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Feminized in the Pyrenees

Chapter 1 - A Fusillade of Kisses

The air was chilly, but dry. The cool winds of the Pyrenees hit Lord Esteban like a leash. 

He was old and grey and was trying to move as fast as his ancient legs would carry him. The pus and blood oozing out of the wound on his right calf made movement especially difficult. 

Nuno, his enemy, had released an arrow at lightning speed, before Lord Esteban had a chance to put on the armor of the thigh. Lord Esteban had put on his armor after he had been injured. 

He regretted his action now, as its weight was slowing him down further. It was quite dark and Lord Esteban’s vision was failing. 

‘Nuno may be here anytime now’ he thought his heart palpitating. Lord Esteban’s enemy was clearly not one to be underestimated. Nuno was so clever that he had defeated Lord Esteban in spite of elaborate fortification by the latter. Lord Esteban had somehow managed to escape. His treasures, family and servants had been left behind in Spain. 

Dread filling his heart, Lord Esteban painfully tottered across granite and gneiss peaks, mountain torrents and steep cliffs. He heard the clamorous gushing of many waterfalls and hot springs as he climbed up the slopes. He staggered up an area that was at an elevation of 420

meters. In between its center, ran a fast-flowing river into which flowed several small rivers. 

The land was bordered by a loop of an outcrop of rock. On the northern aspect on these rocks, near the river banks were naturally formed, haphazardly shaped shallow caves. Lord Esteban faced a short area of foliage. He pieced it with his lance. Much to his astonishment, a shallow cave or a grotto lay concealed within the protective, vigilant layers of the foliage. The spring above flowed over a plethora of rocks and gushed with roaring force in the manner of a waterfall. On the sultry magical night, the gushing waterfall looked almost golden and the pool in which the waters collected looked like shimmering black gold. 

Across the fountain, stood Nuno. He had taken his armor off and stood in the entire glory of his tall, dark, beautiful youth. Lord Esteban noticed that Nuno had his lance and shield in position, as if poised to attack him. Lord Esteban felt old and utterly defeated. He threw his arms up in surrender. 

‘You win, Nuno’ he said in a weary voice ‘Please pierce your lance through me right now’. 

Nuno was an aggressive warrior, but he was a samurai. He had immense respect for the renowned warrier. 

‘That wouldn’t be fair, Lord Esteban’ he said in a deep masculine voice ‘because you’re injured and tired. Please rest for the night. We’ll fight a duel in the morning and see who wins’. 

‘Thank you, Nuno’ said Lord Esteban with dignity ‘You’re an enemy, but a noble one’. 

Nuno silently nodded and sauntered a little distance away to rest. From where he was lying down, he could see lord Esteban getting into the fountain with his heavy armor on. As he immersed himself in the warm waters of the fountain, Lord Esteban felt an unrivalled sense of peace overtake him. So comforting were the woozy, amorphous arms of the water that Lord Esteban surrendered himself to the fountain. He wafted into its soporific arms, ready to be killed in the duel the following day. 
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The warm rays of the sun penetrated through the holes in Lord Esteban’s vizor. He found himself floating on the surface of the waters which, in the light of the first blush of dawn, appeared a lovely crystal turquoise. He felt very funny—softer, sprightlier and daintier—on the inside. The armor felt much too heavy and oversized--suddenly. Miraculously, the wound on his calf caused by Nuno’s arrow didn’t sting anymore…. 

‘What the hell has happened to me?’ wondered Lord Esteban ‘Have I shrunk overnight?’. 

He tried to get out of the spring, but the heaviness of the armor weighed him down. Tried as he did to get out, he repeatedly failed and fell back into the waters. Nuno, who had just woken up, watched his archrival struggling to get out of the spring. Like a gentleman, he lent a hand and pulled his enemy out of the fountain. 

Lord Esteban picked up his lance and shield and poised himself for a fight. Nuno did too. 

With one quicksilver flash of his scimitar, he pierced Lord Esteban’s visor to reveal the most beautiful face in the world. He froze for a minute, mesmerized by the white marmoreal skin, glimmering soft long golden hair and inviting luscious red lips of his enemy. The nose was tiny, with a slightly haughty flare to it. Nuno looked at his enemy’s brilliant sapphire eyes and declared “there lies more peril in thine eye than twenty swords”. 

Lord Esteban was confused. Why was Nuno looking at him in that strange manner? It was the look young men gave the ladies they were courting, certainly not an ageing enemy they intended to kill. Bewildered, he stood rooted to the spot. 

Nuno stripped off Lord Esteban’s sabton, the part of the armor that covered the foot. In the place of an old big calloused foot he had expected to see, Lord Esteban found himself gazing at a tiny, petite foot. It was so dainty and ethereal that it might have belonged to an angel! Lord Esteban was astounded. 

With a mischievous smile tugging the corners of his handsome lips, Nuno gently took off the plakart, the part of the armor covering his enemy’s abdomen. Lord Esteban’s abdomen was not coarse, broad and muscular like before, but soft, delicate and curvaceous. He was puzzled as Nuno bend down and tenderly kissed his oblong navel. Lord Esteban felt a delicious shiver go down his spine. By this time, he was beginning to remotely suspect what had transpired while he had lain in the spring. 

Nuno inched closer to Lord Esteban. With increasing excitement, he took off the breastplate of the armor. With a stroke of the lance, he ripped of the clothes that covered Lord Esteban’s upper front. As the cloth came apart, two beautiful mounds, with coin-sized rosy areolas and distended pale pink nipples came into view, brazenly exposed in front of the enemy. Lord Esteban was seized by embarrassment as well as convulsive fury. Here he was, standing in front of his archrival, naked up to the waist! Lord Esteban felt so angry and vulnerable at the same time, he wanted to die. He made a half-hearted movement to cover his nakedness with his hands, but the metal gauntlet came in the way. Nuno benignly removed it for Lord Esteban, freeing the latter’s tiny fair hands. The belligerent expression on Lord Esteban’s face, as he hastened to cover his breasts, evoked gentle laughter from Nuno. 

In one final masterstroke, he divested his fair captive of the entire armor. The tasset, the part of the armor that covered Lord Esteban’s thighs, came apart. The cloth covering Lord Esteban’s thigh slipped down and lay in a pool at his feet. No one could miss the soft golden hair covered triangle in between his legs, in place of where his penis had been. Lord Esteban’s worst fears had come true. He had turned into a young woman. 
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His aggressiveness only increased. ‘Now that nature has played a trick on me, I suppose I am vulnerable’ he said in honeyed tones of a woman ‘Kill me, Nuno! Kill me, right now!’

‘I will kill you’ said Nuno taking her in his arms and gently fondling her naked back ‘but not with this sword’. 

‘Then with what?’ she raised her wide frightened eyes to her enemy. 

‘With a fusillade of kisses, and a cannon of caresses, your body shall be thrusted by another sword that I own’ whispered Nuno sexily. 
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Chapter 2 - Handsome Fergus Loves the Beauteous Delphina Fergus Meyers sat in his Irish home, gazing out of the window. Spring was in the air, playing up artichoke, asparagus and harlequin shades of the countryside. Flocks of sheep bleated plaintively and frolicked with one another. The temperature was just right--neither too hot, nor too cold. Groups of young men and women walked gaily, their buoyant heads thrown back in flirtatious and carefree laughter. 

As the sounds of the men’s brazen flirting and the women’s ticklish tinkering responsive laughter reached his ears, Fergus felt a catch in his heart. Jealousy would be too extreme a word to describe what he felt; gentle sadness or wistfulness would be more appropriate. As the women’s laughter soared higher and reached a crescendo, the ache in Fergus’s heart deepened. 

There was a time, however brief, when he had had the power to make girls laugh like that. 

With his good looks, charisma and youthful energy, Fergus could say with certainty that he had given other men a run for their money. 

Now at 42, Fergus was better-looking than he had ever been before. Touched by tragedy, his slender long face had acquired a poetic sort of melancholy that was very attractive. The thick wavy mass of blonde hair on his head had darkened to an unusual shade of chestnut. His once smooth forehead was now enticingly lined. The brows that cut through his marmoreal Celtic skin resembled the wing of a fine bird and the tip tiled sea-green eyes below were touched by depths of mystery and sadness. They were sometimes transparent, providing the world with a glimpse into his soul, alternately opaque as is he was shutting the world out. The fine nose had nostrils that flared a bit, followed by a rather full mouth that had arranged itself into a sad-sensuous pout. 

Neck down, Fergus was as slender as he used to be. Frequent trips to the gym ensured that Fergus was as fit as he had been before, when he had walked. Fergus had fallen off the horse at nineteen, causing a spinal cord injury that had left him paralyzed waist down for life. The doctors had told him he was lucky enough to survive. As Fergus maneuvered the push ring of the wheel chair and wheeled himself from the front hall to the bedroom, he wished he had died. 

Fergus wasn’t usually this gloomy. He led a near-normal life, working and socializing. At the moment, he was designing a low-cost physiotherapy machine for paraplegics. Most evenings he spent at the pub, chatting and cracking ribald jokes with his best buddy, Brian. At times, he played wheelchair tennis. However, this was one of those days when grief and loneliness hit him in full blast. Fergus put the depression down to never having been in a meaningful, fulfilling romantic relationship. He was young, good-looking and rich; therefore, casual sex wasn’t a problem. But Fergus longed for something more than that. He longed to have a partner who would travel with him, be his emotional anchor when he was feeling down and would share joys and sorrows of life with him. However, women like that were scarce. 

Also, none of the women he had slept with had captured his fancy. They were nice congenial Irish girls who liked their coffee strong and absolutely loved their leisure, but they lacked the special dimension Fergus was looking for. Therefore, he lived alone. Well, almost alone. Fergus shared his tastefully decorated Irish home with his manservant, Jock. 

Fergus reached the bedroom. He impatiently removed the calf-straps, got his feet off the 7

footplate of the wheelchair, put the brakes on and hauled himself on to the bed. He lay prone on it and switched on his laptop. It came to life with a ghostly flicker. Fergus didn’t feel like doing any more research on the therapy machine that day. Cursing himself for wasting time, he logged into Facebook and turned on his ‘chat’. A few of his friends were online, but none of them greeted him. Fergus was in no mood to approach them. With a sulky sigh, he switched the chat off and became invisible. He went to the home page and started looking at the hodgepodge of things that floated in the newsfeed: pictures, quotes, sayings and so on. He saw good old Brian with his other friends, a few of the girls Fergus had slept with and an assortment of relatives. The boring ordinariness of the newsfeed was killing. 

‘Nothing interesting’ thought Fergus flicking a stray chestnut lock off his forehead ‘might as well log out’. His fingers travelled to the right hand corner of the home page of his profile. Just as he was about to click on the log-out option, something (or rather, someone) caught his attention. Fergus’s hand stopped midway. His eyes were those of a man possessed. They settled, or rather, were riveted on her in the ‘People you may know’ list. She was probably a friend of a friend. 

As he beheld the beautiful tanned face framed by straight dark hair, the smoky pencil-lined eyes, the aquiline nose followed by suggestive half-opened lips, Fergus’s heart skipped a beat. 

Blood gushed to his white face and he gripped the footboard of his bed. He felt an unbearable lightness of being, as if he was suspended midair and was floating in it. Everything around him: the smell of the roses emanating from the garden, the chirping of the spring songbirds and the clatter of crockery in the kitchen (where Jock was whipping up a meal) seemed heightened. 

Fergus felt undulating waves of ecstasy going through his body. He was Fergus of a moment ago, yet he wasn’t. Something in him had changed--inexplicably, irretrievably. 

With a feeling of pleasurable guilt, Fergus opened her profile. Her little picture magnified and became the center of focus. She was even more stunning up close. She was tall. Her figure was lean, almost boyish. Maybe it was just his imagination, but Fergus sensed a contradiction of the predatory and poetic about her. Her soulful eyes looked just a little bit hungry….Fergus doubted if all men (Brian for instance), would find her attractive. From the elaborate exchange of notes with his male buddies, Fergus found that men liked homely, invitingly pretty girls. 

Delphina Dan Naud was clearly an acquired taste. 

‘Delphina’ Fergus said the name out aloud. It sounded exotic and sensuous on his Irish tongue. Not Daphne, not Delilah, but Delphina. Fergus had never come across the name before. It was as unusual and mesmerizing as the girl. 

Delphina was 31 years old. Her profile said she was a legal practitioner at a firm and lived in Paris. ‘What a waste!’ thought Fergus ‘with her looks, she could be the brand new face of the modeling world!’. In his personal message to her, he said something to the effect. 

‘Thanks, you’re very kind’ came her polite, impersonal reply almost instantly, making Fergus’s love-sick heart beat at 90 per minute ‘but I am very happy with my present career and have no intentions, whatsoever, of foraying into the modeling world’. Insecure men would haveinterpreted the above reply as some kind of a rebuff, but Fergus didn’t. He took it at its face value. He decided to impress Delphina with his renowned Irish sense of humor. 

‘Do you know the difference between a good and bad lawyer?’ he typed. 

‘Enlighten me’ came Delphina’s reply. In between being love-sick, Fergus noticed that Delphina’s English was very good for a non-native speaker. 
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‘A bad lawyer makes a case drag on for months’ he typed ‘a good one makes it drag on even longer!’

‘LOL!’ Delphina typed. Her ‘laughing out loud’ seemed really genuine; therefore Fergus was emboldened to ask for Delphina for her contact number. It was just a shot in the dark, Fergus didn’t really expect Delphina to give it to him, but she did. ‘I’ll give a ring’ Fergus said

‘but check my profile first and let me know if you want to talk to me’. Fergus’s profile had pictures of him in a wheelchair. He had nothing to hide. If Delphina was going to talk to him, Fergus wanted her to be aware of his condition. Delphina took about three minutes to browse through his profile. ‘Yes’ she then typed ‘I’d very much like to converse with you’. 

Fergus dialed her number with quivering hands. The automated call operator at the other end reminded him that he had to fill in the country code of the area he was putting a call across to. Fergus nervously surfed the internet and found the country code of France. He steadied his hands and put a call across to the mysterious dark beauty. 

‘Hello’ came through a husky, medium pitched voice from the other end. Delphina’s voice was rich and voluptuous in a way none of Fergus’s shrill, high-pitched lovers’ had been. Fergus shilly-shallied for a while, enquiring about the weather in France, Delphina’s job, her interests and so on. Finally, when he was convinced that she wouldn’t take offense, he asked ‘Delphina, are you in a relationship?’

‘I am not’ came the constrained, cagey reply from the other end. Fergus didn’t think Delphina was lying, yet he wasn’t satisfied. There seemed to be something at the tip of her tongue which she had been on the verge of divulging, before something—call it propriety or an instinct towards self-protection—had come in the way. Delphina hadn’t asked if he, Fergus, was in a relationship. Had she just assumed that he wasn’t just because he was a wheelchair bound person? If she wasn’t in a relationship, why was she being so guarded? Fergus didn’t doubt the veracity of Delphina’s words; he knew she was speaking the truth. But she didn’t respond the way he had expected her to. Yet Fergus couldn’t believe that she wasn’t interested in him. If she hadn’t been, why had she agreed to talk to him at all? After a fifteen minute conversation, a confused Fergus disconnected the receiver. He never contacted Delphina again, not when he was Fergus, at least….. 

A few Sundays later, Fergus wheeled himself to the workshop which was located on the same street as his house. It was a car garage that he and his colleagues had rented. Among the greasy-uniformed workmen and the blinding fire of soldering, stood two men: Fergus’s best friend, physiotherapist, Brian and the brilliant 22 year old mechanical engineering graduate, Cian. The two gentlemen were working on the cost-effective therapy machine with Fergus. 

The three had already come up with the first prototype of the machine which provided exercise to the lower limbs by providing a passive cycling movement and electric stimulation to muscles. 

‘How’s it going boys?’ Fergus asked his colleagues. 

‘It’s going well, pal’ replied the open, ginger-haired freckle-faced Brian ‘I asked Cian to provide support at the thigh, so that the unsupported limb lacking in muscular strength doesn’t fall off before the patient complete one rotatory movement ’. 

‘Ankle straps will be provided for the same reason too’ the reserved Cian chipped in. His voice was clipped. It was as if he resented Brian for coming up with an explanation before him and ‘stealing the limelight’. 

‘Okay, all the best pals’ replied Fergus in artificially bright tones. I’ll be joining you in a few 9

days. I haven’t been myself lately. 

‘Take a few days off, Fergus’ said Brian sportingly ‘You’ve been working your ass off on the therapy machine for months. Cian and I will handle things for a while’. 

‘Thanks, Brian’ said Fergus ‘you’re a brick’. He released the brake of the wheelchair and started wheeling himself towards home. When he told Brian that he had been a little off color, Fergus hadn’t been exaggerating. From a few days before he came across Delphina, he had been feeling extremely tired, weak and fatigued. In spite of having a balanced diet, the circles under his eyes were pronounced. Fergus would often wake up in the night sweating, choking and gasping for breath. The niggling concern he had felt at the back of his mind became a full-blown worry today. Before he knew it, Fergus had wheeled himself to a doctor’s clinic at the end of the street. 

Dr. Nesbit was a stout, impassive faced man nearing sixty. He was given to speaking in short, terse sentences and gave monosyllabic answers whenever they served the purpose. 

Without any prelude, he retrieved a syringe from his medical kit and drew a quantity of blood from Fergus’s right forearm. Since the shortness of breath had Fergus suspect that he might be anemic, he wasn’t surprised. He had certainly anticipated a blood test. 

However, the next procedure that made alarm bells ring in his head. Dr. Nesbit asked Fergus to pull his pants down. Following this, he salvaged a fine sharp needle from his medical kit and withdrew a sample of bone and bone marrow from Fergus’s hipbone. 

‘Doctor, are you conducting a biopsy?’ Fergus asked in a tremulous tone. 

The venerable Dr. Nesbit nodded. 

‘What for?’ Fergus’s voice quivered ‘Is something seriously wrong?’

‘The results will be sent to the pathologist’ answered Dr. Nesbit with typical evasive professionalism ‘nothing could be said up that point’. 

Fergus returned home a worried man. A day later, Dr. Nesbit phoned again. True to his thorough nature, he still refused to commit as to what was wrong with Fergus. ‘We’ll have to conduct a spinal tap’ he said laconically. 

‘A spinal tap?’

‘Well, it’s something like a small surgery’ said Dr. Nesbit reluctantly ‘you’ll be put under anesthesia. Then a small amount of spinal fluid will be removed from the spaces in between the vertebrae of the spine’. 

‘What is this test for?’ asked Fergus, nearly swooning with suspense by now. The evasive Dr. Nesbit once again refused to commit himself ‘The pathologist will have the last word’ he said before disconnecting the phone. 

The next day, Fergus was summoned to the clinic. Since he was having trouble even maneuvering the push ring, Jock had to take charge of the push handle and push Fergus’s wheelchair up to the clinic. Dr. Nesbit took a look at the huge, square-jawed valet and seemed to heave a visible sigh of relief. ‘I am glad you decided to get someone along, Mr. Meyers’ he told Fergus ‘the news isn’t a good one’. 

‘Am I ill, Dr. Nesbit? asked Fergus concerned. 

‘You’re dying, Mr. Meyers’ said Dr. Nesbit in a voice devoid of emotion. 
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Chapter 3 - In Search of Healing Waters Jock wheeled Fergus home in pin drop silence. It would hardly have been fair to expect him to speak, considering the jolt his employer had just received at the doctor’s clinic. At 42, Fergus had been wheelchair bound for more than half of his life and missed out on many other things he might have had had he not had that life-changing accident. Still, he had put on a brave face and had managed to do many things that people in ordinary circumstances didn’t. Still, it hadn’t been easy. And the Good Lord above had dealt him one more difficult card by giving him leukemia in its terminal stage. In spite of having alternatives like chemotherapy and other treatments medical science now had its disposal; Dr. Nesbit had ruled them off in a sweep. ‘It would be of no use to you, Mr. Myers’ he had said in a flinty voice ‘you are too far gone to be rescued by anything. Spend the rest of the days keeping yourself cheerful. ‘Listen to music, read good books, watch movies or something—because even the Lord will not be able to save you, you know’. 

Jock thought Dr. Nesbit a particularly haughty and heartless man. He was haughty because he had put himself above the Lord. He was heartless because he had seized—irretrievably and unforgivably—the final dregs of hope Fergus might have nurtured. ‘May that son of an evil mother roast in hell!’ cursed Jock inwardly, a glint of flame ablaze in his fine purple eyes ‘As long as the Lord is in his abode, a cure can’t be ruled out!’ He wheeled his employer to his tasteful white villa adorned by ivy creepers and roses, heaved the wheelchair over the patch of slush so easily that it might have been a feather and pushed it above the wooden ramp leading inside. ‘How about something strong, Sir?’ he asked Fergus in a sober, yet heartening tone

‘Coffee, whiskey?’

‘A whiskey and soda, please’ said Fergus ‘and Jock, get a glass for yourself too’. 

‘Mr. Meyers is very kind’ said Jock and presently arrived with a bottleful of whiskey, a crate of ice and two glasses. He arranged the ice first, using tongs, and then poured the potent alcohol on the gelid rocks. He added a pint of soda to both the drinks and handed a glass to his employer. Both of them drank in silence. 

‘Sir’ said Jock after a minute ‘I know you are an educated, scientific minded man and are going to admonish me for what I say…’ he paused, then subtly said ‘but I might have a solution….to your problems’. 

‘What is it, Jock?’ asked Fergus. Though he had presently received the biggest jolt of his life, he was still a gentleman. Fergus was very even-tempered and never lashed out at people unnecessarily. He also had the reputation of treating superiors, equals and subordinates alike. 

This was one quality that endeared him to everyone who knew him well. 

‘Well, it may involve faith healing....’ replied Jock skeptically. 

‘Cut out the dilly dallying, Jock and come to the point’ said Fergus affectionately. 

‘Well, somewhere in France…probably in the Pyrenees’ began Jock inarticulately ‘I don’t know where exactly--is a grotto from which springs the holiest water on earth. Apparently, the Lady of Immaculate Conception took on human form and told a young, unworldly shepherdess to dig in a place from where the sweet, holy water emanated. In days of yore, the water used to be left in the open. Birds, animals and other creatures who had bathed in it had been cured. 
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Sometime in between, a glass pane has been resurrected around it….now it is as free and uninhibited as before.’

Jock paused for breath. Fergus was neither a believer of faith healing nor a skeptic; hence he listened intently without fear or favor, bias for or against the fountain. 

‘The waters there are said to be comprised of oxygen, nitrogen, carbonic acid, carbonates of lime and magnesia, a trace of carbonate of iron, chlorides of potassium or sodium, sulphates of potassium and soda, traces of ammonia and iodine’ continued Jock ‘my sister Jenny says that one can bathe in the water or drink it—that bathing irrefutably had much more profound effects. She swears that after bathing in the water, paralytics have walked out breezily as if nothing had happened to them, the visually impaired have gained their sights and those suffering from terminal diseases that doctors have given up on, have gone home in great shape and have lived a long, healthy life for many years after that’. 

‘If you knew all this, Jock’ asked Fergus incredulous ‘why didn’t you ever mention it before? You have been with me for a good seven years!’

‘The fountain is located in a very remote cranny, Sir’ replied Jock ‘nobody vouches to its presence with certainty. Even my sister Jenny, who lives in Moulin in Central France, knows about it only through hearsay’. 

Dublin, where the main Irish airport was located, was about 500 miles from Paris. ‘The journey will be an exhausting one’ speculating Fergus ‘but who cares? What do I need the energy for anyway, when I am going to be dead in a few months, perhaps even weeks?’. 

‘Shall I book the flight tickets, Sir?’ asked Jock ‘there’re fairly quick ones going from Dublin to Paris’

‘We shall take the train, Jock’ said Fergus decisively. 

‘But Mr. Meyers’ Jock hastened to say ‘travelling so much isn’t advisable for someone in your condition!’

‘It doesn’t matter’ said Fergus evenly ‘I wish to travel extensively’. 

Jock didn’t try to argue with Fergus. One of his greatest qualities was letting people have his way. He quietly booked a train from Dublin to Paris. The train didn’t go straight to Paris, but stopped midway in London for some time. Jock consulted Fergus who said he didn’t mind the stop one little bit. If anything, he welcomed it. The two packed, booked private transport to take them to Dublin and got on the train. On impulse, Fergus had also packed the “Claddargh ring”: the traditional ring that Irish people wore as a sign of love and amity. It had a singularly unique design, with two hands holding up a heart with crown on it. Fergus’s conscious mind, which now hovered over his illness and impending death, was clueless as to why he was carrying the Claddargh ring. But his subconscious mind very much knew why and for whom he was carrying it. 

Fergus noticed the verdant trees; breathtaking mountain landscapes, cliffs and a castle pass by and was freshly saddened by the transience of his life. He passed the next few moments in meditative silence. Dublin and Paris are separated by the Irish Sea and the English Channel: Fergus and Jock had to make a stop to take a ferry from Dublin to Holy head in England. Then they continued to London via train which stopped for a few hours at London. After a few hours, they climbed into the high speed Eurostar to Paris and traversed the English Channel through another ferry. Once in Paris, a brimming, insuppressible wanderlust seized Fergus as he insisted that they hire a cab and tour France, before heading to the Pyrenees. It is true that he 12

and Jock had the map, but it was quite worn-out and confusing. All the two had apart from money and the decrepit map was the power of faith. 

As they travelled, the dying man savored every frame of the glorious scenery. White chalky cliffs stood solid and unwavering. The battered rocks had formed arches, needles and tunnels which were ideal for adventurers to explore. Fergus got the taxi to stop for a minute and asked his valet to lower his folded wheelchair on to the ground. Shifting his entire weight on his arms, he slowly and painfully lowered himself into the chair. As Jock pushed him along the tunnels, Fergus grew alternately pensive or talkative. At times, the twosome also stopped to take photographs. By the time the two returned, Fergus was out of breath, yet didn’t utter a word of complaint. The loyal manservant swooped Fergus up as if he had been a mere baby and plopped him on the cushioned seat of the taxi. 

By the time the Fergus-Jock duo had reached the south western part of the country, night had overridden the day. Travelling had never been easy for Fergus since he had the accident; changing trains, getting on and off rocking ferries, alighting and getting off taxis and exploring the cliffs had left him exhausted. He decided that both he and Jock ought to start looking for the fountain during the day. Checking into a motel was the only sane thing to do at the unearthly hour. As the faithful valet checked both of them in a motel called ‘Unicorn and Lyre’

and wheeled Fergus along the long corridors into his room, Fergus had nearly dropped off to sleep. The valet took the next room and tried to grab a bit of rest. 

Fergus woke up the next morning, full of beans. He mustered enough energy to take a shower unassisted and got dressed in black jeans and a polo neck sweater of the same hue. He combined black socks with black loafers; stuffed packets of food, water, bedding, a stove and a portable tent into two backpacks meant for himself and Jock. By this time, Jock had also arisen and had dressed his large frame in rugged washed-out denim jeans, a sunny yellow t-shirt and a maroon and green wind-cheater. Anticipating a difficult terrain over which he’d have to maneuver his employer’s wheelchair, Jock had dressed encased his large whale-like feet in gum boots. After breakfast, the two set out outdoors. Jock ate with appetite. Fergus was surprised that he could manage to chew and swallow a little. 

They asked the receptionist at the counter a few questions regarding the location of the fountain. Fergus noticed that the receptionist wasn’t too forthcoming with his answers. This was either owing to ignorance, or because he deliberately didn’t want to divulge any information. Fergus remembered that Jock had mentioned that very few people were aware of the existence of the fountain. It was probably some territorial secret that the locals wanted to keep to themselves. 

Traveling in the midst of Pyrenees wasn’t any easy affair, especially as Fergus was in a wheelchair. Jock had a hard time maneuvering his employers’ wheel chair through rocks, waterfalls and precipitous cliffs. However, the two plodded on, with layers of sedimentary rocks such as gneiss and granite as witness. Hot steam emanating from the springs counteracted the chill of the glaciers coming from the upper slopes. Navigating the wheelchair through the lower slopes was easier, but as Fergus and Jock moved towards the upper slopes, the dense shrubs made movement difficult. Jock had to take long, determined strides in order to avoid long knee-length grasses. 

The weather was just like it had been in Ireland, not too hot not too cold. Jock pushed Fergus’s wheelchair though a bunch of low shrubs with small leaves, deep roots and thick 13

ashen bark. Pines, olives, oaks and other trees, typical of the Mediterranean region, grew alongside the road. The whole process took half a day, leaving Fergus, fagged and enervated. 

The duo pitched a tent in a small clearing among the shrubs and rested for a few hours. Except for the deer, roe-bucks and wild boars in a distance, the place seemed bereft of animal or human population. 

When they woke up, the two realized with shock, that it already was twilight. Fergus referred to the map. ‘My intuition says the fountains are not very far off’ he told Jock ‘all we have to do is to keep an eye for an elevation’. After less than two hours on foot, Jock reached an area that was at an elevation of 420 meters. He and Fergus managed to reach its pinnacle through a cable car. In between its center, ran a fast-flowing river into which flowed several small rivers. The land was bordered by a loop of an outcrop of rock. On the northern aspect on these rocks, near the river banks were naturally formed, haphazardly shaped shallow caves. 

A shallow cave or a grotto lay concealed within the vigilant, protective layers of the foliage. 

Fergus and his valet stood rooted in the place, awestruck. As if in honor of the beauty that lay in front, even the winds seemed to have come to a standstill. Nothing moved—not a leaf of the conifer around or a hair on either head. 

The spring above flowed from above a plethora of rocks and gushed with roaring force in the manner of a waterfall. On the sultry magical night, the gushing waterfall looked almost golden and the pool in which the waters collected looked like shimmering black gold. Jock had been to south-western France before, yet hadn’t been aware of the guarded secluded grotto or the beautiful golden waters gushing forth from the rocks above it. In their entire long lives spanning forty odd years, the gentlemen had seen many a splendorous sights, but none as beautiful as the fountain. 

‘Jock!’ exclaimed Fergus in an amazed tone of voice in spite of his fatigue ‘the fountain by itself is a miracle, irrespective of whether it heals me or not. Even if I drop down dead today, I’d go a happy man’. 

‘Let death befall your enemies, Sir’ said the noble Jock ‘I wish you a wonderfully long life’. 

In a gesture that was oddly touching, Fergus took Jock’s hand and planted a brotherly kiss on it. Jock’s humongous Adam’s apple bobbed up and down before he controlled the emotion that was in the flagrant danger of coming on to the surface, upsetting his uncompromisingly manly demeanor. ‘I’ll just be a second, Sir’ he said and walked down to the fountain with a bottle in hand. When inches away from the waters, he emptied the stale mundane, earthy contents of the bottle. He then filled it to the brim with the shimmering golden grotto fluid and brought it to Fergus. 

Fergus took a sip. The waters were so very sweet; he couldn’t resist it. He sloshed the contents down in one go, clumsily and avariciously. Rivulets of water trickled down his neck, throat and dampened his t-shirt. Some of it splashed on his denim jeans and ran down to be absorbed by the earth. 

‘Really’ he thought in his enervated mind ‘this is definitely manna of the Gods!’. As the water moved down his gullet, Fergus felt invigorated. A small barely perceptible twitch was conspicuous at the thigh. A few seconds later, the twitch graduated to spasms and engulfed the entirety of his lower limbs. In the midst of all the stillness, Fergus’s little left toe moved. 

Encouraged, Fergus pulled himself into the upright position from the wheelchair. 

Miraculously, his feet took all the weight of his body. In a moment, Fergus was walking 14

towards the fountain with steady, confident strides. For all intents and purposes, he may not have been paralyzed at all. No, not for a single moment. ‘May Heavens be blessed!’ exclaimed Jock at the sight of his paralyzed employer walking. 

Fergus walked towards the fountain and stripped. Soon, he was standing in front of it as naked as the day he was born. The golden waters reflected on his marmoreal Celtic skin, making it gleam. At the moment, Fergus looked more like a statue sculpted by Michelangelo than a man. 

In one fluid movement, he jumped into the waters. In a moment, he was engulfed in its warm and soothing embrace. Cocooned in its arms, Fergus let go of 23 years of hardships he had faced: the near-fatal falling off the horse, the subsequent paralysis, life in a wheelchair, leukemia…..when the comforting liquid fingers held him in their embrace, it was as if all these things were very distant. They were so distant that Fergus could hardly believe they had happened to him. When ensconced in his thoughts, a sweet, warm drowsiness came over him. 

It was like the delicious somnolence that engulfs a person post a heavy meal or satisfying coitus. Soon Fergus had crossed over to the other side of consciousness, enwrapped in sweet dreams. 

Looking at the master slip into an ‘after-orgasm’ sleep, stirred desires in the depth of the servant’s heart too. He too stripped clothes off his bulky body and got down into the waters. 

He felt a tingling sensation all over his body, something that Fergus had also felt but had failed to note. In a moment, Jock had dozed off too. 
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Chapter 4 - Fiona and Jonquil

Fergus was woken up by the delightful chirping of the morning birds. He sat upright and rubbed his eyes wondering if the previous night had been a dream. Had he indeed been able to walk after 23 years of being confined to a wheelchair? Surely, such things were what dreams were spun of. But no, he was still floating on the surface of the water. Illuminated by the first rays of the sun, the water was now a pristine blue turquoise. It was so clear that Fergus could see the perfectly round pebbles underneath it. And so could he see the shadows the conifers cast. 

He felt different in a queer, ineffable way. It was definitely his spirit inhabiting the body, but Fergus felt the body belonged to someone else: a smaller, lighter and perhaps, younger person. 

The coarse mannish skin on his arms was indisputably smooth and buttery as an avocado. It was so soft that he might have been applying cold creams and moisturizers on it for years, when, in fact, he’d never let even an iota of effeminate anointments touch him. Like one involved in some kind of a mystic part-by-part meditation, Fergus let his eyes travel to and settle on his legs. They were slender like before, but something had changed: the length, the shape the texture was different…Fergus noticed that his legs had compromised on length, but compensated with such a breathtakingly beautiful shape and texture, that he found it hard to believe his eyes. The dainty ankles which Fergus thought ought to be decorated with a thin filigree of silver, gave way the most beautiful foot he had ever seen on a human being. They were small, but perfectly structured with deeply curved arches and sensually pointed toes. The delicate intricate of the structuring of toes would have given any foot fetishist an instant orgasm. 

Fergus looked down his neck. It branched out into a pair of magnificent clavicles that gave the impression of a beautiful bird trapped under the surface of smooth marble-like skin. 

Beneath the collarbones, where he expected to see flatness, Fergus saw a gentle swell of flesh, adorned by beautiful pale pink areoles and delectable distended nipples. The breasts were not small or huge, but what people would call ‘medium-sized’. The flesh on the gentle burgeoning swell was creamy and firm. They were the kind of sweet young breasts that young virgins, fairies and mermaids in fables and story books were often depicted to possess. 

Fergus allowed his eyesight to seek and settle on the area between his legs. In the place of the burgeoning shaft he’d expected to see was a triangle covered with soft chestnut-colored public hair. It was as velvety and soft as the hair on his head. Fergus allowed his new lithe feminine fingers to traipse down to the pulsating core and gingerly part the entrance to his femininity. The petals of newly bestowed womanhood that glistened in the sunshine left his fingers moist. 

‘Well, I never!’ thought Fergus wonder-struck ‘not only has the grotto water restored my leg movement; it has also made me a girl!’. He spent a few more minutes inspecting the body that had been newly gifted to him by the grotto waters. The female form was so immensely divine that Fergus couldn’t take his eyes off his body. As he was inspecting the delicious curves of his waist that burgeoned into pear-shaped hips, Fergus was distracted by a bewildered sound that had indisputably been made by a female. Fergus spent another minute admiring his flat 16

belly-flesh and the desire-inducing oblong navel, before he languidly moved his head towards the source of the sound. 

Another girl—also naked—stood next to a conifer. She was much bigger-built than she, Fergus-reincarnate, was and was enviably well endowed. The girl had a round, slightly broad face from which peeped gigantic purple eyes and had a wide, generous mouth. Tight brown natural curls fell over her shoulders. Similar textured hair covered the entry point of her womanhood. The brazenly exposed mounds of flesh that rose from her chest were so humongous that Fergus was, by association, thinking of melons, or even, mountains. Her areoles were not respectable coin-sized pendants like Fergus-reincarnate’s but were huge dollops of chocolate sauce, generously topped over the surging peaks. Prominent little bumps were visible on her dark brown aureoles. The nipples were turgid, as if the girl was pregnant. 

But her relatively flat belly proved that she was not. 

It was she who had called out Fergus’s name. She repeated it again. Fergus was flabbergasted. This girl, a virtual stranger, knew his name. Fergus looked for Jock, but his valet was nowhere to be seen. Then something about the large loyal purple eyes, the vast expanse of flesh and the exuberant, eager-to-help manner, rang a bell. 

‘Jock?’ Fergus asked incredulously. ‘Is that you?’

‘Very much, Mr. Meyers’ said Jock in a hilariously high-pitched voice ‘though I must say the grotto waters have redistributed me in a singularly insane way—taken a bit of something, bestowed a lot of something’ he said indicating the burgeoning apices in front of his chest. 

‘Well Jock’ laughed Fergus ruefully ‘at least you look like one of those beautiful buxom country girls depicted in books: Thomas Hardy’s ‘Tess of the D’Urbervilles’, for instance. 

Endowed with all the bounties nature has to offer. Not frail and wimpy like me’. 

‘Well, if the fountain had to go about playing tricks’ replied Jock dolorously ‘I’d have preferred a gamine frame like yours instead of my voluptuous country girls’ body. Really, Mr. 

Meyers I’ve led you and myself on a merry dance. Perhaps I should never have mentioned this place at all’. 

‘I am glad you did because I can walk now’ said Fergus-reincarnate getting out of the water and glissading on the green grass ‘and it does feel way better to walk on female feet!’

‘Really, Mr. Meyers’ said Jock in a slightly wounded manner ‘at the rate at which you’ve adjusted to your female body, one would never imagine you were a man until yesterday. 

Perhaps if I had a pretty face like yours, I too would feel the same….you looked like a young God as a man, it’s no surprise that you’re angel-faced as a woman. 

‘My face!’ replied Fergus excitedly ‘thanks for reminding me, Jock. It is something that I had omitted seeing up to this point. And to think it is the most crucial part of one’s physical self: one’s total and complete identity!’. 

Fergus peeked into the pool. His face was pretty much the same as before, with the Celtic white smooth complexion, a dramatic arched eyebrow like a bird’s wing underneath which glittered beautiful sea-green eyes. The tragic sadness had gone out of them now giving them a mischievous, playful air that Fergus remembered having had before his accident. The nose was smaller, but flared a little at the end just the way it had done when he had been male. The lips beneath were the same pout, the sulkiness of which gave an impression of sensuality. Fergus noticed that his cropped chestnut hair now feel in loose waves across his shoulders. 

‘I say, Jock!’ he burst out ‘I could swear I am the prettiest girl on earth!’. As he said this, a 17

ding-dong bell head inside his head said ‘No, pretty next to only Delphina Dan Naud’. Fergus had to admit that this was true. While he seemed to have metamorphosed into a beautiful girl, he was beautiful only next to her. Delphina’s was a beauty nobody—mortal or immortal—could ever think of touching. So wrapped up was he in a reverie that Fergus didn’t hear what Jock had been saying to him. ‘How’re you feeling?’ Jock repeated the question. 

‘Just like you are’ replied Fergus befuddled. 

‘No Sir, I mean your leukemia’ said Jock patiently. 

‘Oh, I had leukemia didn’t I?’ said Fergus, a familiar dread settling over him ‘I am feeling better, but who knows when the shortness of breath, exhaustion and fatigue will overtake me again’. 

‘Not to worry, Sir’ said Jock reassuringly ‘we’ll first find a GP and get you checked’. 

‘Sure’ replied Fergus ‘let’s put our clothes on first. And stop addressing each other as Sir, Fergus, Jock, Mr. Meyers, etc. To all ostensible eyes, we’re women now. I think we should give ourselves appropriate names and used suitable pronouns’. She paused for a second and said with a burst of inspiration: ‘Shall we call you Jonquil?’

‘That’s a fine name’ replied Jock-reincarnate ‘and shall we call you Fiona?’

‘Deal!’ replied Fergus enthusiastically. Now let’s put on our clothes. The exercise of putting on clothes provided for some tragic-comic moments for the duo. Fiona and Jonquil found that their underwear were way too baggy for their shrunken frames. They abandoned them there and then and tried on their outerwear over their nude bodies. This too wasn’t without doleful moments. Fiona found the pants too loose at the waist and way too tight at the hips and buttocks. As for the black t-shirt, it was all but hanging on her. 

Jonquil was experiencing similar issues. The rugged denims didn’t fit her elephantine hips well anymore and the t-shirt stretched in an embarrassing manner over her surging humongous breasts. The sea green and maroon jacket covered her like a tent. Yet she put it on with a mournful grin. 

The two girls, carrying Fergus’s now redundant wheelchair, took the cable car and descended 420 meters. They navigated their way through plush emerald conifers and explored the area a little. Stylishly dressed people in striped shirts, trench coats and body flattering pieces were up and about by now. They, men and women of all age groups, stole curious, even contemptuous glances at Fiona and Jonquil. 

‘I can imagine why they’re staring’ said Jonquil ‘we must look like clowns with our oversized clothes!’. 

‘Spot on!’ agreed Fiona lugubriously ‘if people in the countryside are so well-dressed, I can’t imagine how chic people in Paris would be!’

‘High fashion…’ said Jonquil pensively ‘wonder if we’ll ever be able to beat that!’. 

As if attracted by the wave-length of their thoughts, a cute little boutique came into view, half hidden by the conifers. The two girls went inside to find the most crinkled old woman they had ever seen, beautifully turned out in a florescent orange shirt, beige skirt and a cap. 

‘Bonjour, young ladies’ she said cheerfully ‘what can I do for you?’

‘Well, we needed dresses’ said Fiona a little uneasily. Being trapped in a female body was absurd enough, the prospect of being dressed in bona fide female clothes, terrifying. 

‘Certainly’ said the elderly lady addressing Fiona ‘You, my dear, would be a petite size 4. 

Your friend here’ she paused awkwardly ‘Ahem…might need a size 8 or 10’. 
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‘Would you have lingerie too?’ asked Jonquil hesitantly ‘You know, bras and panties and like’. She was extremely uncomfortable without panties. Also, those enormous jiggling boobs screamed for some sort of support. Jonquil feared that if she didn’t get herself a bra soon, the mountainous mounds would fall off her chest. 

‘Of course!’ said the old lady jauntily ‘Lolita’s isn’t the most popular boutique in this area for nothing! We sell shoes, handbags and cosmetics too!’. 

The girls were thrilled with the news. The fact that Lolita’s sold everything meant that they didn’t have to go scouring around the entire town for every little tit bit women used on their faces and bodies. The two started going through the assortment of dresses, corsets, panty hoses, thongs, bikinis and bloomers with much interest. In spite of their initial indifference, even distress, they found immense pleasure in looking at the animal printed tops, flowery palazzo pants, lacy tops and spaghetti straps. 

After choosing basic lingerie in black, Fiona, among other things, bought a flattering chestnut brown form-fitting dress that matched her hair. She wore it on the spot and combined it with red kitten heels and a hand bag of the same hue. She decided to leave her chestnut hair loose. 

Jonquil’s breasts were so humongous that only one type of a lingerie set, a basic insipid white one, fit her. The boutique owner gave her a pair of striped bloomers. Jonquil wore it with a mournful expression. She then chose a long floral country dress, which she combined with flats and a straw hat, drawing a comment of disapproval from the boutique owner who thought she looked too ‘hilly-billy’. ‘You’re rather pretty, dear’ the old boutique owner said ‘I’d have worn something more stylish if I were you’. 

‘This is good enough for me’ decided Jonquil and left the boutique with Fiona. 

They found a general practitioner’s clinic a few yards away. He was a jaunty, cheerful faced elderly man with a Rudolf-like red nose. 

‘Belle! (Beautiful)’ he exclaimed spiritedly ‘you girls look beautiful! Tell me, why did you come to meet old doctor Jean Pierre this beautiful Tuesday morning?’

‘Dr. Jean Pierre’ said Fiona turning grave after giving the doctor a bright smile ‘I have been suffering from leukemia. I wanted to know what the status is….’. 

Dr. Jean Pierre jovial manner was replaced by a professional one. He took samples of Fiona’s blood, her bone marrow and even did the spinal tap. ‘I’ll be sending these samples to the pathologist’ he said ‘You’ll know for certain by the evening’. 

The girls spent the next few hours exploring the place. ‘Of all the places on earth, dear Fiona’ said Jonquil dreamily ‘I think this is the most beautiful’. ‘Agreed’ remarked Fiona vaguely before remembering, with a start, that she was to know the pathologist’s medical verdict through Dr. Jean Pierre. ‘Let’s go to the clinic’ she said in a voice suffused with tension

‘the doctor would have the results ready’. The two young women rushed to the clinic, with Jonquil carrying Fergus’s now redundant wheelchair with her. 

They walked into Dr. Jean Pierre’s clinic with much apprehension. Dr. Jean Pierre looked grave as they walked in. Fiona’s heart thudded rapidly. Then much to her relief, the doctor broke into a volley of giggles. 

‘Were you kidding me, young lady, by making up the story about the cancer?’ he said still laughing ‘the results say you’re as healthy as a young filly!’. 

Both the girls heaved a sigh of relief. ‘Doctor’ said Jonquil clearing her throat ‘we…er…
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happened to find this wheelchair lying abandoned in the woods. Could we leave it in your clinic

—perhaps some of your patients could use it….’

‘You certainly can’ said Dr. Jean Pierre, his eyes twinkling ‘but I doubt if anyone here really needs it. I know of no one in this region who can’t walk’. 
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Chapter 5 - Je t’aime

To avoid any awkwardness that might arise, Jonquil and Fiona quickly packed their belongings from ‘Unicorn and Lyre’ lodge and checked into another called ‘Symphony’. The manager at ‘Unicorn and Lyre’ looked askance at the two young girls checking out instead of the two men who had checked in. ‘Fiona and I are sisters of the gentlemen who checked in’

Jonquil hastened to explain to the suspicious manager ‘Our brothers decided to visit the vineyards and check into to a lodge overlooking one. They’re too busy gallivanting with the local girls, hence asked us to check out on their behalf’. The two girls bore an unmistakable resemblance to the men who had checked in. The overcautious manger was convinced by the explanation. He let the girls settle the bills and leave with their ‘brothers’’ luggage. 

Once in the spacious interiors of ‘Symphony’, Fiona fell into a reverie. She retrieved the Claddargh ring from her suitcase and caressed it dreamily. She imagined, over and over, slipping it into one lithe tanned Parisian finger…. the finger belonging to a girl who ostensibly had the unromantic job of arguing cases, but was sheathed in the deepest poetry imaginable. 

The contradictory poetic-predatory face manifested in front of Fiona’s eyes. Delphina’s hungry smoky eyes penetrated her soul, beckoning Fiona to come closer…. 

‘Delphina’ Fiona said the name aloud to herself with a rich, sensual relish. The one with tanned skin and lovely raven-black hair. ‘I am closer to you than you can ever imagine. You can’t ever escape my love now, my baby’. 

Fiona’s lithe fingers automatically dialed her dream-girl’s number. However, the operator at the other end informed her that Delphina had changed it. The operator didn’t know Delphina’s new number. Fiona started the laptop and it flicked to life. She hastily logged in to Facebook, not wanting to lose any time in contacting her beloved. Just when she was about to send Delphina a message, Fiona was reminded of a certain very conspicuous metamorphosis—her transformation into a female. Fiona couldn’t possibly message Delphina through Fergus’s account. Even if she, Fiona, claimed to be Fergus’s sister, Delphina would certainly find it odd that the brother and sister shared that same account! 

Hence, Fiona spent the next few minutes setting up a new Facebook account for herself: Fiona Meyers. She adjudged her age to be around 21 years and filled in the date of birth accordingly. She clicked a photo of herself on the mobile phone camera and uploaded it as her profile picture. She, then, proceeded to send a message to her cherished one. 

‘Hi Delphina’ Fiona wrote with fingers trembling with excitement ‘I believe you know my brother, Fergus Meyers. He has spoken to you only once, but seems to have been very impressed. It seems he just can’t stop talking about you! And it’s in glowing terms, I assure you…. 

Anyway, I am in France now. I very much want to meet you; a person Fergus has spoken so highly of. If you are willing to see me, I should very much like to make a journey to Paris and meet you’. She inserted a smiley emoticon after the message. 

Fiona waited with bated breath for the reply. It came half an hour later and was heartwarming. 

‘Hi Fiona, glad to meet you! I loved speaking to Fergus—I think he is an amazing man. It 21

would be an utmost pleasure to receive his sister. If you make it to Paris by tomorrow, maybe we could meet up at the café on the banks of Seine River? The coffee and croissants there have the crowds pouring in! Since I am the host, the treat would be mine!’. 

On her train journey to Paris, Fiona was breathless with excitement. She was so preoccupied with thoughts of Delphina, that she forgot her plans to look out of the window and admire the scenery. The grottos, vineyards, cliffs, cottages, forests and snowcapped peaks passed her by with breathtaking speed, while all Fiona could think about was if Delphina was as gorgeously stunning in real life as she looked in her photos. Did her voice convey the same husky moderate-pitched timber that transmitted itself over the phone? Did she have the same hungry-predatory look indicative of a sizeable libido….? The questions that flooded her mind lead Fiona to question her own orientation. She, Fergus’s reincarnate, was a girl now. And she was attracted to another woman. Did that make her a lesbian? In all objectivity, Fiona decided that it didn’t because even though her body had changed into an indubitably female one, she was still Fergus on the inside. 

Fiona got off the train and appraised herself in the glass pane. She had decided to be her own natural self today and had teamed a short flowery sea-green dress with a pair of tan casual slip-ons that revealed most of her beautifully arched feet. She had combed her wavy chestnut locks and braided it in a loose side plait. She was 21 years old and had clear marble-like Celtic skin which rendered make-up redundant. Hence, Fiona had just scrubbed her face and walked out free of makeup. 

The day was a mildly sunny one. The Seine River reflected the rays of the Parisian sun and glimmered. Fiona passed the statue of Louis Petitot, and looked around for the tall, tanned silhouette which she had only seen in photos. She wondered what Delphina would look like in flesh and blood. She waited for a good five minutes, slipping into a deeper and deeper reverie. 

Someone tapped her on the shoulder. Fiona turned and took in a tall woman a beautiful figure flattering one piece striped dress and a trench coat. Her hair was cut into a short wedge and half her face was covered by oversized dark glasses. A stylish scarf was rakishly tied around her neck and her boots came right up to the knees. Her full lips were painted a striking bright red. 

‘Hi Fiona!’ said the woman taking off her shades ‘there is no mistaking that beautiful chestnut hair!’. The aquiline nose, the full lips and the predatory-soulful dark-pencil lined eyes were impossible to mistake….Delphina! The long straight locks had been shorn into a wedge cut, yet it was unmistakably and indisputably her! 

‘Delphina….bonjour!’ said Fiona, in a tremulous voice. She felt jittery, as she did before getting on a rollercoaster. Euphoric currents of electricity shot through her beautiful petite body, making her feel giddy and confused. Fiona felt many things: ecstasy, delirium and clumsiness all at once. Above all, she felt fragilely and daintily, female. ‘It’s strange I should feel this way’

thought Fiona ‘considering Delphina’s female too!’. 

If Delphina noticed Fiona’s pleasurable nervousness, she didn’t show it. She took the younger girl’s arm and the two walked along the banks of the Seine. It was a relaxed afternoon. 

Soft winds blew, lightly scattering wisps and tendrils of the girls’ hair across their soft faces. 

The duo walked for a few minutes in silence, watching the beauty of the Seine River, the cruise boats and the people on the river banks. Friends and families had got together near the river banks with their picnic rugs, wine and cheese. Soothing romantic music played in the 22

background, while dancers serenaded gracefully to the music. ‘How’s Fergus?’ Delphina asked after they had walked a few meters. 

‘He’s never felt better’ said Fiona meaning every word. Knowing and nurturing a deep, cryptic secret evoked in her an unrivalled feeling of excitement. 

‘That’s nice’ Delphina seemed immersed in deep thought ‘I really enjoyed talking to him…..’

Fiona didn’t interrupt, anticipating that there was more to come. Her intuition had been right. An unexpected, interesting nugget was to reveal itself to Fiona: One that would make her feel better about herself and about her lady-love. 

‘You know, Fiona’ said Delphina boring her smoky black eyes deep into Fiona’s in a way that made Fiona feel funny inside ‘I don’t mean to be presumptuous, but I think your brother was interested in me….’

‘You’re not presumptuous, Delphina’ Fiona said sincerely ‘he’s still very much into you’. 

‘That’s really gentlemanly of him’ replied Delphina ‘Considering….considering, I didn’t reciprocate….it’s not because I didn’t want to…it’s just because I couldn’t!’

‘Why?’ Fiona allowed herself to become assertive ‘was it because he is in a wheelchair?’

‘NO! not at all!’ said Delphina with emphasis ‘That doesn’t change a person!’

‘Well, I am glad you are evolved enough to think that way’ said Fiona ‘many people don’t’. 

‘Well, though I thought he was handsome and had a rocking sense of humor, I couldn’t reciprocate his interests because of personal reasons’, said Delphina thoughtfully chewing on her lip. 

‘Was it because you were in a relationship?’ asked Fiona subtly. 

‘No’ said Delphina looking at Fiona in a way that made her knees quiver like jelly ‘It’s because I am a lesbian’. 

The girls took the Bato bus, a hop on and hop off boat along the river. They got off at all the memorable tourist spots. The towering Eiffel tower, surrounded by amorously kissing couples stirred hidden latent desires in both of them. The ribaldry of the Moulin Rouge and Paradis Latin brought an unapologetic, earthy horniness on surface. The Giverty Park was a treat for all senses. The Montmarte that contained the white domed basilica of Sacre-coeur, was fodder for the spiritual soul. However, it was the Louvre that brought out Delphina’s predatory, animalistic instincts to the surface. 

Both the girls were surveying the exhibits with much interest when a particularly splendorous statue of Cupid, locked in a tremendously erotic kiss with his lover Psyche, had them rooted to the spot. The sculpture of the mythological Greek God of love, complete with curly hair and realistic-looking wings, depicted him gently kissing his bride, Psyche, who lay supine on his lap. Cupid’s one hand supported Psyche’s head, the other her right breast, while they kissed with such passion that the statue almost came to life. 

Delphina turned to Fiona. ‘May I have a word with you?’ she said. Her voice was a hoarse, desire-laden whisper. 

‘Of course’ replied Fiona, her own voice mirroring the desire in Delphina’s. With barely concealed impatience, they enquired another visitor as to where the restroom was. Once inside, both of them barged inside with an urgency that was unrivalled. Delphina gripped Fiona by her slender shoulders, sought her pouty lips with her own full ones and exerted herself on her young lover with all intensity of repressed passion. The force of her hitherto compressed lust 23

was such that she ended pushing Fiona against the restroom wall and continued to kiss her with a renewed fervor. Their tongues met in an iconic moment. Time froze. The only truth the lovers knew were the feel of lip on lip, hot tingling tongues and the electric currents that shot up and down their body like uncontrolled lightening. 

Delphina’s restive right hand sought the strap fastening Fiona’s dress and tugged at it. She placed one feverish mouth on the side of the quivering 21 year old neck. Just then, Fiona heard voices outside. Other women were heading towards the restroom. Practicality dawned on her as she gently pushed her hyper-aroused lover away. ‘Not here’ Fiona whispered pulling her left strap over her shoulder to restore her modesty. Delphina, who had hitherto been oblivious to the yapping and chortling sounds outside, suddenly became aware of them. ‘Oh God, what was I thinking?!’ she admonished herself, before taking her lover by the arm and running along the corridors of Louvre Museum. 

‘I think my flat would be a safer place’ she said as the fresh outdoor air hit them. Then, being the sensitive woman that she was, she paused for a second, then subtly asked ‘Fiona, are you sure?’

‘Never been more in my life’ Fiona’s gaze met that of Delphina’s steadily ‘why?’

‘I thought you might have mixed feelings’ shrugged Delphina ‘dating a girl your brother fancies. I wouldn’t want any friction between you two’. 

‘There wouldn’t be any friction’ replied Fiona, her voice unwavering ‘because Fergus and I are one person’. 

‘What?’ asked Delphina wondering if her young romantic interest had gone mad. 

She was assured Fiona had not when the latter narrated the entire incredible tale of the cure of her paralysis, cancer and the final unexpected miraculous stroke: her transmutation into a woman. 

‘This is the most astounding thing I’ve heard!’ said Delphina ‘I’ve lived in Paris for so long, yet didn’t know about the grotto fountain!’

‘Now you do’ said Fiona. 

‘Yes, and I am mighty thankful to it’ said Delphina earnestly ‘I fervently prayed to God to convert the beautiful Fergus into a woman so that I could love him….and my prayers have actually been answered. Who would have thought?’

Fiona expected a high-flying young lawyer like Delphina to have a flat in a luxurious apartment block, but was surprised when the latter urged the cab driver to stop in front of a pretty stone cottage. A small gate that one could manually turn around as you walked in led to a tiny courtyard. A metal meshed bench leaned against the front stone wall. Right above it was a window, the frames and bars of which were painted white. A small satellite television antenna on top enhanced the cozy comfortable feel the cottage gave. Delphina traipsed up a few steps leading to the front door, beckoning Fiona to follow. Fiona noticed that Delphina had grown carnations in the pots that flanked the door way. 

Ensnared by passion as she was, Delphina didn’t forget her manners. ‘Would you like anything to eat or drink?’ she asked her equally impassioned guest. 

‘No, thank you’ said Fiona, her sea-green eyes intoxicated with lust ‘I think I’ll go straight over to the dessert!’

‘And I shall serve you the best dessert in France!’ Delphina parted her full lips suggestively. 

In one fluid movement, she had divested herself of the trench coat. She stripped herself off her 24

figure-hugging stripped one piece dress and stood in front of her guest in her sports bra, cycling shorts and boots. The scarf still lay wrapped around her neck. Reclined on the couch, all Fiona could do was stare unblinkingly. Delphina was indeed ‘model material’. 

Fiona realized there was much more to come; all she had seen was Scene I of a slow striptease with many acts. Delphina unknotted her scarf and flung it behind her. She walked towards Fiona in her sporty underwear and shoes and started undressing her. Her bright red lips traced a trail of kisses from Fiona’s soft jaw, down her neck, the bird-like collarbones and stopped just shy of the right breast. She slowly took off Fiona’s lacy black bra and, with one lithe finger, traced a line along her spinal cord. The gesture made Fiona’s entire body judder. 

She broke into such a frenzy of simultaneous explosions, that she thought she would pass out. 

Delphina stepped back as if to allow her overwhelmed young lover to recover. She stripped off her underwear, but let the boots remain. The nipples on her boyish breasts were hard little dagger-pits. Fiona noticed that Delphina had shaven her crotch. 

Delphina approached Fiona again and licked her oblong navel. She traced her tongue farther down Fiona’s body and tasted the slick wet heat of her. As the strokes delved deeper and became more rapid, a cry of sheer ecstasy passed Fiona’s red pouty lips. She waited in anticipation of the further joys that awaited her. 

Delphina didn’t disappoint her. She disappeared into the bedroom and walked out with a marvelously realistic looking dildo strapped to her slender waist. She mounted Fiona and slid down until her until Fiona’s flesh had fully covered the dildo. Knowing that Fiona was a virgin, Delphina had penetrated her with utmost tenderness and care. Fiona arched and writhed under Delphina, tipping her hips towards her. And then began the age old rhythm, slow at first, gaining momentum by the thrust. Delphina ground her body into that of her young lovers’. The heels of her boots viciously dug into Fiona’s shin. The pain the sharp boot heels caused increased Fiona’s sweet arousal. In a matter of minutes, she experienced an uncontrollable, shuddering convulsion. Her pussy-lips contracted so tightly over the dildo that she feared that Delphina wouldn’t be able to pull out. But soon she eased, after which Delphina pulled out of her with a sensuous cry of deliverance. 

Both the women fell into each other’s arms for a long time and talked. Finally, with some embarrassment, Delphina pulled out a sheet from her purse and confessed: ‘Darling, ever since you wrote to me on Facebook, I couldn’t get you out of my head….your beautiful face, charming manners, combined with the fact that you were Fergus’s sister, made me fall for you straightaway. I was jittery, disorganized and couldn’t concentrate on work. During one of my umpteen unproductive hours at the office, I wrote this…. It’s corny, I am no poet, but please don’t laugh. The sentiments are genuine and come from the bottom of my heart’. 

‘All ears, my sweet’ replied Fiona beaming benignly ‘I’d find any word coming from you honeyed’. 

‘Okay then, here goes’ replied Delphine. She read:

“A thousand lives I shall pass up

To drown in your pristine sea-green eyes

Then for eternity, O sweet belle

In your fair arms I rejoice”. 

Delphina’s voice as she read the lines was husky with emotion, her face earnest. The much yearned for true love that had evaded Fergus had now reached Fiona. ‘Thank you, darling’ she 25

breathed, kissing Delphina’s full lips ‘for the verse and your love’, before breaking into pleasurable tears. 

‘Je t’aime’ she whispered in between tears ‘I love you’. 

‘Je t’aime aussi’ breathed Delphina. 

While Fiona had found her lover and consummated the relationship, Jonquil’s sexual escapades were no less enviable. A farmer with plough, harrow and mallet had been tilling his fields. He was young, blue-eyed and blonde. It had been two days since he had shaved, as a consequence of which his chin was quite grizzled. Wielding heavy ploughs and levelers had made him strong and muscular as an ox. Deep inside, he had a big thick 9 inch cock he was waiting to permanently slide inside the right lady. Sure, the young farmer had sold a few wild oats, but it was a missus he was looking for right now. A warm, sweet, competent lady with whom a man like him could raise a family. 

Jonquil, looking big and beautiful as a beached whale, passed by. She still had on the long flowery dress and sandals, but had taken off her straw hat, revealing her tightly wound kiss curls to the whole world. ‘Wow, what a beauty!’ thought the farmer ‘with hips like that she could birth an army of my children!’. He started following her. 

A few meters later, Jonquil passed a vineyard. A winemaker was busy tending to the vines. 

He was engaged in canopy management, pruning and thinning methods to maximize the leaf/

fruit ratio in the vineyard. He was young, black-eyed and had black hair. It had been quite a few days since he had shaved; hence he had a regular short bristly beard. Being outdoors had given him a strong, muscular and virile physique and a healthy tanned body. Deep inside, he had a huge thick 10 inch cock he acutely desired to slide inside into a big, buxom lady straight away. Perhaps the anticipation of intoxicating wine bubbling in their barrels, made him ineffably horny. Or probably it was just youth. 

The big and beautiful Jonquil, with the farmer in tow, passed by ‘Golly! What a sexy piece!’ thought the winemaker looking at her ‘gee, I’d love to get into her pants!’. He gave the farmer whom he labeled ‘a stupid lovesick calf’ a disgusted look and also started following Jonquil. 

A few yards after, the crowd passed a rancher. The ranch was just a little distance away; the rancher was here, at the local pasture, to graze his cows. His chicken, goats and horses remained in the ranch. The rancher was young, brown-eyed and had honey-wheat hair. He had shaved quite recently and his chin was as smooth as a woman’s. A healthy pastoral life had made him strong, muscular and virile. His dairy and meat ensured the health of half of southern France; it was not surprising that he was brawny and healthy himself. Deep inside, he had a big, bulging 9 inch cock that he too was willing to slide inside the right woman permanently. He had had dalliances, but the rancher was now permanently looking to settle down. But all the local girls were so small and fragile, with breasts like a bitch’s teats. 

Jonquil, in all her endowed glory, passed the rancher. The farmer and winemaker were following her. ‘What a lovely piece!’ thought the rancher admiringly ‘with those teats she would be able to feed a battalion of my children!’ Convinced as to her beauty and fecundity, the rancher too started following Jonquil. He considered the other two such poor competition, that he didn’t even think it necessary to give them a second glance. 

Jonquil had walked straight into his barn and was exploring it with great curiosity. She found the smell of the dried hay, cattle-feed and floor-scrub rather arousing. When she turned 26

back, she was astounded to see three young handsome males surveying her. They were sweating like pigs. 

‘Bonjour, boys’ she said coquettishly rolling her eyes ‘I was off to the church: thought I’d stop by and examine these awesome beauties’ Jonquil paused to caress a horse’s head slowly, tantalizingly. 

‘I wish I was that horse’ said the winemaker slowly, daringly, almost impudently. 

‘Be careful as to what you wish for’ said Jonquil walking over to him, languidly, with swaying hips ‘because they just might come true’. She bent her right leg and poised it on a nearby barn stool. She slowly lowered the winemaker’s head on one magnificent knee and caressed it as tantalizingly as she had done the horse’s. 

The sight made the cocks of the two other men twitch in their pants. They were sentient of a slow definite burgeoning of their manhood. As Jonquil’s stroking of the winemaker’s mane became more vigorous, the other two couldn’t withstand their desire any more. They unzipped their pants and let their lustful aching shafts out. 

So as to deflect the fair maiden’s attention from their coarse action, the rancher said

‘Madam, did you say you were going to the church?’

‘Yes, I was’ said Jonquil abandoning the winemaker and walking towards the rancher ‘but seeing that I am brimming with sinful thoughts, I thought the better of it’. The rancher looked at her with mooning eyes, like a hungry calf. Jonquil put a hand up to his cheek and stroked it. 

‘You’re so smooth’ she said ‘did you freshly shave?’

Before the rancher could reply, Jonquil had seductively walked to the farmer. She made him sit on a makeshift shaft, boldly perched herself on his lap and started kissing him with a forwardness and libido unmatched in any local girl the young men had seen. The other two were so aroused by her amorous ‘Ooohs’ and ‘Ummms’ as she kissed the farmer that they couldn’t control themselves. Watching a horny girl was the biggest aphrodisiac. They had to have this woman today, else they would die. 

‘Carry me to the haystack’ she ordered the rancher in between noisily kissing the farmer as if she was drinking hot soup. The rancher had picked her up in one neat, sweeping swoop as if she weighed nothing at all. Jonquil felt his bulging biceps and got remarkably wet. ‘You country boys are so strong’ she declared to all three of them in a slow, velvety whisper ‘quite unlike puny insipid city men!’ Flattered beyond description, the men were ready to worship Jonquil. 

Once deposited on the haystack, Jonquil stood up and impatiently kicked the sandals off her feet. She unzipped her dress, slipped it off and stepped out of it. She stood in her white brassiere and bloomers, looking like a big white beautiful elephant. She suddenly became aware of the curtailing pieces of clothing still sticking to her body. With a frustrated hiss, Jonquil slipped the striped bloomers off. The triangular brown forested area of her body came into view. She unclasped her bra and let her huge pendulous breasts loose. The men stood frozen on the spot, mesmerized by every dip and curve of her humongous body. They had never seen such enormous breasts, tipped with areole as richly dark and nipples as swollen in anyone who wasn’t pregnant. But Jonquil’s relatively flat stomach revealed that she wasn’t expecting. 

‘I haven’t got all day, boys’ she said sighing with feigned frustration ‘when the hell are you going to strip: tomorrow?’

‘We’d be dead by then, my lady’ the winemaker revealed his dazzling whites. 

‘Then come along’ Jonquil seductively beckoned him with one finger. Feeling that the hay 27

would too musty and unsteady for her amorous plans, she walked to the high table which had boxes of cattle feed on it. Jonquil cleared the boxes and plopped herself on the table. It was spacious enough for her to lie down and rest her back. To come to think of it, it had room enough to accommodate one another person as well. 

The winemaker did what he had originally intended to do: Get into Jonquil’s pants. He inserted his throbbing 10 inch shaft into her pulsating core. As he began a rhythmic two and fro movement, Jonquil beckoned the farmer to come close. He obliged like a ready sheep. Jonquil seized his head and pressed it to her white neck. His light grizzled beard rubbed against her soft flesh, arousing her tremendously. She let out a frenzied cry and pushed his head deeper down. 

Taking a cue, the farmer closed his warm mouth around one swollen brown nipple. 

Now that she had a man in her womb and one at her breast, Jonquil beckoned the farmer. 

She gesticulated to him to stand behind her head, his crotch poised directly above her face. The rancher’s penis was as smooth and shaven as his face. Jonquil fondled it for a while before inserting its entire humongous 9 inch mass into her accommodating mouth. 

Each did what they had been assigned to do. The winemaker thrust and pounded for all he was worth. The farmer sucked hard and strong. Jonquil sucked too, making the rancher’s bulging erection grow huger and harder. At her directions, they men exchanged roles until each was doing what the other had previously done. Jonquil said this was because she didn’t want to shortchange anyone of their due. 

During the final round, when the farmer was inside her, the rancher at her breast and the winemaker in her mouth, a wrinkled elderly ranch-hand arrived to feed the animals. On witnessing the highly raunchy spectacle, he politely excused himself and exited. His agitated retreating footsteps could be heard for a long time until it became just an echo. The farmer and the winemaker, whose mouths were free, laughed uproariously. Jonquil and the rancher just moaned with pleasure. 
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Chapter 6 - My Love for You Will Never Change

‘I am going to miss you’ sobbed Delphina while she had come to see Fiona off at the Charles de Gaulle Airport. Tears smudged her mascara and her full mouth curved in distress. 

‘It’s just a matter of a few months, darling’ said Fiona, marveling at how tremendously sensual her girlfriend looked when she cried ‘just get yourself that job and fly to Ireland’. Since Fiona’s therapy machine project was in a crucial R&D stage and there were more people working on it than Fiona herself, the lovers had mutually decided that Delphina immigrate to Ireland. Delphina had registered on and posted her resume on an international job portal. She was on the lookout for any job that would require her services as a legal practitioner. 

‘I know, but that might take months!’ Delphina’s mouth curved sensually: a prelude to a renewed bout of crying ‘parting’s such a sweet sorrow!’. 

Fiona responded by closing her pouty lips on her lachrymose girlfriend’s. She withdrew suddenly and fished around her jeans pocket for the most important thing. To think that the Claddargh ring, represented by a pair of hands holding a heart with a crown on it, had slipped her mind! She salvaged it after much rummaging and requested Delphina to hold her left hand up. In one fluid moment, she slipped the token of commitment into her lover’s elegant ring finger. ‘This is a Claddargh ring’ she told Delphina by way of explanation ‘we Irish people see it as the most profound form of love’ she allowed herself to wink and continued ‘now that I’ve slipped it on you, there’s no escaping my love’. 

‘I’d gladly be your indentured slave for life’ replied Delphina sincerely. The lovers locked lips, once again. 

Jonquil, dressed smartly in a pair of skinny jeans and a gauzy off-shoulder top, looked on indulgently, like a fond parent regarding her children. After the exceedingly carnal gang-bang midmorning, she had decided that none of the three men she had fucked were worthy of being married to. They were too rustic and unsophisticated for her tastes. Jonquil, whose opinions on men were undergoing an alarming number of drafts during the formative period of her newly acquired womanhood, now decided that she needed somebody smart. A person with brains who would transfer his intelligence to their children. After all, every woman aspired to make her children doctors, engineers, professors and like; not farmers, wine-makers and ranchers if she could help it! 

The flight back home was an uneventful one. Fiona spent much of it in a love-enveloped haze and Jonquil in conjuring up ways and means to get an intellectual to father her children. 

They disembarked at Dublin Airport and hired a taxi to their village. As they moved towards it, Fiona and Jonquil came across the familiar lowlands sheathed with glacial deposits of clay and sand. Mires and lakes added their own distinctive trademark to the area. River Shannon, blue and pristine, traversed the area, evoking in Fiona long suppressed memories. At the first glimpse of the rugged hills and mountains, she knew she had reached home. 

She walked the road leading to her modern, tasteful home, brimming with novel, mixed feelings. It had been a good 23 years since she had traversed these roads by foot. For more than two decades, the wheelchair had been her only mode of conveyance. It felt strange to leave home as a paraplegic and return with functioning legs. 
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What was stranger still perhaps was to leave home as a 42 year old male and return as a 21

year old female. The waters of the Southern France grotto were indeed a mixture of the strange, the mirfic and the unexpected….. 

Fiona went home and packed all the men’s trousers, suits, shirts and t-shirts to be given to Red Cross. She lay one or two aside to present to Brian. Curious as to how the therapy machine was evolving, she took a shower, dressed in pink slacks and a dotted sleeveless top and went down to the garage. As she went in, Fiona caught sight of Brian’s ginger-colored hair. 

He was standing with his back towards her, talking to Cian. When she went closer, Fiona found that the therapy machine was nearly ready. Brian had a dripping brush in hand, painting it a bright red and blue—the final touch on a stupendous invention. 

‘That’s magnificent, boys!’ Fiona excitedly exclaimed forgetting all about her transformation

‘you’ve followed the instructions perfectly while I’ve been away!’

Brian turned a puzzled freckled face at her. Cian was looking askance at her, his eyes gleaming owlishly behind his glasses. Fiona noticed that he had taken to using hair gel, parting his hair to the side and flicking it back. The results were disastrous. While Fiona had great respect for Cian’s genius, she had to admit he wasn’t a good-looker. He was 5’5, squat with an

‘apple-shaped’ body type, with a disproportionate amount of fat concentrated at the centre. 

Probably in a bid to keep up with the body, Fiona’s mind was beginning to think like a ‘typical’

woman’s. She thought Cian should start exercising as soon as possible. That would kill two birds with one stone: increase his longevity and get him dates. ‘What would be the use of being a genius’ she reasoned ‘if one popped off early in life?’

‘Miss, do we know you?’ Brian presently asked in solicitous, perplexed tones ‘and what did you mean by your comment? We follow Fergus’s vision, not yours!’

Fiona decided to make a clean breast of it all. She told her colleagues the whole story from beginning to end, without omissions or embellishments. She, of course, skipped the torrid romance with Delphina. That would hardly be an appropriate thing to mention in professional circles. 

Fiona noticed that Brian was shaking all over. From long association, she knew what would come next: a hearty belly laugh. True to prediction, Brian broke into a hearty guffaw, clutching his stomach. 

‘Really, Miss’ he said ‘must say you have an extremely fecund imagination….why don’t you start writing stories?’

Fiona was annoyed at the flippancy with which Brian treated the truth. Cian was looking at her with a supercilious amused look on his face. ‘Please gentlemen’ she said plaintively

‘believing me would make our work progress faster’. 

‘Ha!’ said Cian superciliously ‘even if I buy your gender change story, I’ll never be able to believe old Fergus would walk!’

‘What do you mean?’ asked Fiona. 

‘I mean, his spinal cord was totally damaged, man!’ Cian said with relish ‘there was nothing medical science could do for him!’

At this moment, Fiona realized how much she hated Cian: His owlish face, the bulbous nose and the prim lips, haughty with the knowledge of his own genius. ‘There may be something beyond medical science—a cure humans haven’t envisaged…’ she said tersely, trying to control her rising temper. 
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‘She may be right’ said Brian coming to Fiona’s rescue ‘there are miracles science is not able to explain’. Fiona regained her equanimity. Even the annoying Cian shut his trap. 

‘Okay, Fiona’ Brian continued ‘Let’s hypothetically believe that you are Fergus. Or someone he has briefed up before he left for France. What do you have to offer?’

‘Providing passive cycling movement isn’t enough’ said Fiona easily picking up the thread of conversation ‘nor is electric stimulation. We’ll have to think on lines of placing an electrode in the patient’s brain that will send a signal down to the spinal cord, instructing it to cycle. If people have been able to operate robotic limbs through the technique, I don’t see why the same can’t be applied to our machine’. 

Brian and Cian exchanged amazed glances. The girl obviously knew what she was talking about. Fergus had indeed chosen an able employee. She was the ideal replacement for him while he was away at France. When Fergus came back, all four of them would make a fantastic team. The gentlemen didn’t even entertain the thought that Fergus would never come back. 

That afternoon, Jonquil brought Fiona lunch at the garage. She had whipped up a great Irish stew and Bacon and cabbage. Fiona shared the spread with her colleagues. As Jonquil handed Brian a generously heaped plate, she appraised him. ‘That’s him!’ she thought with a leaping heart ‘the smart, handsome future father of my children!’

Brian spooned in a mouthful of stew, savored it and said ‘This is heavenly, Jonquil. I must say you cook like an angel’

Jonquil looked at him sideways and flirtatiously fluttered her eyelids. She said: ‘My grandma used to tell me that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach’. 

Fiona was absorbed in working on the newly decided way of operating the therapy machine when Delphina phoned. ‘Darling’ she sounded excited ‘I’ve been appointed legal practitioner in one of the Irish corporates!’

‘Sweetheart!’ Fiona breathed in relief ‘I thought you were never coming…’

‘Don’t be silly, Fiona’ reprimanded Delphina indulgently ‘how can I ever live without you? 

I got many offers from Dublin, but I rejected them all. I finally got one in your village’

‘Good thinking, sweet’ said Fiona ‘going to and fro to Dublin to meet up would have been hard’. Then she grinned and said ‘but I don’t mind going out of my way once. I’ll be at the Dublin Airport to pick you up, babe’. 

The next day, Fiona took a long leisurely shower and dressed with the greatest care. She tied her hair in a chignon and went to Dublin. Delphina alighted from the plane in all her beauteous, tanned glory. The two embraced for the longest time. They enjoyed the journey in companionable silence, holding hands. Peninsulas, bays and headlands passed them by. So did yews, elms and oaks. Once home, the two released all the repressed emotion distance had pent up in them. Making love after a long separation was the sweetest, most passionate thing. That they were doing it for a long time on Valentine’s Day gave it enhanced meaning. The two lay in each other’s arms reveling in the afterglow of sex, when Fiona heard footsteps. She got up with a start, parted the curtains. A dismayed ‘On no!’ escaped her lips. 

Cian was heading towards her door, dressed in a formal navy blue suit. His feet were encased in loafers and his hair was slicked back with a nauseatingly large quantity of hair gel. 

He carried a bunch of red roses in his hand. When working on the exercise machine, he had fallen in love with Fiona and had decided to marry her. He selected the 14th of February as an 31

apt date to propose to her. That Fiona may be in a relationship or simply hate the sight of him never crossed his mind. 

‘Damn!’ said Fiona loudly ‘I had never anticipated this!’. She instructed Delphina to lie in bed, while she threw on a night gown on her own naked body and marched out resolutely. She opened the door, exerted and slightly out of breath. The sight of Fiona flushed face, bright eyes and slightly opened mouth, only added to increase Cian’s desire for her. 

‘Fiona, darling!’ he burst out enclosing his slender waist in a tight embrace ‘you can’t imagine the fervor with which I have fallen in love with you. I think of you day and night: when I am walking, having breakfast, a shower, a stroll. I am so sweetly distracted, I can’t work. I am so haunted, I can’t sleep. Oh sweet, my sweet, you even invade my dreams!’

‘Get a grip, Cian!’ said Fiona trying to extricate herself from his bear-like embrace ‘I am not in love with you!’

Cian let go abruptly, with something of a shock. ‘You mean you’re rejecting me?’ he sounded incredulous. He couldn’t imagine any woman on earth rejecting a rare brilliantine like himself. After a moment, he recovered enough to ask ‘is there a particular reason?’

‘Am I obliged to provide one?’ said Fiona becoming haughty in her turn. She was cheesed off by the audacity Cian had to demand a reason. 

‘No, I suppose not’ said Cian, his thin mouth compressing into a near non-existent line. 

Fiona could gauge that he was seething with suppressed emotion. Presently, he turned back and left with quick, offended steps. Little did Fiona realize that this wouldn’t be the end. She had underestimated the enormity of Cian’s ego. She should have guessed, considering he began all sentences with an ‘I’. And all his spiels about taking over the world with his brains. 

Cian went home and flung the rose bouquet on his bed aggressively. ‘Who does she think she’s rejecting, the little bitch!’ he thought vengefully ‘Cian Joyce, no less…’ ‘No….’he continued his mad trail of thought, shaking his head maniacally ‘there ought to be an explanation. And I shall not rest until I get to the reason for her refusal!’. 

July arrived in the blinking of an eye. Brian and Jonquil, who had been engaged for a month, were getting married in the green verdant countryside. Jock’s parents had passed on when he was very young; Jonquil had managed to convince an uncle that she was indeed the reincarnated version of Jock. The uncle was a firm believer in the theory of reincarnation. 

Furthermore, there was an unmistakable resemblance between his nephew and Jonquil. 

Therefore, he’d agreed to give her away and was currently very much present at the wedding. 

The wedding coincided with the traditional Ceili festival. Strains of harps, fiddles and penny flutes filled the air. Guests, dressed in their best attires, graced the occasion. Adorable little children pranced around dressed as page boys. Fiona and Delphina, dressed in the uniform magenta bride maids’ dresses, helped Jonquil dress. Cian was also present, helping himself to generous quantities of mead and champagne. 

The blushing bride arrived and joined the eagerly awaiting groom. The priest tied their hands together: a traditional Irish way of solemnizing a wedding. The guests raised a toast to the couple after which the dance began. 

Fiona, Delphina and Cian joined in. Rows of people clasped their hands together before meandering off a distance with their partners, clapping their hands and returning to the group again. Cian had planned to claim Fiona as his partner, but before he could proceed, he noticed her jauntily dancing with another person—a girl with short hair and the magenta bridesmaids’
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dress. Disheartened, Cian broke off from the dance group and went and stood in a corner, scowling at Fiona and Delphina. The girls seemed to be enjoying themselves thoroughly. They mingled with the crowd, clapped spiritedly, before branching off and dancing as a pair. ‘Damn Fiona!’ Cian cursed inwardly ‘she prefers cavorting with a fucking female than with me!’. A thread of suspicion emanated from his own casual remark. What if Fiona indeed preferred females to males? That would explain her rejection of a worthy man like himself. Caught in a magical moment, the girls stopped to share a deeply intimate kiss. Cian saw Delphina clasp her arm around Fiona’s slender waist and pull her tighter towards her. The kiss went on for an eternity. Cian was smoldering with rage. 

A childhood sexual attachment Cian had developed towards an uncle had been successfully suppressed, leading to acute homophobia. Cian, who had latent homosexual tendencies himself, couldn’t tolerate gay and lesbian people. Especially, if a girl who had rejected him turned out to be a lesbian. It was mortifying enough to be refused, especially so when your romantic interest had taken up with another girl. Cian’s hostility had reached such behemoth proportions that he yelled:

‘Stop it, you lesbians! You’re tainting the holiness of the day with your obscene act!’

Fiona and Delphina stopped, startled. They were taken aback to note that Cian, with his face flushed had addressed the remark to them. Cian’s bellow had also brought the other guests to an abrupt halt. They saw Cian pointedly looking at the two girls. They too stopped to gawk at them. Delphina whose arm still encircled Fiona’s waist, hastily withdrew it. 

‘We aren’t doing anything illegal’ said Fiona boldly ‘Ireland has legalized gay unions!’. In the face of the ‘blatant’ declaration, some of the conservative guests had frozen to gape at Fiona. There was some hushed whispering among the crowd. 

‘That’s right’ said Brian coming to her rescue ‘everyone has the right to love. Therefore, we must let love. On this auspicious occasion of my wedding, I bless Fiona and her partner—if she’s indeed her partner, best of luck. And I request all of you to do the same’. 

Knowing that the girls’ act had the bridegrooms sanction, the guests cheered and applauded for the girls. They even approached them and wished them luck just like they’d wished Brian and Jonquil a few minutes ago. Fiona and Delphina beamed in delight. Their love now had social approval. Cian turned increasingly red with fury. 

He found that he couldn’t contain his hostility. The same night, he approached Fiona’s house with a huge rock in hand and hurled it across her window pane. The glass pane shattered into little shards of glass one of which pierced Delphina on the forehead, missing her right eye by a whisker. Blood oozed out of the three inch cut, running in rivulets across her pretty face. 

Fiona rushed her to the closest clinic. Dr. Nesbit fastidiously removed the shard of glass, anesthetized Delphina’s forehead and stitched it together. ‘You’re lucky to get away with four stitches, young lady’ he said in his usual dry manner ‘when you could have lost your eyesight!’. 

Fiona gently took her wounded lover by the arm and guided her down the street. Worry lines were etched deep on her young face. 

Once they reached home, she made Delphina recline on the bed and made some strong coffee for her. Then she sat beside her, took her hand and said ‘Both of us know who threw the rock….’

‘Cian’ confirmed Delphina. 

‘But it’s difficult to prove’ she said ‘after all; we don’t have any evidence against him’. 
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‘Sometimes I wonder who the lawyer is’ Delphina laughed tenderly. 

‘Delphina’ breathed Fiona taking her lover’s oval face between her palms ‘I wouldn’t want any further harm to come to you from him, my darling’

‘Oh don’t you worry’ Delphina sportingly shrugged aside Fiona’s concerns ‘he wouldn’t have the guts to do anything life-threatening’. 

‘Well, you never know’ replied Fiona unconvinced ‘after all, he’s a homophobe. A egocentric, megalomaniac of a homophobe!’

‘You’re overreacting, Fiona’

‘This is a serious issue, Delphina!’

‘Then what do you suggest we do?’ asked Delphina calmly. 

‘Relocate to France’ said Fiona decisively. 

‘I’d have no problems getting my old job back’ said Delphina ‘but what about your therapy machine?’

‘I’ll talk to Brian’ said Fiona picking up the receiver and dialing Brian’s number. After a ten minute conversation, she returned to Delphina. 

‘Brian has also agreed to shift to Paris. Apparently, Jonquil is very keen on settling there’

she said ‘we’re going to set up our workshop there and work on the therapy machine on a peaceful mind. Needless to say, we’ve thrown Cian off our team….’

‘Good riddance!’ Delphina smiled, involuntarily reaching for her bandaged forehead. 

Jonquil got the job of a receptionist in a hotel. Thanks to being her husband, Brian also got a visa. Dephina and Fiona registered their marriage in Ireland, as a result of which Fiona also received permission from the consulate to shift as Delphina Dan Naud’s spouse. 

With Delphina’s assistance, Brian and Jonquil got a flat close to Delphina and Fiona’s house at a reasonable rate. Fiona and Brian set up their workshop in a part of Fiona’s home and lost no time in beginning work. The local news channel that Delphina had quit reabsorbed her gladly. Both the couples were quite happy. 

One night, when penetrating Fiona’s womanhood with her dildo, Delphina let out a weary sigh. On being prodded as to what the problem was, she said:

‘Well darling, I am sick of this dildo. Sometimes, I wish I actually had a flesh and blood penis so that you and I could really become one flesh as nature had intended. I want our bodies melded together without any barriers’. 

‘There is a solution’ said Fiona quietly. 

‘Sex reassignment surgery?’ asked Delphina skeptically. 

‘No, waters of the grotto’ replied Fiona. 

Fiona and Delphina drove down to the Pyrenees in their red convertible. Since, it was quite a distance off, they took turns driving. They finally reached at twilight and checked into the

‘Symphony’ lodge. At about 8 pm, after packing a pair of men’s clothes, the girls made their way through the foliage of shrubs, roots and thick bark. They traversed the 420 meters elevation through a cable car and reached the rivers flanked by rocks. The grotto lay concealed within the protective, vigilant layers of the conifers. Delphina stood frozen in the place, awestruck. As if in honor of the beauty that confronted them, even the winds seemed to have come to a standstill. Nothing moved—not a leaf of the conifers or a hair on either head. 

The spring above flowed from above a plethora of rocks and gushed with roaring force in the manner of a waterfall. On the sultry magical night, the gushing waterfall looked almost 34

golden. The pool in which the waters collected looked like shimmering black gold. Delphina had been to Southern west France before, yet hadn’t been aware of the guarded secluded grotto or the beautiful golden waters gushing forth from the rocks above it. In her entire life spanning thirty odd years, Delphina had seen many a splendorous sights, but none as beautiful as the spring. 

She stripped off her clothes and gingerly stepped into the waters. As a delectable drowsiness began to overtake her, she was aware of Fiona keeping a male’s shirt and pair of trousers on the bank for her to use after the metamorphosis. She soon fell into a deep death-like sleep. Fiona went back to ‘Symphony’ and spent a sleepless night there. 

She bolted up when she heard the eagerly anticipated knock on the door. Fiona opened it to find a tall youth with smoky black eyes, an aquiline nose and full lips standing in front of her. 

In spite of being clothed, his arm and thigh muscles strongly rippled beneath the fabric of his shirt and trousers. The Claggdargh ring glittered on his tanned left ring finger. He held it up for Fiona to see. 

‘The seas may gurgle, the sun may turn turtle, but my love for you will never change’

Delphina’s reincarnate said in a pleasant masculine voice. 

‘Wine may become a watery swirl, tears transmute into pearls, but my love for you will never change’ Fiona added her own little poetic rejoinder. 

She stood on tip toe and pressed her lips on Delphina’s reincarnate’s. Both of them kissed for a minute that transcended a thousand eternities. 

The End
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Introduction and Character Profile

Introduction:

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her. They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. 

Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. 

Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in Southern France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. Jock brings Fergus some water from the fountain after drinking which Fergus regains movement of the lower limbs. He walks to the fountains, strips and immerses himself into it. Jock follows suit. The two fall into a deep death-like slumber. 

In the morning, Fergus and Jock find themselves converted into beautiful young women of around 21. They now call themselves Fiona and Jonquil respectively. Fiona pursues her quest of winning Delphina’s love with renewed zest. Will she be successful? What does Jonquil do with herself in the meantime? 

Characters:

Fergus Meyers/Fiona: is the protagonist of the story. He has Celtic white skin, a long slender face, sea green eyes and pouty brooding mouth. Fergus is good-looking in a melancholy kind of a way. An accident he had at 19 that paralyzed his lower limbs has left him wheelchair bound. Fergus is working on a therapy machine for paraplegics. At 42, he has been diagnosed with leukemia. 

Bearing fervent hopes of being cured of paralysis and cancer, Fergus travels to Southern France with his valet. After much searching, he finds the fountain flowing through the grotto. 

Apart from being cured of the two above conditions, Fergus finds himself converted into a beautiful 21 year old girl, Fiona. Fiona is small, slender, with beautiful collar bones, small well-formed breasts and lovely feet. Her face looks like a feminized version of Fergus’s. She has soft chestnut hair that falls in waves across her shoulders. 

Fiona gets in touch with Delphina, the Frenchwoman she had fallen in love with as Fergus. 

The two begin an affair. Their love is threatened by the villainous Cian who falls madly in love with Fiona. 

Delphina Dan Naud: is the protagonist’s girlfriend. Delphina is a tall, lean 30 something French lawyer with smoky black eyes, aquiline nose and a full mouth. She communicates with Fergus on a social networking site as well as over the phone. Although she likes him as a person, she can’t reciprocate his love as Delphina is a lesbian. The two lose touch only to be reunited when Fergus transforms into Fiona and visits Delphina in Paris. The two start a torrid love affair that is threatened by the evil Cian Joyce. 
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Jock/Jonquil: is the protagonist’s loyal, faithful manservant. Jock is huge, has purple eyes and a wide generous mouth. He has a high sex drive. 

After Fergus is diagnosed with leukemia, Jock tells him about the miraculous healing waters of a grotto in Southern France. Jock makes a trip with Fergus, helping him transcend many an obstacle that comes along the way. With the aid of a map Jock’s sister has sent, the two manage to locate the grotto. Jock also bathes in the water and finds himself transformed into a young woman, Jonquil. Jonquil is beautiful albeit huge. She has a pretty face, tight brown kiss curls, massive breasts and wide hips. She is attractive to men in the countryside and has sex with three virile young men after the transformation. Jonquil, subsequently, decides that none of the three are worthy of marrying. She returns to Ireland dreaming of a smart, intelligent life-partner. She falls in love with Fergus’s colleague, Brian and marries him. 

Brian: is Fergus’s best buddy cum colleague. He is an open, ginger-haired freckle-faced man of about 38. He is also working on the therapy machine with Fergus. In the evenings, he hangs out in the pubs with Fergus. After Jonquil comes back to Ireland, the two fall in love and get married. When Fiona decides to relocate to France with Delphina, Brian and Jonquil also shift. Fergus and Brian set up a workshop in Paris in which they continue working on the therapy machine. 

Cian Joyce: is a 22 year old mechanical engineering graduate who is working on the therapy machine along with Fergus and Brian. Cian is of medium height (5’5), is squat, has thin lips, a big nose and wears thick glasses. Cian is supposed to have a high IQ; a fact that makes him arrogant and egomaniacal. He is also a homophobe. When Fergus returns to Ireland as Fiona, Cian falls in love with her. He proposes to Fiona on Valentine’s Day, a proposal she rejects without giving a reason. Cian’s huge ego takes a beating because of the rejection. He decides to find out the reason behind Fiona’s rejection and discovers that it is because she is in love with Delphina. An infuriated Cian and creates a scene at Brian’s wedding, exposing Fiona and Delphina as lesbians. Subsequently, he hurls a rock at Fiona’s window pane which injures Delphina, making a worried Fiona decide that the couple relocate to France. 

Dr. Nesbit: is a stout, impassive faced unpleasant mannered 59 year old Irish doctor who diagnoses Fergus with leukemia. When Delphina is injured, Dr. Nesbit removes the shard of glass from her forehead, stitches and dresses her wound. 

Dr. Jean Pierre: is a jaunty, cheerful faced elderly French doctor who conducts a blood test, bone marrow test and the spinal tap on Fiona which decide that she is free of cancer. 

--------------
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Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. 

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

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

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

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a small pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. 

Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wells who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina, his girl friend. Under Rosaline’s instructions, he calls himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton all along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wells. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with 38

Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

The Murdered Heiress

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

She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include 39

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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 eventually 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 thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, 40

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

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

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. 

Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. Alfred is very “pretty” 

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

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into 41

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

‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. 

Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

The protagonist is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in a rural town. Even though he is born male, he hasn’t attained puberty yet. Performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles when his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, ?the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. ?He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since he has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as ‘Arianna’ to customers who call. 

‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes on the ethnic day held in the office. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her.? They speak over the phone, 42

but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. 

Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. 

Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. 

Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. 

However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows 43

up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. 

Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

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

“Hood” located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When 44

leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: 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 following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

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

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

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: Dreams Don't Die

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a

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

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a 46

host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

The son of a famous movie star is abducted by a mafia group for ransom. The father makes a series of mistakes in the "negotiation" of the mafia group, and as the result, the son is forcibly feminized. 
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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 genetically or technologically 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 finally, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cell performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her 48
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performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cell on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of

"hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

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