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Preface
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My publisher gave my series of anthologies of short transgender fiction the title “Mostly Happy Endings” because I am essentially a writer of gender variant romances where the protagonist finds happiness in the end. But as many of us know, not all tales of transition are wonderful, and mainly is not all.

Sometimes I enjoy looking into the fascinating thing that is the human mind – so often flawed if not downright diseased. Readers of my stories will know that I avoid the notion that the mind can be controlled to the extent that a “normal” person can have their gender identity changes, but I do accept the capacity of the mind to repress true identity.

As Suzi says in her guest foreword below, there is a darker edge to some of these stories, but I hope balance with something lighter and (I hope) thought provoking.

Please enjoy and comment as the platform you read from, allows.

Maryanne Peters

November 2025 
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Foreword
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There is a saying that “it’s not the one who says the most that has the most to say.”  In the Short Stories from the wonderful mind of Maryanne Peters we can find significant landscapes of lives transformed, desires being achieved and dreams being realised through the transgender experience. 

While many authors will take chapter after chapter to try and flesh out a character or scenario, Maryanne encapsulates the heart of the story in a concise narrative that rarely exceeds 3000 words and in one case is just 1200 long. We are never shortchanged by this, however, because she is able to create universes through a few well-chosen words – proving that less can indeed be more. That is a talent few authors possess. I know, I’m a struggling scribbler myself!

If you are new to Maryanne’s writing you will find you have a new favourite author and have many wonderful stories to discover in this and other books she has published. However, as this is book 13 in this compilation series, I am guessing that the majority of you are already aware of Maryanne and like me are huge fans of her output. You will know that her stories come from a variety of angles and this grouping is no different.

This selection is all associated with ‘The Mind’ – where behaviour can be manipulated by obsession, desire, delusion, grief or peer pressure and you will be gripped by several tales that take very unexpected directions! 

However, whenever Maryanne takes us on a journey through her writing, we always find ourselves drawn in to the world each character inhabits and in her stories such as Enchanted Park and The Power Of The Goddess there is a fantasy world made so real, we can almost touch it!  What’s more there are plenty of laughs to be found within the evocative pictures she paints with her words and I particularly enjoyed the line about a character having “lips that were wasted on a man!”

I am honoured to have been asked to pen this book’s foreword and will follow Maryanne’s example by keeping it short and let you dive in to these 21 wonderful stories she has created for us.

Enjoy!

Suzi Auchentiber
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Radical New Therapy
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I have practiced psychiatry for many years, and while I had never intended to specialize in dealing with younger patients, perhaps people will understand that a lot of my work in recent years has been dealing with teenagers.  Adolescent depression is recognized as a clinical issue, and always has been, but recently the levels of this illness have skyrocketed.

There are many causes, but in my view, the primary cause is chemical.  Partly it is the natural maturing of the brain as an organ, and the number of new neurotransmitting brain chemicals coming into effect, but the main impact upon the young brain is hormones.  These are chemicals that trigger the body to change its form – to turn children into boys and into girls.  Changes in the body can be drastic.  In women, the major changes are in connection with the uterus, with the onset of menses, but also breasts and body shape.  With boys, the changes can be even more extreme and not always welcome.  Body hair, voice alteration and acne are all brought on by the flood of male hormones.

Added to this physiology, modern childhood faces learned patterns of negative thinking, fostered by violent games, depressing movies and television, and means of belittling individuals constantly present in social media.  All of this presents a threat to any young pre-teen, but for somebody with a predilection towards poor mental health in these formative years, it seems close to a death sentence.

In the case of young Ryan Andrews, there was a family history of depression, at least on the male side of the family.  It is established in medical science that depression is more common in people whose blood relatives also have the condition.  In Ryan’s case, it appears that the problem only affects the men in his family.  His father committed suicide in his twenties, but an uncle killed himself during puberty.

Suicide is not the only risk.  In these important years, depression can lead not only to the usual problems but to learning disabilities, eating disorders, chronic physical illness, alcohol or drug abuse, conflict and crime.  Any physician needs to be aware of the dangers.

Ryan’s mother and his maternal aunt consulted me on how we might address the problem before it arose.  Was there anything that could be done before puberty to prevent this from happening to their precious son and nephew?

Of course, there were my suggestions that the child be distanced from potentially destructive social media.  Curiously, my studies of these problems had revealed that boys were at risk from feelings of physical inadequacy and girls were more likely to suffer from being socially incompetent.  Neither of those things were things that concerned the prepubescent Ryan, but being genetically predisposed to being small, the signs were not promising.  The feelings expressed by both women were so fervent and heart-felt that I felt that I should discuss with them any option that might be available, including one that was highly experimental.

Perhaps the established wisdom might have been some prophylactic antidepressant medication, but I advised strongly against that.

“You don’t want this boy to be a doped-up zombie,” I said, although I may not have used quite that language.  “He would have a better chance of living a happy and full life without the pressures of being a young man by allowing him to go through this sensitive period as a girl.”

“What do you mean?” asked his mother.  I waved it away as just an aside, but she wanted to know more.

“It appears to me from the family medical history that puberty is the problem.  But male puberty could be avoided.  Cancelled in fact.  Without a uterus, female puberty would not be severe – it would just be changes to the body that would probably necessitate the child being reassigned to the female gender.”  I am not sure that they understood the full consequences of what I was saying.  Nor did I, really.

His mother posed the question directly: “Dr. Stevens.  Do you mean to say that if we raised Ryan as a girl from now on, he would not be depressed?”

“To be honest, I don’t know,” I told her.  “But it would seem highly probable.  And we could observe and reverse it if that were not the case.  At least over the first few years.”  It appeared that I was now seriously considering this as a treatment.  “But if it were permanent, he, or she, could have no natural children.”

“But we have just been talking about this,” said his aunt.  “His children could carry the same weakness in their genes.  We would not want that.”

“This would be a radical and as yet untested therapy,” I said.  “I am not advising it, but if you direct it, I can arrange it.  We could try it.  As I say, it is reversible up to a point.”

And that was how it happened.

A few days later, I had young Ryan in my consulting rooms, looking very confused.

“What do you mean, re-assigned gender?” he asked.

“Your sex is male, but your gender can be anything you want,” I explained.  “There is reason to believe that if you try the female gender for a while, it may prove beneficial to your mental well-being.  You are entering a dangerous phase.  We are concerned that you will never find happiness as a man.  Nobody in your family has.  But maybe if you try being a girl, it could be different.”

“I am not one of those people who think they are a girl when they’re not,” he said.

“No.  Those people face a different problem,” I said.  “They seek to realign their bodies with the gender they are born into.  For you, I am suggesting adopting a new gender for your own mental health during a period of high risk.  It is simply a new therapy to deal with a known condition ... in your case, one with high risk.”

“Please try it, Sweetheart,” said his mother.  “We want you to live.”

“The final decision will always be yours,” I added.

I gave the family time to consider, but a week later, Ryan was back to accept the shots and patches and commence with the transition to womanhood.

“I have been watching the girls at school,” he said.  “They seemed to be interested in things like music and design – stuff that interests me.  I am not into ball sports, motor racing, or anything like that.  It seems to me that I might be able to fit in if they will have me.”

“Girls tend to be more inclusive and keener of friendships rather than competition,” I explained.  “Just try to follow and you should be okay.”

For ethical reasons, I entered the diagnosis of “Gender Identity Dysphoria”, and that is the certificate that I filed with his school.  But I was aware that Ryan told his friends that he was transitioning “for medical reasons”.  

I was very interested in monitoring Rachel, but I had to force myself to step back and simply invite my charge to visit me monthly and call me if anything came up.

At the first meeting, Rachel was a little uncertain, but things seemed to be moving well.  She had made friends with a group of girls that had made her their project – taking a boy and polishing her into the perfect girl.  It must have helped that Rachel made a very attractive young woman, even while the hair was still quite short.  Her friends had chosen a feminine bob hairstyle for her, which she could grow into something later.  She wore no makeup, but she explained that she was following a “skin regime” recommended by her new friends to deal with teenage issues.

Her primary concern at the first meeting was to ensure acceptance, and this she believed she had achieved.  There was some whispering that she was aware of, but she had learned to ignore that.  For the several encounters after that, things had improved further, as she became more comfortable in her new gender.

It was not until several months later when I remarked upon a sudden turn.  Rachel appeared for her appointment with her hair slightly curled and wearing makeup.  For the first time I detected some discomfort.

“I have met a boy,” she said.  “I am not sure what to do.  I suppose I assumed that I would not be attracted to boys, because physically I am one.  But I think he is great.  I mean all my friends are pairing up, but it seems to me that I have the best guy of all of us”

I asked whether I could carry out a physical examination and when I did, I noted advanced development of female secondary sexual characteristics.  Her skin was smooth and soft, and her breasts were Tanner Stage 3, plus there was added fat on the hips and buttocks.  She said that she had styled her own hair and applied her own makeup, and she clearly had skills.  I expressed no surprise that she had attracted male attention.

“But what happens from here?” she said.  “I can’t offer him anything.”

“I am primarily concerned about your mental health,” I said.  This was my concern, and for the first time, I was worried that there might be some indication of anxiety.

“I have never been happier,” she said.  “I have great friends and now a guy who really likes me.  I feel good about myself.  As a guy, I was small and puny, but as a girl, I am just like the others, plus I look good, and I know it.  It is just that I have a penis.”

“How do you feel about that?” I asked her.

“Embarrassed,” she said.  “My guy knows about it, but he doesn’t want to see it – not ever.  He says that I can get rid of it when I am older, but that is not what this is about, right Doc?”

“This therapy is all about postponing male puberty until you were better able to cope with it,” I explained.  “To be honest, I had not considered a change in sexual preference, if that is what this is.  Medical opinion is that homosexuality is not something that is acquired, so it may be that you have always had this orientation.  Or perhaps your attraction to your boyfriend is not what you think it is.  Perhaps his attraction to you is pressuring a reciprocal response?”

“I am not sure what you mean,” she said.  “If you are asking whether I want him to make love to me, God yes, I want that.  But maybe I am not quite old enough for that.”

“You need to call me if you experience any depression,” I said.  “If you have any thoughts of anxiety or feel a need to harm yourself, you need to contact me.”

“No, he makes me happy,” she said.  “I am just worried that when the therapy ends, he will be out of my life forever.  He won’t want me if I am a boy.”

“You don’t have to go back to being a boy if you don’t want that,” I said.  “But to commit to a future as a woman is a big step, and you should consider it to be irreversible.  It would involve an orchidectomy – the removal of your testicles, and further surgery to change your genitalia.”

I felt very foolish that I had not thought this through.  I had labelled my radical approach as a success, but it now appeared that I had created a dysphoria situation.  I was reminded of something Rachel’s aunt had said about eliminating bad genes from his father’s side.  Perhaps her family were more accepting of this permanent reassignment than I thought?

I arranged another family session, and this time I discussed sex change surgery.

“I often wonder how she would have turned out had we left her to grow up as a boy,” his mother said.  “But she is just so happy as a girl, I could not want more for her.  I just think that depression is the worst thing.  She is just so positive about the future, even though she understands that there will not be children to care for”.

“Are you sure about this, Rachel?” I asked.

“Ryan has gone forever,” she said.  “Whether he would have been happy or sad is no longer a question.  He is gone.”

I approved the surgery in accordance with the protocols.  The very next day they made the arrangements.

There was a brief follow-up, but then I heard nothing.  This is not unusual and is usually positive.  In my professional capacity, we are involved while mental illness persists and not involved when there is no longer a problem.  But I have to say, I did wonder about Rachel as the years went by.

Then, by chance, I met her mother in the supermarket one day.  She stopped me and thanked me for everything I had done for her daughter, and then she insisted on showing me some images on her phone.  There was Rachel, looking beautiful in a wedding photo beside her husband, the boy that she had met at school, grown into a fine-looking young man.  Then there was another image, more recent, showing her at the beach playing with two young children – adopted, I was told.  One image caught my attention.  It was one that her husband had clearly taken – she was in a bikini posing for the camera.

“I would love an image to attach to my file,” I said.  “I have kept it in my ’to be closed‘ pile for all these years, but it would be nice to have something to say that there was a positive outcome in the end.  Would you be able to send me this one?”

I received it by email the next day.

I had closed her file long before, but I kept that image.  She really looked like the perfect woman to me.  She had that special shape and those long legs, and the perfect breasts and the female pubis that, even covered by that tiny piece of cloth, seemed almost pornographic.  This was something I had created.

I really felt that I had proven a radical new therapy for young men facing sad futures.  I really felt that I had a duty to help those boys, and to advance science in the process.  I have been busy ever since.

For some, it is just unfortunate that they have been born a boy and face a life of unhappiness.  It is now clear that there is a way for many to lead happy lives just as Rachel has.  I am totally satisfied that I am giving sound advice and good treatment.  As a physician, nothing can be more satisfying.

The End
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Splitting Up
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I used to like her, maybe even love her.  Now she wants to kick me to the curb and destroy my sanity by ghosting me.  That is typical of women.

As children, we had pretty much the same likes and dislikes.  We even liked to wear the same clothes – practical but colorful – clothes that were fun to have fun in.

But she was always the loud one – the confident one.  She could approach strangers and pose questions that I would never dream of asking.  And she annoyed me by jumping up when I was concentrating on something that I was enjoying and saying something like – “I’m bored.  Let’s do something else.”  It was distracting, but that was its purpose, of course.  She loves attention, like most girls do.

But generally, I enjoyed having her in my life, back then.  Because of her, I did things I never would have done, and I met people that I never would have met.  I did not want to lose her, but perhaps I would have preferred to have had her in smaller doses than I did. 

She started to get hysterical towards the end of junior high school.  She could not accept the changes in her body.  I understand that these things can be difficult.  She needed to cope in her way, but I could not let it involve me.  I was having my own issues, as boys do, when they become young men.

I distanced myself from her, but she was always there.  Through high school, I buried myself in my studies and I achieved, in my own way.  Men are meant to achieve in other ways, and I did my best in order to fit in.  I was not a person who liked to stand out – unlike her.

But she was forced to hide herself away.  She managed to do that, but it meant that she became a massive sulk for all of those years.  Of course it affected me – I could feel her pain.  That is something people say, but in my case, it was real.  I found myself withdrawing with her, like two snails sharing a shell and hiding from the world.  I wondered if she would ever break out of that funk, but I did not have to wait long.

Everything changed when we got to college.  There she was free to come out of our shell.  She said that we should rebel – we should embrace different ideas, grow our hair, fight the establishment.  She said that gender was part of the rigid conservative patriarchy designed to suppress free-thinking women like her.  I had no opinion, because it was her nature to say that her beliefs were our beliefs.

She dragged us through a genderless phase.  Actually, I had no real problem with this.  It seemed as if no gender meant asexual, and I wondered whether that was my inclination.  I had no real interest in girls, other than her.

But then she met Jason.  

Jason made it clear that he was not concerned about – “things hanging on from the past” – that would be me.  He only wanted her to be the woman that she needed to be, which meant the woman he wanted her to be.  He did not like plain or uninteresting women, and in his view, she was not meant to be that.  She was meant to be exotic and special. But more woman than others.

Men can be so manipulative, but only because they seem to cast a spell over women, or the women who adore them.  To me, there was a lot wrong with Jason, but she couldn’t see it.  He was selfish and demanding, and he wanted to cuddle her all the time.  She loved it, but I found it distasteful, or sometimes downright dirty.  It was embarrassing.

If I cramped her in the development of their relationship, then I owe her an apology.  I just wanted to play some small role in her achieving her full potential.  I wanted to be the voice of calm and logic.  That is the role of a man when he is faced by a woman driven by emotions and desire.  She just waved away my concerns.  She just set about trying to impress Jason.

Was it love?  I doubt it.  To me, it was lust, or maybe better to call it the desire to experience an intimacy that she felt we lacked.  Whatever you call it, she took to it.  She started to wear very feminine clothes and wear perfume and things in her hair and use way too much makeup.

Jason encouraged her to do something about her “hormone imbalance”.  As a rule, I avoid drugs of any kind, but for her, it seemed so important that my concerns were totally disregarded.

Jason thoroughly enjoyed the woman he had helped create, perhaps because he had.  He also seemed to tease her by withholding his physical attentions.  He would say – “You’re not quite ready, but when you are, you will need chains to hold me back”.

It was all very annoying.  There I was, just a bystander being subjected to this kind of attempted control.

And then one day, completely out of the blue, while walking together in the park, came that kiss from Jason, and then his hand on her growing breast.  It was a total surprise.  I have to say, I didn’t know what to do about it.  I did not protest.  I just sort of let it happen.

It changed everything.  Within hours, it was sex back at his place.  It was only the kind of sex that she could have offered him, but he thoroughly enjoyed it, and she enjoyed it a whole lot more than that.

I was no longer a bystander.  That would be weird.  There was no longer room for me anymore.  In fact, it seemed as if I had been left standing in the park watching as she skipped away with him to give away her body to this man and leave me behind, the man who had shared her shell.

It was months later before the scalpel consigned me to a distant memory, but then, even distant memories survive somewhere.  She has no need of me, but sometimes she can look back and know that I am still there.  I don’t want to haunt her – just to remind her.  I think that helps her.

Jason is glad that I am gone, and I understand why.  I never show myself – not ever.  I love her, you see.  I only want happiness for her, and she has that.  Her male side has no place in her life, but a trace of me is still here.

The End
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Making a Scene
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He saw her the moment that he entered the restaurant.  The table for two was not hidden away, but in the middle, surrounded by others.  He was going to stride over immediately, but he went to the bar and made a show of looking at the menu.  

She looked beautiful.  Her hair was up, and she looked as if her makeup had been done at the cosmetics counter.  She was wearing what he supposed was a cocktail dress.  It had a neckline that showed off her perfect breasts, and a hemline that showed off her more-than-perfect legs, in black hose.

The man sitting with her looked very interested.

He refused the offer of a drink.  He walked over.

“Hello, Giselle,” he said with a sneer.

“Oh,” she said.  “Hi, Mac.”  She paused and looked at the man across from her.  She said, “Mac, this is Ollie.  Ollie, meet Mac.  Mac is an old friend of mine.”

“Yes, I am, Ollie,” said Mac, shaking the other man’s hand firmly and vigorously.  “Yes, I am.  A very old friend.”

“Did you want to talk to me privately?” asked Giselle through gritted perfect white teeth.

“No, no,” Mac said.  “No need for privacy.  Here you are in public.”

“This is who I am, Mac,” she said.  “I am complete now – for more than a year.  The past is over.  Gerry is gone.  You need to get over it.”

“Hey, Buddy.”  Ollie felt that it was time to say something.  His date was looking distressed.  They had met online.  He had only met her an hour before, but he could not believe his good fortune.  She was definitely the best-looking woman he had ever been out with.  In their hour together, he had discovered that she was intelligent and funny, and interested in many things that he was.  She was a little larger than other women he had been out with, but she had a great body.  If he played his cards right, he might just see that body in all its glory, later on tonight.  It was time for him to be the knight to the rescue.

“Why don’t you leave the lady alone?” he said.

“Lady?” said Mac, looking around the restaurant.  “I don’t see a lady.  Unless you are referring to this person sitting with you.  Well, this person is no lady.  This person used to be my best friend and old football buddy, Gerry.  That is who you are, isn’t it?”

Mac stared down at Giselle.  He was willing her to stand and confront him.

“Don’t Mac, please,” she said.  “Please, not here.”  

She stood up.  Ollie’s mouth was open in disbelief.  She looked at him with the saddest look he had ever seen.

“Would you wait for me, Ollie,” she said.  “Please.  I will explain everything.  Please wait for me.”

She grabbed Mac’s arm.  In her heels she was taller than Mac, but not Ollie.  She seemed to be able to maneuver him easily to the front door and outside.

Ollie looked around.  In that moment, everybody was looking at him.  Everybody had heard.  Everybody had seen.  And now suddenly they were averting their eyes to take a drink or push some food around on their plates.  Initially, in silence.

When voices started again, they were hushed.  They were talking about him, or rather the woman who had been sitting with him.  The big, beautiful woman who had seemed to be all of his fantasies come true.  Now the truth was real.  Everybody knew it, including him.  What did that make him?

Should he leave?  She said, to wait, but what happens if she does come back?  Stand up, leave something on the table for the drinks.  Leave.  He did not know anyone there.  It will be forgotten.  Will it?

It occurred to him that this was a defining moment.  What kind of a person was he?  Maybe he should have followed her?  He was bigger than this guy Mac.  He could have rescued her.  He could have ended the date after that, if he wanted.  Maybe he could have shaken her hand, or even kissed her cheek?  He could have said something like: “You are very beautiful, but I am not into transwomen”.  But maybe he was?

He leaned back in his chair and took another drink from his glass.  He looked at her glass with the lipstick on it.

What the hell?  There he was.  The embarrassment was over.  Leaving
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