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Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Chapter 1 - The Recurring Dream

It was sultry and drizzling like usual. The night turned a deeper, more mysterious black. I tossed restlessly in my slumber. There it was again, sitting in the periphery of my sleep and wakefulness: the symbol. A small round pink circle with an equilateral cross beneath. As the symbol danced swirled and gyrated, my eyelids fluttered. Of course, I knew it was a lucid dream, but it was impossible to get away from it. It had frequented me repeatedly over the past year and I was beginning to get rather weary of it.

It was, by no means, a scary dream. Just repetitive, persuasive and leech-like.

I woke up and sat up in my sleeveless white banyan and striped jockey shorts. The guys I shared my bachelor’s pad with, Ben Hayashi and Tony Gonzalez, were already up, getting ready for soccer practice. Damn! The stupid dream had me late again. I couldn’t curse it enough.

I exchanged a high-five with the two boys as was our custom. ‘We need you out there, boss’ said the darkly handsome Gonzales ‘please don’t bail out on us’.

‘Well, I am not sure I’ll make it on time’ I said groaning ‘You guys carry on. And Hayashi, remember to shoot wide rather than high’.

‘Aye, Aye captain’ replied Hayashi, his eyes, tanned brown face and every spike of his straight needle-like hair, earnest.

The boys turned to go. Just when they had got to the patio, Gonzalez turned back and asked:

‘Was it the dream again?’

I sighed and nodded. The boys knew that I had a repetitive dream; a dream that made me break into cold sweat and evoke all curses I had in my repertoire, but I hadn’t told them the actual substance of it. I just didn’t feel comfortable enough. Thankfully, the guys didn’t prod.

At this point, I realized what a lucky man I was to have these two boys as chums. As I stripped and walked down to the bathroom, I realized that I was fortunate in more ways than one. At 5’8, I may not have been the tallest boy in Alabama, but I was certainly the most handsome one. I had a beautiful tanned well-toned body, with sinewy arms, legs and a torso that tapered down and melded perfectly with the groin region. My hair was sandy brown, eyes ‘a kindly grey’, nose a little too flat for conventional beauty and a sexily askew mouth. Personality-wise, I thought of myself as a “manly” guy; one who could score a goal, loved his drink and robust male company. I had always had a secret aversion to anything remotely girlish touching me. Once when I was asleep, my childhood friend Emily had varnished my toes with a seductive crimson and I had woken up, baying like a blood hound. I wouldn’t rest until I had rubbed that darn thing off my toes, with a piece of cotton and nail paint remover. The sight of the godforsaken thing peeling off in bloodied layers, revealing my natural inwardly curled white nails brought me a sense of relief I couldn’t describe. Yes, I couldn’t rest until the last clinging hues of femininity were wiped off me.

There was another instance in which my Gonzalez and Hayashi had dragged me to a queer bar, where a guy dressed as a girl was strutting his stuff on stage. He had, in a moment of inspiration, decided to sway down and perch himself on my lap. The sight of his low-cut dress designed to exhibit virtually non-existent cleavage, the hideous blond wig pulled down his lantern like face, his fluttering fake-eye lashes and lethal six inch stilettos had me quite freaked out. There were a few female cross-dressers too, all bound and packed. They sported crew cuts, dressed in men’s shirts and trousers and sloshed down one drink after another. I didn’t understand all this new stuff about fluidity of genders or, for that matter, homosexuality. For me there were only two genders, the male and the female, and each was attracted to the opposite.

Dressed in khaki trousers, a navy blue top, and sneakers, I headed straight to the physics lab. My lab partner and best buddy from childhood, Emily Marin was already there, conducting an experiment with a laser. Emily was a tall, gorgeous blonde with sea green eyes, but I had never felt sexually attracted to her. Last year, Emily had suggested we start dating, but I had refused. It was hardly possible to go out with someone whom you loved as a sister. Emily had appreciated the honesty. After that one time, she had never broached the topic. Thankfully, the incident hadn’t created any awkwardness between us.

Presently, Emily glanced at my haggard, sleep-deprived face. She immediately knew. ‘The circle with the handle bothering you again?’ she asked in a grim voice.

I shrugged to indicate a ‘Yes, you’re right’.

‘O Leon…’ Emily’s face was beseeching ‘Why don’t you take my advice for once, and go and see Naomi?’.

‘Who?’ I sniggered contemptuously ‘that mumbo-jumbo woman?’

‘Naomi is an incredibly talented psychic and I’ve told you that’ said Emily with her mouth set in an angry line. She glowered at me from behind those magnificent sea green eyes ‘For Christ sake Leon, drop that attitude’.

‘It isn’t an attitude’ I said getting argumentative in turn ‘It’s called being rational. I am a man who studies matter and its motion through space and time. I buy a theory only if it is validated by objective observations and repeated experimentations. Frankly speaking, as a woman of science, so should you!’.

‘I was like you until last year’ Emily burst out ‘until I couldn’t cope with the host of problems that I was drowning in. Naomi did a reading of my horoscope and told me that my struggles were due to Mars and Mercury being aligned in the same planetary line. She suggested a remedy and lo! my problems were soon history!’

‘That’s great, babe. But it was a fluke!’

‘Tell me, tell me, Leon’ said Emily in an impassioned tone ‘what did people in the olden days think an eclipse was?’

‘They interpreted it as a sign from the Gods’.

‘Exactly’ said Emily ‘And what do we know it as today?’

‘Well, we understand it as phenomena of either a planet or a star passing in front of the sun or the moon’.

‘There you are!’ said Emily clapping her hand as if to prove a point ‘Just because people of yore didn’t know what the eclipse was, they didn’t dismiss it. And that it responsible for our complete understanding of it today. It’s the same with paranormal phenomena. Just because we don’t understand it doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist’.

‘Ha!’ I snorted incredulous ‘Are you suggesting it comes within the realm of science?’

‘I very much am’ said Emily defiantly, before turning back to her telescope.

The night brought about a restless culmination to the peaceful waking day. Lured by the sultriness of Alabama, I feel into a feverish slumber. Soon the thoughts of my subconscious took me to a forest, lush with foliage. Sparse sunlight that penetrated the trees reflected off olive green leaves and dappled the ground. There it was, beneath a tree, leaning comfortably against the bark: the symbol. The haunting pink symbol, with an equilateral cross extended beneath it like a handle. As I tossed and turned restively, the persistent symbol transmuted into a shapely hour-glass dribbling sand from its upper compartment to the lower. With an irrational certainty that occurs only in dreams, I knew I was the hourglass. Just then, a unicorn, white and petite as a floating cloud, came towards me and caressed her scrolled horn against my body gently and erotically. As I caressed the whorled horn, I knew with unsurpassed certainty that I loved her more passionately and deeply than I had ever loved anyone. There was a rustling among the leaves, indicating the presence of an intruder. I instinctively knew he was someone who was bubbling with uncontainable rage and jealously. Before I could react, the assailant arched his bow and released an arrow, aiming it straight at my lover. As the arrow pierced the unicorn’s heart, she gasped. The legs beneath her soon turned into a gelatinous mass. She fell down dead. As red blood gushed off her white body, I was seized with ineffable grief. Slowly, inexplicably, I--the hourglass, turned into a liquid, circumfluous mass before disintegrating into nothingness….

The dream had a profoundly disturbing influence on me. While the other dream had irked me like a dull nagging headache, this one made me dysfunctional. I couldn’t concentrate on lab, lectures, soccer or golf anymore. The dream also haunted my waking consciousness. It barged in repeatedly in front of my eyes in the form of flashes. The dream became so vivid during my waking hours that I’d have visions of actually transforming into the hour-glass, feeling unbelievably aroused when the unicorn sensually rubbed herself against me. My heart would flood with a metaphysical romantic love and devotion, almost bordering on worship. I would feel ineffably frightened at the prospect of the treacherous concealed hunter looking at my beloved murderously. Then the deathly poisoned arrow would come flitting past, piercing her heart. My love’s heart. My beloved’s heart! My Goddess’s heart! Oh! Such was the grief, such was the agony that it caused me, that I would turn into a dribbling weeping mess in the midst of whatever I was doing or wherever I was: at the bus stop, in the class room, at the physics lab or in my apartment that I shared with the other guys.

The strain showed in my physical appearance too. I, who was 175 pounds lost a significant amount of weight. My previously well-fitting clothes, hung loosely on my emaciated frame. Lack of nutrition and sleep rendered my face thin and haggard. I had dark circles under my eyes. I had also given up dressing in the natty sharp style in which I used to and languished in a pair of worn-out slacks and a t-shirt that had seen better days. My usually neat dark brown hair looked as if a tornado had swept through it.

People showed incredulousness at the champion of the college behaving in a sissy manner. Emily, my loyal understanding friend, tried to speak to me, but I avoided her. Not that I meant to be rude, but there was an obstacle that prevented me from discussing my feelings. Gonzalez and Hayashi tried to talk to me, but I wouldn’t open up to them either. Concerned, they tried to phone my parents. As usual, there was no response. Mom and dad had always been careless, emotionally distant parents, and divorce had made it worse. Besides, they didn’t exactly think a man of 20 would be in need of any kind of parental guidance.

Some force in me, the existence of which I was unaware of took me to see Naomi. It happened on impulse, so I didn’t have the time to tell anyone. Nor did I actually feel the inclination to tell anyone. As I passed the numerous houses, I beheld yellow blossoms on forsythia bushes. Purple blossoms and redbud tress flanked me as I drove along the highway. Beautiful red breasted robins were found perched on tree branches. Spring was here. Yet, it was still quite nippy. I had to wipe the frost off my old jalopy before I started the engine and began moving towards Naomi’s house.


Chapter 2 - The Bewitching Psychic
83, May Blossoms Lane wasn’t very far from where I was put up. After a bit of detours, reverses and stopping to ask for directions, I managed to reach my destination. It was a quaint locality with wide streets, flanked on all sides with fragrant red crape myrtles and cassia trees with yellow blossoms. The houses on Blossoms Lane, I noticed, were quite different from the others in Alabama.
Naomi’s house was a cute little cottage built in white, with a little shingled roof. The door and the windows of the house were painted in red. As I opened the white painted swivel gate and went in, I saw a charming little Japanese rock garden with sward and rocks. To either side of the pathway were pale peach apricot drift rose and dramatic bleeding red Loropetalum bushes. An autumn cherry tree with elegant white flowers stood at the back of the house like a big protective sentinel. At its diametrically opposite end, was the blue moon wisteria with magical blue flowers.
As I reached the door, a passing gust of wind touched the wind chimes hung at the door, making it swirl with a melodious tingle. I noticed that the wind chime was comprised of cranes, a bird; I’d heard represented a long life in Japan. To one side of the wind chime, stood an “Oni” mask, which consisted of a symbolic representation of a demon with large bulbous eyes, sharp teeth and exaggerated features. From what I had read in books, these demons were used to represent both the good and the bad.
At the side of the house was a board that read ‘Naomi Ito, Lawyer and Psychic’ and proceeded to list all the psychic services that Naomi offered. They were as follows: Psychic, spiritual healing, extrasensory perception, telepathy, clairvoyance, prophecy, astrology and numerology. Until now, I was under the impression that people who claimed to be psychics, or, for that matter, the superstitious, were uneducated, of a poor IQ and a low socioeconomic background. However, Naomi’s apparent qualifications and status made me change my mind. To have become an attorney in the US, Naomi would have had to be especially competent and qualified.Going by this, my skeptical mind began to have a rethink and my faith in the psychic whom Emily had fiercely defended was reinforced.
I rang the door bell and waited with a heart that was suddenly thudding in delicious anticipation. I opened it to be confronted by a girl, whom I could swear was the loveliest I had seen in my life. She was petite, 5’3 or so, and had a slender yet rounded body. Hers was the sweetest face I had ever seen on any woman. Going by the name, I knew Naomi was of Japanese origin, but was taken aback by how much she adhered to her culture. To be in sync with the spring, Naomi was dressed in a light cotton yukata (or a summer kimono that also serves as a bathrobe), tabi or socks and thronged footwear. In one petite hand, she carried a sensu (or a foldable fan). Naomi’s long smooth hair was tied into a chignon and held in place with the aid of two apple-green bun-sticks. Her face was smooth and white and free of make-up. She had delicate little features and a dainty little mouth. It was a little difficult to say how old she was, but I estimated her to be in her mid twenties. In my mind, the term “psychic” had evoked images of an old formidable looking dame slathered with layers of make-up and a heavy aura; therefore Naomi’s sweet youth came as a surprise.
The surprise must have shown on my face, for the girl’s face cracked in the most mesmerizing smile, revealing even pomegranate like teeth. As I stood next to her, I became aware of the plentitude of energies vibrating through the splendorous creature. I perceived that this woman didn’t belong to any particular sign of the zodiac, but had, instead, harmonized and inculcated the beautiful features of all the twelve signs within her. The four elements of nature?earth, fire, water and ether?had distributed themselves harmoniously within her, and vibrated perfectly. Naomi had clearly recognized the movements of various planets and flow of various energies and had learnt to use them to serve her in the best possible manner.
Naomi was as devoid of self-consciousness as a child can be. In a movement that was immensely touching, she took my hand and led me inside her house. The touch of her warm hand against my own sent jolts of pleasurable electricity through my body. Like any young American guy, I had had my share of sexual experiences with women. However, none of my girlfriends had created the impression this woman had unintentionally conveyed. No calculated kisses made my nerve endings tingle as much as Naomi’s innocent, childlike touch, free of guile or ulterior motives. No number of warm lips closed over the bulge of my manhood, licking and sucking on it until I had had an orgasm, had the erotic quality of this young woman’s uncalculated touch. Suddenly, it seemed to me that there was nothing unnatural about Naomi’s move. It was the only thing she could have done under the circumstances. It was as natural as the ripple of waves in a flowing stream, the accumulation of clouds or the drizzling of rain after the completion of each hydrological cycle. No words were exchanged; neither of us felt the urge to speak.
Another aspect that I was surprised to note was a sense of deja vu, or rather, of intense comfortable familiarity with Naomi, as if I had known her for a lifetime. Even though I did date women, I was a little shy at first. It did take me some time to break the ice and warm up. Usually, it was my habit to use humor to dispel any sense of uneasiness that comes about when two new people meet. But I wasn’t required to do so with Naomi. I was totally devoid of a mask in front of this woman, didn’t have to hide behind a fake smile or forced conversations. I felt as free and easy as the day I was born. All I had to do was to waft through the beauteous glories of inhalation and exhalation and go with the beauteous flow that was life. For the first time in my life, I didn’t have to act. I just had to be myself.
Naomi’s room was a compact one, painted a blood red. A soft light emanating from a hooded bulb above gave the place a cozy, yet enigmatic aura. Heavy draperies in gold and a rich green partitioned curtain separated the living hall from what I presumed were other rooms. A bookshelf boasting of many a volume on spirituality, faith healing etc stood at the left of the room, beside which lay an ikebana flower arrangement. Naomi’s innumerable extrasensory skills were, once again, listed on a silk cloth in elegant black calligraphy. Typical Japanese folk music, with an assortment of musical instruments like lutes, drums, bells and flutes played its soothing strains in the background. A huge ebony table stood at the center of the room. On it stood a large crystal ball, raised to a height by a little pedestal. An antique ebony stool with a sinuous, creeper like series of stands conjoined to make a single sturdy leg stood at one end of the ebony table. This was presumably for the psychic to sit on. At the opposite end of the table, was a vintage mahogany chair, green embroidered cushions, four sturdy intricately carved legs and a sensuously swelling armrest. This chair, I presumed, was for the client. I saw a statue of the Buddha, a few sacred beads and a pack of tarot and angel cards on one side of the table.
Naomi gesticulated that I take the chair and perched herself on the stool. The absence of a backrest in the stool aligned Naomi’s posture in such a way that her upper body thrust out a little. I didn’t mean to ogle, but I couldn’t help noticing how perfect and well-formed her breasts were. Since the stool Naomi was poised on was at a slightly higher elevation than mine, I noticed the smallness of her waist and the lusciousness of her thighs. As some kind of a preliminary ritual, Naomi wiped the table with a piece of cloth. While she was engrossed in the task, I noticed the benevolence of her heart-shaped face, her benign arched brows and tiny nose that escaped being sharp by a whisker. As much as I tried to concentrate on Naomi’s forehead or an impersonal spot on the wall, my gaze kept returning to and running over her body. It is true that I was drawn to her, but Naomi’s winsome physicality didn’t evoke in me the desire to grab, grope, roughly kiss or take her with lust like I usually did the other girls. Maybe this is too personal to admit, but where lovemaking was concerned, I was usually the dominant. However, Naomi evoked a different kind of desire in me--one of devotion and the desire to be led rather than to lead. I wanted the beautiful psychic to play the huntress, where as I, wanted to be her prey. Even though she was slight, I had fantasies of feeling Naomi’s weight on top of me, riding the waves of ecstasy…Her rosebud mouth on top of mine, plundering it… Her hypnotic eyes were presently looking at me with such intensity, that I nearly went into a psychedelic trance, wanting with all my body, heart and soul to please, satisfy and even worship this woman.
‘So, what’s the problem?’ Naomi’s voice was like smooth velvet in the semi-darkness.
I told her about the recurrent dream about the circle with the equilateral cross. Then, I made a narration of the rather complex extension to the repetitive dream I had been having: one that had reduced me to the state of a living cadaver.
‘I can see it has been taking a toll on you’ said Naomi. Her gazelle-like dark eyes looking into mine were empathic, so much so that I felt that she was deeply probing into my soul and was identifying and even experiencing feelings that I might have blocked for some reason. As she did so, I had a singularly absurd thought: Naomi and I was one person. I felt, with a certain absurd certainty, that we breathed air through the same nasal passage, imbibed water through the same opening and that the same life-blood throbbed in our veins. Ours was a liaison that went beyond the mere physical plane and reached the transcendental. It was a bond that went beyond the present to many centuries. As these thoughts ran through my head, I felt ineffably ashamed. Such blabbering definitely didn’t behoove a man of science; one who didn’t accept anything unless it was corroborated by evidence, scoffed at concepts such as soul, afterlife and reincarnation.
Tenderly, yet with the confidence of proprietorship, the young psychic took my right hand in hers. With studious concentration of her tip-tilted eyes, she studied the lines and bumps that comprised it. As her soft flesh touched my own coarse one, I had the delectable feeling of becoming one with Naomi. The lines that separate two individuals became blurred in my mind; Naomi and I were just one fluid soul sharing two different bodies. Then Naomi’s lovely eyebrows furrowed a little, her shapely white hands reached out for the deck of tarot cards in front of her and shuffled it.
‘Pick one’ she urged.
I reached out and took the one that seemed to rise in a three-dimensional way above the others. I handed the card to the medium.
‘The High Priestess’ she said as if the card confirmed what she thought my dream symbolized and corroborated what the reading of my palm told her ‘It is representative of the revelation of a secret’.
I waited perplexed. Obviously, there was more to come.
‘The symbol that you repeatedly see in your dreams, the circle with an equilateral cross under it is a symbolic representation of the hand mirror of Goddess Venus’ Naomi said enigmatically ‘It is the representation of femininity’.
What Naomi was saying seemed to be true enough. On second thoughts, I had seen this sort of a symbol on women’s restrooms, on banners of women’s organizations and parades raising awareness about breast cancer. But I was as mystified as ever. What did the symbol have to do with an alpha male like me?’
‘While you were growing up’ Naomi asked ‘did you ever feel the desire to dress up in female clothing, use your mother’s cosmetics and play with dolls?’
‘Certainly not!’ I laughed heartily ‘I was a boyish boy who liked his rough-and-tumble play, trucks and soccer!’
‘That might have been when you were already conditioned to adhere to norms of the male gender’ Naomi persisted.
She asked me to lay supine in my chair, inhale and exhale deeply and completely relax my body.
‘What does this have to do with my dream? What does it have to do with anything for that matter?’ I asked impatiently. Yet I obliged. When every sinew in my body was relaxed, Naomi started taking me farther and farther back in my childhood. Her voice was soft and silky, yet carried within it powerful hints of suggestion. My entire life: the adolescence spent seducing the girls, bonding with other males; childhood spent being ‘the perfect boy’ who was the pride of his military colonel father flit in front of my mind. Naomi took me farther and farther backwards until my subconscious refused to move farther backward. ‘Go back, Leon’ Naomi urged softly ‘Go back to the time when you were a young child of three. You don’t have to be afraid anymore. I am here to protect you’.
Naomi’s words were soothing. Yet I couldn’t. I wriggled, writhed and struggled like a man submerged below the surface of water, drowning and gasping for breath. Naomi placed a light reassuring palm on my shoulder. The touch of her warm skin on mine worked like magic. I saw, as vividly as if it was today, a child. In a moment, I realized the child was me. I was two and a half years old and mesmerized by something…. It was the sight of my beautiful, sandy-haired mother dressing for her evening out. I could hear the rustle of her mustard taffeta gown and the array of delectable feminine fragrances surrounding her. Enchanted by the air of femininity around it, I walked deeper into her room. It was so different, so much more alluring than the rugged, brutal cigar-smelling air my father had around him. My mother looked at me with her doe’s eyes. My eyes travelled from her to a silk stole that lay beside her. In one childish movement, I swathed myself in it and felt, among the rustle and texture of it, my authentic self. This?was me. I was a part of this delicate feminine world, rather than the rough one I was born in and was being forced to comply with. Just when I was enjoying being draped as my original self, my tall hefty father barged in. ‘Leon, what the hell are you doing?’ he yelled into my startled ears ‘you’re a boy, not a sissy!’. He thwacked my tiny toddler’s rump roughly.
‘William!’ my mother cried shocked ‘He’s just a child!’.
‘Nevertheless’ my father bellowed infuriated ‘He is going against nature by acting effeminate!’. Then he turned to me, and with eyes blazing with smoldering fury drilled: ‘Listen Leon, you’re a boy. You should behave like one and become a man like me. If I ever catch you fooling around with draperies again, I shall burn you alive. Burn me alive. At three, the phrase had connotations so frightening for me that it went beyond the limit of a mere threat. The image came alive and I could see myself surrounded by hot flames.
‘You took your father’s threat to heart’ Naomi said, as if she had witnessed the whole scene along with me ‘After this episode, you were so petrified that you shut the door on your intrinsic femininity. You suppressed what was your real and true self to tried and become what your father expected you to become. What the society expected you to become. However, your subconscious keeps reminding you of your authentic self by spewing repeated images of Goddess Venus’s symbol’.
‘Ha! You’re crazy, woman’ I reacted viciously ‘A sham. I should never have listened to my friend, Emily. I should never have stepped in here. I am a man of science. I don’t have time for your pseudo-psychic mumbo jumbo. Ha! Balderdash!’
Naomi didn’t react. She took the tirade of my insulting words with a calm stoicism, comparable to that of the Buddha. Finally, when the flames of my ire had calmed down, she spoke: ‘I am not casting aspersions on your manhood, Leon’ she said in a level voice ‘I am just pointing out to you your true and basic nature. You must not be ashamed to acknowledge your feminine side. You shouldn’t shy away from accepting it…from embracing it. All humans are, after all, a balance of the yin and the yang: the female and male energies of the universe. It’s just that in your case, the yin, the female energy, is stronger’.
Then I did the most inappropriate thing. I unbuttoned and tore off the shirt I was wearing from. I turned my gleaming, well-toned pectorals towards Naomi with a triumphant,
almost gloating smile. I stood up, walked across the table to her stool, until my body was inches away from hers. ‘Look at me, Madam’ I said indicating my shirtless body ‘I am a hunk of ultra-masculine meat. Oozing testosterone from every pore. Do you still stand by your theory?’
Naomi had stood up. Her eyes met mine in a composed gaze. ‘Yes’ she said steadily. My lunacy, my obstinacy to cling on to my masculine identity was so intense, that I nearly lost control of my gentlemanly manners. I moved closer to Naomi, until I was only inches away from her. She took an inadvertent step backwards. I kept moving towards her until we had reached the bookshelf. Then I pinned her against it. Naomi didn’t panic. She didn’t struggle. But kept on looking at me with cool, unwavering confidence. My first impulse had been to kiss and plunder that small rosebud of a mouth that obviously spewed lies, in what could be interpreted as a caveman approach of proving that I was a bona fide male. However, as I approached Naomi’s lips, hers seized mine. The grip of her dainty lips on mine was strong and vice-like and totally belied her physicality. Naomi continued exerting force until she had parted my reluctant askew lips. As she barged into me, I could feel all elements of the universe?fire, earth, air and ether?enter and vibrate inside me in sensual harmony. Naomi’s tongue that pressed against mine carried within it the soothing benevolence of oatmeal porridge as well as the sharp erotic pungency of salsa picante sauce. As Naomi proceeded to claim my masculinity, I felt I was nearly losing control of my mind. Caught in an inexplicable, irrational devotional frenzy, I slipped down the length of her petite body; until I had reached her soft sock encased feet and fell groveling and slobbering over it.
There was silence at both ends.
Then Naomi took my hand and yanked me up. A gentle understanding smile decked the corner of her lips as she lead me through a short corridor to an 8x10 room painted a deep orange. The right hand corner of the room accommodated a low white wooden divan bed supported by square sturdy practical legs. The room would have otherwise been quite dark, but for a picture window, poised high in the room, creating a perfect balance of light and ventilation. It would have given an unobstructed view of the outdoors had it not been partially covered by the thick dark green drapery embroidered in gold just like the ones I had seen in a living room. To the left of the room was an inbuilt cupboard, which, like the bed, was also, painted a calming white. A shell-colored simple dressing table with a glass to stood right at the center of the room. It had a comb, cosmetics and perfumes arranged on it. The lower part was divided into two drawers. A big broad mirror that stood right in the middle captured both mine and Naomi’s images as we passed it. An ikebana arrangement in a linear pattern, consisting of stems and leaves along with flowers, stood on one corner of the dressing table. The room was fragrant with the scent of incense.
Naomi rummaged in her cupboard and retrieved a kimono.
Kimono, I recalled, was the traditional Japanese dress, usually about 39-43 inches long and 14-15 inches wide. They were T-shaped, straight lined robes with inbuilt collars and capacious sleeves. The hem usually reached until the ankles. From previous reading, I was aware that since men were not expected to tuck their kimonos, the length of the garment they wore was shorter. Going by the additional length of the red brocade kimono Naomi had salvaged from her cupboard , I perceived that the kimono she had retrieved for me was meant for a female. Along with the kimono, Naomi also seemed to have ferreted out accompanying garments which, evidently, made a complete set along with the kimono.
Naomi approached me with fluid gazelle-like grace. She kneeled down on the floor. This posture wasn’t suggestive of demureness or obsequiousness as people usually interpret it to be, but screamed even more so of Naomi’s power. With soft, skillful movements, she encased my large yet artistically sculpted feet with white cotton socks. ‘This is known as the “tabi” in Japanese’ Naomi explained ‘we traditional start assembling the kimono with the sock’. As she slipped the sock on my right foot, her light warm hand accidentally brushed my skin. The touch of her hand sent electricity shooting up my loins. The feeling was so intensely pleasurable that I thought I’d pass out. I regained power over my senses as Naomi slipped a lacy push up bra, padded with falsies, into my arms and fastened at the back in a quick neat movement. I felt incredibly embarrassed when Naomi lowered my briefs and made me step out of it. Before I knew it, a pretty satiny slip of panties was pulled up to my thighs. Languidly, tantalizingly, with an affection that was maternal as well as sexual, Naomi fit a skin-colored top and draped a wraparound skirt around my slender hips. Following this, a pale red garment which Naomi called the ‘under-kimono’ graced my hip and thigh region. It was subsequently fastened with a belt. Preliminaries completed, Naomi finally made me wear the majestic brocade piece, wrapping it from left to right and fastened it with an ornamental sash known as an “Obi” the purpose of which, I understood, was to hold the kimono in and to keep the front closed.
‘There you go’ said Naomi, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction ‘You can stand up and look at yourself in the mirror’.
As I bent low in a bid to propel myself up, I felt the sleeves of the sensual garment brush my wrists. Never in my life had I felt so pampered, so delicate and so….feminine.
I felt wondrous about myself. I suppose my comfort levels in female clothing showed up as the glow in my otherwise emaciated face and sudden suppleness in my weary body. The red and gold of the brocade provided a delicious contrast to my slightly tanned golden skin. The push-up bras and falsies provided a rounded flattering contour to my body and the underskirt of the kimono brushed tantalizingly against my hips.
In spite of having a physique that was slightly larger than the average females’, the kimono suited me well. In spite of the broad athletic sinewy frame that I had inherited from my dad, there was a certain delicate quality to my skin and a daintiness of bone that made me look quite winsome even while dressed in female clothing. In my mind’s eye, I envisaged a time when my sandy brown hair would grow long and lush like my mother’s and kiss and fondle the back of my knees.
I was seized by a feeling, a centering so definite; that I instinctively knew Naomi was right. I had, all along, been a female trapped in a man’s body, but had, due to the strict military upbringing by my father, suppressed my tendencies to a dangerous extent. I had swung to the other end of the pendulum had had become a ‘macho male’ with vengeance. However, the female streak in me had been so strong that it had chosen to barge out and unleash itself through my dreams.
‘Thank you’ I said to Naomi, and then whispered ‘I think you were right, about the yin in me being stronger than the yang’.
‘Not so quickly’ an undercurrent of coquetry could be detected beneath Naomi’s usually benign saintly voice ‘there is still work to be done’. She pulled a drawer hidden inside her cupboard and fished out a pair of thronged sandals that she helped my feet into. Naomi then gave me a kichanku or a carry bag to tuck in the fold of my kimono. A pleasant red parasol and a foldable hand fan or a sensu imprinted with birds and flowers completed my attire.
‘There!’ said Naomi mysterious warm waves emanating from her being ‘You’d give the most experienced of geishas a run for their money!’. The tranquil yet suggested way in which Naomi said the words made me flush to the roots of my hair.
‘Oh someone’s burnishing a deep crimson’ Naomi teased ‘let’s quell the blush the best way we can, shall we?’
Naomi made me sit on a stool in front of the dressing table. She gleaned a small compact containing a powder that resembled talcum, redeemed a compact and artistically brightened my face with it, without leaving a single uneven patch. This done, she poised the dark eyebrow brush over my forehead, and with a look of near-fanatic concentration, darkened my eyebrows in the shape of a glorious birds’ wings, at dramatic contrast with the whiteness of my face. Naomi then decked my eyes with eyeliner and adorned the inside of my eyes with red paint. She salvaged a deep blood red lipstick from her kit and painted my eschew lips into a more definite form. A wig woven of straight black hair came out of nowhere and was fit over my head tightly. The wig was an especially distinct one, different from the ones I had hitherto seen, startling in its resemblance to real hair. In one sweeping movement, Naomi swooped up my fake hair, rolled it into a chignon similar to hers and fastened it with red bun-sticks. A tassel of hair on one side of a the chignon that had wrenched itself free, came loose and wispily flew along one side of my jaw, evoking in me an unrivalled female feeling. It gave me the kind of high I hadn’t even experienced after winning a football championship or going out on a date with the hottest cheerleader in the group. It was an unmatchable feeling of joy for which I had only Naomi to thank.
Before discreetly asking her how much the session had cost, I had one more question of my psychic. ‘You told me what the first dream meant, however decided to gloss over the second. Could you please enlighten me as to what it could have meant?’
‘I’ll be honest with you, Leon’ said my psychic ‘Such dreams are multi-layered, may have several connotations and may be difficult to interpret. If you could give me a year, I’ll tell you what it means. Could you do that? Could you wait?’
‘I’d be happy to’ I said reverentially ‘meanwhile; I had a request of you’.
‘Yes, what is it? Please tell me unabashedly’ Naomi’s voice was warm and generous.
‘I wish to be your student who wants to learn the art of feminization under your tutelage’.
‘Femininity isn’t an art’ Naomi corrected ‘It is more of an intuition’.
‘Then would you be my guiding star?’ I said like one possessed ‘would you help me hone and polish my intuition to perfection? Will you be my guru?’
‘Yes, I shall be your guru’ Naomi said with a poise far greater than her tender years ‘I’ll do all I can to help you channelize your feminine energies. My devotion to the job would be such that if an instance arises that I have to give my life in the process, I’ll be more than ready’.
‘I am honored, Naomi’ I said bending down and kissing my young teacher’s feet ‘when I started out in the morning, I couldn’t have asked for more’.



Chapter 3 - The Siren in the Churning Ocean of Life
I put some tea leaves in water and brewed some fresh tea. The guys who had been painting the town red the previous evening were now nursing a hangover. Since we had run out of coffee, we had to opt for the next best alternative when it came to non alcoholic beverages. As I handed the guys their tea mugs and sat down on the couch with my own steaming cup, I noticed them exchange surreptitious glances. I knew they were wondering why I wasn’t with them last night, binge-drinking, but thought it was would be too nosy to ask outright. Also, they had an idea that something inside me had changed, but couldn’t quite put their finger on what.
Finally the curiosity got the better of Hayashi. ‘Have you been out with Emily?’ he asked trying to feign nonchalance.
‘No’ I said stirring my tea with focused concentration ‘Emily isn’t my girlfriend’.
‘We know’ said Gonzalez ‘But there is no rule that says you can’t hang out with a girl pal’.
‘Well, I was doing just that’ I said still not taking my eyes away from the cup ‘only not with Emily’.
‘Whoever you were with yesterday’ Hayashi gently ribbed ‘has left you with stars in your eyes’.
‘Yeah’ agreed Gonzalez ‘you are a wholly different person today’.
‘I agree’ Hayashi said ‘the energy around you has changed’.
‘Come on, guys’ I tried to shrug off the apparent truth off ‘You are reading too much into these things’.
‘We wonder’ said the boys nudging each other ‘we really wonder’.
‘Can’t believe you let that that tea-leaf reader led you into this hocus-pocus!’ Emily’s sea green eyes flashed incredulously. A strand of her golden blonde hair caught a beam of the sun and glimmered like burnished copper. Instantly my awareness of the beauty of my childhood friend was replaced by an elfin, more ethereal beauty of my lover, guide and mentor.
‘You big turn-coat!’ my grey eyes also blazed in cold fury ‘It was you who recommended her! You claimed that an astrological remedy she had suggested removed a major obstacle from you and changed your life!’.
‘Well, it may have been a fluke!’ Emily’s mouth twitched furiously.
‘Ha! Very convenient for you to say it now that the issue has been resolved!’ I was dumbstruck by the hypocrisy my friend exhibited. I had known Emily for sixteen whole years of our young lives and this dimension of hers had eluded me. Until now.
‘Listen, Leon’ said Emily calming down ‘the remedy Naomi suggested to me just entailed chanting mantras and such-like. However, what she seems to have made you do is ridiculous!’
‘She didn’t make me do it’ I said jumping to the defense of my teacher-cum-lover ‘I regressed to my childhood and re-experienced, once more, the intrinsic desire I had felt to be female when I was three year old. Had it not been for my ultra-masculine dad scaring me with his obnoxious threats, I wouldn’t have suffered the agony of endless dreams for months!’.
‘I don’t understand’ said Emily genuinely confused now ‘what your dad has got to do with all this’.
‘Well, the list is endless’ I said irately ‘for one, he taught me to keep a stiff upper lip. Never to show pain, pleasure, love. Tears? Definitely not! “Boys don’t cry”’ I mimicked my father’s deep bass voice ‘He was a military colonel and, while I was with him, it seems, he made my whole goddamn life a military style endurance test! I dare say, it was great for him: his son turned out to be ‘a man’. A man daddy dearest could be proud of! But at what cost?’ my upper-lip trembled ‘at the cost of having the same cursed dream repeating itself every night and day until I was out of my rockers!’.
My obviously disturbed outburst doused the flames of Emily’s anger ‘I am sorry to hear all this, Leon’ her voice softened. Then her voice dropped to a confidential whisper and she asked ‘has it stopped appearing?the dream?’
‘Well, the stylized symbol of Venus’s mirror has stopped appearing’ I replied ‘but the hourglass one still persists.
The moon was high up in the air. The wind was blowing gently. It was a sultry night and Naomi and I were perched on the shingled roof, drinking in the sight of the elegant white flowers of the autumn cherry tree and the enigmatic flagrant flowers of the blue moon wisteria. Naomi was today, dressed like any other American girl, in a pink figure hugging t-shirt and grey Capri pants. The sacred ‘Om’ symbol on her forehead and the necklace of rudraksha beads around her neck were the only indication that she was a psychic.
In the company of my lover cum guru, I felt no embarrassment in flaunting my true self. I was wearing a pink t-shirt like Naomi’s and was dressed in a skirt. Since Naomi said it would be easier for me to get in touch with my femininity if I got my facial hair and excessive hair on my body removed, I had got a laser done on every inch of my body, except my head. My chin was now as smooth as a girls and hands, arms, chest and groin region as delicate as the pale peach of the apricot drift rose that grew in Naomi’s garden.
Naomi and I had become great friends since our previous encounter. I dismissed fervent pleas of overprotective and skeptical friends who urged me to stay away from the ‘psychic lady’ with a wave of the hand, and retaliated by becoming closer to Naomi. Apart from our obvious inevitable professional relationship, it seems like we had a lot in common. Femininity, it seems, was one. Upheavals in life were another.
Even though I tried not to be over-inquisitive, I knew life hadn’t been a bed of roses for Naomi. Her troubles had begun, when she, had nearly drowned in the community swimming pool as a little girl. She had splashed and thrashed in the waters for a good ten minutes before her father, who was on his way back from work, noticed his only child choking and gasping for breath. Mr. Ito had had to cross a high bulwark to get to his girl. By this time, Naomi had lost consciousness and had been sucked beneath the surface of the water. Mr. Ito had hastily cast off his clothes, had lifted Naomi from the swimming pool bed and had lain her down on the grassy surface beside the pool, pumping her little chest to get the excessive water out. During a split second, Naomi claimed, she had died. She had just stopped breathing and had crossed over to the other side of the world. However, a minute later, she had been resuscitated back to life again, coughing and spluttering. Naomi’s grateful father hugged her to his chest, thanking the saints above for restoring her. However, after this near death experience, Naomi’s life had changed. She started having conversations with a petite elderly lady in a white kimono and hair tied in a chignon, fastened with white chopsticks. Naomi called her grandma Ito and had started having lengthy and prolonged conversations with her vis-a-vis her life in school, friends, hobbies interests and so on. It soon became conspicuous to Naomi that she was the only one who could see Grandma Ito, a lady who claimed to be her father’s mother. While Naomi had protracted conversations with Grandma Ito, it was obvious her parents couldn’t see the latter. It was with shock that my girlfriend had realized that her father’s mother had died ten years before she, Naomi, was even born. Then it was all over the place, the fact that she was different. Naomi would walk into a room and see and feel the aura of the place. She could see the aura around people too and could tell if they were happy, sad, guilty, angry or numb. When on a family trip to India as a teenager, Naomi found that she instinctively knew how to drape a saree and effortlessly chant vedic mantras that had taken spiritual gurus years to master.
‘My gift was both a boon and a bane’ clarified Naomi ‘It enabled me to help people, but at the same time alienated many from me. People of my own age thought I was ‘queer’ and kept away from me. Others were fascinated by me, but were too shy to approach me. However,’ Naomi presently said, her clear dark eyes looking deeply into my own gray ones ‘You weren’t like that. Except for a temporary superficial skepticism, you were comfortable with me from the minute you stepped into May Blossom Lane. Even before you walked into my gate, I knew that your soul vibrated at the same frequency as mine’ Naomi paused for a minute, before her soft breath whispered in my ear ‘I knew you were my soul mate’. She stretched out her warm hand and traced a line along my velvety jaw. The feel of Naomi’s shapely white hand on my skin was ecstasy. I drew in a sharp breath and said ‘And you are my soul-mate, Naomi’.
‘And you are mine. However, I would be lying if I said you were the first person who came into my life’ said Naomi wistfully ‘though I wish to God that you were’.
There was more to come. I waited restlessly, hoping it wasn’t going to be too hurtful. I loved Naomi so much that imagining her having been intimate with anyone else made me go mad with jealousy. Then I told myself that this was an unreasonable expectation because I had had sexual relations with other people as well, even if I hadn’t been in love with them the way I was with Naomi.
‘When I was 19 and getting a degree in arts’ Naomi continued ‘I dreamt of a young man. He was handsome in a rugged, thickset kind of a way. Out of the blue, the spirits came and told me the guy’s name was Jose Costello and that I would marry him. I woke up the same as usual the next morning and forgot all about the young man I had dreamed of the previous night. Two years passed. I joined law school. On the first day, I went and took my seat on the second bench in the middle row. All through torts class, I was distracted by a nagging sense of familiarity inspired by a boy sitting in the first row on a bench adjacent to mine. I knew for sure that I had seen the dark, handsomely shaped head somewhere. I struggled to catch a glimpse of his face. I begged that he would turn so that I could see his face. He did. My heart got caught in my throat. You wouldn’t believe it, Leon, but this boy was the exact replica of the man I had seen in my dreams. Then the lecturer opened the attendance register and started calling out our names to find out if who was present and who absent. No prizes for guessing what the boy’s name was?it was Jose Costello’.
‘Truly amazing’ I said ‘what happened next?’
‘Jose and I dated for a few years. Jose just didn’t have the perseverance to continue with the law course. He dropped out after the first semester and started repairing cars for a living. I finished the law course and joined a law firm as a legal assistant. I juggled being a psychic as a hobby. However, my day job didn’t interest me as much as being an oracle. I soon quit my post at the law firm and became a full-time psychic’.
‘An incredible story’ I said meaning every word ‘can’t wait to hear the rest’.
‘Jose and I were married by then’ Naomi’s expressive face turned a tad tense ‘I realized that the man I had married was different from the one I had dated. He was a terrible, abuse alcoholic. Jose used to come home every day, swaying in a liquor-induced daze, and beat me black and blue. He was terribly jealous that my job as a psychic fetched me more money than his as a mechanic. Envy induced him to label my gift ‘psychic gobbledygook’. Jose employed every trick in the book to try and dissuade me from my art. However, I fiercely hung on to it. Being a psychic was not a mere means of livelihood for me, it was a way of life’.
‘I understand how devoted you are to your art’ I said earnestly.
Naomi acknowledge my compliment with a nod of the head. Then she said ‘Jose got more violent by the day. He accused me of having affairs with other people. There was an especially troubled lady who used to come to see me quite often. Jose insinuated that she was my lover. He called me a lesbian. As a homophobe, he couldn’t bear the prospect of my being one. Jose’s fury reached such a zenith that, one day, when I was asleep, he encircled my dainty throat with his big masculine hands and tried to strangle me--’
‘Oh my God!’ I interrupted Naomi with a gasp that had involuntarily escaped my lips.
‘Luckily, I escaped and managed to alert law authorities’ Naomi continued ‘since the jury didn’t think the attack was premeditated, Jose was sentenced to a rather long jail term for second degree attempt to murder. He has been in the cooler for the past three years. However, there is still a chance that he be let out on parole and--’ Naomi trembled leaving the rest unsaid. She leaned on to me. I supported her lovely head on my shoulder and patted it tenderly.
Naomi lifted her head to mine and said: ‘Remember Leon, when the male energy becomes stronger than the female, as in my husband’s case, there is chaos, there are terrorist attacks, vandalism, arson, attempted murder’.
I listened carefully, wondering where all this was leading to.
‘The male and female energies are not contradictory, but complementary’ said Naomi ‘they are two aspects of the same energy that aid and abet one another. Too much of the former makes one egoistic; the latter, on the other hand, is kindly, oceanic and all encompassing. It desists from discriminating and alienating and is responsible for universal peace’ Naomi paused and directed the attention of her dark honest eyes completely on me. She asked: ‘You want stability, don’t you, Leon? Don’t you want to send out prayers for world peace?’
‘Of course, I do’ I said sincerely.
‘Well you won’t be able to attain that if your yang grows stronger than the yin’ warned Naomi in a sweet, yet baneful voice.
‘But Naomi’ I pointed out ‘the first day you made me dress as my true self, you told me that my yin was stronger than my yang!’.
‘It was so’ agreed Naomi sincerely ‘and that still is the case. However, since you still retain functioning testicles, there is a grave danger of the male energies dominating the female one at some point in your life. The drastic reversal may usher in tremendous trouble’.
‘Oh dear’ I said panicking ‘Is there a remedy?’
‘Of course there is’ Naomi smiled showing her splendorous pomegranate teeth ‘ vasectomy is the answer’.
Naomi was in the clinic when the vasectomy was conducted on me. She sat demurely in the outpatients’ ward as the doctor pulled the curtained panel separating the two of us. As I caught a last glimpse of her heart-shaped face before the curtains were pulled, Naomi blew me a kiss. The love emanating from her sweet kiss sustained me through the embarrassment of having to undress waist down and being compelled to wear a light blue barebacked hospital gown, secured only by tasseled tags above my upper body. Then the doctor came in wearing a light blue mask and cleaned my vitals with antiseptic lotion before administering local anesthesia. I was extremely uncomfortable with the nips and tugs I felt during the surgery, but the thought of Naomi’s beautifully arched brows, pretty little nose and tiny rosebud of a mouth gave me the strength to endure my ordeal. I heaved an inward sigh of relief as the doctor in charge stitched my wounds up and gave me strict post op instructions. By this time, Naomi had also been allowed to come in, and stood by my side companionably, with a warm friendly arm thrown over my shoulder. She listened attentively as the doctor spoke to me.
‘You could resume day-to-day activities in a day or two’ he told me, and then casting a general sweeping glance at both me and Naomi, said ‘But please refrain from sexual activity for a week’. For a reason unbeknownst to both of us, Naomi and I blushed.
‘Are you alright?’ asked Hayashi. Though the aftermath of the vasectomy wasn’t painful, there was a soreness and swelling in the groin region that caused me to limp ‘What’s wrong with you?’
‘Er…I just pulled a thigh muscle’ I forced myself to grin. There would come a time when my friends would gain insight into to my inner femininity, but I didn’t want the moment to be now. There would be too many arguments, on their part, and attempts to dissuade me. I wasn’t up for that now.
‘Strange’ said Gonzalez suspiciously ‘I have seen you play especially hectic baseball, rugged soccer, yet you’ve never ever had a groin injury’.
‘Whoever said I have a groin injury’ I tried to sound nonchalant ‘it is just a muscle pull, man, minor and nonthreatening’.
‘Leon’ Hayashi’s eyes narrowed into slits ‘Are you hiding something from us?’
‘Of course not!’ I protested ‘my life is an open book’.
‘You’ve had a vasectomy, right?’ Gonzalez had hit the nail on the head.
‘Ha!’ I said, my heart beginning to flutter ‘why would I do that?!’ I realized that Gonzales had mentioned having a cousin who was a doctor at Alabama Central Hospital. Obviously, the medico didn’t respect patient confidentiality. My secret was out in the open.
‘That’s what we’re concerned about’ said Hayashi coming straight out into the open.
‘Well, it’s nothing to worry about, guys’ I smiled, suddenly thinking of Naomi and the new female identity that would eventually be mine.
‘I hope not’ said Gonzalez shaking his head ‘I earnestly hope not’.
The smell of incense filled the room. The sharp blood red of the walls was dimmed by the soft light emanating from the hooded light bulb. Naomi and I gyrated sensuously around the circular ebony table. While dancing the sultry nameless waltz, Naomi and I drew inspiration from the slow Japanese folk music, the ikebana arrangement, the oni mask that had been shifted to the living hall, the fragrant scent of the incense sticks and the passionate heat emanating from each other’s young bodies.
Naomi was dressed in a two piece white trouser suit. Her long lush black hair wad pulled back from her head in the chignon. She had was wearing make-up today; her flawless complexion was whitened with powder, her sweetly arched eyebrows darkened with black eye pencil and tender lips filled in with a lipstick known as ‘Red Wine’. The sacred ‘Om’ symbol, traced with black eyeliner, stood potent and conspicuous, on her smooth forehead. Naomi, the lead dancer, stood with her upper body rigid, holding her arms open, a signal for me to proceed to embrace it.
I, dressed in a short high-necked red dress and silver-colored stiletto heels, swayed with sinuous grace towards Naomi and caught hold of her warm extended arms. Unified by the simple beauty of connecting, she and I swayed in harmony to the rhythm of the universe. As Naomi put her arm on my shoulder, I felt her sensual-spiritual warmth permeate within me and spread to my loins. As she encircled her arms across my waist and pulled me closer to her soft, throbbing body, I was overwhelmed by a zealous (perhaps bizarre) desire to be taken by this mystical, powerful woman, wrenched open and entered by her hypothetical penis. In other words, I wanted to be one flesh with Naomi, with our bodies melded together the way our souls had been.
‘Dancing’ whispered Naomi in my ears ‘is the safest haven for the expression of male and female energies within a person’
‘Yes’ I agreed ‘there is no better way to get in touch with one’s hidden self as this’.
‘Would you like to know more about your hidden self?’ a naughty, mysterious smile tugged at the corners of Naomi’s lips.
‘Why not?’ I said sportingly. The two of us moved towards the wooden circular table on which the pink crystal ball stood. As she gazed into it, I became conscious of the energy around my girlfriend changing. The blithe lightness of the previous moment had disappeared. Naomi was grave now, all her super luminary energy focused on finding out the frequency at which my energies presently vibrated. She reached out for the deck of tarot cards and shuffled them.
‘Choose one’ Naomi’s voice held a heavy transcendental languor. It was obvious that even though she was with me physically, Naomi had crossed over to the “other side”: the side of the paranormal.
I pulled out a card depicting a regal-looking woman on a throne, dressed in royal robes. A crown adorned her royal head and she held a mace in one hand.
‘The Empress’ Naomi pronounced in a serene voice ‘She emphasizes on making real what one has been contemplating for quite some time’.
‘Meaning?’ I asked confused. Sometimes, the cryptic implications of the words Naomi uttered were hard for me to understand.
Naomi didn’t reply immediately. Instead she began narrating an Indian mythological saga.
‘In a particular episode of Indian mythology, the Gods and the demons were immersed in churning of the ocean’ she said ‘their aim was to elicit the nectar of immortality that would emerge after the ocean had been churned up to a particular point. When the ocean was finally successful in producing the nectar, the demons stole it by guile, depriving the Gods of their fair share. It was then that a Hindu God named Vishnu assumed the avatar of a very beautiful woman called Mohini, seduced the confiscated nectar from the demons and handed it over to the Gods, thus restoring their immortality’.
‘A very interesting story’ I replied with a touch of impatience ‘but what does it have to do with me?’
‘The Hindu God was able to gain success in his mission only by taking on the form of a female’ replied Naomi ‘He couldn’t have accomplished his purpose had he emerged in his original male avatar. His masculine good looks would have had no influence whatsoever on the demons. The demons instead, were persuaded by the shapely rise of Mohini’s breasts, her tiny helpless waist, the seductive swell of her hips and the silkiness of her long hair caressing every curve and dip of her body as she walked with a suggestive swaying gait’.
‘So one has to be completely and uncompromisingly female to reach self actualization, right?’ I asked.
‘Exactly’ said Naomi ‘You have to imbibe in yourself every curve, dip and swell that makes you female to realize your potential to the optimum’.
‘And how do you suggest I do that?’
‘Hormone replacement therapy’ came the simple prompt answer.
After making sure that my desire to be female was utter and conclusive, the doctor in charge of my case injected estrogen hormone into me. Naomi and I waited for my body to swell, quell and burgeon like excited parents expecting their first child. The first week brought about a gentle, pleasurable little ache in my chest area, which, to be most precise, felt like a red ant had injected its tentacles into my body and was biting away to its sweet satisfaction. In about 2 months Naomi and I noticed that a 5 cm meter cone had developed on either side of my chest, that the areole had darkened and my nipples had taken the turgid sensuality of a female’s. I felt immense excitement at transforming into a female at a physical level. From the aura around Naomi, I could make out that her frisson matched my own.
During this time, Naomi and I started shopping for bras. ‘When I was growing up’ Naomi told me ‘my mother chose a sports bra for me. The same would be suitable for you’.
‘I don’t fancy sports bras!’ I protested ‘they aren’t feminine enough. I’d love a cup bra that is fastened at the back. I think it displays ones breasts to best advantage’.
‘God, you’re so much like me when I was 14!’ Naomi giggled ‘I used to feel the same way! However, I’d recommend a sports bra for now as your boobs are still growing like adolescent girls’. I dare say, they will continue growing for the next six to eight months, if not a year. After that, you and I could shop for the laciest, sexist cup and strapless bras you like. Deal?’ Naomi’s rosebud lips parted in an enchanting smile, showing her even pomegranate-like teeth.
‘Deal’ I said smiling.
The succeeding year was bliss. My breasts that had blossomed like plump lily buds had actually ripened to something magnificent. The size and shape of the beautiful peaks of my femininity stupefied the doctor even. She said she hadn’t seen such mature and accelerated development of the upper body in other transgender females. According to research conducted by medical science, it usually took a considerably longer time for a male’s breasts and buttocks to mould into the size and curvature of a woman’s body, but mine gained enviable proportions in just a year. My hips were wide enough to birth quadruplets at once if need be and derriere curvaceous enough to give Latin American songstress Jennifer Lopez a complex! For once, I thanked my lucky stars for having had the then bothersome repetitive dream of a stylized representation of Goddess Venus’s mirror. It had made me come in contact with Naomi who guided my energies in the right direction.
As my hormone therapy progressed, I noticed that my already smooth tanned golden complexion only got better. My skin became thinner and acquired a glorious golden complexion that led Naomi to often compare it to a summer’s day. She seemed to be rather influenced by Shakespeare for she compared the delectable white contours of my breasts, standing in striking contrast to my rich forest green bodice, to snow and the color of my estrogen-puffed lips to coral. In a movement strangely primeval for a genteel lady-like creature like her, Naomi lustily ripped off the bodice of my dress, revealing a lacy black bra beneath. With quivering fingers, she unfastened the hook and had a wistful long look at the twin bounties estrogen had bestowed on me.
Slowly, almost reverentially, Naomi placed her hands on my domes. Her lips found mine and kissed me in a slow, tantalizing manner. I could feel my body reacting, as my lips moved in response to her kiss. My fingers gripped her elegant dark head fiercely.
‘Pale peach of an apricot drift rose’ Naomi murmured incoherently ‘You resemble and even taste like one’. She pushed her lips into my mouth again and tasted the apricot essence of me. Naomi’s clear dark eyes were glazed with a mist clearly belonging to the metaphysical world. As the mist lifted, I could see that beyond the spiritual luminousness of Naomi’s eye lurked a primal animal: hungry, predatory and extremely ravenous when it wanted to be.
Naomi expertly closed an elegant finger around the nub of my left nipple and pinched it. I was seized with such convulsive spasms of sheer pleasure that I was convinced I’d pass out. My entire body felt it was caught in a conflagration. I exploded with pure unadulterated frenzy when Naomi brought lowered her head and closed her warm mouth over one hardened nub.



Chapter 4 - The Summer Shall Never Fade
‘“Leon” may no longer hold any charm for me, right?’ I said to Naomi. She was lying on her stomach, reading a book on numerology. She now felt comfortable enough to strip in front of me. Right now, I marveled at the beautiful bulk of her breasts on her slender frame, the flatness of her abdomen and the smoothness of her buttocks. I caught a glimpse of her cute oblong navel, peeking from beneath her upwardly arched body. Unlike my dark and turgid nipples, Naomi’s tips were small, as if delicately painted by a brush, and were the color of pale tea roses. Her areoles were one-fourth the diameter of mine.
‘That’s what I have been reading on’ said Naomi ‘trying to find out through numerology what the most suitable name for you would be’.
‘How fascinating!’ I said ‘what details do you need to do a reading?’
‘Your full name for one’ said Naomi ‘It’s Leon Thomas, right?’
‘Absolutely, my love’ I said taking her hand. I gripped a lock of my now shoulder-length sandy hair and ticked Naomi’s pretty little nose with it.
She giggled. And your date of birth is 5th April 1994, isn’t it?’
‘That’s what my birth certificate says’ I grinned.
‘Lynette’ pronounced Naomi ‘The name”Lynette” would be most suitable for you’.
‘Oh, how do you say that?’ I asked curious.
‘The sum total of your numerical value signifies undying love and passion’ Naomi replied, her eyes gleaming with intensity ‘a love that goes beyond the realm of mere physical plane and touches the transcendental’.
‘How very beautiful’ I said, and then, gripped by a wave of gratitude, held my girlfriend’s shapely hands in mine and pressed it to my lips ‘Thanks Naomi’.
‘The pleasure is mine, love’ said Naomi abstractedly picking up the newspaper. In a minute, the vague dreamy look on her face transmuted into an tense, coiled one. A shudder of fright made Naomi’s entire dainty body convulse.
‘What is it, sweet?’ I asked alarmed ‘is everything okay?’
‘No!’ my lover answered, her dark eyes looking like that of a hunted doe’s ‘Jose has been left on parole’.
I seized the paper from my girlfriend and had a look. Sure enough, the news of Jose Costello’s release was splashed on the left corner of the bottom of the front page of a local newspaper. ‘Psychic’s Murderous Husband Out on Parole’ screamed the headlines. The news report also carried a mug shot of Jose Costello. I noticed that he had a ruggedly handsome square face, a roughly grizzled chin and a head of thick wavy dark hair. The wide smile he wore on his face was charming, yet reflected a hint of cruelty. My heart was also unsettled for a minute. However, my first priority was to pacify my frightened sweetheart.
‘He must be a changed man now’ I reassured my beloved ‘no more harm will come to you, Naomi’.
‘I don’t have a good feeling about this, Lynette’ said Naomi. I let her take my hand for reassurance. Naomi pressed on it. So tense was her usually calm mind that her red varnished fingernails dug into my flesh, inadvertently making it bleed.
‘Naomi’ I said taking my flustered lover in my arms ‘the love between you and me is sublime. No one can touch us’.
‘No one can touch us’ Naomi repeated like an automaton, trying her utmost to believe me.
As the changes in my body had started becoming conspicuous, I was having trouble at college. People I barely knew would notice and snigger at me. They would make snide, contemptuous remarks about the development of my body and newly embraced dressing style. By this time, I discovered that the jeans, t-shirts and trousers that I owned no longer fit me. Therefore, I had gone on a shopping spree with Naomi, who had, among other things, brought for me a black kurta (loose Indian shirt) style top with Kashmiri embroidery, t-shirts imprinted with pictures of Hindu Gods and Goddesses, one decorated with the ‘Om’ symbol and another with the Buddha painted on it. Naomi had shopped for comfortable cotton skirts to be worn with the tops. My evening wear was a little more glamorous, with slinky off-shoulder tops, embellished jeans, strapless evening gowns and, of course, the inevitable little black dress. My long sand-colored hair, which had acquired the volume, texture and length of my mother’s was worn either in a plait, braid or swooped up in chignon and fastened with chopsticks. I teamed my long, elegant satiny smooth dresses with kitten heels, ballerinas or flats as my mood dictated.
While Emily was shocked, she was kind enough to understand and appreciate what I was going through. I, however, couldn’t expect the same empathy from Hayashi and Gonzalez. They didn’t laugh at my expense the way the other sophomores and freshmen at college did, but definitely displayed a fair share of concern at the development of my mammary glands, the burgeoning of my hips and the rounding of my buttocks. The guys were also uber-concerned and hypercritical of my effeminate voice and mannerisms, and also what they labeled ‘gender-inappropriate’ dressing.
‘Really man, what is wrong with you?’ said Gonzalez. Indicating my twin peaks and rounded contours with a discreet motion of the eye, he asked ‘Have you been using padding or what?’
‘Padding? Ha!’ I sniggered ‘FYI, I have been undergoing HRT!’
‘Hormone replacement therapy?’ Hayashi little eyes opened wide ‘what for? Has that cougar been brainwashing you or what?’
‘Give me a break’ I laughed ‘at 27, Naomi is only a few years older than me. And no, she hasn’t been “brainwashing” me as you put it. She is guiding me at my request’.
‘Guiding you towards what?’ Gonzalez cast a confused, disapproving look at me ‘towards becoming a freak?’
‘Yeah man, you were quite alright before the mumbo-jumbo lady stepped in!’. This was Hayashi.
‘I am pretty much alright, thank you very much’ I said sardonically ‘it’s sad to think you can’t accept duality of sexes!’.
‘You are a guy and you know it’ Gonzalez’s voice was flinty.
‘There cannot be a single, unnuanced gender identification!’ I burst out indignant.
‘But Leon, people are talking behind your back’ pointed out Hayashi ‘they have been calling you a faggot, sissy and a pansy. And this is just the tip of the ice-berg’
‘Society…Culture. That’s where the problem starts, isn’t it?’ I asked with a sarcastic smile and then added ‘and by the way my name is Lynette, not Leon’.
‘You can’t pretend society doesn’t exist, Lynette’ Hayashi said tersely, with a cynical emphasis on “Lynette”.
‘Right, I can’t pretend it doesn’t exist’ I said ‘that’s why I am going to withdraw from it. I am going to distance myself from you guys and go and live with Naomi. I am never ever going to turn up to college and am going to get my degree online!’
‘What about lab hours?’ asked Gonzalez concerned.
‘Well, I’ll turn up for those’ I said grudgingly ‘but I’ll make sure I wear a hijab (a concealing garment) on top like the Sunni Muslim ladies, so that nobody recognizes me’.
I started packing my things. When I had nearly reached the end and was in the process of keeping the toothpaste kit in my suitcase, curiosity got the better of Hayashi.
‘So she wears the pants in the relationship, doesn’t she?’
‘Yes, Naomi is the dominant if that’s what you’re asking’ I said before walking out and shutting the door behind me.
‘I didn’t want you to break-up with your friends’ said Naomi sadly. She was sitting on her wooden psychics’ stool, gazing idly at the crystal ball. I was seated in the client’s chair opposite, holding her warm little hand across the table.
‘It’s just minor friction’ I shrugged ‘and will pass. Anyway, Emily was quite understanding’.
‘The female energy is a pure being’ said Naomi dreamily ‘it’s the light which illuminates the world’.
‘You could be right about that’ I said before wondering ‘I want to know what my next step in life should be. Could you please tell me?’
‘Certainly’ Naomi said and quickly shuffled the tarot cards. She held them out for me to pick one. I did as directed. Naomi looked at the card.
‘You’ve picked The Wheel of Fortune’ she said ‘it indicates a turning point in development’.
‘You mean the time is ripe for SRS?’ I asked seeking clarification of the cryptic clue.
Naomi nodded in assent.
The SRS was an unmatched success. Feeling the heat of my womanhood arising from my core filled me with a joy that I can’t express. A newly inured vagina was more than just an organ for me; it was like having a soul that spoke from in between the glistening moist petals of my womanhood. I loved and worshipped my newly ordained organ: its every swell, the slit leading to a plunging depression and the tingling of each of the nerve endings. And whenever Naomi teased and tasted me, either with her fingertips or lips, I could feel my cervix clenching in a way only true love could make one feel.
Following my choosing ‘The Lovers’ card, Naomi and I decided to consummate our relationship.
We had a slow, unhurried meal by candle light, with goblets of glorious red wine. I was wearing a light blue dress, which inspired Naomi to remark that I looked like ‘a slip of the sky’. My hair was piled on top of my head and held together by chopsticks of a darker hue than my dress. My face had been freshly scrubbed and was free of makeup. Naomi was dressed in a short, round-necked cheetah print dress and boots that came up to her knees. She wore dramatic makeup with white foundation, lined her eyes with kohl and mascara and had painted her lips a deep devouring red. Her hair had, for once, been left loose, and fell in thick black curtains across the sides of her pretty face. Naomi was laughing and grinning gaily as if she didn’t have a single care in the world. I was attuned to her mature super luminary calmness in keeping with her image as a psychic, but this was the first time I had seen Naomi let her hair down, both literally and metaphorically. It made me see what in her the childhood she may never have had the chance to be due to the early intervention of the occult in her life.
‘How does it taste?’ I asked, feeding Naomi a spoonful of pasta I had freshly made. Naomi was silent for a while making me wonder if my cooking was inedible. Then her face cracked into relaxed paroxysms of delight and she said ‘I say Lynette, you’re good enough to participate in Master Chef, the TV show’.
‘Love is making it taste good’ I said tenderly. My grey eyes met her deep dark ones across the table. The way she was looking at made me melt, slowly and surely, into butter. A slow blush crept up my face as Naomi’s gaze travelled from my face to the nub of my ears, the ridge of my clavicles and the swell of my breasts. I knew she was undressing me mentally, and visualizing, over and over again, the image of my naked pubis.
Naomi walked over to me with a steady clack of the six inch stilettos she was wearing. She redeemed a soft feather from somewhere and started caressing the exposed areas of my body with brief, feathery strokes. As the elfin feather brushed against the coral curve of my lip, I felt such an ineffable pleasurable sensation flooding over me that I couldn’t contain myself. I bit my lip hard to contain a moan.
Naomi salvaged a black scarf from the pocket of her dress and tied it around my eyes. Rendered visionless, all I could do was be sentient of the feelings around me. Naomi seemed to be divesting me of my garments, one by one. The pumps came off first, followed by the dress and then the lingerie. Naomi abandoned the feather and started massaging me with her magical finger tips, moving from my temples to the nub of my ears, to the tensed neck, thighs and legs. All remnants of tension was dislodged from my body. When I finally relaxed completely, Naomi led me across the corridor in a blindfolded state towards her bedroom.
Once we were there, she tenderly undid the blindfold. I was in for the greatest surprise of my life. Naomi had taken off the usual floral printed sheets and replaced them with rich green and red ones. The cushions that were poised all around the bed were of golden and silver hue. The entire room was fragrant with the scent of incense. Naomi had decked the corners of the room with an array of earthen lamps and had strewn rose petals all over the bed. The entire room looked like a setting straight out of Indian sex manual, Kamasutra.
Naomi lowered me, slowly and seductively, on the bed. As I waited in fervent anticipation of what was to come, she opened her lingerie drawer and retrieved the most authentic looking dildo I had ever thought possible for human beings to replicate. She stripped down to her skin and strapped it around her petite waist. I noticed that Naomi had kept her stilettos on. She strutted towards me in a seductive manner and embraced me. ‘We are Shiva and Shakti’ the enigmatic psychic whispered in my ears. The most potent and harmonious coming together of male and female energies. It is the commingling of energies such as ours that leads to creation in the universe’.
I was dumbstruck by her words. Sex with Naomi was, by no means, an ordinary experience. It was a sublime enchanting one, rising above the mundane, domestic plane and reaching transcendental levels. It was a love that had reached such pinnacles that no bird could soar as high and no peak could compete with. It was unique, irrefutable and irrevocable.
Slowly, lovingly, Naomi teased the entrance to my femininity with her dildo. So oceanic was my ardor for her that I was drenched in my own juices, in spite of the commonly believed fact that the MTF transgendered did not have the same lubrication levels as genetic women. My love for my lord and master was potent enough to render the ubiquitously espoused theory wrong.
Naomi inserted the head of the dildo in me. Then she slid herself slowly, gingerly feeling her way as she came in. ‘I hope I am not hurting you’ she tenderly whispered as she was half sheathed inside. As I shook my head in negation, Naomi was emboldened enough to glissade inside completely, until every inch of the dildo was ensconced in me. She then began a rhythmic to and fro, coming in and withdrawing, leaving me pleading for more. As both of us climaxed at nearly the same time, Naomi, buried in the luxuriant thickness of my mane, said the three magic words.
‘I love you’ were the last words I remembered having said, before yet another wave of ecstasy overtook me.
After I picked The Chariot card which was symbolic of external conquests that could be won, Naomi decided that I should go public with my gender change. ‘It is who you are’ she persuaded me ‘you shouldn’t be hiding yourself and the beauty from the world’.
‘I am better off in hiding, believe me’ I said wryly ‘it’s a nasty, difficult world out there. And as for beauty’ I snorted ‘no one recognizes it, but you’.
‘In a matter of time they will’ Naomi said reassuringly ‘believe me they will’.
On Naomi passionate goading, I regularly started attending college as ‘Lynette Thomas’. The nudges, sniggers, name-calling went on for a while before everyone threw their hands up in defeat in the face of my tenacious determination to act in accordance with my inner feelings. I continued performing well in studies and sports; a fact that elicited some respect from my peer group. With more topics in common now than before, Emily and I became closer, but we were only friends. The bond between me and Emily did not even come an inch close to what I shared with Naomi.
Gonzales and Hayashi came around quickly too. They apologized to me for having behaved like ‘boneheads’. Gonzalez even went as far as to explain society’s double standards towards men who wanted to be women by crooning pop star Madonna’s song “What it feels like for a girl”. He sang:
“Girls can wear jeans
And cut their hair short,
Wears shirts and boots,
‘Cause it’s OK to be a boy,
But for a boy to look like a girl is degrading,
‘Cause you think being a girl is degrading,
But secretly you’d love to know what’s it’s like,
Wouldn’t you?
What is feels like for a girl.
My friends had accepted me. I was in seventh heaven.
At this time, Naomi and I started appearing in public as a couple. Being seen at frat parties, Halloween get-togethers and Thanksgiving bashes with my gorgeous, gifted girlfriend was a source of great pride to me. Our relationship had my friends’ benediction; they congratulated us and remarked on what a marvelous couple we made. Little did Naomi and I realize that someone, who didn’t approve of our love, was watching us, smoldering with hate and jealousy……
It was a dark, starless night. The night was young, but the moon ancient. Naomi and I walked in a special garden in the Alabama city, wherein sprouted tall trees and creepers imported from the east. In her loose white kurta and a flowing white skirt, Naomi stood out like a beautiful vision in the darkness. The flirtatious moon just appeared for a split second illuminating the grand ‘Om’ symbol on her forehead and necklace strung out of sacred Indian beads around her neck. At the moment, Naomi looked calm, glowing and humbly triumphant.
‘You have something up your sleeve’ I said trying to catch up with her, my flared black gown rustling around me. The round locket around my neck caught a beam of the moon and shimmered.
‘Yes, I do’ admitted Naomi and continued walking. The tread of her soft sandaled feet on the velvety grass was lithe and graceful.
‘What is it?’ I asked curious ‘the suspense is killing me’.
‘Do you remember, Lynette’ Naomi gently reminded me ‘that you had dreamt two repetitive dreams? One of the pink circle attached to an equilateral cross and another spinning around an hour glass, unicorn and a hunter’.
‘Yes, of course’ I replied my pulse quickening ‘you’d claimed it was an especially cryptic dream and had asked for a year to interpret it’.
‘True’ Naomi acquiesced ‘a year has passed and I have solved it’.
Solved it? Solved the most bizarre, convoluted, cryptic dream ever? My breathing held an excitement induced irregularity.
‘Come with me’ my lover held my hand and led me to a clearing in the groove. Logs of trees which had been chopped lay neatly piled on top of one another. Yet we were surrounded by many others: waiting, watching anticipating….
A mammoth-sized rock lay underneath one of the scented eucalyptus trees. Naomi sat down on the right side of it. She gesticulated to me to sit by her side. I obliged. ‘Be careful’ Naomi warned ‘there’s a sharp wooden splinter by your side’. ‘Sure I said, ‘I’ll watch my step’. I settled myself more comfortably on the rock. From where I was seated, I could see Naomi’s sweet face, as radiant as the moon, framed against a canopy of dark trees in the background.
There was a moment’s silence. I waited.
Presently, Naomi started speaking in her crystal clear voice: “I already told you what the circle attached to the equilateral cross was: it was the hand mirror of Venus, representative of femininity’.
I nodded in the manner of a student whose lessons were being revised by the teacher.
‘The hour glass that Venus’s stylized hand mirror transmuted into was symbolic of your most profound, innermost thoughts, taking shape. After vasectomy, HRT, SRS and being sexually penetrated as any woman would be, you have become a physical manifestation of your innermost desires. In simple words, the hour glass in your dreams was a symbolic representation of your curvaceous flesh-and-blood feminine self’.
‘And in my dreams, I was sitting underneath a tree pretty much as I am now’ I chortled.
‘Very much’ said Naomi, before adding ‘and if your symbolically dreamt dream is coming true, then you too may have strong psychic powers!’
I laughed off Naomi’s suggestion. ‘What about the unicorn?’ I asked.
‘The unicorn was me’ said my lover with a beatific smile ‘It nestled itself against you because it loved you’. After uttering the words, Naomi leaned towards me lovingly and put her head on my shoulder. I burrowed my nose deep in her hair. The sweet, herbal scent of her smoky hair tantalized my nostrils.
‘But why a unicorn?’ I asked, the rationalist in me becoming active ‘why weren’t you represented by a regular horse?’.
‘Because I am special’ said Naomi with modest pride ‘It is because I am blessed with psychic powers’.
‘That you are’ I fervently agreed kissing her rosebud lips ‘the universe’s gift to humankind; an especial gift to me’. We were locked in an embrace for what seemed like an eternity.
Suddenly, a realization dawned on me. The riddle had been left half-solved. It had been left semi-dangling, with only a part of it explained. For some inexplicable reason, my heart beat rapidly against my ribcage. With growing trepidation, my mind framed a question. As I tried to articulate it, the words got wedged in my throat. Releasing them with great effort, I asked:
‘Who was the hunter?’
Naomi opened her mouth to reply, but was stopped by the sound of a gunshot. An agonized cry burst forth from her lips. Another bullet followed. Naomi’s eyes opened wide for a split second before she slumped inert and lifeless against me.
I let out an aggrieved cry. Then I put my lips on my lover’s trying to breathe life into her. It was useless. Naomi was dead.
I heard a rustle among bushes. I looked up just in time to see a rugged, thick jawed face and the gleam of metal. Jose Costello. He was running.
Apparently, he had run out of bullets. Naomi’s jealous husband absconded from the spot without shooting me.
But I didn’t want to be spared. I didn’t want to breathe. With my soul-mate gone, I had no reason for existence. And anyway, transcendental love like mine and Naomi’s didn’t thrive on mere physical existence.
I picked up the sharp wooden splinter lying beside me. In a flash, I had stabbed myself with it. As the sharp splinter pierced my heart, a cry escaped my lips. But it was a cry of deliverance, not pain. It was an utterance of triumph, not defeat. I was in seventh heaven as darkness descended, and I fell over the lifeless body of my lover….
The End



Introduction and Character Profile

Introduction:
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 too 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 deep-seated, subconscious desire to be female. Leon is skeptical at first, but soon finds out that Naomi’s words have more than a particle of truth in them. Under her benign tutelage, he finds himself tapping his hidden female energies and eventually transforms into an exquisite woman called Lynette. Lynette and Naomi’s erotic-spiritual love is threatened by the latter’s violent husband, Jose. Are the two young lovers destined to be together? Or does the wheel of fortune have something else in store?
Characters:
Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. He is 5’8, has sandy brown hair, kindly grey eyes and a sexily askew mouth. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal.
However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic called Naomi. Drawn to Naomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon falls in love. A series of psychic techniques employed by Naomi, mainly the tarot card reading divulges that in his deep, innate subconscious, Leon desires to be female. Leon is skeptical at first, but soon discovers that Naomi’s reading is accurate.
Under the influence of her tender love and able spiritual guidance, Leon transforms into a beautiful young woman called Lynette. Lynette has a curvaceous body that resembles an hour glass. Her complexion is that of an apricot drift rose, lips like coral and breasts like snow. A lovely erotic-spiritual bond develops between the two young women. However, the two have to be wary of society and, of course, Naomi’s violent, homophobic husband, Jose.
Naomi Ito: is the protagonist’s psychic who eventually goes on to become his lover. Naomi is a beautiful petite (5’3) 25 year old woman with clear dark eyes, a smooth face, delicate features and long luxuriant black hair. She has a stunning smile and even pomegranate-like teeth.
Naomi is a law graduate with a gift of the occult acquired after a near-death experience in childhood. She eventually quits her job at a law firm to become a full-time psychic. Naomi’s dabbling with the occult doesn’t go down well with her husband, Jose, who, after an attempt to strangulate Naomi, lands in jail.
When Naomi meets Leon, she feels an instant erotic-spiritual connection with him. Using an array of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi discovers that Leon’s recurring dream reveals his subconscious desire to be female. Guided by a series of omens from the universe at every step, Naomi helps Leon transform into a lovely, voluptuous woman called Lynette. Sweet young love blossoms between the two. However, the two young lovers have to be wary of Jose, after he is released on parole.
Emily Marin: is Leon’s childhood friend. She is a tall, gorgeous blonde with sea green eyes. When Leon confides that he is haunted by the recurring dream and its extension, a concerned Emily refers him to Naomi, a renowned psychic. Emily soothes Leon’s skepticism by illustrating an instance when she herself benefitted as a result of a psychic remedy suggested by Naomi. After Naomi interprets Leon’s dream as a subconscious desire to be female, Emily becomes skeptical of her predictions. She, however, is becalmed by Leon’s reassurances that what he feels is in sync with Naomi’s reading. When Leon transforms into Lynette, Emily is understanding of his inclinations and totally supports his desire to be female.
Ben Hayashi: is a close friend and roommate of Leon’s. Ben is a healthy young man, with a tanned complexion, small features, straight hair and tip-tilted eyes. He likes Leon when he is a man, but reacts unfavorably during his transformation into Lynette. However, later on, Ben comes to respect Leon’s decision and makes peace with him.
Antonio “Tony” Gonzalez: is another close friend and roommate of Leon’s. Tony is handsome in a dark, brooding kind of a way. Like Ben, even he likes Leon, but reacts unfavorably during the latter’s transformation into Lynette. Later on, he too comes to respect Leon’s decision and makes peace with the latter.
Jose Costello: is the husband of Naomi. Jose is thickset and is handsome in a rugged kind of a way. He has a square jaw and thick wavy black hair. Jose and Naomi meet at Law College and start dating. Jose drops out after a semester and starts earning a living as a mechanic. Jose and Naomi get married after Naomi completes the law course. After marriage, Jose reveals his violent abusive side, and beats his wife on a regular basis. Jose doesn’t approve of Naomi’s decision to quit her job at the law firm and become a full-time psychic. Jose calls Naomi’s intuition and art ‘psychic mumbo jumbo’ and has scant respect for it. He eventually becomes jealous that Naomi’s job earns her more money than his profession as a mechanic. He gradually becomes paranoid and starts accusing Naomi of having extramarital relations with her clients. Enraged by Naomi’s alleged “involvement” with a female client, Jose flies into a rage and tries to strangulate her. He is arrested for second degree attempted murder and is given a long jail sentence.
-------------
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A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community


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

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

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance


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

A Slippery Slope in an Airline


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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


The Murder of a Yoga Guru


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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School


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

The Murdered Heiress


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

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is 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?

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”.

A Slippery Slope in a School


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her.

Dance Like a Woman


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


A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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


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


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet


"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams?

Trapped in Circus


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series


Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’ clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization


Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal. However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic called Naomi. Drawn to Naomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon falls in love. 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 of a Boy

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic 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. Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride.

Muse and Vampiress


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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center


"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

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

Transposed on the Pyrenees


"Gender-Changing Spring" series

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and 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.

A Slippery Slope in a Bank


"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species


"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity


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


Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice


"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries


This is a non-fiction book about Hijla.

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

Lilies for Ms.Tracy


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

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring


"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect of rejuvenating into the opposite sex.

Kyle's Feminine Roots


"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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


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


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


Supermodel: MTF Autobiography


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 Triumphants and The Infradigs


"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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


"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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


Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story


Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is 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: Transgender Fantasy


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

Eve of the Arcane Waters


"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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


A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender


"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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


The Birth of Delilah


"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn


"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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


Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride


"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

The Animal in Me


"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point?

Conspired into the 3rd Gender


"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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


Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini


"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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


Dancers of the Third Gender


"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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


The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers


"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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


Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala


"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

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