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Chapter 1 - A Buxom, Redhead

“I think we’ll bag it”, Valerie, my rich, vain girlfriend declared. She jiggled her gold bracelets and tossed her dark mane. 

“Are you sure?” asked Bianca, my sweet, blonde pal “I don’t know if The Aarons  are better than  Jenny and the Felines”. By  The Aarons, Bianca meant our band. I was the lead vocalist and guitarist, Veronica played the keyboard, while Bianca played the tambourine. 

 The Aarons did very well locally. My pals said that it was because people could relate to me: an 18 year old cheery, redheaded boy. 

They loved my gentle voice, “cute” freckles and boyish (if somewhat, sloppy) charm. Everyone adored me as I was. 

“Forget  Jenny and the Felines, babe” I presently dismissed Bianca’s worries “we will definitely bag the contract with Lothario Records”. 

“Yes, we ought to” I mentally reassured myself. After all,  The Aarons had left no stone unturned for the past few months. We had made a demo album, bought great quality equipment and had even hired a manager. All this had been possible because of Valerie’s wealthy old dad: Arthur Johnson. Mr. Johnson was the owner and CEO of Johnson industries. He disapproved of me (as Valerie’s boyfriend), but would do anything for his darling daughter. 

“Right, we were great at the auditions” confirmed Valerie presently

“Cummings said Brando was impressed”. 

“Cummings would say anything to please you” I muttered under my breath “after all, he’s the lackey-manager hired by your old man”. My remark wasn’t off the mark. Cummings, our gangling, simpering manager, had the hots for Valerie. He would say almost anything to make her happy. I, however, had to admit that our auditions had gone well. But it was hard to tell what Brando, the head of Lothario Records thought of us. He had sat stony-faced, throughout the

auditions, staring hard at my two girl pals. When we had thanked him at the end, Brando remained expressionless. 

Presently, Cummings walked into our recording studio. He was grinning from ear to ear. Really, the idiot couldn’t stop drooling at the sight of Valerie. I tried to subdue my irritation and concentrate on the news Cummings had to convey. 

“Brando gave us the green flag, babe!” he said wrapping Valerie in a sudden, crushing embrace “you girls are  in! ” 

“That’s great!” said Valerie trying to disentangle herself from Cummings’s bear hug “I knew it!” 

“He loved both of you” Cummings turned to beam at Bianca “Brando loved you girls!” 

I felt anxiety stir in my stomach. Why was Cummings saying Brando loved “the girls”? What about me? I was the one who had formed The Aarons in the first place. 

“You mean he loved  The Aarons, right?” I asked uneasily. 

“Sure, lad” said Cummings suddenly looking nervous “Brando loved The Aarons. But…” he tailed off. 

“But….” I prompted. 

Cummings remained silent. I could sense both my girl pals becoming tense. 

“Speak up, Cummings” commanded Valerie “or has the cat got your tongue?”. 

“There’s a small catch” replied Cummings coughing and not meeting Valerie’s gaze. 

“What?” barked Valerie. 

“Brando does want Aaron in the band” Cummings finally said “he wants a third  girl,  preferably a redheaded one”. 


***

There was a long, dumbstruck silence. 

“How’s that possible?” asked Bianca finally “how can we be  The Aarons  without Aaron?” 

“You’ll have to oblige Brando; otherwise the contract will go to  Jenny and the Felines” Cummings said “it’s your call”. He shrugged. 

“We can’t allow another band to get  our contract!” Valerie protested

“we’ve worked so  hard for it!”. She refrained from mentioning the money her dad had poured into the venture. 

“That’s right” I said “I can’t afford to be selfish.  The Aarons  is bigger than me”. 

“Are you sure, Darling?” asked Bianca caressing my cheek “is it okay if we take another girl?” 

“Absolutely” I said putting on a brave face “you may take any girl in Sunnysky”. 

“Cynthia Perry is a good choice” said Valerie “she is red-headed and also has a rich husky voice”. 

My mind went into a tizzy at the mention of Cynthia Perry. If there was ever sex on legs, Cynthia was it. With her big bosom, long legs and luxuriant red mane, Cynthia could set the whole town on fire. I don’t want to be misunderstood here. Even though I loved Valerie and Bianca dearly, I was also crazy about other girls. Polygamy is the typical trait of any teenage boy, and I was no exception. And Cynthia topped the list of girls I occasionally dated and  frequently fantasized about. She was a great flirt and very promiscuous. I believe she had an especial soft spot for me. 

It was uncharacteristically generous of Valerie to suggest Cynthia. 

The two had been fierce rivals in the past, competing to display their extravagant lifestyles and gain hegemony over me. But it was obvious that bagging the contract mattered more than personal feelings to Valerie. This was the first sign of martyrdom I had ever seen in her. 

Bianca and I agreed to Valerie’s idea. Bianca was especially happy because Cynthia was a close friend of hers. So, Cynthia was selected. She performed in the second set of auditions. Brando evidently  loved her. He apparently stared at her goggle-eyed throughout the performance. 

On the day before the final round of auditions, Bianca rushed into our recording studio. She looked flushed and extremely anxious. 

“I’ve got bad news” she said. 

“What happened?” Valerie and I chorused. 

“Cynthia has eloped” said Bianca “with a boy from Pembrook. The two have gone away to another city” 

“Oh my God!” exclaimed Valerie in dismay “what about the auditions??!” 

“We’ll have to find a replacement” said Bianca, pensively chewing her lip. 

“Or an impersonator!” quipped the crafty-minded Valerie. 

“Right….” agreed Bianca “we need an impersonator….until Cynthia returns”. Both the girls were looking at me intently. I got a whiff of the girls’ thoughts and flushed under their scrutiny. 

Chapter 2 - The “New” Diva

“No!” I exclaimed protesting in response to what I knew was on their minds “I can  never ever do it!” 

“It’s only for  one  audition, Aaron” Bianca reminded me “we’re not asking you to become Cynthia forever!”. She laughed mildly at the idea. I remained unconvinced and shook my head. 

“Oh come on, Darling” said Valerie, using her best wheedling tone. 

She cuddled up to me and said, “Wouldn’t you do this wee little thing for  me?”. She looked at me appealingly, with her velvety black eyes. 

I could feel Valerie’s soft, rounded bosom against my arm. The fragrance of her expensive perfume engulfed me, sending me into a tizzy. It’s incredible; the powerful effect Valerie could have on me. I could never resist her willful, feminine charms. In other words, I couldn’t ever say “No” to her. 

“If you insist” I finally said “but only for a day, all right. Folks from Sunnysky will recognize me”. 

“That’s a concern” agreed Bianca. She knew what I was talking about. Sunnysky was a small town with less than 15,000 people. It was a small close-knit community, which boasted of a small church, a sports field (segregated for playing soccer and baseball) and Sunnysky High School. Local businesses thrived in Sunnysky, making almost no way for corporate giants. We had a small mall, a few clothes shops and of course, Dad White’s “Touch of Class”, a favorite hangout of me and my friends. 

I had considered living in a small town a boon. There was less traffic and competition; and more intimacy and hospitality. The cost of living was low, which meant we could afford things people in bigger cities couldn’t. There was less schoolwork: a feature that suited natural rhythms of youth. We could spend a lot of our time dancing, playing and romancing. 

But the intimacy in Sunnysky felt like a curse right now. I feared that people would recognize me if I tried to impersonate Cynthia Perry. 

The Perry twins, Cynthia and Jackson, had come to Sunnysky from an upscale school called Pembrook. Their parents were based in New York or some other big American city. The Perry siblings had lived independently until Jackson went missing about two years back. Since then, Cynthia had lived alone. 

Even though Cynthia flirted with us boys and was a close friend of Bianca’s, she never revealed her innermost feelings. She was, in many ways, highly mysterious. Or maybe, she thought the unrefined

“townies” of Sunnysky wouldn’t understand her finer feelings. So, it wasn’t likely that she had let anyone other than Bianca know of her elopement. 

However, it was a totally different case with me. My parents were prominent faces in Sunnysky. My dad, John, a highly conservative old-fashioned businessman, was an integral part of the Sunnysky community. So was my affable mother, Madeline Smith. 

Besides, the whole city knew me: as a boy with a good heart and pratfall ways. There was no escaping that. 

“Oh, don’t worry” Valerie presently reassured “I’ll fly mommy’s world famous makeup artist Dame Adeline from San Francisco. Daddy will send his private jet to fetch her. Under Adeline’s expert makeup, no one will ever guess that you  aren’t  Cynthia!” 

“Okay, baby” I reluctantly said “I’ll do as you say”. 

“Oh Darling, I knew you’d agree!” said Valerie kissing me fully on the mouth. Even with Bianca watching, she slid a sly tongue into my mouth, exploring its insides. I felt helpless in the face of an amorous attack of such intensity. I let myself relax and melt into Valerie’s arms. She let her tongue make contact with and tussle with mine, sending electric shocks all over my body. Sex could control me totally. Valerie knew this and used it to make me a slave to her every whim. 

***

The next morning saw us at the Johnson residence, in Valerie’s boudoir. Dame Adeline was already waiting for me when I arrived, with Valerie and Bianca alongside her. A far cry from the comfortable, fluffy white-haired tabby I had imagined her to be; Dame Adeline was quite young (mid 40s perhaps)….and remarkably beautiful. She was tall, slender and had a classically beautiful face. 

As to whether her looks were natural or the result of her own expertise at applying makeup, I don’t know. 

She gave me a warm, welcoming smile as I walked in and said: “Ms. 

Johnson says you need to impersonate this…” she indicated Cynthia Perry’s photo taken from the school yearbook “…this girl. In less than an hour, no one will be able to tell the difference between you and Cynthia”. 

“Are you sure?” I asked skeptically. 

“Of course” said Dame Adeline appraising me “you have got a naturally lean waist. All we have to do is pad you up a bit…” 

“A lot….over here” said Valerie, rolling her eyes and indicating the chest area. 

“True” agreed Dame Adeline and gently studied my face. “You’ve got good features, Aaron” she said “Your eye color also matches Cynthia’s. All we have do to is to make your eyes look wider, nose slimmer and lips a bit fuller”. 

“His hair too is the same color as Cynthia’s” pointed out Bianca “the same flaming red”. 

“I am called the ‘Ember Head’ for nothing” I said ruefully. 

“Yes, but that fact won’t help” replied Dame Adeline “Aaron has short hair. He’ll have to wear a wig to replicate Cynthia’s long, luxuriant mane”. 

“Oh great, now I’ll be saddled with a wig too” I thought dolefully. 

Dame Adeline immediately got to work. She made me strip down to my underwear, which made my girl pals giggle. Ignoring them, Dame Adeline retrieved a gigantic pink bra from her bag, stuffed them with huge falsies and asked me to wear it. I put the bra on with much discomfiture. It felt highly embarrassing to sport pendulous fake breasts. 

But then, Cynthia was a buxom girl. Her ripe, mature breasts were her biggest attraction. These indicators of fecund womanhood, coupled with a seemingly innocent face, drove the boys crazy. I didn’t know a single guy who didn’t want to get into Cynthia’s knickers. As to how many succeeded, I don’t know. 

Dame Adeline retrieved a hair removing gel from her bag. She spread it out evenly on my arms, legs and underarms. She let the gel soak in for ten minutes. She then removed it with a spatula, leaving my skin smooth and hairless. Since my face was already clean-shaven and “silky”, Dame Adeline set to work immediately. She worked on my eyes, eyelashes, nose, cheekbones and lips. In less than half an hour, she was done. 

Since,  The Aarons were to perform the romantic “I won’t leave you lonely tonight”, a hit single from Shania Twain’s 1990s album, and we chose to wear classic evening gowns. Dame Adeline picked a teal blue one for me, a mustard one for Bianca and a sea green one for Valerie. She made us wear them with matching silver stilettos. 

Dame Adeline added the final touch by salvaging a nice red wig from her bag, and fitting it over my head. 

When she finally allowed me to stand in front of the full length mirror, I couldn’t believe my eyes. A spitting image of Cynthia Perry stared back at me. 


***


Fifteen minutes later, Bianca, Valerie and I were at the audition venue. I felt extremely self-conscious and uncomfortable in the female attire, but no one noticed anything amiss. To people on the street, I was a beautiful, young girl, just stepping into womanhood. 

To the average observer, I was as much a young woman as Bianca or Valerie. 

“I told you” whispered Valerie nudging me “Dame Adeline is an EXPERT. After all, she has been honored by the queen of England with a title”. 

“Give Aaron some credit, too” Bianca said lightly “He’s carrying himself so well!” 

“True” Valerie said “I saw some guys giving Aaron ‘the old eye!’”. 

My girl pals tittered at my expense. I felt myself blushing. Yet I couldn’t refute the truth of their remarks. For a regular, sports-loving guy; I was carrying myself well as a girl…remarkably so, in fact. And as Valerie pointed out, one or two guys (boob-men, no doubt) gave me some very interested glances. 

This was just the tip of the iceberg. I turned out to be a total success at the auditions. Brando turned out to be the biggest boob-man of them all. While I performed the dance moves and sang one octave higher than usual (in a passable imitation of Cynthia’s sensual voice), Brando’s bulging eyes stayed riveted on me. It was clear that he was mentally undressing me. I felt truly and utterly disgusted. 

There was something ineffably gross about a middle-aged obese, balding man ogling a young girl. 

Brando was extremely polite and uncharacteristically loquacious after the auditions. He shook my girl pals’ hands and made chit-chat with me. And all the while, Brando found excuses to touch me. His podgy palm grazed my bare inner arm….my shoulder….my stomach. All seemingly innocent touches, but I bet they were deliberate. 

 The depraved bastard. 

When the audition finally finished and  The Aarons had signed the contract with Lothario Records, I was ready to puke with revulsion. 

“I now understand what you girls go through” I told Bianca and Valerie empathetically “we men can be dogs”. 

“We’ve had our share of creepy incidents” replied Valerie “but they weren’t as bad as yours”. 

“Poor Darling, my heart goes out to you” said Bianca half-teasingly

“to be Brando’s object of attraction must be hard”. 

“You bet” I said dryly. 

“Any news from Cynthia?” I asked Bianca after a while. 

“No” replied Bianca indicating her cell phone “Cynthia isn’t responding to my messages”. 

“Don’t tell me this pantomime has to go on” I said warily. 

“Only until Cynthia returns” said Bianca reassuringly “I am sure she will come back soon. Cynthia loses interest in men just like a kid gets jaded with a new toy”. 

“I sure hope you’re right” I said feeling extremely tired. The exhaustion must have shown on my face for Valerie asked:

“How about an ice cream soda at Dad White’s? It will refresh you”. 

“I could use one” I admitted wearily. 

Dad White’s Touch of Class was a fifteen minute walk away from the audition venue. It was owned by the generous, affable Theo “Dad” 

White, whom I and my gang loved. Dad White often gave us ice creams, burgers and other snacks on credit. We’d returned the favor

by running a signature campaign to prevent Dad White’s shop from being demolished. 

We presently walked into the shop. It remained as old-fashioned as ever, with cream-colored walls, a soda fountain and even a jukebox! 

Dad White sat at the counter, grinning from ear to ear. He was a pleasantly plump, balding man of about 55, with a jet black mustache and the warmest grin. 

“Hello, girls” Dad greeted as we walked in “what’s up?” 

“A contract with Lothario records!” Valerie proudly announced. 

“Well done, kids!” said Dad White enthusiastically “I knew  The Aarons would make it! Where is Aaron, by the way?” Dad looked around, as if expecting me to manifest out of thin air. 

I suppressed an urge to guffaw. Here I was standing right in front of an age-old acquaintance, and Dad had failed to recognize me! Dame Adeline was indeed an expert. 

“Actually….” Bianca said hesitantly “the recording company head chose Cynthia instead of Aaron”. 

Dad White looked disappointed for a moment. But, he soon recovered. 

“Good for you, Cynthia” he presently said good-naturedly “this calls for a celebration. What will you girls have?” 

“Three ice-cream sodas please” replied Valerie “and oh, the treat’s on me”. 


***

The three of us finished our ice-cream sodas and hung out in Touch of Class for some time. As we got ready to leave, I spotted Potbelly walking towards Dad White’s. Philip “Potbelly” Davis was my best male buddy from childhood. He was famous in Sunnysky for his grey

crown beanie, voracious appetite and apathy towards girls. Potbelly was a lazy guy who enjoyed just eating, sleeping and playing with his baby sister. But he was unfailingly loyal to me. If I asked for Potbelly’s little finger, I swear he would chop it off for me. 

We passed Potbelly on the way out. 

“Hey, Potbelly” Bianca and Valerie greeted. 

Potbelly nodded at them tersely. 

As he, I felt obliged to say something. 

“Hey Potbelly” I said in what I thought was the best imitation of Cynthia’s voice. 

“Hey, Aaron” my best buddy replied. 

Chapter 3 - Boys, Pills and Babies

“Potbelly?!” I hissed in disbelief “How did you know?!” 

“Musk” my childhood pal replied mysteriously. 

“Musk?” I repeated baffled “what on earth is that supposed to mean?” 

Even in my puzzled daze, I was acutely aware of Dad’s growing interest in the exchange between Potbelly and me and hoped that Dad didn’t hear him calling me Aaron. It was extremely unusual for Potbelly to be seen talking to a girl for more than a minute. 

Childhood friends, of course, were an exception. No one would have raised an eyebrow had Potbelly been talking to Bianca. But chatting up the man-eating Cynthia? That was a different ballgame entirely. 

I also became aware of Bianca and Valerie waiting for me. I gestured them to go ahead. Then I took Potbelly’s arm and started steering him in the opposite direction. 

“Hey what’re you doing?!’” Potbelly asked in protest “I need to eat my hamburgers and fries at White’s”. 

“You can eat all the hamburgers and fries you want later” I said continuing to briskly walk with Potbelly “But I first need to discuss important things with you. Is there any place where we could talk?” 

“My place is right there, I guess” ventured Potbelly. 

“Your folks not at home?” I questioned while energetically strutting on, still holding Potbelly’s arm. 

“Dad’s at work” replied Potbelly “Mom has gone to visit her sister. 

She has taken Jujube along. So, the coast’s clear”. 

We walked on for five more minutes in silence. Then, when the streets became nearly deserted, Potbelly subjected me to a curious glance: “What’s with you, by the way? Why are you dressed like a funny dork?” 

“I am supposed to be dressed as Cynthia Perry!” I exclaimed outraged. 

In spite of the discomfort, my new attire had bestowed some amount of feminine pride in me. While most guys worshipped the ground Cynthia walked on, my woman-hating pal hadn’t even recognized her doppelganger. This was so  typically Potbelly. And so tremendously infuriating. 

“Relax, man” replied Potbelly “I know Cynthia, but haven’t  stared  at her enough. I happen to have good manners” he added sarcastically, taking an obvious dig at my penchant for skirt chasing. 

It was a well-aimed insult, but I wasn’t rising to take the bait. I quickly filled Potbelly in on the recent events. 

“That’s grim” said Potbelly after I had finished “I don’t envy you, Aaron”. 

We walked in heavy silence until we reached the Davis’s residence. 

It was a modest house, with a shingled roof and a pretty little garden. 

As soon as we entered the premises; Hercules, Potbelly’s long-haired sheepdog, rushed to greet me. 

“I am not sure if he would have given the real Cynthia such a warm welcome” observed Potbelly. 

I patted Hercules and then threw myself on Potbelly’s comfortable bean bag. “Will you finally explain the meaning of your cryptic words?” I asked urgently “what did you mean by ‘musk’?” 

“You have an odd musky odor” replied Potbelly “I can smell you from miles away”. 

“Really, Potbelly” I replied half-amused, half-offended “you make me sound like an animal in heat”. 

Potbelly just shrugged. Offended as I was, I had to marvel at Potbelly’s olfactory talents. His needle-shaped nose was famous in Sunnysky for detecting food from miles away. And today, Potbelly had literally been able to “smell me”, his best friend, out. 

“For how long have I smelled ‘musky’?” I asked with curiosity and faint embarrassment. 

Potbelly thought for a minute. “Since the time we guys hit puberty” 

he replied “that was when you started smelling like an overripe onion. After a soccer match, you smelled musky. After a night at Valerie’s, you smelled the same. I guess your hormones work overtime”. 

“Wow” I whistled “I smell like ‘an overripe onion’. Yet nobody has told me this before”. 

“They don’t have my exceptional olfactory talents” replied Potbelly proudly patting his needle nose. After a minute, he turned serious

“but frankly-speaking Aaron, it’s a little more than your musky smell. 

It’s your positive and upbeat aura. As your childhood friend, I’d know it anywhere”. 

I was touched at the display of sentimentality by my usually stoic friend. I jumped to my feet and enclosed Potbelly in a warm, tight embrace. 

“Get off me, old boy” said Potbelly “your musky odor is stifling me”. 

In spite of his apparently frivolous comment, I knew Potbelly was touched. His voice was gruff with emotion. 

“I hope I can count on you, Potbelly” I said looking him in the eye

“Cynthia hasn’t returned yet. I’ll have to keep up this act until she does. The contract is extremely important to  The Aarons”. 

“Of course, Aaron” said Potbelly “my lips are sealed. But be careful of Richard. He’d do anything to pull you down”. 

Potbelly was referring to “Richard” Brown, my friend and archival (an oxymoron). Richard was a vain, conceited guy who competed with me in sports and dating girls. Yet we hung out and enjoyed playing soccer together. In spite of our grudging friendship, Richard never let go of a chance to play practical jokes on me. 

“Yes” I presently said to Potbelly “I’ll be wary of that slick-haired, silver-tongued slime ball”. 


***

On Bianca and Valerie’s insistence, I attended school dressed as Cynthia Perry. Dame Adeline gave me a “modest” wardrobe, comprising of a close-fitting polo necked top, a short checked pleated skirt and white leggings. Predictably, my skin-colored bra was padded with humongous falsies and head fitted with the luxuriant red wig. Dame Adeline gave me a cute pair of black suede shoes. As before, the makeup she did was flawless. 

As I sashayed into Sunnysky High, boys literally fell on the ground. 

They couldn’t take their eyes off the curves and contours of my beautiful body. . The attention felt amusing at first, and I had to suppress the urge to cackle. But as time passed, even my close buddies “Fredrick” Thompson and Peter Washington began ogling me, making me uncomfortable. Fredrick was a huge dimwit, with a great heart; while Peter was a regular guy who enjoyed cartooning. I played sports with the two guys and got along extremely well with them. Their respective girlfriends, Mandy Clark and Nina Rodriguez, were my friends too. 

It was inexpressibly embarrassing to have my close friends ogle me. 

I felt my cheeks flushing hot as the huge hulk and the handsome black cast flirtatious glances in my direction. I earnestly wished the guys wouldn’t detect my blush. It would be extremely

uncharacteristic of Cynthia to go red in the face. The girl was a brazen one; she didn’t have one shy bone in her curvaceous body. 

During lunch break, Bianca shared her homemade Hercules with me. They were delicious, to say the least. I marveled at how multi-faceted my childhood pal was. Bianca could cook, bake, write, sew and also change a tire. Moreover, she excelled at academics and sports too. 

After lunch, I decided to take a stroll in the playground. I was acutely aware of and supremely abashed of the admiring male gazes on me. 

However, a part of me—my female alter ego perhaps—was quite flattered. It was extremely heartening to note that I was as regular with the opposite sex as a girl as I am as a boy. I also applauded myself on being an actor par excellence. No one in the entire school had recognized me. As if to quash my overconfidence, Richard Brown appeared in my line of vision. He was at the parking lot, showing off his new Mustang to a couple of girls. 

I walked on, hoping he hadn’t noticed me. But it is extremely unusual for anything in a skirt to escape Richard’s attention. Soon, I heard him call out to me in his deep, pompous baritone:

“Hey babe, you dropped something”. Richard was holding something that resembled a woman’s handkerchief. He came closer. For the first time in my life, I acknowledged what a handsome young man my rival was. He was tall and well-built, had a head full of thick dark hair and a smile to kill. A piano key smile…wow. 

I snapped myself out of my reverie. It was not my business to admire another man. “The kerchief’s not mine” I tersely said and continued to walk on ahead. 

“I wouldn’t be so sure” Richard persisted “after all; it has your initials embroidered on it”. 

I took the delicate silken kerchief from Richard’s hand. Sure enough, it had the initials CB embroidered on it—in golden thread. I surmised

that Dame Adeline had slipped it into my skirt pocket. It was indeed a master touch. 

“Okay, thank you” I said primly to Richard “you’re very kind”. 

“Pleasure, babe” said Richard taking a mock bow “Anything for you”. 

As I walked away, I could feel Richard’s gaze on my padded ass. It was pensive, baffled and a tad suspicious. 


***

As I passed the basketball court, I came across Fredrick, Peter and a few other guys idly shooting balls into the basket. At the sight of my pals playing basketball, my original testosterone-charged, competitive spirit swam to the surface. I almost forgot that I was supposed to be the sexy, coquettish, sports-hating Cynthia Perry. 

“Hey, guys” I said (thankfully maintaining my falsetto) “let me shoot a ball or two also” 

“Sure” said one platinum blonde fellow pointedly staring at my well-endowed bosom ”can you take them off?”. 

“Cut the crap” I snapped “and pass me frigging ball”. 

“Duh no babe” said the well-meaning Fredrick “these balls are too heavy for your delicate hands”. 

“Yes” agreed Peter “you might lose your balance when trying to shoot”. 

“Are you trying to tell me that girls can’t play sports?” I asked Peter indignantly. 

“Sure, they can, dear” Peter said mildly “Bianca’s an ace, for example. But I never dubbed you as a sporty girl”. 

“Yes, babe” another guy drawled “but you sure have other skills”. His tone of voice was insinuating. 

“What do you mean?” I asked offended. 

“He means you are a flirt” Mr. Platinum Blonde said openly. 

I opened my mouth to protest, but quickly shut it. After all, I had Cynthia Perry’s image to maintain. Any change in her typical behavior was bound to raise suspicion. 

Repulsed as I was, I went close to Mr. Platinum Blonde. I looked deep into his eyes, played with my hair (wig) and said “that I am” in a most sensual voice “I admit to being a master flirt”. 

The move had its intended effect. The guy’s pupils dilated and he licked his lips. I could see his manhood outlined against his loose track pants. 

I allowed my eyes to dwell on the tent his penis had made and looked up at him again. “I have a few other skills, too” I drawled. 

“Care to demonstrate them in my bed?” asked the hyper aroused Mr. 

Platinum Blonde. His somewhat high pitched voice was thick with desire. His manhood had grown larger. It seemed to me that he was on the verge of bursting. 

“I’ll think about it” I said and walked off, leaving the boys panting with desire. 


***

Days passed by. There was no remote sign of the real Cynthia Perry. 

It seems like her elopement with her latest lover had worked for good. Else, Cynthia had returned to Pembrook, her alma mater. My ordeal of strapping on falsies, wearing a wig and impersonating the sensual redhead continued. I left home as Aaron, rushed to Valerie’s

house and dressed as Cynthia. After school, I changed into jeans, sneakers and jerkins and returned home. 

Since it was no longer plausible for me to flit between being the athletic Aaron Smith and the voluptuous Cynthia Perry, I decided to renounce my identity as Aaron and metamorphose totally into Cynthia—for a while, at least. I dressed as Cynthia and drove to the apartment Cynthia that had rented in my Ford Model T Jalopy (Called Cherry; I had re-purchased her from Arthur Johnson). I stopped in front of a two-storied building and traipsed up the stairs to the first floor. I knew that the owner of the apartment lived there. I rang the bell. 

It was answered with lightning speed by a lanky, boyish, mild-mannered young man in his 20s. I recognized him as Arnold Bates, Cynthia’s landlord. 

As Bates beheld me looking cute as a button (in a sheath dress and gumboots), his expression was torn between ecstasy and irritation. 

Finally, ecstasy and concern won. 

“Cynthia!” Bates spoke breathlessly “where have you been all these days?! I have been worried sick about you!” 

“Oh, just been visiting my folks in New York” I said playing with a lock of my wig “sorry, I didn’t tell you”. 

“Well, you should have” said Bates a tad indignantly. 

“Awww, sweetheart” I drawled, batting my eyelids and giving Arnold a most winsome smile “I didn’t think you would be  so worried”. 

“Can you blame me?” said the young man suddenly looking bashful

“you’re very precious to me, dear Cynthia”, he said not meeting my eye. 

Oh. So the landowner was also in love with Cynthia. I couldn’t blame him. He was also a man, after all. 

“Arnold dear” I said to Bates “I have lost my keys. Could you please lend me an extra one?” 

“Sure, thing” replied Bates. Presently, he disappeared inside the house and remerged jiggling an extra pair of keys in my face. “Here you are” he said beaming “don’t lose this one, okay?”. 

“I won’t” I said tearing down the stairs and inserting the key into the keyhole. Soon, I was inside a pink-walled, uncompromisingly girly apartment. Letting myself into Cynthia’s flat was as simple as that. 


***

It was my tenth day of passing myself off as Cynthia. Cynthia had left most of her clothes at home, so I (or my rich girlfriend, Valerie) didn’t have to spend on a new wardrobe. Dame Adeline had taught me the art of painting my face to resemble Cynthia’s and had left for San Francisco. Though I struggled at first, I had managed to perfect the art in a matter of hours. 

Everyone wondered where Aaron Smith was. Fearing that my parents might Johnson a missing person’s report that could potentially lead to my detection, I sent them a note saying that I was visiting a friend in Asia and that I wouldn’t be returning to Sunnysky for a couple of months. Baffled as they were by my sudden leaving, my parents laid their worries to rest. They knew how independent and quirky their teenage son could be. Besides, Valerie visited my folks and corroborated the fact that I had indeed left for Asia. She told them that she had personally arranged my travel. 

Soon, everyone in town heard of the story I had fabricated. Though they missed me tremendously, they also hoped that the cultural exchange would benefit me. 

Living as Cynthia was a bitter-sweet experience. Though I was flattered by the attention men paid to me, I was also hurt by the way my close friends (Fredrick Thompson and Peter Washington) had treated me in the basketball court. They had dismissed me as a

useless girl adept at no other skill other than flirting and lovemaking. 

But then, that’s the way the original Cynthia Perry had been. And I had to live up to the image, however hard it was. 

I found it hard to deal with the passes boys routinely made at me. 

Everywhere around the corner, a guy lurked, wanting either to kiss, feel or grope me. The original Cynthia had no doubt encouraged such licentious behavior. I, however, found it hard to live up to her promiscuous stereotype. 

I threw myself into band practice for the next few days. Cummings, who acted as Brando’s emissary, told us that the big boss wanted The Aarons to compose a fresh new album. Since Bianca was facing the writer’s block, she requested me to write the lyrics of the songs for a change. My brand new tryst with femininity evoked a plethora of newly-minted feelings within me. They inspired quite a few soulful numbers, somewhat comparable to “Girl, you’ll be a woman soon” by Urge Overkill and “I’m not a girl, not yet a woman” by Britney Spears. 

Bianca and Valerie began composing the songs and we also recorded a few. 

At this point in time, I started experiencing new, unfamiliar urges. I wondered what it might be like to  actually be a woman—with tender skin and a heart to match. I fantasized about how it would feel to have actual mounds of flesh gently swelling from my chest and having smooth, moist “lips” down there. I dreamed about what it would feel like to have a boy’s mouth over mine and his hands over my body…

The school staff didn’t take a particular interest in me. Cynthia hadn’t been a particularly bright or diligent student; hence, most teachers didn’t know her well. She, however, had been good at English. 

Hence, Ms. Ginger Miller, our English teacher routinely asked me questions and diligently commented on my essays. She was a tall slender elderly woman, with white hair and a stern manner. However, from experience I knew that Ms. Miller had a soft, motherly heart. 

After wrapping up her class one day, Ms. Miller asked me to stay behind. My heart palpitated wildly. Why did Ms. Miller want a tete-a-tete with me? Had she recognized me? Did she wish to call off my bluff? 

I stood in my cowl-necked top and form-fitting skirt, waiting for Ms. 

Miller to begin. She cleared her throat and looked faintly embarrassed. 

“How have you been, Cynthia?” she asked after a minute. 

So she hadn’t recognized me.  Thank God. 

“Very well, thanks for asking” I said trying to sound earnest. 

“I don’t think so” replied Ms. Miller. She was looking me straight in the eye. 

“What do you mean?” I asked uncomprehendingly. 

Ms. Miller played for time. She tapped her pen on the desk in a steady, rhythmic staccato. She finally said “I don’t think you’re okay. I feel you might be unwell…um, depressed…”. 

“Depressed?!” I exclaimed. Whatever I had expected Ms. Miller to say, it wasn’t this. 

Ms. Miller remained silent. 

“What makes you think so?” I asked after a while. 

“Well your behavior…” said Ms. Miller grappling for words “it has somewhat.. changed. You seem quieter, more reserved….and then, there are your answers. Your language is not as flowery and expressive as before. It is terse and to-the-point….Also, your handwriting. It isn’t your typical straight elegant scrawl. Your letters are smaller and have a guarded, backward slant…almost as if you’re hiding something”. 

I jumped at the mention of the word “hiding”. “Of course not, Ms. 

Miller!” I hastened to reassure my concerned teacher “I am not hiding anything! I am being a bit introspective, that’s all” I added as an afterthought. 

“Why, if I may ask?” said Ms. Miller “are you having problems with your…ahem…cycles?” 

It took me an entire minute to realize that Ms. Miller was referring to the menstrual cycle. The unfertilized eggs, combined with the mucous layer of the uterine wall, shed by girls every month. I knew about it, of course, but hadn’t dwelled on it. I hadn’t found it quite savory to do so. 

“Oh, they’re regular” I said dismissively. This was tremendously embarrassing question for me to answer. 

“Do you suffer from dysmenorrheal pains?” asked Ms. Miller delicately. 

“What?” I asked confused. 

“Ahem….pain during periods?” explained Ms. Miller. 

Shucks. Here I was—a boy with a long, thick penis. And Ms. Miller wanted to know about the intimate details of my goddamn “menstrual cycle”. 

“No pains, whatsoever” I said briefly, trying not to sound offensive. 

As much as I liked and respected Ms. Miller, I wished she would change the subject. The current one was an unbearably unsavory one for me to discuss. 

But Ms. Miller was in no mood to back off. 

“Cynthia, I notice that you’re not much into boys anymore….” she continued in an abashed vein. 

Sheesh. Ms. Miller had noticed that. I should have put myself together and flirted a bit more. 

“I realized that promiscuity is not a good habit” I said, hoping Ms. 

Miller was satisfied with my explanation. 

“Oh, that’s true enough” said the elderly bachelorette “but I hope you’re not…”. 

“Yes, Ms. Miller?” 

“I hope you’ve been taking care of yourself” Ms. Miller said cryptically

“boys don’t always use protection”. 

“I don’t understand you, Ms. Miller” I admitted frankly. 

“I hope you are on the pill” said Ms. Miller finally “boys sometimes don’t use condoms”. 

Dear God. She was talking about birth control pills. This conversation was getting more uncomfortable than ever. 

“Yes…” I stammered “no….I mean, sometimes”. 

“You’re not pregnant, are you?” asked Ms. Miller placing a knobby hand on my shoulder “If you are, please don’t hesitate to ask for help. I have been a young woman once” she continued “I too have been in such.. situations”. 

“Situations”. What an old-fashioned usage. So, that’s how they referred to unwanted pregnancies in Ms. Miller’s heydays. 

“No, Ms. Miller” I said, feeling my face go ember hot “I certainly am not”. 

“Are you sure?” asked Ms. Miller taking my hand. 

“Yes, I’m sure” I replied hastily. I excused myself and walked out of the classroom before Ms. Miller could come up with any more

potentially distressing questions. Behind me, I heard a volley of giggles. Bianca and Valerie had heard the exchange and were having a great laugh at my expense. 

I wished the earth would crack open and swallow me up. 

Chapter 4 -The Connived Experiment Day 18. Bianca, Valerie and I had given up the hope that Cynthia would ever return. We’d tacitly agreed that I would continue to masquerade as Cynthia Perry until we had fulfilled all conditions of our signed contract with Lothario Records. The girls and I continued to rehearse after school hours. We saw much of the ingratiating Cummings, but very little of the lusty Brando, which was a great blessing for me. 

I managed to attend classes without attracting the attention of any more of the faculty members. After the intimate little talk she’d had with me, Ms. Miller left me alone. Most other teachers were male, hence didn’t notice my “personality changes”. Ms. Haggly, our history teacher, was too old to care. 

Just when I was getting complacent in my remarkable ability to play the imposter, a tall athletic figure waylaid me. It was Richard Brown: my nemesis and archival. He flicked back a lock of his dark hair and flashed his piano key smile at me. 

“Hey good lookin’” he drawled “whatcha got cookin’?” 

I was tempted to ask him to go fuck himself, but restrained myself. It was wiser to get into the spirit of Cynthia Perry rather than to fight with annoying elements like Richard. 

“ Love portion” I said aching my back “that’s what’s cookin’”. 

“Wow!” said Richard smacking his lips “will I get a share?” 

“If you’re lucky” I said crossing one leg in front of the other in a seductive manner. 

This served as an invitation to Richard Brown. He enclosed a powerful arm around my waist and pulled me close to him. As his hand slid lower, I demurred. 

“No, Richard” I said “I don’t think so”. 

“Oh, come on, babe” said Richard squeezing my padded buttock cheeks “you were never this prudish before”. 

“I’m serious, Richard” I said, firmly pushing his hand away “if you lay another finger on me, I’ll scream”. 

Richard had never been rebuffed by a girl before. He yelled out a litany of curses, before saying: “You know what we guys call girls like you? We call ‘em fucking frigid”. 

“You know what we girls call behavior like yours’” I retorted “sexual harassment. That’s what Trump has been accused of by many”. 

“Yet” Richard said leering at me “he’s the president”. 

“If only there had been more pro-Hilary lobbyists than anti-Trump ones” I muttered. 

“Babe?” Richard said raising a surprised brow “since when have you become a Democrat? I thought you supported Trump’s anti-immigration policies”. 

 Ouch. So, Cynthia Perry had supported Trump’s white dominated vision of America. Whereas, I had always been a feministic Hilary supporter: I believed in equal rights for women and more rigid anti-gun laws. 

“Well, political leanings can change” I presently murmured and turned to go. However, Richard blocked my way. 

“Perhaps, they can” he said “but it’s unusual for  two  things--a girl’s political  and sexual leanings--to change at the same time”. 

“What do you mean?” I asked defensively. I felt my stomach clench uneasily. 

“Cynthia would never rebuff my advances” Richard said “she is too over-sexed to act like that. She can’t resist men. Whereas you…I’ve noticed since that day at the playground… You seem to have that puritanical, touch-me-not air around you. That’s so  untypically Cynthia. 

“I just have my period” I lied, squirming inside as I said that. 

“For over two weeks at a stretch?!” Richard scoffed “that’s humanly impossible”. 

I remained silent, at a loss as to what to say. 

Richard stared hard at me for a long time and then said:

“Something doesn’t fit, girl. Are you the real Cynthia or an imposter?” 

God, the crafty Richard had hit the nail on the head. I felt suffocated and… trapped. 

“Of course, I’m Cynthia” I insisted with a little too much emphasis. I sidestepped him and took a step forward. 

“’The lady doth protests too much, methinks” said Richard. He eyed me like a suspicious hawk as I walked away. 

“I know you’re hiding something, ‘Cynthia’” was my canny rival’s parting words “and I won’t rest in peace until I find out what”. 


***

I finished Ms. Miller’s class and walked to the chemistry lab. Today, I and my lab partner, Bianca, were supposed to make hard rock candy. The aim of the experiment was to demonstrate changes in crystal growth. The entire class (including Bianca and I) was supposed to prove that sugar candy could range right from a large single crystal to an amorphous solid. We had to produce and present each end of the spectrum to our chemistry teacher, Prof. Moore. 

I entered the chemistry lab, which was full of beakers, burners and test tubes. Prof. Christopher Moore, an elderly suited gentleman with a bald scalp and curly white hair that grew at the sides, was already present in the lab. During my kindergarten days, Prof. Moore had helped form  The Aarons and had been quite fond of me. However, as I grew up and started causing one unintentional accident after another (which had, unfortunately, resulted in experiments blowing up in Moore’s face), Prof. Moore’s attitude towards me had undergone a shift. I had graduated from being his blue-eyed boy to a major “pain in the neck”. Prof. Moore’s attitude towards me was a mixture of annoyance and indulgence. But for most part, it was annoyance. 

He absently nodded as I greeted him. I don’t think Prof. Moore had paid particular attention to Cynthia Perry. After all, she wasn’t a good student. I soon spotted Bianca at our desk and started to move towards her. Prof. Moore stopped me. He said:

“Cynthia, there has been a minor redistribution of pairs. You please join Richard, while Valerie will join Bianca”. 

I was taken aback. I cast a quizzical glance at Bianca and she merely shrugged. Evidently, she was as astounded by Prof. Moore’s words as I was. 

After a second, I asked: “Why the redistribution, sir?” 

“Apparently, Richard doesn’t get along with Valerie” replied Prof. 

Moore “They are at constant loggerheads with each other. Richard requested me to give him another partner. He said he’d enjoy collaborating with you. I obliged”. 

I glanced at Valerie. She looked as aghast as Bianca and I did. It was obvious that she had not had any friction with Richard in the recent past. All three of us--Bianca, Valerie and I—turned towards Richard. 

Richard gave me a gloating glance. His look seemed to say: “I know what you’re hiding, and I am here to call off your bluff”. 

The slime ball. The scheming, manipulative dirt bag. I wondered what devilish scheme Richard had in mind to get me into trouble. 

The infinite possibilities made my head whirl. 

I walked over to his desk with a rising sense of nausea. Valerie vacated her desk and joined Bianca. Presently, Richard leered at me:

“Shall we start on Part III, sugar?” he cooed. 

I mutely nodded. The objective of Part III of the experiment was to determine the effect of “seeding” at various temperatures on sugar crystal growth. Richard and I began the experiment diligently. We placed 25 ml of water and 50 grams of sugar in a beaker. We heated the mixture gently; stirring all the while until the sugar had dissolved. 

My lab partner and I continued heating the mixture until it boiled and reached a temperature of approximately 240 degrees F. Using beaker tongs, we poured equal amounts of the scalding hot liquid into four evaporating dishes. We beat one portion using strong stirring rods and examined it to determine the crystal growth using a magnifying glass. We beat another portion in the evaporating dish until it reached 160 degree F and observed it again. We beat subsequent portions to 140 degree F and 100 degree F, and recorded the respective findings. Richard determined the crystal size of each portion, while I recorded the observations in our lab notebook. 

We then proceeded to determine which portion had the smoothest texture and began recording our observations. The experiment was proceeding very smoothly, and the supervising Prof. Moore seemed quietly approving of the new collaboration between Richard and me. 

The experiment had progressed so well, that I was elated. I felt such a great rapport with my lab partner that I soon forgot about his declared intentions to unmask me. 

After a while, Richard began huffing and puffing. He unbuttoned the two top buttons of his shirt and fanned himself with his collar. 

“I swear, Professor” he said to Prof. Moore “it gets mighty humid in Sunnysky”. 

“It sure does” agreed Prof. Moore who himself was wearing a full-sleeved suit. 

“It would be unacceptable to take my shirt off in the lab, isn’t it?” 

Richard asked in jest. 

“It certainly would be” conceded Prof. Moore again “I don’t think Mr. 

Wilson would approve”. Mr. Wilhelm Wilson was the fat, bespectacled principal of Sunnysky High. He was a former marine who prided himself on his ability to control errant students and maintain discipline within the school campus. 

Richard Brown looked meaningfully at the table fan at the corner. 

Prof. Moore didn’t take the cue. He continued fanning himself with his tie. 

“Professor” said Richard finally “mind if I switch on the fan?” 

“Of course not” replied Prof. Moore “as long as Cynthia doesn’t mind”. 

I appraised my clothes. I was wearing only a flimsy shrug over my low-necked sheer top. “Okay” I said reluctantly “but please don’t put it on too high”. 

“No, I’ll put it on at the lowest” replied Richard moving towards the fan. He switched on the main switch. Richard then fiddled with the switches on the front panel of the table fan. “I can’t figure out which the switch for the lowest pace is” he grumbled. 

I ambled towards the fan to help Richard out. Richard’s sly fingers pressed a button. Soon, it was as if I was caught in a mighty

tempest. My skirt flew up and I smoothed it down in the iconic style of Marilyn Monroe. I also succeeded in keeping my shrug from being wrenched off my body. 

I had been so intent on preserving my modesty that I had failed to watch my head—literally. A minute later, Richard switched off the fan. The whole world finally returned to normal. And I was in for a terrible shock. 

My wig of long, luxuriant tresses lay on the floor. I stood in front of the entire class in my short cropped hair. 

The students stared. I saw dismay writ large on Bianca and Valerie’s faces. Prof. Moore came close to me. He recognized me by the typical way in which I parted my hair. 

“Good God!” he exclaimed incredulously “it’s Aaron Smith, isn’t it?!” 

I hung my head down, neither agreeing with nor denying the professor’s statement. 

“What in the world do you mean by appearing to the lab like….” Prof. 

Moore spluttered angrily, unable to find the right word to finish his sentence with. He finally settled for “…this”. 

I kept my head bent, and desisted from saying anything. It would only make the situation worse. 

“Have you been imitating Cynthia Perry?” Prof. Moore asked

“impersonation is a crime, you know”. 

“I am sorry, sir” I said. 

“Well, this is a serious matter” said Prof. Moore “I’ll have to let Mr. 

Wilson know”. 

“Please don’t tell Mr. Wilson, sir” I begged “he’ll rusticate me”. 

Prof. Moore seemed to give my statement some thought. “Yes, he will” he said “so I might desist from reporting you this time. But you still will have to endure punishment and promise not to repeat this sort of behavior again”. 

“Yes sir” I said soberly “I solemnly promise not to misbehave again”. 

“Okay” said Prof. Moore “I punish you with a two hour detention after class hours”. 

“Fair enough, sir” I humbly said. 

I looked at the faces around me. Valerie and Bianca looked distressed. Richard looked triumphant. 

So, the scheming skunk had succeeded in his mission after all. 


***

The detention room comprised of a small prison cell-like structure attached to a long corridor. The idea of Mr. Wilson, who had masterminded this uniquely agonizing technique of isolation torture, was that the punished student would get so frustrated at staring at the walls that they would never ever thing of erring again. 

I was ushered into the detention room by our Swedish school custodian Mr. Larsson. Mr. Larsson was a small, even-tempered old guy who perpetually wore denim overalls. He used like me well enough, but I had recently fallen out of his good books. My clumsy nature was to blame for this unfortunate development. A few weeks back, Mr. Larsson had washed the school corridors with water. To make sure that no one slipped, he had strategically placed a white warning boarded that said “CAUTION: WET FLOORS” in bold, red letters. Adjudging the board to be an unnecessary hindrance, I had removed it and put it away in the store room. Mr. Wilson had chosen this blighted time to walk down the corridor. He had been so preoccupied with the upcoming parent-teacher meeting that he had failed to notice that the floor was wet. The poor man had

subsequently slipped and sprained his ankle. Even though I had taken responsibility for removing the caution sign and had offered profuse apologies to Mr. Wilson, Mr. Larsson was still angry with me for causing injury to the school principal. 

Mr. Larsson didn’t recognize me presently as I had restored the wig to its rightful place. “Here you are, Miss” he said ushering me into the little cubicle “Hope you don’t get too bored”. 

“Oh, I won’t, Mr. Larsson” I replied, trying to sound cheerful “anyway, I deserved to be punished”. 

“What did you do, Miss Cynthia?” asked Larsson curiously. 

“I’d rather not say, Mr. Larsson” I said biting my lower lip. 

“I respect your wishes” replied Mr. Larsson. He withdrew from the detention room and closed the door behind him. I spent the next hour staring at the walls, bored to death. 

Exactly 62 minutes later, Mr. Larsson revisited the detention room. 

This time he had a visitor: the adorable Bianca Williams, carrying a tray of freshly baked cookies! Even though I couldn’t boast of Potbelly’s heightened olfactory senses, I could detect that the cookies were chocolate chip. Bianca knew they were my favorite and had taken great pains to bake them for me. This is one of the reasons I loved my childhood friend: Bianca was so tremendously thoughtful, warm and considerate. 

“Darling, Darling” she said enclosing me in a tight hug “I am so sorry about what happened. Richard is an incorrigibly terrible prankster. 

We should have been more careful”. 

“One can’t protect oneself enough against that conniving cad” I replied bristling. After a minute, I said “what are we going to do, Bianca? It’s clear I can’t continue to attend school as Cynthia”. 

“I don’t know yet” said Bianca “but we’ll think of something. I am sure something will work out”. 

“But the question is: what?” I asked, picking up a chocolate chip cookie from the tray. 

“Don’t bother your cute red head about it now” said Bianca ruffling my wig “enjoy my cookies. They’d take anyone’s mind off the most herculean worry”. 

“Right said” I said taking a large bite of one of Bianca’s culinary marvels. 

The cookie was still warm. As I bit into its crisp exterior, it crumbled in my mouth. As it melted, the overwhelmingly delicious taste of the hidden chocolate chips took over my senses. I closed my eyes and took another bite. If there ever was a heaven, I was in it. 

“Here have another” said Bianca indulgently. 

I took another bite of heaven. I was vaguely aware of Bianca chomping away next to me. Both of us were lost in sheer, unadulterated bliss. 

Bianca and I were so lost that we hadn’t noticed that one of my falsies had ridden up my top. Since I had dubbed the top to be tight enough, I hadn’t bothered to wear a bra that day. That turned out to be a most disastrous decision. Bereft of support, the falsie had ridden up my top and peeked through the plunging neckline. I became aware of it only when it popped out and landed on my lap. I tried to stuff it back in hastily, but it was too late. 

Mr. Larsson stood at the door, with a broomstick in hand. He had obviously been sweeping the corridors. “What in the world is going on?” he asked inquisitively “are you a boy dressed in drag?” 

“Actually, I…” I stammered. In my fright, I spoke in my true voice. 

The discerning Mr. Larsson recognized it immediately. He moved

closer. It was early evening, and sweat had washed away some of my makeup. My trademark freckles were no doubt visible. 

“Good heavens, it’s Aaron Smith!” cried Mr. Larsson “how dare you cross-dress to school? It’s the height of indiscipline!”. 

“Mr. Larsson, we can explain” Bianca chipped in sounding as alarmed as me “Aaron didn’t mean to--” 

“Don’t cover for him, Miss Bianca” said Mr. Larsson severely “this boy is a mischief-maker. He needs to be taught a lesson. I need to report the incident to Mr. Wilson”. 

“Please don’t, Mr. Larsson” Bianca and I unanimously pleaded. 

“Oh, I have to report it” insisted Mr. Larsson “Aaron’s shenanigans can’t be overlooked anymore”. Mr. Larsson, who was already angry with me, was infuriated by the freshly occurred incident. It was clear that he wouldn’t relent or compromise this time. 

Evidently, Bianca realized this too. She took me by the hand and screamed “Let’s run, Aaron!”. Bianca and I dashed past Mr. Larsson and ran into the corridor. We didn’t pause for breath until we were safely out of the high school premises. 

Chapter 5 - Blossomed

After Bianca and I had run like marathon runners, we stepped into the mall restroom. Bianca helped me rearranged my falsies (she had had the presence of mind to grab the one that had popped out before sprinting away with me), smoothen my skirt and shrug, and refit my wig. She held her own little personal makeup compact for me to paint my face again to resemble Cynthia Perry’s. 

“Look here, honey” she said “almost the entire school now knows that you are Aaron. Sunnysky is a small town; it will only be a while before the news reaches Arnold Bates. I think it is wiser to collect all your stuff as soon as possible and move in with me”. 

“Touché” I said agreeing with Bianca “but won’t your folks know about me, too?” 

Bianca considered my words. “It’s unlikely” she finally said “even though my parents are social, they are way out of the gossip loop”. 

The image Bianca painted of her family made sense. Her father Ezra; a hardworking, civic minded druggist had low tolerance for the town gossips. So did her caring and supportive mother Hannah. 

They actively discouraged people from spreading rumors and ignored anything remotely resembling slander if they accidentally heard it. Bianca’s two older siblings had left home, so there were only her parents to deal with. 

Bianca and I wasted no time in going over to Cynthia’s rented apartment, packing the few things that belonged to me and moving over to the Williams. I handed the apartment key to a forlorn, glum-looking Arnold Bates. “Dear Cynthia” he said giving me a quick peck on the cheek “I’ll miss you mightily”. 

So, he hadn’t yet heard. Good. 

“I’ll miss you mightily, too” I said returning the peck and hurriedly moving out with Bianca “Stay in touch, Arnold”. 

The young man nodded as I drove Bianca in Cherry to her residence. Bianca reminded me that now that I had been recognized, I should probably not drive my jalopy for a while. I agreed with much reluctance. 


***

When we reached the Williams residence, Ezra was pottering around in the garden. He was a short, stout man with a black mustache. Hannah, a petite cheerful blonde, was mooching around in the garden too, helping her husband water the plants. 

“Hi mom” said Bianca walking over to her parents “Hey, dad”. She quietly beckoned me to follow her. I followed at Bianca’s heels. A bead of sweat ran down my back. I sincerely hoped the Williams wouldn’t recognize me as Aaron. 

“Hi, dearest” said Bianca’s amicable mom. 

“How was your day?” enquired her dad. 

“It was good” said Bianca briefly before saying “Hey guys, I want you to meet my friend Cynthia Perry. She needs a place to move into urgently. Could you spare the room in the basement?” 

“Oh, sure” said Ezra heartily “it hasn’t been used since your sister moved to San Francisco. It would be a pleasure if Cynthia uses it”. 

“It has lain abandoned for five whole years” said Hannah amicably “I am glad you’ll be moving in, my dear”. She smiled sweetly at me. 

“You’re really kind, Mrs. Williams” I said gratefully, before turning to Ezra “and Mr. Williams, I really owe you one”. 


***


I moved into Violet’s (Bianca’s older sister) room immediately. Her room was a tasteful one with petunia printed wall paper. A lilac-colored wardrobe that still contained a few of Violet’s clothes stood in a corner, while a dressing table stood next to it. It had the usual stuff: talcum powder, lip sticks and eye shadow. A huge, highly detailed vision board stood at one end of the room. Next to it was a lovely white bed. 

“Wow” I said jumping into Violet’s bed “this is comfortable”. 

Bianca giggled. “Violet was always one for fluffy mattresses, while Peony and I like our beds hard”. Peony was Bianca’s elder brother who presently worked with the US government. 

I spent the next six months in Violet’s basement room. I barely saw the Williams family (except at meal times) and never went out (except for the mandatory midnight run Bianca forced me to take). 

Ezra and Hannah were unfailingly polite to me, but didn’t pay much attention. Bianca told them that I was writing a book, and hence needed peace and quiet. Ezra and Hannah were impressed, but didn’t ask prying questions about my “book”. A family like the Williams was what I needed at this time. Inquisitive folks would have caused undue trouble. 

I continued polishing up the lyrics of our album, incidentally titled Womanhood. It dealt with the bitter-sweet agonies of being a woman: of having a soft and compassionate heart, and sometimes being bogged down by emotions. It spoke about the joy of having a variety of adornments to choose from, but also delineated the ugly truth of sexual harassment: a truth that women all over the world were forced to live with, irrespective of their race, background, physical appearance or how they chose to dress. 

From the time I had began writing the first track titled “Girly Joy” for Womanhood, I had experienced a strange phenomena in my body. I felt a strange sensitivity around the breast region: the kind one experiences when one takes a dental analgesic. Dubbing the sensation to be a figment of my imagination, I had ignored it for a

long time. Then, one day while in the shower, I noticed a slight swelling around the chest region. My breasts were raised a little, like in case of girls’ just entering puberty. I raised a cautious palm and felt the region. My nipples were hard and I could feel nodules behind them. I also noticed that they were darker and more distended than before. 

I had dismissed the new development and had gone into denial mode. A small, nagging voice within me insinuated that my budding breasts were a direct consequence of the Law of Attraction in action: I was actually manifesting what I had thought about for a long time. 

After all, hadn’t I wondered what it would feel like to have a woman’s unique assets and her tender heart? Hadn’t I fantasized about what it would feel like for a boy’s coarse hands to touch my silky smooth skin? Evidently, my thoughts were turning into things. 

I ignored my breasts for a long time, secure in the knowledge that they would go unnoticed by those in my immediate surroundings. 

After all, my budding breasts were mere mosquito bites as compared to the humongous melon-sized falsies that I was forced to wear all the time. In essence, my own twin peaks were very successfully hidden and camouflaged by the two massive artificial mounds of flesh replicas that I was forced to wear. So, life went on. 

Months fled past and I wrote the tracks “Mushy Heart”, 

“Rollercoaster Emotions” and “Don’t Touch: I am Tough” for our album. Around three months later, my conical breasts had acquired much volume and a rounded contour. Independent of falsies, I was now a size 30A, with soft, firm breasts of my own. I, however, refrained from confiding the mysterious changes occurring in my body to Bianca and Valerie: my only contacts with the outside world (Except for Ezra and Hannah Williams, whom I met during meal times). I now required a much bigger bra to accommodate my own breasts along with the falsies; fortunately, I succeeded in finding two massive-sized ones in Violet’s cupboard. Bianca’s elder sister was obviously a well-endowed girl, who was even more buxom than Cynthia Perry. It was immensely uncomfortable to wear the falsies

over my own breasts, but I somehow managed. However, at the end of the day, when I took off the falsies; I found my own breasts quashed and withered from the pressure the falsies had exerted. 

Bianca, Valerie and I composed the music for our songs. “Girly Joy” 

was ecstatic, with a generous background of Bianca’s tambourine; while, “Mushy Heart” was soft and low-key, with Valerie’s clear piano notes playing in the background. “Rollercoaster Emotions” was dramatic, while “Don’t Touch: I am Tough” was almost aggressive in its intensity. I used a whole range of guitar notes for the background music, and Bianca and Valerie congratulated me on what they referred to as a “swell rendition”. This was the first time I missed having Richard and Potbelly in the band; their bass guitar and drums respectively would have served to enhance the intense effect of our latest song. 

Around the fourth month of my having shifted to the Williams’

residence, I had to leave the house a few times to record the songs The Aarons had written and composed. I dressed as inconspicuously as I could for these recordings: in loose Abaya-like clothes, scarves and sunglasses to avoid being recognized by the people of Sunnysky. The only person present during these recordings was Cummings and Brando’s secretary, Margret. Thankfully, both didn’t show an undue interest in me or my appearance. My sex appeal was of no interest to them the way it was to Brando. 

Six months later, I wrote what was considered to be the best track from Womanhood. It was titled “Blossomed” and was sung in a grand, opera style. Coincidentally, I had turned into a full-fledged woman by now. My breasts were a displayable size 32B, my waist was smaller and skin smoother than before. The hair on my body and face had reduced naturally, so I didn’t have to wax as frequently as before. Also, I could swear that my hips and buttocks were more rounded than before. I found it impossible to use the falsies anymore. My own breasts pushed them out of their territory, thereby establishing their natural hegemony. 

Much to my horror, my testicles had also shrunk and were now the size of a grape. I also didn’t fantasize much anymore about making love. When Bianca wasn’t around, Valerie expressed interest to make out with me, but I just wasn’t in the mood. After trying to cajole me a few times, Valerie finally gave up trying. Incidentally, my wet dreams had also subsided. 

This was the period I had stopped blaming my thoughts for what happened to my body. I reasoned that such dramatic bodily changes could be caused by a more powerful and concrete administration than mere thoughts. And the only people who had access to me were Valerie and Bianca. But how in the world had two 18 year olds

—mere chits of girls—manage to feminize me without my knowledge? Had my girl pals employed a witch, warlock or a wizard to cast a spell on me that had transformed me into a woman? 

One evening, when the three of us were chilling out and eating Bianca’s apple pie, I boldly confronted my girl pals. I stripped naked in front of them. I had no reason to be ashamed; I had had sex with both the girls (at different times, of course), so both had seen me naked. Only, the body I presented to Valerie and Bianca now was drastically different from the one that they had been accustomed to. 

“Darling!” both the girls shrieked in unison (in mock surprise) “what in the world happened to you?!” 

“That’s exactly what I’d like to ask you two” I said severely. I could feel my jaw going tense and fire radiating from my dark green eyes. 

“How would  we know?” Valerie shrugged in seeming nonchalance

“It’s your body, not ours”. Bianca nodded her head in agreement. 

“Don’t try to play coy with me” I said in a flint-hard voice “I know you two have been doing something to cause these changes. How or why, I don’t know”. 

The girls looked sheepish and slightly abashed. Bianca finally spoke. 

“The live performances require all three members of the band to wear revealing clothes” she said “the contracts said so. We even have to wear a bikini top in Detroit. Your falsies would have easily been detected. We tried compromising with Brando. He wouldn’t budge from his stance. He said that the audience would be as interested in our sex appeal as much as they would be in listening to our voices. Brando insisted on skin-show. We were powerless”. 

“We truly were powerless” Valerie said, corroborating Bianca’s side of the argument. 

I went numb, trying to process this tirade of information. I found that I was battling mixed emotions: anger at my girl pals’ deceit commingled with a grudging sense of awe and admiration for my newly-feminized body. 

“But how?” I asked when I finally found my voice “how did you two girls manage this?” 

Bianca and Valerie looked at each other. They looked mildly guilty. 

“Bianca’s snacks” Valerie said. 

“Valerie’s subliminals” Bianca said. 

“Please elaborate” I said not comprehending. 

“I know you’re fond of my cooking” Bianca said almost apologetically

“so, Valerie and I devised a plan. I mixed crushed estrogen tablets in the goodies I baked for you. The Hercules, chocolate chip cookies and even the apple pie that you are eating right now have the female hormone”. 

I was dumbstruck. I dropped the piece of apple pie I was holding. 

“Subliminal suggestions?” I asked Valerie after I had recovered from my shock “what are they and how did you manage to give them to me?” 

“Subliminals are basically affirmations presented below the ordinary limits of perception” Valerie explained “they enter the subconscious mind, while skipping the attention of the conscious one”. 

“Valerie stealthily introduced them in our own song tracks” Bianca chipped in. 

“Then how come I didn’t hear them?” I asked. 

“That’s because I inverted them” Valerie said. 

She switched on the CD player and played the songs from Womanhood backwards. Sure enough, I could hear subliminal affirmations like “I am a woman”, “My breasts are growing larger with each passing day”, “The contours of my body are getting more rounded” and “My skin is getting smoother and silkier by the day” 

loud and clear. The subliminal affirmations had been cleverly enmeshed in the main track. 

Since they were below the ordinary threshold of hearing and uttered backwards, the affirmations were inaudible to the conscious mind, but had registered deep within my subconscious. Along with the estrogen hormone, they had been profoundly effective in feminizing me. 

“I knew you had a wicked mind” I said sarcastically to Valerie “but I never imagined it could get so innovative”. 

“You’ve got to do what you’ve got to do” Valerie shrugged. True to her thick-skinned nature, she was the least perturbed by my rudeness. 

“And you Bianca” I said turning to my second pal “I didn’t think you’d stoop down to trickery”. 

Bianca flinched as if she had been slapped. Her face flushed in shame. “I am so sorry, Darling” she said tears brimming in her baby blue eyes “but the effects are only temporary. They’ll eventually

disappear once we stop the hormones and subliminals. After the concerts, you can go back to being a guy again”. 

“Yes” confirmed Valerie “I can have my boyfriend, Aaron, back after the contract is over and done with. But before that, I had a request”. 

“What is it?” I asked grudgingly. 

“You can’t pass off as Cynthia with your size 32B breasts” she said

“Cynthia is a good size 36D. So, we need to fix that”. 

“And how do we ‘fix’ that please?” I asked in a cynical tone. 

“Silicone implants” Valerie said casually “they can be surgically removed after the final concert. And of course, I will bear all the costs”. 


***

I was flown in the Johnsons’ private jet to San Francisco to the private cosmetic clinic of Dr. Bob David, one of America’s leading plastic surgeons. He was a stout, jaunty man in his mid fifties, who sported a goatee. As I left Bianca and Valerie in the waiting area, and was wheeled into the operating theatre, Dr. David reassured me that the surgery would be a success. He told me that in his entire career spanning about three decades, never had a patient complained of implant-leakage, post-surgery infection or any other problem. After Dr. David and his team administered general anesthesia to me, I could feel myself drifting away into a sweet, heavy slumber. 

When I regained consciousness, I found my breasts wrapped in gauze dressings and supported by a special sort of a bra. Bianca and Valerie hovered around me anxiously. 48 hours after the surgery, I was flown back to the Williams residence. Ezra and Hannah had been told that I had developed tumors in my breasts and had been flown to San Francisco to get them removed. Bianca’s congenial

parents enquired politely after me, but (thankfully) left the post-operative care to their daughter. 

I was touched by the gentle care Bianca took of me after the Breast Enhancement Surgery. She made sure that I took my medications on time and wore the support bra around the clock. Since it was impossible to fly to San Francisco every time, follow ups were done through Skype. Dr. David reassured me that my breasts were healing well and that the incision lines would fade soon. 

I healed miraculously soon. The surgery had drastically increased the fullness and projection of my breasts and truly flattered my figure. It made me feel overwhelmingly sensual and womanly, so much so that I forgot that I was born, and lived for 18 years, as a male. I reveled in showing off my boobs in an array of attires: be it cocktail dresses, sundresses, the toga or a sheath dress. 

As soon as I had sufficiently recovered, the live performances began. Bianca, Valerie and I travelled all over America and performed in cities like New York, Los Angles, Nashville, Detroit and Atlanta. Since we traveled only within the country, “passport” 

problems, which might have arisen as a result of my impersonating Cynthia Perry didn’t arise. Thankfully, a situation where Cynthia sued me for making millions of dollars by parodying her didn’t arise. Either she hadn’t seen me on TV or was too busy with her own life to care. 

Either way, wealth had never been an issue for Cynthia. The Perry girl was a born millionaire. 

 The Aarons’s album “Womanhood” sold a million copies in a span of one and a half months. It received its fair share of critical acclaim also, with music connoisseurs proclaiming that I was America’s next Mariah Carey. Valerie and Bianca got their share of credit too, with the critics predicting that they would be equally successful as independent artistes as they were in  The Aarons. Needless to say, the royalties made Bianca and me very rich. Valerie only became richer. 

If our album had been successful, our live performances were phenomenally so. People of all age groups—children, teeny-boppers, the middle-aged as well as the elderly—arrived in hoards to watch  The Aarons perform. Our voices were manna to people’s ears, the mere touch of our hands a divine blessing. As I stood in Madison Square Garden in New York, dressed in a bikini and Hawaiian skirt, singing “Blossomed” in front of a screaming swooning crowd, I vowed that I would never ever give up on my personal womanhood. 

Chapter 6 - Twin Loves

After we performed all the concerts listed in the contract, Lothario records offered us another. Bianca and Valerie were thrilled to bits, but I wasn’t as enthusiastic. As much as I had enjoyed my tryst with celebritydom, I didn’t crave the arch lights any longer. I wanted to live the quiet life of an ordinary person and revel in the joys of my freshly-minted womanhood. 

Except that my freshly-minted womanhood had a minor glitch: a penis. Lately, ever since I had got my bust enhanced, I had experienced an intense urge for full and complete feminization. The thick, massive penis, which I had previously prided myself on, started appearing grotesque and incongruent with the rest of my body. I loathed the very sight of it. I no longer wanted it attached to my body; I no longer wanted to use it for any purpose. It had clearly outlived its utility. This was a defining moment in my life when I discerned that I wished to shed the last remaining vestige of my manhood. I realized (with some shock) that I no longer wanted to give pleasure to any more girls as a man. 

I opted for vaginoplasty or Sex Reassignment Surgery (SRS) as it is commonly known. I contacted a leading plastic surgeon in New York for the procedure and paid for it myself, with my newly received royalties. 

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

Valerie and Bianca had fought my decision to undergo SRS tooth and nail. They said that they wanted their original Aaron back and pleaded with me to return to my original gender. They pointed out that if I had my silicone implants removed surgically and stopped taking estrogen, I’d eventually regain my bona fide, male body. 

Valerie said that she yearned for my facial and body hair to reappear. 

“Honey” she whispered in a sensuous, desire-laden voice “I can’t wait to feel your stubble against my skin when we kiss”. Bianca too expressed similar sentiments, albeit in a less sexual manner. 

I, however, was resolute in my decision. I had been accidentally initiated into womanhood, but discovered that it was my true calling. 

It was like a drug that I had been given by force, but had subsequently become hooked to. There was nothing as sweetly and sensually addictive as the drug of womanhood. And I only wished to enhance it. Hence, I underwent SRS. 

Despite the initial resistance, Bianca was supportive. She claimed that even though she was personally unhappy with my decision, she understood my feelings. My dearest childhood pal stood by me through the long, difficult period of recovery after SRS. She took care of me as affectionately as she had after my breast augmentation surgery. Bianca accompanied me during my frequent checkups, helped me dilate my new vagina and also offered me the much needed emotional support. She reassured me that she would stand by me no matter what decisions I decided to take in life. But then, Bianca had always been a giver. And this period in my life only re-corroborated the fact. 

Slowly, I discovered the umpteen pleasures of having a female organ. Since all my nerve connections remained intact, my vagina and vulva were tantalizingly sensitive. I reached orgasm by merely rubbing my nether regions. The orgasms that I achieved by fingering my clitoris gave me greatest pleasure. Having “indoor plumbing” was beneficial to me in other ways too. I could wear revealing panties, thongs and chemises without worrying about spilling out. I could also

wear form-fitting jeans and skirts, without being worried about my penis being silhouetted against either. 

Immediately after SRS, I underwent Face Reconstruction Surgery. I flew to a reputed hospital in Los Angeles and got a higher brow bone, a slimmer nose and a tracheal shave. After the abovementioned surgeries, I needed very little makeup to look like Cynthia. And I still needed to look like her as I intended returning to Sunnysky and living there for the rest of my life as Cynthia Perry. 


***

After a year, when my face had healed completely, I went back to Sunnysky. Public memory is short: folks had almost forgotten that Aaron Smith had tried to imitate Cynthia Perry. They just assumed that the real Cynthia Perry—in full bloom of her breathtaking beauty--

had returned to their town. I approached Arnold Bates and enquired if the downstairs flat was available. Bates, who was pleased as punch to see me, replied in the affirmative. That night, he invited me to dinner at his flat. At 8pm, I went upstairs to find Bates making noodles and spring rolls. Over dinner, the shy young man proposed to me. I, however, turned him down. Even though I liked Bates well enough, a little voice inside quipped that he wasn’t “the one”. I didn’t tell Bates that. I merely told him that I was only 21 years old and wasn’t yet ready to settle down. I could see the disappointment on Bates’ earnest, boyish face. However, he soon took the rejection in his stride. We became good friends. 

Over the next few days, I took casual strolls around my house to check how my folks were doing. Dad had aged visibly, and mom had lost her natural good spirits and cheer. They were probably crushed at not having heard from me after the first note. But then, I hadn’t wished to give my parents false hopes. I hadn’t wished to promise them of my return when I myself hadn’t been sure. I presently toyed with the idea of introducing myself to them as Cynthia Perry and becoming “acquainted” with them, but then thought better of it. If I got over-friendly with my parents, I would be at risk of giving my true identity away: through an old mannerism, gesture or even a slip of

the tongue. And I was certain my gender change would come as a massive shock to my conservative, old-fashioned parents. I didn’t wish to cause them more pain than my absence already had. 

I got in touch with my high school friends though. Bianca, who had passed out of high school the previous year, had started her own bakery called “Williams Patisserie”. She was mum when questioned about her love life. Bianca’s silence was a loaded one. It confirmed the suspicions I had already harbored: she had dated no one since my gender change. Even though I was ecstatic to have feminized, I felt guilty about the immense pain my decision had caused my sweet childhood friend (who had always had a massive crush on me). 

Bianca Williams was now a heartbroken young woman. 

Valerie had moved on though. She divided much of her time between dating, partying and charity fundraising. A few days after I had moved into Sunnysky, there was a major buzz in town. Valerie had got engaged to Matt Malloy, whom she had previously dated occasionally. 

After graduating from high school, Potbelly had apparently done the TEFL (Teaching English as a Foreign Language) course and was currently employed in Chiba in Japan. I got his contact number from Bianca and phoned him. Potbelly was elated to hear from me. We talked nonstop for an hour and a half, catching up and reminiscing about old times. 

Life had been good when I was catching up with friends. But eventually a void began growing inside me—an emptiness that demanded a hobby or a vocation to fill it. I tried my hand at sports, but discovered that I had lost my usual sportsman’s skills. Also, sweaty, athletic activities didn’t interest me anymore. I craved softer, more creative activities, which appealed to my innermost feminine core. I tried various pursuits like sewing, candle-making and knitting before I discovered my true calling. It lay in creating the most alluring and intricate designs using fresh and dried flowers. Ever since I had feminized, I had outgrown my “clumsy” phase and become extremely dexterous and skillful with my fingers. My new talent served me now

and I opened a new flower shop called “Cynthia’s Blossoms”. I imported the freshest flowers from all over the continent, and reveled in creating unique, innovative arrangements with lush red roses, bright orange marigolds, fragile lilies and vibrant gerberas. 

My business gained momentum and gave me tremendous pleasure. 

All the familiar faces of Sunnysky started queuing up in front of my shop as Sunnysky had lacked a florist’s shop. I had flower arrangements to suit every occasion and emotion: lush carmine roses and dandelions for marriage anniversaries, yellow roses and wild berries to celebrate everyday amity, and lilies and watercress for mourning and remembrance. The benefits of being a florist included my dad and mom visiting my shop frequently. They liked coming to the “sweet, young Cynthia’s” shop to pick up flowers on birthdays (including their only son Aaron’s), anniversaries or little mundane celebrations. I eagerly looked forward to these occasions, which allowed me to secretly catch up with my folks. 

Valerie and some other friends visited from time to time, but Bianca didn’t. It seemed like she went out of her way to avoid me. But Ezra and Hannah visited frequently, and were polite to me as always. 

They told me that if ever I longed for a family, I could shift into Violet’s room again. I was suffused with gratitude for the Williams and thanked them for their thoughtfulness. 

One drizzly evening, as I was going to close my shop and leave for home, I had a visitor. 

“Hey, there” he said in a deep, attractive voice “are you closing for the day?” 

The voice sounded immensely familiar, like some sort of an echo from the past. The visitor stood in the shadows, but I could make out that he was tall, well-built and had thick dark hair. 

The man presently stepped into light and flashed a smile at me. A piano-key smile. My heart stopped beating for an entire minute. 

The man who stood in front of me was none other than Richard Brown! 

He was more handsome than I remembered him. Stepping into his twenties had given Richard a new air of maturity and charm. His skin was evenly tanned: an inevitable byproduct of living an outdoorsy life. But then, my ex archrival had always been an athletic man. 

“Richard” I said huskily “what can I do to please you?” 

“Plenty” Richard drawled making me blush “but for now you can only give me a bunch of carnations”. 

“Any color specifications?” I asked, trying not to show the excitement I felt. 

“No. I’ll like whatever you give me” Richard said. 

As I arranged the carnations, I became acutely conscious of Richard’s gaze on me. It made me feel extremely shy, self-conscious and feminine. I don’t know if Richard sensed this. He soon started conversing with me. 

“You were great in  The Aarons, Cynthia” he said “why did you girls decide to quit?”. 

“Oh, so you do believe that I am the real Cynthia Perry” I posed a counter-question to skillfully evade answering Richard’s query “I heard Aaron was trying to impersonate me, and you called off the bluff”. 

“I do believe you are Cynthia” replied Richard earnestly “those—

can’t be fake”. He was looking at my creamy breasts, which showed slightly over my dark purple velvet top. When I realized where Richard’s gaze was directed, I couldn’t stop flushing. 

“So, what have you been doing, Richard?” I asked quickly to change the topic. 

“I joined my father’s automobile business” replied Richard “it’s a comfortable, but monotonous life”. 

“And what would you categorize as ‘non-monotonous’?” I asked, handing him the carnations. 

“A torrid romance” Richard replied looking directly into my eyes. 


***

I shut the shop and started strolling towards home. Richard walked by my side, and then asked:

“What plans do you have for tonight?” 

“Heating old soup, watching TV and drifting off to bed” I said and shrugged. 

“Could I interest you in another option?” asked Richard. 

“You sure can” I said, my heart fluttering like a 14 year old girl’s. 

“You could have dinner and a beer with me and then go home” 

Richard suggested. 

“Sounds great” I said thrilled to the core. I couldn’t believe I was getting romantically interested in my ex archrival. I didn’t fight my feelings, but decided to go with the flow. 

Richard and I took a slight detour and started walking towards the mall. As the drizzle became heavier, Richard and I ducked into the mall. We talked about Sunnysky High over beer and mushroom pizza. I realized that Richard had a brilliant sense of humor--slightly dark, but still brilliant. 

When we strolled towards my home, it was still drizzling. Richard casually took my hand when we crossed the street. I felt bolts of electricity run through my body. Richard didn’t release my hand. 

We passed the busy area and reached an avenue. Richard abruptly stopped and caressed my hair, which was carelessly piled on top of my head and fastened with a hair clip. He released it from the hair clip. My hair came tumbling down in thick natural ringlets. It was now waist-length and as luxuriant as Cynthia’s. 

“You’re beautiful” said Richard looking deep into my eyes “You’ve always been”. His flashy dark eyes were aflame with desire. 

I didn’t shirk away from his touch. Taking my silence for agreement, Richard inched closer. He pressed his lips to mine and kissed me tersely. He then pushed me against a tree for greater leverage, and kissed me passionately. I could feel his tongue force its way into my mouth and plunder it. 

I was in seventh heaven. My fantasy had finally come true: I now knew what it felt like to have a boy’s lips on mine. 

When Richard’s hand slipped underneath my top and cupped a breast, I didn’t demur. When his fingers slid into my panties and fingered me, I didn’t protest. I only kissed him harder and whispered

“Let’s go into my apartment. I want you tonight” into his willing ear. 


***

The chemistry between Richard and me was smoldering. We nearly lit the bed on fire with our young lusts. It was as if Richard and I had been designed to fit into one another: his big, handsome head fit perfectly between my jaw and clavicle; his huge hands were perfect to cup my breasts with and his organ fit my own feminine hole like a glove. “So, this is what they mean by ‘made for each other’” I thought in my mind “the adage has a more sexual connotation than most people would admit”. “Made for each other” was clearly an allusion to the perfect sexual compatibility between lovers. 

This wasn’t just a one-night stand. Richard and I went out on many dates, and made love many times-- over and over again, our passions consuming entire nights. Under his able hands, I was

guided through another, entirely new phase of womanhood. I was convinced that I had experienced all I needed to feel complete as a woman. 

Richard and I eventually got engaged. We joyfully moved through the streets of Sunnysky, announcing our engagement to whoever we met. Soon, the whole of Sunnysky knew about our betrothal. Valerie was euphoric when she heard. “We’ll have a double wedding, dear” 

she whispered in my ear: me and Matt Malloy, and you and Richard Brown. 

Conversely, Bianca clearly wasn’t over the moon. She was happy enough for me, but also looked a bit wistful when I told her about my engagement. 

I moved in with Richard after our engagement. I was deliriously joyful in the beginning. Richard treated me like a princess: he took me out regularly, talked to me from dusk to sun-rise and also made passionate love to me. But as the months passed, I noticed a change. Richard didn’t compliment me as much as he used to. He didn’t have  real  conversations with me. Though he used me for sex, Richard preferred going out with his male chums. When I asked him if I could go along, he’d say:

“It’s just a soccer match, babe. You’ll get bored”. 

The sheen of our early romance had worn off. I realized that to Richard, I had just been a brand-new sex doll that he had wanted to possess. He had just loved me carnally, not from the heart. And now slowly, even his sexual interest in me was beginning to wane. 

I was devastated. I had craved for unconditional, ever-lasting love, but had been misused in the bargain. I was used as a mere sex toy

—played with and tossed aside. 

I picked up my android phone and sent Richard a WhatsApp message. After that, I felt cleansed: wiped clean of the false beginning I had made with Richard Brown. 

This was the first time in my young life that I yearned for true love. 

Instantly, I had an epiphany. I had found my true love umpteen years ago, but had failed to recognize her. 

Bianca Williams. 

My childhood friend was my one and only love. She had loved me unconditionally even when I had dated Valerie. She had loyally taken my side, even while putting herself at risk. Bianca had helped me with my homework, cared for me when I was sick, and nursed me after my bust enhancement and gender change surgeries. She had invariably taken my side irrespective of whether I was right or wrong. 

Though she was disappointed about my decision to undergo SRS, Bianca had still stoically supported me. 

I lost no time in rushing to Williams Patisserie. My darling Bianca stood at the counter, smiling sweetly as always. She was wearing a stripped green and yellow t-shirt and blue denim overalls. She wore her blonde hair in her trademark high bubblegum-girl ponytail. 

“Hi, Aaron” she said pleasantly, albeit wistfully “what will you have?” 

“My usual dose of sweetness” I replied, leaning over the counter and smiling. 

“I don’t understand..” Bianca replied, perplexity writ large on her lovely face. 

“I want you” I replied openly “for life”. 

Bianca looked astounded, elated and confused--all at the same time. 

“But I thought you were engaged to Richard” she finally said. 

“No longer” I said “I sent him a WhatsApp message saying I was breaking up with him”. 

Bianca didn’t speak for an entire moment. 

“Why me?” she then asked. 

“Because you’re the only one who truly cares for me” I said “and my guess is that my gender change hasn’t changed your feelings towards me”. 

“No, it hasn’t” Bianca admitted “I love your soul; a gender change makes no difference”. 

We let a few fleeting moments pass. Then Bianca asked “Do you care for me, too?” 

“With all my heart” I said sincerely “though it took me 21 long years to realize it”. 

“Oh, Darling” Bianca whispered. She jumped over the counter, put her arms around my neck and looked deep into my dark green eyes. 

“I love you” she said. 

“I love you, too” I murmured into her hair. 

Our lips locked in the sweetest kiss, which I hoped would last a lifetime. 

The End



Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis 

Liam Bailey is the 19 year old protagonist of the story. Liam is a British citizen with Nordic looks: pale translucent skin, fair hair and eyes, which are as transparent as ice. Liam has been taking ballet classes for years, but is still not a great dancer. This is owing to the fact that he is too lean and weak to perform the pas de deux (a ballet movement, which entails carrying female dancers over the head). 

After joining the Sokolov Academy of Ballet in Russia, Liam falls in love with its scion cum principal, Anya Petrovna. He eventually comes under Anya’s trance and is transformed into a beautiful young woman called Lisa. 

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

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

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of

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

Forbidden Gift 

Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. Trevor is neglected by his parents and is ostracized by the community that believes him to be Satan. As a result, the misunderstood child becomes silent and withdrawn. 

Trevor’s alienation is taken advantage of by family physician and secret pedophile Dr. Jacob Fallon who manages to win Trevor’s parents’ trust and gain informal custody of the troubled child. Once he has gained systematic access to Trevor, Dr. Fallon brainwashes Trevor into believing that he is the reincarnate of the wicked biblical queen, Jezebel. Over the next few years, Trevor is forcibly feminized and is now called Tessa. Tessa suffers horrendous abuse at the hands of his guardian for ten long years. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

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

Forbidden Island

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

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

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment 

Dean Baker is the 32 year old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author. When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. 

Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

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

comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

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

SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre 

Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. 

The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous

husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. 

Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. Finn O’Brien is a 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. 

When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the

quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

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

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

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

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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

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

dress improperly

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

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing

stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

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

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

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

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. 

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Dance Like a Woman

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

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

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

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

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

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

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

OTHER BOOKS

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

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

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

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

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

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

a temple prostitute. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

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

Diamond in the Rough

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

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

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

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

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

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

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

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

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

Dreams Don't Die

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

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

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

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





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

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