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Chapter 1 - The Gross Negligence

The time was 9pm. I, Nurse Craig Lovatt had been on the evening shift for a good 7 hours already. Since the date happened to be February 14th, Valentine’s Day, on which it has become a universal ritual to express romantic love towards one’s partner, I had planned a date with my girlfriend Theresa (Tessa, for short). The two of us had planned to meet in a multi-cuisine restaurant named “Rogue Elephant” which is a four hour drive from the hospital. 

I had already asked the head nurse, Mildred Bosham, for permission to be allowed to leave the hospital an hour earlier than usual. She, in turn, had spoken to Chief Nursing Officer, Lara Jenkins who had rolled her eyes and said, “At least, four other nurses have asked to be let off duty early on Valentine’s Night. But hey, I think we’ll manage. After all, your personal lives are important to us too”. 

I had profusely thanked her before I left. Right now, I made my way into the changing room. I had bought a new grey suit for the occasion. Before stripping, I surveyed myself in the mirror. A beautiful young man in his 20s, wearing the male nurses’ white tunic and associated epaulettes, stared back at me. A pendent watch, a rite-of-passage gift my dad had given me when I had become a full-fledged nurse, dangled on my delicate neck. 

“Beautiful” and “Delicate” may sound like unusual adjectives for a man, but they did suit me perfectly. At 5’4, I didn’t have much of my tall, big boned Anglo-Indian parents in me. I was comely and slender, with a body that was dainty and fine-boned. Also, my face was smooth and chiseled like that of people from the North Eastern part of India or perhaps Far Eastern Asia. 

Since my family was all for cultural interbreeding, I attributed my physical appearance to one of my ancestors having been from East Asia. 

I had started unbuttoning my white tunic, when Nurse Bosham’s voice sounded from the door. 

“Nurse Lovatt” she said peremptorily “come out for a second, will you?” 

I buttoned my tunic and stepped out. Nurse Bosham’s round face was lined with worry. “What’s up, Madam?” I asked. 

“Nurse Lovatt” Nurse Bosham said in an apologetic tone “could you please stay back for an hour or so, until Nurse Kapadia arrives for the night shift? All the other nurses on the evening shift are absconding, you see. We have an emergency case. The dean’s wife has suddenly been taken ill”. 

The dean of Acesco Hospital was an American named Norman Abbott. He also ran a health insurance company that funded the hospital. I’d heard that the Abbotts were basically Americans, but had lived in India for a very long time. 

“Drat” I thought “Why do such things happen only to  me?” 

I exhaled audibly and followed Nurse Lovatt to the inpatients’ ward. A grey-haired over-weight woman, roughly in her late 50s, was convulsively jerking her arms and legs. The abrupt movements caused her wiry grey hair to jerk free of her pony-tail, making her look extremely unkempt. I couldn’t help noticing that her night gown was faded and drab. I looked at the patient’s name and age. 57 year old Vivian Abbott wasn’t a pretty sight. 

“Epilepsy?” I asked the Nurse Bosham. 

“Yes” said Nurse Bosham “plus potential depression of the respiratory system caused by alcohol ingestion. In addition to having fits, Mrs. Abbott is severely intoxicated as well. Dr. Moira Jacob will brief you up about the rest. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have another patient to attend”. With the above information given succinctly, Nurse Bosham left me. 

Presently, Dr. Jacob joined me. She was a peevish young woman in her mid 30s. These days, Dr. 

Jacob was especially bad-tempered, since she was undergoing treatment for infertility. The hormones she had been put on, for egg-retrieval, caused extreme mood swings in her. 

“Give her Carbamazepine” Dr. Jacob said to me abruptly “and yeah, since Mrs. Abbott is here for the first time,  go low and go slow”. 

“Yes, doctor” I said “but don’t you think we need to go through Mrs. Abbott’s medical history first? After all, it might have information we’re unaware of”. I was in the habit of setting up treatment sheets before I started treating any of my patients. 

“Good Lord, Nurse Lovatt!” Dr. Jacob snapped “where do I ferret out her history from??” 

“We could probably ask….” I said timidly “has someone accompanied her?” 

“Yeah, there was a woman who had accompanied her” Dr. Jacob said irritably “I think she’s Mrs. Abbott’s domestic help. The woman has gone to get herself coffee. And we can’t afford to wait for eternity! So, do as I say and  give her the goddamn drug!!”. 

I wasn’t sure at all if I ought to follow Dr. Jacob’s orders. First of all, we didn’t know Mrs. 

Abbott’s medical history. In addition, apart from suffering from epilepsy, Mr. Abbott was heavily drunk as well. This aspect made the case more complicated than it looked. 

Probably Dr. Jacob wasn’t in the best state of mind because of the hormones injected during her in-vitro treatment. Perhaps I ought to fetch Nurse Bosham. Or consult Ms. Jenkins. 

“Don’t obsess, you fool!” a voice inside my head reprimanded “you can still make it to Rogue Elephant. Send Tessa a message and tell her you’ll meet her in about forty-five minutes. And for heaven’s sake, give the patient Carbamazepine like the goddamn doctor is telling you to and be done with it!” 

I gave Mrs. Abbott the medicine as Dr. Jacob had ordered. Then Dr. Jacob examined her. After all, the potential depression of Mrs. Abbott’s respiratory system also had to be looked into. 

During the initial examination, it was documented that Mrs. Abbott was responsive to pain and able to speak in a slurred manner. Also, she could move her extremities. There was no apparent trauma. 

Next, on Dr. Jacob’s orders, I shifted Mrs. Abbott into a movable stretcher and wheeled her into the ICU. I evaluated the patient for about ten minutes. The lines on the monitor, monitoring electric activity of the heart, blood pressure etc showed that Mrs. Abbott’s condition was quite stable. 

I looked at my pendent watch. It was only 9:30 pm. There was still time to slip away, get dressed and drive to meet Tessa at Rogue Elephant. Mrs. Abbott seemed to be doing quite okay. Besides, Nurse Kapadia would arrive in half an hour. 

I left the ICU and surreptitiously slipped into the changing room. I wore the smart grey suit, slicked my hair with hair gel and sneaked unseen into the parking lot through the rear exit of the hospital. Then I got into my second hand red Maruti 800 car and drove down towards Rogue Elephants’……


***

While I was still dreaming of the sweet kisses and murmurings Tessa and I had exchanged the previous night, I was awakened by the persistent ringing of my mobile phone. I recognized the number on the screen as that of Ms. Jenkins’. 

“Good morning, Ms. Jenkins” I sleepily said “what’s up?” 

“Nurse Lovatt” Ms. Jenkins’s voice sounded grim “please get here as soon as possible”. 

I quickly got dressed in a striped shirt and beige trousers and drove down to the hospital. I met Ms. Jenkins and Nurse Bosham at the entrance. Both of them looked grim, and somewhat accusatory. At that instance, I knew something was seriously wrong. 

“You slipped away before your shift ended yesterday” Ms. Jenkins said glaring at me piercingly. 

Hers was a statement, not a question. 

“And you gave the patient Carbamazepine  without even having checked her medical history” 

said Nurse Bosham severely “Did you know Mrs. Abbott was allergic to it?” 

“Well, Dr. Jacob asked me to…” I said my mouth going dry “I just followed her orders”. 

“We all know very well, Nurse Lovatt” said Ms. Jenkins accusingly “that Dr. Jacob hasn’t been herself lately. Hospital rules state that if there is the slightest doubt in the nurse’s mind, regarding the prudence of a doctor’s decision, they should consult  another authority. You can’t blindly follow orders when you know the doctor in charge is wrong. If in your situation, even a novice nurse would have consulted either Nurse Bosham or me”. 

I swallowed in panic. It  had crossed my mind to fetch either Nurse Bosham or Ms. Jenkins before administering Carbamazepine to Mrs. Abbott. It was something I should have done as a

responsible nurse. However, I had decided not to because I was more concerned about my Valentine Night’s date with Tessa. 

“Besides, Nurse Lovatt” said Nurse Bosham “you left the patient unattended for  half an hour, until Nurse Kapadia got here for the night shift. The minimum standard of care calls upon the nurse on duty to monitor the patient’s respiratory rate every 15 minutes….however, you sneaked away without informing anyone and left Mrs. Abbott’s respiratory status unmonitored…..” 

“I am sorry” I said earnestly “I sincerely apologize. It was very unprofessional on my part to leave the patient unattended for so long”. 

The two women maintained a stony silence. A strange uneasiness gripped me. 

“By the way” I asked timidly “how’s Mrs. Abbott doing today?” 

“She died, Nurse Lovatt” said Ms. Jenkins coldly “by the time Nurse Kapadia arrived, Mrs. 

Abbott wasn’t breathing. She was cyanotic; her pupils were fixed and dilated. The autopsy report is yet to come in, but we suspect respiratory arrest was the cause of death”. 

I froze with fear. Mrs. Abbott was dead. It had been my duty to consult with other superiors before administering the dubious drug, but I had omitted to do that. It had also been my--solely my--responsibility to stay back until the end of my shift and to closely monitor the patient’s condition. However, I had slipped away because Mrs. Abbott’s seemed quite stable. 

The powerful dean’s wife was dead. And she died because of me. 

Chapter 2 - An Unusual Request

Just as when I was getting my head around the enormity of the trouble that had befallen me, I was in for another bit of news that caused me great discomfiture. After the autopsy of Vivian Abbott, her body had been shifted to her house situated in Infantry Road. The dean had issued staunch orders that all employees of Ascesco Hospital be present at his home to play their last respects to the departed lady. I told Ms. Jenkins that I had a severe headache, and timidly asked if I could be excused, but she was quite unsympathetic. “No more excuses, Nurse Lovatt” she firmly said “you’ll have to be present at the funeral like everybody else”. 

I didn’t think it wise to try persuading her any further. Judging the attire I had on to be too informal for a funeral, I went home and changed into a suit--ironically, the same one I had been gallivanting in the previous night when Mrs. Abbott was dying. With a pale yellow rose bud fastened in the buttonhole of the fateful gray suit, I drove down from the Cantonment Area, where I lived, to Infantry Road. After what seemed like hours, I finally reached. 

The first thing that caught my attention was the size of the house premises. The house, an old fashioned one with a stone finish, was quite huge by itself, but the lawn was simply sprawling. It effortlessly accommodated a large congregation of mourners, most of whom were dressed in black just like in western countries. Perhaps this wasn’t too surprising since most the Abbotts were Americans. Also, Acesco Hospital was primarily an Anglo-Indian setup, which was one of the reasons why I (and many of my colleagues) had been hired there. 

As I got closer, I recognized a few of my colleagues among the mourners. Nurse Bosham sat like a big and beautiful whale right in the front row. The characteristic self-righteous look was intact on her face. Ms. Jenkins sat, slim and stony-faced, beside Nurse Bosham. I noticed for the first time how erect her posture was. Two rows behind these two ladies, sat Dr. Jacob looking as distraught as ever. Her hair was unkempt, face ashen pale and eyes red-rimmed. It was obvious that she had been crying, but I attributed it to the depression caused by the hormones she was being injected with rather than the immediate event. I felt a pang of resentment towards Dr. 

Jacob. Had she not fucked up with the Carbamazepine, I wouldn’t have been as deep in trouble as I was now. And the worst part is no one was blaming Dr. Jacob.I made my way through the small party and took a seat in the middle row. I wrestled my attention away from my colleagues and tried to concentrate on the funeral proceedings. A plain, unadorned coffin was placed in front of the congregation. Beside it stood a huge, somewhat ungainly urn with a bunch of red roses in it. I overheard one of the funeral guests say that the deceased lady had loved roses. A pang of guilt stabbed me in the chest. Mrs. Abbott would never savor the scent of red roses again and the reason was primarily me. 

A band stood inconspicuously in the background playing the formal western classical music that is usually played at funerals. The stern drone of the muted organ added to my feelings of discomfort. The grim tear-streaked faces of the deceased’s relatives and friends didn’t help alleviate my agony. A large, comfortable-looking woman called “Muriel”, who was apparently Mrs. Abbott’s close friend, was standing next to her coffin. A whole lot of other human beings stood beside Ms. Muriel, dutifully dabbing their eyes, with their handkerchiefs, from time to

time. I especially noticed a tall, skinny, elderly gentleman with a prominent moustache and a short-cropped head full of silvery hair. He wore a thick pair of glasses. I overheard someone refer to him as “Mr. Abbott”. I was a bit taken aback. I had never seen the dean and had expected him to be relatively young, but the gentleman standing in front of the coffin appeared to be in his 80s. In spite of the sobriety of the occasion and the distressful situation I found myself in, I marveled at the energy and vitality Mr. Abbott must have at his age to run a hospital. 

Hymns were sung. A few guests stepped forward and spoke a few words about Mrs. Abbott. Mr. 

Abbott didn’t speak. After Ms. Muriel read the eulogy, the funeral ceremony was concluded. 

Someone directed me towards a table, on which some kind soul had been considerate enough to lay out coffee and cake. Then the entire party started off in a somber black car with a suited driver trailing behind the hearse to the burial ground. Owing to his being the deceased’s husband, Mr. Abbott was granted the privilege of being seated in the first car of the cavalcade. I noticed that my colleagues left with the funeral party too. And they didn’t even know the dead woman personally! 

Just when I was wondering what I should do, a hand patted me on the shoulder. I nearly jumped out of my skin. I was somewhat mollified to see a short, skinny gentleman in a butler’s uniform. 

He was shriveled up with age and had a wizened little yellow face. “Are you, Mr. Lovatt?” he asked in a slow, halting voice. 

“Yes” I said, my nervousness returning. 

“Mr. Abbott wants to see you, Sir” the butler informed me. 

“What?!” I asked incredulously “I thought Mr. Abbott had just left for the er….burial ground!” 

“That would be the Senior Mr. Abbott, Sir…” replied the butler “…Mr. Norman Abbott’s father. 

Mr. Norman is in the library, waiting for you. Apparently, he is keen on having a word with you”. 

A rippling wave of fear washed over me. I nervously straightened my tie, had another gulp of strong coffee and followed the elderly butler inside. “Oh God!” I thought agitatedly “Mr. Abbott is going to press charges. I’m dead meat!”. 

In spite of my obvious nervousness, I couldn’t help noticing how glorious the Abbott home was. 

The paths, stairs and patio of the house had been constructed with antique bricks, which enhanced the historic charm of the house. The wooden door of the house, which had obviously been retrieved from some ancient ruins, gave the house a vintage look. The flooring had the quaint subdued look of a bygone era. As I followed the butler into the living hall, I noticed that the furniture was made of solid ebony and that the windows were mullioned. The furniture was lovely, but the most bewitching thing in the room was a huge grand piano that stood in a corner. 

It was definitely a most impressive piece. We passed the guest bedroom before I was led into the library where Mr. Abbott was waiting for me. 

The butler led me inside and went out shutting the door after him. The tall suited figure of Mr. 

Abbott was silhouetted against one of the windows of the library. He was wearing a blue pinstriped suit and had his back towards me. The stony silence of the room made me all the more

aware of my rapidly palpitating heart. 

Mr. Abbott turned towards me. In spite of my uncontrolled fear, I was struck by his beauty. He was a tall man in his mid 50s, with the grace of a beautiful feline. Beneath the form-fitting suit Mr. Abbott was wearing, I could discern that he had an extremely fit body. Mr. Abbott’s eyes were a dreamy, mysterious brown with flecks of gold in it, beneath which lay a noble aquiline nose followed by a mouth that gave the impression that Mr. Abbott was smiling even when he wasn’t. His hair was dark brown, tinged with grey at the temples. The few lines on his face added to character, rather than age. Mr. Norman Abbott was easily the most handsome man I had seen. 

I panicked fearing that the tranquil expression on his face would turn into one of rage upon seeing me. My head started reeling. I felt the freshly consumed coffee churn in my stomach. My already palpitating heart beat at such speed that I was convinced I would have a heart attack. 

“I’m so sorry, Sir” I stammered, my mouth going dry “I can understand how furious you must be at me. Believe me Sir, the medicine administration….well, it wasn’t entirely my fault. However, I am not pointing fingers at anyone else…. the respiratory attest was entirely my fault… I know I shouldn’t have left Mrs. Abbott unattended…I’m so sorry…I’m truly sorry….I can understand if you sue me for medical negligence….I can totally understand. The thing is….”. 

The expression on Mr. Abbott’s face made me stop mid-sentence. His dreamy brown eyes were gazing at me in a fond, almost loving way. The lines around his eyes were crinkled in a congenial manner and his smiling face appeared more pleasant than ever. As Mr. Abbott’s eyes traveled from my face to my bow-tie and then to my face again, I felt a strange kind of frisson wash over me. Mr. Abbott was looking at me like a bridegroom would gaze at his bride. And what’s more surprising, for a moment I almost felt as if I was Mr. Abbott’s young bride…. 

Mr. Abbott took a step or two in my direction. “Nurse Lovatt” he said in a voice that was soft yet deep “you’re achingly young…about 19 or 20, I guess?” 

Whatever I had expected Mr. Abbott to ask, it wasn’t this. His question truly caught me by surprise. “I’m 28, Sir” I answered. 

“Twenty-eight” Mr. Abbott murmured to himself “perhaps they should change the popular

‘sweet 16’ phase to ‘sweet 28…’. There was a brief awkward silence. Then Mr. Abbott’s tone hardened and his manner became business-like “I understand you were away when my wife died?....” he observed. 

“Yes, Sir” I launched into another array of apologies “believe me, I’m usually not this negligent…yesterday was the first instance in which I erred. You see” I continued feeling my face flush a deep red “my girlfriend was keen on celebrating Valentine’s Night. I had been promised to be let off an hour earlier than usual, but Mrs. Abbott’s emergency case…detained me. When I hastily came to the conclusion that she was doing better, I thought getting away half an hour early would do no harm….Nurse Kapadia was, anyway, due to come in a couple of minutes….” 

“But by the time she came, my wife was dead” Mr. Abbott’s voice was expressionless. I noticed

that the dreamy look hadn’t left his eyes. 

“I’m sorry, Sir” I was practically pleading by now “I know I said earlier that you could press charges…but right now, I beg you not to. My career will be ruined! My family will have to face much ostracism because of me…also; my mom and siblings will be on the streets…you see, I’m the only breadwinner in the family—my father passed away a few years ago. I have two younger brothers and a sister who have to be taken care of…..” 

“Relax, Nurse Lovatt” said Mr. Abbott “I’m not going to press charges”. 

I looked up at him, stunned into silence. 

“However, you will have to sign this contract” he said, drawing a neatly rolled up cardboard sheet from the pocket of his suit. It was fastened with a neat golden band. 

“A contract?” I asked puzzled. 

“Yes, a contract” said Mr. Abbott “If you sign on it and follow what it says, I’ll desist from pressing charges”. 

“Okay…” I said hesitantly “may I see the contract?” 

“Sure” Mr. Abbott said and handed me the sheet. 

I rolled it open and skimmed through it. It read as follows:

“This Agreement entered into on this 15th day of February, 2015 by and between Norman Abbott (citizen of the US) and Craig Lovatt, 42, Cantonment Area, Bangalore, Karnataka, do hereby agree to all the terms given below. 

1) To do, act and behave as Mr. Abbott instructs for the rest of my life. 

2) To carry out his instructions, sans any queries or complaints. 

Underneath it was Mr. Abbott’s name over which he had attested. My own name “Craig David Lovatt” was printed a few spaces away. Over it was a blank line where I was supposed to sign. 

There was also a blank space directly beneath my name where Mr. Abbott asked me to enter my contact number. 

I assumed that Mr. Abbott was making me sign the contract in order to force me to behave in a servile manner and to do his personal work. He would perhaps make me cook, clean and drive for him. That was quite alright, considering the enormity of the misdeed I had committed. I salvaged a pen out of my blazer pocket and signed on the dotted line. 

The next words Mr. Abbott uttered had me questioning the prudence of my decision. Gazing at me with his soft dreamy eyes, Mr. Abbott said:

“From tomorrow, you shall go the hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform. And you shall

identify yourself as “Nurse  Carol Lovatt”. 

Chapter 3 - A Series of Gaffes

“What could be the aim of such an exercise?” I wondered out loud. Tessa had her head gently rested on my shoulder. The sweet smell of her hair reached my nostrils. 

“I don’t know”, Tessa shook her head. We continued slow waltzing to Elvis Presley’s “Can’t Help Falling in Love” playing in my room. I had told Tessa all about the unfortunate happenings over the last two days, and about the dean’s contract, which began with a rather unusual request. 

Tessa raised her head from my shoulder. Her freckled face looked as troubled as mine. My girlfriend was a curvaceous girl of medium height, with red hair and green eyes which sparkled with mischief. Objectively speaking, Tessa wasn’t a pretty girl, but striking eyes and hair gave her an attractive aura. 

In about two minutes, the frown on Tessa’s face eased. “Perhaps it is his way of humiliating you” she said “some people derive a perverse kind of pleasure by this sort of a thing”. 

“I doubt if that’s the case” I said “Mr. Abbott didn’t seem the sadistic type”. I reflectively looked out of the window. Typical Anglo-Indian houses with saddleback roofs, arched windows, trellised porticos and spacious gardens stared back at me. The distinctive thing about Anglo-Indian houses is that there is a lane separating every two houses. Growing up and living in the Cantonment Area was an experience by itself. 

“Then it definitely  is a mystery” admitted Tessa. In the background, Elvis Presley’s divine voice crooned “Heartbreak Hotel” after having concluded with “Can’t Help Falling in Love”. Tessa’s moves picked up pace to match the racier beats of the song that was currently playing. I tried to pick up speed too, but my mind was so preoccupied with Mr. Abbott’s instructions that I couldn’t keep up with Tessa. 

“Yes, it is a mystery” I slowly agreed “and I’ll make sure I get to the bottom of it” 


***

I stepped into the nurse’s ward. Ms. Jenkins acknowledged my “Good morning” with an icy nod. 

“This is for you” she said handing me a packet “Mr. Abbott instructed me to give it to you”. 

I took a peek. The packet had just what I had expected: a female nurse’s uniform. I looked at the dress, the pinafore apron, cap, long socks and ladies’ shoes and wondered how I was going to carry off this endeavor. As I rummaged deeper into the bag, I discovered that Mr. Abbott had also sent across a wig styled into a chignon, false eyelashes and a pair of mammoth-sized fake breasts. Upon deeper rummaging, I found a black badge with “Nurse Carol Lovatt” inscribed on it in white. 

I disappeared reluctantly into the changing room. I stripped off my male nurse’s uniform and epaulettes, and dolefully put on the female nurse’s uniform. The dress and the pinafore were a perfect fit; I marveled at Mr. Abbott’s accurate estimate of size in spite of not having taken my measurements. Since I was accustomed to covering my legs, having a dress on made me feel

immensely uncomfortable. Cool drafts of air brushed against my bare thighs, making me feel tremendously exposed. I wondered how my female colleagues went about with the daily grueling schedule dressed in this manner. 

The long socks made me feel a little less exposed. I subsequently slipped my feet into the shoes, and found that they were the perfect fit. After I buckled them on, I reluctantly got the falsies out and tucked them into the front of my dress. Though I wasn’t an expert on the matter, I knew that women who used falsies tucked them into their bras in order to ensure that the artificial twin peaks didn’t move out of the place designated for them. Since I only wore the gents’ vest inside, I was apprehensive that the fake breasts may pop out any time, leaving me embarrassed in front of my colleagues and the patients. 

Since I was in a profession that demanded a lot of time and attention, I couldn’t afford to spend much time on personal grooming. I decided to discard the false eyelashes Mr. Abbott had sent into the garbage bin. I hastily fit the chignon wig on my scalp and fastened my name plate on the left side of my shirt. Before rushing away into the outpatients’ ward, I took a cursory look in the mirror. Given that my features were naturally a bit soft and feminine, I didn’t look as grotesque in women’s attire as other men would have. I admit that. Unless somebody got it into their heads to make me take off my underwear and examine my genitals, I doubt if they’d have known I was male. 

However, it was a different case with my colleagues. Since they were accustomed to seeing me on a day-to-day basis, they recognized me at once. The usually poker-faced Ms. Jenkins tried hard not to laugh as I passed the nurse’s station. The student nurses who passed me pressed their little hands to their mouths and spewed forth muted giggles. I just smiled indulgently. There was no harm in letting a couple of young girls have a little laugh at your expense. After all, life for a nurse, even a student nurse, could be a physically and mentally exhausting one. There was pain, suffering, dead bodies, smells and stenches to get used to, so I didn’t grudge the girls a moment of amusement. 

However, I started feeling irked and somewhat mortified when the adult nurses ragged and teased me. They said the female uniform fit me like “second skin”. One or two male interns who passed the nursing station also made snide remarks on my appearance. I interpreted one particular grey-eyed specimen’s remark as a below-the-belt one (or should I call it an “above-the-waist one”?). He said “I really dig your boobs, Nurse Lovatt. Haven’t seen such a swell pair on any female even!”. The nurses heard the intern’s remarks and made a few catty remarks of their own. I was so humiliated that I feared that I would lose my composure. Thankfully, at this critical moment, the dependable Nurse Bosham came to my rescue. “Back to work, folks” she said to my colleagues in a firm, no-nonsense tone. Then she summoned me to a corner and said:

“Nurse Lovatt, there is a girl with spina bifida in Ward No. 4 who needs to be catheterized. Since she is young and shy, she expressed a preference for a female nurse for the procedure. However, we are terribly short-staffed today. Nurse Sienna is the only other female nurse present, and she is busy dressing the wounds of the patient with ghastly burns. I couldn’t possibly interrupt her in the middle of such a crucial procedure. So,…um…would you please catheterize young Gillian (that’s the patient). You’re anyway er….dressed as a female nurse and there’s no way anyone who doesn’t know you could tell the difference. Only, be gentle. The patient is sensitive and highly-strung”. 

“Yes, Nurse Bosham” I said and moved towards Ward. No. 4 As I entered it, I saw two people. 

One was a heavy-set woman in her late thirties. She was obviously the patient’s mother. The patient, young Gillian D’Souza, sat on the hospital bed, plopped up with pillows. She was a frail little slip of a girl, who was almost drowning in the pale-blue hospital johnnie she was wearing. 

Gillian looked a little more than a child. I consulted the chart in my hand. It said she was 15. 

I found my previous reservations about catheterizing a female patient melt away. As a devoted, responsible professional, it was my duty to put the patient concerned at their ease. During the course of duty, I wasn’t supposed to attach sexual connotations to the patients’ organs or body parts, irrespective of the kind procedure I performed on them. Besides, Gillian D’Souza was little more than a child. Since I had a younger sister round about the same age as her, the prospect of having to catheterize her didn’t make me feel awkward in the least. 

As I approached with the catheter, Gillian’s tiny face blanched with fear. She looked at me with wide frightened eyes, before reaching out for her mother’s hand. “That’s alright, darling” said Gillian’s mother patting her head reassuringly “Sister (the female nurse) will treat you carefully”. 

Gillian relaxed a bit after hearing her mother’s soothing words. I walked towards the girl with a warm smile on my face and said, “So Ms. Gillian, how’re we today?” Since I was supposed to pass myself off as “Nurse Carol Lovatt”, I made sure I modulated my voice to suit my female moniker. I felt I had made a success of the imitation of the female voice, when Gillian answered:

“Quite well, thank you” in a natural manner. Gillian’s mother, who was standing at the headrest, looked at me benevolently. It was obvious she sensed nothing suspicious about me or my gender-inappropriate dressing. 

“Mrs. D’Souza, could you please wait outside?” I said to Gillian’s mother, staying true to the hospital protocol which said that no one, including the closest family member of the patient, should be allowed to stay inside the room when the patient was being treated. 

Mrs. D’Souza was obviously familiar with the protocol, for she obligingly said: “Yes, of course” 

and promptly went out. 

Catheterization is a procedure recommended for patients, who can’t voluntarily empty their bladder as frequently as required. It involves inserting a flexible hollow tube into the patient’s urethra in order to drain urine from their bladder several times a day. 

I made preparations to insert the small “French size” catheter into the patient. I thoroughly washed my hands with soap and water and kept a lubricant and the bed pan ready. All the time, I kept up a steady, soothing stream of conversation up with Gillian, so that she wouldn’t be frightened or embarrassed by the procedure. I asked her about her school, her friends and the subjects she liked to study. 

I had Gillian lie back comfortably. Then I gently hitched her johnnie up and let her open her legs. 

The girl inhaled sharply, but didn’t resist. I spread the labia using the hand in which I wasn’t holding the catheter. I intently and thoroughly started cleaning the entire urethral opening area from front to back using clean warm water that had been disinfected with mild soap. Then I located the patient’s urethra, which is just below the clitoris. 

I proceeded to lubricate the tip of the catheter with the water soluble jelly. I rotated the tip to spread the lubricant along the entire length of the catheter. With the bed pan poised to collect the urine which I was about to drain, I slowly and gently began inserting the catheter into the urethral opening. Since the patient was still a little tense, the catheter didn’t go in immediately. I felt a definite pressure at the internal sphincter. “Relax, girl, relax” I instructed Gillian “take slow, deep breaths”. I also encouraged her to cough a few times. Finally, Gillian’s muscles relaxed enough to allow the catheter to pass. Slowly, urine began accumulating into the catheter. 

At this critical juncture, the most inopportune thing happened. My falsies, which, unbeknownst to me, had been displaced from their position, popped out and fell over Gillian’s frail little shoulder. The angle at which I was bent, no doubt, facilitated their plunge. My patient surveyed them and looked up suspiciously at me. I suppose she was a little too inexperienced to recognize fake breasts immediately. 

“It never rains, it pours” goes a popular adage. In keeping with that, another misfortune transpired at the same time. My wig decided to come loose, and landed straight on Gillian’s already blanched face. The little nurse’s cap attached to the wig also came off with it. As the girl dislodged the head-piece from her face, she saw me as I was: a male with short-cropped hair. I noticed Gillian’s stupefied gaze travel down to my Adam’s apple. Realization dawned on the girl. She instantly starting screaming “Mommy, it’s a man!! There’s a man in here!!!” at the top of her voice. For a girl that fragile, Gillian sure had a voice that could awaken the dead. 

“Relax, will you?” I tried to say in a placating voice “the lower parts of your bladder are still to drain”. 

However, Gillian was too perturbed to listen. She screamed once again, bringing her mother, the ward sisters and patients from adjoining rooms rushing into the room. Nurse Bosham came in as well. 

As soon as the big momma came in, Gillian threw her arms around her and started sobbing. “It’s a man dressed as a woman, mommy!” she said in between sobs “this is the creepiest experience ever!” 

“Hush, darling” said Mrs. D’Souza in a reassuring voice “calm down, please calm down…I’ll take care”. Then she turned the full blast of her wrathful glare on me. 

“What is the meaning of all this?” she demanded icily “are you some sort of a sex offender?” 

“No no, Ma’am, certainly not, Ma’am” I hastened to assure the outraged woman “I’m a good, decent citizen and a responsible nurse”. 

“Then” Mrs. D’Souza furiously said “why the hell would you dress in drag?” 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am” I said apologetically “I had to dress this way due to…unavoidable personal reasons”. 

“Is that true?” Mrs. D’Souza asked Nurse Bosham. 

“It very much is, Ma’am” the dependable Nurse Bosham said “Nurse Lovatt had no malicious intentions, whatsoever, I assure you. I know Gillian was particular about having a female nurse for catheterization, but I was forced to send Nurse Lovatt, as we are terribly short-staffed. Please excuse us this one instance”. 

“Well, Nurse Bosham” said Mrs. D’Souza “since you’re a senior nurse and very respectable, I take you at your word. However, I must say all this is very queer. I didn’t want my daughter to be distressed in any manner. I told you she is a highly sensitive child”. 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am” said Nurse Bosham apologetically “and thank you for trusting my words. 

This sort of things shall not happen again”. 

Nurse Sienna, who was now free after having treated the patient with burns, took over the process of catheterization of Gillian. Nurse Bosham firmly held my arm and escorted me out of Room No. 4. While I was immensely grateful for her supportive gesture, I couldn’t help feeling disconcerted by all those patients from neighboring wards who had assembled to gape at me. My own colleagues’ persistent staring caused me much discomfiture. However, the most embarrassing thing about the whole incident was the array of questions I heard (and no doubt, everyone else heard too) Mrs. D’Souza bombard her daughter with. They ran on extremely disturbing lines like:

“Baby, did he touch you inappropriately…..did that male nurse assault you in any way?....” 

The experience was terrible to say the least. 

Chapter 4 - Visiting a GYN Doctor

Over the next few weeks, I saw very little of my family, friends and Tessa. Though I sincerely followed Mr. Abbott’s orders, the unique nature of my meeting with him was fast beginning to fade from my memory. I just remembered Mr. Abbott as a hazy besuited figure with an attractive personality with whom I had a rather unusual deal. His intrinsic sensual charm and the profound effect it had had on me were relegated to the back recesses of my memory. 

Going about hospital duties dressed as a female nurse brought me more humiliation than I had expected. The sniggering and nasty jibes by the medical fraternity had lessened, but not stopped completely. Colleagues, doctors even, who had been jealous of the good reputation I had earned before the Abbott case debacle, reveled in my current humiliation. They thought of sadistic ways and means to increase it, which included calling me names and playing distressing practical jokes on me. 

There was another instance just like the one with Gillian D’Souza. An elderly patient named Edith Hamilton needed to be administered an enema. Since we were short-staffed just like the other day, Nurse Bosham requested me to carry out the procedure on Ms. Hamilton. 

Remembering the ineffable abashment I had to endure on the day I had been instructed to catheterize Gillian D’Souza, I resisted. But Nurse Bosham requested me to go ahead, stating that since Ms. Hamilton was elderly and “had seen life”, she wouldn’t mind if the delicate procedure was carried out by a male nurse. Emboldened by the tight bra that firmly held my false breasts in place, I proceeded to administer enema to Ms. Hamilton. However, my wig (with the nurse’s cap pinned firmly to it) decided to be treacherous again and fell right on top of the patient’s face like it had on Gillian’s. Upon discovering that I was a man, Ms. Hamilton yelled at me and at Nurse Bosham. After this highly mortifying incident, Nurse Bosham and I concluded that my conducting delicate procedures on female patients—young, middle aged or elderly—would be a very unwise idea indeed. 

Since my wig was turning out to be quite perfidious, I decided to change it. I went into a store and bought one with soft brown curls instead. As I emerged out of the store, my mobile phone started singing. I recognized the number as Norman Abbott’s. My heart suddenly started behaving very strangely. It sort of clenched and seemed to turn upside down in my breast. 

“Hello?” I said barely trusting my voice. 

“Hey there, Nurse Lovatt” Mr. Abbott’s soft, deep voice said on the other end “Carol….” 

This was the first time I had heard Mr. Abbott’s voice over the phone. The way he said “Carol” 

with a soft emphasis on the last two syllables, sent delectable shivers down my spine. Mr. Abbott pronounced the name with gentle flourish, almost as if he was caressing it with his tongue. 

“How’re you doing?” I asked feeling extremely self-conscious. 

“Fine, thanks for asking” said Mr. Abbott “How about you? I believe you have been coping very well. I get my regular updates from Nurse Bosham”. 

“Yes Sir, I have been doing okay” I humbly said. 

“I can see you have purchased a new head piece” said Mr. Abbott a little hesitantly “It suits you very well…. I feel you look rather like Jennifer Love Hewitt with your hair left loose….you have the same delicate features as her”. 

“Huh?!” I asked confused “how do you know I bought a new wig?!” 

“Look a few feet in front of you to the right side of the curb” said Mr. Abbott’s amused voice. 

I squinted in the sun and caught sight of a sleek black Ferrari parked a few feet away on the opposite side of the road. Inside it sat Mr. Abbott looking as dashing as ever in a neat black suit and black goggles. His thick brown hair was gelled and slicked back stylishly. I couldn’t see properly, but I think he had a telescope in one hand. The realization that I had been the object of Mr. Abbott’s voyeuristic viewing made me go pink with pleasure. 

Presently, he caught sight of me and waved. “Hey there, Jennifer Love Hewitt!” he said in a congenial manner. 

The comparison to the pretty Hollywood film star had a startling effect on me. My face flushed hot and my body trembled with a kind of excitement I had never felt before in my life. But it was not as if I was susceptible to obvious flattery. Had Mr. Abbott complimented my eyes, smile or one of the usual trite things gentlemen pull out of their mental catalogue (I myself have been guilty of the same many a time) to butter ladies up, I wouldn’t have been so pleased. The reason for my immense pleasure was that Mr. Abbott had hit the nail right on the head. Comparing me to Jennifer Love Hewitt hadn’t been farfetched at all. Had the actress and I stood next to each other, people would have mistaken us for sisters. I felt that Mr. Abbott genuinely meant what he said. His remark was refreshing after the several bouts of mockery I had had to endure at the hospital over the past few weeks. 

“You’re very kind” I finally managed to say. 

“It’s you who is kind” said Mr. Abbott “I have always had the greatest admiration for the gentle, nurturing qualities you nurses have. It’s very comforting to have people like you in the otherwise harsh, terrible world. You guys are chicken soup for the soul--truly” 

“Thank you, Sir” I said much taken aback by the profuse admiration “we just think of helping as our duty, that’s all”. 

“Nevertheless, you caregivers have a charm that the rest of us don’t” said Mr. Abbott in a dreamy voice “It must be really nice to be a man, yet be in touch with your caring side….” 

“Yes, it’s truly nice” I admitted. 

“Okay, Nurse Lovatt” said Mr. Abbott quickly changing the subject “I have fixed an appointment for you with Dr. Henry Christie, the hospital gynecologist at 11 am today…I’d be mighty glad if you went to see him”. 

“A gynecologist?” I asked in surprise. Then I recalled the terms of the contract between Mr. 

Abbott and me, which said that I was supposed to execute his orders without asking any questions. 

“As you say, Sir” I said before disconnecting the phone. The enigmatic Mr. Abbott reversed his car and drove away until the black Ferrari became a tiny little speck in the distance. 


***

At 5 minutes to 11 am, I was at Dr. Henry Christie’s clinic. It felt strange being there for more than one reason. First of all, as a qualified nurse myself, I wasn’t used to being the patient very frequently. Secondly, it was immensely awkward for me to be present at a place that was exclusively meant for women. Perhaps, since I was dressed in a female nurse’s uniform, this fact shouldn’t have bothered me much, but the truth of the matter it is, it abashed me tremendously. 

Also, I didn’t know why exactly I was there. In keeping with Mr. Abbott’s “no asking questions” 

clause, I was forced to keep my lips sealed. 

Dr. Christie was a sixtyish man with a round ruddy face, a snub nose and a curly mop of predominantly white hair on his head. His manner was cheerful, yet not without a trace of caution. Dr. Christie checked my blood pressure, looked into the undersides of my eyes and asked me to inhale deeply as he pressed the stethoscope against my upper back. Then, apparently satisfied by what he had found, he started preparing a syringe. As Dr. Christie asked me to draw the sleeve of my dress up, I couldn’t quell the natural curiosity that rose in me as a consequence of being a nurse and a naturally inquisitive human being. 

“What’s this, Dr. Christie?” I asked keeping my voice low “you could tell me. Mr. Abbott shall never come to know you told me”. 

“Sorry, Nurse Lovatt” replied Dr. Christie congenially “I have sworn to take this secret to my grave”. 

“Oh come on, doctor” I persuaded “it wouldn’t hurt to tell me”. 

“Sorry, Nurse Lovatt” the venerable doctor said as he injected the contents of the syringe into my arm “my lips are sealed”. 


***

Just when I was wondering about the abstruseness of Dr. Christie’s behavior, my mobile phone rang. I recognized the number on the phone screen as Mr. Abbott’s. I felt goose bumps of guilty pleasure rise on my arm. Mr. Abbott asked me to take the rest of the day off and visit him at his home. 

Throughout the drive to his house, I wondered about the dean’s agenda in having invited me over was. The urgency in his tone had been so apparent, that I had got into my car without even changing into men’s clothes. I was dressed in my nurse’s uniform, complete with the dress, pinafore styled apron, shoes and the cap, precariously perched on top of my wig. This was the first time I was driving to some other place other than the hospital in a female nurse’s uniform, 

and I felt exceedingly awkward. 

Mr. Abbott greeted me right at the lawn. He was sitting on his haunches, digging and shoveling among the flower beds, and rose as soon as he saw me. Mr. Abbott was dressed in a casual manner today. In his form-fitting bell-bottoms and short tight Hawaiian shirt, Mr. Abbott looked much younger than he had on the first two occasions. Had I not known better, I would have confused the dean for a young man of forty. 

A sparkle came into his eye and his already smiling lips practically beamed. Mr. Abbott seemed thrilled to bits to see me. 

“Carol…” he said in his characteristic style that drove me mad with desire “how lovely to see you!” 

This is the sort of thing people say for the sake of formality, but I got the impression that Mr. 

Abbott really meant what he said. 

Since I didn’t know what to say, I just smiled. I was acutely aware of Mr. Abbott’s dreamy gaze on me. Once again, I felt as I had on the day of Mrs. Abbott’s funeral—that Mr. Abbott was looking at me as he would at his new bride. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. 

Suddenly, Mr. Abbott seemed to come to his senses. Snapping out of his reverie, he said, “Please come inside, Carol…It was incredibly rude of me to keep you waiting outside”. 

“I didn’t mind at all” I said as I followed him inside. Once again, I became aware of the quaint charm of the house: the brick-lined paths and patios, the antique wooden door and the charming rustic-looking floors. This house had a personality--just like its owner. Before I knew it, an irrational overwhelming desire of wanting to live in the lovely house seized me. 

We reached the drawing room. Mr. Abbott indicated one of the ebony chairs and courteously asked me to “take a seat”. As I sat down, he disappeared into the kitchen. I waited for some minutes, looking all around me. I found myself admiring the home décor, the paintings on the wall and of course, the grand piano that stood in a corner of the room. 

Presently, Mr. Abbott returned with two goblets filled with a greenish-colored beverage. As he handed one to me, he whispered “it is green apple flavor, your favorite”. 

I was really puzzled. What did Mr. Abbott mean by his remark? He barely knew me, Craig David Lovatt. Craig Lovatt who loved his strong coffee and alcohol. I barely even touched juice, green apple flavored or otherwise. Was Mr. Abbott confusing me with someone else? Had the trauma of his wife’s demise been so immense that Mr. Abbott was losing touch with reality? Or had he always been a bit eccentric? 

Mr. Abbott raised his goblet and clinked it against mine. “To new beginnings” he said as he drained the contents of the glass in one long gulp. 

“To new beginnings” I repeated like an android, not having a clue as to what my host meant. I drank my juice in silence. Mr. Abbott’s abstracted gaze never left me. The whole thing felt

strange and surreal, yet not unpleasant. 

“Okay Carol” Mr. Abbott’s tone suddenly became business-like “now my butler will lead you to the kitchen. My cook, Mrs. Peters will receive you there. Please follow her instructions, without any questions”. 

“Of course, Sir” I said wondering what was in store for me now. 

“Romeo!” Mr. Abbott suddenly called out at the top of his voice, startling me. The shriveled, wizened manservant who had ushered me in on the first day, sauntered inside the hall at snail’s pace. It amused me that the relic (due respects to him) should have a fancy name like Romeo. 

“Please take Nurse Lovatt to the kitchen” instructed Mr. Abbott. Romeo displayed no curiosity whatsoever at my unusual attire. I was surprised at the lack of a reaction. I wondered if it was because of Romeo’s failure to recognize me or if he, like me, had been instructed not to ask any questions. Either ways, perhaps it wasn’t my business to speculate. 

I followed Romeo along extended corridors. We had to take many turns before we finally reached the kitchen. A stout middle-aged woman with an inscrutable face stood inside. Going by her apron, I guessed that she was Mrs. Peters, the cook. I noticed that all the kitchen appliances around her had been given the retro look, much like the rest of the house. A pristine, restored stove caught my eye. 

Mrs. Peters greeted me with a polite albeit impersonal “Hello” and asked me if I was “ready”. I nodded, wondering what I was letting myself in for. The slight fluttering in my heart settled down as Mrs. Peters ask me to take out a few ingredients from the upper shelves and place them on the kitchen counter. As I made whipped a mixture of flour, eggs, butter, sugar, salt and vanilla extract, realization dawned on me. Mrs. Peters was teaching me how to bake a cake! As I poured the mixture in the preheated greased oven, I wondered if Mr. Abbott intended transforming me from a nurse to a cook. My hypothesis was nullified as, during the time the cake baked, Mr. 

Abbott ushered me back to the living room and instructed me to work on a piece of simple embroidery. As I wove one long stitch after another into a traced picture, Mr. Abbott gazed at me with the same vague dreaminess that was characteristic of him. I was seriously beginning to wonder what this whole pantomime was all about. 

“Please take this picture home and work on it for a few minutes everyday” he said “I want this complete in a few weeks”. 

This was definitely an exceedingly strange request. However, I guess it didn’t score as much on the “strangeness meter” as some of other requests Mr. Abbott had been making ever since I signed the contract. However, I was determined not to betray my stupefaction through my tone of voice. 

“The design is a simple enough one, Sir, consisting of roses” I simply said “I’ll have it ready in a couple of weeks”. 

I resumed embroidering. Mr. Abbott continued gazing at me abstractedly. 

An hour and fifteen minutes passed. Mrs. Peters called me back into the kitchen and asked me to insert a tooth pick into the cake, before withdrawing it. “Did the toothpick come out clean?” 

she asked in a flat expressionless voice”. 

“Yes, it did” I replied. 

“Good, that means the cake is properly baked” said Mrs. Peters. She cut it into several large pieces and asked me if I’d like one. I refused as I didn’t have a sweet tooth. Mrs. Peters put a piece on a beautiful glass plate and asked me to take it over to Mr. Abbott. 

I did as I was told. As I handed Mr. Abbott the plate, he abruptly asked “Carol, can you read musical notes?” 

“Yes Sir, I can” I said “I majored in music right after school. However, my father didn’t allow me to take it up as a career. He said a boy ought to have a more ‘substantial’ way of earning a livelihood. Hence, I studied nursing. “

“Then I assume you can play the piano?” asked Mr. Abbott. 

“As a matter of fact, I have been admired for my prowess in it” I said “but I haven’t played it for a few weeks” 

“That’s alright” said Mr. Abbott “I’m sure it’s not difficult to recall”. He disappeared into the library and returned with a sheet of music. He handed stretched his long elegant hand to give me the sheet. Our fingers touched. A jolt of electricity shot through my spine. I was rather astonished by the way my body had responded to Mr. Abbott’s accidental touch. If such was the effect of the mere brushing of fingers, I wondered what it would feel like to be kissed by the man. I became aware of the strange direction my thoughts were taking and was disconcerted by it. 

“This piece of music has a history to it” said Mr. Abbott “Beethoven composed it when he was engaged to be married. Unfortunately, at the same time, he realized he was losing his hearing. 

Subsequently, he broke off the engagement. Apparently, he didn’t wish his fiancée to be married to a deaf man…to me; this song speaks of the poignancy of his situation”. 

I remained silent, sensing that Mr. Abbott was going to say more. I was right. 

“This sounds good when played on the violin” continued Mr. Abbott “but I prefer to hear it played on the piano....I always have….” He trailed off. Then resuming his previous train of thought, Mr. Abbott said “Carol, could you please play it for me?” 

“I’ll try” I gingerly said taking my position at the piano. I placed the sheet of music in front of me. I started reading it and played along simultaneously. The song began on a beautiful and romantically indulgent note before succumbing to triumph, confusion and finally pathos. As I played the melancholy minor keys, I stole a glimpse at Mr. Abbott. He was listening intently. 

Evidently, I wasn’t doing too bad a job. 

Suddenly, the sheet prompted me to interject a triumphant militaristic note in between the

romantic tune, somewhat menacing in contrast with the previous sound. My heart suddenly fluttered uneasily. Mr. Abbott seemed uncharacteristically perturbed at this juncture. I continued playing the militaristic notes that obviously represented a challenge to be overcome. Thankfully, the sheet soon suggested a return to the beautiful romantic theme, which, for me, suggested a reward for the struggle. At this point, a look of peace came over Mr. Abbott’s face. My alternating between the deep rich low notes and sweet sounding focused high ones, obviously stirred some age old dormant passion in Mr. Abbott. His breathing quickened and he gripped the arms of his chair tightly. His exquisite eyelids slowly shut close. He remained in the state when I played notes that sounded giddy and the transcendental ones that made one feel as if one was on a metaphysical plane. 

Finally, I concluded the piece, ending it on a melancholic note instead of a crowing triumphant one. I glanced at Mr. Abbott. His eyelids had fluttered open. His eyes had such a spiritual, far away quality to them that I was taken aback. It was as if the musical piece that I had played had transported him back in time, to a place and person he obviously loved. So absorbed had Mr. 

Abbott been in listening to the music that he hadn’t touched his piece of cake. Mr. Abbott’s reaction made it obvious to me that the particular piece of music had several personal connotations to him, rather than just being a random favorite….. 

Chapter 5 - My Good Friend Carol

As per Mr. Abbot’s directions, I continued visiting Dr. Henry Christie once in every two weeks. 

A few weeks after I had first visited him, I noticed a plethora of changes occurring within me. At first, I didn’t even associate the changes I experienced with my visits. However, with time, the medical man in me began to see the connection. 

It was no secret that I used to have a high sex drive (in a normal healthy way. I wasn’t a raving sex maniac or anything as Gillian D’Souza’s mother had insinuated). However, about a month of having started to visit Dr. Christie, I noticed that I failed to have an erection every time I was with Tessa. I noticed a significant reduction of hair on my face and body and wondered what was wrong with me. Besides this, another factor caused some concern. I feel a little ashamed admitting this, but I have always had vivid erotic day dreams ever since I entered adolescence. 

They continued, unremittingly, through my teens and twenties and were vivid enough to make me ejaculate. These wet dreams had been the source of much secret solace and pleasure in my life. However, off late they put in a very rare appearance. Even if they did, these dreams had lost their ability to arouse me and make me ejaculate. 

Also, unless I was totally losing my mind and letting unrealistic flights of imagination overtake me, I could definitely swear that my voice had become sweeter than before. When I mumbled out aloud in my dreams, I often thought it was my sister speaking, but the sound, in fact, had emanated from my own voice box. The realization freaked me out, to say the very least. It was rather unusual for a grown man to sound like a teensy-weensy teenage girl even when he was in the deepest throes of sleep. I tried to explain this phenomenon by telling myself that perhaps my dreams were like television-dramas, in which I spoke all the characters’ dialogues, including that of the females, out aloud. Though this sounded like a perfectly plausible explanation, it failed to convince me. Deep inside the inner folds of my subconscious mind, an invisible fear still lurked. 

The most alarming aspect about the whole thing was that I didn’t even feel like having sex anymore. Tessa, who had been my girlfriend since we were 16, was flabbergasted by this. 

“Honey” she asked concerned “Is everything okay? You aren’t ill or anything, are you?” 

“I’m just fine” I replied with calmness I didn’t feel “it’s just that I don’t feel like doing it”. 

“No problem. As long as you aren’t feverish or anything” said Tessa and left me alone. 

Another very disconcerting thing that I felt round about this time was a stinging, persistent pain in my nipples. I had, up to this point, dismissed my nipples as just a superfluous part of my body which had no utility value at all. They were just funny looking projections plugged to my chest, and I hadn’t cared to acknowledge their presence even. Since they served no ostensible purpose in men, I had even wondered why we had them. However, all this had changed in recent times. 

The niggling pain around this area was so persistent that I wondered what was happening to me. 

Had I been stung by some sort of an insect? Had I picked up some strange allergy? I really couldn’t say. I was distressed enough to discuss this recent development with Tessa, who replied that this was probably a reaction to something I had been eating or imbibing in recent times. 

“Just think about it, Craig” said Tessa “have you changed your food habits in any way? Added

anything new to your diet? Sesame seeds, for instance? Or have you been eating more fish?” 

I replied to all of the above in the negative. Then Tessa admitted, “Well, I used to be harangued by similar pains when I hit puberty. Even know I suffer mastalgia and nipple pain a week or two before my period. PMS is a curse! Fluctuating hormone levels is the bane of a woman’s life!” 

Two words that Tessa spoke led to my enlightenment. One was “hormones” and the other

“woman”. It was now that I saw the link between the frequent appointments arranged with Dr. 

Christie and the subsequent, rather frightening changes in my body. Fear took a back seat as my scientific mind took over. The gynecologist had probably been giving me androgen blockers to drain the masculinity out of me! This was how Mr. Abbott was taking his revenge against me for having caused the death of his wife! 

However, further developments in my body over the next few weeks had me rearrange and reassess my theory. The developments (literally) were dramatic to say the very least. I noticed two conical projections on either side of my chest that soon started gaining mass. Also, I could swear my areolas had become larger than before. I was freaked out to notice tiny bumps around them, which made my chest look as realistic as any female’s. In addition, the nipples that had been the cause of some agony over the past few weeks had started developing. They appeared embarrassingly long, swollen and distended to grace the chest of any self-respecting man. 

Other associated changes also became apparent over a period of time. The muscle mass in my body decreased and the fat content increased, just like in females. Nature had bestowed this sort of a fat distribution on females so that they could, hypothetically, carry a baby to term and deliver it with relative ease. What function could such a pattern of fat redistribution serve in a man? I was at a loss to understand. Another change that I didn’t mind quite as much as the others was that my skin became smoother and more velvety than before. I was certain I could give any beauty contest winner a run for her money! However, another correlated change that did not give me as much pleasure was that my testicles had reduced considerably in size. It was a worrying factor for any male. 

It was apparent that along with androgen blockers, Mr. Abbot had instructed Dr. Christie to give me estrogen injections as well. It was obvious Mr. Abbott was making me transform into a woman. However, I now had begun having doubts about my previous theories that Mr. Abbott was doing this for vendetta. His manner certainly didn’t seem to be in tandem with that of a man’s thirsting for revenge. I recalled the dreamy, infatuated manner with which he looked at me ever so often….Besides, what was the meaning of his inviting me to his house, offering me green apple flavored juice, making me bake, sew and play a particular haunting piece of music? It was definitely a puzzle. And until now, none of the pieces of the jigsaw fit in. I was in a thoroughly confused state. 

Mental bafflement aside, I had practical concerns to address. With my having developed larger breasts than the falsies Mr. Abbott had sent, I had the greatest difficulty fastening the buttons of my nurse’s dress in front. As if he had been looking at me from his inner eye (or perhaps his telescope), Mr. Abbott had a new nurse’s uniform sent to Acesco’s Nurses’ Station. Like the previous time, it was Ms. Jenkins who handed me the packet containing the uniform. She gazed at my obviously natural newly developed “assets” with curiosity, as did my colleagues and the

student nurses. However, they desisted from making any comments. The word had got around (in the uncanny way that rumors always spread) that I was on excellent terms with the dean and the chief financier of the hospital. Hence, the doctors, nurses and students took care not to offend me in any manner. 

After having assisted the doctors with a particularly challenging surgery, I emerged out of the OT and put my feet up. Just when I was relaxing with a cup of coffee, the mobile phone rang, flashing Mr. Abbott’s number on the screen. I found my tiredness vanish. A refreshing bout of excitement flooded my body. I honestly didn’t know how to interpret these feelings. 

“Hello, Carol” said Mr. Abbott musingly “I was at the hospital to attend a meeting regarding the new curriculum for medical students. After the meeting, I decided to meet up with you, but was told you were in surgery. I wanted to invite you to my house. Could you please come over?” 

“Now?” I asked breathlessly. My heart was doing the only too familiar flip flops. 

“Yes” said Mr. Abbott “that is, if you’re not too tired from assisting at the surgery”. 

“Oh, I’m not in the  least tired!” I hastened to assure him. 

“I’m glad to hear that” said Mr. Abbott. I could feel the smile in his voice “And before I forget…

Carol, could you please bring the picture along?” 

“The picture?” I asked confounded. 

“The picture of roses that I had asked you to embroider” Mr. Abbott said “I hope you didn’t fling it in a corner and forget all about it”. A note of disapproval had crept into his voice. 

“Oh no, Sir” I said remembering “I worked on it until it got done. I even got it framed. It’s just that I couldn’t recall instantly”. 

“It’s jolly nice of you to have got it framed” said Mr. Abbott warmly “I’ll look forward to receiving it”. 

“However, I haven’t got it with me right now” I said “it’s at home. I’ll go and fetch it before coming over to your place. It might cost me a few extra minutes”. 

“That’s alright” said Mr. Abbott “take your time”. 

After he had disconnected the phone, I got into my Maruti 800 and drove homewards. I didn’t stop to analyze why Mr. Abbott might want to see me for this time. I just decided to go with the flow. Besides, the prospect of seeing him overwhelmed me more than I can describe. 

I got off at home and salvaged the picture from one of my inner drawers. I deliberated on whether to change into men’s’ clothes, but decided against it. Mr. Abbott hadn’t specified anything, but I assumed he wanted to see me in my nurse’s uniform (or in female clothes at any rate). Ever since my body had begun changing due to the suspected female hormone Dr. Christie had been injecting in me, I was horrified to discover that my trousers and shirts wouldn’t fit. The

trousers had become too snug at the hips and buttocks region and the shirts wouldn’t meet in front because of my burgeoning breasts. Hence, I had gone out one day and bought a few uni-sex night gowns to wear when I returned from work and on the weekends. Since my breasts sagged when bereft of any support, I surreptitiously bought a few brassieres as well, pretending they were for my girlfriend. 

I, presently, smoothened the front of my pinafore apron, combed and braided my now longish natural hair, rearranged the nurse’s cap and stepped out of the house. Throughout my drive to Mr. Abbott’s house, I had a merry song on my lips. 

Once at the Abbott residence, Romeo led me in. Dressed in a brown tweed suit that complemented the rich brown of his eyes, Mr. Abbott received me. When we entered the living room, I was surprised to discover that he had guests. I recognized one of them as Mr. Abbott’s father. My pulse quickened. As a partly feminized male, I didn’t want to become the target of any more humiliation among people who might recognize me. 

However, my fears had been unwarranted. Since the people concerned hadn’t really known me as “Craig”, they had no problems whatsoever accepting me as a female. When we walked in together, Mr. Abbott gently took my arm, a gesture that caught me by surprise. Walking me over to the seated guests, he said, “Hello everyone, meet my good friend, Carol”. I noticed that Mr. 

Abbott’s guests exchanged meaningful glances and coughed mischievously. It was obvious they thought Mr. Abbott was using “good friend” as a synonym for “girlfriend”. When the meaning of their behavior dawned on me, I caught myself blushing a deep red. 

Mr. Abbott turned to me and said “Carol, these are my friends from Georgia. Most of them know only me, but hadn’t ever met Vivian. The gentleman with a prominent white moustache is my father, Mr. Jerome Abbott. He retired as lieutenant colonel in the US military. Of course, he has seen Vivian on two occasions. Once at our wedding, the second time at her funeral”. 

At the mention of Vivian Abbott’s funeral, I felt the only too familiar guilt surge through my body. Had I not been negligent on Valentine’s Night, the poor woman would have been alive today. 

“Hello, young lady” said Mr. Jerome Abbott warmly, nipping my guilt-ridden thoughts in the bud “It’s such a pleasure to meet you”. 

“Likewise, Sir” I said solicitously. 

“I would like to take a good look at you, my dear” said Mr. Abbott “but I’ve misplaced my glasses. I’m quite blind without them, you see. Anyway, since Norman says you’re a “good friend” of his, I assume you’re very pretty”. 

“I guess I’m passable, Sir” I said blushing again. 

“Either you’re speaking the truth or are a very modest girl” said Mr. Jerome Abbott “in any case, I’m happy. I’m sure Norman has been very lonely since his wife’s death. It’s time he moved on”. 

It was now Mr. Norman Abbott’s turn to feel embarrassed. “Dad!” he exclaimed turning a deep

crimson, but couldn’t get himself to say anymore. Before I could exchange any more words with his father, Mr. Abbott changed the topic. “Carol happens to be quite a talented seamstress” he told the gathered crowd. Then, turning to me, he whispered “Have you got the picture?” 

“Yes, I have” I said retrieving the embroidered framed roses out of my bag and handing it to Mr. 

Abbott. Mr. Abbott looked at the picture appreciatively and proudly displayed it to his friends and relatives. Sighs of admiration were uttered by the crowd. Everyone (except Mr. Jerome Abbott who couldn’t see the picture clearly) concluded that I was indeed very talented. I felt myself basking in the glow of their admiration. 

“You’ve only seen the tip of the iceberg” said Mr. Abbott “when you witness the vast repertoire of Carol’s talents, I assure you you’ll be quite overwhelmed”. 

With the above remark, Mr. Abbott steered me towards the kitchen. “Could you please bake the Vanilla Pound Cake that Mrs. Peters taught you how to make? I tasted it the other day after you had left—it was heavenly” he whispered in my ear “by the way; all the ingredients are on the top shelf”. 

“Yes, of course” I whispered and sauntered into the kitchen. I made a mixture of the essential ingredients and poured it into the overheated oven. Since it takes about an hour for a cake to bake, I returned to join the guests in the living room. On my arrival, everyone looked up and beamed at me in an amiable fashion. 

Mr. Abbott had another request lined up for me. He asked me to perform the piece of music by Beethoven that I had played the other day. I took my position at the piano and obliged him. At the end of the performance, everyone applauded loudly. It seems like they were quite impressed. 

As for Mr. Abbott, it seemed like he just couldn’t have enough of showing me and my talents off in front of his acquaintances. I was touched by the amount of pride he took in me, “his good friend Carol”. 

However, the undisputed winner of the evening turned out to be the Vanilla Pound Cake. As I got it fresh out of the oven and served it with ice-cream, the guests were delirious with joy. 

Norman Abbott was practically bursting with joy. A smile lit my heart. The evening was indeed going very well. 

Chapter 6 - An Unresolved Mystery

After dinner, the guests left for their hotel rooms. Mr. Jerome Abbott retired to the guest room on the first floor. He still hadn’t found his glasses and was rather disgruntled by the fact. When I approached Mr. Abbott and asked if I could leave, he bit his lip half-reluctantly. “Carol darling, you were marvelous this evening…I must say you made my day and everyone else’s too” he trailed off. 

“The pleasure was entirely mine, Sir” I said, an unrivalled happiness welling in my heart. 

“Carol, if you don’t mind” said Mr. Abbott hesitantly “could you do me one last favor for the day?” 

“Anything you say, Mr. Abbott” I said meaning every word I said. At the moment, my joy was so profuse that I would have even laid down my life for Mr. Abbott had he asked me to. 

“Well, my wife had prepared her trousseau a whole month before our wedding” said Mr. Abbott

“bridal jewelry, a wedding gown, a chemise, fancy lingerie: she had them all ready for the D-day, the honeymoon and for married life afterwards. It was a long time ago and I….” Mr. Abbott paused as if he was trying to choose the right words “and I wish to re-live the experience of seeing someone dressed up as a bride….” He paused delicately before saying “would you…

could you please do the honors?” He handed me a bag which seemed to contain the paraphernalia of the things Mr. Abbott had verbally listed. 

“Umm…sure, Sir” I said “where do I change?” 

Mr. Abbott led me to a bathroom on the ground floor of the sprawling house. I thanked him and bolted the door shut. I noted that even though the bathroom was impeccably clean and well-equipped, it had the same old world charm the rest of the house possessed. At one corner of it stood a full-length mirror framed with shells. 

I slowly stripped myself off my clothes. Since I had had a long, rather exhausting day, I immersed myself in the bath tub for a couple of minutes. After I stepped out of it and rubbed myself dry, I evaluated myself in the full-length mirror. My skin looked as fresh and beautiful as a teenage girl’s. 

I slowly started putting on Mrs. Abbott’s clothes. I obviously had to start with the lingerie. 

Looking at them made me shy. Even for bygone times, Mrs. Abbott seemed to have pretty bold tastes. However, I felt a lot better after I put them on. The white lacy bra and frilly panties were a perfect fit. They complemented my form and made me feel….sexy. 

Since the time I had started to be feminized, I had been through a whole gamut of emotions ranging from embarrassment, humiliation to extreme coyness. However, for the first time since my initiation into womanhood, I actually felt beautiful. My softened skin, breasts, gently swelling hips and full derrière ceased to cause embarrassment. I appraised my nude form in the mirror and saw the beauty of my divine female form. I looked like one of the glorious nude

statues of Venus on display on in museums in Italy (I had never had the opportunity to visit, but had seen pictures). For the first time in my life, I wondered why I had been born a male, with ugly genitals. 

I slipped on the beautiful wedding dress and discovered that it hugged every curve and dip of my body. It was figure-flattering, a fact that made my modest self shy. Even though I was part Caucasian, the demure Asian blood in me seemed to be more dominant. Also, having grown up in India, I was accustomed to looking at women covered from head to toe, in loose modest garments. 

I unbraided my hair and ran a comb through it. Probably as a consequence of the hormones that I was being injected with, the texture of my hair had undergone a favorable metamorphosis. It had ceased to be coarse like before and had become thicker, silkier and more luxuriant. After having combed my hair out thoroughly, I covered my mane with Mrs. Abbott’s bridal veil. I felt it looked very flattering. 

I rummaged through the bag and found clip-on pearl earrings, a pearl necklace and white high heeled shoes. I wore all of them quickly. With a hint of kohl and the merest touch of lip gloss, I was ready. I salvaged the nosegay from the bag and walked out into the long quaint corridors. 

Norman Abbott moved towards me like a man in a dream. I ambled on, feeling I was in a surreal setting. Nothing around me seemed real: the quaint old house, the long charming corridors and the Greek God who approached me. It was as if, for a few moments, someone else had taken possession of my body. 

Mr. Abbott stopped in front of me. I was suddenly acutely aware of the tremendous length of his bones, the manly width of his shoulders and the dormant strength of his muscular arms. At 6’3, Mr. Abbott was towering over my own petite frame. He took a step forward. Suddenly, without warning, he clasped me in his arms. 

I felt his hot masculine breath on my face. Mr. Abbott planted a series of kisses by the side of my face, taking especial care to avoid my lips. My blood stirred with excitement. I fervently prayed that he’d kiss me on the mouth. 

My prayers were answered. Mr. Abbott tenderly placed his mouth on mine, tracing the outline of my lips with his tongue first. He then tilted his head slightly and took my lower lips between his teeth. He gently sucked and nibbled on it, until every nerve ending in my body was on fire. He briefly pulled away, only to kiss me with renewed zest. My own lips parted obligingly, inviting his tongue inside. 

Mr. Abbott gently explored the sides of my mouth, like a connoisseur tasting an especially fine wine. The manly grunts of approval that simultaneously burst forth from him, sent shivers of pleasure down my spine. Presently, Mr. Abbott abandoned the sides of my mouth and touched tip of my tongue with his. It felt heavenly. 

His hands slid down my body and settled on the small of my back. Mr. Abbott clasped my waist tight. His kiss grew deeper and more passionate. I slid my fingers through his thick brown hair and grasped it in ecstasy. A strange desire welled within me. I longed to be one—body and soul

—with this man. 

Mr. Abbott’s abandoned my mouth and pressed his lips to the area between my chin and throat. 

Every nerve ending in the sensitive area throbbed with ecstasy. “Oh Nivea, my dear sweet Nivea” Mr. Abbott whispered into my quivering throat “you don’t know for how long I have waited for this priceless moment….”. 

Nivea?? 

I was confused. As far as I knew, Mr. Abbott had christened my female version “Carol”. He couldn’t have been whispering the late Mrs. Abbott’s name either, as she was called “Vivian”. 

Just when Mr. Abbott had slid his hands further downwards, an incredible thing happened. The senior Mr. Abbott, who had evidently found his glasses, sauntered down the corridor. He was obviously headed towards the restroom. Norman Abbott and I abruptly moved away from each other. Mr. Jerome Abbott appraised us both standing in the corridor. We probably looked like two guilty children who had done something naughty. 

“Ha ha, you love birds!” Mr. Jerome Abbott teased “caught you right in the middle of some pretty hot action, didn’t I?”. 

I blushed a deep shade of red. Norman Abbott put his hands in his trouser pocket and cleared his throat self-consciously. 

Mr. Jerome Abbott came closer. He peered intently at my blushing face. Then the strangest expression came over the elderly man’s face. He jumped a step or two backwards as if he had seen a ghost. His face was blanched. I feared Mr. Jerome Abbott was going to faint. 

The nurse in me took over. “What’s the matter, Sir?” I asked concerned. 

Mr. Jerome Abbott didn’t answer my question. Instead, he exclaimed “By Jove! Nature and her fantastic trickery! By Jove!”. 

Before I could make sense of his remark, Mr. Jerome Abbott had taken to his heels and rushed down the opposite end of the corridor, as fast as his aged legs would carry him. 


***

Tessa and I sat on a bench in a secluded spot in Lalbagh Botanical Gardens, eating ice creams. 

Since I had reached the pathetic stage where all my clothes refused to fit, I was wearing one of Tessa’s trousers and a top. Thankfully, since Tessa and I were of the same height and build, her clothes fit me perfectly. People who cared to gaze at us would have assumed that we were two young women talking and having a good time. 

“Strange, very strange” remarked Tessa when I narrated the entire incident to her “Mr. Norman Abbott indeed seems to be an enigmatic personality”. 

“I swear you’re right” I agreed “the things he has been making me do make no sense to me!” 

“Yeah” Tessa said “first of all, why would anyone work towards transforming a male into a female?” 

“ I really don’t know” I said “I never wanted to be a woman”. I desisted from telling Tessa about how much pleasure I had derived from beholding my female form in the Abbotts’ full length mirror the previous day. I also didn’t tell her that I had loved wearing Mrs. Abbott’s lingerie and wedding dress. And of course, I didn’t tell her about my increasing feelings of attraction towards the mysterious Mr. Abbott. 

“What did he call you the previous night?” Tessa asked as if to reconfirm. 

“Nivea” I repeated. 

“Like the cold cream?” asked Tessa. 

“Yup” I said “like Nivea Cold Cream” 

“And you’re sure his deceased wife was called Vivian?”. 

“Dead sure” I said “not an iota of doubt in my mind”. 

“Do you think he was in love with someone else?” said Tessa “perhaps a woman called Nivea? 

Before he met Vivian perhaps. Or maybe after”. 

“It’s a possibility” I shrugged “after all, I don’t know much about the man. But it beats me why he had to call  me Nivea” 

“True” acknowledged Tessa “after all, he usually calls you ‘Carol’”. 

I nodded. After a brief pause I said, “There is one thing about all this that stymies me the most. 

Why did Mr. Jerome Abbott react the way he did when he saw me after wearing his glasses? His words were very cryptic. I also got the impression that the wedding dress I was wearing triggered a memory”. 

“It could be” Tessa agreed “really, it’s all very puzzling. Our lives have suddenly taken on the essence of a mystery novel”. 

“Yes” I agreed. I refrained from telling her that apart from the “mystery aspect” there were overtones of the romantic and erotic to my life as well. 

The moment I thought of the words “romantic and erotic”, I seemed to attract them into the present. Tessa, who had finished eating her ice cream cone, walked across to the dustbin to throw away the wrapper. As she sauntered back, she did the most unexpected thing. Tessa kneeled down behind the bench so that her face was at the same level at my neck. With her lithe nimble fingers, she started gently stroking the back of my neck. 

“Tessa!” I burst out giggling “what  in the world are you doing?” 

“Oh, just tickling you” my girlfriend’s tone was innocuous. No one would ever have guessed she

had sexy mischief on her mind. 

Presently, Tessa put her lips on the curve of my neck where it blends with the shoulder. I felt a pleasurable judder go down my spine. Tessa seemed to sense it, for she started giving me a number of closed and open mouthed kisses. This alternating between dry and wet sensations drove me wild with desire. Vaguely aware that we were in a public place, I stifled a moan of pleasure that threatened to escape me. 

Tessa’s hand reached beneath my top and found my left breast. With a subtle deftness only a girl is capable of, she unhooked my bra leaving my breasts brazenly naked under my top. She reached for a nipple and gently twirled her finger around it. Tessa’s mouth, meanwhile, continued to explore my neck. She sucked on the delicate skin of my neck and pinched my nipple at the same time. This time, I couldn’t suppress a moan. 

“Easy, girl” I said panting heavily “this is a public place”. 

“Which makes it all the more exciting!” said Tessa, in a voice thick with desire. 

Tessa’s words and actions were very reassuring. I was apprehensive if my long-time girlfriend would accept me after my change in gender identity, but it seemed like the fact made no difference to Tessa. In fact, she seemed even more excited by the novelty of making love to my new body. A distant memory stirred. A long time ago, when both of us were kids, Tessa had made me wear one of her skirts just for a minute. She seemed tremendously pleased to see me in one. The old memory and my girlfriend’s present behavior lay all my fears to rest. Tessa was currently nibbling on the side of my neck. I felt steady warmth spread through my loin region. 

Suddenly, Tessa’s canines sunk into my delicate soft skin sharply. I unwittingly uttered a loud cry, of pain mingled with pleasure. 

Unfortunately, it was loud enough to bring the security guards of the botanical gardens over who advised us “girls” to stop “horsing around” and go back to our homes before it got really dark. 

Chapter 7 - Be my Sweet Bride

Not long afterward, the mysterious Mr. Abbott fixed an appointment with a surgeon called Dr. 

Marissa Wilson in Acesco Hospital. Unlike my previous experience with Dr. Christie that had caught me by surprise, my gender confirming surgery wasn’t kept a secret from me. As a person in the medical profession myself, I had a keen academic interest in the procedure carried out on me. The penis that I had clandestinely begun to detest off late became the raw material from which my new genitals were created. The shaft of the penis was inverted and became the lining of my vaginal canal. The head of the penis became the clitoris. The scrotum was transformed into a lovely looking labia majora and the excesses of urethra was utilized to create the labia minora. 

Since I was physically, mentally and even emotionally prepared for the vaginoplasty, I welcomed it. Sure, the post-op period was frightening with constant care and frequent dilations, but Mr. Abbott made the aftermath of the surgery as pleasant for me as he possibly could. He had me permanently shift to the Abbotts’ residence, so that he could “serve” me as he put it. The next one year was a delightfully sweet time, when I, the caregiver was pampered to bits by the man. 

During this period, I learnt that Mr. Abbott was not just about “taking”, but a lot about giving as well. 

Slowly, I began to discover the umpteen pleasures my new genitals could bestow. Since all the nerve connections remained intact, my vagina and vulva were sensitive in ineffably delectable ways! Even when I was still healing, I found my vulva to be the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. The emotional effects were profound as well. It was great to have the “bottom surgery”, since it complied with my feminine face and rest of the body. I could now wear Mrs. Abbott’s revealing panties, thongs and chemises without worrying about spilling out from the bottom. I could wear skin-tight clothes, without worrying about my penis being silhouetted against them. 

For reasons unknown to me, Mr. Abbott asked me to sport the hippie look of the 1970s. He got me tight fitting tops, loose bellbottoms, miniskirts and large hoop earrings characteristic of the fashion of that era. He requested that I part my hair in the middle and sport the “natural look” 

when it came to applying cosmetics. He requested variations to fashion; there were nights on which Mr. Abbott asked me to go all punk and glam, but the bottom line is Mr. Abbott liked the ostensibly indifferent, anti-conformist casual chic approach to fashion. He wanted me to listen to him. Yet, he liked his sweet Carol (Nivea?) to be defiant when it came to fashion. But then, that’s how Mr. Abbott was. He was a man of many contradictions. 

Mr. Abbott had me quit my job and become a full-time homemaker. At first I found it difficult to adjust to my new situation, since I had built three-fourths of my identity around my profession. 

In my mind I was primarily “Nurse Lovatt” whose main duty in life was to assist doctors and help patients. Being a dutiful son and brother, a steady boyfriend and a good friend had always played a secondary role in my life. However, eventually, everything changed. I started finding immense satisfaction in doing household chores and in looking after Mr. Abbott. I had never thought I was cut out for a domestic kind of a life, but after having been pushed into it, I discovered I enjoyed it immensely. 

Mr. Abbott was very respectful of my capital priority: providing a good quality of life to my mother and quality education to my younger siblings. Since he had requested me not to work for a living anymore, Mr. Abbott took over the responsibility of providing for my family financially. 

My mother was provided with all that she needed and my siblings were admitted to better educational institutions than I could afford to send them to. The glow of happiness on their faces made me feel that the contract I had made with Mr. Abbott may, after all, have been for the better though I still didn’t understand the meaning of it. 

Mr. Abbott never prevented me from visiting my family and friends. My mother and siblings were surprised at my total gender change; nevertheless, they accepted me for who I was. Gender-change didn’t, they said, change who I was fundamentally—the most “loving and caring person” 

alive. However, my family couldn’t understand the reasons for changing my gender. “What came over you suddenly, Craig?” my mom asked on one of my visits “I just don’t get it”. 

“Neither can I, mom” I said truthfully “neither can I”. 

Feelings are difficult to change, and old habits die hard. Ought of sheer force of habit, I continued to be in love with Tessa. However, it wasn’t as if I didn’t like Mr. Abbott. I was very much attracted to him! Life is seldom unswerving: it is perfectly possible to love two different people in two different ways at the same time! 

The day Mr. Abbott first made love to me is still vivid in my mind. He caught me by surprise when I was baking a cake, by tiptoeing from behind and kissing my ear in the most erotic fashion. The cake-making was abandoned midway, as he carried me out of the kitchen to his own room upstairs. What followed was the steamiest, most honest bout of lovemaking ever. Mr. 

Abbott surrendered his body to me totally and completely. And when riding on the throes of an orgasm, he had uttered the name he had on the night he had kissed me. 

Nivea. 

It’s not enough if a man’s body is yours. For love to blossom truly and completely, a couple ought to be privy to each other’s mental and emotional processes as well. Though Norman (he asked to be addressed by his first name) was extremely generous about sharing his body, letting me explore and become familiar every nook, corner and crevice of it; he was stingy with his mind. And emotions. They were a part of him that I never got to see or explore. My partner had a secret mental life that he perpetually kept under lock and key. To be perennially hidden away from me. 

Just like the bottommost drawer in his bedroom that he kept locked. Though Norman was usually very easygoing, letting me stray into any part of the house or allowing me to open any cupboard or drawer, he was especially secretive about the bottom drawer. Though he never articulated his sentiments through words, both of us had a tacit agreement that I was never to open it. And though he left the key right on top of the dressing table shelf, I never opened the drawer. I can’t say I wasn’t tempted to, but I didn’t venture anywhere near it. My mother had always told me that when life is going smoothly, it’s unwise to rock the boat. 

My decision to stay ethical was the cause of much frustration. I needed some explanation for having been transformed into a woman and having been made Norman’s partner. Though my

new life wasn’t bad at all, I felt an acute desire to learn why I had been wrenched away from my previous life and body. It was at the tip of my tongue to ask, but I never did. The aura of reserve that clung to Norman, no matter how giving he otherwise was, held me in check. 

It was during one of these difficult times I sought solace in Tessa. I told her how much the secrets that Norman had been keeping had been bothering me. “What’s the use of living with someone” I said “when you don’t know the reason for being with him?” 

“I get your point, Craig” (out of force of habit, Tessa still addressed me by my masculine moniker) said Tessa “this isn’t fair on you”. She paused for a moment before saying “or on me”. 

“Tessa, do you still….” I trailed off embarrassed. 

“The answer is a resounding ‘yes’, Craig” replied Tessa “you don’t stop loving a person just because their body has changed”. She placed a hand on my bosom and said “It’s the person inside who matters. You haven’t changed an iota”. Tessa’s freckled nose turned red with emotion. Tears glistened in her lovely green eyes. 

“Darling Tessa!” I replied passionately embracing her “My darling beloved Tessa!” 

“Can’t you….can’t you get away from this man, Craig?” asked Tessa breathing heavily. 

“How possibly?” I asked, still holding Tessa tight “I’ve signed on the dotted line”. 

“There are ways….” said Tessa “we could run away to another city….elope. He’d be none the wiser”. 

“Where could we possibly go?” I asked “besides what would we do for a living? Would it be easy to get a job in another place?” 

“It would be for me” replied Tessa who worked as a receptionist in a well-known beauty salon that had branches all over the country “all I’d have is ask for is a transfer. It could be arranged in a week”. 

A strange, inexplicable feeling of hesitation came over me. “I don’t know if I can, Tessa” I said cagily. 

“Oh come on, Craig” insisted Tessa “we’ve known each other since childhood and have dated since we were 16! How could you possibly be reluctant about coming away with me?!” 

“Well, okay….” I said at last. After all, Tessa was right. She and I belonged to each other and with each other. Since I thought it was fruitless to go on living with a man who didn’t open up to me anyway, I saw no reason why I shouldn’t leave him and run away with my girlfriend. 


***

One day, Norman had to leave for work early as he was supposed to assess faculty performance. 

When I woke up groggy-eyed in my chemise, with my long black hair all mussed up, I found

Norman suited-booted and ready to seize the day. 

“Hey, Sleeping Beauty” he said giving me a quick peck on the cheek “I might come home later than usual. Don’t stay up and wait for me”. 

“I won’t” I said drowsily. The taste of sleep was still strong in my mouth. 

“Perhaps I disturbed you” Norman said apologetically “you go straight back to bed and grab some more sleep. And take good care of yourself”. 

“I will” I said and saw Norman off up to the door. Once there, I waved him goodbye. 

The very instant he left, I received an SMS from Tessa. “Craig, my precious” she had written “I have succeeded in getting a transfer to New Delhi. I have even booked railway tickets for the two of us. Please be there at Platform No. 4 of the Yeshwanthpur Railway Station at 4 pm sharp tomorrow. I’ll wait for you”. It was signed “All my love, Tessa”. 

I walked down to the kitchen and made myself some instant coffee. As the coffee cleared dregs of sleep off, clarity of mind returned. Facts began to sink in. Tessa had got her job transferred to New Delhi. She had even booked railway tickets for the two of us. We were due to leave the next day. My girlfriend had indeed moved very fast. 

It was too soon for my mind to adjust to how my new life was going to be. All I could think of was about the mundane practicalities of packing and arranging transport to take me to the station. 

I wished Tessa had given me more time. I’d have to really hurry. I wouldn’t even have the time to bid a proper goodbye to Norman. But then, perhaps that had been Tessa’s idea. I oughtn’t to have time to bid adieu to Norman. It would make the situation…messy: both emotionally and legally. 

With the above thoughts running through my mind, I sauntered into the bedroom. It was then that it caught my eye. 

The bottom drawer with the key inserted in it. 

Norman had obviously forgotten to take the key out and keep it on the shelf of the dressing table as was his habit. 

All I had to do was turn the key and the drawer would fall open. Spilling forth all the secrets of the unusual contract, reason’s for my feminization, the identity of the mysterious “Nivea” and Mr. Jerome Abbott’s bewildering reaction. Turning the key would open up the whole gamut of Norman’s mind to me. It was tempting, to say the very least. 

I did the unthinkable. I opened the drawer. 

Inside it lay a single neat brown diary with golden edges. With trembling fingers, I flipped through the pages. They were filled with details in Norman’s elegant scrawl. The first entry was dated as far back as the late 1970s. It read:

“Met a splendorous creature today. She is the prettiest, sweetest, sunniest girl I’ve ever seen. 

Vivian Hathaway is her name. I hope to get to know her better”. 

I smiled. It was difficult for me to imagine the overweight grey-haired shabbily-dressed woman I had seen at Acesco’s as a pretty, young thing. I immediately reprimanded myself for what I interpreted as the arrogance of youth. It was perfectly possible for Vivian Hathaway-Abbott to have once been a pretty, young woman. 

I turned a few more pages. Norman had written:

“Vivian made me a cake for my birthday--my favorite Vanilla Pound!! Really, this girl can bake like an angel! (I.e. if angels do bake)” 

The next few pages contained details about how musically accomplished Vivian Hathaway was when it came to playing the piano. Norman had written “when she plays Beethoven’s “Romance Walkthrough”, I’m in seventh heaven. Norman had also described how much pleasure Vivian took in embroidery and what a lot of pleasure it gave him to sit and watch her doing it. There was an explanation about the green apple flavored drink too. It happened to be Vivian’s favorite beverage and Norman always made it for her when she dropped in. 

A few entries described how Vivian had changed a few years after marriage. “Vivian has become very ill-tempered” Norman had written “she has become a grumpy creature who picks quarrels with me for no reason. But I don’t retaliate. I know she isn’t like that intrinsically. Our childlessness has made her bitter, poor thing!” 

In another Norman had written “Vivian has totally let herself go. She has put on a lot of weight, but still refuses to exercise. No matter how expensive a wardrobe she has, she insists on dressing dowdily. She has  completely stopped baking, embroidery and playing the piano. Perhaps she is depressed, poor darling! But her psychologist doesn’t agree—he says Vivian behaves this way deliberately, in order to get my goat…Now why would she do that??” 

I skipped several pages and reached the last few entries. The one that follows was written just a few years ago. It said:

“My marriage with Vivian is in shambles. But she’s not to blame, the poor girl. She probably can’t help the person she’s become. But a man gets tired of continual criticism and nagging….however, it would be wrong to leave her…I’m too loyal... Besides, I still love her. 

Not the woman she has become, but the girl she used to be….I am happy to fantasize about and romance that person—the present Vivian’s alter-ego. “Nivea” I call her. I often murmur her name in my sleep (apparently)…” Norman had inserted a tiny smiley here “Vivian is mighty suspicious. She things there’s a new girl in my life with whom I am having an affair….little does she know….LOL!”. 

So that was it. “Nivea” was none other than the younger, pleasanter version of Vivian that Norman kept fresh and alive in his mind. From the diary entries ranging from the late 1970s until about a few years ago, I concluded that Norman had eventually fallen out of love with Vivian, who, for some reason, had changed considerably. Since he was too loyal to leave her, Norman had, for many years, survived with the help of an alter-ego of Vivian he had conjured in his

mind. The young, blithe Vivian of the 1970s provided the blueprint for her alter-ego. In his mind, Norman had called her “Nivea”. 

At some point, Norman had decided to play out his fantasies in the real realm. He had made me go through an eventual feminization process and had taught me everything Nivea was good at. 

He had, by degrees, trained me to be everything Nivea was: a good baker, embroiderer, musician and hostess. Norman requested me follow fashion trends of the 1970s because Nivea had dressed that way. 

However, one question rankled in my mind. Norman was a very attractive man. He could easily have dated any younger woman and persuaded her to oblige his little idiosyncrasies. Not too many women would have had a problem humoring a breathtakingly handsome man like Norman. 

Yet why had he chosen a genetic male to go through the tedious process of feminization and slowly transmute into the woman of his dreams? It definitely was baffling. 

There was another piece that didn’t fit the jigsaw. Why had Mr. Jerome Abbott behaved in a strange manner when he had seen me in Vivian Abbott’s wedding dress? His reaction had been the most unsettling part about the whole inexplicable affair. 

I found the answer to my question barely moments after having pondered over them. Adhered firmly to the last page of Norman’s diary was an old photograph of Vivian Abbott, apparently, taken on her wedding day. Vivian was looking straight at the camera and smiling broadly. I held my breath. 

It felt as if I was looking at myself. I was the spitting image of what Vivian Hathaway-Abbott had looked like in her youth. 


***

I spent the rest of the day packing. After I was done, I surreptitiously put the suitcases away, anxious that they would catch Norman’s eye. I freshly bathed; put on the sexiest dress I had in my wardrobe and prepared a King’s dinner. When Norman returned at 8pm, he was wonderstruck. 

“Wow, Carol” he said with sincere appreciation “you look  gorgeous!” 

“Thank you” I replied “I’m glad you like my dress”. 

“It’s not just your dress” replied Norman “I love the whole package: the way you’ve done your hair, your baby-soft skin, the candy sweet scent of bathing gel emanating from you….perhaps I’ve said too much…” he stopped abruptly, obviously embarrassed. 

“Let me take your briefcase” I said to change the topic. 

“No, no…I don’t wish to strain you” Norman replied somewhat bashfully. He suddenly looked like a very shy young boy. 

“Oh come on, it’s no strain” I said taking the briefcase from his hand and walking down the

living room. 

Norman followed a few feet behind. His eyes nearly popped out of his sockets when he saw the array of dishes on the dining table. 

“Wow, that’s quite a spread!” he said in an awestruck tone “Really Carol, you’re  amazing! ” 

“This is the least I could do after you returned after a long day” I said. 

That night sleep evaded me. Norman slept soundly by my side, but I tossed and turned. I stayed awake for a long time, thinking….. 


***

Norman had to leave for work early the next day as well. He told me the previous day’s work was still pending. I prepared breakfast and we enjoyed it together. Norman, as always, was very appreciative of my efforts. Then he picked up his briefcase, gave me a quick peck on the cheek and left for work. 

I sat at the table for a long time, just staring into space. Then I got up and played the piano. Time slipped by the way it does when I play Beethoven’s pieces. Before I knew it, it was 2 pm. 

I hastily fixed myself a sandwich, showered and got dressed. By the time I was done, it was 2:35

pm. Our train was due to leave the Bangalore station at 4:00 pm. The railway station was barely a half an hour drive away from Infantry Road, but I hurried up. Locating the platform and seats would take away much time. Also, with a perennial problem of traffic congestion in the city, there was a chance I might get delayed. 

I hailed the nearest cab and asked the driver to hurry. There was some traffic on the roads, but not as much as I had feared. I reached the railway station at 3:20 pm. By the time I located platform No. 4, it was 3:40. 

Tessa located and rushed towards me. “Oh thank God you’re here!” she said embracing me tight

“for a moment I thought you’d never come!”. 

“I don’t break my word” I said. 

Perhaps it was the flatness of my tone or the lack of passion in my embrace. Tessa realized something wasn’t right. She jerked away from me and peered into my face. 

“You’re not coming with me are you?” she asked slowly, her voice a sad whisper. 

I slowly shook my head. It was a sad moment, but I had made up my mind. 

“Good God Craig, what did I do wrong?!” Tessa cried holding her head in her hands. 

“You didn’t do anything wrong” I said “but I ought to do the right thing”. 

“Don’t be so cryptic for  Heavens’  sake!” Tessa cried agitatedly. 

I reported to her, from beginning to end, all that I had read in Norman’s diary the previous morning. 

“I caused Vivian’s loss, but have gained an opportunity to give to Norman Nivea” I said “I caused an end, but also have the chance to give Norman a new beginning. I think that’s the least I owe him after how kind he has been to me”. 

“Oh you goddamn duty-bound fool!” screamed my heartbroken girlfriend “what about love?! 

Don’t you love me at all?!” 

“I do love you” I said calmly “Perhaps much more than I love Norman. Don’t act so surprised, I love him too, albeit in a different way. But there is something I hold higher than love: it is honor. 

I have to honor the contract I signed with Norman. I could give up on love, but never break my word”. 

“So that’s that” said the heartbroken Tessa still crying“It’s over between us”. 

I held her tight and said “Darling Tessa, I don’t expect you to forgive me immediately. Perhaps I haven’t done right by you—I don’t know. But one day, perhaps  years from now, put yourself in my shoes. Try and feel as I feel. Then perhaps….just perhaps you’d understand why I did what I did….”. 

I picked my suitcases, and walked away from the railway station without looking back. When I reached home, Norman, who had returned home earlier than expected, was anxiously waiting for me at the gate. His face lit up as I alighted from the taxi with my bag and baggage. 

“Oh thank God!” he said embracing me tightly “I thought you’d left me!”. 

“That will never happen” I promised, putting my arms around Norman’s neck “I shall forever remain your sweet bride”. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

A soft, sentimental TG Romance: On the night of Valentine’s, 28 year old Nurse Craig Lovatt commits a fatal mistake. He slips off to meet his girlfriend, leaving a patient unattended for half an hour. As a consequence, the patient dies. 

The deceased patient happens to be the wife of the dean of the hospital Craig works in. When the dean, Norman Abbott--a drop dead gorgeous man in his mid 50s asks to meet Craig, the latter is frightened out of his wits. He is certain Mr. Abbott is going to sue him for medical negligence. 

However, Mr. Abbott catches him by surprise. He makes Craig sign an unusual contract, the terms and conditions which binds Craig to do whatever Mr. Abbott instructs him to without questioning. The first among Mr. Abbott’s strange requests is that Craig should go to work dressed as a female nurse, and identify himself as “Nurse Carol Lovatt”. 

What are Mr. Abbott’s intentions? What does he wish to accomplish by feminizing Craig? 

Characters:

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”. 

Eventually, a feminized Craig finds that he is fatally attracted to the handsome mysterious Norman Abbott. He finds himself torn between his love for his girlfriend Tessa and loyalty towards Mr. Abbott. 

Norman Abbott: is the 55 year old dean of Acesco’s Hospital. With his glorious height, fit body, dreamy brown eyes and thick brown hair tinged with grey, Norman Abbott looks like a Greek God. He is a mysterious personality who doesn’t talk about his feelings. When Norman’s wife dies as a result of Craig’s irresponsible behavior, Norman refrains from suing him. He instead makes Craig sign a contract that binds him to do whatever he, Norman, tells him to do without asking any questions. Norman soon feminizes Craig for reasons that appear highly cryptic and secretive. 

Theresa “Tessa” Bastion: is the 28 year old girlfriend of the protagonist. She is a curvy girl of medium height, with red hair and green eyes. Tessa is an Anglo Indian as well and has known Craig ever since the two were children. Tessa and Craig have dated since they were 16. Tessa is

so much in love with Craig that she is attracted to him even after his gender change. 

Nivea: the mystery woman of the story. Her identity is divulged only in the end. 

Jerome Abbott: is the father of Norman Abbott. He is a skinny man in his 80s with a prominent moustache and short close-cropped silvery hair. Jerome Abbott is a retired military. He has failing eyesight and requires glasses to see clearly. 

Jerome Abbott is pleased to learn that his son Norman has started dating Carol after Vivian’s demise. However, for some mysterious reason, Mr. Jerome Abbott blanches when he sees Carol in a white bridal dress and runs away from her as if he has seen a ghost. 

Vivian Hathaway-Abbott: is Norman Abbott’s 58 year old wife. She is a grey-haired, overweight, untidily dressed woman. When an inebriated Vivian suffering from epileptic fits is admitted to the ICU of Acesco Hospital, Craig leaves her unattended for half an hour. Craig’s negligence causes Vivian’s death. Her death sets into motion an incredible series of events that make one believe that truth can be stranger than fiction. 

Mildred Bosham: is the head nurse at Asceso Hospital. She is a big, beautiful woman who takes no nonsense from people. On Valentine’s night, she requests Craig to stay back and attend to Vivian Abbott. Later in the story, Nurse Bosham shows poor judgment by asking Craig to administer certain procedures on patients who have especially asked for a female nurse. 

Dr. Moira Jacob: is a doctor in her mid 30s who also works at Acesco Hospital. She is undergoing treatment for infertility, as a result of which she is always irritable. Dr. Jacob shows poor judgment when she asks Craig to give Mrs. Abbott a drug called Carbamazepine without checking Mrs. Abbott’s medical history. As Mrs. Abbott happens to be allergic to Carbamazepine, she succumbs. Unfortunately, Craig has to solely shoulder the blame for gross misjudgment on Dr. Jacob’s part, along with paying for his own mistake. 

Ms. Lara Jenkins: is the slim and smart Chief Nursing Officer at Acesco Hospital. 

Romeo: is the butler who works in Norman’s house. Romeo is a short, skinny elderly man. 

When Craig is at the Abbott home to attend Vivian‘s funeral, Romeo is dispatched by Norman to fetch Craig. 

Gillian D’Souza: is a young, wraith-like patient suffering from Spina Bifida who is admitted in Acesco Hospital for a surgery. She is extremely shy and sensitive and exclusively asks for a female nurse to catheterize her. Since the hospital is terribly short-staffed, Nurse Bosham requests Craig, dressed as a female nurse, to catheterize Gillian. When Craig’s falsies pop out and his wig falls off, Gillian discovers he is a man. She screams out aloud, putting Craig in a highly embarrassing situation. 

Mrs. D’Souza: is Gillian’s big-built overprotective mother who also prefers a female nurse to catheterize her daughter. When Craig is discovered to be male, Mrs. D’Souza suspects him of being a sex offender, causing an innocent Craig much embarrassment. 

Edith Hamilton: is an elderly patient who needs to be administered enema. Like Gillian, Ms. 

Hamilton prefers a female nurse to carry out the procedure. Since the hospital is short-staffed, Nurse Bosham again commits the mistake of sending Craig, dressed in a female nurse’s uniform, to perform the procedure. When Craig is discovered to be male, Ms. Hamilton is infuriated. 

Dr. Henry Christie: is a sixtyish gynecologist working at Acesco Hospital. Dr. Christie has a round ruddy face, a snub nose and a mop of predominantly white curly hair. Norman sends Craig to Dr. Christie who gives him injections the contents of which Dr. Christie refuses to disclose. A few weeks after continually being injected by the unknown substance, Craig starts experiencing strange changes in his body. 

Dr. Marissa Wilson: is a surgeon at Acesco Hospital who performs SRS on Craig. 

Ms. Muriel: is Vivian Abbott’s best friend who reads Vivian’s eulogy at her funeral. Ms. Muriel is a big comfortable looking woman. 

Mrs. Peters: is the cook employed at the Abbott house. Mrs. Peters is a middle aged woman with an inscrutable face who teaches Craig how to bake. 

------

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa Visit Yu's website at http://hekireki.net/en/   to see the latest publications and samples (about the first 10% content of the book). 

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. 

None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" 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. 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 Chiyomi. Drawn to Chiyomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon falls in love. 

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

Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay 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 a saree 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. 

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. 

Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring

"Spring of Reincarnation" 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 – 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

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: Image 2]

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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