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Chapter 1 - My Hero

The alarm rang, shaking me out of my sleep. Drat, it already was 5

am. I don’t know where the night had disappeared. It was already time to wake up when I had barely shut my eyes. 

I brushed my teeth and had a hurried shower. The utilitarian white tiles of the bathroom stung my eyes. They were such an eyesore! 

But guess one loses the right to complain when one lives in a council house in Hazel Grove. Silently cursing my poverty, I threw on my uniform: granite grey trousers with a black bush shirt. Since it was a cold day, I put on a fitted grey pullover too. 

I went to the children’s room and shook my nieces awake. Six year old dark eyed and dimpled Mollie was quick to wake up and brush. 

As I patted her dark brown hair, I marveled at how much Mollie looked like her mother: my deceased elder sister, Cecelia. Since our parents had passed away when I was very young, Cecelia had practically raised me. I continued living with her even after she married Ivan, a construction worker, when she was 20. Ivan died in a hit-and-run accident a few years later, leaving behind Cecelia and two young daughters. Coincidentally, Cecelia herself died in a freak accident last year. She was only 29. 

As the nostalgia of the past engulfed me, Amelia, my three year old niece woke up. She looked disapproving, grumpy and absolutely adorable! I picked the crabby little bundle up and led her towards the washbasin. With her blonde hair and blue eyes, Amelia bore close resemblance to her deceased dad. 

I quickly dressed the children in matching grey frocks, plain white socks and little shoes with buckles. As I locked the house for the day and drove the children in my old, rundown jalopy, I fervently wished I could provide them with a better quality of life. That was difficult, considering I was only nineteen and a humble shop assistant. 

However, I was determined to do all I could to retain the custody of

dear Cecelia’s children. After all, I couldn’t let Alan Hill, the drunken brother of Ivan, to get his lazy, irresponsible paws on my precious Mollie and Amelia. 

I dropped the children off at their playschool at Cheadle and drove ahead to Old Trafford, where Madison Mall, the place I worked in, was situated. I passed a football field on the way and gazed yearningly at it. It had been sometime since I had set foot on a field. I used to play for The Tamside and District Junior League, before joining the Men’s Sunday League last year. However, I hadn’t got much time to play since Cecelia passed away. 

I reached Madison Mall and took the lift to the fourth floor, where the store I worked in was located. As I entered “Elegance”, Rowan Wagner, the bald, middle-aged owner of the place, indicated his watch and made a disapproving face. I checked the clock on the wall and discovered that I was  only five minutes late. Yet the greasy old motherfucker had to rub the fact in. I watched the steady rise and fall of Wagner’s big belly, thinking I could  murder  him.  The old fucking martinet. 

As I walked towards the shelves and started folding the clothes neatly, I could hear my colleague Esme Meyer’s dulcet tones in the background. Esme was trying to sell summer dresses to a group of young women. Esme was an attractive, statuesque redhead with the most persuasive manner ever. She attracted male customers with her luscious figure and got in female customers using her sweet (and, in my opinion, artificial) voice and polished (put-on) manner. 

Esme had also won the “Best Sales Assistant” award last year, owing to having made more sales than the rest of us. Drat. Give me a female shop assistant’s uniform and a saccharine sweet voice, and I could have beaten that fake, irritating redhead any day! 

I stopped thinking about Esme and tried to concentrate on my work. 

As I was putting the coats out on the hangers, I smelt something funny. Smoke. What was happening? Were any of the clothes on fire? I looked around. No, all was well at Elegance. Yet the singed smell of smoke grew stronger. I glanced at old Wagner, Esme and

her gaggle of customers. The expression on their faces told me that they had smelt the smoke too. 

Soon wispy whirls of smoke entered Elegance. “It seems to be coming from the Food Court on the third floor” Wagner said “let’s go down and check what’s wrong”. Since the use of lifts is prohibited during a fire, fat Wagner and I took the stairs. I dashed down sprightly, while old Wagner lumbered down at his own pace. I opened the staircase door and sprinted into the third floor corridor. A whole lot of people were assembled there. I spotted my friend Ben, who worked as a server at the Food Court, and joined him. “The fire has been put out, mate” said Ben gravely “but Eddie, the cook, is injured”. “That’s too bad” I murmured. Ben and I pushed on ahead, through the crowd, to get a better view of the injured cook. 

Eddie wasn’t in the best of shapes. He was sprawled on the floor, with wounds on his hands and feet. “When one of the kitchen curtains caught fire, and spread to old Eddie’s apron, he came rushing out screaming agitatedly. Someone had the sense to ferret out a blanket, throw it at Eddie and make him roll on the floor…” Ben explained to me. 

“Shouldn’t we be doing something now, rather than just stand and stare?” I asked Ben. 

“Sure” Ben agreed “but no one knows what to do”. 

Just then, a tall woman pushed through the crowd with an air of confidence. She was about 35 years old and was stylishly dressed in a red A-line skirt, fitted faux leather jacket and ankle-length boots. 

Her dark brown hair was cut in a stylish bob. I recognized the woman as Madison Gillette, wife of Hugo Gillette: the owner of Madison Mall. 

While the others stared on, clueless about what to do, Madison summoned the mall manager and briskly asked him to call the emergency services immediately. Madison then kneeled down beside Eddie, and tried to rouse him by gently tickling his bare hands and feet. Eddie didn’t budge. Madison put her ear to the man’s chest (evidently trying to listen to the sound of air coming in and out), while

simultaneously checking for a pulse. “His pulse is quite strong” she told everyone assembled “there is nothing to be worried about”. Just as Madison had said those words, Eddie’s eyes fluttered open. They opened wide in fear as the cook evidently recalled that his apron had caught fire. “You don’t have to worry” Madison said to Eddie in a crisp, reassuring tone “the burns aren’t too serious”. Madison asked one of the other cooks to get her a clean moist cloth, with which she covered Eddie’s burns. She subsequently asked the manager to fetch the first aid kit from the emergency room, and separated Eddie’s fingers and toes with dry, sterile bandages. Then, with quick competent movements, Madison raised Eddie’s legs and kept them on her lap. Her eyes searched the crowd and settled on me. “You come here” she called me firmly “and keep the man’s arms on your lap”. I kneeled on the floor and did as Madison had instructed. 

“Elevation will keep the burnt areas from pressure and friction” 

Madison explained to me. Her eyes were a clear grey, nose a strong one, and expression sincere. “This is the kind of face I’d trust in any situation” I said to myself. 

Madison continued to monitor Eddie’s pulse and breathing until the ambulance arrived. She kept talking to the man in a positive, reassuring tone. When Eddie was put on the ambulance stretcher and taken away to the hospital, all of us got back to work. The day went on as usual, but something had changed. I had developed feelings of hero worship towards the kindly, competent Madison. 

Chapter 2 - Sweet Dreams

From the next day onwards, I started taking better care of my appearance. I washed my fair face more carefully, brushed my curly black hair neatly. I got up even earlier and went for a walk around the block, hoping that my already slim body would become sleeker. I didn’t know whom or why I was preening myself for, but was motivated to doing it anyway. 

One sunny Thursday, I got my nieces ready and drove them down to their playschool at Cheadle. The cheery blue and yellow building of the playschool came into sight. I led the girls inside the gate, gazing approvingly at the swings, slides, see-saws and other outdoor equipment the playschool had. The girls and I reached the classroom, but were surprised to find that it was locked. I peered in to the classroom through the grilled windows and saw the little green board, colorful little tables and chairs and an assortment of playgroup toys. However, the classroom was empty. 

I was flummoxed. “Today seems to be a holiday” I said to Mollie “did you forget to tell me?” 

“Nope Uncle Finn” replied Mollie “Ms. Fitzgerald didn’t say so”. 

Just then, John, the elderly janitor of the playschool manifested out of nowhere. “The school is closed today, sir” he told me “Ms. 

Fitzgerald isn’t feeling well”. 

“So what?” I asked irked “doesn’t the playschool have a substitute teacher?” I was rather irritated because I found the playschool too expensive even though it was supposed to be subsidized. 

“I don’t know” the man said, walking away “it isn’t my business anyway”. 

Cursing under my breath, I walked my little nieces back to the car. 

What was I going to do? I couldn’t possibly drop the kids back home

and drive away to work. They weren’t accustomed to staying alone at home. Since all my mates worked, I couldn’t request any of them to take care of Mollie and Amelia either. 

I had only one alternative: To take the girls to work. I hoped against hope that old Wagner wouldn’t kick a fuss about my bringing them. 

I was wrong. “What the hell do you think my shop is?” Wagner demanded red-faced when I walked into Elegance with my little angels “a goddamn nursery school?” 

“I request you to allow my nieces to be with me today, Mr. Wagner” I pleaded “their school is closed and they have nowhere else to go”. 

“That’s your headache, O’Brian!” Wagner bellowed “please don’t drag your family problems into my store!” 

“My nieces aren’t ‘problems’, Sir” I said somewhat indignantly

“they’re very nice girls”. 

“Children can make enough noise to rouse the devil, if need be” 

Wagner said. 

“Mollie and Amelia will be silent as little mice, Sir” I reassured “I promise”. 

“We promise, Mr. Wagner” said Mollie in a teeny-weeny voice. 

Amelia merely sucked her thump and glared at Wagner. 

Something—like emotion--must have tugged the man’s heart, for he reluctantly said: “Okay, as long as they are quiet, I have no problems. Put a chair for them beside my counter”. 

“Thank you, Mr. Wagner” I said gratefully seizing the man’s podgy hand and shaking it “Thank you so much!” 

“It’s alright” said Wagner dismissively, wrenching his paw free from mine. 

***

I had worked ceaselessly until Wagner finally announced the lunch break at 1:30 pm. Elegance gave its employees Fish n’ Chips on Thursdays. Since I got only one plate, I divided the food equally among the girls. I could always grab a small sandwich or something at the Food Court later. 

Amelia was capable of eating independently, but preferred being fed by me. As I was spooning bits of fish into her little mouth (and simultaneously wiping her runny nose with my handkerchief), I felt a presence behind me. I turned. Madison stood behind me, looking dashing in a pair of skinny jeans, a fawn-colored suede jacket and boots. Her earnest face broke into an indulgent smile. She indicated three year old Amelia and asked:

“Is that your daughter?” 

“No, no, Ma’am” I stuttered, blushing for reasons unknown to me “I am not married. Nor do I have a girlfriend (I blushed deeper). She…

both these little girls are my sister Cecelia’s daughters. I have been taking care of them since Cecelia passed away last year”. 

“Oh, how very sad!” said Madison, genuinely distressed “what about the children’s’ dad?” 

“He is no more either” I replied somberly. 

“I am truly sorry to hear that” said Madison sincerely “but the girls are lucky to have a loving uncle like you”. The tenderness with which Madison’s grey eyes gazed at me made my heart behave in a peculiar manner. I felt a lovely warm light filling my whole body. 

“You stand corrected, Ma’am” I said a moment later “I am lucky to have angelic nieces like them”. 

“Of course, they are rather sweet” said Madison, patting the girls on their heads and asking them their names. Mollie answered readily

enough, but Amelia just stared as was her wont. I answered on Amelia’s behalf and apologized to Madison. 

“I am afraid she doesn’t talk much” I said “you mustn’t take it personal, Ma’am”. 

“Of course not, children have their moods” Madison replied congenially. She then added “and by the way, please feel free to call me ‘Madison’. None of my friends call me ‘Ma’am’” 

Madison considered me her  friend! My knees trembled with joy. “Of course, Ma’am” I said, and then blushed and corrected myself “I mean, of course, Madison”. 

Madison grinned at my awkwardness and asked “what’s your name?” 

“Finn” I replied “Finn O’Brian”. 

“Finn O’Brian” said Madison crisply “a lovely name for a lovely boy”. 


***

I was running through the woods, heart hammering wildly in my chest. A “different feeling”, lightness interspersed with localized heaviness, besieged my body. A hunter, on a majestic black horse, was chasing after me. He was wearing riding breeches, a bulky overcoat and knee-length riding boots. I turned around, without stopping the momentum of my run. I couldn’t see his face as it was covered by a black cloth mask. A wide bow was slung over one of the hunter’s powerful shoulders. A quiver of arrows rose slightly from behind his back. The hunter spurred the horse harder. The chase gained momentum. I ran harder, wondering what the hunter wanted from me. If it was my life, the hunter would have already taken it by now. After all, he had a bow and arrow with him…. 

I continued running like a person in a nightmare. The hunter kept up his chase. Finally, I hit a dead end: a mountain stood, tall and

gigantic, in front of me. I tried climbing it, but found the task of clambering over its steep surface arduous. I gave up trying to run and bravely turned to face the hunter. He had brought the horse to an abrupt standstill. I still couldn’t see his face as it was covered by the mask. 

My own body beckoned my attention. I looked down, and was stultified to discover that I was naked. What was most shocking was that I had a pair of breasts, a curvilinear waist and a pussy! I, Finn O’Brian, was trapped in a female body!! 

The hunter got off his horse. He walked towards me with long, confident strides. I quivered, naked and cold. The hunter took off his mask. “He” was none other than Madison Gillette! 

Madison stood in front of me, her grey eyes boring into the depths of my soul. I trembled slightly as one of her muscular arms went around my waist. Madison pulled my naked body close to her own. I could feel the warmth of her body even through the breeches and thick coat. Then slowly and tantalizingly, Madison’s generous lips met my own soft ones. Something twitched in between my legs…. 

I woke up on my hard cot, drenched in sweat. I looked down to realize that I had ejaculated in my pajamas. Whew! What a strange wet dream! It embarrassed and excited me at the same time. Since embarrassment was the predominant feeling, I quickly washed the stained pajamas, had a shower and prepared myself for the day. 

I dropped the girls off at the nursery, and went to work like a man in a trance. Bald and fat Wagner was sitting at his desk. He didn’t frown as I walked in, so I guess I had reached work on time. 

I greeted two of my colleagues, before settling down to work. One of them was Jane Collins, a tall, gaunt girl with a freckled face. Another was Heidi Craig, a mousy little thing with a quiet manner. Esme Meyer, the super-successful redhead, hadn’t yet turned up to work. 

Just as I had started to “pinch and press” the trousers, Wagner’s phone blared loudly. I nearly jumped out of my skin, and so did Jane and Heidi. I noticed Wagner’s face go red, then a deathly white, and then beet red again. 

“Oh, no” he feverishly murmured on the phone “please tell me you’re joking, Esme”. 

Wagner paused to allow the voice at the other end to speak. He then said “16 weeks is too long a time, love, we can’t manage without you”. 

The voice at the other end launched into a lengthy spiel. Wagner acknowledged it with rueful “Hmmms…and “Uh Uhs”. As he disconnected the phone, Wagner looked crestfallen. He gazed abstractedly at me. Wagner’s pig-like eyes went out of focus. They presently sharpened, went out of focus and sharpened again. 

Wagner got up from his seat and lumbered towards me. “O’Brian, I need to speak to you” he said in an urgent whisper. 

“Of course, Mr. Wagner” I said “please tell me”. 

“Not here” said Wagner in a secretive tone “let’s talk in one of the changing rooms”. 

As Wagner led me towards the changing area, I could feel Heidi and Jane’s curious gazes on our backs. A moment later, I heard them giggling. The girls, no doubt, were cracking dirty MSM jokes. Really, those two could sometimes be  disgusting. 

Once inside one of the spacious changing rooms, Wagner turned a worried face towards me and said: “Esme has had an accident. She has fractured her right leg. Apparently, the doctor has advised her to rest for  sixteen weeks”. 

“Oh no!” I exclaimed “that’s too bad…poor Esme!”. Though I didn’t particularly like Esme, I couldn’t help feeling basic human sympathy

for her. 

“Oh never mind  her”  said Wagner dismissively “I am more worried about how this situation would affect me and my shop. I am afraid people will stop coming because their eye candy’s missing”. 

“Well, you have Heidi and Jane” I said cagily “both of them are pretty girls”. 

“Oh, cut the crap” said Wagner curtly “even a sex maniac wouldn’t want to fuck those two”. 

I ignored Wagner’s distasteful remark. “I’ll try my best to get people to buy your stuff” I said. 

“Oh, you sure will” said Wagner brightening “albeit dressed as a female shop assistant”. 

My first reaction to Wagner’s command was that he had lost it. Lost his mind, I mean. Senility was catching up with the man, pretty soon in the day (I often called Wagner “old” mentally, but he really wasn’t older than 55). Then I decided Wagner was joking. Great. Cracking jokes and laughing, they said, was a pretty good stress-buster. 

“You have a pretty good sense of humor, Mr. Wagner” I said snickering obediently “nice joke, I must say”. 

“O’Brian” said Wagner, looked at me intently “I am not joking”. 

Something in his glance told me that Wagner was telling the truth. I felt an uneasy churning in my stomach. 

“Well Sir, I don’t understand” I said shuffling my feet uncomfortably. 

“I have no particular fondness for you, O’Brian” said Wagner blatantly “but I’ve always thought you’re pretty.  Too pretty to be a boy. Before going to bed, I always fantasize about hot chicks (especially Esme). I have also often visualized you in female clothing and well…you don’t look too bad!”. 

“Stop, Mr. Wagner,  please stop” I begged “I don’t know where this conversation is heading, but I know I don’t like it”. 

“Listen, boy” said Wagner firmly “I understand you intend financially supporting your nieces?” 

“Yes Sir, I do” I said sincerely “I can’t afford to let my deceased brother-in-law’s alcoholic brother to get custody of them”. 

“Is there a chance he might?” asked Wagner. 

“There sure is” I said “Alan Hill is older than me and therefore has more dough. I have started working only recently and well, Manchester is an expensive city!” 

“I could give you a 20% raise” said Wagner “it could help you look after your nieces better”. 

“Sure” I said looking at Wagner searchingly “what do you want in return?” 

“I want you to come to Elegance dressed as a female sales assistant” replied Wagner without batting an eyelid. 

Chapter 3 - From Finn to Florence

“Are you crazy, Mr. Wagner” I asked outright “Have you lost your mind?” 

“Mind your tongue, O’Brian” replied Wagner getting sore as hell “you can’t speak to me like that”. 

“Then what logic could possibly explain your insane request?” I asked befuddled. 

“The logic of sex, boy, the logic of sex” said Wagner warming up to his favorite topic “the whole world is full of unrequited desires and un-channelized libidos. People are looking for sex everywhere: on the streets, in parks, in the mall. Men and women love watching sex on legs. That’s  exactly why Esme was so popular. Now that the sex bomb will be away for 16 weeks, I want you to be her replacement”. 

“How can I possibly be Esme’s replacement, Sir” I said “I am a bloke. 

Besides, what do I do about the uniform?? I couldn’t possibly wear the one I have and pretend to be a female sales assistant! The girls here wear form-fitting granite grey skirts and a black shirt with puffed sleeves!” 

“Don’t worry about the uniform, I have a spare one lying in the store room” said Wagner unperturbed “I’m sure it will fit you”. 

“And what about this?” I said indicating my flat chest. 

“Oh, buy yourself a pair of falsies: real big ones” said Wagner impatiently “and a wig, ladies’ razor and a pair of black high heeled shoes. I’ll give you the money”. 

“Okay, if it is only for a few weeks time” I said reluctantly “and what do you propose I call myself?”. 

“I’ve always like the name ‘Florence’” replied Wagner. 

***

I woke up the next morning with mixed feelings. While a 20% hike would definitely help me retain the custody of Mollie and Amelia, I felt distressed at the prospect of dressing as a girl. When I had played football, I had had an inferiority complex about not having a muscular body like the other guys. My inability to run fast aggravated my feelings of inadequacy. To be frank, I was just an average player who didn’t play aggressively, either in offense or in defense. The other boys, and even the coach, had nicknamed me “Pink Pansy”. 

The fact that Wagner had ordered me to dress as a female sales attedant brought my old not-so-pleasant memories back. It made me feel that I wasn’t masculine enough for the world. 

I showered and shaved my legs carefully, so that not a single hair remained on my legs. I then dressed in distress jeans and a simple white t-shirt. I got the girls ready and dropped them off at the playschool. Mollie expressed surprise over my not being dressed in my uniform. I told her I was skipping work and hanging out with Ben. 

How could I possibly tell the innocent six year old about the crazy deal between me and Wagner? 

I drove towards Old Trafford pensively. The falsies, black wig and high heeled shoes that I had purchased the previous evening lay in a cover on the backseat. I had pretended to be picking the items for a girlfriend, but whew, wasn’t I embarrassed! Old Wagner had sure put me in a spot. 

However, my ID card kept securely in my bag gave me confidence. It said I was “Male”, the gender I identified with. I decided to continue keeping it in my bag. A few days later I had forgotten all about its existence. 

As the impressive structure of Madison Mall came into view, I drove in and parked my car in the lower basement. I took the lift up to the ground floor, and quickly disappeared into one of the staff bathrooms. Once inside, I kicked off my sneakers. I also stripped my jeans and t-shirt off and wore the skirt and puff-sleeved shirt old

Wagner had given me the previous day. I hastily wore the high heels and fit the wig of long black straight hair over my head. I was taken aback by the change in appearance the wig had brought about. I looked very much like a girl: like Cecelia, to be precise. 

I applied a coat of foundation over my face like the other shop girls. 

With lavish amounts of kohl, eye-liner and eye-shadow, and a bit of peach-colored lipstick, I looked like any other pretty girl. Except my chest was  flat. 

I remembered the falsies and tucked them in between my vest and tight skirt. The snugness of my shirt enabled the falsies to maintain their position. Still, I couldn’t afford to take any risks. I made a mental note to buy a brassiere that evening. 

I took the lift up to the fourth floor. Much to my relief, none of the occupants of the lift seemed to recognize me as a male. Even the liftman, who saw me every day, assumed that I was a woman and politely addressed me as “Miss”. However, I was more worried about being recognized by Jane and Heidi because they saw me at close quarters on a daily basis. 

I walked into Elegance, hoping that I didn’t appear as nervous as I felt. The shop was empty except for Wagner, Heidi and Jane. 

Wagner escorted me inside the shop with exaggerated chivalry and steered me in the direction of my two colleagues. “Girls, this is Florence” he introduced. I was confused to detect mockery in Wagner’s voice. 

Much to my distress, Jane and Heidi started giggling. My heart hammered against my chest. Had I already been recognized?? I looked towards Wagner. He seemed as cool as a cucumber. 

“Don’t worry; I’ve told them” he said calmly “since Heidi and Jane see you every day, I couldn’t take the risk of their recognizing you”. 

“Oh, thank God” I said in a voice that I hope sounded feminine enough. 

“Don’t worry, Finn, you look fine” Heidi patted my arm and reassured me. 

“It’s ‘Florence’, Heidi” Jane reprimanded our mousy colleague “get into the habit of calling him ‘Florence’”. 

“And you get into the habit of calling him ‘her’” Heidi retorted. 

Wagner sauntered off towards his front counter, obviously satisfied with the decision that he had taken. 


***

My first customers, as a female sales assistant, were a family of three: a man, his wife and their four year old daughter. I flashed a welcoming smile at them, but stayed out of their way like I usually do. “Please tell me if you need any assistance” I said as I continued placing clothes on the hangers “I’ll be right here”. The woman acknowledged my remark with a “Sure”. Her husband gave me a racy look, before he started browsing around the Men’s Shirts section. The woman looked at dresses for a while, and then approached me with a distressed look on her round, pretty face. 

“I am afraid I’m unable to find anything in my size” she said “I have put on quite a bit of weight lately. You see, I have a sedentary lifestyle, and am unable to exercise regularly”. Her little daughter, meanwhile, sauntered towards us and partially hid herself behind her mother. The little hung on to the side of her mother’s dress as if for dear life. 

“I can understand” I said with empathy “multi-tasking can be difficult”. 

I indicated the child and smiled. 

“Do you have children as well?” the woman said warming up. 

“No, but I have two lovely nieces whom I love more than anyone else in the world”. I replied. 

“That’s nice” said the woman and smiled. 

“Now let us get to the task” I said in a brisk manner “I noticed you like skirts”. 

“Yes” the woman replied “I was looking for an asymmetrical one with a bit of flare. I don’t know if it would suit me because I am rather wide around the hips”. 

“That should be no problem” I said ferreting out a lovely tri-colored long-skirt and holding it up for my customer. “How do you like this one?” 

The woman’s eyes lit up. “Oh, I love it” she said “but don’t you think it would suit a younger person than me better?” 

“Oh no, I think it would suit you very well” I said sincerely “also the length of the skirt will make you appear taller and slimmer”. 

“Fine” said the woman holding the skirt up against her and admiring herself in the shop mirror “I’ll take your advice”. 

“You could try it on in the changing room and see if you like the fall et al of the garment” I said “the light there is much brighter, so you could also check for damages”. 

The woman disappeared into the changing area with a grateful smile. Presently, she emerged holding the skirt in her hand, looking quite pleased. “It’s perfect” I said “please pack it for me”. 

“Sure” I said before adding “I think that would look great with a cropped sequined top and a pair of moccasins”. 

“Oh, really?” the woman asked, her curiosity piqued “do you have cropped tops and moccasins?” 

“Of course” I said displaying a wide range of cropped tops and moccasins. The woman’s voice glittered with excitement as she browsed through them. She finally selected a pair of green

moccasins and a candy pink cropped top and said: “I’ll take these”. 

Along with the clothes and shoes, I also managed to sell the woman a pair of gold-plated hoop earrings. 

The husband, meanwhile, emerged with a pair of jeans and a few shirts. “Please pack these as well” he said giving me his widest smile. I felt the man’s eyes quickly move over my legs and bust region, before he moved towards the counter along with his wife and daughter. 

“Sure, Sir” I said before muttering “bastard” under my breath. 

However, I couldn’t help feeling a bit flattered by the man’s attention. 

My female disguise was indeed working wonders! 

“Congratulations, Florence!” said old Wagner lumbering over to me and enclosing me in a bear hug “the couple bought items worth

£300! They were obviously charmed by you. You did brilliantly!” 

“I am glad” I said, hoping the fat pig would release me. 

Wagner finally did and ordered a sumptuous lunch especially for me. 

As I tucked into the Hindle Wakes, Malkin Pie and Bakewell Tarts he had ordered for me, I thought that life as Florence was indeed better than that as Finn. 

During that month, I ran into my friend Ben more than once. 

However, my good old mate didn’t recognize me at all! He once even looked me in the eye and said “I’m sorry, Miss”—a polite apology for having bumped into ‘a woman’. Needless to say, I was cracking up with laughter on the inside. 

I even saw Madison a few times. She obviously thought I looked familiar, but wasn’t able to place me. As she glanced in my direction, I was tempted to go and speak to her. But I thought it better not to, considering my priority was working efficiently as Florence and providing a better quality of life to my nieces. 


***


My dream run continued for a good one month. I continued to be nice and kind to the customers, the way I had always been even as Finn. However, Florence had the Midas touch that poor, penurious Finn had lacked. I continued to attract customers irrespective of age, sex and gender. The men came in because I was “sex on legs” as Wagner put it. I was able to drew in and sell to the women, I assume, because they felt comfortable talking to the “Florence” part of me about more intimate things than they could tell Finn, postpartum weight gain, the tiring stains that menstrual periods could leave behind on clothes and of course, having to multi-task as a woman. 

At the end of the month, Wagner gave me another bear hug and pronounced that I had made many more sales than Esme ever had. I was happy, but not ecstatic. I didn’t trust Wagner one little bit. The man could kick me out of the job as easily as he congratulated me. 

“Oh, I am glad” I said responding to his good wishes in a tepid voice

“will I be getting a hike of another 20%?” 

“No” replied Wagner evenly “but you certainly will be getting Potato and Onion Pie for lunch”. 

The pie arrived. I ate like any 19 year old with a healthy appetite. 


***

The second month of my dream run was on, when Ms. Miriam Fitzgerald’s, my nieces’ teacher’s, phone number flashed on my cell phone screen. Strange, why had Ms. Fitzgerald called? She never did, except during emergencies. Alarm bells began ringing in my head. Had something happened to either Mollie or Amelia or both of them?? Was either of them unwell? Had they had a freak accident the way Cecelia had? All kinds of morbid terrifying thoughts ran through my head. I continued staring at my cell phone, as if I could stall and reverse the mishap that had occurred (I was sure there had been one), by merely desisting to pick up the phone. Admittedly, this was escapism. But then, I was only 19 years old, hence could perhaps be excused for such unreasonable behavior. 

Ms. Fitzgerald disconnected the phone and dialed again. Mindful of the customers staring at me, Jane nudged me and kindly said: “Your phone is ringing, Florence. Please answer it”. 

I nodded and dashed towards the staff toilet. I latched it shut, sat down on one of the commodes and answered: “Hello, Ms. 

Fitzgerald”. I answered in my usual male voice. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. O’Brian” came the urgent, slightly irked voice of Ms. Fitzgerald “I have been ringing you for quite a while, but you picked the phone up only now”. 

“I’m sorry, Ms. Fitzgerald” I said “I was busy”. Then, after a brief pause, I uneasily asked: “is everything alright?” 

“I’m afraid not, Mr. O’Brian” Ms. Fitzgerald’s tone turned a tad softer

“Amelia fell off a swing and grazed her forehead against a small, but sharp stone. We immediately summoned a doctor and Amelia had to be given three stitches. The injury is not a major one, but the child is shaken. She has been crying incessantly for the past twenty minutes. I am hoping you’ll come and see her. Meeting her guardian would pacify Amelia”. 

“Sure, Ms. Fitzgerald” I said “I’ll be at the playschool in no time”. 

I walked over to the counter and explained the situation to old Wagner. Wagner wasn’t usually kind or understanding, but made an exception that day. Since I was his most successful employee to date, Wagner found it difficult to deny me the basic human request of giving me some time off to meet my injured little niece. 

“Take the rest of the day off” Wagner said with uncharacteristic generosity “take your little niece home and look after her”. 

“Thank you, Sir” I said sincerely, before I made a dash for the lift. 

The thought of Amelia crying continuously troubled me. I had made sure that the children hadn’t shed a tear ever since I had started

looking after them. However, Amelia seemed to have been the victim of a rare mishap today. 

I had asked the liftman to take me to the lower basement. I rushed towards my old, decrepit jalopy and started it. Soon, I was driving towards Cheadle, my mind preoccupied with Amelia and her injury. 

Half-way through the drive, I realized that I had failed to change into my male clothes. My falsie-stuffed shirt, form-fitting skirt, wig and high heels were very much in place. Since I had had a lunch break barely 20 minutes before I left Madison Mall, I had had the chance to reapply my makeup. I drove on and soon pulled up in front of the cheerful blue and yellow building of my nieces’ nursery school, hoping that my new get-up wouldn’t cause any confusion or awkwardness. Anyway, that wasn’t my foremost concern at that crucial moment. My priority was Amelia’s physical and emotional well-being. 

I could see the pleasantly plump Ms. Fitzgerald at the playschool gate. She was talking to a parent, and turned to look at me as I approached her. A good natured smile appeared on Ms. Fitzgerald’s face, as she enquired: “Yes?” 

She hadn’t recognized me. Miriam Fitzgerald hadn’t recognized me as Finn O’Brian, the callow young uncle of Mollie and Amelia. I looked the role old Wagner had wanted me to play: i.e. that of an attractive young woman. 

“My name is Florence” I said amiably, in a high-pitched voice “and I am another sister of Finn O’Brian’s. Finn got held up at work, hence sent me to check up on Amelia. May I please?” 

I could see the hesitation of Ms. Fitzgerald’s face. “We usually allow only one guardian to meet a child” she said “but will make an exception in your case”. She smiled sweetly and said “Since the resemblance between you, your brother and Mollie is so marked, I have no doubt that you are indeed the children’s aunt”. 

“Thank you, Ms. Fitzgerald” I said gratefully as the genial teacher led me inside the playschool “thank you so much for trusting me”. 

“The pleasure is mine” said Ms. Fitzgerald as she guided me into a classroom “I hope Amelia gets alright soon”. 

Amelia was sitting on one of the gaily painted little yellow chairs. 

With a bandage plastered on to her little forehead and tears streaking her chubby apple-like cheeks, she looked anything but happy. My little niece’s plight tugged at my heartstrings. “Amelia!” I exclaimed, running towards the little girl and gently holding her in my arms “I’m here, my pet…you could stop crying now”. 

Amelia instantly stopped sobbing. “Mommy” she said, burying her face in my hair “mommy’s here”. 

Mommy. 

Amelia had just called me “Mommy”. 

The obvious resemblance she saw between me and Cecelia had perhaps prompted Amelia to call me “Mommy”. I was confused, yet touched. A strong tide of maternal feeling rose in my heart as I said:

“Yes, my love, mommy’s here”. 

Ms. Fitzgerald was looking at me and Amelia with a tender, slightly sad expression on her face: “I assume Amelia’s mother looked a lot like you” she said. 

“Yes, she did” I said, wiping off a tear that had rolled down my cheek

“Cecilia and I looked very much alike”. 

“I thought so” said Ms. Fitzgerald gently before asking: “I take it that you will be taking Amelia home?” 

“Yes” I said “I think that would be a good idea”. 

Ms. Fitzgerald led me to Mollie’s classroom. I followed, carrying Amelia in my arms. Once we reached Mollie’s classroom, Ms. 

Fitzgerald stood at the door and called out to Mollie. When my jovial young niece appeared at the door, Ms. Fitzgerald said: “Look who’s here, Mollie: your aunt Florence! Would you like to stay at playschool or go home with Aunt Florence for the afternoon?”. 

I looked uncertainly at Mollie, wondering how she would interpret the situation. If Mollie was surprised at seeing an “aunt” turn up at her playschool, she didn’t show it. She looked up at Ms. Fitzgerald and said: “I’d like to go home with my aunt, Ms. Fitzgerald”. 

“Okay, sweetheart” said Ms. Fitzgerald patting Mollie’s dark head “go home and spend some time with your aunty and Amelia”. 

“I will” replied Mollie as she followed me to the car. She didn’t speak until I had started driving towards Hazel Grove. 

“Uncle Finn” Mollie then asked in the clear, mature tones of an adult

“why are you dressed like a girl?” 

Good God. Mollie had recognized me. I, who had evaded being caught by the liftman, Madison and even Ben, but was recognized by my six year old niece. Blood was indeed thicker than water. 

I decided to be frank with Mollie. “I dressed this way because my boss asked me to” I said “they said girls earned better than boys. I agreed so that I could put more food on your plate and buy you better clothes”. 

“Yes” agreed Mollie pensively “we now have corn flakes, pies and tarts instead of only bread and butter. And I like the frilly white frock you got me”. 

“So you don’t mind Uncle Finn becoming Aunt Florence once in a while, do you?” I asked my niece. 

“No, I don’t” replied my young niece gravely “I love you either way”. 

“Oh, sweetheart, I love you too” I said reaching out and giving Mollie a tight hug “but swear not to mention this to anyone”. 

“I swear on God and my dead mommy” Mollie sincerely replied. 


***

Wagner was grumpy the whole of next day. He probably felt that he had been way too lenient with me, and had decided to tighten his reins. 

“You report to work very late, Florence” he said, with a disapproving look on his flabby face “I want you to be here by 8: 00, instead of at 8:30 am. Wearing your uniform and wig before starting out from home would help”. 

“I’ll try, Mr. Wagner” I said uneasily. Dressing as Florence before leaving home would mean that I would have to get used to dropping off my nieces at playschool, pretending to be “Aunt Florence”. I had been accepted as a woman by my nieces and even by Ms. 

Fitzgerald, but I wondered if other people at school would be convinced as easily. 

I dressed as Florence the next day and drove my nieces to their playschool. Apprehension constricted my throat as I pulled over in front of the familiar building. I need not have worried. I was accepted as the girls’ “mommy” not only by Amelia, but by the entire school: the staff (except Ms. Fitzgerald who knew me as the girls’ aunt), students and their parents. The joy of being addressed as someone’s mother was the biggest high I had experienced to date. 

Chapter 4 - A Shortlisted Contestant The week had been a hectic one. I had my hands full of work, looking after my nieces: their diet, grooming, homework and pediatric issues, making and exchanging notes about child development and care with the other moms who came to drop and pick their children up from playschool. Finally, when Sunday arrived, I was able to strip my clothes off in the privacy of the bathroom and have a long and leisurely bath. 

I soaked myself in the bathtub and started soaping myself languidly. 

As was my habit, I started from the bottom and worked my way up to the top. I slowly and methodically lathered and scrubbed each toe of my feet, washed my legs and thoroughly cleaned the region up to the chest. I then started soaping my chest with slow, circular motions of my palms. 

I suddenly stopped as I felt some sensitivity in the area. I looked down to see that my breasts were raised just a little, like little hillocks. I gingerly put my hand to one breast and felt a funny-nodule-like formation behind the nipple. 

“Dear God, what’s happening to me?” I wondered agitatedly. Did I have a lump in my breast? Was it benign or malignant? Did males even get a lump in their breasts? 

If yes, was I going to die? I truly hope not. I was only 19: achingly young to die. Besides, I dreaded the possibility of that alcoholic Alan Hill gaining custody of Mollie and Amelia in case something happened to me. 

The issue weighed on my mind throughout the day. As I went about with my household chores, I ruminated on the other strange things that were happening to me off late. To put it blatantly, I just didn’t feel horny anymore. Earlier, women, the busty ones in TV endorsements and the girls I sometimes dated, made me want to have sex. I fantasized about making love to them only after our first date. Wet

dreams, like the one I had had of Madison and me, weren’t uncommon phenomena. During these times, my manhood would swell and become rock-hard. Alone, when in the privacy of my bedroom, I would sometimes masturbate. However, off late I had lost all interest in women. Even the most attractive ones on television or real life didn’t interest me anymore. The only role I seemed to identify with was playing mommy to my nieces. I seemed to forget that I was a man and the children’s uncle. I felt so close to Mollie and Amelia that it was almost as if I had physically given birth to them. 

When I dressed for work the next day, I noticed that my shirt had got a bit tighter around the chest. I removed the falsies and noticed that the shirt fit better. What was going on? I couldn’t possibly be developing breasts, could I? That was practically a ludicrous notion! 

Yet, the small hillocks on my chest told a different story. 

I wore my wig, applied my makeup and drove to work feeling a bit self-conscious. I managed to speak graciously to customers and even made a few sales, but felt immensely uncomfortable on the inside. Old Wagner noticed and asked: “Florence, are you alright?” 

“Uh uh” I replied, my hand absently wandering to the right side of my chest. As I touched it, I felt the sensitivity again. I looked down to see that the little hillocks were prominently outlined against the fabric of my shirt. Something was  indeed  happening to me. The developing breasts weren’t a mere figment of my imagination. 

When I was musing on the changes in my body, the phone on Wagner’s counter started ringing. Wagner answered it. As the party at the other end spoke, I could see Wagner’s face grow deathly pale. 

“Esme” he pleaded “please don’t do this to me”. Esme obviously disconnected the phone, but Wagner still continued to holler into it. 

Presently, Wagner hauled his heavy disappointed self from his seat and approached me. The expression on his face told me that something was very wrong. I felt almost sorry for my mean-minded boss. 

“What’s the matter, Mr. Wagner?” I asked quite sympathetically. 

“That bitch Esme quit the job permanently” Wagner said “she said her boyfriend proposed to her when she was recuperating after the accident. Esme said that she didn’t want this ‘crumby’ job anymore. 

‘Crumby’ was the word the ungrateful little bitch used, can you imagine?!” 

“Esme quit?!” I asked incredulously “what are you going to do, Mr. 

Wagner?” 

“Well, if you don’t mind O’Brian” said Wagner inching close “would you mind being Florence for a bit longer?” 

“How much is ‘a bit longer’, Mr. Wagner?” I asked carefully. 

“Say for another 3-4 months” said Wagner “until I find a good enough replacement”. 

“Another 3-4 months of dressing in drag?!” I exclaimed “there’s no way I am going to do that Mr. Wagner!” 

“Not even if I offer you a 30% hike?” said Wagner, his pig-like eyes glittering craftily. 

A 30% hike. Wow. I never saw that coming! 

“I’ll think about it” I said out loud, trying to sound casual. 


***

An additional 10% hike was too tempting to refuse. I continued being Florence. Customers continued being bowled over by my feminine charm and Wagner’s items sold like hot cakes. Professionally, I was doing brilliantly. The same couldn’t be said of my personal life, which was becoming a cause for extreme worry. 

By some mysterious process, my breasts continued to grow. In about six months, they were significantly larger than they had been at three

months. I also noticed that my areole had darkened and that my nipples had grown more turgid. I buttoned the uniform shirt around my chest with much difficulty. I felt extremely embarrassed and self conscious when I stepped out in public, for my breasts drew a lot of attention. They weren’t larger than a B-cup size, but their comely shape and enviable perkiness invited stares. 

I noticed that my testicles had shrunk considerably! Also, I noticed a significant reduction in muscle mass around my thigh region. Not that I was a very muscular bloke to begin with, but I could swear that my thighs hadn’t been as rounded before. I also noticed my waist getting smaller. The hair on my face and body had reduced. The only favorable change I noticed was that my skin had become smoother, translucent and more velvety than before. 

These changes had come as a bolt from the blue. What in the world was happening to me? Was I turning into a woman? Was someone secretively performing voodoo or black magic to turn me into one?? 


***

I was at the acme of personal trauma when Madison walked into Elegance. She looked very smart in a pair of jeans, a jacket and boots. I recalled my strange erotic dream (of the hunter and the hunted) and blushed to the roots of my hair. My blush deepened as I realized that Madison was heading towards me. 

“Hi” she said giving me a wide smile “could I have a word with you?” 

“Of course” I said, wondering if Madison had recognized me as Finn. 

“Not here” replied Madison looking around “in private. I could take you to my private office on the third floor”. 

“Sure” I said, evading Madison’s eyes. 

I quietly followed her to the lift and stood staring at the ceiling while the lift took us a floor down. Madison and I stepped out of the lift. 

Madison ushered me into a spacious office with a round table, seats and an OHP. She offered me a seat. I sat down, my heart hammering in my fast-feminizing chest. What on earth did Madison possibly want to speak to me about? The suspense was killing me. 

“What’s your name?” Madison asked innocently enough. 

“Florence” I replied. 

“Florence what?” asked Madison laughing. 

“Florence …Firth” I quickly fabricated. 

“That’s a rather theatrical name” Madison observed. Her large grey eyes twinkled mischievously. “Do you know, Florence, that you happen to resemble a young friend of mine named Finn O’Brian?” 

“Oh, do I?” I replied trying to feign incredulity. 

“Yes, very much so, I’d say” said Madison “though, of course, you are much more feminine than Finn. But your pretty black eyes, the elegant nose and the cupid-bow shaped lips are startlingly similar to his”. 

“Ha ha, what a coincidence” I said trying to calm the butterflies jigging in my stomach. 

“Too much of a coincidence” replied Madison, inching close and looking deep into my eyes “Finn happened to work at Elegance too”. 

Madison drew back and laughed heartily. She laughed until she had to clutch her aching stomach. Tears of mirth ran down her cheeks. 

“You know, don’t you?” I said taking off my wig and keeping it on the conference table. 

“Of course, I do” replied Madison with amused kindness “though I admit to being befuddled for the first few days. But then it struck me!” 

Madison’s voice softened as she said “no one can have such soulful eyes as you, dear Finn…”. 

“Madison…”I said taking her manicured hand and stroking it “you’re really kind”. 

“I’d heard some men cross-dressed in private, but you’ve taken the phenomena a notch higher” said Madison “tell me, Finn, do you feel that you are woman trapped in a man’s body? Is that why you pretend to be Florence?” 

“No, I was perfectly happy being Finn” I said a little too empathically

“however; I had to become Florence due to circumstances”. I filled in Madison with all the details beginning with Esme Meyer’s sixteen week leave, Wagner’s super-tempting offer and my own aspirations to raise my nieces. I told Madison about Esme’s quitting without notice and Wagner’s fervent pleas that I continue working as Florence at his store. I told Madison that I humored Wagner because the eventual 30% hike in my salary was helping me retain custody of my nieces, who would, otherwise be given away to my deceased brother-in-law’s boozehound of a brother. 

“So, I have been working as Florence for nearly six months now” I concluded. I deliberately left out the part about my feminized breasts, shrunken testicles and inability to ejaculate. The changes in my body had been so frightening that I was in total denial that they had taken place. 

“I must say your disguise is great” said Madison working her hands up my waist and resting them on my boobs. She laughed self-deprecatingly and said “I have used falsies as a teenager, but they seldom looked as realistic. They’d look so fake and artificial and point in all directions. Once they even shifted and got under my armpits! It was only when a girl pal intimated me that I realized--” 

Madison stopped mid-sentence, while continuing to feel my breasts. 

Her expression changed, and became serious. “Wait a minute” she said, her mouth set in a grim line “these aren’t falsies”. 

“They aren’t” I admitted reluctantly. 

“What’s going on, Finn?” Madison asked “I feel there is more to this than meets the eye”. 

I broke down. I told Madison all about the sensitivity in my breasts, the subsequent “man boobs” that I had acquired and their eventually swelling into B-cups. I also told Madison about my inability to ejaculate, the slight reduction in muscle tone that I had noticed around the hip region and the changed texture of my skin. 

“I could swear my skin has become smoother and more translucent” 

I said “and the hair on my body has reduced considerably. I am at my tether’s end, Madison. I don’t know what to make of these strange changes”. 

“It is obvious, Finn” said Madison thoughtfully “you’re being given hormones that have turned you into a woman”. 

“Hormones?!” I burst out “what hormones?!” 

“Estrogen” Madison explained “it’s a female hormone that helps in the development of breasts and other changes that occur during puberty in females. I suspect estrogen has led to the changes in your body”. 

“But how is that possible” I said “I haven’t been taking any injections or tablets”. 

“I suspect it is being clandestinely administered to you” said Madison reflectively “being mix in your food or something without your knowledge. By someone who stands to benefit by perpetually feminizing you”. 

“Who could that be?” I wondered out loud. The fat, bald image of Rowan Wagner floated in front of my vision. It seemed Madison had a simultaneous epiphany for she said “Rowan Wagner!” at the same time I did. 

“That’s why the bastard has been feeding me pies, tarts and cakes!” 

I exclaimed agitatedly “I wondered why the stingy old motherfucker had suddenly become so generous! He has been administering estrogen to me via the delicacies, the deceitful rogue!” 

“Feminizing a person against his knowledge is unethical and mendacious!” Madison replied passionately “I think you should drag the fat bastard to court!” 

“I think I shall!” I said with equal fervor. 

“Hmmm…on second thoughts, I think you should wait for a few months longer. Let your boss keep feeding you the estrogen via your lunch” said Madison, looking as if she had suddenly remembered something “your feminized body could help you win £2000 and 20

dinner coupons for the entire family!” 

“How could I possibly earn that money?” I asked eagerly. 

“By taking part in a beauty pageant” replied Madison. 

Chapter 5 - Friend, Guide, Lover

“A beauty pageant” I nearly shrieked “that’s impossible!” 

“Why?” Madison asked evenly “you’re prettier than any girl I know”. 

“But Madison, beauty pageants are BIG these days” I replied “the judges carefully appraise every inch of the contestant’s body, her speech and mannerisms! I’m not sure I’m ready for that yet! After all, Wagner has been giving me hormones for less than six months! 

Furthermore, my penis will be visible during the bikini round and everyone will come to know that I was born a male!” 

“Calm down, Finn, there’s no need to be nervous” replied Madison placidly “this is not a top-level beauty pageant as you seem to have assumed. My husband Hugo suggested that we hold a mini one in the mall to attract more customers. I have already shortlisted 14

other girls whom I personally know. You could be the 15th and the last contestant. And don’t worry; the judges are not big shots either. 

We are just getting an American fashion-designer friend, Dave Morgan and Kitty Hurst, a local beautician I visit. They are not celebs, only my friends. You don’t have to worry”. 

“But the truth about me is bound to spill out (literally and metaphorically) in the bikini round!” I pointed out again. 

“There is going to be no bikini round, Finn” replied Madison patiently

“Beverly will burst a blood vein if we have one”. 

“Oh, thank God” I said with relief, and then asked “who’s Beverly, BTW?” 

“Oh, she’s the co-owner of Madison Mall” replied Madison making a face “Bev’s one of these pseudo-feminist types, who is dead set against the idea of a beauty pageant. She feels pageants objectify women or something like that. Hugo and I have convinced her to let

us have the pageant. Beverly has agreed on one condition: that we omit the bikini round”. 

“Thank God for small mercies” I repeated “and thank God for feminists”. 

“They have their good points” Madison smiled and said “The beauty pageant will have three rounds in total. You will be allowed to wear anything you want during the first two rounds. I’ll help you select the right clothes. During the final round, all the contestants will be given a common dress, designed by Dave Morgan. I have seen the design; except for a low neckline, the dress is not very revealing. So you don’t have to worry about your penis being silhouetted against it or anything like that”. 

“That’s a relief” I said “So how do I start preparing for the competition? By going dress-shopping with you?”. 

“No, by going for a laser hair-removal clinic with me” said Madison. 


***

To avoid being seen together at Madison Mall, Madison fixed an appointment with a laser therapy technician at Bury. The technician, a young woman of about 25, shaved the sparse hair on my arms, legs, underarms etc and adjusted the laser equipment. After both of us had worn protective glasses, the technician slathered a cold gel evenly on my face, limbs, underarms and the groin region. She let out a pulse of light and watched the moisturized areas. After the procedure, the technician applied a soothing cream over my skin. 

“This is to reduced inflammation” she said “please apply ice packs at home. They’d really help”. 

“So I assume I am hair free now?” I asked. 

“Yes, but just for a few weeks” replied the technician, laughing at my ignorance “you can come back here after 6 weeks. You’re not very

hairy, so four rounds should get rid of your entire facial and body hair”. 

I thanked the technician, and emerged out of the clinic. Madison was waiting for me in the lobby. “I am to return after 6 weeks” I told her. 

“Good” said Madison “that means you will be hair free for the competition due in two weeks time”. 

“Yes” I agreed “the scars would also have healed by then “two weeks is a convenient enough time. The beauty contest is neither too far nor too close”. 

“Right” agreed Madison “Let’s go clothes shopping now, shall we?” 

“You mean in Elegance?” I asked. 

“That wouldn’t be a good idea” replied Madison “Wagner and your colleagues are certainly going to show a lot of interest in the clothes and lingerie you pick up. If we give away too much right now, there will be no “surprise element” left during the beauty pageant”. 

“Then where do you suggest we shop at?” I asked. 

“Trafford Shopping Mall” replied Madison. 


***

In spite of Madison’s reassuring me that my voice and mannerisms were feminine enough to evade detection, I was extremely worried about them. 

“Really, Florence! (You will continue to be a girl for a few more weeks/months now, so I might as well get used to calling you

‘Florence’)” said Madison exasperatedly “your tension is reaching neurotic levels!” 

“So what?” I said “there is nothing like being ‘too prepared’” 

“Perhaps you are right” said Madison sobering up “I myself will help you modulate your voice and feminine your mannerisms further. I have recently done a short course on voice modulation. I also advise you to eat healthily and take as much exercise as possible. Also, practice speaking well. The quality of your thoughts and your ability to articulate them are very important in these competitions. Also, learn to handle stressful situations with a smile” Madison’s wide mouth stretched in a generous smile “I don’t think I need to teach you that. You already are an expert at it. You are coping so well in circumstances that would have driven most other 20 year olds crazy!” 

“Thanks, Madison” I whispered, holding her manicured, moisturized hands in my own “you’re an angel”. 

“And your ‘angel’ is going to be at your flat every evening to coach you for the competition’ replied Madison. 

Madison was as good as her word. She came in every evening and made me say the vowels, teaching me to overemphasize them by making exaggerated mouth movements. This basic exercise helped me relax my mouth and jaw muscles and achieve a pristine, crystal clear enunciation. Madison taught me to strengthen my voice through proper breathing and breath placement. I gargled often and tried enunciating words with an upward intonation. I moved my body freely while speaking, so that the words I spoke were free-flowing and melodious. I rearranged my vocabulary and used lesser abbreviations that I did before. 

“No more saying heck, drat, reid and berret” said Madison shaking her bobbed head “the words constitute a typical young man’s vocabulary. Please avoid using slangs: polished young women don’t use them. Also, never take shortcuts (even though I myself am tempted to take them at times!) For example, say ‘I don’t know’, instead of ‘I dunno” and ‘Let me think’, in lieu of ‘Lemme think!’” 

I practiced persistently and frequently. Eventually, speaking in a refined, lady-like manner became my second nature. Madison was

impressed not only by my feminine voice, but also my sophisticated manner. “Look at you” she said awestruck “to the manor born!” 

Madison’s remark may have sounded condescending to the average listener, but I only found encouragement in it. I knew she wasn’t mocking my poverty, as during my conversations with her, I had learnt that Madison herself hailed from a humble background. She had studied hard and had succeeded in becoming a Charted Accountant. Seven years ago, Madison had met and married a prominent businessman, Hugo Gilette, and had shot higher up the socioeconomic ladder. 

Madison trained me in typical female mannerisms with as much dedication as she helped me train my voice. She suggested that I take up lesser space. She demonstrated sitting in a feminine manner, either by keeping the legs and knees together or crossing one foot daintily behind another. I followed Madison’s example and earned words of appreciation from the genteel woman. Madison also advised me to keep my elbows touching the torso all the time and standing with my toes pointed slightly inwards. She also recommended the womanly side-to-side posture while standing. This entailed pointing the hips in one direction and the back in the opposite direction, while keeping the head and neck in the same direction as the hips. Madison made me practice the S-shaped posture many times in front of the mirror, until I could see a discernible change in my posture: it looked indubitably more curved and hour-glass shaped than before. I was happy to note that even though only six months had passed since Wagner had surreptitiously started sneaking powdered estrogen tablets into my food, I was already more feminized than he had probably intended. 

Mollie and Amelia  loved Madison’s presence in our council flat. 

Mollie openly talked to Madison about everything under the sun: her day at school, her teacher, her friends and even showed Madison her homework and coloring books. My little niece was thrilled to the core when Madison praised her ‘nice handwriting’ and ‘the lovely colors she had colored her drawing books with’. Even the reticent

Amelia, who was generally slow to warm up to people, adored Madison. She would come running to Madison to be carried and petted by my warm, affectionate friend. As Madison taught me how to give impressive speeches, Amelia would remain sitting on Madison’s muscular lap, sucking on her thumb. Every once in a while, my little niece would turn around and peer intently at Madison’s animated face. At other times, Amelia would sit sideways on Madison’s lap and would revel in feeling my beloved friend’s well-toned biceps. 

Madison’s manner with children was different from the way in which I behaved with them. While I was gentle, dainty and motherly with my nieces, Madison enjoyed rambunctious rough-and-tumble play with the girls. Looking at Mollie and Amelia engage in spirited play with

‘Aunt Madison’ made me miss my brother-in-law Ivan. This is how Ivan had played with three year old Mollie until he had tragically passed away in the accident. 

“I’ve always loved children” said Madison a bit wistfully “Hugo and I tried to have them, but it isn’t possible…for both of us”. 

“I am sorry” I said “that must hurt”. 

“It did, initially, but not anymore” Madison said spiritedly “there are so many children whom I could love…so what if they are not biologically mine?”. 

“That’s so sweet, Madison” I sincerely said “you are indeed large-hearted”. 


***

After I was well trained in voice, mannerisms and the art of speaking eloquently, Madison asked me if I had any talents that I could exhibit in the “Talent Round” of the pageant. 

“None as far as I can remember” I admitted frankly “I used to play foot ball with a youth league and the Men’s Sunday League after I

turned 18, but have barely had the time to play since my sister passed away. Not that football would have helped our cause. I was a lousy player. I could barely run or catch!” I snickered at my own limitations. 

“Let’s forget about football then” said Madison “surely you know something else….” 

“I was and am too poor to have any ‘talents’, Madison” I said exasperatedly “my sister worked her fingers to the bone to support me, and now I am trying to do the best I can for her children. People like us are too busy to eke out a living to develop any talents”. 

“Don’t say that” persisted Madison softly “I too wasn’t well off, but man could I kick a football! Each one of us has a gift, whether we are aware of it or not…God back in time, Florence, to when you were a little boy…Your parents were alive and your sister too. Surely, you must have done something to please them: dance, sketch or sing….please try to remember. Clinching the talent round could give you an edge over the other competitors. 

As Madison spoke, I regressed into the past. I remembered myself as a boy of 5: a fair child with a mop of curly dark hair on my head. 

My father, mother and sister, were crowded around me. They were encouraging me to play ‘Edelweiss’ from ‘The Sound of Music’ on the keyboard kept on a little table in front of me. My little fingers reached out and punched a few keys. Lovely music emanated from the instrument. My father, mother and Cecelia clapped their hands in pure, unadulterated joy. 

“The keyboard!” I spoke out aloud “I used to play the keyboard as a child!”. 

“Excellent!” said Madison crisply “do you still have the instrument with you?” 

I tried hard to remember, but failed. “I don’t know” I finally said

“perhaps we could check in the storage space”. 

After some rummaging and getting our hands dusty, Madison and I succeeded in finding the elusive instrument in the attic. As I dusted the keyboard, fond memories of the past flooded my mind. I ran my fingers over the keys nostalgically. “F, F#, G, G#, A, A#, B, B#, C….” 

I recognized the keys as I pressed each one of them in sequence. 

“You still remember??” asked Madison incredulously. 

“It seems like that” I said “but I doubt if I’ll be able to play an entire song”. 

“Oh, try” urged Madison “I’ll google the notes for you”. Madison reached out for her Smartphone and started browsing songs that I could play on the keyboard. 

“Edelweiss might be a safe bet” I said “please get me the notes if you can”. 

“Right” Madison said. She googled “Edelweiss” and started reading the musical notations out loud. I tried my best to keep up with the notes, before saying “Let’s forget the notes, Madison, I think I’ll play by instinct”. 

“Whatever suits you best” Madison said. 

After a bit of experimentation and a few hits and misses, I was playing the short sweet song to perfection (even if I say it myself). 

“Bravo!” Madison said and threw her arms around me, while perching herself on the arm of my chair. Her warm grey eyes, full of warmth and spirit, gazed deeply into mine. The moment was so sweet, so intimate that I wanted it to last forever. 

Madison’s eyes went out of focus. She leaned forward gently and kissed me on the lips. Madison felt soft, tender and tasted of milk and honey. Madison briefly broke off, before kissing me with more passion than she had the previous time. When the kiss ended, she huskily said “Let’s take this over to the couch, shall we?” 

“Sure” I said, surprised to hear that my voice too was thick with desire. I remembered the wet dream I had had many months ago. It seemed to be coming true. I was now a female and had been kissed by the fair ‘hunter’. 

Madison had already taken off her clothes. I liked the sight of her athletic body: her small breasts, flat belly and well-toned hips. As I sat on the couch, Madison leaned forward and traced a line of kisses from my jaw to neck. I was so aroused that my nipples turned hard beneath my thin cotton top. Madison helped me out of the top and gently pinched one of my nipples. She gently giggled as I moaned in ecstasy. 

“You are sure, aren’t you, Florence?” Madison asked as she helped me out of my knee-length skirt and briefs (the only male habiliment I still retained) “I wouldn’t like to take advantage of your youth and naivety”. 

“I’m 100% sure, my darling” I said pulling Madison on top of me

“pleasure me now….please!” 

“I will” whispered Madison and kissed every curve and dip of my body over the next one hour. Her soft mouth and tongue explored my ears, navel and the back of my knees. Madison kissed my delicate toes until I went mad with desire. As she slid her fingers into my rear orifice and fingered me gently, I was in seventh heaven. 

I returned the favor by stimulating her dripping womanhood with my tongue. I had gone oral on a few other girls before, hence could give a woman oral pleasure with a fair degree of expertise. When I was finally through and Madison and I lay in each other’s arms, panting and sweating, she (somewhat guiltily said):

“So I guess we are having an affair?” 

“Yes, I’d definitely put it that way” I agreed. 

“Well, I’ll tell Hugo” said Madison “It’s wrong to keep a secret. But I think I’ll break the news to him only after we’re through with the beauty pageant. I wouldn’t like to create any tension before the crucial event”. 

Chapter 6 - R for Rival

The beauty pageant was to be held in two days time. I was ready with a few top-class dresses, matching pair of shoes, a good wig and a plethora of makeup items. After having practiced how to sit, stand, speak etc, I felt fairly confident. My manhood, tucked firmly in my briefs, still worried me a little. Madison reassured me that no one would come to know of its existence. She escorted me to Madison Mall, where a slim, svelte, well-groomed coach named Priscilla Anderson had been appointed to teach the contestants how to catwalk. The venue of our session was in an auditorium located on the second floor of Madison Mall. Madison told me that the pageant would be held in the same place. 

Wearing a black polo-necked top, a red leather mini-skirt and matching knee-length boots made me feel quite confident. My black eyes were lined with kohl and my lips were painted a striking red. I cast a glance at other contestants. They were nice, friendly British girls in their late teens and twenties. Most of them said a congenial

“Hello” when Madison introduced me to them. The only one who behaved in a frosty, uppity manner was a lean, blonde girl called Ursula Port. Ursula had nice features and a good body, but the marked meanness of her expression made her appear unattractive. I decided to ignore her and concentrate on Priscilla’s catwalk lessons. 

Over the next one and a half hours, Priscilla taught us how to walk on the runway. She asked us to stand straight, allowing our chins to tilt down a little. “Since you are at a higher level than the audience and judges, letting your chin tilt down a bit will give everyone a good view of your face” she explained. Priscilla warned us not to smile, but to let our mouths settle in a natural way when on the runway. “Stand tall, stand loose” Priscilla instructed “Keep your eyes fixed to one point. Don’t let them wander here and there”. 

Priscilla then stepped forward to demonstrate the actual catwalk. 

She put on foot ahead of the other in fairly long strides, allowing her

bony hips to strut from side to side. “Imagine you are walking on a rope” she explained “when you strut forward, project some attitude in your walk”. Priscilla told us that though it was alright to let the hips move, the movement wasn’t to be exaggerated in any way. 

“Okay, girls” Priscilla then said “please walk on stage. I want to find out if you have understood me or not”. 

The girls took their turn. I walked too, finding it difficult to strut sinuously while wearing high heels. “That’s okay, dear” Priscilla reassured me “you’ll get used to it. You have two more days to practice”. I smiled gratefully. Madison, who was sitting among the audience, gave me a thumbs up sign. Priscilla announced a 15

minute break, during which all of us had to grab an orange juice from a counter outside. 

I ambled outside along with the other girls. As I walked, I was aware of someone watching intently from the back row. I turned around to see a well-built woman of about 45, dressed in neatly-tailored trousers and a blazer, staring at all the contestants. Her dark hair had been chopped into a short wedge cut. The woman was far away, and perhaps I was reading too much into the whole thing, but I could detect animosity mingled with sexual anxiety in her glare. 

“Who is that?” I asked the girls casually. 

The girls followed the direction of my eyes. One of them happened to know who the woman was “That’s Beverly Cullen” she said “a major shareholder at Madison Mall.”. 

“I see” I said acknowledging my new friend’s words. So this was the feminist who was dead set against the beauty pageant. Well, in a way, Beverly had saved my day. Thanks to her there would be no bikini round. 

When my new friends and I walked towards the orange juice counter, I saw Ursula coming our way with a glass of orange juice in hand. 

She placed one foot ahead of another and allowed her lean hips to

strut, much the way Priscilla had taught. I noticed that while I struggled to walk with high heels on, Ursula strutted around with relative ease. I vaguely wondered if she had had previous experience as a model. 

As Ursula passed us, she evidently lost her balance. She didn’t stagger to the ground, but merely stumbled a wee bit. Since I was right next to her, the entire content of Ursula’s glass splashed on me. 

I was drenched, from head to toe, in pulpy orange juice. 

“Oh, I am so sorry” said Ursula, getting a tissue out of her handbag and daubing me with it “it was an accident”. 

“That’s okay” I replied “these things happen”. 

As I walked on ahead with my friends, I happened to turn back. 

Ursula was standing with her legs planted a bit apart, empty glass in hand. She was staring at our retreating backs. I saw a triumphant little smirk on her vixen-like face. 

Ursula had been walking like a professional model one moment, but had lost her balance the next. She pretended to be apologetic one moment, but was smirking at the next. 

Had my getting drenched in orange juice indeed been an accident?? 


***

The beauty pageant had begun. I awaited my turn, dressed in a strappy floral printed dress and delicate pink sandals. The dress, which exposed a bit of my creamy cleavage, made me feel nubile and feminine. My shoulders, visible in between the thin straps of the dress, looked like chilled marble. Madison had decided to keep the makeup natural and simple, since she thought I was “too young and beautiful” to need too much “dolling-up”. “Let’s let your natural beauty glow” she said “Let the judges see you in all your youthful glory”. 

When my turn arrived, I walk tall and confidently in my high heels. 

Since Madison had made me practice strutting to music for the past two days, I had got in touch with my flirty, groovy side. I walked with one foot ahead of the other, vaguely aware of my freely strutting hips. I kept my eyes straight ahead and let my mouth open slightly. I felt very comfortable on stage, much like Kate Moss, Naomi Campbell or Cindy Crawford. After the catwalk, the judges asked me to introduce myself. 

I paused for a minute and wished both the judges a polite good evening. Dave Morgan, a lean man in his 40s, looked dashing in his shiny blue two-piece suit. His charming smile and pepper and salt hair made him look very sexy. 

Kitty Hurst was a woman of about the same age as Morgan. She had a sweet maternal face and wore a soft, chintz-printed jumpsuit for the evening. 

Both the judges responded amiably to my greeting. I then made eye contact and told them that I was 20 year old Florence Firth who worked as a shop assistant in a store called Elegance situated in the same mall. The judges seemed fairly impressed with the way I spoke. Or so I presumed. 

After me, ten other girls walked on stage and introduced themselves. 

The judges clapped and seemed impressed with them all. On the basis of our performances in the first round, ten girls were to be selected for the next round and five would be eliminated. When the names of those selected were announced, I was happy to hear that I had qualified for the second round. I couldn’t help noticing that Ursula had been selected too. For some inexplicable reason, I felt butterflies doing an agitated jig in my stomach. Ursula was a dangerous girl. 


***

The second round was scheduled for two days later. I continued doing yoga, Pilates and aerobics to keep my fitness and confidence

levels up. Since we were going to be tested for talent in the next round, Madison made me practice “Edelweiss” until my fingers ached. Madison also suggested that I sing along while practicing, so that the pitch on the keyboard came out entirely right. 

A day before the talent round, I got a phone call. It was from Mr. 

Murphy, the coach of Men’s Sunday League. I was caught by surprise since I hadn’t spoken to Coach Murphy for more than a year. 

“Hello, Coach Murphy” I said “What’s up?” I forced myself deepen my voice as much as I could. Since speaking in a sweet, feminine voice now came to me naturally, I found speaking in a male voice to be unexpectedly straining. 

“Hello, O’Brian” Coach Murphy boomed “are you in form?” 

“I am afraid not, Sir” I said “I’ve hardly played football for a year”. 

“Never mind” said Coach Murphy “we need you. Jock has had a hamstring injury. An extra player would make all the difference”. 

“Okay, what time is the match?” I asked Coach Murphy. 

“Tomorrow at 10 am sharp” Coach Murphy replied tersely “we’re playing against the Men’s Wednesday League”. 

10 am was, coincidentally, the exact time the talent round was scheduled for. “I am sorry, but I can’t make it, Sir…” I said apologetically. 

“I am not giving you a choice, Finn” replied Coach Murphy “I’m ordering you to come”. 

My stomach churned with tension. The stress must have shown on my face as Madison asked me what the matter was. I quickly explained the situation to her. Madison took the phone from me and spoke to Coach Murphy herself. 

“Coach Murphy” she said in a crisp, confident voice “I am a friend of Finn’s. I happen to play for the Cheshire and Manchester Women’s League. I request you to allow me to be the extra player tomorrow, as Finn is to have a minor surgery”. 

“I’m sorry, Miss” I heard Coach Murphy’s voice boom from the other end “but I can’t allow a woman to play”. 

“But I am quite tall and muscular” replied Madison “I could pass off as a man with a bit of disguise”. 

I could hear Coach Murphy making discouraging noises. He didn’t seem at all convinced. 

“Please test me once, Coach Murphy” Madison requested “Finn and I could come to the football field now if you permit”. 

“Okay” Coach Murphy said reluctantly “if you insist”. 

Madison and I were soon driving down to the football stadium at Cheadle. I had been careful to wear baggy trousers, a loose shirt and a jacket in order to hide my feminized body from Coach Murphy. 

I had also taken off my wig and had chosen to wear men’s loafers for the occasion. Strangely, being dressed as a male made me feel odd and out-of-place. 

I saw Coach Murphy at the entrance to the stadium, holding a football in one huge hand. Coach Murphy’s tall-build and ruggedly handsome face made him stand out in any crowd. “Hello, O’Brian” 

he said, before indicating my layered clothing and remarking:

“Seems like you feel the cold more than the rest of us”. I just smiled. 

Coach Murphy’s eyes moved over to Madison and he grinned pleasantly. I could see Coach Murphy study Madison’s athletic build. 

He clearly seemed quite impressed. 

“What are your credentials, lady?” he asked Madison. 

“Well, I am basically a mid fielder” Madison replied “but I am ready to play any position. In fact I was the top scorer in the girls’ high school league in the district”. 

“Well, you certainly seem to know what you are talking about” said Coach Murphy “could you please run for 200 meters on the stadium? 

I would like to gauge your speed”. 

“Sure” said Madison and sprinted into the stadium. Soon she was galloping like a horse. After having run 200 meters at lightning speed, she returned with a triumphant smile on her face. 

“Well, you didn’t break into a sweat!” replied Coach Murphy in an awestruck voice “perhaps you could be the extra player tomorrow. I have a spare uniform in the locker. I’ll give it to you”. 

“Thank you, Coach Murphy” replied me and Madison in unison. We were thrilled to bits that Coach Murphy had allowed Madison to play instead of me. 

“I have another little test” said Coach Murphy mischievously. In one quick movement, he tossed the football he was holding at Madison. 

Madison trapped the ball on the chest and returned straight to Coach Murphy like a magic. 


***

“I can’t be there with you in person” said Madison the next day, two hours before the talent contest “but I will be there in spirit”. She was still wearing informal jeans and a t-shirt, and hadn’t yet changed into the Sunday’s Men’s League uniform. 

“I would like to say the same thing” I said “though I can’t make it to the match; I’ll be there with you in spirit”. I was wearing another dress Madison had picked at a shop in Old Trafford. It was a deep red satin gown with a maroon pleat running diagonally across the torso. It had a sleeve on one shoulder and a strap on another. I loved

the smooth satiny feel of the dress, the way it showed off my figure and the fact that it made my skin seemed whiter. Madison had stuck with the “low-makeup rule” today as well. Except for my eyes which were given a dramatic smoky look, my face was kept free of creams and foundation. My lips were painted a natural shade of nude. My accessories comprised a pair of simple (fake) diamond earrings, a diamond bracelet and nude-colored high heels. 

Madison drove off carrying the Sunday League uniform along with her. Coach Murphy had told Madison that he would help her with her disguise once she had reached the stadium. 

I sat at my keyboard and practiced Edelweiss for an hour. With an hour to go for the contest, I drove down to Madison Mall in my old jalopy. Mollie and Amelia had been picked by Ben (who was now privy to my secret) half an hour ago, and dropped off at their playschool. This was the only time since the last year that I had sent my nieces off with someone else other than me. 

I reached the Madison Mall auditorium and rushed to the backstage with my keyboard slung over one shoulder. The other girls were already there, practicing dance, singing or mimicry: the talent that they wished to exhibit that day. Ursula stood at a corner, trying to balance a large hula hoop around her waist. She made no eye contact with anyone and was busy spinning her body to keep the hoop moving. 

I sneaked a peek at the judges. Dave Morgan looked as dashing as ever, and Kitty Hurst looked as fresh as a lily in a white, well-tailored dress. Another person: a square-shouldered man, with graying sideburns, sat next to them. He was in his mid 40s and never looked like he had ever smiled in his entire life. 

“Who is the third person on the panel?” I asked one of the girls. 

“That’s Hugo Gillette” the girl said “the owner of Madison Mall. He will evidently co-judge the talent round today”. 

So this was Hugo Gillette, Madison’s husband. A wave of guilt passed through me. This was the man whose wife I had touched. 

“But then Madison reciprocates your feelings” another part of my brain argued “it’s not as if you took advantage of her against her will”. Yes, that was true. 

My biggest tribute to Madison would be to win the talent round that she had worked so hard to help me prepare for. Winning it would also push me closer to winning the contest. Being crowned “Miss Madison Mall” meant more than just basking in glory to me. It meant winning £2000, with which I’d be able to continue sending my nieces to the same playschool (even though it was subsidized, the playschool was still expensive for me). Winning the contest meant winning 20 dining coupons with which I could feed two growing nieces better. 

The talent round began. The contestants exhibited their singing, dancing and other skills on stage. Ursula displayed her skills with the hula hoop in front of audience. As my name was called out, I moved towards the stage with my keyboard slung over one shoulder. As I moved towards the seat and piano table that had been arranged for me by a volunteer, I felt a sharp, intrusive gaze on my body. I threw a quick glance at the audience. Beverly Cullen sat at the far end of the auditorium, staring at me intently. I again got the feeling that her gaze held a mixture of antagonism and sexual anxiety. 

I didn’t let Beverly’s gaze distract me. I took my place on the stood and positioned the keyboard in front of me. Since I had put batteries in my keyboard, it didn’t have to be plugged to any power source. As I began playing the starting notes of Edelweiss, a wave of cheer swept through the audience. They evidently recognized the song from the popular musical “The Sound of Music”. As I continued playing the melody of the song, a hush fell over the audience. As my agile fingers ran over the keys, pure pristine music filled the air. The audience listened enraptured. Finally, when I finished and concluded my performance with a bow, the hall filled with the sound of thunderous applause. Kitty Hurst was impressed enough to pick up

her microphone and say: “Thank you, Florence. That was a remarkable performance”. Dave Morgan smiled at me congenially. 

Hugo Gillette sat, stony faced and expressionless. I wondered if he had liked my performance. 

The other contestants smiled and hugged me when I went backstage. Ursula stood a few feet away, staring at me frostily. I could feel poisonous waves of wrath emanate from her. Ursula obviously resented the fact that I had performed well. 

A volunteer manifested out of nowhere and announced that milk and low-cal cookies were being served in the greenroom. The girls, who had only had tea in the morning, rushed towards the greenroom to get themselves refreshments. Since I had had breakfast, I didn’t feel the need for refreshments. Ursula was obviously full too, for she stayed with me. We sat in uncomfortable silence for a good ten minutes. I toyed with the idea of making conversation with Ursula, but then decided against it. I would probably be snubbed and a rebuff wasn’t very good for my self-esteem. 

Just then, Kitty picked the microphone up and announced that she and the other two judges had selected the winner of the talent contest. The other contestants heard Kitty’s announcement and came rushing out of the greenroom, with glasses of milk and cookies in hand. Ursula crossed her legs and then uncrossed them. She restlessly played with a lock of her long blonde hair. I could tell that she was dead nervous. 

I sat with my eyes closed and prayed fervently. God knew how hard I had practiced on the keyboard and the sincerity with which I had played the song. It was almost as if I had expressed my soul through music. 

The Almighty had listened to my prayers. Kitty announced my name in her sweet, maternal voice. I had won. 

The other contestants were obviously disappointed about not winning, but were happy for me. They hugged and congratulated me

graciously. Ursula stared at me murderously. However, she still stood a chance of winning the crown. Kitty announced the name of the contestants selected for the next round. I had made it. So had Ursula. 

The other contestants went back to the green room to get themselves more cookies. Ursula and I sat next to each other in icy silence. Through the slightly parted backstage curtains, I noticed a handsome young man in a yellow and green Sunday Men’s League uniform coming towards us. The smart toothbrush mustache that he sported suited his strong, handsome features perfectly. The prominent sideburns at the sides of his face highlighted his masculinity. The young man’s slightly long brown hair was tied back in a grungy ponytail. I could sense Ursula regarding him with a lot of interest. 

The young man appeared backstage and enclosed me in a warm bear hug “We won, honey” Madison whispered in my ear “and the score was 1-0. Can you guess who made the goal? It was me!” 

“I can’t believe it!” I said careful not to use Madison’s name in Ursula’s presence “you are a hero, honey!” 

“So are you, my darling!” exclaimed Madison showering my face with kisses “I heard you won the talent round”. 

Madison touched my lips with hers. As our lips interlocked in a passionate, never-ending kiss; I was vaguely aware of Ursula’s intensely jealous glare. 

Ursula probably had every reason to resent me. Not only had I won the talent round, but had also snagged the “handsome young man” 

whom she had coveted. 

Chapter 7 - Mommy and Daddy On the eve of the beauty pageant, Priscilla Anderson called the remaining five contestants to practice a final round of catwalk with her. I drove down to Madison Mall, dressed in a pair of tiny white shorts, minty blue cropped top and high heeled nude sandals. The vibrant blue bag that I carried with me completed my ensemble. 

Madison wasn’t able to join me tonight as she had some personal work to attend to. “I want to get it out of the way, so that I can spend the whole of tomorrow with you” she had said over the phone. 

As soon as I entered the auditorium, I saw Ursula talking to Beverly Cullen. Both the women turned as I entered. Ursula’s gaze held open hatred; while Beverly’s…I don’t know. The expression in Beverly’s mysterious dark eyes was inscrutable. 

The other three finalists were on stage, practicing their final round of catwalk with Priscilla. As I traipsed up the stage, all of the girls turned and greeted me warmly. “Okay Florence” Priscilla said “I want you to do a final catwalk for me”. I dumped my bag on one of the nearby chairs and strutted down the stage, with my chin tilted down, and projecting attitude and confidence in my walk. 

“Wow, Florence!” Priscilla burst out impressed “you have perfected the catwalk! I can’t imagine you were struggling to walk in high heels barely two weeks ago!”. 

“The credit goes to a dear friend of mine” I replied mentally thanking Madison “she played music and made me walk to its rhythm”. 

“That’s a very good technique” said Priscilla “I totally approve”. She then wished me and the other contestants all the best, picked up her bag and left the auditorium. 

When I breezed out with the other three contestants, Ursula was still talking to Beverly. It wasn’t until I reached the parking lot that I remembered I had forgotten my bag on a chair on the stage. I

retraced my steps, took the lift to the second floor and entered the auditorium. On first impression, it seemed empty. 

I ran up the stage, got my bag and started moving towards the exit. I suddenly heard the sound of footsteps behind me. I wasn’t alone. 

There was someone else in the auditorium as well. 

I turned back. The big-built Beverly Cullen, dressed in a black t-shirt and pair of baggy trousers, stood right behind me. “Hi” she said briefly. Her deep dark eyes glimmered with some mysterious emotion. 

“Hello” I said extending a hand “I’m Florence. I believe you’re Ms. 

Cullen?” 

“That’s right” said Beverly huskily “But please call me Beverly”. 

Beverly still held my hand. She continued gazing at me. I wondered when Beverly would let go of my hand. This was getting awkward. 

“Florence…” Beverly said huskily and took a step towards me. She let go of my hand and came close to me. “Has anyone told you how achingly young you are, how beautiful…how desirable?” she said stroking the side of my face. I noticed that her eyes were glazed with lust. A film of sweat had formed on Beverly’s upper lip. 

I instinctively took a step backwards. “I’m sorry, Ms. Cullen, but I have to go” I said turning around and taking a step towards the exit. 

“Oh come on” said Beverly grabbing hold of my arm “spend a few moments with me. I promise to…make your evening a memorable one”. 

“You’re mistaken, Ms. Cullen” I said “I…I am not what you think”. 

“Oh, don’t kid me” said Beverly exasperatedly “Don’t tell me you and that goody-goody Madison don’t fuck”. 

I didn’t know how Beverly knew, but she had hit the nail on the head. 

She knew that Madison and I were seeing each other. For the first time, I felt that Madison and I should have been more discreet about our ‘friendship’. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about” I said, trying to wrestle my arm free of Beverly’s vice-like grip “Mrs. Gillette and I are just good friends”. 

“That’s a good fib, you little hypocrite” said Beverly embracing me in a forced hug “do you seriously think I’d buy your clichéd tosh?” 

Beverly’s huge face was just a few inches away from mine. Her breath was hot on my face. Beverly smelt of mint and stale cigarette smoke. In a minute, she pressed her leathery lips on my own soft ones. I resisted and tried to break free. However, Beverly’s still retained the vice-like grip on my arm. She parted my lips and forced her fork-like tongue into my mouth. I let my bag slide down, gripped it in my left hand and whacked Beverly so hard with it that she stopped in shock. 

Beverly’s arm momentarily loosened its grip on mine. Taking advantage of Beverly’s distracted state; I wrenched my arm free and made a dash for the exit. I ran out of the auditorium and didn’t stop until I was safely down in the parking lot. As I was running out, I had been vaguely aware of Beverly yelling something. I think she had been saying:

“How dare you, you fresh little minx?! You’ll regret this!  I’ll make you regret this!” 


***

Madison helped me polish my appearance, speech and mannerisms the whole of next day. I concentrated on looking and feeling my best, and tried to block out thoughts of Beverly and her behavior. Since I wanted to talk only about positive, upbeat things, I desisted from mentioning about the previous day’s disgusting incident to Madison. 

It was wiser to focus on the upcoming event and not get derailed by stupid little happenings. 

Since today’s was going to be the third and final round, all of us had been asked to be present at the auditorium at 4:00 pm sharp. 

Madison offered to drive me to the venue in her blue Bentley. Since today was a Sunday, we decided to take Mollie and Amelia along too. Madison promised to take care of my nieces, while I was in the green room and on stage. 

On our way to the Madison Mall, Madison kept repeating a set of affirmations to keep me in a positive frame of mind. My nieces contributed towards keeping me happy and relaxed by singing all the nursery rhymes they knew. So by the time we reached the auditorium, I was bliss personified. I felt so light and delighted that I felt as if I hadn’t known a day’s sorrow. 

As soon as I entered the auditorium, one of the other finalists beckoned me backstage. I entered it to see Dave Morgan adding finishing touches to a couple of identical black gowns. Kitty Hurst was also there, getting her makeup items ready. The final round was a special one; the finalists were going to be dressed and beautified by the two judges themselves. 

Ursula was very much in the room, trying on her gown. Dave summoned me and asked me to try on a gown too. It was fairly good fit, but was a bit loose at the waist. Dave asked me to take the gown off for a moment and give it to him. I obliged. Dave neatly modified the gown at the waist and returned it to me. I tried on the mended gown. It fit like a magic. 

The soft chiffon of the dress made me feel divine. The dress was a form-fitting one, but was in no way tight. It showed my curves and dips to perfection, without silhouetting my manhood. The plunging neckline of the gown showed a great deal of my creamy bosom, making me feel feminine and powerful. 

Dave presently kneeled down and made me try on a pair of black high heeled slippers. It fit magically. With the gown and magic slippers on, I felt like a princess dressed for a ball. 

Kitty asked me and the other finalists to arrange our hair in any way we liked. Since I was wearing my standard wig of raven-black hair, I didn’t tamper with it much. A bit of superficial combing made “my” 

hair shimmer like black gold. Kitty finished applying makeup on two other contestants and came up to me. 

Kitty started out cleaning my face thoroughly with cleansing lotion and cotton wool. She then applied white foundation evenly on my face, neck and other exposed portions of my body. After that, I could sense that Kitty applied some elaborate eye makeup: she darkened my eyes with kohl, daubed some black and gold eye-shadow on my eyelids and applied a coat or two of mascara after curling my eyelashes. She then applied a light peach-colored lipstick on my mouth and helped me accessorize. The only accessories finalists were given was an identical pair of black pearl earrings and a matching bracelet. 

I looked at myself in the mirror. My raven-black gown contrasted deliciously with my milk-white skin. My eyes looked gorgeous enough to mesmerize anyone. The light lipstick enhanced the bow-shape of my lips perfectly. I beheld my mirror image with awe. For the first times since I was feminized, I blessed old Wagner for having sneaked female hormones into my food. Being Florence was far more satisfying than being Finn had been. In a moment of benevolence, I decided not to take any legal action against Wagner for what he had done. 

After helping us dress, Kitty and Dave wished us all “best of luck” 

and went downstairs to take their seats at the judge’s panel. Hugo Gillette was there too, looking as stuffy as ever in a closed-collared grey suit and a striped blue tie. His face, as usual, was devoid of mirth. I wondered how the warm, perpetually smiling Madison had got hitched to this lugubrious lump of a man. 

The final round commenced. Ursula’s name was announced first. 

She glided on stage and stood at the designated spot with a hand placed stylishly on her hips. I was called second and I sashayed on stage, smiling and waving at the audience. The huge wave of cheer that swept through the assembled crowd reassured me of my popularity. The names of the other three contestants were announced. They too wafted on to the stage and took their positions. 

The judges started asking us questions randomly, irrespective of the order in which we were standing on stage. “In what ways do you think beauty contests help women?” Dave asked one of my friends. 

The girl said something about beauty pageants helping women get in touch with their inner beauty. Kitty asked Ursula where she’d see herself in 15 years. “In your place, judging another group of talented young women” Ursula replied smugly. Hugo Gillette stuffily asked another finalist who the most influential person in her life was. “My mom” the girl gave a predictable answer. “If you were given a chance to be someone else, who would that be?” Dave asked another contestant. The girl answered, but I wasn’t paying attention to her words. I was instead distracted by the sight of the big, bull-like Beverly ambling towards the stage and waving madly at Ursula. As the fourth contestant finished answering Dave’s question, I saw Ursula get down the stage and join Beverly. Beverly seemed to be showing Ursula something that looked like a card. Presently, I saw Ursula gasp. Her lean skinny hand went up to her mouth. When Beverly gloatingly held the card up and waved it in front of the stage, I recognized it as my ID which said that I was “Male”! I had kept my ID card in my bag several months ago and had forgotten all about it! 

The sly Beverly had obviously sneaked into the green room while I was on stage, rummaged through my bag and found the incriminating piece of proof. My heart hammered painfully in my chest. I could feel perspiration run down my back. I spotted Madison in the audience, and noticed that she looked worried too. I should have seen trouble coming. The vicious Beverley and Ursula would go to any lengths to take revenge on me. Beverly couldn’t face the fact that I had rejected her advances and Ursula was mighty jealous

that the “young man” that she had coveted happened to be mine. 

Dear God, what would be my fate now? 

“What’s the matter Ms. Cullen and Ms. Port?” Hugo demanded

“aren’t you aware that you are disrupting the beauty contest finals?” 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Gillette” replied Beverly “but I just found out something that might affect the results of the contest”. 

“What is it Ms. Cullen?” Hugo asked. I could see that his curiosity was piqued. 

“This” said Beverly, lumbering up to Hugo. Ursula strutted up to Hugo too. Hugo glanced at the card and subsequently stared at me. 

His face turned red with rage as he realized that what Ursula and Beverly were insinuating was true. 

“Get off the stage, you bloody transsexual” Hugo ordered me “how dare you sneak into a competition meant exclusively for women?!” 

As Hugo spoke these words, an incredulous gasp went through the audience. 

“I’m sorry, Sir” I said in a contrite, yet dignified manner “but was forced to do this because of circumstances”. 

“No circumstances can justify an unethical act!” Hugo bellowed

“please don’t try to sway me with some far-fetched, fabricated tale!”. 

“Very well, Sir, I won’t” I said with dignity “I am sorry about what I did and shall leave the stage immediately if that’s what you want me to do” 

“Wait!” Madison stopped me as I made a move to get off the stage

“stay where you are, Florence. I think you have every right to be in the pageant as the person who selected you was none other than me!”. 

Hugo’s wrathful eyes turned on his wife. “Are you out of your mind, Madison?” he demanded “how could you possibly select a transgendered person for the pageant?” 

“Well, what’s wrong with that?” Madison brusquely retorted “Florence looks and feels like any other girl. Besides….she needed the money for a worthy cause”. 

“What worthy cause?” Hugo demanded to know. 

“That I am not at liberty to say” said Madison, hugging my two nieces close to her. 

While both Hugo and Madison were giving each other murderous looks, Kitty turned to Hugo and sweetly said: “If I may say something, Mr. Gillette…Dave and I would like to ask Florence the question. We wish to give her a chance to answer too”. 

“Yes, Mr. Gillette, it’s a sincere request” said Dave “Florence has performed exceptionally well in the previous rounds. As you know, she even won the talent contest. I think it would be unfair to disqualify her at this point”. 

“As far as we are concerned” Kitty continued “Florence is as eligible a contestant as any other girl”. 

“Okay, suit yourselves!” said Hugo grudgingly. He reclined on his seat, as Kitty asked me a question. 

“Suppose you were crowned the winner tonight” she sweetly asked

“what would you do with the prize money?” 

“I have two little nieces who are very precious to me” I said sincerely

“they are the only relatives I have. Since the girls have lost their parents, I have their custody (and would like to retain it). If I win the prize money, I will be able to continue sending them to playschool and provide them with a better quality of life”. 

That may not have been the most eloquent speech on earth. But, at least, it had come from the heart. 

“Thank you, Florence” murmured Kitty and sat down. The next ten minutes were tense ones for me and the other contestants. Ursula had left her scheming friend and had taken her position on stage. I could sense that every sinew in her body was tense. I could empathize with Ursula. I was going crazy with suspense as well. 

Kitty, Dave and Hugo seemed to be adding the points they had given each of the contestants. They seemed to be taking an eternity to do the task. They also seemed to be engaged in a minor debate. 

Finally, all of them nodded their heads in unison. I realized that they had, finally, come to a decision. 

When I was announced as the winner, I couldn’t help breaking into tears of joy. Just as I was crowned by Kitty and handed over the prize-money and coupons, I felt my world go dark. I had fainted. No one could blame me. The day had certainly been an eventful one. 

Life was good after having won the money. I won the custody battle and earned the right to keep Mollie and Amelia with me forever. 

Since they wanted a mommy, I continued dressing as Florence. It was a matter of time before I underwent Sex Reassignment Surgery and became a “complete woman”. Having a vagina made me feel more feminine than before. The plethora of sensations I now experienced were much more pleasurable than when I had a penis. I had never felt more feminine, more womanly or motherly than now. 

My darling Madison separated from Hugo and started living with me and the girls. She rejoined the firm she had quit and started working as a CA again. I quit my job at Elegance and became a full-time mommy. Soon Madison’s divorce came through, leaving her legally free to marry me. Madison and I soon had a simple church wedding, with her dressed in a black suit and I dressed in a beautiful white bridal gown. My two little bridesmaids, Mollie and Amelia, looked adorable in their shell-pink frocks and floral wreaths. 

“Mommy” Amelia lisped “you look pretty”. 

“Thank you, sweetheart” I said stroking her soft blonde hair “you look pretty too”. 

I dreamily gazed into a distance, where the suited-booted Madison had picked up Mollie and had spiritedly lifted her high in the air. I reflected on the gains and losses life could bring. The girls had lost Cecelia, but had found a mommy in me. They had lost Ivan, but found a daddy in Madison. 

I couldn’t stop smiling when the photographer took a picture of Madison, me and our girls. Ours was a perfect family, with a mother and father figure and two of the world’s prettiest little girls. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Title: Slippery Slope in a Mall

Subtitle:The Joy of Being a Mommy 

Series: Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform



Introduction: A soft, sensitive story of an MTF individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. Finn O’Brien is a not-so-well-to-do 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of deceased sister’s children: 6 year old Mollie and 3 year old Amelia. 

When his boss, Rowan Wagner offers, Finn a 20% hike in salary if he comes to work dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as “Florence Firth”: a sexy sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy—one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

Eventually, much to Finn’s stupefaction, he discovers that his body is getting feminized. Finn attributes this unexplained phenomenon to some mysterious, magical process. 

Finn must take full advantage of his feminized body, if he is take part in a local beauty pageant which promises a reward of £2000 and 20

family dining coupons to the winner—a prize that would help Finn provide a better quality of life to his nieces. And Finn has the full support of Madison Gillette, the kind 35 year old wife of the owner of Madison Mall. 

Characters:

Finn O’Brian/ Florence Firth: is the 19 year old protagonist of the story.  Finn is a devoted uncle who works hard to maintain the

custody of his deceased sister’s children. He is drawn towards 35

year old Madison, whom he perceives to be kind and competent. 

When his boss, Wagner, offers him a 20% raise in return for coming to work dressed as a female sales attendant, Finn reluctantly agrees. 

He does this in order to be able to provide a better quality of life to his nieces. As Finn achieves great success as a female sales assistant, he finds his body getting feminized. Finn must take full advantage of his feminized body if he is to participate in the local beauty pageant, the winner of which gets £2000 and 20 family dining coupons—prizes which would help Finn look after his nieces better. 

Madison Gillette: is the 35 year old wife of the owner of Madison Mall. Madison is 5 feet 9 inches tall and has a fit, muscular body. 

Madison has kind grey eyes, a strong nose and a wide generous smile. Madison is swayed by Finn’s beautiful looks and loving nature. 

She wants to help him financially, hence shortlists him for the local beauty pageant, winning which would earn Finn a substantial amount of money and 20 dining coupons. Madison is very supportive of Finn and loving towards his nieces. 

Mollie Hill: is the 6 year old niece of Finn. Mollie is a cute little girl with dark hair, dark eyes and dimpled cheeks. She is jovial by nature and resembles her deceased mother. Mollie is mature for her age and understands why Finn must dress as Florence. Mollie takes a great fondness towards Madison. 

Amelia Hill: is the 3 year old niece of Finn. Amelia is a cute little girl with blonde hair and blue eyes. She is reticent by nature and resembles her deceased dad. Amelia is extremely attached to Finn. 

In spite of being slow to warm up to people, Amelia takes a great liking for Madison. 

Rowan Wagner: is the 55 year old owner of Elegance, the clothes shop Finn works in. Wagner is short, bald and has tiny pig-like eyes. 

Wagner believes that sexy female assistants are more successful than their male counterparts. He, therefore, convinces Finn to work as a female sales assistant for a 20% hike in salary. 

Hugo Gillette: is the 45 year old husband of Madison and the owner of Madison Mall. Hugo is squarely built, has salt and pepper hair and a stony expressionless face. Hugo decides to have a beauty pageant in the mall in order to attract more customers. He asks his wife to shortlist 15 girls of her choice for the pageant. Hugo appears as one of the judges of the talent round and adjudges Florence as the winner. He is infuriated when Beverly and Ursula tell him the truth about Finn. Hugo feels that it is unethical for a transsexual individual to take part in a beauty contest meant exclusively for females. 

However, Hugo’s co-judges convince him otherwise. 

Dave Morgan: is an American fashion-designer who is one of the judges of the beauty pageant held in Madison Mall. Dave is a lean sexy man in his 40s, with an open manner and a charming smile. He is a fair person who judges the contestant objectively and impartially. 

Kitty Hurst: is a Mancunian beautician who is one of the judges of the beauty pageant held in Madison Mall. Kitty is a sweet, maternal-mannered woman in her 40s. Like Dave, Kitty too too is a fair person who judges the contestant objectively and impartially. 

Ursula Port: is a tall, minx like blonde who is one of the contestants of the beauty pageant Florence takes part in. Ursula is beautiful, but her mean, unethical nature makes her unattractive. Ursula perceives Florence as her strongest competitor and does everything in her power to jeopardize Florence’s chances of winning. When Madison dresses as a male football player in order to be able to participate in the Men’s Sunday League match, Ursula confuses her to be a bona fide male. She falls for the ‘handsome young football player’ and feels extremely jealous when she realizes that that the ‘young man’

is Florence’s ‘boyfriend’. 

Beverly Cullen: is the tall, well-built co-owner of Madison Mall. 45

year Beverly is feminist who is dead set against the beauty pageant as she evidently feels that they objectify woman. When Beverly looks at all the nubile young beauty pageant contestants, she feels animosity mingled with sexual anxiety. Beverly finds Florence attractive and makes a pass at her. When Florence rejects her

advances, a vicious Beverly looks seeks to take revenge against Florence. 

Esme Meyers: is a tall, statuesque sales assistant who works at Elegance. Esme uses her luscious figure and sweet voice to her advantage and helps the store owner make great sales. When Esme meets with an accident and takes 16 weeks to recuperate, Wagner asks Finn to dress as a woman in order to replace Esme. After Esme recovers, she is proposed to by her boyfriend. Therefore, Esme quits suddenly, throwing Wagner in a great state of agitation. Wagner then requests Finn to continue playing the part of the female sales assistant for a few months longer, until he finds a permanent replacement for Esme. 

Jane Collins: is a tall, gaunt, freckle-faced girl who works as a sales assistant in Elegance. Jane is aware of Florence’s true gender, and is supportive of her. 

Heidi Craig: is a quiet, mousy girl who also works as a sales assistant at Elegance. Heidi is also aware of Florence’s true gender, and is supportive of her. 

Miriam Fitzgerald: is the pleasantly plump nursery school teacher of Finn’s nieces. The chubby-faced Miriam phones Finn when Amelia falls off the swing and has got three stitches. Since Finn doesn’t have time to change into male clothes, he drives down to the play school dressed as a woman. Miriam doesn’t recognize Florence as Finn and accepts his story that s(he) is the children’s aunt. The resemblance between Finn, Florence and Mollie keeps Miriam from being suspicious about Florence’s real identity. 

Coach Murphy: is the tall, well-built ruggedly handsome coach of Men’s Sunday League. Coach Murphy calls Finn one day before a crucial match and asks him to fill in for an injured player. Since the talent round of the beauty pageant is fixed for the same day, Finn says that he is unable to come. Madison offers to play on Finn’s behalf but Coach Murphy is against the idea of taking the risk of selecting a woman to play in the team. However, when he finds out

that Madison is an especially good player, Coach Murphy decides to take the risk and lets Madison play, disguised as a male player. 

Priscilla Anderson: is a slim, svelte coach who teaches the beauty pageant contestants how to catwalk. 

Ben: is a friend of Finn’s who works as a server at the food court of Madison Mall. Ben doesn’t recognize Finn when he is dressed in drag. 

Eddie: is a cook at the foot court who sustains a few injuries when fire breaks out at the food court. 

Cecelia O’Brian-Hill: is Finn’s sister who has raised him. Cecelia tragically passes away at 29 in a tragic freak accident, leaving behind two little girls. 

Ivan Hill: is Finn’s deceased brother-in-law. Ivan is a construction worker who tragically passes away in a tipper vehicle accident, leaving Cecelia alone to raise two little children. 

Alan Hill: is Ivan’s drunkard of a brother who stands to gain the custody of his brother’s children if Finn is unable to support them. 

John: the elderly janitor at the children’s play school. 
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SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is

now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. 

However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. 

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

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

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they

haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training

institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. 

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

(Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

A Slippery Slope in 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. 

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. 

Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage

in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, 

never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" 

him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of

“Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah

points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates

the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 

OTHER BOOKS

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. 

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card

reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

a temple prostitute. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he will be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time “he”) was born with

wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” 

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. 

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called

‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 

Dreams Don't Die

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

Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? 

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. 

But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies

every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





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

-soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 
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