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A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring Chapter 1 - The Staggering Combo

It was a moonless starry midnight. The old stag tottered on and on. 

He was indubitably ancient, yet had a kind of regality around him that reflected in his proud erect back and towering grand antlers. Yet his body had lost all youthful stamina and vigor. The stag’s limbs were not as strong and sprightly as they used to be. They were sore and hurt a lot, making even a single step forward an excruciatingly painful task. He took one step of each forelimb and painfully dragged his hind-quarters behind him. 

He passed a majestic beautiful cherry blossom tree beyond which lay a mini thicket. The stag passed the mini thicket and came across a clearing. The clearing showed the most wondrous amalgamation of the natural and the man-made. A splendorous outdoor hot spring, with the clearest pristine emerald green water, lay flanked by imperial boulders and small shrubs. An ornamental bonsai also lay to one corner of the bath. The bath lay sprawled over an area of 3mx4m and had a depth of about 50 cm. It was covered by a singularly unique hexagonal roof and was supported by six sturdy beautifully-shaped wooden pillars. 

To the tired old animal, the spring was a Godsend. The pure thick mist emanating from it was inviting. The stag walked the areas covered by stone tiles and gingerly put one forelimb into the water. 

Finding the temperature soothingly moderate—not to hot, not too cold—he immersed the entire expanse of his ancient body in it. The naive stag didn’t realize it, but the hot spring had segregated sections for men and women. The section the stag had immersed himself in was that of the men’s. 

The stag lay in the rock-made spring until dawn. The geothermal spring had worked its magic. He felt considerably younger and his

joint pain subdued a bit. Had the stag’s condition not been so pathetic, he may have been completely cured. However considering how poorly he had been, a recovery of the above mentioned degree was by itself miraculous. Intense sufferings had, previously, subdued the stag’s pleasure in living; he found that he had regained it after a few hours in the Kasuga Hot Spring. The stag took deep, voluptuous breaths, basking in the joy of being alive. 

A  Yumori,  keeper of the hot spring, came in to start his duty for the day. He was a comely young man, tall of limb and beautifully-sculpted of body. He was in his early 20s and with his shapely sculpted bones, chiseled features and delicate skin, was much more glorious than the average male. A poet or an aesthetic would have described his looks as that of a young Greek God’s. As he flicked a strand of black floppy hair from his right brow, he noticed the stag. 

Rendered self-conscious by the presence of a human being, the stag stood up slowly. Then he got off the bath and disappeared into the woods with more gusto than before. 

The young  yumori begun with his duty. He reached out for the drain-lid and emptied the bath. He scrubbed it with soap and a mop, and then rinsed it with clean tap water. Following this procedure, he turned the faucet of hot water from the source of the hot spring and filled the rock-bath with it. The  yumori went to the bathroom and checked if every faucet was working and whether the stools, soap and towels were in place. He replaced all cotton mats with fresh clean ones. The bath was now open for visitors. 

Meanwhile, the stag had sauntered into the recesses of the woods. 

Though he felt much safer here than the human-bath after the yumori had come in, the stag didn’t know his way out. He was sucked deeper and deeper into the cryptic confusing labyrinth that was the woods. At one point, he reached the precipice of a cliff and, by the instincts that animals have, warned himself not to fall off it. 

Just when he’d got around to feeling better, he didn’t want to die. 

Then, he noticed a ray of light coming through a wall of brambles. He slashed his way through the bush to find the mouth of a cave. 

At the other end of the cave he stood astonished. He saw an astounding sapphire blue spring. It was a natural secluded animal hot-spring. If the rock-made human bath had been beautiful, the natural animal hot-spring was divine. Boulders of volcanic igneous and metamorphic rock surrounded the ethereal pool. A host of cherry-blossoms, in full bloom of spring, encircled it in the most enchanting manner. Every once in a while, as the gentle wind blew, either one of the trees would shed a flower into the corn-flower blue waters beneath. The stag noticed that the moment this happened, the flower would become newer and fresher than before. 

The stag approached the spring gingerly. He was excited, but also a little apprehensive. The vaporized steam emanating from the lovely spring lent a surreal misty aura to the place. When the mist dispersed, the stag could see various animals of other species: rabbits, hares, chipmunks, monkeys, deer and birds inside the spring. He got into it cautiously, apprehensive that the other animals would protest in some way. He felt they were even likely attack him. 

However, the creatures sat there in peaceful, harmonious tolerance. 

All of them, it was obvious; saw themselves as speckles of one utopian unified cosmos. Cooperation and coexistence seemed to be the rule followed by the animals bathing in the spring. 

As the beautiful blue waters embraced the stag, he fell into a delicious, dreamy sleep. The waters were even more soothing and pacifying than the waters of the rock-made human bath had been; its properties much more spectacular and mirific. The stag felt a pleasant tingling sensation all over his body. It was the most delectable sensation he had felt and the stag lay there until the end of the day. 

Twilight merged into purple darkness. The day birds flew off to their nests. The night came alive with the creaking of crickets and the hooting of nocturnal birds. The moon that had played coy the previous day was resplendent in its full glory. The silvery moon beams were so bright that it might as well have been day. 

The stag reluctantly hauled himself out of the spring. He looked around for his companions of the morning, but they were nowhere to be seen. The stag felt small, agile and….feminine. It was a queer feeling, yet not an unpleasant one. He perched himself on one of the igneous boulders and beheld his reflection in the shimmering sapphire-blue waters below. The bright moonlight showed him the most stupefying sight he’d ever come across in his life. The old stag had metamorphosed into a young doe. 





Chapter 2 - Replacement of Yumori Tokyo was in its element today. Trains, subways and automobiles were whizzing at top speed and people were hurrying to reach home from their respective offices. Today was a red letter day in my life, for I had retired from a company after 38 whole years of service. After graduating one of the national universities in Tokyo I joined one of the biggest manufacturing companies of advanced electric products. 

Our products were of such superior quality and it would not be wrong to say that Japan’s economy benefited considerably as a result of the sizable exports my company made over the years. 

As I retired as a general manager of international sales department, my colleagues and subordinates held a heart-warming farewell party for me. The president of the company whom my colleagues had invited as a guest made a flattering speech commending the invaluable work I had put in for the past four decades and my secretary gave me a beautiful bouquet. It was a proud moment when everyone came and congratulated me. I wish my beloved wife; Chiyo had been present with me to savor the moment. Ever since she’d passed away three years back, the sparkle had gone out of my life. 

Chiyo, my beautiful noble wife, had been my companion for 28 years before fate had intervened in the form of cancer and seized her away from me. After nearly three decades of profound bonding and heavenly marital bliss, being single again was as harsh as a whiplash. Chiyo had been my best friend: when I came home after a particularly tiring day at work, she’d always lend a sympathetic ear to my problems. She listened to accounts of my tensions and turbulences, was so perceptive that she had known what I wanted even before I told her and had been a keen sounding board for all my new ideas. Chiyo had also helped me manage my schedule perfectly, kept tabs on my diet and was the perfect hostess, replete with elegance and graciousness. Home had been such a happy place when she was alive that I found the prospect of going back to an empty one unbearable. 

Chiyo was the only woman I ever loved. Even as I affirmed the statement to myself, another name flashed in front of the mind’s vision. Yoko Shibasaki. Yoko of the marmoreal white skin, wide double-hooded eyes, delicate features, a slender figure and a lovely firm bosom….with a twang of guilt, I blocked her out of my mind and tried to concentrate only on Chiyo. But it was useless now. My mind had gone into a peculiar state of restlessness. 

As I reached my home I felt better. Chiyo became primary in my mind again. I could sense her presence in the house. Sometimes, I even felt that she spoke to me and urged me to find a new love. 

However, I always shrugged Chiyo’s suggestion off. 

I paused at the entrance of my house and took my shoes off, pointing the tip of my shoe outwards. I slipped into a comfortable pair of slippers and stepped inside. Every bit of the house reminded me of Chiyo: the wooden walls, floors, tiles and the  fusuma or the sliding door between rooms, made of wood and paper. I went to the middle of the room and stood before the hearth, recalling the number of times Chiyo and I had huddled in front of it. As I passed the dining room, I avoided looking at the side table. Until three years back, it used to be adorned with lovely  ikebana flowers arranged by my wife. 

The absence of the flower arrangement made me miss Chiyo more than ever. 

I walked into the bedroom and appraised myself in front of the mirror. 

I was tall; about five ten, still had a good enough body for my age and well-proportioned even features time hadn’t been able to obfuscate. My thick mop of formerly jet black hair was now tinged with grey. The salt and pepper combination had the effect of accentuating the attractiveness of my appearance. It made me look particularly distinguished. The passage of time had left a few wrinkles, but they only added character to the face. As I was evaluating myself, I felt Chiyo speak to me. 

‘ Anata (honey)’ she said ‘Don’t you think you’ve mourned enough—

for me?’

‘What do you mean?’ I asked befuddled by her question. 

‘You know very well’ I imagined Chiyo giving me a knowing smile. 

‘Stop being a tease, Chiyo!’ I gravely commanded. 

‘Oh  Anata’ Chiyo persisted ‘There’s no need to be coy or apologetic. 

I know every man has his desires. And you are still very appealing…..’

‘How would you know?’ I asked embarrassed. I wasn’t comfortable talking about such things with my late wife’s spirit. 

Chiyo laughed gently ‘Well, I’ve seen women as young as 25 give you the glad eye’. 

‘For God’s sake, Chiyo!’ I cried appalled. 

‘There is no need to feel guilty’ Chiyo said ‘You could feel free with me. Now that I’ve passed over to the other side, I no longer feel human emotions like jealousy’. 

‘You are truly fortunate’ I meant every word. 

‘Tell me, Toshiro’, Chiyo asked ‘why do you not reciprocate their attentions? What prevents you?’

‘It’s my arthritis, Chiyo’ I sighed ‘and Chronic Fatigue Syndrome. Like any other man, I am interested in women. Dating again would be wonderful. But I feel so tired and exhausted that I hardly have the energy. Also, my joint hurt like nobody’s business. I am grateful that I’ve, at least, been able to complete my service to the best of my ability. The rest, my health is not up for’. 

‘I see’ said Chiyo reflectively. Then she came up with a suggestion

‘Why don’t you go to one of hot springs for a few days?’

‘Which one?’ I asked ‘there are so many’. 

‘Kasuga Hot Spring in Saku’ Chiyo replied ‘I went there with my girl friends twice. It’s known to cure neuralgia, sciatica, muscle pain, joint pain, frozen shoulder, motor paralysis, stiffness of joints, bruises sprains, chronic digestive diseases, hemorrhoids and poor circulation. It’s also good for convalescents and would help those suffering from chronic fatigue’

‘Whew!’ I said ‘that’s quite a list!’

‘And Toshiro, if you were a woman you’d have enjoyed other benefits too!’ Chiyo pronounced exuberantly ‘the waters of Kasuga Hot Spring make one’s skin glow indisputably younger, silkier and healthier. When I went there I noticed a dramatic difference’

‘And all the time I thought you were naturally beautiful’ I teased Chiyo’s spirit. 

--

It took me only 3 hours to drive from my home to Kasuga Hotspring, which is about half an hour drive from Saku Interchange of Joshinetsu Highway. 

When I arrived a cheery bus jam-packed with people were deposited in front of the lodge adjoining the Kasuga Hot Spring. A polite young man in his 20s carried my luggage and escorted me to my room. I couldn’t help noticing how beautiful he was. 

The young man inserted a key and led me inside the room. It was a spacious one, with a huge single bed covered with white bed sheets, a bathroom comprising of several soaps and bathing gels, a refrigerator and a television set. A huge window, with a  shoji or transparent sliding partition made of thin wood and paper, separated me from the outside world. I slid the partisan aside to get a first hand view of the open air rock-made hot spring, which I came here for. I could guess where it is, but could not see any part of the open air bath. 

I went down to the hot spring taking with me ‘ yukata’, an informal cotton kimono that the lodge provides to each guest. I took off  yukata in the dressing room and walked in to the inner bath area where they have two big baths, each capable of entertaining at least ten people, and many washing sections with faucets facing the wall. I thoroughly washed head to toe using shampoo and soap and then soaked myself in one of the large baths. 

There was an old man in his 70s sitting in the bath with his eyes closed, and a group of three young men conversing calmly about their life. 

Looking at other relaxing men was not a bothering experience for me at all, but as I watched them; a naughty, slightly dirty thought crossed my mind. ‘I wish I could turn invisible for a couple of hours and visit the ladies’ section of the hot spring!’ I thought. It wasn’t just the Lothario in me that spoke thusly, but also the lonely man who’d lost his most cherished companion to cancer. I, once more, wanted to experience the gentle cheer, merry laughter and special aura that only women have around them. 

At the far end of the inner bath area I found a door leading to the outer bath area, but I decided to reserve the pleasure of enjoying the open air bath till the night. I got dressed in  yukata in the dressing room and went down to the restaurant section for a bottle of beer. 

There, I noticed the same young man who had shown me to my room. He was helping in the kitchen and doubling up as a waiter as well. He smiled as he brought me the beer and cheerfully asked if I needed anything. I thanked him profusely and said I needed nothing at the moment. At this point, I discreetly looked at the badge pinned to the right side of his shirt. So, Akio Sato was his name. Even though Akio Sato wasn’t a celebrity by any standards, I was happy to know his moniker. 

I was very much impressed by the boy’s manner. Of late, I had noticed a tendency of the young generation to be perennially rushed. 

They had no time for anyone, especially older people. In my own office, I’d noticed a few smart-alecky uber techno-savvy youngsters

behave impudently. These handful of young people didn’t show due respect to me in spite of my advanced age and vast repertoire of experience. Just because I was no more as snappy as I used to be didn’t mean I was incompetent. 

Akio showed no signs of disrespect, patronization or impatience. He had a languid leisurely manner, as if he didn’t have a single care in the world. It seemed like he had the time to answer every query you asked and attended to all your needs with patience. With Akio, age didn’t seem to be an issue: he treated everyone; right from toddlers, children, the middle-aged and the elderly in the same soft spoken, easy-going manner. He also asked everyone’s name; Akio seemed to have an eidetic memory since he remembered everyone’s monikers and addressed them by it, suffixing the respectful ‘San’

after the names of guests. 

I relaxed in my room until dinner, reading ‘The Nikkei Daily’. It had the news about the financial markets in Tokyo, Japan’s staggering GDP and something about an Olympic logo-related scandal. The editorial expressed concern over the El Nino effect due to extensive deforestation and the rise in temperatures that it had caused globally. I read all articles without any sense of weariness. At my age, monotony almost becomes a habit. 

At 7 pm, I went down to the restaurant and ordered a  sushi platter and a glass of rice wine. Akio was very much there, bustling around and serving people food. When he fetched my order to my table, he smiled congenially and asked me to enjoy my meal. Akio popped in every once in a while and asked if I needed anything. This, I thought, was rather kind of him. 

After dinner, I passed a few hours at the lounge watching football on television. At about 11 pm, I thought I’d go to the  onsen,  the hot spring again. I ambled to the bathroom and had a thorough clean shower with tap water and soap. I assiduously rinsed off all the soap, held a towel in front of my private area and sauntered down to the onsen. I slowly walked down the paved stone tiles, sentient of every little sensation: the coolness of the stone beneath my feet, the nippy

night air that made contact with my bare skin and the unbelievable beauty of the  onsen that lay before me. It had come fully in view now and I could see in the light of the moon that the waters were an unusual emerald green. It was so clear and pristine that I could see the bottom of the clean rock-made bath. The bath was flanked by a few shrubs and boulders made of volcanic rock. Dainty little pots of bonsai plants were arranged around it and a sturdy cherry-blossom tree grew at the extreme end of the bath. Behind it, I noticed a fresh green thicket. 

As I drew closer to the waters, it was almost as if I could smell the enriched healing ingredients in the water of the hot spring. ‘Fanciful’

Chiyo would have labeled my overactive olfactory imagination and, in this case, she would have been right. But no one could blame me, for the aura of the place was such. It brought out deep-seated romantic impulses of even a retired techno-freak like me to the forefront. 

As this point, I was just a foot away from the sparkling rock-made spring. It covered an area of 4x3 m and has about 50 cm in depth. It had a special hexagonal roof, secured to the ground with the help of six simple wooden pillars. I got half a foot closer to the bath and could feel the thick soothing, mysterious steam emanating from it. 

The mist arising from the steam blurred my vision for a second. Then it cleared, allowing me to see what was beneath, once more. 

I put my right leg in first and slowly immersed myself in the spring. I had divested myself of the towel and put it over my head. In Japanese public baths it is a strict rule not to put the towel in the bath. Therefore, I got into the spring as stark naked as the day I was born. As the beautiful alleviating waters embraced me, I was ensconced in a deep sense of peace that I hadn’t felt in years. All past regrets and recent resentment and disgruntlements slowly melted away. I was no longer affected by betrayals such as the one Yoko Shibasaki had committed on me thirty eight years ago. The arrogant attitude of the new uber-techno-savvy generation didn’t bother me anymore nor did the death of Chiyo torment me as it used

to. It wasn’t as if I was glad or anything; I still felt melancholy, only it was remote as if it had transpired in a different era and had happened to a different person. Over the past three years, I had tortured myself about not having had any children with Chiyo; that way at least, I could have retained a flesh and blood part of my divine companion who had disappeared from my life as drastically as early morning dew. However, all the feelings of pain, loss and melancholy were a part of another Toshiro Suzuki now. As for me, I was very much in the moment, taking deep voluptuous breaths of the beautiful night air. All was silent except for the gushing sound of a fountain constructed near-by. 

‘Good evening, Mr. Suzuki’ I was surprised to hear a well-modulated male voice. I was startled to find that Akio Sato relaxing in the  onsen as well. I had waited for all the bathers to finish and retire to their rooms so that I could enjoy some quiet private moments meditating in the bath. However, that wasn’t meant to be. I didn’t mind too much since Akio was a pleasant young man. 

‘Good evening’ I returned in greeting ‘It’s a pleasant surprise—

seeing you here’. 

‘Since, I don’t get a moment to myself during the day’ Akio said ‘It’s a custom with me to spend an hour every night relaxing in the spring. I usually do it after the guests have left and after having checked the women’s  onsen’. 

‘Are you in charge of the women’s section also?’ I asked. 

The mild disapprobation must have shown in my voice for Akio laughed. ‘No’ he said ‘My colleague Kaho is in charge of the women’s section. The general manager of Kasuga Hot Spring just wants me to do a reconnaissance at the end of every day to see everything is in place. He trusts me very much, you see’. 

‘So would I’ I allowed myself to compliment the youngster ‘you are a very solicitous boy’. 

Akio acknowledged my remark with a humble ‘Thank you’ and went on to ask ‘While you relax in the bath, would you like me to play some piped music?’

‘Good heavens, no’ I replied ‘I am more than content with the way things are—with you and the gushing fountain for company’. I closed my eyes. Then remarked ‘Life’s a funny thing, isn’t it?’

‘Why do you say that?’ Akio wanted to know. 

‘The line between dreams and reality is so blurred. Especially when immersed in a divine  onsen like this’. 

‘The  onsen is a pretty awesome thing’ the youngster agreed ‘over the course of my three years here, you wouldn’t believe the things I’ve seen, Mr. Suzuki. People with the gravest of health problems have walked away fit as a fiddle. And I remember a lady with worry lines over her pretty face leave the  onsen without a single crease. 

She went home a happy woman’. 

‘I am not surprised’ I said ‘good skin was one among the umpteen properties my wife attributed to the  onsen’. 

‘Have you left your wife at home, Sir?’ Akio enquired politely ‘the onsen is especially popular among the fairer sex’. 

‘She’s no more’ I said in a sad yet placid tone ‘I lost her to cancer a few years ago’. 

Akio’s face creased with my pain. ‘I am sorry to have asked. It must have caused you pain’. 

‘Not at all’ I said calmly ‘on the contrary, sharing my loss is cathartic. 

I haven’t discussed this with anyone since Chiyo passed on’. 

‘Did you love her?’ Akio’s voice was barely a whisper. 

‘Very much’ I replied earnestly ‘but not with the kind of intense passion that burns itself in one night. My love for Chiyo was a strong

sturdy one, the foundation of which was built over many years’. 

‘You are lucky’ Akio breathed. 

‘I know I am’ I said and then paused delicately and asked ‘Akio, have you found love?’

Akio shook his head. Sweet yearning filled his beautiful features. 

‘Why not?’ I asked taken aback ‘You are so good-looking’. 

‘No offense, Mr. Suzuki’ said the boy seriously ‘but I don’t think love has much to do with appearance’. 

‘What does it depend on then?’ I asked, curious to know the beautiful, grave youth’s point of view. 

Akio used a rather poetic expression. ‘It’s a negotiation between two pairs of eyes’ he said. I was impressed to find that a mere hot spring keeper, still in the first flush of youth, was capable of such exalted levels of philosophy and lyricism. 

‘Do you mean to say’ I ventured to ask a rather personal question

‘that you’re still a virgin?’

‘I am not’ Akio said in a woebegone manner ‘I got into a physical relationship with one of my colleagues here. After the initial joy of discovering each others’ bodies, our affair lost all sheen. This happens when one depends on primal carnal impulses rather than pure true love. Though she was a nice girl, souls didn’t match. I regret the sex’. 

‘Don’t be so hard on yourself’ I told my young companion ‘true love will come by. It’s just a matter of time’. I was rather surprised that a young man of his age still had virtuous, old-school values. I had slated youngsters these days as promiscuous and bereft of the morals we used to have in our day and age. 

‘I hope so’ said Akio pointing to a shooting star ‘and I’ve wished upon a star’. 

We sat in a reverie for the next fifteen minutes. Presently, I asked

‘What is life about to you, Akio?’

My young companion pondered for a minute or two. The he said ‘I guess it’s about utility. About making oneself useful to others and their needs. To do something for the betterment of humankind’. 

‘You have very lofty views for your age’ I observed. 

Akio acknowledged my remark with a smile. ‘What is it to you Suzuki-San?’ he asked. 

‘I guess it’s about beauty’ I said reflectively. ‘As British romantic poet John Keats had said “Beauty is truth and truth beauty”’. 

‘You are an aesthete, Suzuki-San!’ observed Akio ‘May I ask if you refer to the beauty of the mind, soul or the body?’

‘I guess I was talking about all three’ I said honestly. 

‘You don’t think beauty of the body is only skin-deep?’ asked Akio, as if wanting to confirm something. 

‘Not at all!’ I remarked ‘I think it’s the most astounding thing’. 

‘And youth—would it mean anything to you?’

‘It would mean everything’ I replied candidly. 

‘Would you like to transform into someone young?’ he asked. Going by the amused smile tugging the corner of Akio’s lips, I assumed he was joking. 

‘Why not?’ I said playing along. If the young guy wanted to have fun, I could beat him at his little game. 

‘Follow me, Suzuki-San’ said the boy hauling himself out of the bath. 

Since our intimate conversation during the preceding hours had broken the ice, neither Akio nor I felt the need to go to the changing room and wear our clothes. We walked on and on, like true children of nature, totally uninhibited by our nakedness. After I had emerged from the bath, I noticed a significant difference in my health and levels of vigor. My limbs didn’t feel so sore anymore and I could walk as effortlessly as I did when I was thirty. The chronic fatigue that had been bogging me down for the past few years had vanished. I certainly felt younger, refreshed and decidedly rejuvenated. 

However, I couldn’t claim that I felt as young as Akio. 

We crossed the stately cherry-blossom and an area of thick foliage. 

Then Akio took me down a narrow lane through the woods I didn’t know existed. The full moon illuminated our paths, rendering a searchlight redundant. Alongside the path grew imperial chinquapins, grand majestic oaks, pines, bamboo, camellias, maples, magnolias, Daphne and ginkgos. As we walked a few yards into the path, Akio took a detour. 

I was so certain that there was no path there that I said ‘Akio, why are you leading me to a cul de sac?’

‘Trust me, Suzuki-San’ said Akio with calm confidence ‘I know where I am taking you. ‘I’ve been to that particular place before’. He took me towards an area with overgrowing brambles. 

‘For God’s sake, young man’ I said dubiously ‘you are certainly leading me to a merry dance!’ Though my arthritis and fatigue had totally disappeared after two hours in the spring, I still wasn’t as young as Akio. I told him that. 

‘You’ve already invested much faith in me and the hot-springs, Suzuki-San’ the young man said ‘Just keep it going a little while longer’. 

I was going to open my mouth to grumble, when the most stultifying developments unfurled. Akio parted the brambles to reveal the

mouth of a cave. The experience was like that of ‘Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves ‘of the Arabian night series. And Akio Sato seemed to be the local Ali Baba. 

Akio entered the cave while I stood hesitating outside. ‘Come in, Suzuki-San’ said the boy with benign encouragement. The cave was dark, and we didn’t have a searchlight with us. Yet Akio seemed familiar enough with the cave to navigate his way in darkness. I followed his footsteps without faltering. 

As we came on to the other side, the darkness disappeared. The moon illuminated the splendorous surroundings: the pines and other assortment of vegetation that grew there. A steep cliff stood to one corner. The soil here may have been slightly different, for apart from oaks, I saw beeches and fir trees too. However, what caught my eyes was a lone imposing pine and the circle of cherry blossom trees. Beneath them, surrounded by boulders of volcanic rock, was a spring comprising the most pristine waters I had seen my life. This particular hot spring was so transparent that I could see the stones right at the base. Midnight gives a different perspective on colors, but I could say with a fair degree of accuracy that the waters of the spring were sapphire blue. 

As Akio and I drew closer, mist warmed my face. I noticed that a variety of creatures: monkeys, chipmunks, deer, rabbits and different kinds of birds were resting here. Fearing I’d disturb them, I was reluctant to go in. Sensing my inhibition, Akio said ‘Go ahead, Suzuki-San. They don’t harm each other, neither will they harm you. 

This is a spring of live and let live’. 

The feeling as I stepped into the spring was inexplicable. The temperature was so exactly right that I felt secure. I had never felt as safe since I was a small child ensconced in my mother’s arms. The waters were the best thing that I had experienced in my life. 

Caressed by its soothing ripples, I soon fell asleep. 

The morning rays penetrating through the cherry-blossoms woke me up. As I lifted myself, I felt an unbearable lightness of being. I was a

tall man, but strangely, I did not feel tall anymore. I felt much shorter. 

‘Why do I feel so shrunk?’ I thought ‘Did the spring take 5 inches off me?’

It seemed like the spring had not only made me shorter, but also smaller. I glanced at my arms and saw that they were small and fragile. The torso tapered into a small feminine waist, before broadening again at the hips. My legs were shapely and hands and feet fair and small. 

The most surprising of them all were the two mounds of twin flesh that adorned my chest. They were creamy white and had beautiful nipples and areole. I noticed my once prominent penis missing. 

I gazed into the spring. A young girl of about twenty, with a sweet oval face, small even features and long straight black hair blinked back innocently. She had the creamiest, most velvety skin I had hitherto seen on any girl. It took me a whole minute to realize that the girl was me. 





Chapter 3 - "I am Naomi" 

I was brimming with mixed feelings. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Or be mad at or grateful to Akio Sato. It was very shrewd of him to conceal the bit about the gender change. Akio was as canny as he was philosophical. 

I went to the cave exit and gently parted the brambles around it. 

Some of the sunlight had managed to permeate into the dark cavernous interiors in spite of the profuse overgrowth of the brambles. Therefore, retracing my steps was easier this time. I parted the thick barricade of weeds at the entrance and got out. 

Then I hit the path Akio and I had walked through the previous night. 

It seemed to me that the chinquapins, evergreen oaks, pines, bamboos, maples magnolias, daphne and ginkgos looked at my altered self with much interest. As I made my way down the path, my distress at having been transmuted into a young person of the opposite gender was overtaken by a sense of awe at what had transpired. Everything remained the same; the earth, soil, flora and fauna, yet I was changed. And the transmogrification was the most dramatic one imaginable. 

As I took a bend down the narrow path through the woods, the human rock-made bath came into view. I, who had, as yet been unaware of my nudity, suddenly became self-conscious about it. The sentiment, I decided, was indicative of a certain loss of innocence, comparable to Eve’s eventual change in perception. When first created from Adam’s rib, she was so naïve that she took nakedness as naturally as the rest of the creatures in the animal kingdom did. 

However, once the conniving serpent tricked her into taking a bite of the forbidden fruit, petty feelings like guilt and mortification awakened in her, inciting desperate attempts to cover herself. 

Anyway, blame Eve or the devious viper for making me feel as I did, facts didn’t change. Bereft of a single stitch on my body, I felt extremely vulnerable. 

I walked on the stone tiles and my feet automatically led me to the men’s section. Then the realization of what I’d metamorphosed into dawned and I reluctantly dragged my feet to the women’s rock-made bath. Thankfully, there was no one around—it would have been tremendously embarrassing to be spotted without clothes. I immersed my feminine body in the hot spring and took a deep breath. 

There was a stone bench on one side of the bath and I saw a white towel lying there. I wondered if Akio had deliberately left the towel lying on the bench. I was sure that Akio and his female colleagues being particularly disciplined workers, it was highly unlikely that either of them would have left a towel lying around, unless it was on purpose. 

When Akio came to do his morning reconnaissance, I didn’t acknowledge him. What business did the meddlesome youth have to transform a respectable elderly man into a nubile young woman? I felt divested of all dignity and identity. I was Toshiro Suzuki, the recently retired general manager of a reputed company. I had a solid, deference-eliciting standing in society. The shell revealed a different reality though, that is that of a young frilly filly who hadn’t even stepped out into the big bad world yet. 

Akio took long, graceful strides towards the rock-made bath. After confirming that no one was around, he bent down and whispered

‘Suzuki-San, is that you?’

‘Yes, it is’ I said turning my head to the other side ‘and don’t you dare talk to me!’

‘I suppose you are angry’ said Akio quietly. 

‘That’s an understatement’ I said and continued ‘I feel miserable. 

Even suicidal. How could you cheat me thusly?’

‘Well, I told you you’d be turning into a young person’ Akio said. His voice was tinged with a speck of guilt. 

‘But you didn’t tell me once that I’d be a woman!’ I cried infuriated. 

‘I plead guilty’ Akio had regained his humor ‘but believe me Suzuki-San, it’s not too bad a life’. 

‘How would you know?’ I asked. The question was a rhetorical one. 

Akio remained diplomatically silent. Then he said, ‘It would not be wise to call you Suzuki-San anymore. The other guests might become suspicious. What name would you like?’

I thought long and hard. Finally, I said ‘Naomi’. I hadn’t given much of a thought to female names, but knew that ‘Naomi’ had been one of Chiyo’s favorite names. She’d often look out of the window dreamily and say ‘If I had had a daughter, I’d have named her Naomi’. 

‘Good enough’ said Akio. 

The terror of having lost my original identity hit me in a renewed wave. ‘Akio’ I said ‘I wish to go back to being Toshiro Suzuki. Isn’t there any way to reverse these effects?’

‘Not as far as I know’ said Akio gravely ‘Naomi’s body is yours for life’. 

I let out a cry of despair. 

‘Don’t worry’ said Akio his tone placating ‘a woman’s life is much better than a man’s in many ways’. 

‘How can you say that so easily? Have you ever been one?’ I demanded. The question was again a rhetorical one. 

Akio shrewdly kept mum this time also. Then he said ‘I could make you an offer. It’s not lucrative for you by any means, but you could survive’. 

‘What is it?’ I asked warily. To tell the truth, I was beginning to get very skeptical about Akio Sato’s offers and schemes. 

‘You stay here as a  yumori of this  onsen, as my replacement and maintain the baths’ said Akio putting his proposal forward ‘I’ll go and live in your place as a nephew of Toshiro Suzuki’s’. 

‘How could I possibly be your replacement?’ I asked skeptical ‘You are in charge of the men’s baths. Kasuga Hot Spring trustees wouldn’t possibly allow a young and beautiful girl like me to service male clientele’. 

‘That’s a non-issue’ Akio brushed off my fears ‘we could easily get around that’. 

‘Pray, how, mister?’ my voice was sardonic. 

‘My colleague Kaho is an elderly woman and has experienced managing male baths’ Akio said ‘I could get the GM to transfer her to the male section and you could replace her as the hot spring keeper of ladies’  onsen’. 

‘I guess that’s a good idea’ I said grudgingly. 

‘I’ll now take you to the general manager, Mr. Takumi Ito’ Akio said ‘I can’t say with certainty, but I think he’s aware of the secret of the hot spring’. 

‘How would you explain my existence to the other employees?’ I asked, worry creasing my brow. 

‘Don’t you worry your pretty young head about that!’ said Akio breezily ‘they’ll take your presence for granted’. 

He took me up to the dressing room for female employees and handed me a set of women's uniform. I had seen female employees of the lodge in pink skirts and tops and knew that the uniform was very feminine. I was extremely embarassed to wear a skirt for the

first time, but finally got dressed in the uniform. I wondered how Akio could pick up the right size uniform for my body. 

‘I will ask Kaho to help you get lingeries, as it's tiring and embarassing to work without a bra.’ said Akio as if he had an experience of working without a bra as a woman. 

I looked into the mirror and quickly ran a brush through my hair. 

Even though wearing a pink skirt made me uncomfortable, I had to admit I looked good. An objective eye would have described me as

‘stunning’ or even ‘gorgeous’. And I didn’t have a spot of make-up on my skin. The hot-spring was indeed miraculous. 

Mr.Takumi Ito, the general manager of Kasuga Hot Spring, was a plump, congenial man in his fifties. He seemed to be a people’s person and especially enjoyed interacting with young people. ‘Hello Akio’ he said giving both of us a sunny smile ‘what can I do for you?’

‘I am leaving Kasuga Hot Spring, Mr.Ito’ Akio informed him ‘I would like to recommend Kaho for my job. And my friend here could take over the ladies’ bath’. 

‘I’ll be missing you, Akio’ said Mr.Ito to Akio ‘Thank you for having been with us for three years. You are welcome here anytime as a guest. But remember--’ he winked ‘You’ve already had your chance’. 

‘I understand that, Sir’ Akio nodded. 

Then Mr.Ito addressed me. ‘Hey there’ he said ‘what’s your name’. 

It was at the tip of my tongue to say ‘Toshiro’, but I quickly brought myself to earth ‘Naomi, Sir’ I answered. 

‘Do you have any experience cleaning baths at all, Naomi?’

‘I am afraid not, Sir’. 

‘That’s no issue’ said Mr.Ito affably ‘I’ll instruct Kaho to brief you up before I transfer her to the men’s section’. 

We took leave of Mr.Ito and went up to my room. I handed over my expensive suits, shaving sets, credit cards, driving license and keys to my brand-new Honda Freed-Spiker car to Akio. ‘They’re all yours’

I said suddenly feeling good about my generous gesture ‘Enjoy’. 

‘Thank you so much, Toshiro’ said Akio reverentially ‘you indeed are large-hearted’. 

‘Please call me Naomi’ I said, suddenly offended at having been addressed by the male name ‘I am a girl’. 

‘I am glad you are getting comfortable with your new gender identity’

Akio grinned from ear to ear. 

‘The path of least resistance’ I said stoically ‘is the best’. 

‘I hope you are happy here as I have been’ said Akiro. 

‘Indeed I will be’ I said calmly ‘after all, I have to spend another sixty years—a veritable lifetime—confined to Kasuga precincts’. 

‘Not necessarily’ Akio said ‘the moment you come across a woman deserving of reincarnation, you take her to the secret hot-spring. 

Another arrangement could be worked out with Kaho and the newly incarnated young man could work here. You could assume his identity and go out into the world’. 

‘Is it mandatory for the candidate to be female?’ I asked. 

‘Not at all’ replied Akio ‘but since you are girl and in charge of the women’s bath, I doubt if you’ll come across many men. Unless, of course, you have plans of asking Mr.Ito’. 

‘Of course not’ I grinned ‘he’s as strong and spirited as a horse. 

Akio laughed along with me. ‘In that case, young lady, you’ll have to bide your turn’. 

‘I have no complaints’ I said ‘I wouldn’t really mind being in the Kasuga precincts’. 

‘It must seem like a comedown after having been a genereal manager of a big company’ Akio observed. 

‘Not at all’ I replied serenely ‘I believe in the concept of dignity of labor’. 

Akio smiled. ‘Right ho, then, I’ll be leaving now. Won’t you come and see me off?’

‘Of course’ I smiled ‘It would be a pleasure’. I went to the balcony of the lodge. Akio emerged from the side of the stair case. ‘Don’t get into any trouble with the police’ I called across ‘You’ll have to show your driving license’. 

‘I’ll be careful not to!’ Akio promised brightly. Then he waved. 

As he brought his air-suspended arm down, something caught a ray of the sun and glittered. A moonstone. A gigantic moonstone on his ring-finger. I noticed only now. The size and shape were rather uncommon in these parts. 

Chiyo had mentioned someone wearing it. A very old woman the last time Chiyo visited to Kasuga Hotspring four years back. ‘A most unusual ring, Toshiro’ Chiyo had come back and reported ‘it was as big as a coin and set in intricately carved silver. The old lady said it was an engagement gift from her husband all those years ago’. 

A ring similar to the one Chiyo had described was too much of a coincidence. Besides, going by the general manager’s words, Akio had started work at Kasuga Hot Spring three years ago; a ritual that had begun subsequent to Chiyo’s having met the elderly lady. Was it too farfetched to presume that Akio was an incarnate of the same lady my wife had made conversation with while lounging in the bath? 

If my hypothesis was true, Akio was stepping into the big bad world for the first time as a man. How his heart must be throbbing inside

his ostensibly manly body. It was a long way off, but I wondered what I’d feel like when I stepped out of Kasuga Hot Spring for the first time as a woman. 

--

Like any intellectual with an overstrained brain, I found the mechanical work as  yumori, or a hot spring-keeper very relaxing. I’d get up before cockcrow and would check both the men’s and women’s baths. I would fastidiously drain out the waters in which the previous night’s bathers’ had waded in, and scrubbed and mopped the baths until it was squeaky clean. Then I’d go to turn the faucet of the source spring and fill the baths. I’d also check if everything was working and if chairs, stools, soap, towels etc were in their place. I made it my life’s mission to give the guests who visited Kasuga Hot Springs to have the best possible bathing experience so that they could go back to their worlds, rejuvenated. 

I got along well with Kaho and other employees at Kasuga Hot Spring. Though they laughed at my ‘clumsiness’, which was nothing but social cluelessness of an elderly man reincarnated as a young female, they were generally kind. Albeit for an occasional joke about my graceless sitting posture or carelessly braided hair, there was no ragging. Over a period of months, I honed being female into a fine art. The very handy tutorials provided by Akio’s ex-girl friend, Haruka, were a great help. Haruka taught me that ladies sat with their legs neatly crossed, did not open their mouths too wide, smiled pleasantly at the guests and took small, dainty steps when we walked. She also taught me to pile my long hair up into a convenient top-knot, so that it wouldn’t prove to be a distraction or hindrance when I was working. We barely had a chance to go to the town; therefore I had to manage with the two sets of uniforms provided by the Kasuga management. Haruka got dressed in her own clothes after working hours and her ultra-feminine taste in clothes had started appealing to me; I wish I had been fortunate enough like her to have brought stylish clothes when I’d first arrived at the spring. 

However, I found consolation in one fact: none of the three other

women at Kasuga had a make-up kit with them. So, all of us lived with well-scrubbed skins, bereft of any trace of artificial beauty-enhancers. 

Though I didn’t get paid extra, I offered to help out at the reception and the dining area. The ostensible reason for this was to make myself helpful and also broaden my repertoire of learning. However, what I really waited with bated breath for was to come across that one woman—elderly, middle-aged or younger—who seemed to truly deserve the reincarnation. I was in no unholy hurry and intended to give the ticket to relieving youth to a veritably deserving candidate. 

This nominee would provide her identity as my pass to the larger, more comprehensive outer world, for the first time as a young woman. 

‘Only, be careful not to mention the gender change’ I firmly cautioned myself ‘there may not be too many ladies out there who’d prefer to be reincarnated as a man, youthful or otherwise’. 





Chapter 4 - Hunt for a Successor During my first year as a  yumori at Kasuga Hot Spring, I happened to see a woman in a bath. She seemed to be about 45 years old and was singularly unhappy looking. Appearance-wise, she wasn’t too bad. Of course, she was too square and bony to be called a conventional beauty, but had healthy shiny hair and well-shaped hands and feet to make up for the above flaws. I got the impression that she’d look and feel much better if she smiled. I vaguely wondered what was bothering her. 

Just then a group of attractive young girls came in from the front entrance. They didn’t seem to have a care in the world and wafted into Kasuga as light and graceful as water bubbles. They dressed in bright trendy clothes and were expertly made-up giving their attention to every little detail of the eyes, nose and the lips. An assortment of fragrances that they had sprayed on themselves reached my nose. God! These girls smelt heavenly. The girls were undeniably winsome, but the most alluring thing about them was their bright and bubbly conversation. They talked chirpily about their hobbies and interests, shopping sprees, parties, respective teachers and employers and boys who were mutual friends. I was glad to note that even though the girls said interesting things, they didn’t engage in malicious gossip. The aura around them was so benign and euphoric that I felt like going and mingling with them. It was natural enough impulse, I guess, since they were in the same age group as me. 

I noticed the unhappy-looking woman’s woebegone eyes trailing them too. She looked worse-off than she had before they had come in. It surprised me that their infectious exuberance hadn’t touched the lady as it had done me. Looking at the girls had enhanced my mood; the same couldn’t be said of the woman. 

‘Hello’ I affably said as I immersed myself beside her in the bath in that night ‘I hope you are enjoying yourself?’

‘I guess I am’ said the woman looking tragically in a distance. 

‘I am Naomi’ I smiled trying to distract the woman ‘May I know your name please?’

‘It’s Ichiko’ the woman tried to force her lips into a smile. Obviously, her heart was not in it because she looked as if she was grimacing. 

‘Those girls’ she said looking at them disappearing into the inner bathroom one by one, with towels wrapped around their supple bodies. The corner of Ichiko's mouth twitched. ‘They were talking about me, weren’t they?’

‘No, no, of course not’ I said ‘they were talking about their lives and activities’. 

‘Like what?’ Ichiko asked, not really believing me

‘Oh, shopping, fashion, boys, baking and the like’ I said airily. 

‘They were talking about my chest, weren’t they? Ichiko persisted in a rather morbid fashion ‘as to how shrunk and sagging it is. Well naturally, at their age they have beautiful, full, pert breasts….’

‘You are mistaken, Ichiko’ I tried to reassure her ‘those girls don’t seem the kind to engage in harmful gossip’. 

Ichiko was far from reassured. She was still on her own depressed melancholy trip ‘My figure used to have a lot of spring until a few years ago’ she revealed ‘now it’s started sagging before my time’. 

‘It’s not as bad as you think’ I told her sincerely ‘Maybe you are just feeling low. Did you go through a painful loss in recent times—like the loss of a husband or boyfriend?’

Ichiko sighed. ‘Never had a man in my life’ she said. 

‘Why not?’ I asked hoping I didn’t sound too inquisitive. 

‘I tended to my ailing father for as long as I could remember’ she said ‘He died five years ago when I was 40. After that, I found it hard to pick up the threads of my personal life. They say 40 is quite young, but I just couldn’t---’ she paused with delicate poignancy for a minute before saying ‘Please don’t tell anyone, but I am a virgin’. 

‘My lips are sealed’ I assured Ichiko, much pained to hear the woman hadn’t had romance in her life until this point in time. 

I stared speculating if she was the right candidate to make the offer of reincarnation to. Completely forgetting that mentioning the gender change would be detrimental to my plan, I asked ‘Ichiko, would you like to be reborn as a 20 year old man? Perhaps you’ll have an active sex life then’. 

‘If that’s a hypothetical question, I’ll have to say “no, thank you”’ said Ichiko, a ring of finality in her voice ‘don’t be offended, Naomi, it’s not that I dislike men. It’s just that I wouldn’t like to be one. That’s it’. She sunk into her lugubrious gloom, once again. 

Anyway, I thought. Ichiko is the type to be unhappy no matter what. 

A reincarnation would make no difference to people who are born to see the negative side of things. I waited for my next, hopefully more deserving prospective successor. 

A year passed, and I still hadn’t had any luck. All the women who came after Ichiko were radiant and smiling, and had a content glow on their face. For about twenty miles around me, I couldn’t smell anyone who closely fit the description of ‘unhappiness’. This--I thought was a matter to celebrate about rather than lament over. So, I continued working. 

One day, I spotted a guest of about 50 who had just come into Kasuga Hot Spring. She was tall and bony and had a slightly unnatural looking coiffure. ‘My my’ I thought, looking at my own straight unembellished hair ‘the outside world does seem to offer quite an assortment of hairstyles’. The guest’s clothes were not gracefully form-fitting like that of the other women’s, but were tight

with a vengeance—almost as if their wearer was aggressively trying to endorse her femininity to the whole world. She seemed to have applied a lot of make-up, painstakingly. The above adornments couldn’t conceal the marked aura of pain and agony around her. 

Night gave place to day and I approached the woman in the rock-made  onsen. It was almost midnight and all other guests had left the outer bath. 

‘Hello, Ma’am’ I went up to her and smiled ‘I hope you have a relaxing bathing experience here’. 

‘Bless you, young lady’ the woman spoke in a rather strange voice that lead me to believe she had a nasty cold ‘with your silky skin and pert young breasts, you deserve all the happiness’. 

‘You too deserve happiness’ I said meaning every word. 

‘Ha! Like fun I do, young lady!’ the guest’s tone suddenly became cynical. 

The hurt at being snapped at must have shown in my face, for the lady immediately apologized. 

‘Please don’t feel bad, honey’ she said, her tone mollifying ‘I know you were only trying to cheer me up’. 

‘My concern is not your tone’ I said sincerely ‘but the reason for your unhappiness. I feel every human being deserves a shot at being happy’. 

‘Every human being it seems, but a transgender’ the guest said despondently. 

I now realized what had struck me as strange about the guest. The protuberance on her chest did not look natural at all. The bone structure was not typical of a woman. I looked at her lower body in

the water. Although I could not see it clearly, her private zone looked natural. She would pass as a woman if it is in the dark. 

She probably caught me staring at her, for she said ‘Yes, you’re right. I am a so-called ‘new half’. The good God Almighty created me in a wrong body with male genitals. I wish I could have the courage to start hormone therapy at a younger age. My parents named me Yuto, but I’d rather go under the female moniker Mayu’. 

‘Don’t be disheartened, Ms. Mayu’ I said genuinely ‘Please try to enjoy every moment of your life’. 

‘Easier said than done’ said Mayu sadly ‘a veritable impossibility with one’s own contradictory impulses, confusions and a lifetime of social awkwardness’. ‘I guess it’s not people’s fault’ she said after a minute

‘they are just befuddled as to how to treat me’. 

Listening to Mayu’s touching tale of trauma and social agony made me consider her for reincarnation. ‘Ms. Mayu’ I ventured cautiously ‘if given a chance, would you like to be 20 years old again?’

‘And go through another life-time of pain and humiliation?!’ Mayu said vociferously ‘Certainly not!’

‘I understand’ I said gently nodding. On second thoughts, I started feeling that it was perhaps for the best that Mayu had been ruled out. 

If she bathed in the secret hot spring, I wasn’t sure if the resultant young person would have been male or female. If God adjudged her as female, Mayu would have been reincarnated as a young man. If God still saw her as male in spite of Mayu’s strong claims to the contrary, He would reincarnate her as a young woman. In either case, the prospect wouldn’t have been too rosy for me. I would have had to assume Mayu’s identity and go and live in society as Yuto, the male-to-female transgender. The prospect didn’t fill me with much confidence. 

‘Have you done gender reassignment surgery?’ I asked Mayu. 

‘Not quite’ she said brightening a little ‘I had penis and testicles removed many years back. In fact I am looking forward to undergoing a vaginoplasty next month. After that, I’ll consider associated surgeries. It took me this long to raise the money’. 

I was happy to hear this. Mayu did have a promising future, after all. 

‘All the best’ I beamed ‘I hope the results are to your satisfaction’. 

--

Three years had passed, and I was still cleaning baths and helping at the reception and the dining area. Not another woman deserving of reincarnation had turned up. By this time, my monotonous routine as  yumori was beginning to bore me. I was getting increasingly restless to venture out into the world and discover what living as a woman there would be like. Just when I was lost in my reverie, a woman of about 80 arrived, holding a cane. Though she used it for support, the lady was still very beautiful and straight of back. I noticed that she kept her hands as well-manicured as a younger woman and had taken especial pains with her hair and clothes. 

She smiled as she saw me and said ‘Hi, I am Maiko. I wanted to tell you that you resemble my granddaughter’. 

‘Oh, really?’ I said ‘How old is she?’

I instantly regretted asking. Maiko’s beautiful face contorted with pain. For the first time since she’d walked into Kasuga Hot Spring, she looked her age. 

’23 this October had she lived’ she said quietly. 

‘I am so sorry, Maiko-San’ I was sincerely apologetic. 

‘Don’t be’ said Maiko ‘The good God above willed it that way. 

Besides, I am no stranger to misfortune. It has followed me for a lifetime now’. She paused. 

I stood patiently, sensing she wanted to resume. 

‘My husband and I were blessed with a daughter 7 years after marriage’ Maiko continued ‘she was an only child and the apple of my eye. She died in a car crash many years ago, leaving a three year old child behind. My husband and I brought our granddaughter up with all our love—she was the only one we had’. 

I listened with a lot of empathy in my heart. Maiko took a sip of water from her water-bottle and went on ‘However, the biggest blow came last year when our granddaughter died in a car accident like her mother. Maybe I am jinxed or something—I don’t know. Everyone around me dies’. 

‘Oh, I am sure it’s nothing like that’ I said reassuringly ‘there’re just a series of grossly unfortunate coincidences’. 

‘I don’t know what to think anymore’ she said ‘after my husband’s death a few weeks back; I have lost all dregs of hope in life. 

Yesterday was the 49th day after his demise. As you must know, we believe that the soul is freed from the confines of the physical body at this time’. 

‘Yes, I do’ I said and then asked ‘Do you have other friends and relatives?’

Maiko shook her head ‘I am all alone in the world. A kindly neighbor or an old high-school friend can’t be taken into consideration. They, after all, have their own lives to lead and I wouldn’t want to cause them any inconvenience’. 

I was terribly concerned about Maiko. How would she traverse the rest of life’s journey? She had spent all her life rearing her daughter and then granddaughter only to be left alone in her twilight years. 

Her husband, who might have been a solace during misfortunes, had departed too. I decided to lay my cards on the table. 

‘Would you like to be reincarnated as a 20 year old?’ I asked softly. 

‘Of course not’ Maiko, it seemed, was suddenly very far away ‘I am due for a trip in a few days’. 

‘A trip?’ I asked baffled ‘whereto, if may I ask?’

‘To my final abode’ replied Maiko ‘following the trails of my husband to eternity’. 

I didn’t think it fit to argue with a lady Maiko’s age. ‘There are perhaps different forms of happiness’ I told myself. ‘It’s a shame’ I thought ‘Maiko seemed to me to be the ideal candidate’. I sighed to myself realizing that I had reached another dead end. 





Chapter 5 - A Dramatic Twist Three years passed in the blinking of an eye. I, at 23, was much more beautiful than I had been at 20. The texture of my skin had become silkier and it glowed with some mysterious inner light like a face of a hallowed saint. I, hitherto, had desisted from using any cosmetics, but looked none the worse. Even my two other colleagues remarked on the enviable quality of my skin. 

My nature endeared me to people as well. I went out of my way to help them. Serving others gave me great pleasure. At the behest of my colleague who was suffering terrible hot flashes of menopause, I picked up a bamboo broom and started sweeping the entrance of the lodge. As I was immersed in my job, a red Lexus stopped in front of the lodge. I noticed a smartly dressed lady of about 62 or 63 get out of it. Though she wasn’t in the first flush of youth, I noticed that she had kept her figure. Despondency marked her beautiful regular features: intoxicating brown eyes, a straight upturned nose and a small rose bud of a mouth. This might sound insane, but I could swear I knew her and rather intimately. However, the name evaded me. It was at the tip of the memory’s tongue, but refused to come out. 

She walked over to the reception and checked herself into one of the rooms on the ground floor. I continued sweeping the floor and racked my brains trying to remember who she was. 

At 11 pm that night, I took off my uniform in the bathroom. I slipped out of my lingerie as well and walked to the bath wrapped in a towel. 

As I’d anticipated, I saw the guest of the morning relaxing in the bath. She was the only one there. 

‘May I come in?’ I asked politely. 

‘Of course’ she said ‘Why do you ask?’

‘That’s because I am  yumori, the hot spring keeper here’ I explained

‘I am accustomed to having a bath later in the night after all guests have retired; today I thought I’d come in a bit early’

‘Are you in charge of both the male and female baths?’ the lady wanted to know. 

‘I do a reconnaissance of both’ I said ‘but I don’t go into the male section unless there is an emergency’. 

‘What kind of an emergency could there possibly be?’ the lady asked. 

‘Oh, several’ I answered ‘for instance, an eleven year old boy was fooling around in the bath and injured himself badly’. 

‘Oh, that’s terrible!’ said the lady with concern ‘is he okay now?’

‘Very much, I should say’ I told her ‘He’s got 14 stitches on the side of his face, but was still wildly running up and down the corridors in the lodge this morning!’’

‘Boys are beyond control!’ the lady laughed. 

‘Indeed’ I agreed ‘there’re quite a handful. In fact, they are rather like monkeys—a tail is all they lack’. 

The guest broke into another silvery peal of laugher. 

‘I prefer little girls’ I went on ‘they are so much sweeter and better-mannered. I wish we could change all boys into girls’. 

‘That would hardly be the ideal situation’ the lady said ‘we do need men to produce babies and to give us carnal pleasure’. 

‘It’s heartening to know you don’t dislike men!’ I remarked. 

‘Do I seem like I detest them?’ the lady asked surprised. 

‘No, not at all’ I assured her ‘It’s just that you seemed so depressed as you got out of the Lexus this morning that I assumed you’d fought with your husband or boyfriend’. 

‘Young lady’ said the guest sadly ‘at my age; there are several other things apart from men that could make me sad’. 

‘What’s bothering you, Ma’am?’ I asked sincerely ‘You could confide in me if you like. It would make your heart lighter. Anyway I am here seven days a week, 365 days a year and have no one to gossip with. 

Life does get a bit lonely at times’. 

‘Are you the hot spring owner’s daughter or something?’ the lady asked. 

‘No, Ma’am’ I said ‘I am an employee’. 

‘Then overworking you goes against the labor standards act!’ she said indignantly. 

‘Well, Ma’am’ I replied ‘The owners give me three meals a day, a few sets of clothes and a warm place to sleep in. I don’t get any cash’. 

‘That’s extremely unusual’ the lady said. 

‘Usual enough for me I’d say’ I brushed off the remark ‘Okay, now let’s hear about you’

‘Well, I am a childless woman who recently lost her husband’ she said ‘My husband was well off, so I have no dearth of wealth’. 

‘Then you can do what you like with your life’ I remarked. 

‘Unfortunately, my health doesn’t permit’ she said. 

I was so taken aback that I remarked ‘Why, you looked healthy enough!’. 

The lady didn’t acknowledge my remark. ‘Look carefully at my right breast’ she said instead. 

‘It seems perfectly fine’ I said ‘You have maintained yourself very well’. 

‘You haven’t looked keenly enough’ the lady said ‘Did you notice that it doesn’t bounce at all the way yours do?’

I looked carefully. It was true that her right breast was more immobile than her left. 

‘I have breast cancer’ the lady said without further prelude ‘A mammography showed a malignant lump in the right breast a few years ago. I had it removed without much delay and had a silicone implant. However, it’s of no use. The cancer has spread to the entire system. The doctors have given me only a few months’. 

‘Oh no!’ I said terribly distressed ‘I am so sorry to hear this’. 

‘Don’t be sad’ said the lady indulgently ‘in fact; I am glad I could confide all this in you. I hadn’t told a single soul since I came out of the hospital and carried, in my heart, a terrible burden. Now that I have told you, I feel much lighter’. 

‘I am glad I could be of use’ I said sincerely. 

‘There is one more thing I wanted to confess’ she said ‘I’d very much like to see someone before I die’. 

‘And who would he be?’ I asked. 

‘I didn’t say it was a man, but you’re right’ she said ‘he was a man I was in love with when we both were studying in a university’. 

‘Did you two lose touch?’ I asked. 

The lady nodded. ‘Just before graduation, he and I had an argument regarding which job offer I should accept’ she said ‘I thought it was

just a difference of opinion and would soon blow over. I was wrong’. 

Her rose bud mouth closed rather grimly. I could sense her emotional tension. 

‘What happened?’ I was curious. 

‘Well, after an hour I thought I’d go up to his apartment and make up with him’ she continued ‘but happened to spot him at a café in between my house and his. He had company’. She paused. 

‘Was it a girl?’ I asked, feeling empathetic towards my companion. 

‘Yes’ she said blinking back tears ‘He was with a girl—a girl with a big bosom. She was smiling right into his eyes and he seemed equally friendly with her’. 

‘I see’ I said. 

‘I was devastated as you can imagine’ the lady went on ‘I went home in a distressed state. At this point, my parents said they had arranged a date with a young upcoming businessman called Manabu Hayashi. On impulse, I went to see him’. 

I made sounds of acknowledgement. The lady’s narrative was getting interesting by the minute. 

‘Manabu Hayashi was the most beautiful man I had ever seen. He was tall, suave and dashing. The straightness of his back, the bushiness of his fine hair, and the warmth and kindness that radiated from his eyes was without parallel. As soon as he saw me, he said I looked like an angel who’d stepped down from heaven. Naturally, I was swept off my feet’. 

‘You went on to marry this guy?’ I asked. 

My lady friend nodded. ‘Yes’ she said ‘and Manabu was the perfect husband. He was invariably kind and treated me like a precious treasure. We made an ideal couple’. 

‘Then why do you want to meet your ex-lover’ I wanted to know

‘would it be wise, raking ghosts of the past?’

‘I just wanted to apologize for having jilted him’ the woman said ‘It wasn’t lady-like. But I also wanted to tell him that the man I married was the kindest one ever and that our life together was blissful’. 

‘I am not sure your ex will be thrilled to see you’ I said candidly. 

‘Oh he will be, young lady’ said my esteemed friend ‘at my age people barely like to pent venom inside. We just want to bury our past hatchets and move on’. 

Then she waved her hands in front of her as if shooing off an invisible fly. A rather curious gesture—that. Typical of someone I used to know a very long-time back. A girl I used to know intimately. 

My ex-lover Yoko Shibasaki. 

No wonder she had seemed so familiar. Yoko’s face had undergone the expected transmutations of time. Yet no amount of its passing could take away that endearing mannerism that was characteristic of her. All these years, I had harbored a grudge against Yoko for casting me away like a used paper napkin, but now that the reason for her action was clear, I was brimming with forgiveness. There was no doubt in my mind that the lady sitting in front of me was Yoko, yet I wanted to go in for a formal confirmation. 

‘Is your maiden name “Shibasaki”?’ I asked ‘and the man you want to meet “Toshiro Suzuki?”’

I had come across the word ‘astonishment’ on numerous occasions; for the first time in my life did I get a total uninhibited idea as to what it actually meant. It was, presently, written large and pellucid on Yoko Shibasaki’s face. 

And then defense mechanisms began to work. ‘How do you know all this, young lady?’ she asked suspiciously ‘And who in the world are you?’

‘Believe me, Yoko’ I said earnestly ‘I am none other than Toshiro Suzuki. You may have a hard time accepting it, considering how drastically I’ve changed’. 

‘You have some gall, girl!’ the Yoko’s chest rose and fell in anger ‘to make such ludicrous claims! As to my maiden surname, you could have googled it after I entered my name and address in the hotel register’. 

‘Guess you have a right to be chary’ I said ‘after all, we’re in a highly unusual situation. But think about this, Yoko: how would I possibly know Toshiro Suzuki?’

‘Perhaps you hired a top-class detective’ Yoko insinuated ‘You certainly don’t look like one’. 

It was now my turn to sound indignant. ‘What do you mean?’ I bristled ‘Are you saying I appear incompetent?’. 

‘Well’ said Yoko frankly ‘I just can’t imagine you snooping around in dark dingy alleys’

The ice was broken. We both laughed. Presently, I said ‘Yoko, I don’t expect you to believe me straightaway; I know you will eventually. 

Meanwhile, would you consider a rather unconventional panacea for your cancer?’

‘Certainly’ replied Yoko. I was happy to note in her a spark of the original spirit--the scintillating spirit I had fallen in love with. 

‘It’s more of a transformation, than a cure’ I said gingerly ‘would you like to be reborn as a 20 year old?’

‘Why not?’ said my sportive ex-lover ‘I’ll give you all to money I have if you help me get rid of cancer’. 

‘Follow me’ I gesticulated. 

We crossed the stately cherry-blossom and crossed a brief area of thick foliage. Then I took Yoko along the 100m path. The full moon illuminated the road, rendering a searchlight redundant. Alongside the path grew imperial chinquapins, grand majestic oaks, pines, bamboo, camellias, maples, magnolias, daphne and ginkgos. As we walked a few meters on the path, I took a detour and guided Yoko to the cave. 

Once there, I cleared the brambles covering the mouth of the cave. I could sense Yoko’s stupefaction when she caught a glimpse of the confidential short cut. The cave was dark; I took Yoko’s hand and we proceeded. Soon, we had emerged out. 

The moon illuminated the splendorous surroundings I was familiar with. The pines, beeches, fir and oaks seemed to wink at me as if we were privy to a particularly marvelous nature’s secret. The cliff on the corner stood silently. The sapphire hot spring, surrounded by cherry-blossoms and the stately pine, waited placidly. Deer, rabbits, chipmunks and birds were resting there. I helped Yoko into the spring and she soon had relaxed into a deep, sound slumber. I looked around. There wasn’t a soul in vicinity. As reluctant as I was to leave Yoko alone, I couldn’t hang around the animal hot-spring. I was a young, beautiful girl without a stitch on my body. It wasn’t safe for me to hover around the place for a long time. I retraced my steps to the lodge. Once in my room, I put on my bra and  yukata. I hit the sack and soon dozed off. As I woke up, my first thoughts were of Yoko. I freshened up and rushed to the animal hot spring. when I reached, I saw a youth standing around the hot spring precincts. He was tall, broad and muscular of back. Sinewy rippled on his arms and calf region, accentuating his masculinity. He had the toned, flat abs of youth. His face was long, well-sculpted and handsome. Yoko had been beautiful as a woman; she looked even more comely as a man. 

‘So, this is what happened to you’ his deep voice was a statement, not a question. 

‘Absolutely’ I admitted ‘Now, you know I wasn’t lying’. 

‘I am sorry I doubted you’ he said. 

‘That’s alright’ I said ‘And Yoko, I wanted to clear the air about one more thing—I wasn’t cheating on you when you spotted me at the café’. 

‘But I saw you with that big-bosomed bitch!’ spluttered Yoko in anger. 

‘I am not denying that’ I said ‘but I wasn’t dating her. She was a representative of the human resource group at the company I had applied for a job at. There were some pamphlets and information that I sought and she brought them for me. The exchange was a purely profession, business-like one’. 

‘Don’t lie, you bastard!’ Yoko spat, using vile expletives ‘I saw the woman looking deep into your eyes and beaming. And you seem to be reciprocating her interest!’

‘Please Yoko, be civil’ I urged ‘Since she thought I was an ideal candidate for the job, she was being kind. And all I was doing was being a gentleman. As a matter of fact, I neither took that job nor saw that woman again. A much better offer came up instantly—the one from the company that I eventually worked for 38 years’. 

Yoko’s anger visibly abated. She seemed very contrite at her present reaction and the past misunderstanding. ‘Obviously, I’ve made a mistake’ she said apologetically ‘forgive me, Toshiro’. 

‘Let bygones be bygones’ I said ‘Like you, even I was lucky in marriage. Chiyo made a splendid wife’ I paused and said ‘However, alongside my having a heavenly married life, I continued to love you’. 

‘Even I never stopped loving you’ Yoko said, his eyes filling with tears. 

We embraced and kissed each other passionately. It was a peculiar feeling, being intimate with the male reincarnate of Yoko. His manly stubble grazed my tender lips and cheek. A minute later, I became

sentient of a hard erect rod with a wet tip against my navel. It was the most unimaginable thing on earth—my ‘female’ ex-lover’s penis. 

Yoko’s reincarnate also seemed to be having mixed feelings, for he said ‘Why on earth am I kissing a girl? I am not a lesbian. Feeling the curve of your breast and erect nipples against my chest feels so weird!’. 

‘I understand’ I said ‘but a virile man like you can never be a lesbian! 

At the same time I have to admit that I feel strange too. It’s too grotesque to imagine you with a penis, Yoko. It was so peculiar, feeling it go erect against me’. 

‘Well you’ll have to get used to it’ Yoko’s reincarnate said ‘and so will I need to’. 

‘It’s possible, I suppose—time is the solution to everything’ I said

‘Let’s start by calling each other by gender-appropriate names’. 

‘By the way, what do you call yourself?’ Yoko’s reincarnate asked curiously. 

‘Naomi. My late wife used to like the name’ I replied ‘what name would you like to have?’

‘Taro’ Yoko’s reincarnate replied ‘I have always fancied that moniker. 

In fact, my paternal uncle is called Taro’. 

‘Okay, Taro and Naomi we are then!’ I looked up at him smiling. 

‘Naomi’ Taro said taking my creamy, oval face in his big hands

‘When shall we get married?’

‘It’s not possibly immediately, Taro’ I said ‘the rules in Kasuga Hot Spring say that you’ll have to work diligently as  yumori, the hot spring keeper until you find a replacement. Meanwhile, I’ll assume your identity and wait for you in the outside world’. 

‘Naomi’ Taro urged me ‘Please don’t leave me’. 

‘I’ll have to Taro’ I said ‘Kasuga has its rules’. 

‘Well then, don’t spend too much of my money’ said Taro humorously. 

‘How quickly you volte-face!’ I said light-heartedly ‘You said you’d leave me all your money if I helped you get rid of cancer!’

Both of us shared an invaluable moment of laughter. 

Then, I took Taro to Mr.Takumi Ito, the general manager. He assigned to Taro the responsibility of maintenance of the men’s onsen. Kaho was reinstated as the  yumori of the women’s  onsen in lieu of me. 

Taro came to see me off at the parking lot. As I got into his red Lexus, I noticed that he was crying copiously like a woman. 

‘For God’s sake, Taro!’ I chided ‘Grown men don’t cry!’

‘Oh, Naomi’ he said in between utterly feminine sobs ‘you don’t know how my heart bleeds. Separation from you would be unbearable!’. 

‘Heavens!’ I rolled my eyes ‘It seems like you are still to get accustomed to your gender. Come and see me after a year or so. 

Hopefully, you’ll be able to behave like a mature man by then. 

Otherwise, forget about dating or marrying me’. 

‘Don’t say that, Naomi’ Taro bawled ‘I’ll die if I am unable to date you!’. 

‘Don’t be overdramatic, Taro’ I said in comic reprimand ‘I detest men who are sissies!’

As I inserted the key into the ignition, Taro dabbed his eyes and said

‘I’ll miss you’. 

‘I’ll miss you too’ I gently said and started the engine. In a jiffy, I drove away into the horizons, towards my new life. 

 



Chapter 6 - Till Death Do Us Apart The freedom and fun I experienced when I started my new life was unrivalled. The female world was a utopia of a variety of dresses, accessories and make-up sets! Over a period of a few months, I shopped for and stocked my cupboard with a plethora of shirts, skirts, tops, trousers, hot-pants and even a kimono or two for special occasions. I ambled around the shopping complex; drooling over the sartorial delights displayed on the window screen and bought up to 5-7 dresses in a single day. The moment I purchased the dress of my dreams, another ten would be added to the wish list. The saleswomen at the shops often complimented my pretty figure and creamy white skin. Flattered beyond description, I’d go and splurge another 14,000 Japanese yen on another dress. 

Accessories were another thing that captured my imagination. I loved the vast array of earrings, ladies’ watches, purses and handbags displayed at the shop window. The variety of shampoos, conditioners, mousses and gels displayed in the malls were tried by ritualistic turns on my hair. Bored of the natural hair-color I was born with, I tried streaking it red. Another time, I visited a saloon and got blond highlights in my hair. I also learnt the art of tying it in ponytails, buns and braids. 

Having never used cosmetics at Kasuga Hot Spring, I went berserk when I saw them in shops. Soon, I purchased expensive make-up kits consisting of mascaras, eye-pencils, eye-lash curlers, eye shadow, lipstick and blush. 

Lack of artistic know-how never once proved a deterrent thanks to the exhaustive range of Youtube videos that taught one everything under the sun: ways to apply the perfect foundation, tricks to get the perfect lip-shape and smoky eyes. 

There was never a dearth of money. Yuko’s late husband Manabu Hayashi had obviously been a shrewd investor. He had invested in

the best possible financial schemes: stocks, shares, bonds and debentures that made utmost money over the income he had made during his lifetime. Thanks to his prudent investing, I was able to fulfill my desires to be a girlish girl to the hilt. Going by how colorful and vibrant a woman’s life was, I wondered how I had survived as a man for sixty long years. 

A year passed before I was suddenly seized by vacuum. I had spent a good one year only on frivolous activities like shopping and dressing up. I had wasted a tremendous amount of a respectable, deceased man’s money only on fashion. Taro had warned me not to spend too much of his money and I had done just that. I felt ashamed at the prospect of facing my ex-lover once again. 

‘It’s time you did something productive, Naomi’ I castigated myself

‘Life is not only about frittering time away dolling yourself up’. 

However, I was at a loss as to what vocation to take up. Here I was, a 24 four year old woman with no official existence. My name hadn’t been registered anywhere; I had no identity. It was actually impossible even to apply for a job. 

Another thought that had hovered at the periphery of my conscience came to the forefront. I was a grown-up young woman, yet hadn’t had much of a chance to interact with the opposite sex. I routinely saw other girls my age talking to boys. In the privacy of their rooms, they probably held hands and kissed, but I had had no such opportunities up to that point. The passionate kiss I’d exchanged with Taro at Kasuga had been the only exception. Besides Taro had freshly reincarnated from Yoko, so I am not sure if I got an authentic essence of masculinity through his kiss. 

It built inside me, slowly and steadily, like steam inside a chamber. 

Soon, the pent pressure sexual desire became so forceful that I thought I’d explode. At first I thought of contacting a male escort agency, and even dialed a number I’d found on the internet. 

However, when the phone at the other end started ringing, courage deserted me. I hastily disconnected my phone. Besides, I thought

mere physical union would be meaningless if there was no love between the parties involved. 

One day, when I was writhing with desire, I heard the bell trill. I opened it to see Taro standing at the doorway. He looked as tall, sinewy and muscular as ever. His face radiated confidence, vigor and good-health. As he came in, I was acutely conscious of his masculinity. 

‘I am glad you’re here!’ I breathed. 

‘Oh, great’ said Taro jauntily ‘My paternal uncle Taro Yanagihara, who’d been suffering from a heart problem, came to the spring and expressed an interest in being reincarnated. I introduced him to the combination of springs and he metamorphosed into a young girl. 

She’s there right now, as a new  yumori of the ladies’ section. 

Whereas, I’ve assumed his identity and reap shall now benefits from that’. Taro finally paused for breath ‘How have you been?’ he asked. 

‘After a year of being a shopping-addict and splurging on clothes and make-up, I’ve started feeling hollow’ I confessed. 

‘Hollow?’ Taro raised a quizzical eye brow ‘why is that?’

‘I suppose I want to know what physical and mental engagement with a man would be like’ I said, not meeting his eye. 

‘Darling, you’re being euphemistic!’ Taro guffawed ‘Why don’t you just say you’re euphoric to see me and want me to satisfy you?!’. 

‘Oh, I don’t know’ I murmured embarrassed ‘I may not be up to looking at another person’s male genitals. The first time I saw yours, I was rather grossed out!’. 

‘Okay, fine’ said Taro feigning offence ‘If you don’t want me inside you, I’ll leave right now—never ever to return’. 

‘Oh! Please don’t tease me!’ I felt my face go hot. 

Taro took me in his arms and kissed me torridly. He undressed me and slipped out of his clothes as well. His penis grew large and hard and stood up like a horizontal pole in front of him. He seemed rather proud of his erection. I was stupefied by the ease with which Taro had adjusted to his male genitals. From what I could remember, my transmutation hadn’t been as smooth. 

‘You seem confident—like a skilled lover’ I said ‘how?’

Taro’s lips curled in a secret smirk. 

‘Have you been doing other hussies?’ my eyes narrowed down in dubiety ‘speak up!’

‘Good heavens, not at all!’ Taro protested ‘you have one hell of a suspicious mind, woman!’

‘Then how come you seem so much at ease?’ I persisted. 

‘Well, I have been ejaculating everyday’ Taro finally admitted ‘and every time I did, I thought of you’. 

I had no way of detecting if Taro was telling the truth or not. 

However, white lies always help. I was gratified enough to bend down and kiss his penis. I licked and sucked it so expertly that Taro couldn’t take it anymore. He embraced me tightly and we made wild amorous love. 

‘ Aishiteru’ he said afterwards, looking deep in my eyes ‘I love you’. 

‘ Zutto aishiteru’ I promised, holding him close ‘I’ll always love you’. 

-

My sweetheart and I began our new life together as husband and wife. In the absence of a valid identity, we couldn’t register our marriage. But this didn’t deter us from living life to the fullest. We shifted into Taro Yanagihara’s posh house in up-market Tokyo and thus started our sojourn of marital bliss. Longtime neighbors of the

original Mr.Taro Yanagihara were curious to know about the whereabouts of the owner of the house. 

‘My uncle has gone on a business trip to Bulgaria’ my Taro told the nosy parkers ‘It might be years before he returns. He’s left his house to me, his nephew. Incidentally, I am also called Taro’. 

The inquisitive people were satisfied with the explanation, at least for now ‘And who is she?’ they asked indicating me. 

‘That’s my wife, Naomi’ Taro introduced me to them ‘we are newly married’

‘Oh! She’s so pretty!’ the neighbor ladies said caressing my face

‘Honey, you’ve got skin like alabaster’ they told me. 

I looked up at Taro and winked. Both of us knew from where I had got my alabaster-like skin. 

--

Life was ineffably pleasant. The lack of a legitimate ID acted as a deterrent, preventing me and Taro from voting, getting a job or travelling. Of course, we could use Yoko Hayashi’s and Taro Yanagihara’s IDs to get a job, but both Taro and I lived in perennial fear of being caught and jailed for our chicanery. In a matter of time, we were emboldened to do all the above things without any fear. 

Taro took over his uncle, Taro Yanagihara’s internet marketing business and soon learnt the ropes of running it efficiently. He made it sure to file a tax return in Taro Yanagihara’s name every year, so he didn’t face any trouble. After 38 years of hard-working in a big company (plus 3 years of not-so-hard job) I was not interested in any

‘earning’ activity. I found much fun in spending, but I did it wisely and enjoyed my life as a good house-keeper for Taro and myself. 

I soon became pregnant and gave birth to the most beautiful baby girl. Taro and I mutually decided to name our little bundle of joy, Mio. 

I didn’t want Mio to suffer the way her father and I had owing to the lack of a valid identity, hence went through tremendous pains to procure one for her. We made a secret negotiation with an orphanage to have Mio registered as one of their inmates. After that, we pretended to have formally adopted her as the daughter of Taro Yanagihara. Both Taro and I were relieved that Mio would grow up as a legal citizen of the country. 

--

Half a century passed blissfully. I was now 74 and Taro, 71. Mio had been married for the past twenty years and lived with her husband and two teenaged children in Kyoto. Mine was an ideal life in all respects: having a daughter and grandchildren who visited once a week and a partner I loved to distraction. I was so lucky to have got a new lease of life with Taro. 

However, an evil eye seemed to scourge our happiness. Taro lost a tremendous amount of weight in a short period of time. After a fairly short walk, he complained of chest pains and shortness of breath. 

He rushed to the sink and vomited blood. Alarm bells started ringing in my mind. 

I insisted that he see a doctor immediately. Preliminary tests revealed that Taro was suffering from pulmonary carcinoma in its advanced stages. The truth struck me like a leash. Taro only had a few months more to live. 

I cried inconsolably. 

Taro tenderly kissed me and said ‘It’s been nice, re-living my life with you. I count that as a blessing. I shall die a happy man. 

‘Taro, my life would be meaningless without you!’ I cried passionately

‘the moment you take your last breath, I shall shallow poison!’

‘Come on now, love’ Taro said lightly ‘Don’t you play, Juliet!’

I laughed in spite of myself . Then I had a brainwave. ‘ Anata, let’s go to Kasuga Hot Spring’, I suggested. 

‘You know what Takumi said’ Taro reminded me ‘You are reincarnated only once’. 

‘Oh, forget Takumi!’ I said impatiently ‘I doubt if he’s still around. Let’s go and see what happens for ourselves’. 

Taro shrugged. ‘I guess we have nothing to lose’ he finally said. 

--

We got into the hybrid version of our red Lexus and drove away to Kasuga Hot Springs. Once there, we undressed in the car and sneaked into the ladies bath in the mid-night. After two hours, I took Taro’s hand and led him down the 100 m short path flanked with trees and flowers. I parted the bramble shrubs from the mouth of the cave and we traverse it. Taro and I emerged on the other side. 

Half a century had passed, but the animal hot-spring hadn’t changed. It was still the same pellucid sapphire blue, flanked by igneous boulders, cherry-blossoms and a lone sturdy pine. Deer, rabbits, chipmunks and other creatures rested there as usual. Taro and I got in. Once immersed in the pool, I felt a tingling sensation. A moment later, I fell asleep. 

--

I woke up to the chirping of birds. The dew of early morning was chilly against my skin. I looked beside me. A pleasant faced woman said ‘Dear Toshiro, I am feeling perfectly well now’. She looked older than anyone I had seen, but appeared as healthy as any woman. 

I felt a strange protuberance between my legs. Much to my astonishment, I saw a small shriveled penis in place of my female organ. I cast a glance at my skin. It was more wrinkled than I had ever seen on any person. 

‘That’s right,  anata’ the woman beside me smiled with philosophical acceptance ‘it seems that the springs have returned our original bodies to us. You are now Toshiro and I am Yoko again. If my guess is right we are well over 110 years old.’

‘Guess it’s a good thing’ I sighed ‘You’re cured of cancer and I don’t have to swallow poison’. 

‘Don’t play Juliet in front of your girlfriend, Toshiro’ Yoko chided ‘It’s so sissy!’. 

‘Well, I am sorry, Yoko’ I said ‘but being a woman was incomparably better than being a man’. 

Yoko’s eyes twinkled ‘I could show you that being a man isn’t all that bad’ she said. 

She coaxed me to stand up in the hot-spring. Then she took my soft penis in her mouth and stimulated it until it became hard and erect. 

Fifteen minutes or so passed before I heard a gruff male orgasmic voice shout ‘Darling, I am coming!’



 The End

Introduction and Character Profile A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki 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. 

Toshiro Suzuki/Naomi: Is the 60 year old protagonist of the story. 

Toshiro is attractive for his age (tall, a good body, even features), but suffers from health problems such as arthritis and chronic fatigue syndrome that deplete his libido. Post checking into Kasuga Hot Spring, Toshiro befriends young Akio Sato, the hot spring keeper. 

Post bathing in a combination of springs as directed by Akio, Toshiro finds himself reincarnated as Naomi, a 20 year old girl. Naomi is ethereally beautiful and is blessed with creamy skin and long black hair. She replaces Akio as the hot spring keeper and looks for a worthy successor to replace her, so that she can explore the outside world as a woman. After 3 years of unremitting hard work at Kasuga, Naomi finally finds a deserving successor in her ex-lover, Yoko. 

Following Yoko’s reincarnation, Naomi leaves Kasuga Hot Spring. 

She finds living as a woman very interesting and becomes a shopping-addict. When Yoko’s reincarnate Taro returns, Naomi rekindles her romance with him. 

Chiyo Suzuki: is Toshiro Suzuki’s beautiful, noble wife who succumbs to cancer after nearly three decades of blissful married life. Chiyo is an ideal wife: she’s supportive, sympathetic, perceptive and a sounding board to Toshiro’s new ideas. She is the perfect home-maker and hostess. Chiyo’s spirit lingers around their Tokyo home long after she’s gone. After her demise, the spirit urges Toshiro to take on new lovers and visit Kasuga Hot Spring as a panacea to his health problems. 

Akio Sato: is the comely hot spring keeper of the men’s hot spring at Kaishi. Akio is in his early 20s. He is tall of limb, sculpted of body, and has chiseled features and delicate skin. An unusual moonstone ring on one of Akio’s fingers makes Toshiro wonder if he is the reincarnate of an elderly lady Chiyo had met at the spring four years back. Akio leads Toshiro to the animal hot spring through a secret cave and helps him metamorphose into a young female. Following Toshiro’s reincarnation, Akio takes his clothes, credit cards, driving license and also his brand new Honda Freed-Spike car and goes into the world as Toshiro Suzuki. 

Yoko Shibasaki/Taro: is the 63 year old beautiful (intoxicating brown eyes, a straight upturned nose, small rose-bud of a mouth) ex-lover of Toshiro Suzuki. Yoko, the classmate of Toshiro at the university becomes his girlfriend. Yoko becomes a victim of misunderstanding when she spots Toshiro with another woman. Hurt beyond words, she impulsively marries upcoming businessman, Manabu Hayashi. 

Both of them have a good married life. Yoko comes to Kasuga Hot Spring and confides some intimate details of her life in Naomi. She tells Naomi that she is going to succumb to cancer in a few months and wishes to see her ex-lover before that. Following this revelation, Naomi recognizes Yoko to be the ex-girlfriend of Toshiro of whom she is a reincarnate. She helps Yoko reincarnate into a handsome young man Taro (tall, broad, muscular, sinewy arms and legs, toned abs, long handsome masculine face). Following Naomi's claim that she never cheated on Yoko when she was Toshiro, the two become friendly. Taro works in Kasuga Hot Spring as Naomi’s replacement for a year before he finds a successor. 

Haruka: is one of the hot-spring keepers at the female onsen in Kaishi. Haruka has an affair with Akio that fizzles out soon. After Toshiro reincarnates into Naomi, Haruka becomes friends with Haruka and trains her in the art of being a lady. 

Kaho: is another of the hot spring keepers at the female  onsen at Kaishi. Kaho is an elderly woman and has experience maintaining male baths as well. After Toshiro’s reincarnation, Kaho is transferred

to the men’s onsen so that Naomi could take over the female bath. 

After Yoko’s incarnate Taro replaces Naomi, Kaho is once again transferred to the female onsen. 

Takumi Ito: is the plump, congenial general manager of Kasuga Hot Spring. Takumi is a people’s person and likes interacting with young people. He is very much privy to the secret of the combination of hot springs. When Akio Sato informs Takumi that he is leaving, the latter thanks him and says he is welcome anytime as a guest. However, he warns Akio that the combination of springs can be used only once and reminds him that he, Akio, has already had his chance. 

Ichiko: is a 45 year old guest at Kasuga Hot Spring. She is bony and square, but has shiny hair and well-shaped hands and feet. Ichiko’s father goes through a long period of illness before he expires as a consequence of which Ichiko’s never had a love-life. She is still a virgin and is overly-concerned about her so-called fading beauty. 

Ichiko’s depression makes her jealous and paranoid; she feels that the group of young beautiful girls who come to Kasuga are discussing her in a spiteful manner. In spite of her obvious unhappiness, Ichiko refuses Naomi’s offer to be reborn as a young male, indicating that she is comfortable with her female identity. 

Mayu/Yuta: is a 50 year old intesexed guest who visits Kasuga Hot Spring. Mayu is tall, bony and has suspiciously-thick unnatural-looking hair. She had penis and testicles removed many years back, but is yet to undergo a complete gender reassignment surgery. 

Mayu's body structure is not typical of a woman, but she can pass as a woman even in the onsen. Mayu is extremely unhappy to have been born with wrong genitals and expresses her agony to Naomi. 

Naomi asks Mayu if she’d like to be young again to which Mayu replies in the negative. Not wanting to undergo humiliation once again is quoted as the reason. Naomi is relieved because she isn’t sure if Mayu will be reborn as a young male or female after bathing in the combination of the reincarnation springs. Also, Naomi did not feel inclined to use an MTF person's identity to go out to the world. 

Maiko: is an 80 year old guest who visits Kasuga Hot Spring during Naomi’s third year as  yumori. Maiko uses a cane, but is still able to walk and manage quite well. She is still beautiful and straight of back. Maiko takes great care with her hair and clothes and has well-manicured hands. Through she looks lovely and cheerful, Maiko’s life has been replete with misfortunes. She has lost her daughter and granddaughter in separate car accidents over a time span of two decades. Maiko’s husband died 50 days ago; she expresses a desire to join him. Ms. Maiko rejects Naomi’s offer to be reborn as a young person. 

Manabu Hayashi: is the late husband of Yoko. He is tall, suave and straight of back. Manabu makes a good husband to Yoko and the two of them have a blissful married life. He is a great businessman who invests his money shrewdly. 

Taro Yanagihara: The paternal uncle of Yoko who suffers from a serious heart defect. He goes to Kasuga Hot Spring when Yoko/Taro is in charge as  yumori and expresses interest in being reincarnated. 

After Taro Yanagihara’s reincarnation, Yoko’s reincarnate takes on his identity. The neighbors are under the impression that he, Taro Yanagihara, has left all his wealth to his nephew. Taro II lives in Taro Yanagihara’s house and takes over his internet marketing business. 

Mio: is the daughter of Naomi and Taro. Unlike her parents, she grows up with a legitimate identity. Mio eventually gets married and settles in Kyoto. 

--------------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

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 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. 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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. 

Obsessed by Noble 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. 

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. 

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? 

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 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. 

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. 

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 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 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? 

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. 

Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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? 

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. 

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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? 

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: 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? 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. 

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. 

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. 

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". 

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. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 

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. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





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. 

 This e-book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent publisher. 
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