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This collection uses inclusive language in some of the stories, in alignment with the non-binary characters who inhabit these narratives. This choice allows for a faithful representation of their identity, while creating a space where every reader can see themselves reflected, regardless of the gender with which they identify. Inclusive language here serves as a tool to celebrate diversity and to enrich the narrative worlds of Plurials Skins.









Beneath the ink of days and the flesh of seasons,


Are born strange-frilled bodies, breathing reasons.


Between dream and mirror, where all slips away,


Sing souls adorned in globe-born rays.


Under endless skies, skins reinvented bloom,


Each shape, in secret, reclaims its room.


At the edge of meta-worlds, hopes come to rise,


The echo of a dream where a thousand desires lie.


—Trans.versif









Preface


This book was born from an observation both simple and infinitely complex: our bodies, our souls, our identities never stay still. Each day, we wear different faces, shifting emotions, shapes the world tries to freeze. But isn’t life itself a perpetual movement, a dance between who we are and who we’re becoming?


Through these stories, I wanted to explore what happens when we dare to cross visible boundaries: those of flesh, of gender, of norms, even of reality. The tales that follow are warped mirrors, hidden doorways, landscapes that are at once intimate and universal. They invite us to question the obvious and embrace what seems untouchable: the freedom to be otherwise,infinitely so.


Plurial Skins does not pretend to offer answers. It offers paths. Echoes. It speaks to all those who have, at some point, felt too confined : in their skin, in their words, in their reflection.


This is an invitation to dream of new possibilities, to celebrate strangeness as strength, to rediscover the beauty of change. Because maybe our metamorphoses, however disconcerting, are not escapes…but returns to our ever-shifting essence.


Take these pages as a breath, a flicker, a space for imagining, and, who knows, for finding yourself.


Plurial Skins is more than a collection of stories: it is a journey through reflections, shadows, and glimmers that evoke transidentity in multiple and imagined forms. Each narrative offers a new way of inhabiting a body, an identity, a world, a reminder that the search for self knows no borders and obeys no fixed rules.


As a transgender person, I’ve often struggled to share what it means to exist outside imposed boxes. To speak, to explain, to dismantle prejudice, these can become burdens.


But art has a unique power to reach hearts where plain words fall short. This book was meant as a gentle breath, an elegant and poetic opening to approach transidentity differently: not as something to be explained, but as something to be lived, felt.


The characters populating these pages, though transgender or in metamorphosis, do not only speak of themselves They carry universal questions:


Who am I?


Who could I be?


How does the world see me?


And how do I see myself?


Everyone can relate to these questions. While trans identity is specific in its experience the quest for identity belongs to us all.


This book is for those who live these transformations, as well as for those who witness


or wonder about them. It may illuminate for those unfamiliar , with trans lives, gently clearing away misunderstandings with warmth and humanity. It can even speak to children, for these stories are not demonstrations, they are modern tales. They invite curiosity, empathy, and respect for what is different.


My activism here is not confrontational. It lies in the stories: slipping into metaphors, dancing through dreams and shifting skins. These tales speak of transformation, self-invention, and above all freedom. They show that to redefine oneself is not surrender, but celebration, a powerful act against the norms that seek to lock us in place.


If this book can open even one door in the mind of someone hesitant, or soothe a soul that is searching, then it will have fulfilled its purpose. It is an outstretched hand, a mirror, a space of possibility where we can dream, learn, and grow, together.


Welcome to this plural world, at once strange and familiar. May you find in it a resonance, a light, or a part of yourself you had never explored.


Like many writers and artists of all kinds, I hate speaking directly about myself. So here’s a small story that tells you who I am.


— Trans.versif









The Artisan of Reflection


In a world woven of veils and shadows, a poet walked forward. His silhouette was delicate, his body shaped by wind and light, a shifting assembly of uncertain lines. Those who crossed his path often mocked him: “Here comes a strange being, forever in the making.” He answered with a smile, preferring to keep his truths to himself.


This poet was unlike any other. One day, he chose to carve himself a new skin, a garment forged from the very fabric of his dreams. It was a bold decision, painful at times, but profoundly liberating. He traded the prison of an old reflection for a body shaped by his own hands, a space he could fully inhabit.


Then, he began to write.


His words were no ordinary stories: they danced like fireflies and sang melodies of transformation. Through fantastical creatures and dreamlike landscapes, he told tales of metamorphosis and rebirth. Each text carried a fragment of his own journey, a piece of the puzzle he was still striving to complete.


“Why do you write?” a creature-ink once asked him, born of his rhymes.


The poet looked up, a shy smile at the corner of his lips.


— “I write to speak to those who feel invisible, to those who doubt, to those who secretly dream of a world where they might finally be themselves. I write so they know they are not alone.”


The creature shook itself, leaving behind a galaxy of tiny ink-sparks.


— “Then keep writing, for your words will build bridges where there were only abysses.”


He understood then that his stories were more than mere mirrors of his path. They were offerings, the light of a lighthouse for other wandering souls. This collection, he dedicated to all those who seek, who doubt, who transform. For beyond genders and labels, his stories spoke of a universal journey: the journey of becoming oneself.
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The Paper Being


He was a being of paper, his limbs formed of delicate pages. His heart stood out as a bundle of tight lines, of words tangled like a weave of destinies. Each fold, each fiber told an imposed story : a tale of torment, of sorrow, of lost battles. His life was but a saga of suffering written by others, an epic in which he could not recognize himself, where all he felt was a painful fiction dictated by foreign hands.


Yet deep within him, he carried a fragile dream : a desire that burned stronger than any flame: to rewrite his story, to scratch away the acid letters of all he had endured, to erase the pain inscribed in his fragile skin and, on those mute pages, create a life where peace and gentleness played the leading role.


For years, he searched for a way to escape the words that bound him. He wandered through silent libraries, rummaging in the margins, in the barely visible annotations : seeking a form of redemption. Until one day, tucked away in a forgotten corner, he found a transparent ink, so light it nearly evaporated upon touching the page. It was a mysterious ink, a magical one, made to inscribe translucent dreams. With a trembling hand, he dipped a quill into the inkwell and touched his own page. For the first time, he felt a new warmth, a sensation of control. He was going to rewrite his story, free himself from the words of pain, rid himself of the black ink of his past. With meticulous precision, he drew lines of erasure, wiping out chapters of anguish and paragraphs of solitude. Where once there had been phrases of rejection, he left only luminous blank space — a glow where the future could finally take root.


Then, gently, he began to write, in invisible strokes. With each line he created, he felt a little lighter, a little more whole. He sketched himself a simple life, made of soft encounters and peaceful days. He imagined himself walking through quiet meadows, caressing wind-flowers, feeling the warmth of a loving sun. And in the hollow of his chest, where the sorrows of his past had piled up like stones, he traced a secret story : a silent love story, nestled over his heart.


In this secret story, he wrote his deepest dream: to be loved for every corner of his paper self, to be seen beyond his flaws, beyond his tears. He painted in delicate ink a companion : someone who could read between his lines, someone who would perceive the hidden chapters and accept every paragraph. It was a gentle presence, tender, who understood the beauty of his blank pages, the richness of his unspoken words. Together, they laughed, danced, whispered promises of forever.


Days passed, and beneath his paper skin, he finally felt peace infusing his fibers. The lines of his past suffering faded into distant memories, dissolving under the light of the story he had rewritten. His life was no longer dictated by foreign hands; it was his, entirely.


Thus he became his own hero : a legend made of resilience and freedom. He now carried within him a book without a cover, whose blank pages revealed chapters of courage, of peace, and of love.


And in the silence of his paper being, where his invisible words echoed like a secret symphony, he was free, at last, to write his story.
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The Workshop of Metamorphoses


In the corners of a worn-out neighborhood, where the tired facades seemed to whisper memories to the dusty windows, lived a very strange being: an old man, made of gears and tarnished copper, like a pocket watch that had traversed centuries of solitude. His gears gently clinked together in his chest every time he breathed, producing a melancholic rattle, a melody of rust and regret. His face, also made of patinated metal, bore the traces of past emotions, frozen in unreadable expressions. Days passed, and without understanding why, his gears began to jam, slow down. An inexplicable fatigue had taken hold of him, a silent weight he had never felt before.


One evening, as he trudged slowly beneath the faint glow of a streetlamp, he crossed paths with a little man with sparkling eyes and a worn leather jacket. He carried a tiny satchel over his shoulder and seemed barely larger than a child. Yet, his gaze was ancient, as though it contained a thousand lives. Without hesitation, the young man approached the old mechanical being, observing his gears with quiet fascination.


“You need help,” the young man said with a warm smile. “My name is Hector, and I have a workshop not far from here. I’m a clockmaker… and a mender of broken hearts.”


Intrigued despite himself, the old man, whose gears were so rusted he no longer dared to believe in them, followed « Vous avez besoin d’aide », fit le jeune homme avec un sourire chaleureux. « Je m’appelle Hector, et j’ai un atelier pas très loin. Je suis réparateur d’horloges… et de coeurs abîmés. »


Intrigué malgré lui, le vieil homme, dont les rouages étaient si rouillés qu’il n’osait plus y croire, suivit Hector. Ils s’enfoncèrent dans une ruelle étroite où la lune n’était qu’une mince lueur d’argent au-dessus de leurs têtes.


L’atelier d’Hector était minuscule, mais il vibrait d’une vie douce. Sur les étagères s’empilaient des montres à gousset, des pendules et des mécanismes en attente d’être réparés, comme des coeurs oubliés qui attendaient qu’on leur redonne une raison de battre.


Hector invita le vieil homme à s’asseoir et ouvrit délicatement le panneau de son torse métallique, dévoilant l’intérieur de son mécanisme fatigué. Sous la lumière tamisée de l’atelier, les rouages prenaient un éclat mystérieux, mais leur état inquiétait le jeune mécanicien.


« Vous savez, » fit Hector d’une voix douce en resserrant une vis, « Votre mécanisme a besoin de plus qu’une simple réparation. Ce n’est pas qu’une question de Hector. They wandered into a narrow alley where the moon was but a thin silver sliver above their heads.


Hector’s workshop was tiny, yet it vibrated with a gentle life. On the shelves, pocket watches, pendulums, and mechanisms awaited repair, like forgotten hearts waiting for someone to give them a reason to beat again.


Hector invited the old man to sit and gently opened the panel on his metallic chest, revealing the inside of his tired mechanism. Under the soft light of the workshop, the gears took on a mysterious glow, but their condition concerned the young mechanic.


“You know,” Hector said softly as he tightened a screw, “your mechanism needs more than just a simple repair. It’s not just a matter of rust… It’s your heart, your very identity that has frozen.”


The old man looked at Hector, puzzled. Tolerance? Acceptance? These were words that seemed so distant, so foreign. He had never known that he was missing something. He had learned to live in the shadows, to ignore the parts of him that had never worked like others. Yet, in that moment, he felt something change, a kind of tension in his gears.


And as he looked at Hector, so luminous and full of life, he could see that his mechanic knew exactly how he felt.


Hector smiled, as though he had guessed the thoughts of his patient.


“You know,” he said, replacing a spring in the old man’s chest, “when I was younger, I discovered that my own mechanism wasn’t exactly like everyone else’s.” “I always felt different, like a misaligned cog in the great gear of the world. But one day, I understood that you don’t have to be exactly like others to work. That day, I swapped my tools for needles, learned to use different kinds of bulbs, and repaired myself, piece by piece, until I became who I am today. Even though it took time, even though flesh is harder to transform than metal.”


The old man felt his gears quiver under Hector’s delicate fingers, as if they were taking a new breath. These words resonated within him like a forgotten song, a bittersweet melody he had never dared to listen to. Difference… was not a flaw? The feeling of being other could be a strength? Every word from Hector seemed to unlock a spring, a screw, a part of him that had rusted under the weight of solitude.


“But how did you find the courage?” asked the old man in a trembling voice, his gaze locked on Hector’s.


Hector looked up, smiling like a burst of sunlight in a dead watch.


“It wasn’t easy. I was afraid, had doubts, felt the looks and judgments. But I learned that no one could fix my gears for me. And as I rebuilt myself, I understood that every part of me, every slightly crooked gear, formed the essence of who I am.”


He carefully placed the metal panel back in place and gave the old man’s chest a light tap. A soft “tick-tock” resonated, regular, new, like a breath rediscovered.


Then Hector added:


“Sometimes, we don’t need to be the same as others. We just need to work in our own way.”


The old man felt something awaken inside him. This “ticktock,” this beat, this new harmony between his gears… It was like a soft music he was hearing for the first time. He felt whole, reconciled with every part of his mechanism, every unique gear that made him who he was.


As he left the workshop, the old man turned once more to Hector, his bright smile still etched in his memory.


“Thank you,” he whispered, “for giving me the key… to understand myself. I’ve only ever known solitude. But you’ve set the clocks right, my boy. Will you be my first friend? I’ll try to face the world.”


Hector waved him off with a hand, a gleam of softness in his eyes.


“Come see me whenever you like, my friend. My door will always be open.”


The old man walked off into the night, his mechanism vibrating with a new strength. In the empty alleys, his “tick-tock” echoed, a soft, steady sound, proof of the self’s regained mechanics.


Years had passed since that night when Hector had repaired the tired gears of the old mechanical man. Since then, the man, whom Hector affectionately called “The Old One,” had changed. His gears gleamed with a new shine, and his movements, once hesitant, were now fluid, almost graceful. But tonight, as he entered Hector’s workshop, something in his step betrayed a new worry.


The workshop hadn’t changed much. The shelves still groaned under pocket watches and complex mechanisms. But something new caught the Old One’s attention: a child, sitting on a rug in the middle of the room, playing with colorful gears. Her crystal-clear laughter echoed in the room, mingled with the clinking of Hector’s tools.


Hector looked up, a radiant smile lighting up his face. He wore a scarf slightly stained with oil and seemed a little more tired than before, but his gaze remained sharp.


“The Old One! How wonderful to see you!” he exclaimed, wiping his hands. “Let me introduce you to Liora, my dear daughter.”


The child, curious, looked up, her sparkling eyes full of wonder.
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