
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: Image 1]

Table of Contents

DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH

Chapter 1 - Ninja and Butterfly

Chapter 2 - These Lions Have Seen a Lot

Chapter 3 - Reporting for Duty

Chapter - A Nutmeg from Nowhere

Chapter 5 - Upside Down

Character Profile

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa


DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH



Chapter 1 - Ninja and Butterfly

I was born in the Mediterranean corner of Hungary, in a once great Roman-then-Hunnish-then Hungarian city that I’m only able to call by its Latin name: Sopianae. Child legend goes like this: in the Carpathian Basin, there was this six-fingered shaman guy who invited us here. We, the Hungarians, arrived from three different directions, asked for a horse, a spoon of earth, and a shot of water –

then we declared it Hungarian land, once and for all. Historians might disprove this, but as we all know, history is pure aesthetics; empires born through simple cosmetic lies. 

Sopianae was a cross-breed in every possible sense of culture and savagism; a city of duality located in the mountains, among calf-killing hills with impressive panoramas and a smooth breeze suffused with garlic ascending from the land of bears called Transylvania. Dracula’s castle operated as a storm catcher in the distance, while the strong scent of furry pigs and their loud oink-oinks drifted in from the nearby farms. Sopianae had steaming bowls of blood-red soups with hot chili paprika that made the tourists cry, served by sweaty, underpaid waiters who circled the tables shouting, 

“Goulash, goulash!” hoping for tips, while gypsy musicians lurched around the guests to cash in on their heartbreaking violin melodies. 

Do not let the fancy brochures mislead you! All is full of shit; nothing is as it seems. At least for me. Life, you can touch, smell, fuck. 

Sopianae had the tendency to turn different faces to various travelers. Narrow roads led up to the mountain peak, speckled with

“Danger! Deer!” signs. And yes, by night, deer and boars and foxes passed through the roads semi-regularly like a village bus, only to die terrible deaths mesmerized by the reflectors and the roaring engines. Their flashing eyes had been so deeply burnt into my memory, nothing’s been able to expunge it. 

Fifteen years ago it was sweet Millennium, year 2000. I was fifteen, stupid and reckless.. 

Dad and I were watching Big Brother on TV. We’d popped two beers and had stretched our smelly feet out on the sofa in a holy moment after managing to set up the cloth hanger to steal electricity from the main cable. On the screen, a plastic kitten cried crocodile tears. Her face was pixelated, but at least she had a face. It felt like a luxury, and I was burping like a man. 

Suddenly, a high-pitched scream shook the Hood, and a face appeared at the window like someone from a Z-list horror movie. It was Mario, my best friend. 

“Jeez, Renato! Your mom is haunting the outside,” he said when I joined him in the garden. 

“You mean she was hanging out bedsheets, and you pissed yourself from it?” I laughed. 

“All I’m sayin’ is tonight the spooks have come at me in a row.” 

“Too much Indica in your face, right?” 

“Hell no! That amount of THC fucks you up bad. I only smoke home-grown. Want some?” 

I nodded, and we lit up like two little fireflies in the night. Mario’s eyes were pink and shiny when he told me about his brother’s newest relic. 

“So he took this Trabant from the dumpsters before it could get bashed, and we pimped it up. Time to take it for a ride. He’s waiting in the swamp. We needed a third man.” 

“Because it won’t start without pushing it?” 

Mario didn’t answer, just coughed from the last pull on the joint. 

It was a random Tuesday, the first week of September. Every decent civilian was at home, munching on thick slices of white bread with salt and vinegar pickles — at least that’s how I’d pictured a perfect family night back then — and we, the lost children of the Hood, had nothing better to do after skipping the first two days of the new school year. 

The Trabant was hidden in the swamp. An oil-feasting pile of metal crap with no number plate on it. We were about to become the king of kings in the Hood . . . if only the engine would kick in. This deserved some celebration. 

“One more Joe before we go?” Pali asked of his brother. Already Mario was busy rolling; he respected his brother a great deal. 

But it was a horror ride for stoners. Our lungs, nothing more than wrinkled raisins, struggled to keep up as we pushed the car back onto the road. 

“Do you see that granny behind us?” I asked, looking back over my shoulder. 

“What, somebody’s chasing us?” Mario swore and pushed harder. 

“Like a velociraptor, man,” I said and struggled to hold back my laughter. 

The Trabant slowly picked up speed down the slope, and we jumped into it. Beer cans crashed and crunched under us on the seats. Pali pulled something out of his pocket, and my brain became overheated. 

I shivered. “Why do you carry a gun, Pali?” 

“It’s a Scooter tape, you idiot.” He put the cassette into the player and we headed toward the mountain peak in a cloud of massive electric techno. 

“Gens, our next stop is: bourgeois territory. Let’s choose a cabin! I’m feeling Jacuzzi tonight,” said Mario, and he punched me on the shoulder. We shared a look that made me feel like this Trabant was a nutshell, and in here, all dreams could come true. It felt precious, but temporary, fragile, and his expression stabbed me in the heart. 

Back then, I had no words for it. No words I could apply to myself, either. In the Hood, freaks were meant to die. 


* * *

We hit the brakes by the gate. The automatic lights blinded us for a sec, then revealed the luxurious weekend resort, which ate up a good thousand square meters of the woods, abandoned during the weekdays, with no paid guards or even neighbors anywhere near. 

We walked around it once – officially out of safety reasons, but in truth, just to scare and chase and fall over each other blindly in the dark jungle. 

Mario whistled in awe. “They must have an underground helicopter hangar or something.” Three garages, outside pool, quads in an open kennel, a yacht covered in the back and, of course, a three-story high wooden castle in the middle. 

“Have you seen any blinking red lights?” I asked Pali, who was seventeen, so he knew significantly more about the codex of breakins. 

“Nope. No cameras, no dogs, no alarm.” 

“What if they have a tricky hidden system?” 

Mario shrugged. 

“Don’t be a pussy, Renato! Besides, Pali is a cunning fox.” 

I gave in. I didn’t know how they felt, but my legs shook with fear as I made a step for Pali with my back. 

“Higher, jackass. I can’t reach the top of the fence.” 

“No can do,” I said and let him climb onto my shoulders, and he threw himself over the stone wall, then landed with a loud thud. 

“All clear,” he whispered. Maybe he was a bit scared after all? 

“Go next,” I told Mario, who was a head shorter and ten kilos lighter than me. To be honest, I had a hard on just with his crotch pressed to my neck. 

He also landed on the other side, and they threw a rope over for me. 

I jumped up and landed on my two feet, then rolled ahead effortlessly and straightened up with ease. I’d seen this technique in a ninja movie, and it took me a serious amount of time to master it. 

“Not bad for a green,” Pali said and pulled a pin out of his pocket. He kneeled at the front door and, with a serious face, started to pick the lock. 

“Don’t tell me you can go spy,” I giggled. 

“Just watch and learn, young padawan,” he answered, and the lock clicked. The brothers high-fived and were about to enter, when sirens went off. 

“Fuck me, they do have an alarm!” Pali shouted and ran back to the fence, scratching and kicking with Mario to escape. For a moment, I was sure they’d leave me behind, until Mario threw the rope and they both helped me over the fence. My heart was pumping like crazy as we ran to the Trabant, pushed it down the hill, and jumped into the seats. The car finally started, and we headed toward the Hood at maximum speed. 

The old wreck coughed and spit and snorted, its old-school machinery ready to exhale its last stinky puff of smoke, when red and blue lights flashed in front of us. 

“Don’t die on me, Carmen,” Pali begged to the Trabant, and if we weren’t so busy panicking about the cops closing in on us, I’d have totally appreciated the gesture with a one-minute hyena laugh that Pali had named his shitty car after Carmen Electra, the actress. But the police’s distorted shouts kept on repeating through the loudspeakers:

“Attention! Pull over! Stop the car, pull over!” 

“You can kiss my ass,” Pali said, then leaned over the steering wheel as we rallied down to the ghostly outskirts of Sopianae, also called

“Uranium City” after the mines. Mojo lived there. Whenever Pali got in trouble, he ran to Mojo’s loving arms. Five years later from this particular night, the guy simply grabbed Pali’s hair with one “loving” 

hand and pointed a gun to his temple with the other, just because a drug deal went wrong. And that gun wasn’t a Scooter tape. I’d heard later the rumors: Pali didn’t scream, didn’t beg, before Mojo pulled the trigger. The fragments of Pali’s brain must still hang in a distant corner of the house. 

But now, we were on the top of our game. We cheered to good old Carmen for her to find some extra horsepower in that long-lived metal heart of hers. Or at least for the cops to get a flat tire. Or the hallu to end. But the THC left our system when the adrenaline had kicked in. And still the nightmare kept on rolling. 


* * *

We took a sharp left turn and raced onto a one-way road, barely missing a head-on collision with another car. We’d slipped through, but the cops got stuck. And it was just enough for us to reach Mojo’s house. 

He must have heard the car chase; he’d turned off the house lights and opened the garage door in advance. The moment Carmen finally rolled in, the garage door closed behind her. We were safe. 

“Are you out of your mind, kid?” Mojo asked Pali and peeped through the tiny window. There was no sign of the cops. “What is this thing, pre-world-war disaster?” 

“You mean Carmen?” I asked. 

Mojo burst out laughing. 

“He calls it that?” 

We all went in, and Mojo lined up four glasses onto his bar made of empty beer boxes. He poured vodka into them, which we quickly downed. 

Mojo and Pali set up a game of poker and grabbed the vodka. 

“What about us?” Mario asked. 

“You go up there and guard. Take something from the cellaret so you don’t freeze. If the cops show up, start switching off the corridor lights. Got it?” 

“Sure thing,” Mario said and searched for some heavy weapon. 

“Palinka?” 

“Peach or plum?” I asked just to seem cool. 

“Does it matter? Don’t be picky, you little motherfucker,” Mojo barked at me. “You’ll always get top quality at old Mojo’s house. Now, piss off.” 

Mario and I set up our camp on the roof, though the little balcony at the top of the house was barely enough for us to sit next to each other. Only cats fucking and some early rooster broke the silence. 

We handed off the Palinka to each other. The drink was a homemade monster, more than 50% alcohol and no sign of fruit. 

Only a burning feeling in my stomach. Best prevention against panic and cold. Good old Mojo really knew how to release the stress. 

“This was really something, eh?” Mario asked with his crazy shiny eyes, as if he’d just went to Wonderland and back. His eyes were always bright and wide open, while mine looked like two deeply seated grapes, or at least that was how my mother described them. 

“Um . . .” I said and moved a little closer to him. The temperature had dropped significantly, now under fifteen degrees Celsius. The first days of autumn were always harsh after the dog days of August. 

Mario didn’t move away as he let me crawl even closer. Maybe he was cold, as well, although I hoped it was because of our “special bond.” He lit a cigarette, then offered me one, too, with the same move as when we were ten and my sister had died, when everything was all blood and screams at my home. It was nice of him. Our ritual, and I felt loved because of it. 

About two hours later, I went down a double-sided spiral staircase to the kitchen for a refill, and found Pali and Mojo blacked out from the booze with their foreheads pressed the table, both snoring on a pile of chips. 

The night was still deep, buried under heavy clouds. 

“Thanks, man,” said Mario, earnestly, when he saw me arrive with a second bottle of Palinka and a warm blanket. 

“I only found one,” I apologized sheepishly. 

“No prob,” he said and drank the booze in huge gulps. 

For fifteen minutes or so, we sat together in silence. It felt cosy and sort of romantic, and unfortunately it gave me a chance to become introspective and come up with all sorts of bullshit. 

“You know, I really appreciate how you look after me,” I told Mario, and I felt myself tearing up already. I silently cursed my fragile heart, eagerly waiting for his reaction. 

“Macht nichts, mein Freund,” Mario said and put his arm around my shoulders. 

I took it as a sign and turned toward him. His eyes widened as I leaned over and kissed his soft, brown lips. 

What happened after that is pretty hazy now, but I’m 100% positive he kissed me back. And he let me lick his neck. Then he stood, pulled me up from the floor and, without a word, turned me to face the street. The busy lights of Sopianae shone over the roofs. 

He unzipped his pants and pulled down mine in an aggressive move, my underwear along with it. Soon, I felt his hard cock searching on my backside. 

He didn’t hesitate, just pushed himself in deep, moved in and out fast. I remember the pain and the fear of being torn to pieces, but I didn’t make a sound. Boys don’t cry. I just let him do his thing and aimed to survive the experience. His breath smelled of stomach acid and alcohol, and my fingers clutched the handrail for balance until they became numb, while his penis penetrated my unpracticed ass. 

With the last push, Mario quietly moaned, and a wave of his satisfaction ran through me. He backed away, and by the time I’d found my own courage to pull up my pants and look at him, he was already zipping up his trousers. He lit another cigarette without offering me one. I barely recognized his face – distant and hostile, wrinkled by wrath. 

“We won’t talk about this ever, got it? Or I’ll end you.” And he covered himself from head to toe with our only blanket. His eyes focused on something in the distance, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if a laser beam from a mysterious source inside him shot out and set a barn or something on fire. 

End me, I repeated his words. As if my life hadn’t ended in a certain way already. The world spun in the opposite direction, and I sank into the whirling ocean of drunken dreams. 

* * *

Thank God a bucket was next to me when I opened my still-crossed eyes, otherwise I would have thrown up on my clothes. I wondered who put it there and who’d covered me with a blanket. Because let’s face it, last night wasn’t a lollipop ride. 

And Mario was gone. 

“Where is he?” Pali looked at me, stuffing his face with a chicken wing. But I just shrugged. Who knows? He fucked me and dumped me on the same night. Couldn’t care less. I thought this, but didn’t say it and didn’t mean it. My headache and my heartbreak was the worst combination I could imagine. 

A mug sat on the table with a dead white rose in it. The concept of feeding human and plant life from the same source seemed lovely, and I greeted the newly known self-pity by gently placing the dead flower into the garbage. Because we’re all blooming and dying flowers in the dumpsters. I was already a poet deep down, just didn’t know it. I ranked myself as an emotional pussy, at best. 

I poured coffee into the mug and looked out the window. Mojo was strategically packing about a thousand bags into a blue van, still wearing the same white sweatshirt with a giant cross around his neck as big as a basilica. 

“What’s all this?” 

“The girls are going back today.” 

What girls? I wanted to ask, but a door opened behind me and my question was immediately answered. 

Five or six girls rushed out with their purses, knee-high boots, clinking jewelry, and braided hair, all engaged in a loud chatter. I caught snippets of their conversation. 

“And I told him, you got to pay double for that . . .” 

“. . . and I saw this cute little coat, and I couldn’t resist.” 

“I tell you they had a black Porsche by the club and they invited me . 

. .” 

The last girl was about as tall as me, thin and elegant like a gazelle, wearing sparkling leggings and shimmering makeup. She stopped next to me and stroked my chin. 

“What a cutie you are,” she said and smiled. But I just stood there, hypnotized by her huge blue eyes that reflected my pathetic, broken figure. The magic lasted only a second before she, too, flew out to the van, a heavy scent of sweet perfume in her wake. 

“Who was she?” I asked, hardly able hide my astonishment. 

“Tammy. Or Thomas. Take your pick. Manwhore last year, and a transie this season. They pay double in Germany for prostitutes like Tammy,” answered Pali as he stared at the girls who prepared to set off and go back to their “other lives” in the land of promise. 

Mojo shut the van’s door and waved at us. 

“So long, suckers,” he shouted, and the vehicle disappeared around the next corner with a loud honking. 

Tammy. Thomas. He was a man, now a woman. What a woman . . . 

a lady, more like, I thought in childish amazement. 

In that very moment it became clear to me I wanted to be just like her, if not ten times more beautiful. Transformation of a butterfly. A more honest life. 



 

Chapter 2 - These Lions Have Seen a Lot Passport. Underwear. Boots. Pills. My whole life weighed no more than five kilos. My heart was as light as a feather. Fear made me grow wings. 

The doorbell rang with a desperate, endless, monotone scream. I pushed the speaker’s button. 

“Has your elbow gotten stuck in it? Come up.” 

It took him a while to climb the five floors; just enough for two heart attacks. I collected a bunch of empty bottles and hid them behind the kitchen door. No one had to see those. I peeked into to the bedroom, where a big mountain of useless flesh rose and sank under the blanket, droning out its mindless, snoring opera. The Devil was still asleep, knocked out by two liters of whiskey and a sedative I’d added as extra flavor. I needed a few hours to get ready. 

The shadow of a fist banged on the door. 

“Don’t, don’t, don’t; stop it!” I said in a subdued but urgent voice. The noise paused, feet shuffled. I saw the green uniform. My heart pounded. 

“Delivery for Renata Horvat.” 

“Thanks,” I said, reaching for the slick envelope. 

“Sign here, please.” 

The man was a head shorter than me, and he stared at my cleavage. I wore a purple silk nightgown, tastefully see-through. 

While he was busy licking up sour cream or whatever from my breasts in that baldish head of his, I had to repeat my question. 

“Sorry, madam?” 

“I said: Are you working on the last day of the year?” 

“This was my last address. Are you planning a big party?” 

“Gigantic,” I answered and slammed the door in his hungry face. It was still hard to get used to the stares. Underneath, I was still a ninja on the run, and until I felt safe again, I was nothing but an disguised outlaw. 

I dropped onto the couch and tore open the envelope. 

Renata Horvat. Born in Sopianae, Hungary, 1985. And a picture of the new me. 

Finally, a document where my face and my name matched. Makes sense. Not just for me, but for others, as well. Only one letter had changed — Renato to Renata — but it was a giant leap toward a nicer reality. Into a world where I can live by my own rules. Calls for a celebration, right? 

I discarded my nightgown to the floor and took a nice, long shower. I still had about an hour before the beast awoke. 

As I stood in front of the full-length mirror, I contemplated the last ten years. A map of my past had been carved into my body: a scar under my breasts, and fading stitch marks under my bikini line; minor distortions where my skin got softer, my mouth fuller, my cheekbones less prominent. Minus twenty kilos and who knows how much hair from my armpits, thighs, private parts - and face, of course. A six pack (which I’ve never had, not even back then) and sharp, manicured nails – not like a predator’s claw, but let’s say, guitar-player-length. A new friseur, as dark as a night shift’s longest hour, waist length. Again: years of work. In the mirror I saw a creature I liked, even if others didn’t understand it. No need. Every reality seeks a similar reality. I knew some people out there would see me as an honest, and badass, and cool, and beautiful person. I strongly believed awesomeness always shone through. 

I had to admit with pride: I was at my best possible form. Except for the bruises. 

One black eye on the right. Swollen eyelids, deep purple in the center, fading green along the eyebrows. Clear fingermarks on my arm where he’d grabbed me before the punch. And of course a bruised fist where I’d given the wall a revengeful left straight so I wouldn’t hit him in the face. 

But this was the last day of 2010, and Renata Horvat had yet to be born. Not as a punching bag, but as a diva, a butterfly. Or just a moth. Anyway, whole and free. 

I wished myself the best as I applied two kilos of makeup to hide most of the signs that I was living with an alcoholic, abusive piece of shit. 


* * *

After a three-hour train ride, I rolled in to Budapest’s East Station and fought my way through the rabid aboriginals and the even crazier countryfolk who’d arrived on the last trains for the ultimate New Year’s Eve experience that we call Sylvester’s Day, and celebrate it with cheap champagne and overcooked sausages. No idea who Sylvester was, if not Stallone. The city was already a dream world of fucked-up costumes, flashing devil horns, and luminescent bunny ears. 

Kristof’s apartment sat near the synagogue; a one-room flat in the heart of Budapest. He greeted me with a warm hug. 

“Is that all you’ve got, girl?” 

“This bag and my damaged heart, heavy as fuck.” 

“Are you sure David has no idea that you’ve come here?” 

“Yep, I didn’t say a word. He’ll wake up with a massive hangover and think I went out to a New Year’s Eve party in Sopianae.” 

Kristof scrutinized me, scanning the depths of my soul. Not with pity, but with something similar. I felt like a miserable centipede with ninety-nine chopped-off legs. I had one left to crawl on into the future. 

Kristof was my best mate at the university in the PE teacher department. He always had my back during my messed up dates, painful operations, horrific hormone treatments. We’d trained together and cried together on each other’s shoulders, hiding in gay clubs. 

The only difference between us was that he’d landed a job as a PE

teacher in Austria right after graduation. Seems like they don’t mind gays there, but me . . . who’d give a job to a transsexual teacher? 

“So here are the keys, honey. Stay as long as you want. Any plans for tonight?” 

“I’ll check out the fireworks, for sure.” 

We said goodbye, and he left me in his tiny flat with a dwarf-sized Christmas tree decorated with dried-out orange slices, a shelf stuffed with condoms, and an empty fridge and a bumpy mattress on the floor. This bachelor flat was the only stable thing in my life right now. 

I looked at my watch: 22:43. Time to explore the streets. 

The Danube divided the celebrating capital. Its deep lilac water reflected the blurry contours of the Parliament, Gellert Mountain, the National Theater, and ran under eight bridges with a steady flow, the snowy Buda on one side, the muddy-grey Pest on the other. 

I fought my way through an army of funny wigs, girls in butt-flashing skirts, honking taxis, exploding petards, and drunken Don Juans. 

Beggars danced in the alleys, feasting on the cheap, half-drank beers left behind by the celebrating youth. The streets stank of piss

and vomit. Budapest was saying good bye to 2010 through a chaotic, filthy carnival. 

I arrived at the Chain Bridge, snowflakes hitting my face. As usual, it looked like a postcard — portals decorated with lionhead-shaped capstones and Hungary’s Coat of Arms with its crown and wreath of leaves. The lions kept staring at me, not accusingly, more like with suspicion at whether I deserved another chance at life. 

I halted halfway down the bridge, my instincts sending me the message: Here, we can stop. In the throbbing heart of the city, I finally felt alone. 

A plane flew overhead, and my thoughts were circling around the past what couldn’t be changed but still, it felt as if lost people would be somewhere near, watching. I wondered if my sister might have been in there, heading off to a distant country. Istanbul or something. 

Almost fifteen years have passed since she’d decided that our drunk father, half-wigged mother, and life-sucking factories were not an option for her. At sixteen, she’d already been destroyed by shitty cocaine and dozens of guys who went through her in the Hood. It wasn’t easy growing up as a girl there. 

When I was smaller, my sister liked dressing me up as a girl. I enjoyed it, too, but had been too shy to admit I’d liked myself better in her floral summer dresses and cherry-red lipstick than in my ragged boy jeans. And now, here I was, dressed in a blue skirt, high-heeled boots, with cherry-red lips and smudged makeup that had frozen on my face like a Halloween mask. 

Don’t cry, I told myself. Big girls don’t cry. My watch showed 23:59. 

The cacophonic symphony of honks became louder; it was almost time. And there, I felt, I had to promise something to myself, out loud. 

“I won’t hide anymore. I won’t run anymore. I am Renata Horvat, a young and beautiful woman. I have the education, I have my strength, and I have a long life ahead of me. I won’t ever be a victim again.” 

The crowd on the shores of the Danube shouted together:

“TEN, NINE, EIGHT . . .” 

Feet shuffled behind me. 

“Hello, Renata.” 

Frightened, I spun around. 

“David, what are you doing here?” 

His bald head reflected the rainbow shades of the fireworks, while his near-sighted eyes squinted from anger and from a hangover. He looked like an apparition of a Golem from Hell. The crowd kept counting down: seven, six, five . . . 

“Did you seriously think you could leave me? I scraped you out of the dirt, paid for your university, your operations. Bought you food, treated you like a queen. You ungrateful whore.” 

A familiar dread crawled into my heart. My limbs numbed as I recoiled from him. David took a few threating steps toward me, his hands balled into hard fists, ready to hit. Bells ding-donged in the basilica. Budapest was blinded by the fucking happy new year. 

“How did you find me?” 

David laughed. 

“Through a spy cell app. I followed you through GPS. You’re dumber than a smart phone. I was tracking you from day one. Do you think I’d just let you run? I knew what you were up to; it was just a matter of time before you went crazy. You’re mental, Renata, like your whole family.” He edged closer. “You need me. Don’t play the sissy queen. It’s time for you to come home.” 

“I don’t owe you anything.” 

“Oh, you owe me more than you think. Nobody leaves me, understand? Nobody!” 

David grabbed my arm, fingers squeezing me hard, and a red cloud of rage blurred my sight as the fireworks went off above us. 

My frozen fingers closed on his throat and I pushed him against the rail, turned him around to face the Danube. Dark rainbows, icy islands floated on its surface. One push would have sent him splashing into the icy cold water. So this is what power feels like. 

“No, David, you listen to me! I won’t be your property anymore. I won’t be your punching bag. You leave me alone for good, or I’ll end you.” 

I had no idea what power possessed me. I was tall and muscular, yes, but David weighed more than 120 kilos with skin as thick as a rhino’s. I felt I could crack his neck, though, push him off the bridge with one soft blow. In that moment, the fear of death shone in his eyes, darker than the whirlpools under him. 

“Please, don’t be stupid, baby.” 

“Don’t ‘baby’ me, you filth.” 

I kicked him in the stomach, and he dropped like a puppet to his knees, groaning in pain. Saliva hung like an elastic string from his mouth. 

“Did it hurt? Good. Happy New Year, you bastard!” 

Another kick to his side. A second, a third. I kept on kicking him, until he collapsed in a heap on the pedestrian walk. He was nothing; just an unconscious pile of crap. That was his real existence. 

God, it felt sweet. 

I walked away. Then ran as fast as the slippery, fresh snow would let me. A lesbian couple passed by and their conversation hit my ears:

“Did you see her knock out that guy?” 

One of them turned around and shouted: “Girl power!” 

I ran faster until the last drop of strength left my legs while my oath echoed in my head: I won’t ever be a victim again. The new year felt like a never-ending nightmare. But it seemed, for people like me, nightmares never end. 


* * *

My body was craving food, and there’s nothing better on a freezing winter night than a steaming hot gyro. A vendor stood on the corner, extra busy tonight. Wasted people were lined up by the window. 

“What can I get you?” asked a familiar voice, and I looked up at the dark face, recognizing the sparks in those eyes. But I hid my own surprise. 

“A gyro, please, with onions and chili.” 

The man peered at me from behind a mountain of meat rolling above the heater. He had thick, curly beard, a bald spot on the top of his head, and a flat belly under his apron. The knife stopped in his hand as he stared long and hard at me. A tiny voice giggled inside. 

“Renato?” asked Mario. 

“It’s Renata now,” I answered. 

“You look . . . good.” 

And with shaky hands, he made my gyro, moving like a robot running out of battery, slow and clumsy. Paprika fell out, ketchup spilled on the side. 

Quickly, I made my decision. It was payback time. 

“Would you show me the storage?” I asked. “I’ve always wanted to see one.” 

Mario was short on words. His program seemed to have frozen. 

“Abdul,” he said without looking up from the gyro, “could you take over?” I handed him a thousand forint note, and his gaze wandered down to King Matthias’s printed blue face as if it’d whispered something to him. 

“Of course, man, there’s only, like, a thousand people waiting.” 

“Please, man. I’ll do the cleaning up afterwards.” 

His colleague, Abdul, considered this, and he liked the offer. 

“Deal. Little miss, enjoy.” 

Mario washed the grease off his hands, then nodded toward the side door. I went down the stairs, asking myself what I was doing, but no rational answer was forthcoming. I was merely acting on gut instinct. 

The door closed behind us with only a neon lamp buzzing overhead. 

The small, dark attic smelled of potatoes, grease, and mold. Portions of lamb and pigs lay on ice, and a poster hung on the wall, a washed-up porn star offering her wrinkled cave to explore. 

“You’ve changed,” Mario said. I’d never seen him so shy. In fact, I’d never seen him human since he took my virginity on that balcony. He let me chew on the bitter memories instead, refusing to talk to me throughout that year, then vanished to work in construction. 

“Do you like it?” I asked and opened my winter coat. I wore a tight shirt, though the buttons had torn off from the fight with David. My breast were now out, my pink bra pushing them into the shape of two perfect apples. 

He didn’t answer, just stood there like a lost little kid. I laid my hand on his crotch, onto his massive hard-on. My lips sucked his, then I

whispered to his ear, “Fuck me.” 

With one familiar move, Mario unzipped his jeans and tossed them to the floor. There, he stood in front of me, penis pointing slightly to the left, a furry jungle around it. He looked like a caveman ready to hunt. 

I pulled my panties aside and lifted my left leg, hugged his ass with it. He entered me easily, hips dancing to an ancient rhythm. In and out. In and out. 

His excitement built up fast. Just when he was about to ejaculate, I slid off to the side, knocking him off balance, and his head cracked against the wall. I watched him come, confused and naked, sperm spilling from his palm. 

“Well, don’t just stand there like an epileptic chimpanzee! You have pitas to fill,” I said with a satisfied smirk. Was that cruel? So be it. 

“Renato, what the fuck?” was all he could say, standing with his pants off, shivering from shock, hands hiding his manhood. 

“Oh, it was a pleasure to see you, Mario. Thanks for the shag. You can keep the change.” 

And I walked out of the storage room, wiping sweat from my face. 

The side door shut behind me with a loud bang. 



 

Chapter 3 - Reporting for Duty 2015, August 25. I turned thirty today. On my way to my job interview I had time to make a little sum up. 

Exactly 360 months ago my mom gave birth to me on a dirty, squeaking couch in our house. On that same exact spot my dad excommunicated me after I came out to him. And it was the place where my mother died last year whispering her last words to my ear. 

“You are worthless.” 

Happy birthday to me. 

Five years of living in the capital taught me a lot of things. My primitive survival rating has risen significantly. In case of a zombie apocalypse I’d know all the tricks how to make it through in the city. 

Survival lesson no. 1: how to avoid ticket control. 

Travelling without a ticket on the public transport is a sport; playing the cat-and-mouse game with the inspectors boosts your adrenaline. 

On the night buses, it’s less fun. They wear high-visibility vests so no drunks can get around them, but in broad daylight, they’re always in disguise. Undercover agents on a sacred mission. Spot them, and you’ll feel like the hero of the day. 

I got on the blue caterpillar bus by the synagogue and scanned all of the faces. A fat guy with a chinchilla moustache: suspicious. His glasses were so thick, when he read the map, he could see people waving back at him and to that huge mole on his forehead. He could easily be an inspector. Danger, danger, my radar signed, the invalid ticket stuck on my palm from the sweat. But I was wrong; he pushed himself forward and sat down. His creasy body took the shape of a double seat. 

I exhaled. All was clean. No inspectors. The bus buzzed, doors closed. 

We’d only just rolled out of the bus stop, when a girl with a crew cut and wearing a checkered shirt put on her BKV armband and recited the hated sentence: “Passes and tickets, please.” 

Out of the blue. Even ants don’t run around this hectic before a storm as much as the passengers without tickets stick themselves near the doors to get off at the next stop. They also failed the scanning test, otherwise they would have chosen a different ride. 

To evade the public witch burning, I act quickly. 

“I don’t have anything. Let’s get off at the next stop.” 

All around me, faces lit up with relief. Every inspector needs at least one joker per bus. That was me. 

She messed with her extremely long forms, and that pause was enough for me to detect she was a black agent, someone you can

“deal with.” She stayed next to me, avoiding eye contact. I quickly made my decision. 

Off the bus, she listed my options. 

“Eight thousand forints penalty on sight, or sixteen thousand paid within forty-eight hours.” But her eyes told me a different story as they flirted with my red summer dress. I readjusted my bra in a confident move. 

“No can do, miss. I don’t have enough cash on me.” 

“Should I write a ticket, then?” 

I leant closer to her, she leant back in surprise, though her nostrils widened. Under the surface, our pheromones played their own cat-and-mouse game; the old ritual of subconscious seduction. 

“Maybe I could give you five grand for being nice to me,” I said and stretched my face into a cheeky smile. 

“That’ll work, too,” she replied quietly. 

Bingo. And that’s all I needed. A corrupt beginner who knew how to cheat, but had no idea how not to get busted. 

I pulled out my secret weapon. A name card, always lethal: Silvia Kiss, tax inspector. 

Her pupils dilated. 

“Please, don’t. I can’t afford to lose my job,” she whispered. Her tiny, muscular body shrank to the size of a cowardly little mouse. 

Inside my head, a voice screamed with laughter. I played this kiddo by the rules of the Hood; she had a straight, but I had a flush. I wished my old friend were here to see how fear-inducing her name could be. Although she would have kicked me in the butt for misusing it. Anyway, I had this inspector right where I wanted her. 

“All right. You let me run, I let you run,” I said. “It’d be a shame to be on bad terms with such a beauty.” 

She blushed, turning redder than a macaw as she nodded gently. 

What a humble creature. I almost felt sorry for her. Stroking her shoulder, I gave her a motherly smile that melted every submissive lesbian’s heart. Too bad I felt nothing toward them. Somehow, though, I was always a target, as if they couldn’t read their own radar. I turned and walked away. 

“Could we meet again?” she asked, voice shaking. 

I stared at her for a while, searching for a polite answer. I really, truly felt sorry for her. 

“Sorry, sweetie. We aren’t playing on the same team.” 


* * *


I knocked on the door of the eighth district’s Community House director. Eighth District. The worst jungle you could imagine. A hellhole in the heart of the capital. 

“Come in.” 

An obese guy in his sixties stood by the window, a patch of sweat spread across his shirt. His black cigarette emitted a heavy scent of cloves. Djarum was the king of smuggled goods. It was practically a tropical heat inside his coffin-sized office. 

He turned. It was the man with the chinchilla moustache. He showed no sign of recognition. Only a little fart left his big butt. Ill-omens filled the air. 

“Renata? Please, take a seat,” he said with the raspy voice of a heavy smoker. 

Run, my fairy Godmother whispered, but I never give up, never surrender. So I did as I was told, and the leather chair immediately sucked onto my thighs. 

“I did a little background search, and at first, I thought your born name was a typo. I understand you’re a man in women’s clothing. 

Can that be fixed? Because we need a male coach more. The girls can wait.” 

Where’s my shotgun? I thought. But I wasn’t sure who to shoot first. 

“Mr. Gruber . . .” 

“Call me Albert. Or Berci, for my friends.” 

“Mr. Gruber, I’m a full-grown woman. This can’t be fixed. But I’d be happy to train your girls.” 

He squinted, then put out his cigarette just to light another. I coughed, though he didn’t seem to care about my subtle hints. 

“I’ve read in your file you don’t have any experience as a PE teacher, nor as a trainer. But you’ve worked as a cleaning lady at the Tax Bureau, a zookeeper, and a ticket inspector. Hell of a career, so far. 

Myself, I couldn’t imagine cleaning up the shit after those animals.” 

“You mean the zoo, or the tax?” 

He burst out laughing, a sound that reminded me of the giant who ate rocks in the Neverending Story. I imagined he ate up everything around him, crunching up women between his grinding teeth, swallowing them with thick saliva, then spitting them out. 

“I see you have a good sense of humor. You say you wanna train the girls, but tell me something . . .” He leaned closer. “Do you fancy men or women? Because, you know, I don’t need a pedophile scandal in my district. Even the police couldn’t save us from a stabbing.” 

Cold sweat rolled down my spine. My fists itched. I wanted his blood smeared on my hands. Then I’d make him lick it off. 

“Mr. Gruber . . .” 

“Call me Albert, please.” 

“Albert! I’m not a pedophile. I despise them. I’m a professional who wouldn’t harm the kids. But I’m fed up with shitty jobs. I want to teach football; that’s what I’m good at.” 

“Not many would employ people like you, I imagine.” 

“No, you’re right.” 

“Look, Renata, we can’t pay much. This is a Community House in the worst district in the universe.” He leaned even closer. Tiny drops of his saliva splattered on my arms. “These children are trouble. 

They’re the ones who’d wave you down by the road for a BJ, or steal

your car, or rob and strip you on the street when they grew up. 

They’re not easy to be friends with.” 

“I’ve seen worse places.” 

“Oh? Where’s that?” 

“I come from a little ranch near Uranium City in Sopianae. You won’t find it on the map. That’s where I grew up.” 

He puffed smoke into my face with relief. 

“Ah, I see. So you can deal with them, then.” 

We shook hands on the spot, and I signed the papers. Just as I was about to leave, he placed his hand on my hip. 

“Renata, I don’t care about your past, as long as we work well together. Feel free to visit me anytime you’re going through any hardships.” 

His hand moved slightly lower and his fat fingers rolled down to my butt. Hippos were more cultured than he was. And they smelled nicer, too. On my way out, I wished I hadn’t played the name card trick on the inspector girl. She was just doing her job. And that was all I wanted to do, too, though I was sure the kids wouldn’t be my biggest problem in this new scenario. Coach Renata, reporting for duty. 



 

Chapter - A Nutmeg from Nowhere Through the green borders and on the backs of trucks, a few new friends had arrived in Budapest. Or, more precisely, a few thousand new friends. 

The Transit Zone by the East Station was full of immigrants from Syria. Children chased each other among the tents, blew soap bubbles at people through the fence. Budapest inhabitants suffered from selective blindness; they merely passed by the area, unaffected. Snobbish pricks. 

Not all of them, though. I’d been volunteering to help every morning since the first flood of Islamic war refugees had arrived — two hours in the morning, two in the evenings after my trainings. I handed out water and food to hundreds of people, and they told me through broken English their stories about running away from rape, ritual killings, child sacrifices, gay executions, bombings and war, escaping to foreign lands. 

“Are you hungry?” I asked a cheeky little toddler as I washed her dirty, malnourished body in a plastic bowl. 

“Always,” she said, and her eyes locked on a huge stall of melons. 

And this is how it was. They’d been dealing with famine, people wishing they’d die, spitting on them, and all of the uncomfortable, humiliating shit that comes with being a war refugee. I’d watched them pile into their sleeping tents, pray on their knees toward Mecca, wait in endless lines by the mobile toilette, and collect cigarette butts under our feet. Felt very familiar. In the Hood, it wasn’t much different, only no camera crews filmed our misery. And I wasn’t in the Hood anymore. 

Or was I? 

After two weeks of training, I had a team of ten-year-old girls, and another of teens from thirteen to sixteen. 

And I could proudly announce: they were monsters. 


* * *

Five minutes to five, and the girls were already gathering at the field. 

As for me . . . I did my usual mirror check in the bathroom, where my reflection convinced me I looked acceptable: a tight ponytail, high on my head; spotless trainer clothes; a whistle around my neck. Nerves made my body tremble; a pinching sensation inside. Sooner or later, these kids would give me stomach ulcers. 

Get yourself together. Be fearless. Get something good out of it. A mantra I always repeated before the trainings. Now, I heard shuffles behind me. I startled, but didn’t move. 

“How much more?” a girl’s voice asked in a toilet booth. 

“Thirty seconds,” answered another from the same booth. 

I recognized the voices. Two girls on my team: Yvette and Jessica. 

More like Yakuza and Jealousy, as I called the two inseparable fourteen-year-olds who had the magic ability to dominate the whole team. And the boys’ team, as well, when they performed the “who has bigger tits” show during warm up. I should have just sneaked out while they were in, but something told me I had to stay. 

“Shit, it’s positive,” said Yvette the Yakuza. 

“Shit,” Jealous Jessica seconded her. “I thought you’d used condoms.” Her voice was filled with malevolent joy. 

“We did. But Robbie told me it tore.” 

“Robbie? I thought you had sex with . . .” 

“Yeah, yeah. But that motherfucker, Miki, didn’t have the courage to tell me, so he sent Robbie with the bad news instead.” 

If I want to leave, now’s a good time . . . But my body wouldn’t obey. I had to hear more. 

“So what now? Are you keeping it? You know what they say: a ring catches girls, but babies trap boys.” 

Bang! It was Jealous Jessica’s head that slammed into the wall. 

“Stupid.” 

Together, they came out of the toilet booth. Yvette stumbled a little when she realized I’d been eavesdropping, and her squinting green eyes fairly burnt a hole through my forehead. 

“Did you hear us, Coach Renata?” 

Should I lie? Should I tell the truth? I won’t let these kids dominate me. 

“Yes, I have. Look, if you need any help, there are options to —” 

She sauntered up to me with a killer’s calm even though a hurricane raged across her expression, emotions racing through like restless storm clouds. Anger. Hate. Fear. 

“If you tell anyone about this . . .” And with her fingers she made a slicing gesture across her throat. 

“Think this through, Yvette. You can’t do this alone. That boy’s not ready to be a father, and you’re not ready to be a mother.” 

“Talk to the hand, bitch!” she answered on her way out. Jealous Jessica giggled and followed her like a Chihuahua. 

I checked the trash in that booth. The test was in it. And it was indeed positive. 

* * *

On the field, the two girls behaved as if nothing had happened; they lined up and jogged around the perimeter with the rest. All of them were in order for five solid minutes but then eventually paired up as if the fifteen-minute warm up was the only time window in which to gossip about the boys in the middle. 

The boys were practicing the one-two pass in the center. Eleven teenagers, pumped with testosterone, and on the verge of clashing anytime in a carefree cocking. Lately, though, they’d behaved more organized, almost in Spartan order, thanks to their new coach, Mark. 

He stood in the middle, dressed all in white. Curly, raven-black hair fell around his Greek features, his hooked nose sat over stubble, and he shouted directives with a bad boy charm. 

“Focus on your balance; a ballet dancer could outsmart you!” 

He mimicked their clumsy moves. Then he pressed his hands together above his head and pirouetted, and I couldn’t look away from the broad shoulders and slim waist that formed a perfect triangle. 

“Keep your legs loose to react faster! Don’t stand there like a bodybuilder shitting his pants.” 

Manly laughter echoed through the stadium. All the boys were sweating out their frustrations and anger without even knowing it. 

Our eyes met. Mark smiled at me, then quickly turned away, and I got the impression that he was shy. I liked shy. It’s a pleasure to open them up like Christmas presents. 

It was difficult to concentrate that day. Yvette and Jessica kept chasing me with a devil’s look, and the rest of the girls seemed to sense this problem in the force. So when it became impossible for them to score even one okay goal, I let them out ten minutes early. 

Before we went to the lockerroom, Mark grabbed my arm. 

“Do you want to have a beer with me sometime?” 

“Sure.” 

I blushed. What should I do next? 

“Maybe exchange numbers?” I asked. 

“Of course. Here’s mine.” 

And with a pen, he wrote it down on my palm. The boys behind us whistled in a harmonious choir, and now it was Coach Mark’s turn to blush. 


* * *

It was dreadful crawling up the stairs; my body gravitated toward home, yes, but at a never-ending slug-speed. 

Home. Finally. My eyes focused on the tips of my shoes, which led to my doorstep . . . where an odd box lay. 

Nobody was around, the stairwell empty and ghostly silent. This was more than strange. 

What could it be? Postmen didn’t just leave boxes like this. Maybe the neighbor was harassing me with ginger cookies again? 

I reached for the box, whose surface was soaking wet, picked it up, and opened the top. 

I cried out, dropping the box to the floor, hardly able to keep down my meal. I was officially creeped the fuck out. 

Still standing in the doorway like a statue, I dialed Mark’s number and sent him a text message: What about that drink right away? 

Here’s my address. 

The answer came back immediately: Be there in 10. 

I took the box inside and locked the door behind me. 

Jesus Christ. 

Curtains closed, windows sealed, double lock on. 

I placed the delivery onto the kitchen table, its horrific contents dripping accusingly. 

Ten minutes later, on the dot, my buzzer rang. I pressed the button, and the building’s door clicked opened automatically. 

Soon, loud banging shook the wooden front door. 

“Who’s there?” 

“Are you okay?” Mark’s nervous voice called out. 

I opened the door while his finger pointed to a red puddle. 

“Is that blood?” 

I nodded. 

“Apparently, Christmas arrived early this year. Come on in.” 

I showed him the box full of juicy internal organs. 

“Fancy a dinner? Duck heart and pork liver, served raw and cold? I just found it on my doorstep.” 

“Why? Who? What the fuck?” 

This fine man stood in my kitchen, now wearing a white shirt with black jeans, his bad boy charm long gone. He was clearly balanced and simply confused, with a few exit plans in his head in case I was a psycho. 

“I don’t know about you, but I need a drink,” I said and put a bottle of whiskey on the table. “I think I know who sent it. Come on, don’t just stand there like a bodybuilder with loose bowels.” 

This worked; he came out of his shock and laughed. 

We settled in for a drink. I told him about Yvette’s pregnancy and her threat, seeking his guidance. I knew he’d understand me. 

“Well, that’s it. I give up. I’m clueless on how to handle them,” I said. 

“They’re too wild and reckless. Maybe Berci was right. They’ll eat me up alive. How do you do this? Your boys seem so disciplined; they’ve been behaving like gems since you’d arrived.” 

Our glasses clinked. There was no polite “What a nice carpet you have!” rounds. No meaningless small talk. We were through with that phase the moment I’d greeted him into my home with a bloody box full of smelly organs. And he understood I was scared shitless, so there was a need for immediate tranquilizing in five centiliter doses. 

“It’s true these children need a firm hand,” he said, “but that’s not enough. They provoke you and expect shouting, orders, or tears from your side. If you can stay human, though, keep your cool and your humor without becoming their ‘pal,’ they’ll start to respect you. 

Even trust you, at a certain level. I think this is the key, here. These kids will push your limits every day, but if you don’t give up on them, eventually they’ll calm down. What they lack is understanding from the adults. We have to be their rocks, otherwise they’ll . . . how did you put it? ‘Eat you up alive.’” 

“Hm.” 

That was all I could say in reply. I’d lost track after his first words, so busy staring at his chin and the wrinkles along his temples. 

Hesitancy. That’s what I saw in his eyes. 

I nodded. We needed no more words. 

He laid his hand on my thigh and its warmth slowly ascended up my leg until the sensation reached my skirt. His fingers slid under and kept wandering inside my panties. 

I’m going to catch fire. It’d been more than a year since anyone had touched me “there.” It was time to tear my Christmas present open. 

A curl fell into his face, and as I stroked it back onto his head, his shy smile widened, but only on one side — a cheeky grin. I drew his face closer and let his tongue follow the line of my mouth. I sucked on his upper lip. 

“Mmm. . . .” 

His moan spoke more than a thousand compliments. 

My hand landed on his jeans and felt his throbbing penis trapped inside the tight space. 

“Let me get you more comfortable.” 

I knelt before him while Mark unbuckled his belt. As I inhaled his strong scent through his underwear, his mouth opened from the sensation and his eyelids lowered. I felt confident. And hungry. I pulled him down on the chair. 

“Open up your legs.” 

His balls were an impressive size and my tongue circled around them for a while. I was in charge, and the power tasted sweet. 

Mark’s sighs deepened with pleasure. I kissed him all the way to the tip of his cock, my breath warm against it, and he wanted to be inside me. 

“Suck it, please,” he begged. 

“Yes, Coach Mark.” I laughed, and I did as I was told. His penis slid so deeply into my throat, I could hardly breathe. But I kept him like that for long seconds, his muscles raising his cock up and down. 

“More,” he whispered in a trance. 

I choked on his penis with rapture, and his eyes opened from surprise. 

“You’re amazing!” 

“I’m not done yet,” I answered and kept on rolling my tongue around the head of his penis. 


* * *

Mark waved at me once again, then vanished around the corner with a joyous smile on his face. My heart was full of him, just as all of my holes had been. His scent draped around me like an invisible cloud. 

The sky was smoky purple; only a few pale stars peeked through the smog. Not one soul was out on the street, just a knocked-out bum snoring in the next gate. At 1 a.m., it was chilly outside, and all I wanted was a warm bath. 

From my peripheral, though, shadowy movement caught my eye. 

Then a hand grabbed my hair and bent my neck back at an unnatural angle. It cracked with a sharp pinch. 

Somebody pressed a knife to my throat, and I squeezed the tiny arm wrapped around me. 

“You work overtime now, eh? Busy, busy coaches.” 

I recognized that voice: Yvette the Yakuza. 

Bumm, bumm, bumm. My heart pounded. The blade was poised right at my main artery. One small move and she could stab me to death. Certainly this wasn’t the first time she’d wielded a knife. 

I don’t want to die tonight, I told to myself. And I won’t. 

The ninja in me woke up. Fuck butterflies. 

My fingers clamped down in a steady grip and I twisted her arm. 

Yvette screamed in pain and released my hair, one second long enough for me to catch her other arm, too, and I trapped her wrists behind her back, holding them firm. Our bodies pressed to one other, and I felt her chest rise and fall rapidly from her escalating panic. 

“I know you sent that box,” I told her. “But I won’t do anything about it. I want to help you.” 

Her face was crunched in an angry cramp, eyebrows zigzagging in her enraged snarling, the white of her teeth glimmering in the night. 

“Calm down,” I said softly. 

The knife dropped to the ground while Yvette’s expression changed to a scared girl tearing up and on the verge of crying. 

“What are those other options?” she whispered. “Fuck, my dad is going to kill me.” 

“No, he won’t. We’ll make sure of that, okay? Can I let go of you now? You won’t hurt me?” 

She shook her head, and as I released her bony wrists, she turned around and hugged me. I caught a glimpse of her rolling tears, but she hid her face against my chest. Ghetto pride over everything: that was her policy. Except during times of deep desperation. 



 

Chapter 5 - Upside Down

After the incident with Yvette, we felt the kids deserved some action, so we set up a friendly match between Sopianae and Budapest. 

It was bliss. The boys had beaten the local Sopi’s 3:1, and the girls won 2:1. They’d done their best, and it’d paid off. Only one boy had gotten a black eye from someone on the opposite team, while one of my girls had received a red card after threating the referee. Still, we won! And after winning, these little faults didn’t matter. For most of the kids, this was their first big achievement. They brought home a medal, and we all felt victorious. In fact, they all happily sang their team song while we loaded them onto the bus. 

“Hail to kings, hail to the queens, 

Who kick balls like a boss, 

That’s all that we did, 

Hail to the coach, hail to the coach, 

Lick my torch, haullari haullari hau!” 

Well . . . they weren’t poets, just kids from the jungle. 

“Do you want to drive?” Mark asked me. 

“Hell yeah,” I said. 

He’d come here in his old VW, and we figured the kids would be all right with the director, chinchilla moustache. Besides, every time he and I were in the same room, it was almost harassment from his side. He was still nothing else but a perverted prick who gives insults as often as others give compliments. back to Budapest. 

Finally, I sat behind the steering wheel of Mark’s VW. How empowering! 

Mark leaned in, his soft lips and tender kisses whispering glorious tales of love. My long-lost libido had been found again. 

“You make me horny,” he said. 

“Well, save your energy, big boy, because I’ve installed some equipment at home.” 

He looked at me curiously. 

“Let me just say: leather and steel.” 

“You naughty, naughty girl.” He winked at me, and I started the long drive home. 

Ah, just like old times . . . I knew every curve, every stone of Sopianae’s roads, and just as we reached the outskirts, headed toward the mountain, graphite clouds gathered above us. I put the VW into third gear, and when the first raindrops hit the windshield, we sang together. 

“It's Raining Men! Hallelujah! 

It's Raining Men! Amen! 

I'm gonna go out to run and let myself get

Absolutely soaking wet!” 

I chuckled. “I like The Weather Girls.” 

“Yeah, me, too,” he added sheepishly. 

Soon, though, this storm began to give me a hard time. A yellowish-brown flood ran through the road, and the VW’s wheels fairly skated on the slippery concrete while a heavy curtain of rain blurred my

view. All I could see were the flashing red spots of signs along the edges of the road, their reflective eyes leading my hand as the narrow street squirmed with wild angles, the serpentine full of branches and stones. 

White lightning slashed the sky, and in the blink of an eye, the powerful sword of electricity had struck a huge tree. 

“Whoa!” Mark exclaimed, and my own scared shout followed. 

“Grab on to something!” 

The tree started to sway to the left, and then to the right. I jerked the steering wheel, but it was impossible to predict which direction the tree would take. Then it crashed down, nearly hitting the back of the car, shoving us heavily to the left. The brakes squealed with a helpless cry, and we drove into a deep ditch. 

I hit my head, and then . . . blackness. 

When I came to, the safety belt was cutting into my neck. Roars of thunder faded off in the distance. Bushes were illuminated by the car’s front lights, and all them were upside down. 

“Are you okay?” I asked Mark. He pulled his face back from the air bag. An ugly bruise sat over his right eye, but he seemed otherwise fine. 

“Fuck, we almost died.” 

“Yeah, sorry about that,” I answered. 

Later, we sat in the deepening darkness for a while, watching the car’s windshield wipers run back and forth, back and forth, as if nothing had happened. What else could we do? 

We went through the routine process of a car crash nightmare. 

Police arrived and wrote a report. Insurance details. Emergency put an adhesive plaster on Mark’s head; no visible trauma. The Yellow

Angel Company arrived and transported the destroyed VW to the closest service. At eleven o’clock at night, we were in the middle of nowhere. 

“Do you have somewhere you could go?” an officer asked. 

Mark looked at me. “Do we?” 

He knew I was from here, but that was it; some hazy concept that his girlfriend had grown up near Sopianae. 

I sighed. “We might.” 

I didn’t let the cop car enter the Hood, not wanting to stir up the resting beast. So he dropped us off at the intersection and we walked about a kilometer in the pouring rain and pitch-black toward a set of small sheds. We were both knee-deep in the mud, soaking wet, and as tired as two dogs. 

“That’s it.” I pointed to a little house whose lights were on, and I felt as anxious as hell. 

I still had the keys and a very strong misgiving that what awaited us inside would be less of a joy ride than what had just happened. 

I knocked on the door. No answer. 

My keys worked. Or, they would have worked, but the door wasn’t closed. 

We went in, and I accidentally kicked a black mass lying on the floor. 

The stink of feces and vomit burned our noses. 

“That’s my dad,” I said, introducing my unconscious father with a theatrical move. “He’s an alcoholic.” 

Mark’s face paled, which I could understand. 

“Yeah, yeah. Sweet, sweet home.” 

I grabbed my father by his arms while Mark took him by the ankles. 

He was heavier than a sack of potatoes and behaved just the same, slumping helplessly to his side, head falling against the lamp. 

“Do you think he needs medical care?” Mark asked. 

What a darling, I thought. Then I looked down at my dad, whose face was all green and yellow from who knew what. What a scumbag. 

“He’s fine.” 

Dad opened his eyes; the nasty squint of a man who’d just come back from delirium. 

“What are ya lookin’ at?” he asked with deadly breath. 

“Pa, this is my friend, Mark.” 

His head turned in my direction, and it took him a while to recognize me. It’d been almost a year since we’d seen each other, and we’d both changed. He was a shadow of a man, and I was a bad joke with my scratched-up face and smudged makeup. 

“What the heck are ya doin’ here?” 

“We had a car accident, Pa. We need a place to crash for the night.” 

My dad giggled. “What a pun.” 

“Whatever,” I said and looked for a rag to clean up his dirt. Mark insisted on helping, but I was too ashamed to accept it, so I quickly directed him into the bathroom. Only when the water had started to flow did I dare cry. 


* * *

“Cock-a-doodle-doo!” 

Bang. 

I woke up in the bedroom and rubbed my eyes. This sound, I knew all-too well. An airgun. The kids had tried to shoot the rooster. It’d been our favorite prank, too. 

Muffled noises came from the living room. I looked to my left and found the bed was empty. 

My father coughed. “Ah, my lungs. Too much smokes. So anyway, this is Renato, around ten. He wore this ridiculous mutant turtle mascara. He was a stupid boy, I have to tell you. Look what he did to himself.” 

No, no, no, this cannot be happening! I jumped out of bed. I have to stop him! My clothes were still damp, but that didn’t matter when my world was about to fall apart. 

“I don’t understand,” I heard Mark answering. 

“What’s there not to get? He was a dude, born with a dangling dick between his legs. And who knows what he has there now. All I know he does this parade, always in skirts with female patchouli. Terrible.” 

“Okay, this is too much for me. I need to go,” said Mark. 

By the time I’d managed to drag on my jeans and a pullover, he was outside the house. 

“Why did you do that?” I burst out at my dad. 

He shrugged amid a fit of strong coughing that shook his body. 

Engines. A big white car. 

Shit, the morning bus. 

I ran out and fist-pounded on the side of the bus to get the driver to stop. But the driver merely flipped his middle finger and sped up. 

Mark sat at the back of the bus, in one of the last seats. I had to do something. 

A bike leaned against the fence. Dad’s bike, the dreaded night crawler that he used on his crazy drinking sprees. 

This’ll do the trick. It must. And I pedaled through the dirt as fast as I could. I wasn’t a PE teacher for nothing; my body could take it. But this was a shitty bike, and I couldn’t race against a bus driven by jerk. So I had to take a chance: I turned the bike onto the grass and rode through a backyard. Then another. And another. 

If I’m fast enough, I might be able catch the bus at the intersection. 

Bite the bullet, come on. 

Dangling dick. Mutant. Patchouli. My father’s mean words ran a loop through my head. Am I really ridiculous? 

Thud, thud, thud. My bike jumped down the slope, stones flying everywhere as the bus headed toward the intersection. My last chance to gain distance. 

Mark stared angrily at me through the back window. I pedaled even harder, and soon I was next to the bus. My wheels slalomed by huge potholes in the road and dirt sprayed into my face. The bus had to slow down, too. This was my moment. I was ready to die trying. 

I banged on the bus door. No reaction. One more push and a crazy turn, and I was a couple of lengths in front of the bus. With a tiger jump, I rolled into the road while the bike ran straight into a dumpster. 

The driver hit the brakes. I threw my arms up over my head. Frogs die like this, flattened by a car! 

It stopped at the last second, the bumper shield pushing me on the side, but it didn’t hurt. The front door opened. 

“What is wrong with you?” the driver yelled. 

“I have to talk to Mark. Mark, can you hear me? Get your ass off the bus and let me explain.” 

“You ain’t normal, woman! Get out of the way!” the driver shouted again. Passengers clung to the windows to stare at my outrageous behavior. I couldn’t have cared less. 

“Mark, I won’t move until you hear me out!” 

“Is there a Mark on this bus? Who’s Mark?” I heard curious voices call from inside. 

“Fine.” After a moment, Mark showed up on the bus’s steps. “I’m listening.” 

“I had my reasons not to tell you . . .” 

“That you were born a man?” His face distorted with anger. 

“What? Did you hear that?” Inside the bus, an excited ruckus ensued. 

“You have to admit, it’s not a first-date topic,” I said. “I was afraid you wouldn’t even give me a chance.” 

“Renata, we’ve been together for two weeks! When did you plan to tell me?” 

When? I had no answer to this. I hadn’t planned to tell the truth any time soon. It’d never ended well before. 

“Look, Mark, people beat me, humiliated me, used me, spat on me . . 

. it wasn’t easy to live like that. I have deep scars and fears. It takes time.” 

“What takes time?” 

“Trust.” 

Mark clapped sardonically. 

“Oh, this is just great! Did you really think I would hurt you?” 

“No, but . . .” 

“But, but, but. I’m sick of this! You were dishonest, Renata. What other excuse can you come up with?” 

He began to retreat back up the steps. I wished the sky would open up, and that God would reach down and rip me apart. 

“Don’t want to lose you,” I said. “I love you.” Then all of my strength drained and I fell to my knees. I was ready to be kicked off of the road. And out of heaven. 

But a moment later, a hand rested on my shoulder. Mark pulled me up from the ground. 

“Don’t ever lie to me again, okay?” he said with a sad smile. 

I nodded weakly, at the end of my rope. 

He put his finger under my chin, raised my head. Like a black hole, his dark eyes sucked me in. His hands moved up to my sides, and then hugged me as branches hug the weary traveler. Our lips finally joined. 

At that moment, the whole bus burst into loud applause. Only the driver darted angry looks at me as he maneuvered his vehicle back onto the main road. 

After the bus left, we stood there together, Mark and I, on that intersection connecting the Hood with the rest of the world. For me, it all finally made sense: this was how you really left the Hood. Not by bus, but by heart. 



 THE END

Character Profile

Renato/Renata is 190 cm, brown hair, brown eyes, and fair skin. 

Renato/Renata is relatively introverted but never late with a witty answer. Whatever life throws at her, she is ready to fight back. She never lost her capability to dream and has a strong motivation and great willpower to reach them. At first we see Renato as a fifteen years old boy, then as a twenty-five years old young girl and finally as a thirty years old, absolutely grown-up woman. 

Mario is Renato’s best friend who betrayed their friendship. He is at the same age as Renato, a dark skinned guy with a medium-height. 

Later, when they meet, he’s less of a jerk now. Works in a bakery and has a flabby belly. He never comes out of the closet, his sexual orientation remains secret. Their secret. 

David is Renato’s first boyfriend. A giant, bald, and near-sighted alcoholic. He is middle-aged, successful as an editor. He financed Renato’s surgery and from that on their relationship is out of balance. He is obsessive, jealous, hot-tempered and aggressive man. 

Mark is Renata’s colleague, a 28 years old soccer coach. He is of the same height as Renata. He has a blond crewcut and green eyes. 

They share the same interests, they are both dreamers. 

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community 

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

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, fal s 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 spel  of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 



Obsessed by Noble Resemblance 

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 al  necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is wel  known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

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



A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a smal  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 Wel s 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 cal s himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton al

along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wel s. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventual y transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 



The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

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

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutal y 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. Wil 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 al -night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camel ia Davis is pushed to death from a hil . 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and careful y studies al  those who had been on the trek with Camel ia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fel ow, who was routinely taunted by Camel ia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camel ia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camel ia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camel ia’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 wil  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 

The first episode of "Hannah Brown, Transgendered Sleuth" series. 

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutal y 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 al  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. Wil  Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Wil  Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 



A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a School 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventual y takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thral , and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid fal s for her. 



Dance Like a Woman 

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tal , 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 fal s in love with Kalki

and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tal , 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 al  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 powerful y attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



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

dress improperly 

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

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



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing al  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. Eventual y, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by dol -

faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventual y 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 wil these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 



Trapped in Circus 

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

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

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

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a

huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. He is 5’8, has sandy brown hair, kindly grey eyes and a sexily askew mouth. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal. However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic cal ed Chiyomi. Drawn to Chiyomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon fal s in love. 



Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story of a Boy

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God al ows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. 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. 



A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a col ege stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Cal center of a San Francisco based telecom company cal ed Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as

‘Arianna’ to customers who cal . ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear a saree on the ethnic day held in the office. 



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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 fal s 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, tel s 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 terminal y il  have been cured. 

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

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



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a col ar bearing details of the registration

around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their col ars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutal y bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets al  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 fol owing day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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 Vil a 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 fal s, 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 Vil a, with only one purpose: to fulfil  the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 



Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he wil  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 il egal activity. 

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfil  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 final y as a thirty year old ful y grown up woman. 



A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. 

The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect of rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 



Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy fol owing 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 Hol ywood. 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. Wil  Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, 

endangering her stupendous success in Hol ywood? Does Sheena find al  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. 



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) final y mustered the courage to tel  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 Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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

 

Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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. 

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

Or wil  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 al  that fol ows actual y transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender 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 cal ed upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chil ing case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

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 wil ing to sacrifice al  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 wil power 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. Eventual y 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. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Mil er, 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. Wil  she succeed in her designs? 



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His

bet was that his company wil  grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, wel -

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 smal  business has a specific profile: he sel s and instal s surveil ance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financial y stable, he stil  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 hel  -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. 

Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetical y or technological y modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cel  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 Cel  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 cal ed Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

years ago a virus cal ed PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve cal ed “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 cal  themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders cal  them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

real y engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

[image: Image 2]



Hel o, 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 al  in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. Al  my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)-

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

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