fishers and their little boy (my 
father Thomas) had to move into a council flat in the East End. Grandpa Fisher 
finally came to his senses. He and nana found jobs at a local mill and worked 
away until their fingers were calloused. Their only son went to a state-run 
school after which he worked at a factory, married a girl from another ruined 
aristocratic family and got me two years later. When I was three, my parents 
were killed in a fire which broke out in the factory in which both of them 
worked. I had very few memories of my parents—all I remembered were that they 
were young, beautiful and extremely loving. Nana’s vividly evocative stories 
kept my father alive in my memory. Apart from a diamond pendant which had been 
passed on from my mother to me, I had nothing to remember her by. It was a huge 
raw diamond set in oxidized silver, and meant the world to me. I had never even 
taken it off even once during my lifetime and had vowed never to be parted from 
it. The diamond made me feel as if my mother was always present with me—through 
thick and thin—like a beautiful guiding star. Parted from the pendant, I’d lose 
my inner compass. 


After listening to stories of rank and opulence, I went off to bed. As my 
eyelids started closing, water engulfed me from all directions. I was no longer 
human, but a young and lovely mermaid living beneath the waters. Being a mermaid 
was uncomplicated: they have breasts, but no genitals.


I swam to the surface of the water every day and saw the marvels of the 
earth: the trees, the birds and the sunset. Most importantly, I saw him partying 
at the deck of the ship: a beautiful young prince with a smooth high forehead, 
deep forest green eyes and thick brown hair. And I’d gaze at him until it was 
time to go underwater again. I perpetually dreamed of being his bride…


I awoke from my sleep with a jerk. I had been dreaming again—that same 
recurring dream. It was so realistic and vivid that each time it occurred, I had 
a hard time believing it hadn’t existed in my three dimensional reality. The 
prince—my prince—with his pensive brow and melancholy eyes had haunted me ever 
since I had first started having stirrings of womanliness in my male body. He 
seemed so real that I had, over the years, began to believe that he actually 
existed in the earthly world somewhere, waiting to love, cherish and complete 
me….


I rubbed my eyes, clearing the cobwebs of dreams from it. The real world in 
real time had to be dealt with; I had a day of rigorous training ahead of me and 
an interstate competition to prepare for. I had finished last-but-one in the 
previous week’s 100 meters freestyle, and was obliged to make up for the 
super-embarrassing debacle. I forced myself to shower and put on a pair of 
trousers and a shirt. The above clothes had been tailored for me when I was a 
male; they were a now little snug at the hip and breast region. The same 
inexplicable force, which had coerced me to beg Yvonne to switch her uniform 
with me, presently urged me to change into a fuchsia pink dress I had recently 
bought and couple it with a pair of silver-colored Roman sandals. I also dabbed 
on a bit of makeup: an act, which I convinced myself was a momentary indulgence 
before a hard day of toil. 


I impulsively switched on the radio. Channel 2 blared all the retro songs 
that I loved. As Sheryl Crow crooned “I’m gonna soak up the sun/gonna tell 
everyone to lighten’ up”, I discovered that I was grooving. I danced all the way 
to the living room, my body twisting and contorting like a sinuous serpent’s. 
Nana, who sat by the fire knitting a mitten, looked surprised and a tad 
disapproving. However, indulgence for her only grandchild won her over and she 
too moved to the beats of the music. 


Being a member of an older generation, nana didn’t understand concepts like 
Gender Identity Disorder. At first, when I had started dressing like a girl, she 
was terribly confused. My undergoing HRT frazzled her further. However, nana’s 
love for me was so intense that she took the changes in her stride. She failed 
to understand why I behaved so erratically, but accepted my decision to change 
my body. “You are a very strange child and I don’t get you” nana had said when I 
had first explained my predicament to her “however, I’ll support you come what 
may. God knows, how much I love you, Austin. You mean the world to me”. With 
nana by my side, I felt empowered and ready to take on the world. 


Presently, I helped nana out of her chair and handed her the elbow crutch. 
“Tomorrow never dies” was playing now, and Sheryl Crow was yodeling about the 
sweet aches and agonies of being James Bond’s girlfriend. Nana got into the 
groovy mood and how! She even hobbled to the medicine cupboard and poured out 
some house brandy for the two of us. Between us, we managed to finish the entire 
bottle and continued to jive to the hypnotic music until the awareness of the 
presence of another person stopped us midway. 


Mathew Stone, the PR manager of Impetus stood in the doorway. His already 
ashen face was aghast and his gooseberry eyes were bulging out of their sockets. 
I realized nana and I must have looked like total dorks: me in my revealing pink 
dress and a high jiving nana in her nightgown. 


I stopped the music abruptly. “Please, Mr. Stone…” I falteringly said “…do 
take a seat”. 


“So, it’s true!” spluttered Stone by way of response “Mr. Hunt and I hoped 
the changes in your body were due to gynecomastia or else an allergic reaction 
or something…”.


I remained silent. The garb in which I was dressed was solid evidence of my 
gender change. Saying anything at the moment would be useless. The damage had 
already been done. I waited to hear what Stone had to say. 


“Austin” he said in icy tones “we have been sponsoring you for a good nine 
years now. We literally helped build your career. Couldn’t you, at least, have 
informed us before starting to take female hormone?”. 


I looked at my toes peeking out of my open-toed sandals. “I thought Impetus 
would refuse to continue to sponsor me had I told” I finally said. 


“And you thought the changes in your body would go unnoticed?” asked Stone 
with a hint of sarcasm in his tone “Goodness Austin, you’ve changed so bloody 
much, we don’t even know what to call you anymore!”


“You can call me ‘Ava’” I said sheepishly. 


“Heavens!” murmured Stone looking up at the sky “you’ve really giving us a 
very rough time. Your speed has gone down ever since you developed curves. Your 
performance has dipped. You’re becoming the laughing stock of sporting circles. 
Your continued association with Impetus is bad for our brand image. Other 
sportspeople affiliated with us are threatening to quit”.


“I can’t help that!” I said a tad peevishly.


“Well you can” said Stone empathically “stop taking those frigging hormones. 
Get your original male body back. Impetus will be proud to retain you”. 


I gasped, shell-shocked at Stone’s words. What? Stop HRT? Witness my lovely 
curves harden into a linear, male body? This man was crazy.


“And if I don’t stop taking estrogen?” I asked hesitantly.


“Then I’m afraid impetus will have to stop sponsoring you” Stone said 
resolutely.


Good God, it was as if the choice was between my body and my career. Both 
were equally important to me. I had worked for one since age 8. I had 
desperately yearned for the other since I was 10 years old. 


It was a difficult choice to make. “Could you give me two days to decide 
please?” I asked Stone. 


“Please take your time” replied Stone “we trust you’ll make the right 
decision”. 









Chapter 3 - Dream Boy Manifested 


Stone left me and nana staring at each other in confusion. Nana understood my 
predicament, but was at a loss to advise me. Though she knew and had, in part, 
shared the level of sacrifice involved in building a swimming career; I think 
she also in her own way comprehended the depth of my longing to retain my 
femininity. Like most well-wishers who ostensibly had my best interests at 
heart, nana could have persuaded me to stop HRT in order to save my diligently 
worked-for swimming career towards which she too had contributed. But my nana 
was more perceptive and evolved than that. She knew that I was sensible enough 
to make the right decision on my own. 


“Nana, I’m going for a walk” I said holding my reeling head “to clear my 
head”. 


“Of course, child” said nana soothingly “but have a bit of strong coffee 
before you head out. And please change into something less flimsy. It’s nippy 
out there”.


I changed into a turquoise blue halter necked sweater, a suede skirt and fake 
leather boots. I straitened and combed my shoulder-length blonde hair, had a few 
gulps of strong coffee concocted by my nana. I carried some money and headed out 
of my stifling house. 


As the fresh breeze caressed my face, I instantly felt better. Except for a 
bit of kohl and lip gloss, my well-scrubbed face was devoid of makeup. 
Neighbors, who were mostly Bangladeshi immigrants, turned to give me curious 
glances, but those was only because they had seen me since childhood, and were 
aware that I was an MTF transgender. I was so peachy-skinned and classically 
beautiful that people (who didn’t follow sports) assumed that I was a genetic 
woman. 


The smell of kebabs and curries and the sonorous sound of the muezzin’s 
second call to prayer didn’t have the usual cheering effect on me today. I just 
walked on, vaguely aware that I was proceeding towards the south of London. I 
spotted a tube station along the way and purchased a ticket to Surrey, a county 
situated in the South East of London. As much as I loved the city I was born and 
bred in, I was itching to get away from it today. I couldn’t bear to face the 
love, the disappointment and the pity of London today. I needed to be completely 
alone and in unfamiliar surroundings. 


I got off at Surrey and walked for miles, taking in the ethereal beauty of 
the manicured landscapes, the impressive canal systems, the exquisite cathedrals 
and imaginatively planned theme parks. Stone’s words seemed a million miles 
away, and so also my predicament. It seemed that immersed in the beauty of 
Surrey, I had forgotten all about the difficult decision that I had to take. My 
brain went into the theta mode and I went into a somnambulistic sleepy haze. 
From the deep recesses of dream or reality, came a sounds or raillery and 
revelry. 


I was jerked awake as if from a deep sleep. I woke to the sounds of peals of 
young laughter emanating like silvery tinkle of bells from the girls and like a 
shower of raindrops from the boys. The crowd of revelers, approaching in the 
opposite direction, consisted of a large group of boys and girls roughly in my 
age group. Their branded clothes, jazzy hairstyles, classy shoes and expensive 
earphones gave the impression that they were very wealthy. However, it wasn’t 
their obvious bourgeoisie background that attracted me. It was the rakishness of 
their movements, the ease of their camaraderie and the merriness of their 
laughter—factors, which hadn’t in the least touched my strained and disturbed 
life. 


Among them, I saw him. And I stopped in my tracks. 


The boy of my dreams. The prince I had been dreaming of ever since I was nine 
years old.


He had the same high noble forehead, thick brown hair and bewitching forest 
green eyes. His body, which seemed to be sculpted of marble, was dressed in a 
pair of dark blue denim jeans, a Bob Marley t-shirt and a pair of black loafers. 
But the facets that endeared him to me were his good-natured stride, the 
kindness in his eyes and the sweetness of his smile. 


“The clock has struck 12!” chipped a perky-voiced girl “Happy birthday, 
Liam!”


“A very happy birthday to our buddy Liam!” chorused the crowd. 


“So, Mr. Liam Murray finally turns 21!” shouted a swaying, slightly stoned 
boy with stylishly unkempt hair “today is indeed a milestone in the history of 
Great Britain!”. He thumped my dream boy on the back. 


So, my prince’s name was Liam Murray. And he turned 21 today, on the 
13th of March 2017. The most important day in my life. Indeed. 


I stood frozen on the spot. Liam and his friends overtook me, not looking in 
my direction even once. Engrossed in their own worlds, they had evidently failed 
to notice me. I followed them like a woman in a trance. At the moment, a willful 
18 year old girl like me was like a mesmerized snake seduced by the tunes of the 
mellifluous flute played by the fair charmer. I lost all free will and was 
obliged to follow Liam Murray and his friends. 


They stopped at a large Victorian-looking house with a large premise. Very 
little could be seen of the actual house, but I could discern that it was made 
of red brick and wood, with scenes of Michelangelo (or some other iconic painter 
painted on it). Magnificent towers, bay windows and balconies bought dimension 
to the building. A partial porch which swept around the first floor added depth. 
An angled roof highlighted the gorgeous stained glass windows, exquisite 
stonework, intricate shingles and railings completed its majestic look. 


It was a house right out of nana’s stories. I surmised that Grandpa Fisher 
had owned one such mansion before he had fallen into debauchery and lost it. 


***


Presently, two security guards in navy blue uniforms allowed the youngsters 
in. Going by their especial familiarity with Liam, I assumed that the mansion 
was his. I was standing in front of my handsome prince’s royal palace. 


After a while, Liam and his friends disappeared inside the building. One of 
the guards was in the process of closing the intricate wrought-iron gate behind 
them, when he spotted me. Even in my East End turquoise polo-necked sweater, 
cheap suede skirt and fake leather boots, I evidently managed to look fairly 
classy as the guard didn’t wave me away. Instead, he yelled:


“Miss, I assume you are one of Mr. Liam’s friends?”


I don’t approve of lying, but couldn’t help nodding. This was wishful 
thinking coming true! I had wanted to be close to my prince, and the guard had 
assumed that I was his friend!


“Then why are you waiting outside?” said the guard cheerily “go straight 
inside and join the gang! Mr. Liam is celebrating his 21st 
birthday!”. 


I walked inside. The campus was a huge one full of beautiful firs, junipers 
and cypress trees. I was gained admittance inside the mansion by a butler who 
also assumed I was a friend of Mr. Liam’s. I walked inside like one in a daze. 
Nothing had prepared me for the opulence I witnessed inside the mansion. 


Windows were covered by rich forest green curtains laced with gold. 
Wallpapers with lush roses graced the stately walls. Grand stuffed furniture 
filled the rooms. Embroidered carpets and rugs decorated the sitting rooms. 
Tables covered with antiques and other knickknacks stood in the corners. 


I climbed the grand staircase to the first floor, walked into a room 
fashioned in the gothic revival style and gazed at the back of the house from 
one of the windows. Liam and his friends splashed about in the medium-sized 
swimming pool behind the house. Going by his awkward spluttering movements, I 
surmised that Liam didn’t know how to swim. However, he was so beautiful that he 
looked liked Poseidon: the God of the sea. I noticed a few of Liam’s friends 
swim clumsily while acres of land, leading to a back gate in the farthest end, 
stretched behind them. 


How I wished I was there among the other water babies, especially my dream 
prince! However, a thick rich green and gold curtain divided us. The curtain 
wasn’t just literal; in my mind it was also the barricade that divided the haves 
from the have-nots and the elite from the impoverished. I too was young and 
beautiful like my Liam and his pals, but was just a lower class resident of the 
East End. Though a champion swimmer, I didn’t belong with the crowd. 


Yet I yearned to be physically close to Liam. The same force that had lead me 
to follow Liam inside the mansion, guided me down the magnificent staircase and 
out of the house through the backdoor. The butler who had admitted me inside 
unbolted the door, assuming I wanted to join “my friends”. 


I traipsed out of the mansion, yet I felt too shy to reveal myself to the 
crowd. I concealed behind a large weeping willow tree and drank in the sight of 
the Liam splashing around in water. He was so beautiful, so blithe and gay that 
a plethora of emotions stirred within me. I nearly cried of a comingling of joy 
and despair. I loved Liam, but our circumstances were so different!


The faint sound of flutes, guitars, drums and banjos in the vicinity jerked 
me out of my inner world. A band of street musicians were evidently passing by 
the road behind the mansion. Seduced by the instrumental rendition of Doris Day, 
Frank Sinatra and Andy Williams’ songs, Liam’s friends climbed out of the pool, 
draped themselves in towels and sauntered off towards the back gate, about half 
a kilometer away from the pool.


However, Liam chose to stay behind. It was almost as if he was sentient of my 
presence behind the weeping willow and wished to be alone with me. For a few 
moments, it was just the prince, me and the moon, casting its benevolent silvery 
light on us. 


Liam splashed around idly in water, apparently gyrating to his own inner 
rhythm. He gazed skyward many times, as if he was wishing upon a star. What was 
he wishing for, I wondered? Was it for the love of his life? Had Liam also 
dreamed of me as I had dreamt of him? 


There was a soft cry and a gurgle. I was alerted by the sounds of 
spluttering, splashing and struggling. The next thing I was aware of was that 
Liam was drowning. His leg had evidently slipped in the pool, and he had been 
unable to regain his balance. 


I stood rooted to the spot like a woman in shock. Water engulfed Liam from 
all directions and seemed to be asphyxiating him. My surmise had been right—my 
prince didn’t know how to swim. 


Liam’s friends had evidently not heard him, as none of them rushed to his 
rescue. They were still half a kilo meter away, engrossed in the music of the 
band. The sounds from the pool were becoming more urgent. If not rescued soon, 
my prince would die. 


Without another thought, I took off my clothes and shoes. Clad only in my 
briefs and a bra, I sprinted a few meters and dived into the pool. I turned the 
barely conscious Liam on his back, turned prone myself, grabbed his armpits and 
performed a breaststroke kick, inching myself towards the edge of the pool. I 
kept my kicks deep, so as not to hit Liam. 


Finally, I reached the edge of the pool. As difficult as it was, I gathered 
superhuman strength to pick up the fairly heavy 21 year old man and heave him on 
the landing. After a minute’s rest, I climbed the pool ladder and kneeled down 
in front of Liam. 


· He seemed so still that for a moment I thought, I dreaded that he might be 
dead…but quickly brushed off the dismal thoughts when I placed my ear next to 
his mouth and could hear him breathing.


I gently tried to shake him awake, but my prince was still unconscious. I 
leaned over and placed my cheek near his mouth. I could feel his faint warm 
breath on my face. 


Thank Goodness, Liam was still alive! Yet his breathing wasn’t strong enough 
to sustain itself independently. Therefore, I tilted his head backwards, pinched 
his nose and closed my mouth over his. Simultaneously, I could feel a faint 
drizzle on my back. It was raining lightly. I took deep breaths and passed them 
on to Liam. As I transferred the fifth breath, I could feel Liam stirring back 
to life. The prince was returning to life by the kiss of true love. 


At this magical moment, I heard footsteps. I quickly sprinted from the spot 
and concealed behind the weeping willow tree. 









Chapter 4 - The Dark Flutist

I put on my clothes and boots hastily and waited, my heart hammering in my 
chest. The sound of footsteps drew closer. A figure emerged, evidently out of 
one of the side gates I hadn’t noticed before. It was that of a girl of about my 
own age. She was dressed in some sort of a fancy dress: a ruffled peasant shirt, 
a frilly pinafore-type gown and suede boots. The full moon’s silvery rays 
illuminated her luxurious dark brown hair and cute, slightly blunt features. She 
held a silver flute in one hand. I dubbed her for a member of the passing band 
of street musicians who had strayed into the Murray Mansion. Though young 
flutist was invitingly pretty, no one could have called her classically 
beautiful. 


She found the beautiful Liam lying prone on the pool landing. The girl bent 
down and shook him gently. Liam, who had been on the verge of gaining 
consciousness after I had breathed life into him, was fully awake now. He looked 
uncomprehendingly at the girl, gave a disoriented glance at his surroundings and 
turned back to the girl. This time his gaze evidently held knowledge. 


“You rescued me!” I heard him say to her gratefully “you saved my life!”.


The girl didn’t accept or deny Liam’s statement. She just sat gazing into his 
eyes like a woman in a trance. Though I was a few feet away, it was obvious to 
me that she was smitten by Liam. The drizzle had wet the girl’s clothes and hair 
enough to give the impression that she had indeed dived into the pool and 
rescued Liam.


“O beautiful stranger!” cried Liam in gratitude “how do I ever repay you?!”


The girl continued gazing at him in the same infatuated fashion. Just then 
someone—apparently one of the other musicians—yelled “Robin!”. Jerked out of her 
reverie, the girl made a dash towards the side gate to rejoin her coterie. 


“Wait!” Liam shouted after her “stay a moment longer!”. The girl turned 
around just once, gave him a shy smile before moving away. Liam lay on the 
ground and gave a long, yearning sigh. It was the most painful sound to my ears 
as it seemed like my prince had fallen in love with the dark young flutist who 
he thought had rescued him. 


***


Since I had no energy to walk, I took a cab to the nearest tube station from 
where I caught a tube directly to the East End. By the time I reached home, it 
was nearly 7 am. I heard nana pottering around in the kitchen, apparently 
brewing herself tea. I went straight to my room without a word, bolted the door, 
flung myself headlong on my bed and cried my heart out. The prince of my dreams 
was in love with another girl…. a genetic girl who had better chances of winning 
his love than I did. It had been futile of me to dream, to find a man who 
resembled my lover and to have trespassed into his house. Liam Murray belonged 
to another world—that of status, wealth and opulence. He was also a born male, 
with straight heterosexual tendencies that the world regarded as “normal”. I, on 
the other hand, was a bankrupt transsexual girl belonging to a ruined 
aristocratic family. I had a somewhat passable swimming career once…even that 
seemed to be in jeopardy at the moment. 


My career was all but ruined…unless I gave up my feminized body…but that was 
inconceivable to me! I couldn’t imagine doing that in my wildest dreams! I’d 
rather have killed myself than stop HRT. However, I couldn’t commit suicide on 
such flimsy grounds. Nana would never be able to live if something amiss 
happened to me. In many ways, I was answerable to the beautiful old soul who had 
raised me. 


I couldn’t afford the luxury of death. But I could sleep for a few hours to 
delay making a decision. I closed my eyes and felt myself drifting into sweet, 
blissful unconsciousness…


***


I was awakened by a sharp banging on the door. I reluctantly woke up and sat 
bolt upright. The clock on the mantelpiece showed 4 pm. It was nearly teatime. 


“Yeah?” I yelled mildly irritated. 


“Open up, my dear” came nana’s lovely husky voice through the door “Mr. Hunt 
and Mr. Stone are here to see you”. 


Less than 24 hours after he had left, Stone was here with Gregory Hunt, the 
managing director of Impetus Sports Merchandise Company. The bastards sure knew 
how to breathe down one’s neck. Muttering a litany of curses, I walked to the 
bathroom and splashed some water on my face. It still looked puffy and swollen 
from my morning’s cry, but I didn’t care. Patting my loose blonde hair down, I 
went to meet Hunt and Stone in the living room. 


Hunt was dipping a scone into his teacup. He was a heavy-seat ginger with a 
booming fake laugh, who always dressed in suits two sizes too small for him. 
Today, he was wearing a brown two-piece, which made him look like an overstuffed 
teddy bear. Stone sat next to him, looking as lean and bloodless as ever in a 
jet-black suit. 


“How are you doing Austin…er Ava?” Hunt asked with put-on joviality. 


“Not too well as you can see” I said candidly, pointing to my puffy, swollen 
face. 


“I’m sorry if we’ve been stressing you out” said Hunt somewhat apologetically 
“but we need to know your decision as soon as possible. It isn’t good for 
Impetus to be associated with a er…shemale”. 


“Please don’t label me” I said icily. 


“Well, I’m sorry if we offended you” Stone chipped in “but the gist of the 
matter is that we can’t sponsor you anymore unless you are willing to stop HRT 
and get your male body back”


“So be it then” I said stoically “I can’t stop HRT. I’ll forgo your 
sponsorship. There doesn’t seem to be any other way out”. 


“Sweetie!” nana wailed in dismay “are you going to throw away all that you 
worked for in the past 10 years?!”


“I’m tremendously sorry, darling nana” I said walking to my grandmother and 
hugging her consolingly “but I have no choice”. 


“Well, there could be a way” said Hunt stroking his goatee pensively “if you 
turn into a complete female, we could consider continuing to sponsor you. All we 
are apprehensive of is an “in-between”. It could be bad for our brand image”.


“What do you mean?” I asked uncomprehendingly. 


“He means you could undergo sex reassignment surgery” elaborated Stone. 


“Yes” I said brightening up “I could certainly undergo SRS”. 


“However, young…er lady” said Hunt giving me the third jolt in the past 48 
hours “you’ll have to pay for it yourself. 









Chapter 5 - Serendipity

The next day, Hunt called me with so-called good news. I was to report at 
Salubrious Clinic to meet a Dr. Cynthia Saunders, who was ready to perform the 
sex reassignment surgery on me for free. 


“Of course, she’d expect some sort of a gift in kind” said Hunt in his 
typical pseudo-cheery manner.


“Alright, I’ll come” I said. As much as I wished to undergo SRS, the prospect 
of today’s meeting gave me jitters. For some unfathomable reason, my inner 
antennae were erect. Dismissing my discomfort as irrational, I dragged myself to 
Salubrious Clinic located at Sutton. It was a posh three room establishment with 
a receptionist’s cubicle, a consultation room and an operating theatre. 


Dr. Cynthia Saunders was a lean, emaciated-looking woman in her mid 40s. Her 
long pockmarked face, hooked nose and pointed chin gave her a rather witchy 
appearance. She had hungry, rather restless eyes which had the disconcerting 
habit of settling on various parts of one’s body. After noting down my case 
history and details about HRT, she said:


“It seems like you are more than ready to undergo SRS. It would be my honor 
to perform it on a promising swimmer like you”. 


“Thank you, Dr. Saunders” I said formally “It’s very kind of you to sponsor 
it…”


Dr. Saunders became alert after hearing the word “sponsor”. “Well it’s true 
that I am not taking any cash payment…” she cagily said “but surely Mr. Hunt 
told you about…” Dr. Saunders tailed off. 


“Yes, he told me you expected to be paid in kind” I agreed “as you know, I’m 
not well-off. But I’ll give you whatever I can…”.


“Do I get to choose my honorarium?” asked Dr. Saunders her eyes flitting here 
there and everywhere. 


“Of course” I said “I should be happy to give you whatever I can afford. What 
do you want me to buy you, Dr. Saunders?”


“Oh no, Ava” said Dr. Saunders “I wouldn’t put you through the trouble of 
buying anything for me. I’d like to have something you already have….” 
She flushed deeply as she said this. It was obvious that Dr. Saunders was 
tremendously excited. 


I interpreted Dr. Saunders comment as a joke. “There is nothing I 
already have!” I replied laughing “unless you mean my grandmother….or one of my 
kidneys!”.


“That’s a very nice pendant you’re wearing, Ava” said Dr. Saunders boring my 
neck with her beady, avaricious eyes “raw diamond set in oxidized silver. It 
looks like a very rare antique. I’d like to have it as my honorarium please”. 


I felt the blood draining from my face. “Anything b—but this, Dr. Saunders” I 
stammered clinging on to the pendant “It’s the only thing I have by way of my 
late mother’s memory. It’s invaluable to me. I can’t bear to be parted from 
it!”.


“Well, Ava, I would like to have it” replied Dr. Saunders without budging 
from her stance “that’s the only thing I ask for. Think about it--you’ll have 
brand new genitals in exchange for the pendant. SRS will save your swimming 
career. That will make your grandmother very happy”.


“But, Dr. Saunders…” I tailed off, unable to continue. I could feel my eyes 
burning with tears. Before long, they were pouring down my cheeks. 


“Female genitals will save your career” persisted Dr. Saunders “it will also 
make you attractive more to men. Tell me, Ava; don’t you want to get married one 
day? Very few men would be willing to marry a shemale”. 


I thought of Liam. He’d probably accept me only if I was a “complete” woman 
with female genitals. SRS would greatly increase my chances of winning my 
prince’s love. 


“Alright, Dr. Saunders” I said wiping away my tears “you can have the 
pendant”. 


***


In spite of the tragic beginning to it, the SRS was smooth. My hideous penis 
provided the raw material for the creation of subtle, new genitals. Its shaft 
was inverted and converted into the lining of my vaginal canal. The penis head 
was converted into a clitoris. Remnants of my scrotum were transformed into 
labia. At the end of the surgery; I found myself with a vagina. However, the 
organ lacked the artistic appeal that I had yearned for. Hence, almost 
immediately, I underwent another surgery exclusively for improving the 
aesthetics of my newly-inducted organ. At the end of the second surgery, I was 
the proud owner of the softest, most beautiful vagina in the world. 


In exchange for my deceased mother’s pendant, I had female genitals. An 
invaluable thing had been lost, a precious possession gained. In addition, now 
that nothing remained to tell me apart from a genetic woman, I had the chance of 
winning Liam Murray’s love. 


A great sacrifice for saving my career and winning a man’s love. But I knew 
it would be worth it. 


Despite the initial protestations, nana was supportive. Even though 
stultified by my decision, nana understood my feelings. Having a grandson 
gradually transform into a granddaughter could be a harrowing situation for any 
grandmother, but nana proved to be a real brick. In spite of her health 
problems, she took good care of me. Nana accompanied me during my frequent 
checkups, helped me dilate my new organ and also gave me my antibiotics on time. 
Even though she had dark days when she brooded about my gender change, nana 
ultimately succeeded in convincing herself that perhaps all this (including my 
bartering away my mother’s pendant) was for the best. She told me that my 
happiness was paramount to her, and that other things were superfluous. 


Slowly, I discovered the umpteen pleasures of having a female organ. Since 
all my nerve connections remained intact, my vagina and vulva were tantalizingly 
sensitive. I reached orgasm by merely rubbing my nether regions. The orgasms 
that I achieved by fingering my clitoris gave me greatest pleasure. Having 
“indoor plumbing” was beneficial to me in other ways too. I no longer had to 
wear briefs like I used to. I purchased and tried on an assortment of attractive 
panties and bikini bottoms. I also purchased swimsuits with a bikini bottom 
though Dr. Saunders had forbidden me from swimming for nearly a year after 
surgery. 


***


One night, about 8 or 9 months after SRS, nana woke me up in the middle of 
the night. 


“What is it, nana?” I asked groggy with sleep “It’s 1 am…”


“I’m sorry to disturb you, dear child” said nana clutching her chest “but I 
have a terrible pain in the chest”. 


My pulse quickened. Grandma was arthritis-ridden, but had never complained of 
chest pain before. Something within me said that this was a serious matter that 
had to be dealt with urgently. 


“You sit tight” I said wearing my trench coat over my nightgown “I’ll fetch 
Dr. Saifuddin Choudhri”. 


“I have his number somewhere….” said nana faintly “since we don’t contact him 
often, I don’t remember it”. 


“Well, nana, this is no hour to sit and search for a phone number” I said in 
a gently chiding tone “I’ll fetch Dr. Choudhri…he lives only in the next lane”.


I opened the front door. A blast of chilly London air struck me like a leash. 
It was unusually strong and threatened to blow me away. I felt chilled to the 
bone. Perhaps this was a premonition of an impending tragedy….maybe I’d be left 
all alone in the world….


“Don’t be silly” I said chiding myself “it’s only chest pain. Nana will be 
right as rain tomorrow”.


I hurried down the lane. There wasn’t a single soul or vehicle on the road. 
All that remained was me and my dread that refused to be shrugged off in spite 
of my sincere attempts. I turned around the corner of the lane, found Dr. 
Choudhri’s modest brick flat and knocked. 


Mrs. Choudhri, a plump dusky woman, opened the door. When I mentioned the 
nature of the emergency, she hurried inside to wake her husband. Presently, Dr. 
Choudhri emerged, wearing a coat over his purple dressing gown and with his 
briefcase in hand. 


“Let’s go” he said in a grave, business-like manner.


Dr. Choudhri started his two-wheeler and asked me to sit behind him. I 
obliged. In less than two minutes, we were at my council flat. I hurriedly 
opened the door and led the doctor inside.


Nana was sitting where I’d left her. She hadn’t moved an inch. A beatific 
smile graced her calm face. It was obvious that she wasn’t in pain anymore. 


Dr. Choudhri leaned down and felt nana’s wrist. He then salvaged his 
stethoscope out of his briefcase before examining nana thoroughly. His face 
turned graver.


“I’m really sorry” he said turning to me “your grandmother seems to have 
suffered a massive cardiac arrest. She is no more”. 


***


My head started swimming. The ground beneath my face started quaking. Dr. 
Choudhri’s lean, dusky face seemed to grow nearer, then distant, and then nearer 
again. 


I regained focus a minute later, and managed to say: “You’re joking, right? 
Please tell me all this is a joke”.


“No, my dear” said Dr. Choudhri sympathetically “I’m afraid your grandmother 
has passed away”. 


I slumped down on the seat and wept as if the world had come to an end. In 
some ways, it had. At least, my world had. 


“I’ve seen you since you were a kid” said Dr. Choudhri “we haven’t had many 
opportunities to interact, but I’ve really admired your talent as a swimmer. As 
a doctor, I also understand the gender identity issues you’ve struggled with….so 
does my wife. So, you could come and stay with us for a couple of days….until 
you gain moral strength…”


“Thank you, Dr. Choudhri” I said “you are a very kind man. But I need to deal 
with this alone. I need to be strong and resilient as I’ve always been. That’s 
the best tribute I can pay my nana”. 


***


Four months after nana passed away, I resumed swimming. This time, Impetus 
hired a female coach, Sheila Harrison, to train me. Coach Harrison observed that 
though my technique and strokes reflected the expertise of umpteen years of 
practice, I had lost speed. She said that my average speed was far lower than 
that of competitive swimmers, including those participating in the women’s 
category. She said that this was probably due to loss of stamina post surgery. A 
number of dietary supplements were prescribed and taken, yet my speed didn’t 
increase much. Coach Harrison put me through a rigorous physical training 
session, which included cardio, weight-training and running 10 kilometers per 
day. 


On her suggestion, I went for a trek in the Coniston area of Lake District. 
My aim was to traipse through the trenches, tarns and spurs and make my way to 
the summit of The Old Man of Coniston (which is the pinnacle of the range of 
hills). Dressed in khaki trousers, an olive green t-shirt and with a backpack on 
my shoulders, I made my way through the rough ground, deeply pockmarked by slate 
quarries. The air was fresh and fragrant with primroses. Moses and lichens grew 
around bilberries, crowberries and arctic alpine trees. On my way to the summit, 
I crossed an elderly shepherd grazing his flock of sheep.


As I approached the summit, several things happened at once. I heard the 
noisy sound of a group of people in the vicinity. I heard the old shepherd’s 
warning cry from a few meters away. Then to my utter shock and disbelief, I came 
face-to-face with a mountain lion. I stood frozen on the spot, unable to take my 
eyes off the cougar’s tawny fur, large head and icy hypnotic eyes. 


The magnificent created growled. Then it crouched, ready to spring on me. 


I screamed louder than I ever had in my life. A man I hadn’t noticed threw a 
net on the mountain lion and succeeded in tranquilizing it. One of group of 
youngsters rushed towards me and offered me much needed support. 


“Are you alright, Miss?” he asked in an anxious whisper, holding me by the 
shoulders. 


I turned to see that the kindly stranger was none other than my darling Liam. 
I opened my mouth to reply, but couldn’t find my voice—literally. A moment 
passed before the world around me started spinning and I fainted in Liam’s arms.









Chapter 6 - Speechless in Love

I woke up in Liam’s room. It had the same opulence as the rest of the house: 
heavy forest green and gold curtains, floral wall paper and tables with 
knickknacks. But it also had hallmarks of Liam’s individuality: posters of 
cricketing and football heroes, rock stars and a few sketches of a girl who bore 
startling resemblance to me. Liam himself sat near the headrest, apparently 
waiting for me to regain consciousness. When my eyes fluttered open, I found him 
beaming at me. 


“Glad you’ve woken up” he said pleasantly “My friends and I brought you here 
from Lake District in our jeep. You earlier regained consciousness for a minute 
before falling asleep. I reckon you were dead tired”. 


That was true. My stamina was not what it used to be, so the strain of the 
trek combined with the dreadful shock I had received probably made me fall 
asleep for hours at a stretch. I vaguely remembered waking for a brief moment 
when in the jeep, sensing Liam’s reassuring presence and being lulled to sleep 
again. Presently, I merely smiled in response to Liam’s observation. Exhausted 
as I still was, proximity to my prince brought me succor. Liam presence was as 
soothing as a warm fire during a nippy winter night. 


“The cougar must have come as a dreadful shock” continued Liam “It had 
apparently escaped from a wildlife sanctuary near Coniston Village. An official 
of the forest department, who had received information about its escape caught 
and tranquilized it at the right time”. 


So, that had explained the presence of the mountain lion in Coniston. Even in 
my fright, I had wondered. As far as I knew, there was no wildlife in the Lake 
District.


I opened my mouth to articulate this thought. But I couldn’t speak. At this 
stupefying moment I realized that I had lost my voice. 


“What is the matter, dear?” asked Liam with sweet concern in his voice 
“aren’t you able to talk?”


I shook my head mutely, blissful at being in the company of my prince, but 
saddened at not being able to communicate with him.


“That’s terrible” said Liam empathetically “but not to worry. I shall phone 
the family doctor immediately. He’ll examine you, my sweet”. 


Liam pulled out his cell phone. After a brief conversation with the family 
physician, he hung up. He and I sat in silence for ten minutes. My eyes sought 
the startling pencil sketches every ten minutes, but Liam offered no explanation 
as to who had drawn them and how they happened to resemble me. He just followed 
the direction in which my eyes traveled and flushed a deep red. 


The family doctor arrived. He was a short, skinny man with a beard. Liam 
explained the circumstances in which he had found me to the venerable doctor. 
After various exercises which included making me open my mouth wide, the doctor 
turned to Liam and said: 


“The young lady has evidently ruptured a blood vessel on the surface of the 
vocal cord when she screamed at the sight of the mountain lion. The soft tissue 
of the vocal cord is now filled with blood. She has developed a vocal cord 
hemorrhage”. 


“Dear God!” exclaimed Liam in panic “that’s horrible, Dr. Smith. I feel so 
sorry for the poor lady here. How can her condition be treated?”


“Hers is a serious condition, Mr. Liam” said Dr. Smith “I’d advice complete 
voice rest until the hemorrhage resolves. This is my diagnosis and treatment, 
though I’d recommend her to an otolaryngologist to be double sure”. 


The otolaryngologist I had been referred to had the same thing to say. I was 
to rest my voice for a long time. From the minute I had been rescued and given 
shelter by Liam Murray, one thing had struck me. From the moment I had been 
brought to Surrey, no one: Liam, Dr. Smith, Liam’s father whom I’d later met or 
the otolaryngologist had recognized me as swimmer Austin Fisher. During the past 
one year after I had been advised to rest post-SRS, I seemed to have faded away 
from public memory. Or perhaps the residents of Surrey just didn’t follow 
swimming. 


Liam’s father, Mr. Jerome Murray, was a kindly avuncular man in his late 40s. 
Appearance-wise, he looked like an older version of Liam, with the same deep 
forest green eyes. Only, Mr. Jerome’s face was more lined than his son’s and his 
thick brown hair tinged with strands of grey. He was graciousness and 
congeniality personified and told me that I was welcome to stay in his house for 
as long as I liked. Over a period of weeks, I learnt that Mr. Jerome was major 
media baron who owned a number of television channels. Apparently, his wife had 
died when Liam was a toddler. Mr. Jerome was evidently so loyal to his wife that 
he didn’t marry again, choosing instead to focus on building his empire and 
bringing up his only child. 


Liam and I had one thing in common: we’d both lost our mothers at a very 
young age. When I heard of his bereavement, I felt closer to him as I could 
completely relate to his situation. 


Liam took great care of me while I stayed in his house. He made sure I ate on 
time, took me out on long walks and tucked me into bed. During our walks, Liam 
spoke a lot about himself: his interests, passions and ambitions. He also told 
me how glad he was to have me with him. However, he never explained the sketches 
in his room—of a girl who bore startling resemblance to me. 


My love for Liam had grown so strong that I couldn’t bear the prospect of 
being separated from him for a single minute. I wasn’t interested in his wealth; 
I wasn’t interested in his status. I was enamored only of Liam: my love for him 
would have been as deep even if he had been a pauper. 


When Mr. Jerome learnt that I was an orphan, he said I could live with them 
permanently if I liked. Since that day, Mr. Jerome paid the same kind of 
attention to me as he did to Liam. I was touched by the genuine love and 
affection shown to me by him and Liam. 


Though I had no sisterly feelings whatsoever towards Liam, I enjoyed 
family-like relationship with him. I played tennis and football with him, and 
went on long treks and hikes in the region. Liam also taught me how to ride and 
we rode all over Surrey, admiring the beauty of its surroundings. Liam asked me 
if I knew how to swim, but I shook my head as I didn’t want to remotely risk 
being connected to swimmer Austin Fisher. When Liam had taken me to a local 
dance and our bodies touched accidentally, I could feel him grow tense. I sensed 
that he was yearning to touch me, but was withholding himself for some reason. 


Finally, in Oxford, on the banks of river Cherwell, Liam kissed me. It took 
me by surprise because just a moment before, he was talking of an assortment of 
things other than romance or sex. In between describing his experiences as a 
student of Oxford University, Liam just kissed me: casually at first, gradually 
with all the intensity of pent up passion. His hand found my left breast and 
squeezed it. I gasped at the unexpectedness, the sheer pleasure of the move, as 
Liam began unbuttoning the front of my shirt dress. As I stood semi-naked in my 
lingerie and suede boots, Liam undressed me and helped me take off my remaining 
clothing. His breath was hot on my neck, hands restlessly moved under my 
buttocks. Then abruptly, without prelude, he entered me. Both of us gyrated to 
the rhythm of the water ripples, the night breeze and the entire cosmos in 
unison. 


***


We lay on the riverbank, our fingers interlocked, gazing at the sky.


Liam suddenly turned over and gazed into my eyes. 


“Dear, I think we’ve made a mistake” he said abruptly standing up and pulling 
on his pants “please forget about what we’ve done”.


I stared in disbelief. What in the world was going on?


“I’m really sorry…I shouldn’t have…” he tailed off “we should go back to 
being just friends” he said in a clipped voice. 


I too stood up and slowly put on my shirt dress and suede boots. The magic of 
the last few moments had disappeared. I felt a hot flush creeping up my face. I 
felt confused, ashamed and humiliated at Liam’s behavior. I also felt used. 


Why did he regret having sex with me? Had I inadvertently done something to 
upset him? Or worse, had I been disappointing in the sack? The prospect of being 
unsatisfactory in bed (or rather, the river bank) hurt my pride as a woman. 


“This has nothing to do with you” said Liam as if he had read my thoughts 
“it’s just that I like somebody else. A year and a half ago, I slipped and 
nearly drowned in the swimming pool of my house. I regained consciousness to 
just look at the face and catch the first name of my savior. She was called 
Robin. Though not classically beautiful like you, she was pretty…with a cute 
button nose and dark thundercloud-like hair. Knowing that she had saved my life, 
I became infatuated with her. I got the feeling she liked me too. I am obliged 
to find and marry this girl Robin. I owe my life to her”. 


I smiled though tears inside me were burning. Fate O fate. Liam’s soul mate 
and savior was lying right beside him, yet he didn’t know. I was so saddened, I 
wanted to die. 


“I dare say I must come across as a jerk to you” Liam went on apologetically 
“the kind of guy who has sex with women, and then tells them he is into someone 
else. But believe me, my dear, that’s not the case. I got caught up in the 
moment… I don’t understand what’s going on….You see, I’ve dreamt--”


Liam abruptly stopped mid-sentence. “I’m babbling on like a fool” said Liam 
becoming cagey and guarded again “when all I wanted to say was that I’m really 
and truly sorry”.


I looked at Liam searchingly. Was that all he had wanted to say?









Chapter 7 - The Blushing Bride

Five and a half months passed quickly, in the uncanny way time flies. Liam 
still hadn’t found his pseudo soul mate: Robin. I had tried my best to put what 
happened on the banks of River Cherwell behind me and continued being Liam’s 
best friend—someone he could share both joys and sorrows with. Liam kept no 
secrets from me….well, almost. He still hadn’t told me about the sketches in the 
room that bore startling resemblance to me.


After a family breakfast, Liam took me aside and moodily said: “Dad just 
doesn’t leave me alone. He has ideas up his sleeve…he’s dragging me to London 
today, apparently to meet the daughter of another media big wig called 
Wilkinson. He intends getting me and Miss Wilkinson married in a week’s time, so 
that there can be a merger between Murray and Wilkinson media houses. Dad has 
his heart in the right place, but is also a shrewd businessman. That’s how he 
has reached the position he is in today”.


I found Liam’s predicament comic and laughed merrily. 


“All this seems funny to you when I’m in agony!” said Liam almost angrily. 


I turned serious when I realized my prince had been offended by my taking the 
matter so lightly. 


You know, buddy” he said “I am the least interested in marrying this Miss 
Wilkinson. I don’t love her. I only love the girl who saved my life, but can’t 
find her! Next to her, you are the only girl I like. Miss Wilkinson is probably 
the “typical rich girl”: inconsiderate, stuck up and boring…I’d choose you over 
someone like her any day!”. 


While I realized that Liam was just kidding, I fervently hoped he’d choose me 
over every girl including the deceptive Robin.


***


Liam returned from London in super high spirits. “Sweet!” he excitedly yelled 
as he traipsed up the stairs leading to my room “I have news! Great news 
to share with you!”


I came out of the bedroom, my heart pounding. Liam took my hands in his and 
let out a booming laugh. “You won’t believe what I’m going to tell you, babe!” 
he exclaimed his eyes gleaming “I’ve found her!”


I stared dumb stuck. 


“Yes, I’ve found my darling Robin!” Liam cried “Miss Wilkinson turned out to 
be none other than her! Robin Wilkinson—wish dad had told me her full name! She 
is a mass communications graduate who is also a flutist in a band”.


My heart sunk. So, the pseudo savior of my prince had been found. And she was 
no semi-literate, East End dweller like me. She was an educated girl who lived 
in Kensington or some other upscale colony in London. 


Of course, I was a renowned swimmer, but I don’t know if Liam prized athletic 
achievements in a wife-to-be. Also, I hadn’t ventured anywhere near a body of 
water for a good two years now…so I assumed my speed had dropped further. I 
don’t know if I could even call myself a swimmer anymore. 


“Her band was performing in Surrey two years ago, when an adventurous Robin 
had strayed into our mansion” went on Liam exuberantly “I am glad she did as she 
saved my life. And I found my future bride in her!”. 


I clutched my heart in agony. It was obvious Liam was going to marry Robin, 
and not me. My dreams had come to nothing. 


Liam didn’t notice my downcast face. He went on in the same cheery vein: 
“Robin and I are getting married in ten days. The wedding is to be held here in 
Murray Mansion. Robin and her family are arriving a couple of days before the 
wedding.” I forced myself to smile and look happy for Liam.


“I know you think you are going to lose a best friend, but don’t worry!” 
continued Liam “I shall continue being your friend. I am sure Robin is 
open-minded enough not to mind at my having a female best friend. I hope that 
you will help me with wedding preparations. I’d really appreciate your 
participation. I’d be delighted if you stayed by my side on my wedding day”. 


I smiled and nodded even though my heart was breaking. Perhaps Robin would 
eventually muster enough strength of character to confess that she hadn’t saved 
Liam’s life. Perhaps there was still hope for me….


***


A week passed in the blinking of an eye. As promised, I busied myself with 
the wedding preparations: helped trim the lawns, put up the buntings, helped 
Liam select the wedding cake and his wedding suit. We settled on a three-tire 
red velvet cake (Robin’s favorite) and chose a dashing black suit with a bow tie 
for Liam. 


Robin and her family arrived at Murray Mansion two days before the wedding. 
When Liam introduced me to her as his best friend, Robin gave me a lukewarm nod. 
It was obvious that she wasn’t overly pleased that Liam’s best friend was 
female. 


Robin tried on her wedding gown and paraded it in front of all of us (except 
Liam as it is considered bad luck for the groom to see the wedding gown right 
before the wedding). It was an over-frilly, over-embroidered one-piece, which 
flared dramatically at the bottom. Had I been the bride, I would have chosen a 
sleeveless gown that tapered at the bottom making me look ethereal and 
mermaid-like… The day dragged on until twilight descended. The complacent 
bride-to-be showed no signs of making a confession to Liam. Liam, his father and 
his circle of friends hailed Robin as Liam’s savior; she seemed quite happy and 
guilt-free to be at the receiving end of the gratitude she didn’t truly deserve. 



I was a shattered creature. I had lost my darling nana. I had bartered away 
my beloved mother’s diamond ring hoping that the femininity I received in 
exchange for it would help me win Liam’s love. I had been out of the sports 
world for two years now; the chances of Impetus sponsoring me were now slim—I 
had also thrown away my career in the hope of winning Liam’s love. I had lost my 
voice and hadn’t yet regained it.


I wandered away from Murray Mansion in the dead of the night. My shadow was 
my only company. I walked aimlessly the entire night. I took a tram to London 
and walked all along Dartford, Bexley and Greenwich…..I paid one last visit to 
the East End which held memories of my beloved nana. She had been such a source 
of love and support in the past. And now I had no one…no one to narrate the 
story of my heartbreak to, no shoulder to cry on…. I had been resilient in the 
past. I no longer had the strength to be like that now. It was time to hit the 
reboot button…it was time to die and join my nana, and perhaps start anew…if God 
willed it, I’d perhaps be united with Liam in my next reincarnation…


I purchased a ticket to Oxford and reached there by night. This was the place 
Liam had made love to me; this was the place I would give up my life…


But I had to wait until the coast was clear. Merry students, swilling 
champagne and cracking jokes, still moved about in punters. At about 9 pm, when 
the light merged into dark, they started moving away, presumably towards their 
hostel rooms. 


Now was my chance. To dive and to let myself go….to let the water engulf and 
overcome me…to surrender myself to its onslaught….and finally, there would be 
peace…. Sweet blissful peace….


But wait a minute, people were still around. A young man, in a loose white 
shirt and black trousers, was rowing towards me. He was waving to a dark haired 
girl standing on the other side of the bank. She was laughingly refusing to join 
him on the boat. As the man rowed closer to my side of the bank, my heart 
stopped beating for a minute.


It was Liam. 


I squinted to get a better look at the girl. Robin was cackling hard and 
egging Liam on to row harder.


The two were supposed to exchange vows the next evening. They had probably 
managed to come away to Oxford the previous day to beat pre-wedding jitters. 


It was now proven that I was a victim of bad timing. Fate wasn’t even 
allowing me to die in peace…


Just when I was absorbed in the above dark thoughts, I heard a loud splash. 
Liam had lost his balance and fallen off the shallow-bottomed boat. A minute 
back, he had been trying to stand on its rim in an obvious attempt to impress 
Robin. At the moment, he was splashing about in the shallow river water, yelling 
out to Robin to come and save him.


Robin shouted out in consternation “I don’t know how to swim…”


“What do you mean?!” a panicky and confused Liam demanded to know “wasn’t it 
you who had saved my life two years ago?”


Robin remained silent. Liam continued splashing and struggling in the water. 
As he was swamped by a fresh ripple, he grew more anxious. At this moment, I was 
forced to act. I threw off my sneakers, sun dress and denim jacket and jumped 
into the pool. In a few minutes, I was able to drag Liam to the safety of 
Robin’s side of the bank. Such was the strength of love that I had regained my 
original speed. 


“My sweet, it’s you!” Liam exclaimed when he saw my face “where had you 
wandered off?!…all of us have been so worried about you….”


I remained silent. 


The next few moments witnessed double miracles. Something—hidden and 
subconscious—stirred in Liam’s brain. It was the memory of a fair haired girl 
breathing life into him. Her image became progressively clear in his mind and he 
said:


“It was you who had saved me the other night”.


Liam said it simply as a statement of fact. No frills, no drama. Just the 
truth. 


“Yes” I said in a sweet, clear voice “It was me”. In the magical moment, my 
voice had returned. Somewhere in the background, I was vaguely aware of Robin’s 
astonishment. 


“It all makes sense now” he said slowly shaking his head. 


I remained silent. I was aware of Robin watching us, nervous wringing her 
plump hands. 


“Blessed lady, who are you?” Liam asked me “and how did you find yourself in 
Murray Mansion the night you saved me?”


“I am Ava Fisher, a transsexual woman swimmer” I replied unabashed at 
divulging my gender identity “on the night of your 21st birthday; I 
had trespassed into your mansion just the way Miss Wilkinson had. When I saw 
that you were drowning, I rescued you. When I heard footsteps, I cleared out of 
the spot. After that you saw Miss Wilkinson approach you…”


Liam turned to Robin. “I had the false notion that you had saved my life” he 
said “you did nothing to dispel it. Why?”


Robin looked guilt-ridden. “I was infatuated with you and wanted to possess 
you” she finally said “you were under the impression I had saved your life and 
worshipped me for it. I let you remain in that illusion…I’m so sorry” she turned 
away. From her quivering shoulders, I perceived that Robin was silently crying. 


Liam turned to me and said: “Why didn’t you ever try to tell me?”


“I wouldn’t have dreamed of telling, even if I had had my voice” I said “I’m 
a transsexual woman, so I doubted if you’d love me. Besides, you live in an 
opulent mansion in Surrey, while I live in a modest council house in the East 
End. I thought the class divide between us was too wide to be bridged…”


“Ha!” said Liam kissing me on the lips “as if that would make a difference to 
me!”


“It doesn’t?” I asked incredulously, breaking our kiss. 


“Ava, I’ve dreamed of you ever since I was 12” said Liam looking deep into my 
eyes. 


“That’s interesting” I replied “because I have been dreaming of you since I 
was 9”.


“It all makes complete sense now” Liam said his face lighting up “are you 
willing to listen to the entire story?”


I nodded. 


“I’ve recurrently dreamed of a woman ever since I was 11 or 12. She had a 
classically beautiful face, soulful blue eyes and ash blonde hair…I grew up 
obsessed with the idea of possessing her, of marrying her…she consumed my 
thoughts every waking minute. I drew sketches of her in my free time. Yet I 
couldn’t be sure she even existed….”


I listened raptly. 


“When I first saw you, my darling, I was stunned” continued Liam “you were 
the spitting image of the woman of whom I had dreamed of for years…Even though I 
was sorry that you lost your voice, I was happy you could stay with me—forever 
if you wished”. 


I couldn’t believe my ears. My prince had also dreamed of me like I had 
dreamt of him! And fate had brought us together. If fate continued to be kind, 
Liam and I could continue to be together….


“I would have married you straight away had I not been under the illusion 
that Robin had saved my life” said Liam “I felt indebted to her. Now that I know 
the truth, it’s time to make the right move”.


***


I was married to my prince, Liam Murray the next evening. Mr. Jerome was 
happy at the turn of events. In the last minute, I had managed to purchase a 
dressing gown just like the one I had envisaged. Everyone said it made me look 
like the lovely mermaid I was. 


Robin was my chief bridesmaid. She had got over her disappointment and tried 
her best to make up for having been in the wrong. As the evening progressed, I 
was happy to see her dancing with one of Liam’s friends. The two seemed to be 
getting along especially well. If things progressed at the same pace, there’d be 
another wedding in Surrey soon. 


My husband took me to Paris for our honeymoon. After we returned, he went on 
a business trip London. When he returned home two weeks later, he had a gift for 
me.


It was a small box wrapped in silver paper. I looked quizzically at Liam. “Go 
ahead, open it” he said. His green eyes twinkled mischievously. 


I unwrapped the paper and opened the box. Inside it lay my dear mother’s 
diamond pendant.


“How?” I asked stupefied “how did you get this?”


“Easy” replied Liam “when in London, I happened to meet Gregory Hunt . He 
mentioned that he had had a tiff with Dr. Cynthia Saunders, the surgeon who 
performed SRS on you. The man must have a conscience (or might have wanted to 
get back at Dr. Saunders) as he mentioned that you had been forced to barter 
away your mother’s pendant in exchange for SRS (apparently she had showed it off 
to him when the two were on good terms). I realized how much pain that must have 
caused you. All I had to do was meet the greedy Dr. Saunders and offer to buy 
the pendant from her for three times the market price. The avaricious woman 
agreed after some coaxing”.


“Oh darling!” I said “that’s the noblest thing anyone has ever done for me!”


“Come on, sweetheart” replied Liam fastening diamond pendant around my neck 
“what are ‘prince charmings’ for, after all?!”


The End
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Introduction: Austin Fisher is an 18 year old upcoming swimmer 
sponsored by a sports merchandise company named Impetus. He has suffered from 
Gender Identity Disorder (GID) since he was 10 years old. Since the age of 10, 
Austin has also begun having recurrent dreams of a handsome boy whom Austin is 
convinced is his soul mate. 


Later in life, when Austin undergoes HRT and renames himself Ava, Impetus 
threatens to stop sponsoring him unless he stops taking female hormones. Ava is 
in a quandary—she is forced to choose between her hard-earned career and 
newly-minted femininity. 


She goes out on a walk to clear her head. On the way, she spots a young man 
who is a spitting image of the handsome boy Ava has dreamed of ever since she 
was a tween. Ava follows the young man to his house and learns that his name is 
Liam Murray. 


Is Liam indeed Ava’s soul mate? Is Ava meant to be with him in spite of her 
multitudinous problems?


Characters:


Austin/Ava Fisher: is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. She is 
blonde, with Celtic white skin and light blue eyes. Ava hails from a low-income 
family, but has blossomed as a swimmer. She has felt that she is a girl trapped 
in a male body since she was 10 years old. Ava has recurrent dreams of a boy 
whom she believes to be her soul mate. Except for her career, a loving 
grandmother and her deceased mother’s antique diamond pendant, she owns nothing. 



Liam Murray: is a 21 year old wealthy boy who lives in Surrey. With 
his noble high forehead, thick brown hair and bewitching green eyes, Liam is the 
epitome of handsomeness. He is also a broad-minded soul who believes that love 
transcends the superficialities of class and gender. Liam has dreamt of a 
beautiful girl who resembles Ava since he was 12. When he meets Ava, he is 
dumbstruck at the resemblance between her and his dream girl. However, Liam is 
confused because he is presently infatuated with another girl who he believes 
has saved his life. However, Liam accepts Ava as his best friend.


“Nana” Fisher: is Ava’s 70 year old grandmother. She is pretty, with 
the same white skin and blue eyes as Ava. She has taken care of Ava ever since 
the latter’s parents died in a freak accident. Nana worked in a mill, but had to 
stop working because of her arthritis. She and Ava are living on social welfare 
benefit since then. Even though she isn’t well off, nana is very supportive of 
Ava’s career. Nana accompanies Ava to her swimming lessons and also uploads 
video clips of Ava’s swimming as a result of which Ava wins sponsorship from a 
sports merchandising company. 


Robin Wilkinson: is a 21 year old mass communications graduate and the 
daughter of a rich media baron. Robin is also a flutist in a band which gives 
street performances. Robin is adventurous, greedy and a bit deceitful. She 
trespasses into Liam’s mansion and lets him retain the illusion that she has 
saved him from drowning. Robin is deeply infatuated with Liam and wants to 
possess him at any cost. However, she is also capable of realizing her mistakes 
and of correcting herself. 


Jerome Murray: is Liam’s 48 year old father. He is good-looking like 
his son, with the same dark brown hair (tinged with grey) and green eyes. He is 
a wealthy media baron who is kind-hearted as well. Since he has no daughters, 
Jerome adopts Ava. He is as affectionate towards Ava as he is towards Liam. 
Jerome Murray is also ambitious. He wants to strike a partnership with another 
media baron called Wilkinson and hopes that Liam will marry Wilkinson’s 
daughter. 


Gregory Hunt: is the thickset, ginger-haired, bearded Managing 
Director of Impetus sport merchandising company. He is a shrewd businessman with 
a pseudo nice manner and a fake hearty laugh. He is tremendously concerned about 
the image of Impetus and orders Ava to stop HRT if she wants to continue being 
sponsored by Impetus. When Ava refuses, Hunt offers an alternative: Ava should 
undergo SRS to become a “complete” woman, but should bear the costs of the 
surgery herself.


Mathew Stone: is the thin, anemic-looking Public Relations Manager of 
Impetus. He visits Ava’s house and delivers a message from Impetus: Ava should 
stop taking female hormones if she wants to continue being sponsored by Impetus. 
Stone’s ultimatum puts Ava in a dilemma. She goes on a walk to clear her head 
during which she spots Liam in Surrey. 


Dr. Cynthia Saunders: is a skinny, shifty-eyed surgeon in her mid 40s. 
Her long pockmarked face, hooked nose and pointed chin give her a witchy 
appearance. Hunt appoints Dr. Saunders to perform SRS on Ava for “free”. Dr. 
Saunders wants no cash, but expects to be paid in kind. She asks for Ava’s 
deceased mother’s antique diamond pendant as her fee. Ava explains the personal 
significance of the pendant to Dr. Saunders, but the latter is greedy, 
insensitive and persistent. She wants the pendant at any cost. 


Coach Sheila Harrison: is the young coach Impetus appoints after Ava 
recovers from SRS. Coach Harrison observes that though Ava’s swimming strokes 
and techniques are still flawless, she has lost her original speed. She makes 
Ava go through a grueling fitness regime to gain her stamina, which includes 
cardio, weight-training and a 10 km walk. Coach Harrison also advises Ava to go 
on a trek to test endurance levels. Ava obliges and comes across Liam once 
again.


Dr. Smith: is the Murrays’ family doctor who makes house calls. He is 
a short, skinny man with a beard. Dr. Smith examines Ava after the latter’s 
encounter with the cougar and discovers that Ava has suffered a vocal cord 
hemorrhage as a result of loud screaming at the sight of the cougar.


Yvonne: a tall, gossipy girl in Austin’s school whom Austin begs to 
exchange her uniform with his. Subsequently, Yvonne tells everyone in school 
about the incident, leading the boys in school to mercilessly tease and taunt 
Austin about being a “pansy”. 


Dr. Saifuddin Choudhri: is a doctor living in the East End. He is a 
lean, dusky, mustached man in his mid-40s. Dr. Choudhri has a grave manner, but 
a kindly heart. He admires Ava as a swimmer and also understands her struggles 
with gender identity disorder. On the night nana has chest pain; Dr. Choudhri 
makes a house call and regretfully informs Ava that her grandmother has passed 
on. He invites Ava to stay in his house for a few days until she recovers her 
moral strength after the tragedy. 


Mrs. Choudhri: is the wife of Dr. Choudhri. She is a plump dusky woman 
in her 40s. When Ava knocks at the door of the Choudhri residence in the middle 
of the night, Mrs. Choudhri opens the door. When Ava explains the situation to 
Mrs. Choudhri, the latter immediately rushes inside and informs her husband. 
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Books by Yu Sakurazawa


  
    Please click the title to see detailed introduction of each story. You can also visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading.

  

  


  Forbidden - Transgender Horror series


 



Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis


Liam Bailey is the 19 year old protagonist of the story. Liam is a British citizen with Nordic looks: pale translucent skin, fair hair and eyes, which are as transparent as ice. Liam has been taking ballet classes for years, but is still not a great dancer. This is owing to the fact that he is too lean and weak to perform the pas de deux (a ballet movement, which entails carrying female dancers over the head). After joining the Sokolov Academy of Ballet in Russia, Liam falls in love with its scion cum principal, Anya Petrovna. He eventually comes under Anya’s trance and is transformed into a beautiful young woman called Lisa.





 
    
      Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity
    


    
      A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum.
    

  


  
    


    
      Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever
    


    
      A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape.
    

  





Forbidden Gift


Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. Trevor is neglected by his parents and is ostracized by the community that believes him to be Satan. As a result, the misunderstood child becomes silent and withdrawn. Trevor’s alienation is taken advantage of by family physician and secret pedophile Dr. Jacob Fallon who manages to win Trevor’s parents’ trust and gain informal custody of the troubled child. Once he has gained systematic access to Trevor, Dr. Fallon brainwashes Trevor into believing that he is the reincarnate of the wicked biblical queen, Jezebel. Over the next few years, Trevor is forcibly feminized and is now called Tessa. Tessa suffers horrendous abuse at the hands of his guardian for ten long years.


  
    


    
      Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually
    


    
      A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband.
    

  

  


  
    Forbidden Island
  


  
    A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him.
  

  


Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment


Dean Baker is the 32 year old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author. When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized.




  
    Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty
  


  
    
      
        A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters.
      

    


    
      


      
        Trapped in Lunatic Femininity
      


      
        A light horror transgender novella.
      


      
        Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths.
      

      

    


    Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform series


A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre


Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…







    
      
        A Slippery Slope in an Airline
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
      


      
        Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a small pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wells who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina, his girl friend. Under Rosaline’s instructions, he calls himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton all along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wells. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Mall
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
      




































































































A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. Finn O’Brien is a 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”.
    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Bank
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
      


      
        26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
      


      
        35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series
      


      
        The protagonist is a pretty-faced boy living in a rural town. He was forced into a situation to perform a feminine dance on a college stage. It creates a scandal in the social circles. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Barbara asks him to identify himself as Arianna to customers who call. His life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes in the office.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Hospital
      


      
        Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
      


      
        A retired businessman visits a hotspring in the high mountains of Japan and meets a young hotspring keeper. The two men get into interesting conversation. The hotspring keeper takes him deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where he finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect - rejuvenating into the opposite sex.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery: where none of the nuns may dress improperly
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
      


      
        Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a School
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series
      


      
        Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series
      


      
        Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield.
      

    

    


    
      A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
    




































































































In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams?

    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in Amish Life
      


      
        A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man.
      


      
        Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity.
      

    

    


    Hijra, the Third Gender series


    
      Abducted into the Third Gender
    


    
      The son of a famous movie star is abducted by a mafia group for ransom. The father makes a series of mistakes in the "negotiation" of the mafia group, and as the result, the son is forcibly feminized.
    

    


    
      A Dancer of the Third Gender
    


    
      The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer.
    

    


    
      A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender
    


    
      This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His bet was that his company will grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery.

    

    


    
      Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini
    


    
      The protagonist is born "intersexed". His genitals look more like male than female, so is raised by his prostitute mother as a boy. However, he felt comfortable in a saree and walks his way through becoming a proud woman.

    

    


    
      Conspired into the 3rd Gender
    


    
      The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment.
    


    
      


      
        Dance Like a Woman
      


      
        Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into “Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer.
      

    

    


    
      Enchanted into the Third Gender
    


    
      A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan.
    


    
      


      
        Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride
      


      
        "Hijra, The Third Gender" series
      


      
        The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra".
      

    

    


    
      Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries
    


    
      This is a non-fiction book about Hijla.
    


    
      Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of “Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends.
    


    
      


      Transgender Sleuth series


      
        The Murder of a Yoga Guru
      


      
        Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder?
      

      


      
        Murdered Queen Bee of a High School
      


      
        While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17 year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life?
      

      


      
        The Murdered Heiress
      


      
        On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case?
      

    

    


    Other Books


    Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized


    Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240 and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier.

    


    
      Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization
    


    
      Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female.
    

    


    
      Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story
    


    
      Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffice accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride.
    

    


    
      Muse and Vampiress
    


    
      Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two.
    

    


    
      Feminized in the Pyrenees
    


    
      A transgender romance story.
    


    
      Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her.? They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night.
    

    


    
      Everland: Beyond Gender & Species
    


    
      "Transgender Mystery" series
    


    
      Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again?
    

    


    
      Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice
    


    
      Love beyond Age & Gender
    


    
      The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer ? a temple prostitute.
    

    


    
      Lilies for Ms.Tracy
    


    
      This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he will be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time “he”) was born with wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge.
    

    


    
      Diamond in the Rough
    


    
      Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman.
    

    


    
      Kyle's Feminine Roots
    


    
      "MTF Autobiography Story" series
    


    
      16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots?
    

    


    
      How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young Readers
    


    
      Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of “trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica.
    

    


    
      A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender
    


    
      Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person.
    

    


    
      The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs
    


    
      The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called ‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying ‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity?
    

    


    
      Dreams Don't Die
    


    
      Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death?
    

    


    
      Queen Lysandra
    


    
      "Spring of Reincarnation" series
    


    
      55 year old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21 year old Queen Lysandra. Does all that follows actually transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile?
    

    


    
      Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story
    


    
      Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past?
    

    


    
      Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance
    


    
      We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life.
    

    


    
      Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters
    


    
      "Gender-Changing Spring" series
    


    
      His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston as gorgeous 19 year old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Will she succeed in her designs?
    

    


    
      The Birth of Delilah
    


    
      "Gender Swap Fantasy" series
    


    
      Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell - injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help.
    

    


    
      The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans
    


    
      In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful.
    

    


    
      Underwater Escape to the Other Gender
    


    
      Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cell performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cell on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body.
    

    


    
      The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers
    


    
      "The Fatal Gender Swap" series
    


    
      This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150 years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca.
    

    


    







Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa
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      Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)--soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books.
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