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      I stormed into the uni toilets, kicked open the four cubicles to check they were empty, picked up the tissue bin and wedged it between the entrance and the side of the first cubical, barricading myself in. Break time or not, the bitches making their way up the corridors weren’t getting in here. The ignorant twats could piss themselves and bleed through their monthly rags for all I cared. If they couldn’t be civil to me in class, then they wouldn’t manage it in here. Gender neutral toilets or not, it was a place where transphobia seemed to multiply!

      Yanking my offensively flowered backpack from my shoulder, I headed to the sinks. As soon as the bag hit the fake marble top, the convulsions in my heart slowed. Just knowing the blade was inside transformed my anger into excitement. Not that the new emotion could override my intent, it was only eager for the result, an anticipation of the calm that would derive from the action. I peered at the zipper as if I had X-ray vision and held my hand to my heart. I shouldn’t; I swore to myself I’d never cut again, but I needed to feel something other than this! I unzipped the bag slowly, slid my hand into it and pulled out the cold red pen knife. As I flipped it open, and the metal caught the light, the blade seemed to wink as if egging me on.

      Ruby…a foreign voice echoed in my mind, like my brain had become an echo chamber. Can you hear me?

      Not sure if it was the imaginary voice, or the thought of cutting after abstaining for so long but something made me run into the first cubical and threw up my lunch, then closed the lid and slumped down, turning the blade. Fucking bitches! I chose Manchester University to study criminology because I thought it would be a place I could be myself. I thought it was a time of liberation; the place was crawling with people I knew from the village, but here I was being made to feel ashamed of who I was like I was in the fucking middle east.

      I sliced into the flesh on my upper arm, squinted as the knife drew blood, and gasped as the pain sent waves of relief down my spine. After a few seconds, blissful tingles raced into my groin, making my disgusting genitalia slightly erect. Why did I have to be born with a cock? The thing was nothing more than a monster I needed to slay! I walked back to the sink, rinsed the knife, and threw it back into my bag.

      ‘Fucking great,’ I said as I looked at my mascara-streaked face in the mirror.

      I ran my hands through my long, bleached-blond hair, shook the bottom, and pulled my face wipes and makeup from my backpack. I powdered my sweaty foundation and reapplied my mascara, a ritual that always calmed me down. After making myself look as decent and lady-looking as possible, I pushed the tissues in my bra firmly back into place, and took in my appearance; a red top barely covering my stomach, leather skirt with matching jacket, fishnet stockings and thigh-high boots. I smiled and winked a brown eye at myself in the mirror, then turned and unlocked the door.

      ‘You know you’re not allowed to lock yourself in there, don’t you?’ said a girl I vaguely remember pissing me off last week. ‘It’s gender neutral to stop these kind of issues!’

      ‘Tell me, was it nice being born with a vagina?’ I said, covering my heart, faking sincerity. ‘Did it make you feel superior to all us unfortunate girls who weren’t born with one? And please do elaborate on how nice it is to be so fucking perfect!’

      She rolled her eyes and barged past me.

      ‘Yeah. I’d look up the word decorum, and get yourself some, love!’ I scoffed at her and strut my way up the corridor to my next class. All eyes turned and followed me as I swaggered to my seat, weighing me up like I was a three-headed freak. I smiled at the students who didn’t linger and winked at the ones who did, especially one in particular who tutted and shook his head, acting like he could have pulled out a gun and shot me on the spot.

      ‘You love this colour on me, don’t you?’ I ran my tongue across my top lip.

      ‘I’ll love it more when it’s smeared across the floor, you fucking faggot.’

      ‘That’s enough, boys.’ The tutor patted his desk, giving me a look of disdain. ‘Or… you know… whatever term ‘n bloody pronoun you prefer.’

      A few of the bitches laughed at the professor’s comment.

      ‘I’d prefer being called what I am.’

      ‘Freak then,’ the angry arsehole whispered to some giggling tart next to him.

      I smiled, pushing my thumbnail into the cut I’d just made, a wave of peace enabling me to stay seated.

      ‘What you are is debatable in this day and age, I’m afraid,’ The tutor said. ‘Ruby, isn’t it?’

      ‘Ruby’ll do, if you can’t manage girl, she, her… must be difficult for you, huh?’

      ‘Not difficult, but it is a choice of mine whether I decide to address you with what you see yourself as, or as what I see you are!’

      My fellow class “mates” waited for me to respond, looking at me like they always did, as the the insane one who thinks she’s something she’s not, but entertaining none the less. At this point I could only shake my head. With this, the class stopped laughing and turned to the front. They’d seen the main attraction, had their two pennies worth and settled into normality.

      ‘Welcome to Criminology 101,’ the tutor said ‘For those of you who don’t know, I’m Mr. Taylor. Today I’d like to cover the benefits of rehabilitation.’

      ‘Which is a misconception,’ I said.

      ‘How so?’ He answered with an air of contempt.

      ‘Helping criminals is one thing,’ I said. ‘Pandering to them is another. It’s this kind of mindset that led to the early release of my mother’s killer, who roams free somewhere in London at this very moment.’

      I shook my head as the bastard’s enraged face flashed in front of my eleven-year-old mind’s eye, how he stabbed down at her gentle heart as he tossed my dad aside and knocked him clean out. How those do-gooders in power could allow such a monster back into society with as little as a few counselling sessions I’ll never fucking know.

      People swore by it, though. It wouldn’t matter how articulate my thesis against it could argue my opinion, backed up by evidence that criminals preset to commit crime will always go back and commit crime, due to them being programmed to do so due to factors like environment, upbringing, culture, surroundings, biological, chemical… it’s just the way it is.

      ‘We should wipe all reprobates from the earth, that's the only way to restore normality,’ I said. ‘And to keep the health and wellbeing of the planet. Monsters like my mother’s killer were damaged goods. Nothing would bring his brain back to a fit state… if it was ever in one to begin with. Some people are just born evil, simple as that.’

      ‘Well, again, Ruby, I don’t think things are as simple as you may see them. For example…’

      I stared out of the window onto the campus. Students were walking in twos or threes, laughing, sharing tips and stories. I had no one. In each of my classes from day one, not one person had sat next to me. Not that I was arsed. No one knew who I was, what I was about, and not one person had the guts to ask, so they were all either prejudiced or cowards. I’d much prefer to be alone than associate with any of them. I’m just here to get my degree, maybe get a job in the social sector… although I’d probably  end up getting arrested for murder if I saw kids being abused. That’s the criminal I’d prefer to be; one driven to it.

      I’d thought about working in law enforcement but, after witnessing what my future would hold, and knowing no coppers would let a sassy, smart mouthed, high heeled gob-shite like me on the force, I soon changed my mind. Once I got the qualifications I needed, and knew everything there was to know about criminals, I would make it my mission to change the laws. That way, I could make sure no other mother killing bastards got away with completing the sentences they deserve.

      ‘…are you even listening to what I’m saying, Ruby?’ Mr Tailor asked.

      I turned and narrowed my eyes. ‘I’m sorry.’ I stood slowly, placing my hand on my hip. ‘My ears shut off to insufferable bores. I can’t help it.’ I sauntered towards him, wiggling my arse.  ‘I’ll leave you to rattle on about the pros and cons of rehabilitating immoral individuals to this lot. I mean, I’m sure most of them must be living in hope that it’s possible. I’m all set with my opinion, thanks.’

      I smiled, kissed my finger and touched his nose, waved at the rest of the nobs and sauntered out.

      I strutted out of uni like I was on a catwalk runway and made my way through the city. After purchasing a sandwich from a deli near the fountains, I sat on a bench, watching people pass by, pondering whether I should just take a full-time job at the birdcage and have done with it. I’m a talented dancer and can pull off a great Britney impression when needs must, but Saturday nights were enough for me.

      My train of thought stopped as I spotted a boy being swung by an attractive couple. His hair was pure white, as if made of light.

      ‘Do we have to stay in our bodies?’ he asked the giant hunk beside him.

      ‘I think you should learn biology next!’ The adonis chuckled.

      ‘Biology as in body things?’ the boy asked with an innocent, eager smile, his grey eyes glistening in the sunlight as if reflective.

      ‘That’s right.’

      ‘Can we change our bodies? I feel like we can if we—’

      ‘Teach me if so,’ I interrupted, sitting up as they approached.

      The boy turned, let go of his parent's hands, and walked to me, his eyes glistening all the more. ‘What’s your name?’

      I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth. ‘Ruby, like the gem.’ I pointed to my flowered broach and smiled.

      The boy stepped closer, looking confused. I could have sworn he was glowing. ‘That’s very old.’

      His attractive mother stepped forward, her wild, multicoloured hair blasting over his shoulders. ‘Sorry to bother ya.’

      ‘He isn’t.’ I looked up at her and smiled. ‘Kids are about the only thing in this world I can tolerate, hun. It is very old, you’re right.’

      ‘You feel a lot of love for it, don’t you? I can tell because you brightened when you touched it.’

      I felt a lump well in my throat. ‘It was my mum’s.’

      ‘Rubies were her favourite gem. That’s why she called you… no, you called yourself Ruby when you wanted to be a girl.’

      ‘Tom!’ The girl grabbed his shoulder.

      ‘It’s okay,’ I said, raising my hand, my patience for her running low. ‘At least he dares to contemplate what my deal is, unlike some.’ I looked back in the university's direction and sniffed.

      ‘You were at university.’ Tom glowed like the sun had come up behind him. ‘Did you leave because they don’t treat you kindly?’

      I leant forward and blinked hard. What the fuck was going on, was I witnessing his aura? ‘Yes. How d’ya know?’

      ‘I’m not sure.’ Tom looked up at his mother as if she would give him the answer.

      ‘You know how it feels not to be treated with kindness,’ she said with a nervous smile. ‘Maybe that’s how you know.’

      ‘Empathy?’ I said, narrowing my eyes.

      ‘I like that word,’ Tom said. ‘What does it mean?’

      ‘It means you can understand my feelings.’ I sat forward staring into his sparkly eyes.

      ‘Then maybe my mum is right,’ he said.

      ‘I’m studying criminology,’ I told him. ‘They think it’s a crime I’m attending in these!’ I lifted my foot and wiggled my boot.

      ‘Well, I think you look good,’ Tom said. ‘I think that’s because they make you feel good… inside your body. Which makes you brighter.’

      I sat up and examined the little weirdo more. ‘I suppose it does, mate.’

      ‘I think you're meant for greatness,’ he said, his eyes widening like some fake psychic who’d just picked up on some otherworldly knowledge. ‘You look important enough to fulfil all your wishes.’

      I held in a chuckle. I had time for all kids, but he seemed extra special. In fact, this was the first time I felt giddy in a while. ‘What wishes are those?’

      ‘You wish to be a girl.’

      ‘Tom, please,’ the mermaid looking bitch pulled him back. ‘I’m so sorry.’

      ‘Don’t be!’ I shrugged, too utterly intrigued by the boy to accost her. ‘Maybe I’ll win the lottery and be able to afford an op! There’s no way I will earn it, that’s for sure.’

      ‘You’re red, though,’ he said as if he made sense. ‘That means you shouldn’t need money. You should have something in you… a gift… or ability… one that will just help you change your body to however you want. I’m right, aren’t I mum, if she’s red?’

      His mother blushed and pulled his hand. ‘Bye, Ruby, nice to meet you. I hope ya get everythin’ you want.’

      Hmmm, she wasn’t such a bitch. Looking after a special child was an achievement too, I had to respect her for that. I lifted my hand. ‘Laters!’

      The boy looked back, his eyes locked with mine as his mother walked him forward.

      There’s a Regulator trying to get through to you, his exact voice spoke in my mind without his lips moving. You should let it in!

      I stared after him, frozen with fear, unable to decide what was more disturbing; the fact that he was speaking to me telepathically, or that I was now officially insane.
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