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  Foreword

Lilith Roberts


Long before Columbus landed in the Americas, the fluid nádleehi gender role had emerged in traditional Navajo culture. Amidst the chaos of the Warring States, Chinese Dukes shared delicious peaches with beautiful same-sex lovers. In 1700s Britain, people such as Mother Clap played with gender norms and sexuality within the libertine molly houses.
LGBT+ people have existed across the world and throughout time – albeit not always in a way that conforms to our own notions of gender and sexuality – even if historians have sometimes struggled to admit it. In a world where some people still wrongly claim that to be gay or transgender is a modern aberration, acknowledging the breadth of LGBT+ history is vitally important. Moreover, LGBT+ history is genuinely fascinating. I mentioned a few examples above, but they are by no means the only examples of LGBT+ history out there. Across every continent, in every culture, and at every time period, LGBT+ people persist.
LGBT+ alternate history is important as well, both to highlight LGBT+ history and also to allow us to explore how that history may have gone differently. What if the British Gender Recognition Act had been successfully reformed in 2019? What if the Weimar Republic survived, and became more accepting of LGBT+ people far earlier under the influence of the Institut für Sexualwissenschaft? What if a longer-lasting and more successful Reconstruction Era allowed the United States to blossom into the truly free and equal society promised by the American Dream? These are all interesting questions of alternate history in their own right; and they are made all the more interesting by their intersection with LGBT+ history. As it happens, these are some of the questions that form the core of the stories featured in this anthology.
This anthology is a smorgasbord of stories across different genres, themes, settings, and framing devices. Stories set in utopias, dystopias and even the far-flung future, stories following medieval peasants, 21st century royals and everyone in-between, stories told through faux newspaper articles, alternate biographies, traditional narratives and interviews. There’s a wealth of creativity and passion at work in every story, and though they have many differences, there is one unifying aspect to them; they are all stories of LGBT+ people throughout history, written by LGBT+ authors. These stories are our contribution to our history, and our way of telling what we have always known to be true; we have always been here, and we always will be.
This is the product of the creative talents of our community. It is the telling of our own personal alternate histories of sexuality and gender, and of the stories that we have crafted in the more traditional sense. In this anthology, you will find fourteen genre-busting alternate history stories from eleven talented LGBT+ authors. I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I did.






  
  Undeclared Offspring

Lena Worwood


Loughborough, 2034 
You don’t know the man who’s sitting in your living room. Sat quietly with seemingly perfect contentment playing on his phone. You can’t place his accent. You have never seen him before and you are afraid of him, even though you didn’t intend to be afraid. Not today. His arrival was all known, and planned, and prepared and processed and now the man is here and he is sitting on your sofa and you are hiding.
You are hiding in the room that you never go into. The room that you have spent a decade trying not to think about. The room is full of plants. Too many plants, really, for its nominal purpose as a spare bedroom. For the last ten years you have been growing them for the man in your living room. Small seedlings that fit the space now twist and bulge and propagate in a room that would have looked perfectly up to date and normal a decade ago. Even now it’s hopeless. You know that the man doesn’t care about this room. He doesn’t want to see it. He won’t take the plants and he won’t be back and you won’t ever, ever, stop letting them grow.
Your eyes are wet but you don’t think you’re crying. Your face muscles are pinned into place your emotions seem to be coming in like a numbers station in a foreign language caught on an old AM radio at the start of dawn. You don’t know what to do. You can’t do anything.
You call your sister and listen to her. Maybe she has an accent, too, but it’s hard to tell because she speaks with another accent. The specific trans feminine lilt that you have learnt to know means that the speaker is rounding off every rough edge and element of masculinity in their voice that could be deemed a threat or a tell or an inconsistency. It reminds you that living in a state of sanctuary is not the same as living in a state of grace. She tells you that everything will be okay, she tells you what is happening in your home in a detail that you can’t perceive and you wonder how she knows. She can’t see you but she knows the man. More than that, she knows how men like this operate. You don’t know. You have no experience. Over a decade trying to learn. And you have no experience.
He’s at the door now. He’s looking at you, looking at the plants. And he seems satisfied. You aren’t sure what you could have done that could satisfy him. The whole room scares you. The room is decorated for a teenage boy from a decade ago and until today you thought you might see your son again. Nothing in here is right, or useful. Why didn’t you throw it all away? Why didn’t you just move? You knew the man was coming and you were frozen waiting for him for a decade and now he’s looking at you and he’s smiling.
How is he so tall? How is he so strong? He speaks in what sounds like an East European accent but that can’t be right and now he’s touching your shoulder and you try hard not to respond, not to show fear.
“Are you alright?”
“Oh, yes, thank you, I was just getting some things, and, I thought you might like to see-” You’re babbling, you’re afraid, the man might leave you with these plants and then they would take over, keep growing, wrap around your heart.
“You kept them.” The man said. “All of them?”
“I… I couldn’t do anything else, they’re yours.”
The man sat down on your son’s bed and it looked wrong. Like it always does when a big, muscular man occupies a child’s space. Like an intrusion.
“Do you remember the pandemic?” He asked.
You nod. You even smile. “When the first one arrived we didn’t touch it for three days in case it was infected.”
“I watered it.” The man said. “I didn’t tell you. Do you remember what it was called, that thing where you made a sphere of moss and tied rope around it?”
“You were really good at that.” You say, “And no, I don’t.”
The man shook his head. “I can’t believe you kept all these, there’s almost as many plants here as in my bedroom”
You want to tell him that this is his bedroom and he’s home. But he’s not, and it isn’t.
“So you don’t want any of them?” You ask.
He shakes his head. “They’d never survive the flight.” He says. “Besides, I have to be really particular. It’s all native plants, in my place. It’s… it’s useful, professionally.”
You nod and you don’t understand. “Since the war, there’s been a lot done on people, and even fauna. But the plant life is - well. It flowered. War is good for plants. They love a bit of chaos in civilisation.”
You find yourself looking at a vine that’s edging towards the light in the window, like a hand raised wanting to agree with him.
“But domesticated varieties…” he goes on. “We call it de-wilding. It’s quite a big thing in environmentalism these days, in so many places horticulture and domestication was disrupted in the 20s, to such a degree that putting it back together is a major ecological project.” He stops. Thinks. “Have you heard of the Kalyna?”
“No?”
“It’s also called the guelder rose, or Viburnum Opulus.” He says. “They plant them for veterans. Mariupol is lousy with them. To the extent that it’s becoming a problem. It’s meant to be a garden city, and we do want to encourage indigenous growing habits but the emigre community has lost so much and it’s the obvious one and-”
Oh God. Oh God, you realised that he was babbling now. You try to show willing. “I know, this is what you got complaints about in the Kyiv Post, isn’t it? I do read your Facebook posts.” You laugh. “My son, the controversial botanist.”
He laughed too. “You say that like it’s a surprise. Remember how much controversy all this caused?”
“You were obsessed!” You say.
“You kept them all.”
“I couldn’t throw them away.” You looked down. “When the ban came in I thought you’d be back in a few years. When you turned eighteen.”
He shook his head. “It’s not that simple. I had to leave in such a hurry. Pack my bags and get on a plane and even then I had to hope nobody would turn me in.”
You remembered those days. Your son crying on his bed when they took away his puberty blockers. You’d switched to GenderGP, and you’d tried to appease him by finally getting him on testosterone, but then they’d been banned and you’d found yourself buying drugs on the black market for your teenage son. You’d felt like a monster. When the order came through that authority figures should report any parents of transgender children to social services, it had almost felt like you deserved it.
He continued. “I was thinking of coming back for university but… I wasn’t sure if they could still prosecute you or me for historic offenses and there was all the talk about whether under 25s should be allowed HRT and I didn’t want to have to flee the country again and…” He stopped “I suppose it became a habit. I’m sorry for how little I spoke to you. I didn’t want to think about Britain, I suppose.”
You nod. You think about the regular money you’re still sending to his account. He doesn’t need it anymore but you were glad for that connection to him. “It’s lucky you had an aunt in a sanctuary country, without her - I-”
“Do you remember J?” Your son asks.
“They were the one with the-” you twist your hand in a complex motion that denotes a common memory that would be meaningless to almost anyone else but somehow you find there’s still a shared language and you’re grateful.
“Yes,” your son says, “bun re-transitioned when bun got out of care and goes by bun/bus pronouns now - more out of revenge than anything else - I think. People survived here.”
“What do they - bun - J - do?” You ask your tongue slipping over the obscureness of the language.
“Bun works in an Amazon fulfilment centre.” He says.
“And you’re in Melitupol - about to start your PhD.” You say. “I’m proud of you.”
You sit down next to him, you try to take his hand and now it’s his turn to look uncomfortable. You feel a jolt of fear that you’ve said something wrong and that you’ve upset this son you didn’t get to see grow up and don’t know.
“I know I don’t have a right to,” You say. “I know I didn’t raise you and I don’t get to be proud of what you’ve done, and I’m sorry, I wish I could have been there, I tried to learn German or find a job that doesn’t need it but-”
“I’m glad you’re proud of me, mum.” He says. “I miss you. But… it’s something else.”
There’s a silence in the room. You can almost hear the plants grow.
“I’m going to have to quit my job, move back to Germany.”
“I thought Ukraine was liberalising really fast!”
“It is, it is, but -” He stops. “I can’t take risks if it’s not just me.”
“What do you mean?”
“Mum, I’m pregnant.”
“You’re…” You stop, and try to get your head around this. The man in front of you is big, and muscular, and bearded, with calloused hands and a tan from working in the sun and he is pregnant. You don’t know what to say.
“It wasn’t planned.” He says, “But I do love the mother and we’re going to try and make it work. But… we want to be safe, and Germany is about as safe as it gets. Even in Ukraine, things could go wrong.”
“Things are better in Britain now.” You find yourself saying.
“I know but… I don’t think I could ever live here again, and my fam- her family is in Germany. And Aunty Cass.” He says. “We want you in their life, though. You’re going to have a grandchild.”
Your mind is on fire. Nothing is connecting like it should.
“Do you know if it’s a boy or a girl?” You ask.
He looks at you. Until you have a chance to think about that a little more.
“Nevermind, silly question.”
Everything is quiet in the room again. The plants drink water and sprout leaves. Something new is growing.
“You’re going to be a grandmother.” He says.
“I’m going to be a grandmother.” 
Afterword
In August 2022 the Gender Critical (anti-trans rights, for the uninitiated) movement in the UK was engaged in a fight with a lady called Joanne Harris, who they believed had challenged freedom of speech by saying things they didn’t like. Kathleen Stock, one of the most prominent members, noted that Joanne Harris had a trans child and tweeted “I am glad this is now declared. It’s more honest. At least two other high profile people, both very fond of the word ‘transphobia’, have undeclared trans-identified offspring. They are not unbiased. It is relevant information for onlookers.”
On the one hand, this was every day twitter drama, but it stuck in my mind. The belief that being impacted by a political issue means your opinion on it is less valid. The assumption that having a trans relative was something to declare. Like alcohol at airport customs. The casual dehumanising tone of “trans-identified offspring” - not children, sons, daughters. And of course, trans-identified instead of trans. “Identified” is such a wonderful word to imply “not really”. Consider “woman and people who identify as women”, or “homosexuals and those who identify as homosexual”. And all this hatred aimed at a child.
In 2022, we saw a wave of anti-trans laws in America that really stepped up the pace of what’s possible - bans on trans healthcare, bans on mentioning LGBT identities in schools, authority figures being legally obliged to declare trans children so they can be removed from their parents and put into care. And these often taking place in states where similar methods had been used as part of organised schemes of genocide against indigenous populations.
One bright spot in this was other states declaring themselves states of sanctuary for trans people. But that just meant people sleeping on stranger’s sofas, trying to get out of danger. This story is science fiction, in that I moved what has happened recently in America to Britain and wondered, what will this mean in the long run?
I think about this a lot - we in the trans community are trying to protect the next generation through a time of intense and organised hatred that often seeks to bypass us older trans people and go directly after our community’s weak point - the children. How will those children grow up? What will they lose because of all of this? We can only do our best to make their lives easier now, and hope they have decades later to heal. 
Lena Worwood is a trans femme who writes politics and horror and other weird things. Her work can be found in Travelers in an Antique Land and Fight Them on the Beaches. She is also the writer of Who Will Speak For England. In her spare time she helps organise queer events and groups in Devon and does election work for whatever party isn’t irredeemably transphobic. 






  
  Lessons from History

Gary Oswald


Jikada was proud to be a Mino. How could she not be? She had been chosen as a child, picked for greatness by the King himself, had survived the gruelling initiations and was now an elite soldier in the Greatest Army in Africa. Were the Mino not how Dahomey had finally defeated the dogs of Oyo? Were the Mino not what kept the Europeans at bay? Were the Mino not the only ones trusted with the new weapons the King had received from the Germans? She had no doubt the pathetic Mahi rebels would run away at the very sight of them. 
Hannah awoke in a panic. She had, on some barely conscious level, felt the emptiness of the spot next to her where her girlfriend had been. She tried to tell herself that Angie had been having trouble sleeping lately and so it was not uncommon for her to be up first, but all she could think of was that terrible day three months ago and she practically flew out of the bedroom, half expecting to see blood spilling from a slit wrist again.
She didn’t see that. She just saw what she always saw. Her girlfriend, on the couch watching TV with suspiciously red and bloodshot eyes. And, as she felt that weird mixture of anger and relief that only Angie ever seemed to inspire in her, she kept her face deliberately blank, letting her emotions escape only in deep breaths, and leaned in to kiss her. Hannah was no pushover, she had strict rules about never staying in a relationship where she was lied to, and so she made it a point not to look for the empty palm wine bottles she knew would now be hidden behind the couch so that wouldn’t happen.
“I love you,” she said, which was always a safe thing to say and had the advantage of being true, but mostly she was listening for the response. She hadn’t gotten an ‘of course you do’ for a long time but she might get a ‘you better’ and that was almost as good. On the other hand, if it was an ‘I don’t know why’, she’d need to find someone to pop in while she was at work, and for a ‘you shouldn’t’, she’d take a sick day.
“I love you more,” Angie replied and Hannah barely managed to hide the relief on her face. That was about a 3 on the scale and so better than she could have really expected. She could go to work guilt free, now, which was a relief. She hated her job but they needed the money and HR were already upset about the number of her absences.
Half an hour later, she was dressed and ready to leave. It was an hour journey to the facility by bus so she grabbed the book she was reading before she left. It was called ‘The Amazons in the Dahomean Revolution’.
Jikada kicked down the shrine and ignored the protests of the angry Houngan Priests. Vodun wasn’t banned in Dahomey, it had been their religion for centuries, but human sacrifices were. And the dead woman in the room made it clear an example needed to be set. The King’s laws must be enforced. She raised her gun slowly and the other Mino followed her example.
There was only one other woman in the changing room when Hannah got there and slipped into her uniform. Her name was Susan, she was middle aged and Hannah knew her in that vague way she knew all her co-workers just so that small talk would be less awkward.
They weren’t due to start their shifts for a little while so they sat outside and talked about the usual things, their families, their journeys to work, the weather. Anything other than the job. Whenever she was in a situation like this, Hannah always found herself wishing that she was more interesting. She never went anywhere and hadn’t done much. All she really had to talk about was the book she was reading, which few people were interested in. Even Angie didn’t much care about Hannah’s obsession with a long dead African Kingdom and it was Angie’s family that was from Dahomey originally. To be fair, that was three generations ago, it wasn’t like she was fresh off the boat, but still if she wasn’t interested, what were the chances Susan would be?
Hannah had mentioned her obsession with the Mino when she first met Angie. The Mino, the feared all-female ‘Amazon’ units of the Dahomey Royal Army back before British colonisation, were something Hannah had discovered a year before that while idly flicking through a newspaper and the idea had appealed to her. She wanted to be an Amazon, she always had really but this was even better than Wonder Woman. This was real. And so meeting a woman who looked much like the pictures she’d adored, it had been the first thing she’d thought of.
Angie had laughed in reply and told her that when she’d last visited Abomey, the children of her blood lineage there had played ‘Amazons and Rebels’ with her and made her be the Amazon so they didn’t have to be.
Jikada raised her voice high as her unit sang as they marched in front of the Royal Palace. One of the King’s daughters had taken the role of the general for the Parade and it would be worth the lives of the entire unit to embarrass her by being less than perfect. Jikada held little respect for those who claimed that position for peace but not for war, but she had her pride too. She was the King’s strong right arm and she would not accept anything less than perfection as she sang the old song of defiance ‘We are not women anymore, we are now Mino, we are men.”
Hannah often dreamt of Dahomey but in reality she had never left England in her life. She and Angie had vague plans of going to Nigeria at some point, in the same way they had vague plans of Hannah quitting her job or adopting a baby. All the things that could only happen when things were better both nationally and personally: when money wasn’t so tight and Angie was on the mend and their lives could become somewhat closer to what they’d thought life would be.
But two years of that promised date slowly drifting further down the calendar as the present stubbornly refused to be replaced by the bright future they’d chattered about in bed, meant it now felt less like a promise and more like lies that they told each other, in the hope at least one of them would believe it. But Hannah still had the old ‘Learn Fon’ book that she’d bought in a fit of optimism eighteen months ago and she kept promising herself that one day she’d really crack down and get into it. But it hadn’t happened yet so instead she was stuck with a handful of flirty phrases which could sometimes get a smile out of Angie on a good day but wouldn’t exactly stop her from having to buy things in English in Abomey and then feel like a dick afterwards.
Angie’s own Fon was pretty rusty but she sometimes talked to distant family members in Nigeria on the phone and those conversations slipped between English and Fon regularly. At first, Hannah used to sit next to her and just listen to her voice but the pain of being referred to purely as ‘a friend’ had become too much and she’d lately got in the habit of busying herself in the kitchen instead. It was after one of those calls, that Angie had received a picture of a great family tree going back over a century that some great aunt had stitched in cloth as a living memorial of the bloodline. And Hannah had known enough Fon to spot Angie and her brother, straight away. And she knew that further up the cloth there’d be blank marks where a child had left the bloodline to join the King and so were removed.
Jikada ignored the angry faces of the family as she rounded up the new recruits from the Yoruba village. They knew the cost of the King’s protection. One daughter from each family was taken at the age of 8 and those that were strong enough, those that survived, became Mino, chosen by the King himself. Some of the girls were crying as they marched, and Jikada doubted they would make it, but there would always be some who, like her, would realise the opportunity they’d been given. They’d been freed from the fate of the village women, to be shackled to a husband and children, nothing but a receptacle for a man’s lust. Instead they were soldiers, and so men, with all of the privileges of that rank. Jikada smiled as she thought back to sweet Nawi, the young girl waiting for her back in the Capital. It was good to be a Mino. The girls would learn that in time.
There was yet another protest outside the bus station so Hannah pulled her coat in and ducked her head down as she walked past in case they noticed her. It wasn’t like she agreed with what was happening herself, but well it wasn’t like the other side was any better was it? All the protests was just sound and fury by people who had nothing to better to do and nothing ever changed. You just had to try and get by and ignore the bastards, she’d learned that one back in High School. Principles didn’t pay the rent.
Angie had never managed that trick, which was part of what Hannah loved about her and part of what drove her mad. She still got so worked up about all the world’s injustices. For someone so wracked with doubt about so many things, it always astounded Hannah how fearless Angie was about confronting others. She’d even been an activist herself at one time, though a combination of her illness and Hannah’s job made her unwelcome in those spaces now.
Growing up a lesbian in her neighbourhood, Hannah had thought she’d understood what it was like to be hated, but dating a black woman had revealed depths of hostility she’d never dreamed of. They’d even been spat at once, by some hateful old bint outside Boyes, and Angie had shrugged it off with such effortless dignity that Hannah had known right then that she could never love anyone else.
Jikada cursed the old palm oil trader to the depths of hell as her unit struggled up the rocky hill. It was a good job the slaves had killed him, because if they hadn’t she’d have been tempted to do it herself. To let his workers escape had been bad enough but he’d been storing weapons for himself, illegally, and they’d looted the armoury before they’d left. If the slaves had enough of a start to get away, she swore she’d have his remaining family assigned to the army as prostitutes.
When Hannah got home, Angie was writing. She was an excellent writer but Hannah preferred not to read the stories she wrote. They almost always made her cry so instead she went into the kitchen to make them a meal. The kitchen was tiny and largely empty and Hannah felt the usual jab of shame that she didn’t earn enough to afford something better. It didn’t help that she knew that Angie’s ex-husband had lived in what was practically a mansion. Angie had made it clear that she had seen it as being as much of a prison as the social norms that led to the wedding in the first place but well a mansion was a mansion and this, very much wasn’t.
Hannah liked Angie’s parents but the wedding was something that she found hard to forgive them for. She knew Angie hadn’t been forced but they’d painted her a picture of what life was for a woman and Angie hadn’t realised what they’d missed out. She’d broken herself to fit into a square hole she was never meant for and the results were that she drank a bottle of palm wine a day because it was the only way she could sleep without waking up screaming.
Dahomey, before the revolution, was kinder to people like them than modern Nigeria was. The Amazons had been gifted female prostitutes by the King if they wanted them and the King had married husbands as well as wives to bind his family to the local villages. She’d told that to her girlfriend once and the way the conservatism of the modern country was primarily a legacy of colonialism and the Congo fever crisis.
Angie had replied “I should have guessed, all my problems are caused by whites and monkeys” in such a deadpan voice that Hannah didn’t stop laughing for more than five minutes.
Jikada had not been back to the village where she had grown up since she was eight. And now she was here to destroy it. It had been harbouring rebels, most of the villages were these days, and the King understandably wanted to discourage that practice but the order bothered her. She’d burned villages before, of course, and she’d thought little of what sort of people had lived there. Her training had ended with killing another trainee and it was a lesson she’d learned well.
You kill or you die, you don’t ask any questions. But this, this felt different. She sighed slowly and then turned to her subordinate. ‘Send a message to the headman of the next village. Tell him that because of his treason this time tomorrow the village will burn along with anyone still there. Give him a chance to die with dignity’. Orders were orders but sometimes there was room for interpretation. With luck they’d have the brains to flee rather than fight.
“You need to get rid of that photo,” Hannah said.
She did. Hannah knew Angie carried enough demons of her own that she didn’t need to be burdened with her girlfriend’s too. She’d learned that lesson a long time ago and so didn’t talk about how much she hated her job or her insecurity about being poor and poorly educated. So she wouldn’t normally mention how a photo of her Angie hanging on a man’s arms and wearing a dress that Hannah could never afford to buy her, made her heart burn with jealousy.
But the wedding photo wasn’t just something Hannah hated for her own sake, it was a dagger Angie kept using to stab herself, to force open old wounds whenever they looked like healing. Angie was smart, properly smart with an actual education, not just Hannah’s habit of grabbing random facts out of context and using them to decorate a drab brain and so everything Hannah had thought, she must have thought too. She must know that she only kept it to remind herself of the ways in which she failed to be the woman she thought her parents wanted. But the photo remained.
“I can’t,” she’d sniffed back but she was crying too hard for her to be understood so Hannah mostly concentrated on holding her.
“I wish you loved me half as much as you hated yourself,” she thought in that bit in the back of her head where she allowed herself to think such thoughts, “I’d be a lucky woman indeed”.
Jikada hated the English man. He had the lazy arrogance of someone who knew in his bones that he was the superior of everyone else in the room and so didn’t feel any need to prove it and he viewed the Mino as, at best, a mildly amusing joke. But without his support the war was lost. “Now that your King has so wisely agreed to accept our protection,” he told the war minister
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