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Chapter 1 - Prankster Guys, Classy Chicks The “spring break” of life brought me and my friend Daigo Nakamura from the tranquil countryside to the speedy Tokyo. We had joined a reputed private university ostensibly to study history, but our intentions were to savor city life. Not only did Daigo and I acquire a taste of Tokyo, we were swept off our feet by it. The flashing lights, clamorous streets, funky fashion and the huge sea of people all swept us off our feet. And I was swept off my feet by Sara Saito, my classmate. 

Sara Saito couldn’t be called a conventional Japanese beauty by any standard. Her skin was

“too” dark, face “too” square and figure “too” voluptuous to be considered one. Yet everyone agreed that “Sara Package” was an attractive one. She spoke crisply and politely, dressed elegantly in form fitting skirts and stylish tops and was intelligent. But what attracted me the most about Sara was her kindness. Sara offered to help classmates with their work, assisted the elderly when crossing the street and raised funds for charities. 

At around the same time, Daigo fell in love with Karen Takahashi, Sara’s best friend. Karen was as different from Sara as chalk from cheese. She was fair, small and petite, and barely came up to Sara’s shoulders. Unlike Sara, Karen sported the Sweet Lolita look and behaved in a cute, sugary manner, like a little girl. When Daigo first confided his attraction for Karen in me, I couldn’t believe my ears. It was amusing that my tall, dark, muscularly-built friend was reduced to a love-sick donkey by a small-built, sylph-like girl. “Are you a secret pedophile, by any chance?” I asked half in jest. 

“Really Haruto” my friend said giving me a disgusted look “you have a depraved mind”. 

“Then why Karen?” I persisted. 

“For similar reasons that you like Sara” Daigo said “Karen too is very kind. She volunteers at a home for the elderly during her free time. The love and respect with which she takes care of the elderly gentlemen and ladies is touching. Once, an old lady couldn’t sleep at night due to severe cold, Rio stayed up the whole night taking care of her. One of the permanent staff, a new acquaintance of mine, told me…” 

“I’m sure you are right” I said patting my friend on the back “I apologize for my earlier comment. You know what I am…the most irreverent bastard you’d ever find”. 

“That you are” said Daigo thumping me on the back “but you’ll always remain my best pal”. 


***

Over the next few days, Daigo and I tried to get friendly with the girls, but Sara and Karen ignored us. I don’t blame them. Daigo and I had spent our first few months in Tokyo frivolously. 

We’d skip classes and go to bars, karaoke clubs and game centers. I admit that we had even been to  kyabakura, the Japanese cabaret club where you get to talk to the hostesses…and er, accidentally touch them although the body touch is basically not allowed in  kyabakuras. Daigo

and I had been terribly embarrassed, when during the first month of our arrival in Tokyo, Karen and Sara had seen us coming out of a kyabakura on a street at the notorious area of Shinjuku. 

The girls had, since then, labeled us as perverts. Little did they know that we were just two curious 18 year old boys, trying to explore the exciting new world we had suddenly found ourselves in. 

There may have been a few other reasons Sara and Karen gave us the cold shoulder. Daigo and I had the reputation of being the pranksters of the class. During our first few months at the university, we’d play practical jokes on our classmates and professors: throw a plastic spider on the girls and guffaw when they screamed, stick an ‘I’m an ass” poster behind a boy’s back or imitate professors’ talk, gait and mannerisms. All this had, undoubtedly, given Sara and Karen a bad impression of us. 

Over the next couple of weeks, Daigo tried hard to change the girls’ impression of us. I traded my distress jeans, grungy t-shirts and funky long orange hair for classic black trousers, white shirts and a short neat hair cut (and returned to my original hair color, black). Daigo too traded his form-fitting jeans and t-shirts (that showed off his sculpted torso) for more formal, dignified clothing. We spent most of the time in the library, catching up on what we’d missed in the first three months of classes. I also joined a volunteer group raising funds for underprivileged children in Africa, earthquake victims in different parts of the world and victims of wars and famines. Daigo joined the same home for the elderly as Karen as a volunteer. He meant well, but was clumsy by nature, and ended up doing the wrong things. He overheated the inmates’ food, pushed their wheelchairs too fast and forgot to give them medicines on time. He talked too loudly and too much, disturbing the inmates. Needless, to say Daigo was soon asked to leave. 

At least, he had tried. I was proud of my friend for that. And Daigo was equally proud of me for trying to change for the better. 

Our romantic interests were far from impressed with the change in me and Daigo. They continued to ignore us as usual. When indirect means of trying to grab the girls’ attention failed, Daigo and I decided to be honest. We spotted the girls in the library, where they were studying from a shared textbook. I addressed Sara:

“Listen sweet, you’re a swell dame. I have lost my heart to you. Daigo loves Karen with all his heart. We guys have changed for the better. Don’t you think you girls should give us a chance?” 

“No way” said the Sara and Karen in unison without lifting their heads from the textbook. 

“Why not?” asked Daigo indignantly “are we so bad-looking?” 

“These things are seldom about looks, you shallow boys” said Karen “it’s about the mind, heart and soul”. 

“Then are our minds, hearts and souls so dark that you two won’t consider us?” I asked cuttingly. 

“They’re not dark, just insincere” replied Sara “Karen and I feel that you guys are pretending to have changed only to impress us. You’d go back to being pranksters once we start dating you. 

Real change only occurs when the motives are pure…not ulterior”. 

“Love is not an ulterior motive” Daigo quipped. 

“Guys like you don’t know what love is” Karen retaliated “you only know lust”. 

“What do you mean?” I asked genuinely baffled. 

“Don’t play the innocent in front of us, Haruto” Sara said. 

“We genuinely don’t know what you mean” said Daigo. 

“Kyabakura” blurted Karen out and the two girls burst into a volley of giggles. They laughed until tears rolled down their lovely cheeks. As for Daigo and me, we flushed to the roots of our hairs. The girls continued to snicker; Daigo and I wished the library floor would crack open and swallow us up. 


***

“Whew!” said Daigo throwing himself on the couch “These girls are playing hard to get”. The two of us had returned to the apartment we had rented and shared for the past four months. 

“They are not  playing hard to get.” I replied “They  are hard to get. They are classy chicks, remember? And we two guys are basically pranksters”. 

“So, what do we do now?” asked Daigo “give up on the girls we love so much? Drat, we have transformed into decent guys for nothing”. 

“Don’t be so negative, bro” I said as an idea struck me “all we require is another transformation”. 

“What?” Daigo looked confused. 

“Use your brains for a change, Daigo” I continued “who are girls closest to?” 

“Other girls, I suppose” replied Daigo shrugging. 

“Exactly!” I said snapping my fingers “so in order to get close to Sara and Karen, we need to transform into girls and gain admission into the girls’ dormitory!” 

“You’ve gone raving mad, Haruto!” covering his crotch area with his hands in a protective manner “I’m not going to sacrifice my masculinity for anything”. 

“Who said anything about sacrificing it?” I said reassuringly “you only need to conceal it until we get close to our lady loves”. 

Chapter 2 - Two Lolitas

Apart from visiting the gym to build his body, Daigo was also a regular swimmer. He took me to one of the swimming pools in the city, where I, a non-member, was allowed to use the pool for two hours. After swimming the same lane many times, I was exhausted and went to lie down in the resting area. Daigo joined me half an hour later and asked:

“Got tired so soon, boss? You’ve always been as delicate as a woman”. 

“I’m also planning on becoming one as I told you yesterday” I said looking pensively into a distance. 

“Aye aye Captain, but how do we go about it?” asked Daigo. 

“Use a bit of your grey cells, dodo” I said “the answer is right here…in the very place we are in”. 

“Do you always have to speak in riddles?” said Daigo looking perplexed. 

“It’s simple” I said “we sneak into the women’s locker room and steal two women’s ID cards”. 

“Are you crazy, bro?!” cried Daigo “You’ll get us both into royal trouble!”. 

“Oh, don’t be a coward” I said “the task will be a breeze”. 

“The guard there protects the women’s locker room like a dragon!” protested Daigo pointing towards a man in a uniform “we will never be able to get past him. Besides, locker rooms are locked!”. 

“I agree that the guard there is strict and careful about locking the place up” I replied “but he is also in love with the woman in there….the one in the red  yukata (a casual kimono), who has just emerged out of the locker room after depositing her things. Look at the sentimental way in which he is looking at her…she’s probably an old girlfriend. Ah! They are immersed in conversation now….luck seems to be on our side! He has not locked the locker room yet, after the woman deposited her things… They are moving away from the place now; the guard is sure to lose his job! Hurry Daigo, here’s our chance!” 

I confidently strode into the women’s locker room while Daigo followed reluctantly. We collected the knapsacks from our own lockers, after which I casually opened the two lockers next to mine. They contained identical expensive-looking beige knapsacks. I opened the zipper and found the high school identity cards of its respective owners: Naomi Suzuki and Kaori Suzuki both having the same date of birth. 

Going by the same date of birth and surname, I deduced that the girls were twins. However, they weren’t identical. Naomi had porcelain white skin, a high bridged nose and double eyelids with curly eyelashes. Kaori, the other twin, had a darker complexion and a smaller nose. It was difficult to say through the pictures, but I envisioned Naomi and Kaori to be tall girls. Kaori was

of a bigger build than her twin. 

“Beautiful girls, though so different from each other” remarked Daigo “they seem to be fraternal twins”. 

“True” I said “You could dress as Kaori and I could be Naomi. It’s incredible how these girls bear a distinct resemblance to the two of us. It’s almost as if we have found female versions of us!” 

“That’s exactly what I was thinking” Daigo said laughing “truth is stranger than fiction, isn’t it?. 

But tell me, Haruto, how in the world are we going to pass off as these girls? We hardly know anything about the female dress, demeanor and deportment!” 

“No sweat, my brother” I said “we could take Miss Watanabe’s help. I’m sure she won’t refuse. 

Now, let’s scoot from here before the guard comes back and catches us!”. 


***

Miss Watanabe was a part of the university faculty. She was a genius who was well versed in the unusual combo of the arts of Ikebana, Origami and Kickboxing! Within the rules of construction, she could create magic out of leaves, flowers, shoots and mosses. Through amazing folding and sculpting techniques, she could transform a square uni-dimensional piece of paper into anything: bonsai, graceful Flamenco dancers or elegant swans. What surprised everyone was that this delicate artistic creature could deliver a mean kick too! A cocky foreign student (who had clearly underestimated Miss Watanabe’s kickboxing talents) had once publicly challenged her to have a match with him. Miss Watanabe had turned out to be so competent that her opponent was left nursing a sore jaw (and bruised ego) for weeks. Mr. Cocky had learned his lesson after that: don’t go by appearances. He’d kept a level head and a low profile after the incident. 

When I was busy falling in love with Sara, I had also found time to develop a little crush on Miss Watanabe (I didn’t allow myself to go any further….I respected my teacher far too much for that). She was the kind of woman I could imagine my Sara growing up into in about twenty years’ time. Miss Watanabe had a perfect hourglass figure, an elegant understated sense of dressing and a charming amiable manner. During our initial days in Tokyo, she had guided Daigo and me to the best eateries, restaurants and cafes. Soon, she became an elder-sister figure to the two of us. 

Most students agreed that Miss Watanabe was an angel. However, there were some murmured whisperings about her being a “bad” woman. Some claimed that during nights Miss Watanabe worked as a prostitute in the Shinjuku Kabukicho red light district. Others noticed the one or two harmless little tattoos she had and claimed that Miss Watanabe was a member of Yakuza (the Japanese mafia). The worst claim apropos Miss Watanabe’s “evilness” was that she was a witch who cast spells using her own menstrual blood. I could think of only one person who could stoop low enough to spread such misogynistic rumors: Mr. Cocky.…I was certain that he was the one who’d started the above rumors with the intention of tarnishing the noble Miss Watanabe’s image. Not that they made an iota of difference. The majority of the students still  loved Miss Watanabe and worshipped her. 

Miss Watanabe looked sleep deprived, but greeted me and Daigo warmly. We had requested for her help the previous day over the phone and she had readily assented to assist. She had provided her home address and asked us to come over; at the moment, Karen and I were standing in the elegant Miss Watanabe’s tastefully decorated two bedroom house. I noticed dark circles under her eyes and said:

“You look very tired, ma’am. Perhaps Daigo and I disturbed you”. 

“Oh no, you didn’t” said Miss Watanabe pleasantly “I can catch up on sleep later…after my visit to the dentist”. 

“You missed out on sleep?” asked Daigo gently. 

“Yes, I had been to Chiba to visit an ailing relative and returned early this morning” said Miss Watanabe “that’s why I haven’t turned up to college for the past 4 days”. 

Daigo and I were too ashamed to admit that we had hardly noticed Miss Watanabe’s absence over the past week as our minds had been diverted elsewhere. As Miss Watanabe raised her right arm to brush a stray hair off her lovely face, I noticed a long raw scratch on it. 

“Oh my God, how did that happen, Miss Watanabe?” I asked concerned. 

“My relative has this mean old cat. It scratched me” said Miss Watanabe dismissively before asking:

“Why would two handsome boys want to dress as girls …unless they are up to something really naughty?” a small smile tugged the corners of her shapely lips. 

“A friend asked us over to a theme party” I said quickly fabricating “she asked us to dress as something that we absolutely loved. Thus, the choice”. 

Miss Watanabe burst into merry peals of laughter. Daigo and I joined in. I inwardly heaved a sigh of relief. Thankfully, Miss Watanabe had bought my explanation. As much as I trusted her, I couldn’t have told her the truth. Miss Watanabe would definitely disapprove of our plan to seek admission at the girls’ dormitory dressed as women. She would definitely rebuke us if we told her that we had stolen the ID cards of two strange females for the purpose. 

“Haruto…Daigo…You guys are a riot” said our teacher continuing to chuckle “the world would have been a much boring place without you two”. 

“You’re right, Miss Watanabe” Daigo said “Haruto and I believe that the only reason we have taken birth is to provide amusement to the world”. 

Miss Watanabe laughed some more and said “Okay guys, I’ve got some skirts, petticoats, bloomers and other accessories with me. Daigo will go with the Sweet Lolita look, while I recommend the classic Gothic Lolita look for you, Haruto”. 

I nodded. I thought Miss Watanabe’s idea made sense. With my porcelain white skin, delicate

cheek bones and sculpted high bridge nose, I had been told I had a classically beautiful face (in spite of being a guy). So, the classic Gothic Lolita look seemed to be tailor-made for me. I had always admired it in secret and had even wanted to try it. 

Miss Watanabe made me strip down to my underwear. I felt a slow blush creep up my neck as I became acutely conscious of the fact that I was undressing in front of my teacher. However, Miss Watanabe’s manner was so natural that I soon lost all traces of self-consciousness and became comfortable with the process. Miss Watanabe first got me to wear a bustier, a corset and a pair of bloomers. Much to my amusement, Miss Watanabe stuffed my bustier with Mikans! Mikan is a variety of oranges in Japan, which are known for their soft and smooth peel, dark color and lack of seeds. They are used as a snack or dessert or, as in this case, as falsies! 

Miss Watanabe made me wear a flared, ruffled black skirt over my petticoat. It looked very sophisticated and came up to my knees. She retrieved a stunning fitted black blouse from her cupboard and made me wear it over the bustier. The blouse was a beautiful piece. It was full sleeved, with embroidery at the neckline and wrists. It sat beautifully over my padded bustier, making me take great pleasure in my form….if there was anything of immense beauty in the world, it undoubtedly was the female form divine…

“A penny for your thoughts, Haruto!” said Miss Watanabe jerking me back to reality. I merely shook my head and smiled. Miss Watanabe proceeded to help me wear black socks that ended just below my knees and cute Mary Jane shoes with a bit of heel. She then completed the look by giving me a wig of long black hair, a parasol and a tiny black hat. 

I watched as Miss Watanabe worked on Daigo. She first dressed him in a pair of bloomers, a corset and a bustier, into which she stuffed two other Mikan oranges (the woman seemed to have purchased oranges by the dozen!). Miss Watanabe then made Daigo wear a baby pink flared skirt that ended about an inch above his knees and a blouse with front buttons and a Peter Pan style collar. He was given a pair of pretty white socks with pink hearts printed on them and a pair of white rocking horse shoes. At the end, our teacher made Daigo sport a wig affixed with a big pink bow and gave him a dainty white and pink parasol made of satin and lace. 

In our entire 14 years of friendship, I had never seen Daigo look so charming. At the moment, my macho friend looked so feminine and adorable that I felt a deep urge to hug and kiss him. 

“If I didn’t know who you are beneath all those layers of pretty clothing, I’d probably kiss you” I whispered in Daigo’s ear. 

“If I didn’t know that a best friend lies beneath that sick comment, I’d probably punch you in the face” Daigo hissed back angrily. 

“What’s up, boys?” asked Miss Watanabe teasingly “hitting on each other, are you?” 

“This cheap rascal is hitting on me” Daigo said with an air of injured pride “but I resisted his filthy advances”. 

“Well done, Daigo” said Miss Watanabe “that’s how good modest Japanese girls carry themselves. Remember boys, being a woman is just not about the body or dress…femininity is

also an attitude, an essence….people care about your demeanor and deportment as much as they do about the way you dress”. 

“You have proven that, Miss Watanabe” I said warmly “that’s why the entire college—both guys and girls—is infatuated by you”. 

“Thank you, Haruto” said Miss Watanabe graciously “you are generous with your compliments”. 

“The pleasure is entirely mine, ma’am” I said bowing slightly “a graceful woman like yourself deserves every word of it”. 

Miss Watanabe blushed and changed the topic. “Boys, what kind of makeup would you like? 

What kind of shades do you want to use? Which actress/model do you wish to resemble?” 

I could barely tell Miss Watanabe that Daigo and I wished to resemble two random girls whose identity cards we had stolen from their swimming pool lockers. Showing Miss Watanabe the photographs of the two teenage girls was out of the question. 

“I think we’ll manage the makeup ourselves, ma’am” I said “we’ve eaten into much of your time already”. 

“Are you sure?” asked Miss Watanabe “I still have forty five minutes to go for my dentists’

appointment”. 

“Absolutely, Miss Watanabe” said Daigo as he and I exited our teacher’s house “thanks a zillion for the help. You’re a real angel”. 

“Just a ‘thank you’ won’t do, boys” said Miss Watanabe flashing a luminous smile “You’ll also have to send me a box of chocolates”. 


***

Before returning to our apartment, Daigo and I purchased a makeup kit, some women’s clothes, shoes and lingerie. People on the roads went about with their daily business with no one stopping to give us a second glance. It was evident that they assumed that two Lolitas were touring the city. I don’t think it struck them that the Lolitas were young men. 

We were bereft of makeup and at closer quarters; the staff of the clothes and other stores recognized me and Daigo as men. But apart from subtle quizzical glances they exchanged with one another, they behaved quite politely. They didn’t stare, giggle or ask inquisitive questions, but helped me and Daigo choose pretty clothes, shoes, jewelry and accessories with utmost patience. 

Once we reached our apartment, I began work. I deep cleansed my face and asked Daigo to do the same. I used to paint as a child; it was now time to use that skill again. 

I began with my friend, using his face as canvas. I tweezed out the extra hair from his eyebrows and darkened them using an eyebrow pencil. I applied light pink eye shadow on his eyelids and

baby pink lipstick on his mouth. The foundation I used on Daigo’s face helped me lighten his skin tone to match Kaori’s and the eyeliner helped give the impression of more feminine eyes. 

When I was done, Daigo looked quite a lot like Kaori Suzuki. 

I then started to work on my face. I used the eyebrow pencil to give my eyebrows a higher arch and applied smoky black eye shadow on my eyelids. I painted the sides of my nose with dark eye shadow and used a light natural shade for the bridge: an effect intended to reduce the size of my nose slightly. I used nude lipstick to make my lips appear more luscious. I stuck on fake eyelashes to make my eyelashes appear thicker and curlier. With a few tricks, I was a spitting image of Naomi Suzuki. 

As I stood appraising myself in the mirror, my world stopped for a minute. I had been called a great artist in my childhood, but had never taken my well wishers’ comments seriously. I now did. I was fucking GOOD. 

And it felt delicious to be dressed as a woman. For one brief moment, I felt a pang of envy for the opposite sex. 

Chapter 3 - The Strict Warden and the Sleazy Manager

The university-affiliated dormitory was teeming with girls of all shapes and sizes. When Daigo and I walked in, no one turned to give us a second glance. I felt relieved. From the triumphant look Daigo gave me, I knew he felt good too. We were blending in excellently with the all female crowd. 

Even though the dormitory was affiliated to the university I studied in, it also accepted women who studied or worked elsewhere. This was a step taken by the university management committee to empower women and ensure their safety. It was a move intended to discourage the trend of women living alone in isolated apartments. The rule work conveniently for me and Daigo—had it not existed, it would have been impossible for us to prove that Naomi and Kaori studied in our university. 

We walked to the reception desk situated at one end of a huge hall. A woman in her 50s turned an enquiring gaze at us. She was lean and smart, and dressed in a classy grey Chanel suit. A string of beads adorned her neck, black-rimmed spectacles were perched on her nose and her hair was piled on top of her head in a no-nonsense topknot. The nameplate in front of her desk said

“Mrs. Maiko Yamada”. 

“Yes?” Mrs. Yamada said “how may I help you?” 

“My sister and I want admission into your dormitory” I said in a high-pitched tone, an obvious attempt to imitate the female voice. 

“Okay” said Mrs. Yamada “For how long?” 

“Six months” I said assuming that the time period was adequate for Daigo and me to become close to Sara and Karen. 

“Right” said Mrs. Yamada “we have twin occupancy rooms. The two of you can share one….your names please?” 

“Naomi Suzuki” I said “and this is my twin, Kaori Suzuki”. 

“Where are you girls from?” asked Mrs. Yamada. 

“We are from Chiba” Daigo said. 

“May I see your IDs please?” Mrs. Yamada asked. 

“Certainly” said Daigo and I in unison, pulling Naomi and Kaori’s IDs from our purses and handing them over to Mrs. Yamada “here you are”. 

Mrs. Yamada gave our IDs a cursory glance and returned them to us. “Are you girls students?” 

she asked more conversationally than before. 

“Actually, we were planning to find some work” Daigo replied. 

“Work!” said Mrs. Yamada disapprovingly “but you girls are only 19 years old. You don’t even have a university degree yet, I’m sure”. 

“Yes, Kaori and I finished high school last year and spent a year traveling” I said “we were hoping to find work now to start earning to reimburse daddy”. 

“That’s not a bad idea, but be careful of the kind of jobs you get yourselves” Mrs. Yamada warned “young girls are often lured into doing bad things. Don’t walk around the Shinjuku Kabukicho area. And don’t talk to any Nigerian men roaming these areas. They are often pimps”. 

“I agree” said a male voice “girls as young and lovely as you ought to be careful. It’s a bad world out there”. Daigo and I turned in the direction of the voice. It emanated from a short portly man who had materialized out of nowhere. The nameplate on his cheap flashy suit said “Mr. Genji Yamada. Manager”. As I turned towards Mr. Yamada, he gave me a leering smile. His roving eyes appraised my Mikan-breasts, corset-constrained waist and hips. I felt a flush of anger rising in my heart. This old man was lecherous. 

“That’s what I was telling them, Genji” said Mrs. Yamada “it is better these girls find jobs as hotel receptionists, dentists’ assistants or something like that”. 

Mrs. Yamada had addressed the manager by his first name. They shared the same surname. The intimate manner in which she spoke to him suggested only one thing: Mr. and Mrs. Yamada were husband and wife. 

How in the world did a respectable woman like Maiko end up with a cheap, flashy guy like Genji Yamada? This was the biggest bewildering fact to my 18 year old self. God’s ways were certainly strange. He seemed to make the strangest of pairs. 

While I was ruminating on God and his strange ways of functioning, I caught sight of Sara and Karen coming down a flight of stairs a few meters away from the reception desk. At the sight of my sweetheart, my heart skipped a beat. Sara looked so refined in her form-fitting dark brown skirt, crimson turtle-neck top and knee-length boots. And that face….that noble face--it radiated sheer wisdom and benevolence, which were the hallmarks of dear Sara…

I was vaguely aware that Karen was having a similar effect on Daigo. She was wearing a pair of mint green pants and a “Hello Kitty” t-shirt and clutching some sort of a soft toy to her bosom. 

“She’s as cute as a button!” I heard Daigo murmur under his breath. 

I wanted to talk to Sara so badly that it hurt. “Mrs. Yamada” I said turning to the warden “we hardly know anyone here. Could you please introduce us to a few girls?” 

“Sure” said Mrs. Yamada. She scanned the environment and caught sight of Karen and Sara. 

“Karen, Sara….” she called out “meet Naomi and Kaori. The girls are new here and wish to

make some friends”. 

Sara and Karen walked up to us. What followed was a surreal moment. Sara embraced me in the warmest hug imaginable. From the corner of my eye, I could see Karen doing the same to Daigo. 

Having my girl in my arms was the loveliest experience I had had in my 18 years of existence. 

Sara skin felt as smooth as butter and she smelt of—I don’t know—lemons and jasmine…and love. The effect her hug had on me was so profound that I felt my entire life up to this point had converged into this priceless moment. 

I heard Daigo gasp beside me and knew he was having an intensely emotional moment as well. 

Obviously, the girls were oblivious to the effect they had had on us for Karen chirpily said:

“Sara and I are glad to meet you girls on this day”. 

“Why? What’s so special about today?” I asked. 

“It’s Valentine’s Day, dear” Sara reminded me “the day the entire world celebrates romantic love…”. 

“…And on this lovely occasion, I’m happy to present you with this” said Karen handing the soft toy to Daigo. 

“…And I’m elated to present you with….this” said Sara handing me a lush red rose. 

I had been so absorbed in gazing at her that I had previously missed the fact that my beloved was holding a rose. As I received it from Sara, gazing deep into her intoxicating brown eyes, I thought I’d die of ecstasy. 

“It’s a pleasure to receive this from you” I said huskily “but why are you giving it to me? Aren’t you supposed to be giving it to your boyfriend?” 

“Let me explain a few things to you” said Sara briskly “No. 1: I don’t have a boyfriend (my heart leapt with joy on hearing this) and No.2: I don’t believe that love—even romantic love—has anything to do with gender. It is not imperative for my soul mate to be a guy. They could be either”. 

“Whatever…I only hope it is me” I muttered under my breath. 

“Did you say something?” asked Sara sharply. 

“No…I didn’t” I quickly said. 

“Well, then my ears are buzzing” said Sara. 

“Okay girls, we have to go” chipped in Karen “Sara and I are going shopping. Catch you both later”. 

“Do we have to, Karen?” asked Sara reluctantly “why don’t we spend the day chatting with

Naomi and Kaori. They seem so nice”. 

“I’d love to” replied Karen “but I really want that dress we’d seen at the shopping window yesterday…” 

“I understand” said Sara “let’s go” 

“Why don’t you two come with us?” Karen suggested. 

“We’d love to” I said “but we are yet to even see our rooms”. 

“We understand” said Sara “please carry on. Catch you later”. 

The girls bade us a reluctant farewell before strutting out of the hostel building like two beautiful butterflies. 


***

“Lovely ladies, May I show you your room?” the lecherous manager’s voice boomed behind us. 

Great, the dream had ended. And reality stood in front of us in a short, sleazy form. 

“Sure” I said uncomfortably “what’s our room number please?” 

“Room No. 104” said Yamada “It’s on the first floor, right next to that of the girls you now talked to”. 

“Cool” I said “we wanted a room near theirs”. 

The manager walked by my side. He was a short man and came up to my chest. He used the situation to his advantage and grazed against my bosom more than once. 

The horny son-of-a-bitch. 

As we traipsed up the flight of stairs, Yamada found many an excuse to touch me “accidentally”. 

He led me and Daigo to our room and showed us the bedroom, kitchen and bathroom areas. 

When inside the shower cubicle, he boldly patted my rear. 

“Have a bit of shame, manager” I said between grit teeth “you are married, for God’s sake!” 

“Yes, but the wife has become a hag” said Yamada brazenly “so, I’m out in search of fresher, greener pastures”. 

“Listen to me very carefully, Yamada” I said “my body is out of your bounds”. 

“Don’t be too sure of that, my beauty” said Yamada as he exited our room “Yamada always gets what he wants”. 


***


“Well, that was one eventful day!” I said to Daigo as we undressed. 

“Sure” said Daigo “we befriended our girls…and you have a dirty old man chasing you!” 

“The first I welcome” I said “but the second I sure could do without!” 

Chapter 4 - I’ll Love You Forever

The next few weeks passed in the batting of an eyelid. It was a montage of buying Mikan oranges, stuffing them inside my bra and donning women’s clothing. Daigo and I got to see quite a bit of Sara and Karen, but didn’t yet have a chance to spend an entire day with the girls. 

Anyway, I wasn’t complaining. Whatever time I spent with Sara got us closer to each other. I learnt that behind Sara’s confident façade lay a vulnerable little girl who had lost her mother early in life and who still yearned for the protective embrace of a mother. I was close to my mother and couldn’t imagine how a girl could have grown up without one. I often felt a deep empathy for Sara and this empathy only strengthened my love for her. 

The most tragic-comic incident transpired one morning. Daigo and I kept our falsies (the Mikan oranges) on the tea table and entered the shower cubicle to for a quick shower. It was customary for me and Daigo to have a bath together; we’d done that since we were four years old and it was a habit that growing up hadn’t changed. As we turned on the shower and began soaping ourselves, conversation flowed. 

“I rather enjoy being a girl” I confided in Daigo “it’s such a lovely experience….I love the feel of silk, satin and other soft fabrics against my skin…”. 

“You’ve always been a woman at heart, Haruto” my friend teased “personally speaking, I’m not enjoying the experience at all…I’m sick of the feel of Mikan oranges against my chest. And look at the angry red welts the bra strap has left against my skin…it’s hell: I wonder how women bear up with all this… the only thing that makes all this worth enduring is the proximity to Karen…” 

At this juncture, we heard a knock at the door. “Come in” I shouted. 

“It’s us, Karen and Sara” said Karen’s doll-like voice “we just came in to say hello”. 

“Karen, Sara, please take a seat” Daigo yelled “Naomi and I are bathing. We’ll be with you in a minute”. 

A volley of giggles reached our ears. “What’s the joke about?” I yowled. 

“Karen and I have never come across two women bathing together” said Sara “but maybe it’s natural in your case because you are twins”. 

The girls were silent for a while. Presently, Daigo and I dried ourselves, put on our bathing robes, wigs and basic makeup and stepped out of the shower cubicle. To our horror, the girls were busy eating up the last of our Miko oranges! Daigo and I would have to get ourselves something more permanent than oranges to stuff into our bras. Besides, buying a dozen Miko oranges a week was burning a hole in our pockets. 

The girls were oblivious to our horror. They blissfully continued eating the oranges. 

“We haven’t had any breakfast yet, and started feeling puckish” Sara said “that’s why we helped

ourselves to these oranges. I hope you don’t mind?” 

“Of course not” I said simpering in spite of my distress. 

“Well, I must say they are very delicious” said Karen “Mikan oranges are the best. They are so sweet, juicy and aromatic!” 

“Oh BTW, we came here to ask you girls if you’d be interested in going clubbing with us” said Sara. 

“We’d have loved to, but Daigo and I have some urgent work to attend to” I said genuinely regretful that we couldn’t join the girls. 

“Alright then” replied Karen perkily “see you two later”. 

***

As soon as Sara and Karen left, Daigo and I rushed to the nearest sports merchandise shop. The guy at the counter looked at us enquiringly. Still in a distracted haze, I asked:

“Please give us balls to play” 

The guy stared at me for a moment and gave me and Daigo a football each. It was natural that he should have made a mistake! After all, the shop boy was unaware of the purpose for which we were buying those balls. Only someone with a super vivid imagination would have known Daigo and I intended stuffing the balls into our brassieres! 

Yet Daigo and I were found the situation unbearably funny. We broke into loud guffaws. The shop boy stared at me and Daigo, no doubt convinced that we were raving mad. Between guffaws, I paused and said:

“We’d like tennis balls, my friend, not footballs!” 

***

At long last, Daigo and I got the opportunity to spend an entire day with our girls. The four of us went out to see the re-run of an old 1998 English movie titled “The object of my affections”. It was a bright sunny day, and I wore a lovely yellow sun dress for the occasion. I had to wax my arms, legs and underarms before the outing, but I didn’t mind at all. On the contrary, I luxuriated in the soft and velvety feel of my hairless arms and legs. 

My lady love looked dashing in a black maroon shift and chunky boots. Her dark hair fell on her shoulders in loose waves, which drove me mad with desire. Daigo and Karen wore matching cute sleeveless blue dresses and pumps. 

The seating arrangements were strategically planned: I sat next to Sara, while Daigo sat next to Karen. The movie was a sentimental one, which revolved around a woman falling in love with a gay man, who didn’t reciprocate her affections in the way she would have liked. They, 

nevertheless, became best friends and watched movies together. During the scene in which the two friends ball danced, Sara reached for my hand. “Friendship is beautiful, isn’t it Naomi?” she said dreamily. 

“So it is” I said resting my head on her shoulder. 

“Naomi,  watashi wa eien ni anata no tomodachi yo” Sara continued “I’ll remain your friend forever” 

“Arigato, me too” I said genuinely and pressed Sara’s hand warmly. 

***

The four of us had lunch at a sushi bar and went back to the hostel for a long, luxurious siesta. 

During late evening, we hit a karaoke club with neon lights, 70s wallpapers and pink leather armchairs. Daigo, an amazing singer, succeeded in winning Karen over with a flawless rendition of Lionel Richie/Diana Ross’s “Endless Love”. It was incredible that he could sing as well in a falsetto as he did in his original voice. At the end of his performance, Karen rushed to Daigo, threw her slender arms around him and cried. Evidently confused by the emotions stirring within her, Karen said nothing. But it was clear to everyone present in the Karaoke bar that the girl had fallen in love with the other “young woman”. I was happy for my buddy. He had succeeded in winning over the woman of his dreams. 

Daigo came down the stage and encouraged me to sing too. 

“Are you crazy?!” I said incredulously “Everyone will assume a donkey has strayed into the karaoke bar!” 

“Oh come on, Haruto, you aren’t a bad singer” said my friend “your voice has a naturally soft, gentle texture…it will be easier (almost natural, in fact) for you to assume a falsetto”. 

“Well, my dear, friend” I said going up to the stage “you seem to have more faith in me than I do in myself”. 

When on stage, I became acutely conscious of the 30 odd people in the room. Dear God, was I to perform in front of all of them?! I felt butterflies in my stomach and an intense urge to flee from the place. But then I saw her face. Sara’s adorable face. All nervousness vanished. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and sang a few lines from Dan Hill’s “Sometimes when we Touch”:

 “You ask me if I love you

 And I choke on my reply

 I'd rather hurt you honestly

 Than mislead you with a lie

 And who am I to judge you

 On what you say or do? 

 I'm only just beginning to see the real you

 And sometimes when we touch

 The honesty's too much

 And I have to close my eyes and hide I wanna hold you till I die

 Til we both break down and cry

 I wanna hold you till the fear in me subsides….” 

I was aware of the crowd gently swaying as I sang. Friends snuggled close to each other. Lovers kissed passionately. But the person I was most aware of was Sara. Her eyes glistened and her lips trembled with emotion. I recognized Sara’s emotion as love because I felt the same way about her. 

She didn’t say anything on the spot though. Going out of the karaoke bar. As the four of us got ourselves Spring Vegetable Tempura from a snack bar, Sara remained quiet, pensive and withdrawn. It was as if she was battling a whole range of inner emotions. 

Finally, when Daigo and Karen walked away towards a coffee vending machine at the farthest corner of the street, Sara broke her silence. The words she spoke were the ones I had least expected. 

“You know I was raised by my father” she said “he was the best father I could have asked for: kind, patient and so loving. He dedicated himself entirely to his business and to me. Daddy didn’t remarry, though I now realize that he may have felt the need….”. 

I remained silent wondering where Sara was going with all this. Yet I didn’t want to rush her in any way. 

“Though he doesn’t articulate it, I’m sure daddy has many expectations from me” continued Sara

“He wants me to study hard, join his business and probably marry a nice man…but I’ve always believed that love is not bound by gender….” 

Sara looked deep into my eyes “I’ll not beat around the bush anymore, darling Naomi…all I want to say is that I’ve fallen in love with you. That’s the simple, unvarnished truth and I realized it only tonight. Your beauty lies in your sensitivity, empathy and compassion. I hope you don’t mind my speaking in this manner…” “No, beloved Sara” I said taking my sweetheart in my arms “I love you, too. And shall love you forever”. 

The two of us embraced for the longest time. 

Chapter 5 - Murder Most Foul

As Daigo and I bade the girls goodbye and were about to enter our own room, I felt a violating arm on my back. I didn’t have to turn around to know its owner was. Since my admission into the university dormitory one and a half months back, Yamada had seized every little opportunity to sexually harass me. It was either through the use of dirty jokes, sexually colored language or inappropriate touching. The fact that I simmered instead of reciprocating to his advances made the pervert furious with me. He was also incensed by the fact that I had caught him peeking into girls’ rooms through the keyhole and had rebuked him for the filthy act. Therefore, he used every opportunity he could find to pick on me. 

“You’re late, Miss Suzuki” he presently said “returning at unearthly hours is against dormitory rules”. 

“10 pm is hardly an unearthly hour” I said quietly “besides, we girls were inside the hostel building a good ten minutes ago…we had come within the dormitory deadline; that’s the reason the security guard let us in”. 

“Argumentative, aren’t you, Naomi?” said Yamada sneeringly “well, it won’t work with me. I’m a stickler for rules. You are late and that’s final. As punishment, hand your ID card over to me. It will be in my possession for a week. “

This was harassment and I knew it. Yet I saw no point in arguing further with Yamada. I fished in my bag and gave him my (Naomi’s) ID card without a word. 

“Yours too” Yamada said to Daigo. Daigo too obliged silently. 

Yamada ogled the pictures for quite a long time and said. “There is something wrong with you two…but I don’t quite know what…but believe me, girls, I’ll find out” Yamada gestured towards his eyes and pointed two stubby fingers at me and Daigo. 

“I’ll be watching you two”. 


***

Daigo and I changed into shorts and t-shirts and got into bed. I left the unsavory encounter with Yamada behind me and concentrated on the magical happenings of the day. I retrieved the dried remains of the rose Sara had gifted me on Valentine’s Day from the pages of a notebook and held it close to my heart. I cast a glance at Daigo and found that he was clutching the soft toy gifted by Karen close to his chest. 

“You know what, Haruto…” Daigo said after a minute “I think it’s time we tell the girls of our real identity”. 

“I agree” I said still caressing the dried rose “I too don’t wish to deceive them any longer”. 

“We’ll tell them the first thing in the morning tomorrow” said Daigo “whether they want to continue loving us or not is their choice”. 


***

The next day, Daigo and I woke up at 11:30 am. 

“Gosh, we’ve missed breakfast!” I said “and also a chance to speak to the girls!” 

“Relax” Daigo said “It’s Sunday today, so we’ll probably see them at lunch. We’ll talk to them then”. 

The two of us showered and dressed in identical grey trousers and dark blue cowl- necked tops. 

We had barely put on our wigs and makeup on, when we heard commotion downstairs. Daigo and I exchanged glances and walked to the head of the staircase to find out what the hullaballoo was about. Karen and Sara also followed us from their rooms and stood behind us. 

A slim fortyish woman in a white shirt, navy blue trousers and a navy blue cap stood at the reception desk. A man in a similar uniform stood behind her. 

“Policemen!” whispered Sara “something must be very wrong!” 

“We’re from the Metropolitan Police Department” the lady officer said flashing her ID card at Mr. and Mrs. Yamada “we received a call…a man claimed that imposters—that too, male ones--

were living here at the women’s dormitory”. 

“I was the one who made the call, officer” said Yamada emerging behind the desk “yes indeed; two men pretending to be young women are staying in this hostel. I knew something wasn’t right, and peeped through the keyhole of their room. When the women’s clothes, wigs and fake boobs came off, I stumbled upon this shocking truth!” 

My heart skipped several beats. So, the bastard had carried out his threat and watched Daigo and me—literally! And now, my friend and I were in royal trouble. 

“But the question is, who are these men impersonating?” asked the lady officer briskly “you check the girls’ ID cards before admission, surely?” 

“The guys were impersonating these two young women” said Yamada triumphantly showing the officers the ID cards we had stolen. 

The officers froze and exchanged shocked glances. 

“God, that’s stultifying!” the male officer exclaimed. 

“Why?” asked Mrs. Yamada panicking “what’s wrong?” 

The officers didn’t reply straight away. “On which date did these two imposters gain admission into the dormitory?” the lady officer asked. 

“The fourteenth of February” replied Mrs. Yamada “I remember it was on Valentine’s Day”. 

“Dear God Almighty” murmured the male officer. 

“Will you please tell us what’s wrong?” asked Mrs. Yamada on the verge of hysteria now. 

“These two girls, Naomi and Kaori Suzuki, were murdered on the 13th of Feb. They were daughters of a rich automobile exporter and were pursuing a degree in business administration in Chiba” said the female officer “their bodies were found on the Inage Beach where they were washed ashore...there were clear signs of foul play. So clearly, the guys living here are not just impersonators, but also murderers!” 

Daigo and I exchanged stupefied glances. “Let’s go down and surrender” I said to Daigo “after all, we aren’t murderers!” 

“No, don’t do that!” said Sara and Karen yanking me and Daigo to their room. The girls forced us to crawl beneath their beds and hide there. “We’ll handle this” they said “don’t budge from here until we tell you to”. 

The girls strolled out, locking the door behind them. Soon, we heard a sound of collective footsteps. The police officers, Yamada and Mrs. Yamada and the dormitory residents who had assembled downstairs had probably come upstairs in search of me and Daigo. In spite of being told not to, Daigo and I came out of our hiding and peeped through the keyhole. We could see Karen and Sara standing outside. Their manner was calm and composed and betrayed no signs of the stress they were obviously under. I was proud of our girls. They had nerves of steel. 

The lady officer came into our line of vision. “Hi” she said addressing the girls “Mr. Yamada here says you were great friends of the ‘girls’ in the next room. Well, they aren’t here in their room…any idea where they might have gone?” 

“No idea” replied Karen shrugging “we hung out with them, but don’t know much about their personal lives”. 

“I see” said the officer “these people are murderers. Please be very careful. And in case you see them again, please notify us without delay”. 

“Thank you for warning us, officer” replied Sara “in case we see them, we’ll notify you immediately”. 

“Okay. Take care” said the officer before briskly walking off. The entourage seemed to follow her. Soon, the mass clatter of footsteps died down. Daigo and I resumed our original positions under our girls’ beds. 

We heard the sound of the opening door. Sara and Karen came in and shut the door behind them. 

“Okay guys, it’s time to come out of your hiding” they said. 

Daigo and I crawled out. We shamefacedly took off our wigs, fake eyelashes and falsies and revealed our true selves to our women. 

“Haruto!” Sara gasped incredulously. 

“Daigo!” Karen cried in stupefaction. 

“We’re sorry, girls, our intention was never to fool you” said Karen “we just saw this disguise as a means to get close to you and win your love. I know what we did was wrong. But the purpose behind it was to gain your love…nothing else….” 

“We stole ID cards of two strange girls from the swimming pool locker” I continued “and impersonated them. But believe me, we are not murderers! In fact, it has come as a shock to Daigo and me that these girls have been murdered”. 

Sara and Karen were silent for a moment. And then, Sara spoke:

“I know you’ve played a prank on us, but we don’t believe you are murderers.” She came close to me and stroked my face. “In the past few weeks, I have discovered that you have a heart of gold, Haruto. And I really love you”. 

“Really?” I said getting emotional “in spite of what I did?” 

“Yes, silly” laughed Sara through tears “do you think a small prank like the one you played will make a difference to the way I feel? No way!” 

“What about you Karen?” Daigo asked his sweetheart “did you ever love me—even a little bit? 

Do you still love me?” 

“I love you with all my heart, Daigo” said Karen embracing Daigo tightly “I was too overwhelmed to confess it yesterday, but I admit it now. I love you and will stand by you forever”. 

“I’m glad you girls trust us” I said “now the appropriate thing for Daigo and me to do is to surrender ourselves to the police….” 

“No, boys, no!” said Sara “please don’t do that. They are often under a lot of pressure from their superiors to nab the criminals ASAP. In the absence of any evidence leading to the real murderer, they might pin the blame on you. It is better you stay in hiding”. 

“But Sara, where do we hide?” I asked my girlfriend. 

“Well Haruto, I think I’ve told you that my father is a businessman” said Sara “but I didn’t tell you that he’s very rich. Karen’s father is his business partner...both of them jointly own a vacation home in Okutama. You guys can stay there until we find a solution to our situation…” 

“But how will we get there” asked Daigo “surely, we’ll be caught trying to sneak out of the hostel”. 

“The window of our room leads to the hind street” said Karen “after midnight, when everyone is asleep; the four of us will get down using a rope. We’ll arrange for a chauffeur to drive us to the

retreat. Don’t worry; he’s very discreet. Besides, Sara and I will accompany you both”. 


***

Time went by slowly as Daigo and I waited for midnight. Our girls bought us food, talked to us and kept us company. Yet all four of us were somewhat tense and edgy. We glanced at the clock every five minutes, restlessly waiting for the hour when we’d put our plan into action. 

At 12:30 am, the girls tied the 12 foot rope they had purchased to the balcony balustrade. At 12: 45 am, the four of us got down the first floor using the rope. A chauffeur-driven car that stood waiting for us finally drove us away to safety. 


***

There was not much traffic in Tokyo, so reached the vacation home in an hour. I had imagined a small lodge in the woods, but was surprised to find ourselves in a gorgeous two floored building with many rooms. The building was on a spacious ground surrounded and secluded by trees. 

“You must stay here until we find a way to hoodwink the police” said Karen. 

“Sure, but what if your fathers come here unexpectedly?” Daigo asked anxiously “how do Haruto and I explain our presence?” 

“Our fathers have left on an extended business trip abroad” said Sara “and they are always too busy to come here. So you guys can chill”. 

“Why can’t we return to college and resume our lives as Haruto and Daigo” I said “the police haven’t seen us, so they won’t recognize us”. 

“What’s wrong with you, silly?” chided Sara “Yamada has seen you both through the keyhole, remember? He is sure to have described you to the police and they probably have a more-than-an-accurate sketch of you guys ready by now. There is no way you can return to the world as men”. 

“What in the world are you implying?” asked Daigo. 

“I’m implying that the two of you return to the world as fully transformed women” said Sara

“bidding goodbye to your male bodies is the only way out of this mess”. 

Chapter 6 - Guys, You will be Women Soon

“What in the world are you talking about, Sara?” asked Daigo panicking “is that even possible?” 

“Of course, it is” replied Sara “have you heard of a procedure called HRT? It’s the abbreviation for Hormone Replacement Therapy. Once you start it, you’ll acquire a feminized body…breasts and smoother skin, for instance”. 

“I’ve vaguely heard of it” murmured Daigo uneasily “however, I don’t fancy turning into a woman. I dressed as one only for Karen. Now that she is mine, I want to go back to being a macho man”. 

“Don’t be so adamant, Daigo” Karen chimed in “Sara is suggesting HRT for your own good. The police are probably looking for you all over the country…you can’t step out of the premises unless you undergo gender change. That way, you and Haruto will be safe all your lives. No one will recognize you as the young men who allegedly murdered Naomi and Kaori Suzuki”. 

“Will you love me…even if I developed breasts?” Daigo asked Karen uncertainly. 

“Of course, I will, sweetie” said Karen planting a kiss on Daigo’s cheek “I love you for your sweet nature, not your gender”. 

“If your love is guaranteed, I’m up for anything” said Daigo putting on a brave face “I don’t even mind giving up the body I love so much”. 

“That’s the spirit, Daigo!” lauded Sara “Atta boy”. Then turning to me, she said:

“You have been quiet throughout the discussion, Haruto…what are your thoughts on my suggestion?” 

“To tell you the truth, it has come as a breath of fresh air” I said. 

“What do you mean, Haruto?” asked Daigo impatiently “stop speaking in riddles, for Christ’s sake! I’ve begged you to a million times!” 

“Promise not to judge me?” I said hesitantly. 

“I promise” my three friends chorused. 

“Well, right from childhood…” I said “a small part of me wanted to be a girl. I used my mother’s makeup and played with dolls. My parents considered this unnatural; they wanted me to be more like their friends’ boyish son…that is, like you, Daigo. They encouraged me to play with you and develop boyish interests. My parents succeeded and I soon forget about my early yearnings…” 

“Really?” said Daigo with surprise “I had no idea, buddy. I thought you always shared my interests”. 

“Oh I did, though not initially” I said “I grew up to be a boyish prankster as the three of you know very well. However, things changed when I began wearing women’s clothing. The repressed impulses came back. There was nothing more I desired than enjoying the feel of silk, satin and georgette against my skin. There were times I wished I had a pair of breasts and smoother skin…” 

“Well, pal” said Daigo “this is a revelation. I thought you were kidding every time you told me you loved wearing women’s clothes”. 

“I wasn’t kidding” I said simply. 

“Well Haruto, then the gender change is going to be easy for you” said Sara “Daigo, however, might have to go through more than his fair share of mental stress”. 


***

Daigo and I started taking a total of 6 mg of Premarin (estrogen) tablets a day. The hair on our faces and bodies reduced slightly. About ten days after having started taking the tablets, I started feeling a stinging, persistent pain in my nipples. I had secretly loved having nipples and wished that they had been longer. While taking a shower, I noticed two conical projections on my breasts. This development, combined with the sensitivity in my nipples, told me that the HRT

had started showing effects. 

I told Daigo of the recent development, but he didn’t notice any budding until four or five days later. Sara attributed this delay to the probability of Daigo’s body having more testosterone than mine. “Also, Daigo is somewhat resistant to the idea of a gender change” she told me in private

“he is still attached to his masculinity. This might have delayed the effect of HRT”. 

However, in about 6 month’s time, Daigo’s breasts had developed considerably. Mine too had grown to 34(A), and had darker aureoles and distended nipples. I had loved watching many spectacles—the rising sun, cherry blossoms in spring and farmers harvesting paddy—but nothing could compare to the delight I took in beholding my creamy twin domes. The Lord had obviously made the female form with great care and seemed to have devoted a whole day just to create breasts. And when He gave us a male form, He also gave us an option of gender change. 

The idea to begin HRT had been a sensible one. The police had released sketches of Daigo and me in all the newspapers. Thankfully, they bore only a distinct resemblance to the real us. 

Obviously, Yamada had not seen the two of us too well or described us accurately. 

The pictures of the two murdered girls hadn’t been published. Only their names had been released. Nobody paid much attention to the names and surnames as they were common ones in Japan. 

Yet Daigo and I could never afford to become complacent. There was always that 1% chance that some random stranger would see the connection between us and the sketches and report me and Daigo to the police. And the thought of rotting in jail for a crime one hadn’t committed was truly distressing. 

At this point, I noticed that my skin had become as smooth as a baby’s. Sara said that it had the texture of a rose petal and enjoyed touching it. I was glad that I possessed something that made my lover happy. 

I did various things to please Sara. I sang romantic songs like Nothing’s Gonna Change my Love for You and Sealed with A Kiss to her. I cooked her shrimp with tofu custard and mushrooms, which I served with cucumber, bunching onion and radish. She also did very romantic things like presenting me with bouquets of tulips, plum blossoms and cherry blossoms. Many a times, Sara also gave me a bath. The mere touch of her hand on my skin would make me hard. When Sara soaped my breasts, my nipples turned pebble hard. I controlled myself with great difficulty during these times. 

Daigo’s skin had also become visibly smooth. However, he seemed distressed by the fact that HRT had shrunk his testicles. Karen offered him much emotional support during this phase. 

Soon, with her help, Daigo too began enjoying the process of feminization. 

“I have changed, Haruto” he confided in me one day “It’s just not my body, but also my soul that is undergoing transformation. I feel more emotional. I feel more empathetic. I cry. I actually cry, buddy. I cry because I have lost my masculinity. I cry because I have begun loving feminization. 

I cry because I love Karen. I cry because she is so beautiful, both inside and outside….”. 

“It happens, buddy” I reassured Daigo “I have become more sensitive too. We guys have every reason to rejoice. Our emotional lives have become so much richer than before”. 

“True” agreed Daigo “I guess women are the luckier gender”. 

“They are” I agreed “and now, so are we”. 


***

During our HRT, Daigo and I kept up with the lessons we had missed and were currently missing due to our inability to attend the university. The girls helped us with the course work and taught us what they had learnt at the classes. Studying ancient, medieval and modern Japanese history together made the four of us bond at a newer level. It also made me realize how enjoyable studying for its own sake could be. 

As expected, it was mandatory for all candidates to appear in the examination hall to write their exams and also to give presentations. Daigo and I were forced to risk going out for a few days to give our first year exams. We no longer fit into our original male clothes (which had become tighter at the chest and snugger at the hips), so our lovers ordered huger sizes. Daigo and I hid our newly-minted breasts under bulky stuffed and padded blazers and wore dark glasses to avoid being recognized on the streets. We heaved a sigh of relief when our examinations were finally over. Later, after our complete gender change, Daigo and I gave our all our second year and third year examinations and presentations in a similar manner and passed. Thankfully, nobody recognized us as Naomi and Kaori’s “murderers” the second time too. 

About a year and a half later, Daigo and I agreed to undergo SRS or Sex Reassignment Surgery. 

Sara thought Daigo and my gender change had to be full and complete for our own safety. When

I voiced concerns about the costs of the surgery, Sara said:

“Finances should be the last thing you should be worrying about, love. Karen’s father and my father are rolling in money”. 

“Still we can hardly borrow from them” said Daigo embarrassed. 

“But our fathers give us a handsome allowance” said Karen “Sara and I would be glad to pay for your surgeries out of that”. 

“Come on, girls” I said shamefacedly “we can hardly take your money”. 

“Of course you can” chipped in Sara “you are our soul mates”. 

“We are, but it is still very awkward to take money from you girls” said Daigo flushing to the roots of his hair. 

“Okay, then see it as a loan” said Karen “you two can pay me and Sara back when you start earning”. 


***

The surgery was performed in private, under discreet conditions by a doctor known to Sara’s father. The surgeon was tactful and didn’t ask unnecessary questions. If he saw a resemblance between Daigo and me and the sketches released by the police, he didn’t show it. 

During a surgery that lasted for a few hours, our penises and scrota were used as the raw material for the creation of a vagina. The shaft of our penises was converted the lining of the vaginal canal. The penis head was converted into a clitoris. Remnants of the scrota were transformed into labia. 

The post-operative care was tedious, and Daigo and I took eons to recover. The girls wholeheartedly devoted themselves to our care. They cooked breakfast, lunch and dinner for us. 

They gave us regular back massages and foot rubs to help us relax. They helped us dilate and gave us our medicines on time. Daigo and I dilated three times a day: for 50 minutes in the morning, 50 minutes in the noon and 50 minutes before going to bed. At first, my best buddy and I dilated under close supervision of the surgeon, but later did it with the help of our lovers. With passing time, the sizes of our dilation stents were increased. 

As my vagina healed, I was able to experience the numerous pleasures stimulating it could offer. 

I was too afraid to masturbate, and relied totally on Sara to give me pleasure. She did it in apparent innocence by making me sit on a “Pervert Chair” while giving me a bath. The chair resembles normal stools, but have a wide U-shaped hole on them, so as to allow the bather to access one’s nether regions. Sara’s soft fingers on my shoulders, breasts and belly were enough to make me melt; her fingers inside me when she washed my intimate areas made me climax more than once. I felt like I was being beaten by sea waves—albeit in a pleasurable way. And as the waves crashed one after another, I felt myself going crazy with desire. 

***

Sara kissed me one night, ostensibly to make me stop talking. “Hush” she said looking into my eyes and pressing her warm lips on mine “you talk too much”. As Sara’s kiss grew more intense, a little animalistic squeal of pleasure escaped my lips. Sara grew more passionate and pressed her hands on my breasts. As she caressed and crushed them, I put my hands on  her breasts. They felt soft…firm…enchanting. I had waited to touch them for an eternity. The entire experience was magical, but the best part of it was four breasts. 

Sara disrobed me and got her dress off as well. She traced a sweet line of kisses from my throat to my belly. When she went lower down, I lost all control. I shivered, arched my back and screamed with undiluted pleasure. Finally, when Sara banged me with her fingers, I felt myself clench and unclench numerous times. My entire being shuddered with pleasure of maddening intensity. Then peace, sweet peace, came and I was happy to rest in my lover’s arms. 

I’m not the type to talk about personal matters, but discussed my “first time” as a woman with Daigo. She congratulated me on the milestone and informed me that she and Karen had done it too. “We didn’t keep it as natural as you girls though” she said “Karen, you see, is into sex toys…we used the double dildo on each other the entire night”. 

“Wow…you lucky creatures!” I said genuinely pleased for my friends “Sara and I must try sex toys the next time”. 

“And Karen and I must try keeping it natural” said Daigo. 

“Whatever” I said with momentary contentment “we have our whole lives to try new things”. 

“That we do” agreed Daigo sighing. 

Chapter 7 - The Scales of Justice

The summer was as ripe as our womanhood. Daigo and I were 22 year old young women now, and so were our lovers. We had managed to pass the final year criteria for assessment and had freshly graduated. Sara had made us proud by gaining maximum credits; the rest of us wondered how she had managed to graduate so prestigiously in spite of the recent stress all four of us had been through and also missing the year abroad. Sara claimed that teaching Daigo and me had helped her revise the lessons she had learnt at the lectures. I figured that she was speaking the truth as Karen had performed well too. 

Thanks to the lessons given by our lovers, Daigo and I had passed quite respectably. The results came as a pleasant surprise to all four of us as my best buddy and I had hardly attended any classes and had undergone several changes at the physical, emotional and psychological levels while transforming into young women. In addition to the hormone therapy (which had made me and Daigo feel as if we were perpetually pregnant) and SRS, was the stress of the murder case Daigo and I had inadvertently got ourselves embroiled in. 

There was a principal reason for the frustration Daigo and I began to experience. Two young girls, whose identities we had assumed, had been murdered in cold blood. As our bodies changed and also our emotions, my buddy and I had started becoming softer and more empathetic than before. We felt immense pity for the young lives that had been snuffed out so brutally, and felt enraged at the fact that the murderer was still roaming scot free on the streets. That sort of psychopath had to be caught and put behind bars. The spirits of Naomi and Kaori Suzuki wouldn’t be at peace until that happened. 

The police had been slow, so extremely slow in the case. The newspapers reported that they had a few leads, but were far from nabbing the murderer(s). It was then that Daigo and I decided to take the matter in our own hands. “The two of us will find the murderer(s) of Naomi and Kaori” 

we declared in unison. 

“That’s great, but how are you going to go about it?” asked Sara skeptically “even the police have been unable to crack the case yet”. 

“As we’ve all noted, Daigo and I bear a startling resemblance to the murdered girls” I said “with our newly feminized bodies and artfully applied makeup, we could easily pass off as Naomi and Kaori. The two of us will go out into the big bad world again. Get ourselves jobs. Hang out in pubs, bars and karaoke clubs. The girls’ murderers will soon find us, believe me. If everything goes as per my intuition, the murderer will sniff us out and try to kill me and Daigo….believing us to be the original Naomi and Kaori”. 

“But Haruto, won’t that be dangerous?” said Karen “we wouldn’t want you girls to put yourselves in jeopardy”. 

“Don’t worry, we’ll be careful” I assured Karen “Daigo and I remember enough martial arts to protect ourselves. Our only priority now is to catch the Suzuki twins’ murderer and put him

behind bars”. 

Finally our lovers shrugged and said: “Do whatever you have to. But for take care of yourselves, for God’s sake. We will die if anything happens to you two”. 


***

Daigo and I joined reputed schools as teachers, where we taught the junior classes history. Our lovers proceeded to do post graduation in history in the same university we had graduated from. 

In the evenings, all four of us went out together to restaurants, theme clubs and festivals. Months passed, but nothing eventful happened. 

Daigo and I began growing more and more frustrated. We lost interest in sex even. Soon, it was obvious to the two of us that we couldn’t enjoy life until the murderer of the Suzuki girls had been caught. 

“Is there nothing called the law of Karma?!” cried Daigo “what goes around comes around—

isn’t that the law? If so, why isn’t it working? Why is the murderer of the Suzuki twins still on the loose?” 

“Calm down, Daigo” Sara tried to pacify him “stress will do you no good, but only damage your health. Why don’t you try deep breathing, meditation et al. to calm yourselves, girls? Miss Watanabe now conducts evening classes for working women, why don’t you join?” 

The thought of Miss Watanabe cheered me and Karen a bit. We remembered all the good, fun times we had with her. The woman had such a charming aura around her that one felt better just thinking of her. 

“That’s a good idea” I said “it will give Karen and me a chance to catch up with our favorite teacher”. 

“Talk to her by all means, girls” said Sara “but please don’t tell them who you really are. The case is unresolved as yet”. 

“No harm shall come out of confiding in Miss Watanabe” Daigo said “we used to consider her an elder sister-figure”. 

“Yes, she’s an amazing lady” said Karen “but it’s a matter of principle. The secret remains among the four of us until the culprit is nabbed”. 

“Fine, our lips are sealed” I said. 


***

As Daigo and I walked into our college building, we were engulfed by feelings of nostalgia. This was the spacious campus within which Daigo and I had played our pranks. This was the place within which we had made an attempt to study. This was the haven with in which we had met and fallen in love with our soul mates. Our initial days in college had been such carefree ones; 

Daigo and I marveled at the series of events that had forced us to grow up overnight and also transform into women. Today we had dressed in the hyper feminine style Naomi and Kaori seem to have patronized. Our dresses were made of delicate floral prints and the makeup comprised of nude, natural shades. Daigo and I had chosen simple white high heeled shoes for the day. We looked more like Naomi and Kaori Suzuki than usual. 

We walked to the hall on the second floor where Miss Watanabe held her classes. Two or three students sat on the benches quietly, apparently waiting for Miss Watanabe to begin classes. 

Miss Watanabe stood at her table, bending over an Ikebana arrangement. She wore tawny leather pants, sleeveless forest green top and brown sandals. Her gorgeous straight hair, left loose as always, brushed her smooth shoulders. Her profile was turned towards me and Daigo; she was much more stunning than we remembered her. 

We knocked and entered the hall. As we approached the desk, Miss Watanabe’s face turned she had seen two ghosts. Beads of sweat appeared on her forehead and she started trembling uncontrollably. 

“Is everything okay?” I asked concerned. 

“Yes, of course” Miss Watanabe said forcing herself to smile (which resulted in a ghastly grimace) “how may I help you?” 

“We wish to join your Ikebana classes please” said Daigo “and origami and kickboxing too”. 

“Sure” replied Miss Watanabe opening her register “Names please?” 

“Naomi and Kaori Suzuki” I said “from Chiba”. 

Miss Watanabe started as I said the above words. She tried to write down our names, but her hands quivered so much that she dropped the pen. 

“I’m sorry, it’s been a stressful week” she apologized as I bent down, picked up the pen and handed it to her “I think my blood sugar levels are going down”. 

“Hypoglycemia is common these days” I said handing Miss Watanabe a candy “hopefully; this should make you feel better”. 

The color returned to Miss Watanabe’s cheeks once she’d eaten the candy. Still, she appeared far from comfortable. She kept casting surreptitious glances in mine and Riko’s direction. Her behavior didn’t change the next evening too. 

“What’s wrong with her?” Daigo wondered out loud “why is she so…nervous?” 

“I’ve no idea” I said shrugging “must be stress. Affects the best of them these days. I assume she is suffering from an anxiety disorder. I hope she sees a doctor soon”. 

“Should we suggest it to her?” asked Daigo “after all, she has helped us many times in the past”. 

“That’s not a good idea” I said “after all; technically we are strangers to her yet. We could talk to her about it when we get better acquainted” 

“Alright, buddy” said Daigo. 

On the third day, Miss Watanabe became chatty with us. She smiled a lot and told us about herself and her interests. She also asked us about ourselves and Daigo and I stuck only to the facts we knew about Naomi and Kaori. 

“You know what, girls” Miss Watanabe said during our conversation “the two of you are excellent at Ikebana and Origami…someday you’ll make two men very good wives…but, you’re lagging behind in kickboxing. And you know how important self-defense is for women these days. Of course, Japan has a low crime rate, but you might need self-defense skills if you travel to other parts of the world…” 

“True, ma’am” I said “how do you suggest we improve?” 

“Watch Youtube videos” advised Miss Watanabe “practice your moves. If you’re free at 9: 30

pm tomorrow, I will be ready to give only the two of you extra lessons. Tomorrow is Sunday, but I’m free post 9 pm”. 

“Do you think the university hall will be open on a holiday?” Daigo asked skeptically. 

“I’m not sure” said Miss Watanabe “but we’ll still have the terrace. Why don’t we meet their at 9: 30 pm sharp tomorrow night? The terrace is cool, breezy and pleasant at that hour”. 

“Sure, ma’am” Daigo and I said in unison “see you tomorrow night” 


***

At 9:15 pm, Daigo and I stood at the sprawling terrace of our university. We’d found the gate locked, but the security guard who was lodged within the campus recognized us as students of Miss Watanabe and had let us in. Currently, dressed in matching grey slacks and sleeveless pink t-shirts, Daigo and I waited for our teacher’s arrival. 

The university clock showed 9: 35 pm, but Miss Watanabe had still not arrived. An ominous hush had fallen on the campus. Not a leaf moved. The cool autumn air had started getting chilly. 

“I wish Miss Watanabe had called us over to her house” I said feeling uneasy for some reason “I don’t like this place”. 

“I don’t like it either” said Daigo “and it’s getting ice cold even in autumn”. 

“Wish we had worn something warmer…like a sweatshirt” I said. 

“Yeah…” said my friend moving her feet uneasily. 

I checked my watch. It showed quarter to 10. Miss Watanabe had still not shown up. 

“You know what” I said to Daigo “I don’t think she’s going to come. Something urgent must have come up”. 

“You have her phone number, right?” asked Daigo “why don’t you try calling her?” 

“That’s impossible!” I said “Miss Watanabe had given her phone number to Haruto Tanaka, not to Naomi Suzuki!” 

“Right, I forgot” laughed Daigo “so, what do you suggest we do?” 

“I suggest we go home, watch TV and then go off to sleep” I said. 

“Very good suggestion” said Daigo and both of us headed towards the staircase door. Just as we were about to enter it, a hooded and masked figure appeared from behind the door and made a dash for us. The deathly 7 inch knife he clasped glinted in the neon light. Daigo and I stumbled backwards in shock and then quickly rose to our feet. Our attacker was quick—he struck again, but only succeeded in hurting my right arm. Daigo tried to intervene, but the attacker aimed an expert kick at her jaw. The attacker then proceeded to try and plunge the knife into me and Daigo by turns. He had nearly succeeded in stabbing Daigo in the stomach, when I aimed a straight kick at his hand. The knife was dislodged from the attacker’s hand and went flying several meters away. 

Daigo and I lost no time in catching hold of the attacker and pinning him down by the arms. I finally found my breath and lowered his mask. Daigo and I found ourselves staring at the pale, haunted face of Miss Watanabe. 


***

My head was swimming. Nothing made sense. What the hell was our favorite teacher doing with a sharp 7 inch knife? Why in the world had she attacked us? 

“You two can’t be alive” said Miss Watanabe hysterically “I’d held you under water until you died. Yes, I’d done it with my own two arms. And I had also dragged your bodies to the shore. 

You two had stopped breathing…yes; I had left only after guaranteeing that the two of you were dead….” 

“What are you talking about, Miss Watanabe?” asked Daigo confused “you seem to in a state of delusion…” I gestured her to keep quiet. Miss Watanabe obviously had more to say. 

“I’d seduced and married your old father only because he was a rich businessman with a weak heart” continued Miss Watanabe “he’d told me he was a childless divorce, the lying bastard. 

After enduring the dull bastard for 12 whole months, I quietly poisoned him with arsenic. The family physician thought it was a case of normal death and that my husband had died of heart failure. Suzuki had no parents or siblings, so I thought I’d inherit his entire property….” 

Daigo and I exchanged shocked glances. We couldn’t believe what our favorite teacher was saying. I prayed for all this to be a dream….but it was too real to be one. 

“The attorney came to see me after his death” continued Miss Watanabe in a mad, feverish way

“I played the bereaved widow very well. Everyone felt sorry for me. It was then the attorney told me that Suzuki had two daughters,…you two, who were studying in Chiba at that time . I could see half of Suzuki’s property slipping away from my hands…

“But I wasn’t going to let that happen. I came to Chiba and befriended you two. Your daddy had told you girls about me, hadn’t he? You girls were glad to finally meet the stepmother you had only heard of, but had never met. We went to Inage Beach late one night…you girls didn’t want to enter the water as you didn’t know how to swim…but I persuaded you…what gullible little fools you were…after that it was easy….” a sinister smile tugged the corners of Miss Watanabe’s lips. The face I’d once considered beautiful had taken on cruel, hideous contours…

It all suddenly fit in now. Miss Watanabe’s sleep-deprived eyes on the morning of Feb 14th. The fresh long scratch on her arm that had apparently been made by “an ailing relative’s cat”…. 

“I had scratched you while trying to save myself” I said taking a shot in the dark “so, I’m sure your DNA was found under my nails. Also, in this particular case, the obvious suspect would have been the stepmother. Then, why have they still not arrested you?” 

“After identifying a suspect, the police have the authority to exercise some discretion in determining the next step” said Miss Watanabe with a triumphant look on her face “the police knew it was me. Yet they dropped the case…I put my charm to good use; men are susceptible to it. All I had to do was sleep with the head of the crime branch once….” 

“And I continued to live the life I had chosen even when Suzuki was living. I had married a millionaire, yet continued with my job. I love money…but I also like being close to youngsters…teaching in the university made me feel alive and fulfilled…also, I was hoping to meet my next millionaire here…a rich widowed father of a student, perhaps?” Miss Watanabe went into spasms of loud, uncontrollable laughter. 

Since Miss Watanabe didn’t have the knife in her possession anymore, Daigo and I left her free. 

Miss Watanabe strolled up and down the terrace a few times and then casually sat down on the low parapet. She met my eye and gave me an angelic smile. 

“So basically, you have got away with three murders” I said caustically “and are also living a free, happy life”. 

“I was” said Miss deliriously “but good things don’t last forever. You girls have come to haunt me…I haven’t had a moment’s peace since you two have returned…you will continue to haunt and harass me for the rest of my life…” 

Before Daigo and I realized what was happening, Miss Watanabe had thrown herself, backwards, from the parapet. We rushed to rescue her, but it was too late. Miss Watanabe fell off the 13 floor building and died on spot. 


***

Even though Miss Watanabe had turned out to be a murderess, Daigo and I mourned her. After

all, she had once been a charming elder sister-figure to us. 

“Had our reflexes been faster, maybe we could have saved her” said Daigo regretfully. 

“Maybe we should have stopped her from sitting on the parapet” I said sorrowfully. 

“Come on, guys” said the sensible Sara “she was meant to go. There was nothing you could have done to save her”. 

“Also, this was God’s way of meting of justice” said Karen “Miss Watanabe had killed her trusting husband and his two innocent daughters. I hope their souls are at peace now” 

“Rest in Peace” Sara, I and Daigo said, genuinely praying for the souls of Naomi and Kaori Suzuki and their father. 

After a minute’s silence, I said:

“Now that our mission of bringing justice to the departed souls has been accomplished, Daigo and I can’t continue pretending to be Naomi and Kaori” I said “we have to have new female names. Any ideas?” 

“I’ll call you Honey” said Sara planting a kiss on my cheek. 

“And I’ll call you Sweetie” said Karen chucking Daigo under the chin. 

“And we shall love you forever” chorused Daigo and I and enclosed our sweethearts in a never-ending embrace. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Introduction: Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18 year old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo to study history. The best buddies fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen. Sara and Karen don’t reciprocate the boys’ interest. 

In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. Their elegant Ikebana teacher, Miss Anna Watanabe, help the boys dress as Lolitas. 

Pretending to be women, the two buddies succeeded in befriending their respective romantic interests. Haruto receives much unwanted attention from the lecherous hostel manager, Genji Yamada. Rejecting Yamada’s advances comes with a massive price for Haruto and his friend. 

The two guys get embroiled in a tricky situation: the only way out of it is to begin HRT and later undergo SRS to really transform into women. 

Character Profile Descriptions:

Haruto Tanaka (Honey): is the protagonist of the story. He is an 18 year old boy with a smooth porcelain complexion, a high bridge nose and soft, feminine features. He is of average height (5’7) and has a not-too-muscular body. Haruto is mischievous, but is also kind and sensitive. His love for Sara makes him studious and disciplined. When Haruto notices that even positive changes in him haven’t impressed Sara, he hatches a plot. He and his friend dress as women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory in order to get close to their love interests. 

Daigo Nakamura (Sweetie): is Haruto’s best friend. The two have been inseparable since childhood. Hailing from the south of Japan, Daigo is darker than Haruto. He is tall, muscular and has a small nose. He too is of average height. Daigo too is a prankster, but has a heart of gold. He happens to fall in love with Karen, Sara’s best friend. Karen doesn’t show any interest in Daigo. 

In order to win her over, Daigo agrees to Haruto’s plan. He too dresses as a woman and seeks admission in the dormitory the two girls are staying in. 

Sara Saito: is the protagonists’ lady love. Sara isn’t a conventional Japanese beauty: she’s got dark skin, a square face and a voluptuous figure. Yet she is considered attractive. She’s intelligent, articulate, well-dressed and kind. Sara falls in love Haruto when he is dressed as a woman. Sara is not concerned about her lover’s gender; she is ready to accept a person irrespective of whether they are male and female. When Haruto and Daigo get embroiled in deep, dark trouble, Sara suggests gender change as a means of escape. 

Karen Takahashi: is Sara’s best friend. Karen is fair, small and petite. She sports the Sweet Lolita look and behaves in a cute, sugary manner like a little girl. Karen’s compassion for abandoned animals makes Daigo fall in love with her. Karen rejects Daigo’s advances, but falls in love with him later, when he’s dressed as a young woman. Karen quietly supports Daigo through all the troubles he subsequently goes through. 

Anna Watanabe: is Haruto’s Ikebana/Origami/Kickboxing teacher. She is about 40 years old. 

Miss Watanabe has a perfect hour glass figure, an elegant understated sense of dressing and a friendly charming manner. She is very popular with the students, many of whom are infatuated by her. During Haruto and Daigo’s initial days in Tokyo, Miss Watanabe guides them to the best eateries. Soon, she becomes an elder-sister figure to the boys and even helps them dress as women. 

Maiko Yamada: is the warden of the university-affiliated women’s dormitory. Mrs. Yamada is in her 50s, is tall, slim and expensively dressed. She is a respectable no-nonsense woman who believes that young women should get jobs only after graduating. She insists on strict discipline in the dormitory. 

Genji Yamada: is the manager of the women’s dorm and also Maiko’s husband. Yamada too is in his 50s, is short, squat and flashily dressed. He is a lecherous guy who develops an attraction towards Haruto when the latter is dressed as a woman. He makes indecent proposals and advances towards Haruto, which the latter rejects. The rejection spurs Yamada’s ire, who vows to take revenge against Haruto. Yamada’s subsequent actions change the course of Haruto’s and Daigo’s young lives. 

Yukihiro Suzuki: is an elderly automobile exporter who is charmed by and is married to a younger woman. He is subsequently poisoned by his wife who plans to amass his entire fortune. 

Naomi and Kaori Suzuki: are Yukihiro Suzuki’s 19 year old non-identical twin daughters. 

Naomi is tall for a girl (5’7), is fair and has a high-bridged nose. Her twin, Kaori, is also 5’7, but is dark and has a smaller nose. Both the girls study business administration in Chiba and haven’t met their father for a year. They are elated by the fact that their father has re-married and can’t wait to meet their stepmother. 

-----

Books by Yu Sakurazawa
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[Recently Published]

Impersonators:go out for wool and come home shorn

Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18 year old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo. They fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen, but the girls don’t reciprocate the boys’

interest. 

In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. 

Missing in Nepal:forced feminization into damsel in distress

Reuben Young is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Reuben hails from Colorado, but studies in a university in Tokyo. He is of average height (5’8), has copper-colored hair and beautiful brown eyes. Though Reuben is Caucasian, he has 1/8 of Japanese blood in him, which gives his face a a soft, feminine quality. 

Feminine Desire: a monk who failed to be a nun

Fabian is an 18 year old monk living in a secluded monastery at Montserrat. Ever since he was 10 years old, Fabian has experienced an overwhelming desire to dress and behave like a girl. One day the head of the monastery, requests Fabian to accompany him to Barcelona. Rev. Jovel sends Fabian to fetch him ginger from Santa Caterina Market. Fabian starts wandering the streets of Barcelona and finds himself in the notorious area of El Raval in the night. He spots a woman called Reneta (a prostitute) and asks her for directions to his hotel. Subsequently, Fabian witnesses her murder, and the murderer has seen Fabian. Fabian’s life is now in danger. He is forced to be disguised as a woman and call himself “Flavia” to protect himself. 

Forbidden - Transgender Horror  series

Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis

Liam Bailey is the 19 year old protagonist of the story. Liam is a British citizen with Nordic looks: pale translucent skin, fair hair and eyes, which are as transparent as ice. Liam has been taking ballet classes for years, but is still not a great dancer. This is owing to the fact that he is too lean and weak to perform the pas de deux (a ballet movement, which entails carrying female dancers over the head). After joining the Sokolov Academy of Ballet in Russia, Liam falls in love with its scion cum principal, Anya Petrovna. He eventually comes under Anya’s trance and is transformed into a beautiful young woman called Lisa. 

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. 

The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

Forbidden Gift

Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. 

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

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Island

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

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment

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

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

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform  series

A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre

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

with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the

two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. 

Finn O’Brien is a 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. 

The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

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

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex

trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. 

He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. 

Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. 

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

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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

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

Hijra, the Third Gender  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that

he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into “Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of “Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Transgender Sleuth  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from

cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. 

Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

Other Books

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. 

When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find

her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25

year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

“massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. 

While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie

star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

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

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

This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. 

The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called ‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying ‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 

Dreams Don't Die

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

union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. 

Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

growing senile? 

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. 

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. 

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. 

The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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