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Chapter 1 -There was something about Anya Somewhere between Moscow and St. Petersburg was a town. It was a small remote one, with a population of just about 50,000 people. 

Located in the town was a not-very-well-known ballet school called

“The Sokolov Academy of Ballet”. In the warm, sultry summer of 2011, I had enrolled there as a student. 

Dressed in tight leotards and a vest, I carried a lithe ballerina over my head. She was as light as a bubble and didn’t strain my back. 

That was saying much because I was a delicate, slightly-built danseur. 

The Russian belles around me laughed; their laughter sounded like a merry peal of bells. They did a bourree (a ballet step) around me like a bevy of swans, enchanting in their white tutus, leotards and Pointe ballet shoes. Watching tiny young tightly-held-together female feet, moving back foot and then speedily following with the other, were indescribably beautiful to watch. It was so beautiful that I could hardly believe it was happening. 

In the dream-like scenario, only one thing was missing. Anya Petrovna: The dark enigmatic academy cum principal, who apparently taught only once in a blue moon. According to my batch mates and seniors, the semi-retired Anya had seldom taught in the recent past. How I wished Anya reconsidered her decision to retire, and decided to teach us. It would be far more interesting to learn under her rather than being under the tutelage of the insipid, young Mr. Nikolai Blinov. The sinuous way in which Anya carried her voluptuous body; the slow, languid way in which she spoke and the intimate way in which she had looked at me—oh, it was sweet madness! I don’t mind admitting I had a crush on Anya; my curiosity was only exacerbated by the knowledge that Anya was a reclusive and very little was known about her. 

I had been learning ballet in London for many years before I decided to study in Russia. I had been devoted to my art, but hadn’t really been a very successful danseur. Yet I couldn’t imagine being anything other than a premier danseur at the ballet. Hence, at 19, I didn’t really think it was too late to apply to top ballet schools in Russia. The Vaganova Academy rejected me. So did St. Petersburg Eifman Ballet. As did umpteen other well-known ballet schools. 

Finally, when I had almost given up, I got a letter of acceptance from the Sokolov Academy, located in a part of Russia I had hardly heard of. I didn’t remember applying to any academy by the name of Sokolov, and hence was quite surprised. I googled “Sokolov Academy” on the internet. The search results were “zero”. The place didn’t have any internet presence whatsoever. 

I didn’t have memories of applying to the Sokolov Academy. 

Therefore, I wondered if all this was some kind of a hoax or a practical joke played by my chums. 

The issue gave me sleepless nights. Finally, after a few days of tossing and turning, and with no resolution in sight; I decided to go to Russia to find out for myself. The mysterious Sokolov Academy had arranged for a one-way plane ticket, and had promised free accommodation. So all I had to do was sit in the plane on the designated date and fly away to the Domodevo International Airport in Moscow. 

As I was just emerging out of Domodevo International Airport, a tall, heavily-built man in a chauffeur’s uniform approached me and asked: “Are you Mr. Liam Bailey?” As I listened to his pronounced Ls and hammer-hard Rs, a shiver of excitement ran down my spine. I was indeed in the caviar-replete, vodka-swilling Russia! 

“Yes, I am” I confirmed, trying not to show the trepidation I felt. 

“Please take a seat, Mr. Bailey” said the chauffeur, opening the door of a shimmering, stately M14 Chaika “Anya Petrovna awaits you”. 

“Anya Petrovna?” I asked obviously puzzled “Who is Anya?” 

“Anya Petrovna, the owner and principal of Sokolov Academy” 

replied the man, with a slight rebuke in his voice “one would have thought you’d know”. 

“Yes, of course” I replied taking his rebuke in my stride “I was a bit disoriented, that’s all”. I laughed ingratiatingly, hoping to mollify the offended chauffeur. However, the man didn’t respond. He drove for the next few hours in chilling silence. Somewhere along the way, I must have dozed off, for the chauffeur’s thick, hammer-hard voice jerked me awake. 

“Please wake up” he said tersely “we’ve reached the destination”. 

I groggily opened my eyes to take in the sight of the solid Sokolov Academy. It was a rock solid brick structure, with a tented roof augmented with a Romanesque and Renaissance vault structure. 

The chauffeur carried my luggage and led me into a spacious lobby. 

We crossed the house area of the theatre and reached a long corridor. I noticed that a flight of steps led to a set of rooms above. 

The chauffeur led me a few meters down the corridor until we’d reached a door. The black name plate had “Anya N. Sokolov” written on it in golden letters. “You go in” instructed the chauffeur “while I’ll go upstairs and deposit your luggage in your hostel room”. 

A sudden apprehension seized me. I was suddenly terrified at the prospect of coming face-to-face with the enigmatic Anya Petrovna. 

Butterflies did a jig in my stomach. I turned to the chauffeur and uneasily asked: “May I go up to my room and freshen up first? I’m afraid I don’t feel very presentable”. 

I self-consciously appraised my skinny jeans and brown polo-necked t-shirt. I then proceeded to run my fingers through my spiky light blonde hair. In spite of being a Briton, I had distinctly Scandinavian looks. My skin was as pale as my hair and my eyes were translucent like ice. 

“Oh, you look just fine!” said the driver, before sneeringly adding

“going by the way you are fuss, one would think you’re a girl!” After aiming this piece of insult at me, the chauffeur began traipsing up the flight of stairs with my luggage. I watched his massive form disappear around the bend and into one of the rooms. I then turned my attention to the door in front of me. I swallowed and forced myself to knock. 

“Please come in” said a languid, husky, totally delightful voice. The sound of it gave me goose bumps. 

I walked in hesitantly into a spacious office. A curvaceous woman in a form-fitting black skirt and a forest-green full-sleeved top stood with her back to me. Her unbelievably dark hair was held together with an ornamental brooch. Her slim pale fingers held a long cigar. 

Even before she turned, my heart thrummed. There was something about Anya. Something exciting, something frightening. 

She turned and gazed at me in an intimate fashion, as if she had known me for a long time. Her eyes seemed dark at first sight, but when you looked closely, you saw a mysterious interplay of violet, emerald and myrtle. 

Anya wasn’t a conventional beauty. Her complexion was too pale, her jaw a bit broad and her nose slightly crooked. Besides, her form was too full and voluptuous for the standard ballet dancer, assuming Anya still performed. However, Anya was strikingly attractive. Her inky black hair, released from the brooch, spread around her face like an angry cloud. And those double-hooded, heavily-lashed eyes were the most mesmerizing pair I had seen on any woman. 

Under the spotlight of Anya’s gaze, I turned numb all over. I felt as though my body was mine, yet not mine. I felt my eyelids becoming progressively heavier, as if they were being pulled down by weights. 

They were so heavy that they threatened to close. I strived to keep them open with a super-human exertion of will. Slowly, the heaviness I had felt began to lift. 

“You are thin, reed thin” Anya remarked, appraising my body “about 80% of the girls here are heavier than you. You’ll find it difficult to perform the pas de deux (the over-the-head lifts)” 

Anya’s words didn’t come as a surprise to me. In spite of being on an intensive gym-training program in London, my body remained very lean. My back was inflexible. As a result, I found that I was incapable of lifting most adult female dancers and often injured my back while trying to lift the younger girls over my head. 

“Are you rejecting me?” I asked incredulously. I couldn’t believe that after having gone through the jubilation of having received the acceptance letter, the rigmarole of trying to find Sokolov Academy on the internet, enduring a 3 hour 40 minute plane journey to Russia and a few hours’ drive to here, Anya was actually asking me to go back to London. 

“No dear boy, you’ve misunderstood me” said Anya in her delightful accent “the immaturity of your body is a defect that age will cure. 

Besides, we have a well-rounded fitness routine at Sokolov’s. Our academy would focus on strengthening your core and building light muscle to improve your strength and agility”. 

“Anya Petrovna” I said dubiously “I have been trying to become stronger ever since I was 7 or 8 years old, with little success. I can’t afford to get my hopes too high”. 

“You may lack the faith in your body” replied Anya, with a slight smile tugging at the corner of her lips “but I beg to differ”. Her manner was light and flirtatious, yet masked behind it was a kind of energy, or rather, an amalgamation of several agents of nature. This may sound insane, but at that precise moment, I felt that stored within Anya was the heat and glow of fire, the force of the wind, the coolness of water, the life-sustainability of earth and the dream-like quality of ether. It seemed like the whole of Dame Nature had been personified in this one magnificent woman. I had smiled at Anya. 

Now I smiled at the memory of our meeting. As I balanced the long slender leg of one of the ballerinas on my shoulder, I gazed abstractedly (and hopefully) at the door. Then I froze as if an apparition had walked in. I was faintly aware of the awed little gasps all around me. For the person who had entered the room, wearing a jade-colored, long-sleeved leotards and matching ballet slippers was none other than Anya herself

. 

Chapter 2 - A Little Mooting After the initial expressions of surprise, the students fell silent. Even Nikolai seemed a bit dazed. After a moment, he jerked himself back to reality and acknowledged Anya with a slight bending on the neck. 

The ballerinas stood on tip-toes, bobbed their knees and did a pretty curtsy. The two other danseurs in my batch; strong, sleek-bodied young men called Ivan Fedorovich and Yuri Dudnich, nodded just like Nikolai had. Following their example, I too gave Anya a reverential nod. 

Anya didn’t respond to any of our greetings. Instead, she made her way right to the center of the room. The spotlight appeared on Anya as if by magic. She lifted her well-toned arms high up in the air, reminding me of a beautiful, feline creature stretching luxuriously. 

She then stretched one leg on the floor with her toes pointed and turned out. The toes remained in contact with the floor throughout the exquisite, breath-taking exercise. And the most incredible thing was that Anya’s grand, sturdy toes remained in contact with the floor throughout. It came as a great surprise to me that a full-bodied woman like Anya was so light and graceful on her feet. In an industry that demanded and was dominated by feather-light ballerinas, Anya was a delightful rarity. 

After she was through, Anya stood up and did the grandest courtesy ever. All of us finally got an acknowledgement to our greetings. All of us applauded uproariously. It wouldn’t be wrong to say that Anya had swept us off our feet. 

I wish she would turn and look at me once, just once. However, Anya looked through me as if I wasn’t there. She turned a steady gaze on Nikolai and asked:

“So, what are you teaching them, Nikolai?” 

“We’re working on the plotless ballet, Anya Petrovna” replied Nikolai earnestly. 

“Plotless ballets are good” replied Anya earnestly “Sokolov Academy has always encouraged using the movements of the body freely to create, express and arouse emotion. However, these youngsters have been in the school for six whole months. They require the greater challenge of concrete storylines”. 

“So what do you suggest?” asked the sincere Nikolai “The Sleeping Beauty? … The Nutcracker?” 

“Sleeping Beauty is so passé, Nikolai” replied Anya with a disdainful twist of her wide mouth “The Nutcracker is good, but overly done. I need something different: something classical, symmetrical, larger-than-life and definitely story-based!” 

Nikolai refrained from making any more suggestions. All of us patiently waited as Anya turned to us and said: “You students must rehearse for the Swan Lake from this point on. The actual performance is two and a half years away, but you’ll have to start working on the ballet right now. After all, you’d wish to leave the audience spell-bound on the opening night!” 

Anya’s voice was a soft, sweet lull. Once again, I began to feel soporific. But in an oxymoronic paradox, I also felt as if I was on the high alert. 

“Are you all familiar with the plot of Swan Lake?” asked Anya, her bewitching dark eyes sweeping across the hall way. 

“Yes, I am, Anya Petrovna!” I said, craving for a bit of my Lady Crush’s attention. 

Much to my distress, Anya ignored me. Her eyes looked past me and lingered on each blank, quizzical young face in the room. 

“It’s okay if you aren’t” replied Anya soothingly “not all of you have studied ballet from childhood. I don’t mind giving the gist of the plot to you”. After a brief pause, Anya began narrating the story:

“The Swan Lake is divided into 4 acts, where detailed scenes unfold. 

I shall let you study the specifics in the notes, which I’ll later circulate. To explain in brief, the Swan Lake is the story of a beautiful princess called Odette who has been cursed by an evil sorcerer named Von Rothbart. As a consequence, Odette turns into a swan. 

But when the night falls, Odette becomes a young woman again. 

The only thing that can release Odette from this spell is true unwavering love….”. 

Anya tailed off and took a deep breath. I felt her deep, dark eyes linger on me. My heart turned upside down in my chest. 

Anya…I loved her. 

“Prince Siegfried falls in love with Odette” continued Anya “and promises eternal love to her. However, the evil Odile, Von Rothbart’s daughter, disguises herself as Odette and tricks Prince Siegfried into betraying Odette. As a result, the pure, beautiful, virginal Princess Odette dies, and so also does Prince Siegfried….”. 

Such was the beauty of the story and the magic of Anya’s narration, that all of us listened enraptured. It was almost as if Anya had put us in a woozy, delicious trance. 

“Now we need a female lead to perform the roles of both Odette and Odile” said Anya. A striking contrast to her dreamy tone of a few minutes ago, Anya’s voice was now brisk and businesslike. “Nadia Petrova” she said pointing at a pale, slightly-built ballerina “I choose you. You are technically perfect, but might need to work hard to learn to get under the skin of your character”. 

“I will, Anya Petrovna” replied Nadia bowing “I will try my best”. 

Not that it was my place to comment, but I doubted if Nadia would be able to do justice to her part as the lead ballerina. She worked quite hard, but lacked the spirit and charisma that a lead dancer ought to have. Nadia was one of those people, who worked hard all their lives, yet were good enough only to make it to the periphery. But if Anya thought Nadia was fit to perform the lead roles, she no doubt had her reasons. 

The students continued to bite their nails. After all, the suspense hadn’t entirely come to an end. Another lead dancer had to be chosen to perform the role of Prince Siegfried. Over the last six months, I had become stronger, but had a long way to go as far as strength and muscle mass went. 

Prince Siegfried was going to be either Yuri or Ivan. I had absolutely no doubt in my mind that Anya was going to choose either one of the two. 

It came as a herculean surprise to me when Anya looked straight at me and said “Liam Bailey, I chose you to play Prince Siegfried”. 


***

After having rehearsed a bit, my batch mates and I started making our way upstairs towards our hostel rooms for a well-deserved midday shower. Except for me, and a copper-haired American called Amanda White (who barely spoke to anyone), all the dancers in the troupe were Russian. Contrary to all the old tales of racism that I had heard, the Russians were quite friendly with me. Of course, there had been a bit of reserve on both sides at the beginning, but a few shots of vodka cured that. Soon all of us (except Amanda) had opened up and were chatting away like old buddies. To endear myself further to my hosts, I had learnt a smattering of Russian and was careful not to hurt anyone’s patriotic feelings. And my interaction with my peers was as lively as it could be. 

Amanda never mingled with any of us. She practiced along with the troupe, but kept to herself otherwise. I wondered if the slight

language barrier, which foreigners faced when in Russia, was the reason behind Amanda’s reserve. However, I ruled that theory out once I overheard Amanda speaking to a street vendor in fluent Russian. Besides, I, like Amanda, was a native speaker of English. 

Yet Amanda made no friendly overtures towards me. 

I later attributed Amanda’s reserve to her age. At nearly forty, she was double the ages of most of the dancers in the troupe. However plausible this theory sounded, I instinctively knew this wasn’t the reason for Amanda’s reticence. When a group of people share a common interest, superficialities such as age hardly matter. 

Maybe I was being fanciful, but I felt that an inner worry worm was gnawing away at Amanda’s insides. Amanda’s freckled face looked blanched; her wide green eyes were dilated with fear. I wondered what ailed the lovely-haired dancer and made several futile attempts to speak to her. 

Presently, as Amanda ran up the stairs beside me, I made an attempt at a conversation. 

“Hello” I said congenially “all good?” 

“Yup” Amanda said tersely, nipping any prospective verbal exchange in the bud. In a minute, her slender form disappeared into one of the rooms. Amanda shut the door behind her in a gesture that seemed a bit impolite to me. 

“So, the ice-queen snubbed you again?” said a voice behind me. It emanated from a statuesque, fiery-haired dancer called Olga Smirnova. Olga’s tongue was as fiery and lethal as her hair. She was one of those people who never minced any words. 

“Maybe she was tired” I said, shrugging. 

“Don’t be goody-goody, Liam” Olga said cattily “it is alright to admit Amanda’s a bitch”. 

“I shall say no such thing” I said indignantly “after all, I hardly know the woman”. 

“That’s British diplomacy for you” remarked Nadia, following us with Ivan, Yuri and my other batch mates in tow “never say a word that’s politically incorrect”. 

“Right” agreed Ivan, before graciously saying “BTW, congratulations, Liam. You bagged the role that Yuri and I had been coveting”. 

“Well done, Liam” Yuri lauded “you’re a real natural”. 

A feeling of indignation swept through me. I had worked hard on my craft ever since I was seven years old and Yuri actually had the impertinence to call me a “natural”. Being relatively new to ballet, the stupid little nincompoop had little idea that the magic of my movements were the result of a zillion hours of practice, not natural talent! 

“I beg to differ” I said gelidly “but nothing in this world ever comes naturally. Humans have to exert the power of their will to achieve anything. The “talent” that you see in me right now is not innate, but the result of constantly ordering my body to listen to my mind”. 

“But…but” Yuri stuttered, a little taken aback by my aggressive repartee “you can’t do a thing unless you have a natural flair for it. A person may take several creative writing courses, but he shall not succeed as a novelist unless he knows how to write”. 

“Yet I know of a girl who became a top gymnast in spite of being born with a flat foot” I retorted “Nature is an excuse the ignorant take to justify their talent or the lack of it. In my very humble opinion, Dame Nature is useless. She is ineffectual in counteracting the intrinsic power present in all human beings. Nature may start forest fires, yet humans bring them under control. She may cause tsunamis and typhoons, but humans ultimately emerge victorious. Nature may try her utmost, but will eventually have to bow down to the human will!” 

I had spoken in an arrogant, God-like manner. My class mates seemed a bit turned off by my refusal to respect the might of nature. 

I could understand why. Even though Russia was dominated by Christians, there were also a few believers in Tengrism: a primitive, pagan, animalistic and shamanic religion. The wide spread belief in the occult, no doubt caused some discomfiture among my Russian batch mates. However, young and carefree as they also were, my friends soon overlooked my behavior and started conversing about other things. I tried to engage myself in the conversation, but was distracted by a violating, persistent feeling of being watched….and judged. 

I turned around to see Anya in front of her office. She was watching us youngsters, and had evidently been a keen listener of our little debate. She gazed at me abstractedly, through swirls of hazy smoke that emanated from her cigar. Her eyes, as usual, seemed deep, mysterious and otherworldly. 

Were they also a bit offended? 



Chapter 3 - The Principal’s Protégé

“Liam Bailey” Anya called out from the lounge “may I have a word with you?”. The swirls of smoke had dispersed, giving me a clearer few of the smoker. I noticed that Anya had changed into a pair of red corduroy trousers and a fawn colored cowl-necked top. Anya’s inky black hair, which was now left loose, cascaded down her royal shoulders. 

“Of course” I said, running down a flight of stairs and following Anya into her office “what’s the matter, Anya Petrovna?” 

Anya didn’t answer immediately. My heart hammered with delight at her appearance, as well as an amorphous sort of a fear. Why had Anya summoned me into her office? Did she intend admonishing me for my cocky behavior that she had witnessed? Would I be rusticated for having been too boastful? Rustication was too extreme a thought, but when you’re in a difficult country which follows a different system, such irrational and exaggerated thoughts are bound to cross one’s mind. 

The office room was lit only by a table lamp. Anya sat down at her desk and invited me take a chair. I lazily eyed the books lying on her table. It was the expected stuff: books on ballet, mostly in Russian. 

There were a few in English as well: “The Ballet Companion: Dancer’s guide to technique traditions and the joys of ballet” by Eliza Gaynor Minden and “Dancing Shoes” by Noel Streatfeild. Much to my stupefaction, there was one on the occult titled “Sorcery and Spells: Delving into the Other Side”. This was far from normal. How had a book on the occult made its way on a  ballet dancer’s  table? 

Strange. Before I had a chance to catch the name of the author, Anya’s seductive voice jerked me back to reality. 

“When you first came into the academy” Anya began what was to going to be quite a spiel “I was a bit unsure of you. You were a lanky thin boy, who was bound to suffer from injuries as a result of an

immature body. I didn’t actually request you to dance, but from what I could perceive from your bodily movements, you lacked the required stamina and elegance to make a good prime danseur. However, I decided to give you a chance”. 

“That was very kind of you” I replied, acutely aware of Anya’s piercing gaze, the innate sensuality of her body and the fruity fragrance emanating from her. 

“You didn’t disappoint me” she continued “you worked hard: on your body, posture and technique. I saw you at the academy swimming pool every day; diving, splashing and kicking away in the water for all you were worth. So (Anya’s eyes ran up and down my body in a way that made me shiver), even though you are still lean and your body hasn’t changed much, you are a much better dancer than you were before”. 

“Thank you, Anya Petrovna” I said wondering where the sermon was leading. A deep sense of intuition, hidden in the subconscious, told me that Anya hadn’t invited me to her office just to enumerate the ways in which I had improved. 

“You shall be performing two and a half years from now” continued Anya “and I want you to practice hard. As per the rules of the academy, we need to have an understudy prepared to perform the part of the lead dancer in case he or she falls ill. Not that anything will happen to you, but I’ve made Ivan your understudy just in case”. 

Anya didn’t mention who Nadia’s understudy would be. I just imagined it would be Olga or Amanda. 

“Every once in a while” went on Anya “I take a lead dancer under my wing. This year, Liam, I intend giving you the benefit of my personal training”. 

I couldn’t believe my luck. “Thank you, Anya Petrovna!” I gushed with all the enthusiasm of a smitten young man “I’m indeed honored!”. 

“I’m glad” replied Anya giving a slow, arcane smile “but you will have to trust me completely”. Anya looked at me with her mysterious, multi-hued eyes. My attention was drawn to their undersides, which were enhanced by silvery glitter. As much as I tried, I couldn’t wrench my eyes away from Anya’s dark, heavily made up eyes. 

Anya then sauntered behind me and started massaging my shoulders. Acutely aware of the fact that Anya was a superior, I tensed. However, Anya urged me to relax. 

“You’re tense, Liam” Anya observed “let all those knots melt away. 

Only then can you achieve self-actualization”. Anya’s slow and languid voice was calmer than before. Her manner was soft, as if she was trying to put a little child to sleep. 

“Relax” she said “inhale and exhale slowly. Slip into a beautiful state of serenity. Start by relaxing your toes and feet. Progress to your leg and torso. Feel your neck and shoulders getting progressively relaxed. 

Anya then moved away from me and looked deep into my eyes. I felt her enigmatic eyes and its bewitching silvery undersides beckon me. 

Our orbs were locked for a couple of seconds. 

I soon felt my eyelids become progressively heavier. My eyelids felt so heavy that I felt they were being pulled down by heavy weights. 

The more I tried to open my eyes, the more obstinately they glued shut. 

“Imagine you are getting down an imaginary staircase” droned on Anya in her hypnotic voice “feel your bare feet come in contact with the cool marble of the floor…..stop when you are on the fifth step. 

The waters of unknown streams now surround you. They grow higher and higher until you are fully submerged in them….”. 

As much as I tried to resist, I felt that I was walking down a staircase. 

When I had reached the fifth step and was submerged under water, I felt suffocated. I was unable to breathe for a couple of seconds. 

Then, slowly and gradually, the water levels subsided. I felt light, free and totally susceptible to suggestion. 

“Cluck like a hen, Liam” instructed Anya’s intoxicating voice. 

Soon I was walking around the room, puffing up my imaginary feathers and clucking for all I was worth. As much as I resented the exercise Anya had given me, I found that I was unable to ignore her suggestion. It was so strong and expertly made that I found it quite hard to distinguish between Anya’s dictates and that of my own subconscious. 

“Now behave like cat” commanded Anya. 

Much to my surprise, I felt myself turn into a soft ball of fur. I languidly walked to a chair and curled myself on it. My eyesight became so heightened that I could see every corner of the semi-lit room. I licked my chomps and let out a contented purr. 

“Good cat” replied Anya snickering and patting me on the head. She took her hand away, handed me a parcel and said: “Now quit being a cat and wear these”. 

I opened the parcel like one in a dream. A pale blue lace camisole, a teal blue asymmetrical lace-wrap skirt, a rhinestone accessory clip and a pair of satin Pointe shoes stumbled out of the parcel. With rising distress, I stripped off my vest and stood in front of Anya. Even though I was wearing leotards, being naked above the waist made me feel awkward. 

Then, in a slow, trance-like movement, I slipped the asymmetrical lace wrap skirt over my head. I felt ridiculous, yet couldn’t help reveling in the soft, luxurious feel of the lace against my thighs. I then slipped the camisole on my head. As distressed as I was, I couldn’t help noticing how swan-like my neck was and how chiseled my collar bones were. As I did a mental evaluation of myself, I realized that I had the build that was considered perfect for a female ballet dancer: a long neck, a short torso and long-endless legs. 

All I lacked were breasts. 

Good God. What in the world was I thinking? Even whilst in a trance, I realized that the nature of my thoughts were unnatural, vile and evil. What had come over me that I was thinking like an aberration? 

“Wear the rhinestone clip and the ballet slippers” Anya’s slow, rich command reached my ears. Even though she was standing right next to me, Anya’s voice seemed to emanate from the remote, subterranean bowels of the earth. 

I clipped the hair accessory on my short hair. I encased my feet in satiny ballet slippers. At this moment, I realized how dainty my feet were for a man. 

“There, my beauty” remarked Anya laughing gaily “you look so much like Princess Elsa from Frozen! May be it is the combo of your Nordic coloring and blue clothes” 

To my utter surprise, I felt myself blushing. 

Then Anya said: “You are a female ballet dancer from today onwards. You are called Lisa and I shall train you to be Nadia’s understudy. In case there is an emergency, you shall play Princess Odette’s role instead of Nadia on the opening night”. 

With the above pronouncement Anya sent me off to my hostel room. 

As I traipsed up the stairs, dressed like a ballerina, I crossed Amanda. I expected to see disgust, mockery and derision on her face. Instead, all I saw in those huge green pools was fear. 

 

Chapter 4 - Princess Odette The next morning, I was summoned into Anya’s office again. She asked me to close my eyes shut again. Much to my surprise, Anya called me by my original name. “Liam” she said in a brisker, more conversational tone than the one she used the night before “the sun has risen. I want you to go back to being a man”. Initially, I found my eyes glued so tightly shut that I couldn’t open them. Anya increased the pace and energy of her suggestions. “Liam” she said quickly and urgently “I want you to wake up and go to the rehearsal room to practice performing Prince Siegfried’s role”. Slowly and eventually, my tightly shut eyelids fluttered open. I woke up and gave a startled gasp as I saw my body swathed in the camisole and asymmetrical skirt. Anya grinned and helped me out of the unfamiliar clothes. She instructed me to kick off the satin Pointe shoes and unpinned the rhinestone hair accessory from my hair. 

Like the previous day, I stood in front of Anya, naked up to the waist. 

My eyes spotted my danseur’s vest lying on a chair. I made a grab for it and put it on. Then I patted my hair into position and headed towards the rehearsal room. 

Once there, I was my usual self. My movements were elegant but not unmanly; my voice was soft, but deep. 

However, it was different when the night came. Anya summoned me into her office and cast a spell on me again. Under the power of her magic, I couldn’t help believing that I was a young woman. A part of my mind knew that I wasn’t one, yet the spell that Anya had cast was so potent that the make-believe seemed real. Deep inside, I knew all this was rubbish, and that I was a man with a very prominent penis, yet I couldn’t resist becoming Lisa after nightfall. Much like Princess Odette, who was swan by day, and a young woman by night; I too transformed into a woman by night. I walked with smaller, more sinuous steps and spoke in a sweet, high-pitched voice. My mannerisms and body-language also changed as if by magic. I

would stand with my legs close together and with one side of the pelvis jutting out slightly (thus forming a womanly S-shape with my body). I would make many more gestures than before while speaking and giggle like a titillated schoolgirl. In spite of the fact that I had developed some strength, I believed that I was as delicate as fragile china. During the nights, when I became Lisa, I felt so light and weightless that I believed that even a gentle gust of wind would blow me away. 

I started living a dual life. I was Liam by day, carrying girls over my head and a young woman myself by night. And during the times I secretly rehearsed for the part of Princess Odette; Anya enacted the role of Prince Siegfried. So versatile was Anya’s personality that she could easily attain the masculinity and virile potency of a young man. 

She would easily twirl me around, support me when I performed the arabesque and perform the pas de deux with natural ease. Early on in my acquaintance with Anya, I had got the impression that she was an embodiment of all the elements of nature: earth, fire, air, water and ether. During my clandestine nocturnal performances with her, I also came to believe that Anya was a perfect balance of the yin and the yang i.e. the female and the male energies. Anya could as easily be overwhelmingly masculine, as she could be overpoweringly feminine. 

My feelings for Anya were dichotomous. While most of the time she came across as the sinister spider which had trapped the poor little fly in its convoluted web, there were still times when I was fascinated by her. In contrast with the mushy school-boyish crush I used to have on her, my attraction towards Anya was now different. It was the kind of an inveiglement that has its roots in repulsion. I detested Anya; I hated being ensnared in her entangled web, yet I found that I was unable to move away from her. I longed to run several miles away from Anya, yet was drawn to her with a kind of a horrified fascination. Anya was like my very own snake-charmer, who made me dance to her tunes irrespective of whether I wished to or not. 

She treated me well—literally. Late in the night (or conversely, early in the mornings), Anya treated me to the most delicious Russian dishes: sumptuous  pirozhkis (baked buns filled with meat or vegetables), steaming hot  borshch (vegetable and meat-laden beet soup served with a dollop of cream),  blinis (Russian pancakes) crammed with Caviar and a pint or two of vodka. Since ballet dancers are supposed to remain slim and light, I didn’t overeat, but nevertheless indulged myself within permissible limits. 

Anya had one little complaint of me. She felt that even though I played the pure, virginal and beautiful Odette to perfection, I was failing miserably when it came to performing her evil counterpart, Odile. 

“You are just too innocent to portray the seductive Odile, Lisa” Anya whispered in my ear “but therein lies your charm. You are so obviously the submissive, my darling: too demure to play the evil, erotic Odile. We need someone….” Anya struggled to find the right words “robust to play Odile. I’ll ask Olga to be Nadia’s understudy for Odile. You, meanwhile, concentrate on playing the lovely Odette”. 

The second week after my hypnosis session, I loped into my room for a shower. I scrubbed myself carelessly and without much thought (like blokes typically do), but stopped abruptly as I soaped the chest region. I was suddenly aware of a peculiar sensitivity in the area. I looked down to see that my breasts were raised just a little, like little hillocks. I cautiously put my hand to one breast and felt a funny nodule-like formation behind the nipple. 

Odd. What in the world was going on with my body? Had I counteracted an infection that caused such odd changes? But that was impossible. Sokolov Academy maintained the highest hygiene standards and served only A-grade comestibles to its students and faculty. It was in the academy’s interest that all of us remain hale and hearty and performed to the best of our abilities. 

I tried to ignore this niggling little phenomenon for quite a long time. I tried my utmost to concentrate on being Prince Siegfried by day. 

However, it was terribly hard to play the young prince when you had two conical projections silhouetted against your tight-fitting vest. 

What was going on? Did I suffer from a hormonal imbalance that caused gynaecomastia? As much as I tried to convince myself with the explanation, I couldn’t believe it. Gynaecomastia occurred in overweight males, not in slender, sculpted Greek Gods like me! 

The swelling around my chest region didn’t go unnoticed. When I twirled Nadia around, I could feel her gaze on my twin protrusions. 

The look of disgust and disbelief on Nadia’s face made me flush. It was also tremendously upsetting. If a woman was repulsed by a man she was supposed to romance and seduce on stage, it was evident that her performance would suffer. And a lack of sexual chemistry between the lead pair could spell doom for any show! 

The others in the troupe too looked me up and down. I started feeling so self-conscious that my own performance started to suffer. 

Nikolai rebuked me many times, but I just couldn’t focus. Things were especially volatile the day I clumsily dropped Nadia during  pas de deux. Nikolai gave me an earful and stomped off to Anya office, where he no doubt complained about me. However, Anya evidently didn’t bat an eyelid because I wasn’t replaced by Ivan (my understudy). In the meantime, Yuri had been cast as evil sorcerer Von Rothbart and Olga was asked to practice Odile’s parts. The fiery-tongued redhead was curious to know why she wasn’t asked to practice Princess Odette’s parts, but Anya (who was a regular at the rehearsal room nowadays) refused to tell her. The fact that I was Nadia’s understudy for Odette’s part was a nocturnal secret that remained solely between Anya and me. 

In the meantime, I was grappling to understand the changes in my body. In about three months, my breasts were mature enough to make me (a male) look like an aberration. In about six months, I was a 32 B cup, with dark areole and long, distended nipples. 

Not that I had much time to appraise my body, but I could swear that my testicles had shrunk considerably. The lean sinews around my thigh-region had melted into more rounded contours. My tight manly

bottom became rounded, much like a swan’s curvaceous body. I also noticed my twenty-seven inch waist reduce to a size 24. The hair on my face and body became negligible. When I splashed my face with water and rinsed my face, my skin seemed as smooth as a peach. 

First the hypnosis that made me believe that I was Lisa. Now these inexplicable changes. What in the world was happening to me? Was I turning into a woman? Anya could mesmerize me into believing that I am a woman, but how could she bring about physical changes in my body?? I remembered the book I had seen on the table the first time Anya had summoned me into her office. “Sorcery and Spells: Delving into the Other Side. I hadn’t been able to see the author’s name. Had Anya herself penned it? 

Was she a sorceress secretly performing voodoo or black magic to turn me into a woman?? 

Then it occurred to me. The food! The  pirozhkis,  borshch and the blinis I had been consuming were probably tampered with--with some sort of a hormone. Which was the hormone that I’d studied about in biology class, which led to the development of breasts and other secondary sexual characteristics in females? Estrogen! 

Anya had probably been mixing crushed estrogen tablets in the midnight meals she served me. To think that I hadn’t even realized! 

The next night, when Anya hypnotized me into becoming Lisa, I tried to resist. However, Anya’s powers were so potent that she could mesmerize me into becoming my female counterpart, much against my will. I believed I was a strong individual, but Anya was no ordinary hypnotist. She evidently had the faculty of hypnotizing me against my wishes. 

I vowed not to touch a morsel of the strategically-arranged food on the table. Yet I felt compelled to eat, even whilst knowing that crushed within it lay the cause of my feminization. In fact, I had come so greatly under Anya’s influence that I found myself taking estrogen tablets directly from her hand. Dear God, I was  literally eating out of Anya’s hand! 

One morning, when my danseurs’ vest could barely contain me, I was forced to borrow one of Olga’s rose-hued halter leotards. As I changed into them, Olga watched me intently. I regretted not having gone back to my room to change. But there was hardly any time and Nikolai dismissed anyone who was late. 

There was a moment’s silence. Then Olga spoke. 

“What’s the matter, Liam?” she asked with her characteristic candidness “what’s wrong with your body?” 

I wanted to tell this bold, self-assured girl everything. I wanted to tell her about Anya hypnosis, the estrogen tablets and about Lisa. I wished to tell Olga about how agonizing it was to be feminized against my will. I wanted to narrate the story of my shame, helplessness and distress. Yet I couldn’t. Words got wedged in my throat. I felt tears prickle at the back of my eyes. 

“Liam!” replied Olga exclaimed gripping me by the shoulders and shaking me “you’ve got to tell me! I’m….we all are concerned about you!” 

“I can’t!” I burst out, crying openly now “please leave me alone!” I shook myself free of the girl’s grasp and ran downstairs to the rehearsal room. Olga called out my name and dashed behind me. 

Everyone was already assembled in the rehearsal hall. The dancers were holding onto the barre (a long wooden, horizontal railing along the wall) and warming up for the day. Nikolai was with them, issuing forth instructions. 

As I dashed in wearing the rose halter leotard, everyone turned to gaped at me. I felt so embarrassed that I wished the earth would crack open and swallow me up. Olga followed a few meters behind. 

Her entry didn’t avert the assembly’s attention away from me. 

My disconcertment was so great that I wished I was dead. 

It was then that Anya saved the day. She walked in wearing a regal fur coat and declared:

“Ladies and gentleman, Liam has decided to change his gender. 

From now on he is to be addressed as ‘Lisa’” 

Everyone took a deep breath and digested this piece of information. 

“Unbeknownst to all of you, Lisa has been Nadia’s understudy all these months” continued Anya languidly “since she’s better than Nadia, I want her to replace Nadia as Odette. Olga is more impressive as Odile; hence I want her to have the part. Ivan shall play Prince Siegfried”. 

There were two gasps of pleasure and two cries of dismay. The gasps of pleasure were from Ivan and Olga, who were thrilled at having been promoted from understudies to leading dancers. The cry of dismay was from Nadia. She dashed out of the rehearsal room in sobs. 

The second cry of dismay was for me. For ever though it was supposed to be a great honor, I dreaded the prospect of playing a woman on stage. For that matter, I found the entire experience of being a woman nightmarish. 


***

A year passed. I had seen 21 summers. The preceding year and a half had been a trickier ballgame than I had ever anticipated. Even though I resented being under the Anya’ riveting spell, I continued to be fascinated by her…. fascinated by her ugly-beautiful face: the face of Delilah, Jezebel or Athaliah, the bad women of the bible. I was also entranced by Anya’s heavy, voluptuous body and her thick, languid, Russian-accented English still made me weak at the knees. 

Anya’s dark eyes, which alternately seemed purple or emerald or myrtle green, still continued to bewitch, so literally that hypnosis wasn’t the slow, tedious process that it had once been. It had become so automatic that I behaved like Lisa the moment Anya

made eye contact with me. And the hair-raising thing was that I was now Lisa day and night. Anya didn’t think it necessary to bring me out of hypnosis at all. 

Yet I knew I was Liam. However, the sorceress’s spell had trapped me in a female body. In an astounding coincidence, the spell Anya had cast on me was similar to the one Von Rothbart had cast on Princess Odette. However, whilst Odette enjoyed the reprieve of regaining her original form once in a few hours, I had lost even that luxury. 

I was doomed to be Lisa 24x7. Or more specifically, Princess Odette. 

Like professional acting, a sincere ballet performance demands complete internalization of the role one is enacting. Since I was required to be at the rehearsal room all day long, I didn’t find the time to discover myself as Lisa. I was perpetually the pure, sweet, virginal Odette embroiled in a quest to break out of the curse she was locked in by finding true unwavering love. 

Needless to say, I got to spend a lot of time with Ivan, who played Prince Siegfried. His broad shoulders, slim hips and a slightly brooding face, framed by a thick mass of curly black locks, started having a new appeal to me. I blamed this new phenomenon on the female hormones I was hypnotized into taking. Yet this theory didn’t explain how I was still enchanted by Anya. 

Ivan evidently found me alluring as well. However, he took great pains to avoid me when we took our breaks. It was possible that the knowledge of my previous gender identity made Ivan uncomfortable. 

He just couldn’t permit himself to acknowledge his enchantment for a girl who used to be a male. 

Besides, I wasn’t even a post-op transsexual. I still had a penis hidden deeply and inconspicuously under my tutu. Not that the audience would ever know…. But my friends from the troupe knew about my past. 

As unhappy as I was with my new body, I tried to see the positive aspects of the situation, one of which was that I didn’t have to perform with Nadia anymore. Not that I had anything against Nadia, but the fact was that even during the peak of my manhood, I hadn’t been attracted to her. That’s an irrelevant point. I wasn’t enamored of Nadia as a performer even. She was mediocre at best, insipid at worst. Tried as I did, I couldn’t get myself to share an onstage bond with her. 

It was different with Ivan. My pale beauty contrasted brilliantly with his dark, brooding looks. The fact that Ivan denied his attraction to me created a sexual tension, which translated to crackling erotic chemistry on stage. The hype our performances created drew crowds from all parts of Russia and abroad. The audiences were thrilled to bits by my twirls, foutettes (colloquially called the “whipped turns”) and grand jetes (throwing leaps). The arabesque (standing on one leg, while extending the other behind the body, at a right angle to the supporting leg) I performed, leaning on Ivan for support and the pas de faux that the two of us exhibited, had the audiences enthralled. The press was so thrilled that they gave the Sokolov Academy rave reviews. One of the UK dailies said: Reminiscent of Lord Alfred Tennyson’s Lady of Shallot, Lisa Bailey’s Odette was doom-laden without being over-the-top, poignant without being maudlin”. While admiring me for being “the vision in white”, another reviewer said that she “loved the way the lead pair teased, dared and challenged each other to outperform the other. Lisa Bailey’s Odette was the best ever”. 

I earned an enviable fan base. Anonymous men wrote adulatory letters to me, telling me that they found me beautiful, exquisite and really special. A few of them even offered to take me out. I received discreet offers from other ballet troupes, inviting me to join them. 

However, I refused all their offers. I had to because I wasn’t Lisa. I was Liam, a pre-op transsexual. How could I possibly go out into the world and live a lie? 

My body had become my prison. I was trapped, eternally and perpetually in it. Finding no route for escape, I felt like a hunted animal. The worst part was that my batch mates thought I had become a woman by choice. 

But one batch mate knew. At least I had an inkling that she did. 

Whenever I passed Amanda, I made eye contact. Reflected in those large green pools was an emotion, which I interpreted as empathy for my plight. 



Chapter 5 – Enchanted and Ensnared After the performance, Anya took me away from the hostel to live in her house. “The sudden hullaballoo will disorient you, Lisa” she said by way of explanation “You need a place to relax in for a few weeks”. 

As had become my wont, I listened. I sat in Anya’s expensive Bentley as she drove me to her many pillared, grandiose house; which stood out because of its unusual design. The house had a huge garden, in which beeches, ferns, chives and pine trees grew, with the same untamed beauty as Anya’s. 

During my stay in the house, Anya didn’t as much as touch me. 

However, she often gazed at me with an intense, predatory yearning in her hypnotic eyes. During these times, I felt a wild, primal fear grip me and I longed to change my color like a chameleon. My evolutionary instincts warned me that danger was close at hand and that I had to get away soon. I earnestly wanted to quit Sokolov Academy, forget all about ballet and return to the UK as soon as possible. 

However, tried as I did, I couldn’t leave Anya. I was still fascinated and repulsed by her the same time. I wanted to go away as far from her as possible, but still felt the curtailment of an invisible cord that connected me to Anya. The cord couldn’t be perceived by the human eye, but nevertheless existed; binding me to a person and existence I wanted to have nothing to do with. 

This was also a time of acute identity crisis. With breasts which were mature as any woman’s, I couldn’t claim to be Liam anymore. At the same time, the penis dangling from my crotch inhibited my full and complete identification with Lisa. With a steady dose of hormone being pumped into my body, I couldn’t possibly go back to being a man. Hence, to end the ambiguity of dangling between two sexes, I took a decision. 

I opted to go in for SRS. 

Looking back, I can’t remember if my decision was influenced by hypnosis or if it was solely my own. All I can remember is walking into the clinic of a tall, good-looking doctor called Dr. Vasiliev and expressing the desire to have a sex change operation. 

I was asked to stop taking hormones two weeks before the surgery. 

When I told Anya of my intentions, she was so elated that she promptly stopped pumping estrogen into me. From the midnight before surgery, I stopped eating my  blinis and Caviar. After two surgeries—one utilitarian and another solely for aesthetics--I was the confused possessor of extremely pleasing female genitals. 

The next few weeks were a blur of douching, dilation and discoloration of the breasts. After many arduous weeks of post-operative care, Anya and I walked around the garden. Anya was wearing a deep red woolen sweater, with a pair of black leggings and knee-length brown boots. I was wearing a peach-colored knee-length dress with nude high heeled sandals (ever since I had been hypnotized to behave like Lisa, I found that I walked in high heels with ease). A rust-hued poncho, thrown over my shoulders, kept the damp chill of the air out. Since Dr. Vasiliev had prohibited strenuous physical exercise for 4-6 weeks after surgery, I hadn’t resumed going to the Sokolov Academy again. In fact, after the opening night of Swan Lake, I hadn’t given the academy a single thought. I vaguely wondered how the subsequent shows of Swan Lake were proceeding. Who played Princess Odette now that I had

“disappeared?” Was it Nadia? Or did Olga play both the parts? Since Anya’s house was sans newspapers, the television or the internet, I had no contact with the outside world. Anya and Dr. Vasiliev’s team of doctors and nurses were the only faces I had seen in the past 6

weeks. 

“A penny for your thoughts” said Anya, jerking me back to the present. 

“I was just thinking of Swan Lake” I replied briefly. 

“Forget about Swan Lake” said Anya taking both my hands in hers and looking deep into my eyes “Learn to live in the present”. 

I could see beads of perspiration over Anya’s upper lips. Her dark eyes were glazed with undiluted lust. 

She cupped my face in her palms and said: “Look at you. How beautiful you are….with your lovely hair, translucent skin, and beatific smile, you’d give the most chaste of saints a run for their money”. 

Anya drew closer. The witch inched closer towards the virgin. 

She closed her lips on mine. I tried to resist, but eventually gave in. 

Anya’s lips felt leathery; her mouth tasted of over-fermented fruit. As her foul breath burst forth in my mouth and her snake-like tongue explored mine, I got an idea of how it felt to be raped even when there was no bodily contact. 

“That was beautiful!” exclaimed Anya finally pulling away. She was panting hard, as if she had been running fast and for hours. The dark locks of hair around her head coiled and intertwined around each other sinuously. For the first time, I realized that they reminded me of snakes. Anya’s locks were like Medusa’s locks, and Anya was somewhat comparable to Medusa, a Greek mythological monster, who had poisonous snakes living in her head instead of hair. If anyone dared to gaze at Medusa, they turned to stone. If anyone had the misfortune to catch Anya’s eye, they were hypnotized….. 

“Yes, it was beautiful” I agreed, surprised at the lie that readily sprang forth from my lips. In a way, though, maybe I wasn’t lying. 

Even though Anya’s forced kiss had made the bile rise in my throat, I could feel my panties go wet. My mind had found the kiss revolting, yet my newly ordained organ had responded to it. The ambiguity of my reactions towards Anya confused me more than my gender identity had. 

“Lisa, you’re so young, so lovely….” Anya tailed off “I wish to possess you, to experience the delights your ripened body has to offer”. 

So, it was coming. Anya intended stripping me naked, strapping on a dildo and ravishing me right here amidst the deep, dark foliage. 

Much to my surprise, she got down on one knee, took my right hand in hers and asked: “Dear Lisa, will you marry me?” 

No, no, this could never be. I certainly didn’t want to be bound for life to a suspected sorceress. I couldn’t envisage walking down the aisle with a woman, who had put me in a trance and feminized me against my will. 

“Yes, I will” I said to my own stupefaction. My tongue had betrayed me once again. 


***

Marrying Anya was dream-like to the point of seeming like a hallucination. The two of us walked into a colorful church, with onion-shaped domes. There were no relatives, no friends, no bridesmaids, and no page boy. There were just two women—one strikingly dark, another ethereally fair—walking down the aisle in white wedding dresses. We exchanged vows in the presence of a vicar, and then sealed our union with a kiss. 

***

I waited, a blushing and cowering bride, in our marital chamber. I was now wholly and legally Anya’s to kiss, maul and ravish. How in the world did I let myself get into this kind of a situation? How in the world did the proverbial fly voluntarily walk into the spider’s parlor? 

It was hard to explain….the suspension of will and the nuances of hypnotism. 

It was killing…..the bitter sweet agony of waiting. 

I already knew instinctively that Anya was the embodiment of Dame Nature whom I had inadvertently offended in my naïvely-arrogant days as Liam. Anya--the amalgamation of earth, fire, water, air and ether—had decided to take revenge on me by showing me that  she was in control, not I! She had connived to hypnotize and feminize me, with the intention of breaking my delusions of grandeur. By making me submit to her will, Anya wanted to prove that there were certain forces of nature against which the human being was powerless. 

Anya ostensibly was a woman, but when perceived objectively, was the perfect amalgamation of yin and yang, that is the female and the male energies of the universe. Hiding behind the curvaceous body of a woman, was a force that was equally comfortable being male or a female, which brought me to the all-important question pertaining to the moment: how would Anya wish to copulate with me? 

Would she, like the lethal male quoll; bite, scratch and kill me in the mating process? Or alternately, would she impale me in the stomach, deposit her seed and escape like the male bedbug was rumored to do? A luminous variety of squid made use of its rapacious beaks and claws to pierce holes in its partner before using its penis-like appendage to spew sperm into the cuts, which subsequently was absorbed by the mate’s skin. 

The Dana Octopus squid was said to be hermaphroditic. The male had a potential for developing female-like features with an intention of getting closer to the female. Could Anya also change her sex at will? Would she, during the time of coitus, develop a penis-like appendage to insert me with her sperm? 

An icy shudder ran down my spine. I closed my eyes and forced myself to calm down. 

The sex, when it came, wasn’t at all like I had anticipated. It was ordinary and mundane to the point of being anti-climactic. Anya put

her hands around my waist and pulled me to her. Our lips locked in a deep passionate kiss. Anya’s lips were leathery and she still tasted of over-fermented fruit, but I didn’t mind much. In fact I craved her. I responded to her kiss with all the energy of the three years of pent-up fascination. 

As Anya helped me off my dress, I stood in front of her in my lacy white bra and satin panties. Anya took her wedding dress off too and stood in front of me in her black sports bra and synthetic underwear. 

As I took in the sight of Anya’s semi-naked erotic form, I couldn’t help comparing my body with hers. Though well-developed, I was a gamine sylph of a transsexual woman, with medium-sized breasts, a small waist and ballet dancer’s lean hips. Anya’s figure, on the other hand, was full, mature and even more erotic than I had imagined. 

Anya kissed my eyebrows tenderly as her hands moved over my shoulders, breasts, abdomen and derriere. Her hungry mouth tasted my ears, neck and the rest of my body with a ravenousness I had never known to exist in any human and beast. Finally, when Anya strapped on a double-dildo and entered both my orifices, I was sheathed in ineffable ecstasy. Sometime, as we moved to our commingled rhythm, I broke into a series of convulsive explosions. 

And then there was calm. 

Something deep within me told me that this was calm before a storm. And that I had to be careful. Very very careful. 

 

Chapter 6 - The Spell-bound Brides The next few weeks were uneventful. Anya went away to the academy in the mornings, whereas I would sit home and brood. In spite of the seeming normalcy of things, something was amiss. 

Something evil, dark and fetid, was brewing under the surface of what seemed like superficial routineness. 

There was more to all this than what met the eye. On the surface, Anya seemed kind and even empathetic, but I could feel all this was an act. The way she sometimes looked at me, like a predator gazing at its prey, made my heart hammer in my bosom. Anya certainly had some evil doom in store for me, and I had to find out what. 

I know I needed answers. I instinctively knew I’d find them at the Sokolov Academy, locked in the heart of a blanched, copper-haired, green-eyed woman. Amanda! 

She knew. She had known all along the fate that Anya had in store from me. Yet Amanda had been too frightened to speak. But she had to speak up now. To avert yet another catastrophe. For whatever Anya had in mind was definitely not noble. 

But I had to bide my time. Wait for the perfect opportunity to make my move. 

Otherwise, the spider would catch hold of the poor fly, devour it and wash it down with vodka. 

The perfect opportunity presented itself when Anya announced that she, the staff and the students of the academy were going to attend a party thrown by an alumnus of the academy at a dacha (summer cottage) in the country. She made it quite clear that hers would be an overnight stay, and that I wasn’t to wait for her for dinner. 

Humming a merry tune to herself, Anya packed her bags and left. It was my time to strike. Now. 

Since Anya had taken the car, I took a bus down to the academy. 

After about thirty minutes, I was there. As the familiar imposing structure of the academy came into view, I got off the bus. 

Nostalgia engulfed me as I walked through the empty lobby into the theatre. As I saw the stage, I remembered the magical night when I had transformed into the pure, white, lovely Princess Odette. I remembered the crackling sexual chemistry between Ivan and myself. I remembered the sweet, poignant moment of dying in his arms. 

All this had happened barely 12 weeks ago. Yet an eternity seemed to have passed. With Anya, the concept of time disappeared. You didn’t know if she was 25 or 55. It was difficult to say whether you had lived with her for a few weeks or for infinity. 

I crossed the lobby and the theatre to reach the corridor, which had a stairway leading to the students’ hostel rooms. Anya’s office was very much in sight. The golden letters of her name, etched on the black nameplate, seemed to mock and jeer at me. I vividly recalled the day, when I had, in a moment of youthful arrogance, claimed human superiority over nature. I had turned back to notice that Anya had very much been a privy to my claim. I went into the retrospective mode and tried to decipher the emotion in those eyes, partially obscured by swirls of smoke. 

Offence. The emotions in Anya’s eyes were offence and enragement. The egoistic woman had been furious enough to want to teach me a lesson. She had been incensed enough to want to enchant, feminize and ensnare me in her murky web. Something told me that this was not all. Anya would never be content with merely imposing the humiliation of forced hypnosis and feminization on me. 

She had something else in store for me: something deeper, darker and murkier…. 

And I had to find out what that was before it was too late. 

With small, hesitant steps, I moved towards the rehearsal room. With an intuition which seemed to have become an intrinsic part of my personality off late, I moved towards the rehearsal room. Logic told me that it was deserted, but an inner voice insisted that someone was present inside. 

As I walked into the familiar room, I saw no one. Just when I was going to dismiss my “intuition” as mere rubbish, I saw it. A human form sat huddled in a corner of the huge room. 

I switched on the lights. Amanda’s blanched face framed by a cloud of copper-hued hair came into view. The fear in her green eyes had been replaced by another emotion: a new sense of calm. Along with a sense of calm, I saw something else--a steely resolve. 

“Hi” she said standing up and walking towards me “You have come”. 

There was no tremulousness in her voice, no hesitation in her stride. 

“Yes” I said steadily meeting Amanda’s gaze. We stood appraising each other for a few moments. Then I said: “You’ve known the entire time, haven’t you?” 

“Yes, I have known” replied Amanda, trembling a little now “but was too afraid to warn you”. 

“What had you known, Amanda?” I said gripping the woman’s shoulders and shaking her violently “what was this piece of information, which petrified the hell out of you? What was that secret, which widened your eyes and blanched your face with terror? Oh, do tell, for Goodness’s sake!” 

“I ca--can’t, Lisa” stammered Amanda turning white again “if Anya finds out, she’d kill me”. Amanda paused for a moment, before adding “literally”. 

“I understand” I said backing off and retracing my steps “if telling me puts you in danger, I’d rather go”. 

I had just reached the door of the rehearsal room, when Amanda called out. 

“Wait!” she said “come back”. 

I turned and walked towards Amanda again. Amanda sat by the window and gazed outside for a few moments. She then began to speak. 

“Nearly 25 years ago, when I was still in my teens, I joined the Sokolov Academy. After being rejected by prestigious schools like St. Petersburg Eifman Ballet and the Vaganova Academy, I was elated to be accepted at a Russian ballet school. Strangely, I didn’t have any memories of having applied to the Sokolov Academy. 

Nevertheless, I came to Russia (then USSR) all the way from Seattle”. 

“It’s strange” I interrupted Amanda “I too don’t remember applying to Sokolov Academy”. 

“Nor do many students at Sokolov Academy” replied Amanda “but let’s forget about that and concentrate on my story. When I arrived here I was 16 years old. Anya was already a grown woman. She pretty much looked the way she does now: fair-skinned, dark haired and curvaceous. And the most incredible thing is that she hasn’t changed at all in the past 25 years”. 

“That’s funny” I agreed “or maybe not all that unexpected. For when I first met Anya, she had come across as a woman of indeterminate age. I sort of got the feeling that Anya had superhuman control over time and nature”. 

“Perhaps” replied Amanda ponderingly “I never gave it much thought”. 

“Then what in the world made your soul shiver?” I asked Amanda with genuine concern. 

“The summer I joined the academy, everything was perfect” replied Amanda going into the retrospective mode “I was young, fresh and ready for love. A beautiful boy called Jean Pierre seemed like the perfect candidate to fall in love with. He was also 16 or 17 years old and had come to Russia from France to learn ballet”. 

My mind did a backward flip. I imagined the blanched, frightened woman in front of me as a young girl feeling the first stirrings of love. 

The image I conjured in my mind touched my very core. 

“Did Jean Pierre love you too?” I softly asked. 

“No” replied Amanda turning so grim that I regretted having asked the question “he fell in love with the older, much more impressive Anya”. 

“Oh!” I burst out shocked. However, the piece of information shouldn’t have come as a surprise to me. After all, I too had fallen in love with Anya before I fell into her hypnotic trap. Jean Pierre’s case seemed uncannily similar to mine. Or rather, maybe Jean Pierre’s history was repeating itself through me. 

“Yes” went on Amanda, gazing into a distance “Jean Pierre fell in love with Anya”. She stopped abruptly. 

“What happened after that?” I asked. My voice was an urgent, frightened whisper. 

“Jean Pierre disappeared from the academy” Amanda replied “only to return two years later as Julie, a young woman. By this time, Julie was secretly (since homosexuality was a criminal offence in Russia at that time) married to Anya. The couple seemed to be very much in love.”. 

I could scarcely believe my ears. Anya had been married to another young transsexual woman before me. 

“What happened after that?” I asked “did Anya and Julie get divorced?” 

“Julie died” replied Amanda abruptly. 

“Julie died?!” I exclaimed stunned “how?!” 

“It was an accident—ostensibly” Amanda replied uneasily, chewing her pale lower lip “she fell of a horse and died of a head injury”. 

“That’s so sad…!” I said “…the untimely death of a newly married woman”. 

“All other wives of Anya met with the same fate” replied Amanda

“incidentally; all the brides were MTF transsexuals like yourself. They were all men from the academy, who were feminized by Anya”. 

“What?” I burst out, stultified “did Anya marry again?” 

“Yes” affirmed Amanda “in a period of 25 years, Anya married five other transsexual women apart from you and Julie. All of them were male students who were feminized, either voluntarily or by force”. 

“Or by hypnosis” I said to myself before hesitantly asking “so all of them died?” 

“Yes” confirmed Amanda “they all died within a year of being married to Anya. While one died of a snake bite, another apparently took an overdose of sleeping tablets. The third one was found dead in Anya’s garden. Apparently, she had suffered a heart attack. The fourth one died of pneumonia, while the fifth one was burgeoned to death during an alleged robbery attempt. The murderer was never found”. 

This was unbelievable. Anya had had six wives before me, and all of them had passed away within a year of marriage. This might sound

insane, but I began to see a pattern here. That of a lethal black widow spider eating her mate after copulating. Or that of a female Chinese mantis eating her partner after mating. 

And if this was the pattern, I was to go next. 


***

Sleep evaded me that night. Why had Anya hypnotized, feminized and then murdered all those men? There was no concrete proof, granted, but it certainly seemed as if Anya was behind the deaths of her wives. Amanda hadn’t articulated her thoughts, but it certainly seemed as if she thought the same way. 

Amanda was so petrified by the nature of her own suspicions that she had been unable to leave Sokolov Academy. After having witnessed a series of shady events, Amanda had found it impossible to pack her bags and head back to the US. She was frightened of Anya, of the power of her evil, yet had remained in Russia to warn future brides of Anya about the fate they would meet with. In a bid to stay true to Jean Pierre’s memory, Amanda had made it her life’s mission to prevent any more deaths. She had been too nervous to warn me about Anya at the time of my hypnosis and feminization. 

However, she had told me before  I died. 

My thoughts turned to Anya’s deceased wives again. What could they possibly have done to invite death? It was impossible that all of them had incurred Anya’s wrath by disparaging Dame Nature. One could only but speculate. 

Anya was probably fascinated by the entire process of exerting her powers of hypnosis on the young men and transforming them into women. She was probably enthralled by her new creations at first, and took great pleasure in their freshly- developed bodies. However, as months went past, the initial sheen and glamour of her young brides faded away, and Anya started finding the girls dull and insipid. 

She began to loathe their personal idiosyncrasies, tantrums and oddities. She longed to go rid of each wife so that she could start

afresh. Anya yearned for the experience of mesmerizing, feminizing and seducing a new person, so that she could slake her unquenchable thirst. 

But as I said, all this was merely speculation. Maybe I’d find out the truth, maybe I wouldn’t. 

All I knew now was that I had to get out of Russia. I packed my bags; used Amanda’s passport that she’d so generously handed over a few hours after our rendezvous and flew back to England. Once in England, I had to do a whole lot of explaining as to whom I was, how I acquired a woman’s body and an American passport, but did manage to convince the consulate that I was a genuine, bona fide person. Without delving into too many details, I managed to convince the authorities that a tricky situation I was stuck in forced me to use my American friend’s passport. The law authorities let me go after some interrogation. Thankfully, no charges were pressed against me. Amanda’s passport was returned to her. I called her immediately afterwards and was relieved to hear that Amanda was alive and well. 

After the nightmare, I left London and settled in a small town called Bakewell, situated in Derbyshire district. It seemed decidedly strange to leave the country as a bloke and return as a young woman. And an attractive young woman at that. I don’t mean to sound presumptuous, but I knew I was even better-looking as a woman than I had been as a man. The admiring glances and compliments that I received from people I barely knew confirmed that. 

This lessened the impact of forced feminization a bit. However, deep dark forbidden memories of Sokolov Academy still haunted me from time to time. The memories lay dormant in the daytime, but during nightfall, when the entire world was asleep; they conspired to raise their ugly, slimy hoods and hiss at me. 

I made a living by working on a farm. During the traditional market Bakewell village held every Monday, I met an amiable young man called Rupert Harrison. Rupert was in his early 30s and worked as a

banker in Manchester. The two of us stared dating and were married within three months. 

I shifted to Manchester after our wedding. While Rupert went out to earn a living, I stayed at home and looked after the house. In contrast to my initial distress, I found living as a woman quite enjoyable. 

Cooking, cleaning and spending time with my husband was very therapeutic indeed. I was immensely happy to forget all about a world that once was mine: the Sokolov Academy, ballet and Anya. 

Settled into domestic bliss, I certainly didn’t think of it again. And after a while, even the memories stopped raising their slimy hoods. 

My past was over and done with. That’s what I believed. Until I felt a powerful gust of wind that nearly blew me away one night. My husband was away on a business trip that night. Then, there was a knock on the door. I heard a familiar voice calling my name. It was then that I understood. She was there with me. She always would. 

My past wasn’t over and done with. In fact, it had only just begun to catch up with me…. 

 The End


Introduction and Character Profile In the summer of 2011, 19 year old Liam Bailey joins the Sokolov Academy of Ballet, located in a small town in Russia. Liam finds that he is irresistibly drawn to Anya Petronva, the enigmatic scion and principal of the academy. 

To the fanciful young Liam, Anya seems to be the human embodiment of the elements of nature i.e. air, water, fire, earth and ether. Offended by Liam’s claims that man is superior to nature, Anya decides to teach Liam a lesson. She hypnotizes him into behaving and eventually transforming into a female. Gradually, Liam discovers that he has turned into a woman. He enacts the role of Princess Odette instead of that of Prince Siegfried at the opening night of the Swan Lake ballet. 

But Anya’s designs go way beyond making Liam (now Lisa) play Odette’s part. What does Anya have in store for Lisa? Will Anya’s deep dark past cast a shadow over young Lisa’s future? 

Characters:

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

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

Anya Petronva Sokolov: is the enigmatic scion cum principal of the Sokolov Academy of Ballet. She is curvaceous, has an extremely

pale complexion and striking inky black hair. Anya is not a conventional beauty, her jaw is too broad and nose a bit crooked to qualify her as one. Yet she is very attractive. Anya is of indeterminate age: she could be anything between 25 and 55. She sees herself as the embodiment of all elements of nature. Anya has potent powers of hypnosis which she uses on the protagonist. Anya goes on to propose to Lisa and marries her. 

Amanda White: is a fortyish student of the academy, originally hailing from the US. She has copper-colored hair. Amanda is carrying a deep dark secret as a result of which she is always fearful. 

Her complexion is perpetually blanched, her green eyes wide with fear. Amanda eventually gets over her fear and helps the protagonist. 

Nadia Petrova: is an insipid, slightly-built ballerina in the academy who is initially chosen to play the parts of Princess Odette and Odile in Swan Lake. When Nadia is replaced by Lisa, she is extremely upset, but takes the stroke of bad luck in her stride and moves on. 

Olga Smirnova: is a statuesque, fiery haired ballerina in the academy. Olga is sarcastic, brutally frank, but not lacking in compassion. She is originally chosen to be Nadia’s understudy for the part of Odile. Olga’s joy knows no bounds when she is chosen to play Odile on the opening night of the performance. Olga is concerned about the inexplicable changes in Liam’s body and tries to talk to him about it. However, she finds no success. 

Nikolai Blinov: is the boring, unimaginative thirtyish ballet instructor at the academy. He is very strict and expects students to attend classes on time. 

Ivan Fedorovich: is a broodingly handsome, curly-haired, broad-shouldered young danseur in the academy. He is originally selected to be Liam’s understudy for the part of Prince Siegfried. After Liam’s feminization, Ivan’s role is upgraded to that of Prince Siegfried’s. 

While rehearsing Swan Lake, Ivan is attracted to Lisa. 

Uncomfortable with the fact that Lisa used to be a man, Ivan tries to

suppress his attraction for her. Yet it expresses itself as crackling erotic on-stage chemistry between the lead dancers. 

Yuri Dudnich: is another danseur in the academy. Yuri unwittingly instigates the Nature vs. Nurture debate, which eventually leads to Liam’s feminization. Yuri is chosen to play evil magician Von Rothbart in Swan Lake. 

Jean Pierre/Julie: is a young, handsome French student who studied in the Sokolov Academy 25 years back. Jean Pierre rejects Amanda’s love and, instead, falls in love with Anya. Jean Pierre is feminized by Anya and eventually marries her. A few months after the wedding, Jean Pierre (now Julie) is killed in a horse- riding accident. 

Rupert Harrison: a banker from Manchester who marries Lisa. 

Rupert is in his early 30s and loves Lisa very much. 

Dr. Vasiliev: is a tall, good-looking doctor in his 50s who performs sex reassignment surgery on Liam. 

The Chauffeur: is a tall, heavily-built man with a marked Russian accent. He drives Liam from Moscow to the town in which Sokolov Academy is located. 

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

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

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

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers

refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

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

SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

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

When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

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

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

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

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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them

entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

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

dress improperly

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student

exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

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

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

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak

eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

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

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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

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

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

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. His

father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" 

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Dance Like a Woman

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

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

and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

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

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

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

cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

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

OTHER BOOKS

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a

about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent

man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer ? 

a temple prostitute. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

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

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

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

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from

school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

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

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

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

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

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

Dreams Don't Die

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston as gorgeous 19 year old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream

run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Will she succeed in her designs? 

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



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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