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Chapter 1 - The Cold Call

It was a beautiful day in May. Gulmohar trees were in full blossom showing why they were referred to as the “Flame of The Forest”. Birds chirped in every nook and corner. I was 24 years old and had everything that someone my age could have wished for. 

I gazed at my wife Sylvia. A sunbeam lit her glossy black hair, making it glitter. She tickled Pearl, our 8-month-old daughter. Pearl gurgled with laugher. She had her mother’s velvety black eyes. 

I thanked God for giving me such a lovely family. Sylvia caught my eye. Her gaze lingered over my face lovingly. She gave me the broadest, warmest smile I’d ever received from any human being. 

I blessed the day I had met this pretty woman. It was in church two years ago. Sylvia was with her mother, and I was with mine. The mother-daughter duo sat on the bench next to ours. 

Throughout the mass, I couldn’t take my eyes away from Sylvia’s beautiful profile. 

After mass, our mothers had started chatting. That evening, I told my mother to approach Sylvia’s family for marriage. My mom had also taken a liking for Sylvia. She promptly approached Sylvia’s family. Sylvia’s family agreed to the alliance. Sylvia and I were married by Christmas. Our marriage was just as romantic as any typical Indian couple. 

For a while, my wife and I stayed with my parents. I was successful automobile salesman in a reputed showroom in Bangalore. I did everything in the book (and outside the book) for selling cars and made about 2-3 car sales per week. I’d got eye-catching business cards made, and left them everywhere I went. I networked a lot and told people the business I was in. I sent personalized mail to prospective customers. I gave my acquaintances a generous commission if they managed to bring customers into the showroom. I had a plan for every day. I constantly came up with creative strategies to hike up my sales. 

Within a few months after my marriage, I was able to buy a small flat on the outskirts of Bangalore by making a down payment of 22 lakhs. Sylvia was pregnant by then. She gave birth to Pearl in a couple of months. Sylvia was a homemaker; I was able to provide well for her and Pearl. 

I was immensely proud of my ability to provide well for my family. In my opinion, it was the hallmark of a “real” man. Before marriage, Sylvia had worked in the billing section of a supermarket. She wished to continue working even after marriage. I had put my foot down. In my opinion, no strong man let his wife work. He ran the house using his income alone. He was the head of the family. He went out to earn a living, while the woman remained at home, bearing children and attending to household chores. The man of the house put food on the table and looked after the family’s needs. By being a good provider for my family, I had proven my masculinity. 

Another hallmark of a “real” man was his ability to sire children. I had got Sylvia pregnant pretty early in our marriage. As my wife’s belly swelled, I nearly burst with pride. I had proven my virility! People had called me effeminate because of my fair skin, delicate features and slender frame, but I had proven myself to be more masculine than any other guy. When Pearl grew up a bit, I planned on impregnating Sylvia again. I hoped that our second child would be a son. I loved Pearl from the bottom of my heart, but siring a son was a matter of greater prestige. 

Society respected me already; it would bow down to me if I produced an heir. 

I inspected myself in the mirror for one last time before leaving for work. The navy-blue suit and multi-colored tie made me look brisk and professional. I picked up my phone and booked an Uber cab. The cab arrived quickly. Giving Sylvia and Pearl a peck on the cheek, I dashed out. 

Within half an hour, I was at the showroom. I passed the gleaming array of cars and stepped into my office. 

It was a posh one, with freshly painted walls, super expensive tiles and a classy mahogany desk. 

I had worked for only four years, but had impressed the dealer, Mr. Ashok Patel, with my astounding sales record. Mr. Patel had decided to honor me by giving me this swanky personal office to conduct my dealings. I proudly caressed my nameplate “Eric Saldana” on the desk. I fondly gazed at the green telephone that stood on the table. The telephone was also a gift from Mr. Patel, as he wished to pay for official calls. The other sales men made calls from their personal cell phones, so this distinction made me feel great. So did the “Best Salesman” 

certificate that hung above the desk. 

I felt a small stab of guilt also. Ever since I had got married, I had becoming a bit unethical…I quickly brushed the feeling away and told myself that I deserved every honor and award I had received. 

I sat at my desk, contemplating my strategy for the day. I decided to make about 15 cold calls that day. “Cold calls” is a sales strategy in which one picks up the telephone directory, marks out a couple of names and makes calls to them. It sounds pretty random, but the trick had helped me make umpteen sales in the past. 

I marked out a number of names in posh areas like Indira Nagar, Koramangala and Cambridge Layout. I picked a “Xavier D’Costa, businessman” who resided in Cambridge Layout. Going by the name, the prospect seemed to be a Goan Catholic (Not a Mangalore Christian like me). 

Going by his profession and the area he lived in, Mr. D’Costa seemed to be doing quite well for himself. 

I picked up the receiver and rang Mr. D’Costa’s number. A sweet, child-like woman’s voice answered the phone. 

Chapter 2 - Clinching a Huge Deal

I adjudged her to be one of the three: Mr. D’Costa’s wife, teenage daughter or housekeeper. I decided to go with the first. In a brisk, confident tone I asked, 

“Is that Mrs. D’Costa?” 

Surprise was evident in the woman’s voice. “Yes, this is Maria D’Costa” she said “who are you please?” 

“Hello, Mrs. D’Costa” I said “this is Eric Saldana from Orion Celesta Motors. I just wanted to let you know that the car you ordered is ready”. 

There was stunned silence at the other end. After a minute, Mrs. D’Costa said, “I don’t know what you are talking about. We haven’t ordered a new car. I’m afraid you have got the wrong number”. 

I continued playing my cards, as I had done so many times in the past. “Are you sure?” I said in the most zapped tone I could enact. 

“Quite sure” Mrs. D’Costa replied “My husband would have told me. Besides, he has been on a work tour for the past 10 days. So, there’s no way he could have placed the car order”. 

“Just a minute” I said continuing to playact “is this the home of  Peter M. D’Costa?” I had deliberately changed Mr. D’Costa’s first name from Xavier to Peter. 

“No” replied Mrs. D’Costa “My husband’s name is Xavier”. 

I pretended to write the name down, even though I very well knew that Mr. D’Costa’s first name was Xavier. “Well, Mrs. D’Costa” I said in the most apologetic tone “I’m sorry to have disturbed you so early in the day. I’m sure you’re very busy”. 

Mrs. D’Costa seemed to be impressed by my gracious apology. “It was no problem at all” she said amicably “I’m a homemaker, not a working woman. I just got back from the supermarket”. 

She was apparently alone at home and had was pleased to have someone to talk to. It was a good sign. I couldn’t let her hang up yet. 

“Mrs. D’Costa, you don’t wish to buy a new car, do you?” I said “since I’ve called anyway, I thought I’d ask”. 

Mrs. D’Costa was silent for a moment. “I don’t think so” she then said “we have a fairly new family car, an Audi. My husband bought it two years ago”. 

“Oh great” I said, and then conversationally asked “for how long have you guys been married?” 

“Nearly a decade” Mrs. D’Costa replied, and shyly added “we have our 10th wedding

anniversary on May 27th, next week”. 

“Congratulations in advance!” I said enthusiastically “you’ve probably been a very good wife. 

How about gifting yourself a personal car to celebrate the occasion?” 

Mrs. D’Costa seemed tempted to say “yes”, but held back “I don’t know” she said desire evident in her voice “I’ll have to discuss the matter with Xavier”. 

“Sure” I said “can I call you at tea time?” 

“Yes, please do” said Mrs. D’Costa before hanging up “I would have spoken to Xavier by then”. 


***

I had placed about 14 cold calls by tea time. Most of these attempts were unsuccessful with people curtly banging down the phone, speaking no language that I was familiar with or saying that their parents were not at home. One guy seemed vaguely interested in buying, but he didn’t sound as congenial as Mrs. D’Costa. Apart from making cold calls, I showed cars of different ranges to customers who visited the showroom. As always, I did my very best— asked after the customer’s families, showed them the car that would best fit their budget and personalities, and promised to give them a rebate. 

At teatime, I called Mrs. D’Costa again. Mrs. D’Costa’s sweet, ambrosial voice came through the phone. “Hello again, Mrs. D’Costa” I said “trust you are enjoying your tea”. 

“Hello, Eric” said Mrs. D’Costa chirpily “I was having some Feni (Goan country liquor made of cashew apples), as a matter of fact. Xavier had called round about noon; I spoke to him about buying another car. He asked me to go ahead and buy myself a mid-range Orion Celesta. When Xavier is in India, both of us find it difficult to share the Audi. It would be much more convenient if I bought myself a separate car”. 

“You’ve made a good decision, Mrs. D’Costa” I said “please visit our showroom when you can. 

It’s located in HSR Layout. I shall message you the address”. 

“I look forward to receiving the address” said Mrs. D’Costa with a smile in her voice. She then added, “And please call me Maria”. 


***

Maria D’Costa walked into the Orion Celesta showroom at 11 am the next morning. She was a small fine boned woman, who was no taller than five feet. From a distance, Maria looked like a girl of about 13 or 14, but from up close, I adjudged her to be close to 40. She wore a butter yellow frock, with a wide-brimmed hat and flat pump shoes. 

Maria had introduced herself as soon as she had come in. I escorted her to my office, where Maria took off her hat. Her dark hair was cut in a short bob. 

“It sure is hot out there, eh?” she said conversationally. 

“Yeah” I agreed “I’ll turn on the AC. Also, would you like to drink something?” 

“A soft drink would be welcome” Maria said smiling gratefully. 

I dispatched a junior to get a coca cola from the office refrigerator. He promptly brought the frozen drink and offered it to Maria. Maria accepted the drink gracefully. She took a large swig of it before standing up and saying, 

“So, Eric, will you show me the cars?” 

“I sure will” I said escorting Maria outside the office into the showroom. As we walked in, an array of gleaming, colorful cars greeted us. 

“By Jove!” Maria exclaimed “you have quite a range”. 

“Orion Celesta has umpteen designs and colors” I agreed “I’ll help you select one, which suits your bubbly personality. By the way, what’s your favorite color?” 

“Red” Maria said “I find the color energizing”. 

“Red is a great color” I said “my wife is also fond of it”. This was a fib. Sylvia loved pink, but loathed red. However, I often told harmless little white lies to create a good rapport with the customers. 

“Wife?!” Maria cried in surprise “you look too young to be married. Those honey-brown eyes look like those of a child’s”. 

The compliment was an intimate one for a customer to make. I felt myself blushing. “I got married one and a half years ago” I said “my wife and I have an 8-month-old child”. 

“That’s great” said Maria and then sadly added “Xavier and I couldn’t have any children”. 

The sadness in Maria’s eyes moved me. Wishing to distract her, I started showing different cars in red. Maria soon got engrossed in the process of car selection. She chose an Orion Celesta Swift, which cost approximately 4 lakhs. 

It was a good car, but wanted Maria to go in for the more expensive Orion Celesta Prime. It had a better design, more mileage and numerous other features. Also, the commission I’d earn from selling Orion Celesta Prime would be much more than that I’d earn from selling Orion Celesta Swift. At this moment, I could do with the extra commission. Ever since I had bought the flat, I didn’t have money for luxuries. I hadn’t gifted Sylvia anything after Pearl was born. With the commission I earned from selling an expensive car, I could buy my wife a nice piece of jewelry. 

“Swift is good, Maria” I presently said “but I suggest you go in for Prime. It has better headroom and interior space. Prime has a mileage of 23 km/liter, making it the most fuel-efficient car in India. It also has extra features like an integrated audio system with Bluetooth”. 

Maria took my suggestion and checked out Orion Celesta Prime. “It’s awesome” she agreed

“how much does it cost?” 

“7 lakhs” I said. 

Maria raised a shapely eyebrow. “It’s 3 lakhs more expensive than what I had planned on spending” she said. 

“True” I agreed “but the benefits are many more”. 

Maria was silent, as if turning the deal over in her mind. After a while, she indecisively said, “I really don’t know…” 

I decided to use the age-old sales-trick--appealing to the customer’s senses. “Come on, Maria” I said “take it for a test drive”. 

“Are you sure?” said Maria hesitating. I urged her to get in. As Maria got into the driver’s seat and put the seat belt on, an expression of bliss came over her face. She turned towards me and smiled, 

“This feels heavenly” she said “the seat is so comfortable. And it feels so cool inside the car”. 

“Prime has a top class AC” I said “you’ll not feel the summer’s heat as you hit the road”. 

“Okay” said Maria. She took the key from me and reversed the car, slowly inching it out of the showroom. I followed her outside. Once she was outside, I directed her to turn the car to the right. Maria did so slowly and carefully. With a wave, she drove off. 

She returned 15 minutes later with a huge grin on her face. “That felt wonderful, Eric” she said

“driving a car never felt this good”. 

“I told you Prime is special” I said smiling. 

“I’m buying it” Maria said “can I pay through debit card?” 

“Certainly” I said “there will be some paperwork to be done. I’ll have them ready in a few hours. 

But I’ll have the car delivered to your home right away”. 

“Hurray!” said Maria like a little girl “I’m going to be the proud owner of the most amazing car in the world”. 

“Indeed” I said smiling. 

“Eric, I had a request”. 

“Yes, Maria?” 

Maria hesitated. “You have been so nice to me, I feel I have made a new friend” she said “would you mind if I take a selfie with you?” 

“That’s so sweet, Maria” I said warmly “of course, I wouldn’t mind”. 

Maria and I leaned against her new car. She took a nice, friendly selfie of the two of us against it. 

Even though I was only 5’6, I towered over her. I was glad I had worn my best suit (a well-tailored brown two piece), with a pink satin tie. I thought I looked strikingly handsome in the picture. It was narcissistic thought, but I couldn’t help thinking that way. 

Maria made the payment and left. I had the car delivered to her home. I got the papers ready and sent them over to her house. I had clinched a major sale that day. 

I went home in a jubilant mood. My wife opened the door, balancing our baby on her hip. In her soft pink summer dress, she looked lovely. I went inside and told Sylvia about the sale. My wife was thrilled to hear about my latest success. 

“This means I’m going to get a diamond pendent” she said with a twinkle in her eye. 

“Indeed you are” I said happily. 

We celebrated my big sale with goblets of red wine. 

Chapter 3 - Trouble in Paradise

On May 27th, I had red gerberas delivered to Maria D’Costa’s house, on the occasion of her tenth wedding anniversary. I called her a couple of hours later to enquire if the car was behaving fine. 

Maria thanked me for the flowers, saying it was a lovely gesture on my part. No salesman had ever sent her a personalized gift. Also, it was thoughtful of me to remember that red was her favorite color. 

She seemed hesitant to talk about the car. I felt my heart beat faster. 

“Maria” I asked again “is everything okay with Orion Celesta Prime?” 

Maria struggled to keep her voice even. “My husband got back yesterday” she said “and doesn’t seem to like the car very much. The vehicle lurches, as if the gears aren’t engaging. We suspect that it is due to old car plugs. Also, the car seems to have a single airbag, while your manual suggests that it has dual airbags. Xavier took the car on a drive on Ramnagara highway. He says it runs out of breath fairly soon” 

Maria paused and raised another more delicate concern, “There is another issue that I failed to notice on the day of purchase” she said “it slowly became apparent to me and Xavier. The car seems to have been used. It seems like someone has taken it for a drive more than once. We found some old popcorn on the floor, beneath the back seat. I also found a child’s toy”. 

Beads of perspiration formed on my forehead. My family and I didn’t have a car yet. For the sake of my family’s pleasure, I was in the habit of taking expensive showroom cars on longer-than-permitted test drives. I remember an instance, in which I had taken Sylvia and Pearl for a drive on Hosur Highway. Pearl had been securely strapped in the back seat. She had thrown a tantrum, asking for popcorn, so I had been forced to buy her some. Pearl had played with her pink teddy throughout the drive. I had taken the same car out on a few other occasions. I now realized that I had forgotten my daughter’s toy in the car, which had now been sold to Maria. 

I was a good salesman, but sometimes did unethical things for the sake of my family. Taking them on drives had been one instance. I had sold the same used Orion Celesta Prime to Maria. In a rare care when an automobile turned out to be defective, I lodged a complaint with Mr. Ashok Patel, who, in turn, contacted the manufacturer. However, I couldn’t do that this time. While addressing the problems the car had, there was a chance that Mr. Patel could stumble on to the fact that I had used the showroom cars on more than one occasion. 

I instead decided to take the matter in my own hands, by hiring a mechanic and getting the car repaired. I’d have to pay for the repairs out of my own pocket, but I could see no other way out of the quandary. 

“I will come with an expert mechanic to your place tomorrow”. 

“Sounds alright” said Maria before hanging up. 

***

Ali was an auto mechanic, who lived close to my house. He was prompt, trustworthy and skilled. 

He loved automobiles and could spend hours working on them. Ali was so devoted to his profession that he forgot to eat and drink when he was working. I could think of no other person, who could understand a car better than Ali. 

I called and explained my predicament to him. “The car apparently has multiple problems” I said

“it has a single airbag, not two. The car plugs also seem to be old.” 

I desisted from telling Ali that I personally was responsible for the car’s not-so-perfect condition. 

I didn’t tell Ali about the popcorn scattered all over the car floor. I didn’t tell him that Maria had complained about a child’s toy lying in the car. I didn’t tell him that the car plugs had become old due to over-use on my part. 

Ali was the type to mind his own business, he wasn’t particularly inquisitive; he therefore didn’t ask me why I was personally handling the car repairs (instead of informing the dealer). 

“I know that Cambridge Layout is far away, but I request you to make an exception this time. 

Help me out, my friend, as I seem to be in trouble” I told him. 

Ali didn’t ask me why  I was in trouble. Instead, he said, “No problem, Eric. We’ll leave at 8:30

am tomorrow, when the traffic is low. We will reach Cambridge Layout by 10 am. Don’t worry. 

I’ll fix whatever problems there are with the car”. 


***

Ali and I reached Cambridge Layout by 10 am the next day. We had to take a cab to make the commute quicker. Ali had come fully prepared, with 2 or 3 tool boxes. 

The cab pulled up in front of a huge grey villa. A board in front of the villa said, “D’Costa Home”. The red Orion Celesta Prime was parked in the garage. Ali and I let ourselves into the house and rang the door bell. Maria answered it. 

She looked prettier than ever in a red caftan. She graciously led me and Ali into the garage. 

Maria seemed polite enough, but lacked her usual verve. She looked a tad upset, as if she knew I had used her car. I felt guilt stab my heart. I’d been spotlessly clean before I got married. 

However, my work ethics had taken a turn for the worse after marriage. I wanted to be the best provider and head of the family. Thus, I had tweaked a few professional rules along the way. 

Ali opened the car bonnet and worked on it diligently for hours. I waited, browsing the internet for various features that I could add to cars to make them more appealing without increasing the costs. Maria disappeared inside and appraised Ali through the window. She wasn’t as friendly with me as before. However, she was a good hostess and got me and Ali some coffee. 

Two and a half hours dragged by. Ali had apparently fixed the car. He closed down the car bonnet with satisfaction. He asked Maria to take the car for a test drive. Maria did so with no complaints. Ali asked Maria to contact him within a week’s time if she had further complaints. 

I went to the showroom and Ali to his garage. I’d paid Ali Rs. 6,000 out of my own pocket, so was a bit sad to be poorer. However, I was also glad that the ordeal was over, without my having to let Mr. Patel know what I had done. I could go back to making fresh deals, with no black mark against my name. I, however, warned myself against driving showroom cars in the future. If Mr. 

Patel even suspected what I had done, he would fire me. All the laurels I had hitherto earned would be stripped off me. All the good selling I had done would be negated because of a few mistakes I had made. I would be kicked out of the job in ignominy. 

Two days passed peacefully. I managed to work and spend some time with my family without much tension. On Thursday, a roughhewn man barged into my office. He was at least 6’3, rugged at built like an ox. “I need to talk to Eric Saldana” he said gruffly. 

I was taken aback by the man’s aggressive manner. It seems like he was baying for my blood. 

And I hardly knew him. 

“I’m Eric Saldana” I said gently “is there a problem, sir?” 

The man’s intense gaze seared my face. “There isn’t one problem” he snapped “there are  many problems”. 

My heart started beating a notch faster. This was serious shit. Who was this man? What in the world was he talking about? 

“Could you elaborate?” I said trying to keep a calm façade. 

“I’m Xavier D’Costa, Maria’s husband” said the guy “what sort of a conk piece have you sold my wife? The car’s battery is already low. The car seemingly has solenoid issues; it’s therefore hard to brake. It seems like the ignition system has problems too”. 

I inhaled sharply. Maria had had complaints, which I had fixed. Xavier was now listing new problems. If the car indeed had the defects that Xavier had mentioned, a genius mechanic like Ali would have been able to find out. Also, Maria would have told me about the issues on the very day I made the follow up call. 

A part of me knew Xavier was lying, but there was no way I could call off his bluff. Xavier would want to meet Mr. Patel, who would come to know that I had used the car. Even if Xavier was telling the truth and the car indeed had manufacturing defects, I couldn’t let Mr. Patel find out. He would find out that I had been using showroom cars. I would have to deal with the problem on my own. 

“Sir, I request you not to contact my boss” I said to Xavier in low tones “I have used the car that your wife purchased. The teddy bear that you found in the car is my daughter’s. If Mr.Patel finds this out, he’ll fire me. I’m doing well in my career, and can’t afford to have a black mark against my name”. 

Xavier glared at me accusingly “Selling a used piece is unethical” he said “aren’t you ashamed of yourself?”. 

I hung my head down in shame. “I’ve never been more embarrassed in my life” I admitted

“however, I request you to overlook my mistake. I’ll get the car repaired again and pay from my own pocket this time also. But please, sir, don’t complain to my boss”. 

“I won’t” said Xavier quietly “but I want you to buy the car back from me immediately. Since you’ve used it first, you must keep it. I expect you to reimburse my 7 lakhs to me by the day after tomorrow. Give me your address; I’ll have my manservant deliver the car to your house ASAP. Also, I’ll send papers transferring the ownership of the vehicle to you. 

You will have to agree to this condition and sign the papers. Otherwise, I’m going to tell the dealer that you tampered with my vehicle and spoilt it”. 

I felt tears sting the back of my eyes. I had used the car, but not spoilt it. However, there was no way I could prove that. And, for some reason, Xavier was playing my guilt to his advantage. 

I had got myself into a mess. I muttered my address. Xavier salvaged his cell phone from his pocket and wrote it down in his notepad. When I reached home in the evening, I found the red Orion Celesta Prime that I had sold Maria standing in my slot of the parking area in my apartment block. 

“The car was delivered to you an hour ago, sir” the beaming security guard said “congrats on your new purchase”. 

“Thanks” I said and trudged up the apartment stairs glumly. 

Chapter 4 - The Treacle Thickens

The car had already been delivered to my home, I had signed on the ownership papers, but I was yet to pay for it. 

I didn’t have much money in deposit. I could bring the Orion Celesta Prime to a used car dealer and sell it for 4 or 5 lakhs. However, they would see the papers indicating that the car had been transferred by Xavier to me (reputed as a top salesman at Orion Celesta) just a few days after the purchase. Such a rumor could spread like wild fire. Mr. Patel would soon get a whiff of it and question me. Selling the car in the used-market would take a few days. Even if I could sell the car I still needed to make 2-3 lakhs. I could have borrowed money from the bank using my flat as collateral if the real estate market in my area had performed better. 

Sylvia and I decided on a plan of action. We resolved to temporarily leave Bangalore in an overnight bus and hide in Sylvia’s aunt’s house at Chikamagalur until I could afford to pay Xavier. After I returned from work, my wife and I hastily packed our clothes, belongings and Pearl’s things. We took hasty showers, one after another, and got dressed. Sylvia dressed Pearl in warm clothes. Even though it was early June arrived, we thought it was a good idea to dress our child snugly. Pearl was only 8 months old, and this would be her first long journey. 

We were on the verge of moving, when I heard a light knock on the door. Sylvia and I exchanged fearful glances. Our neighbors slept early; we wondered who had come at our door at 10 pm in the night. 

Sylvia turned off the front room light, plunging us in darkness. “Let whoever it is assume no one’s at home” she explained in a hushed whisper. 

“Okay” I hissed back. 

There were a series of knocks, a bit peremptory this time. The person at the door was clearly losing patience. I felt my hands go clammy. My wife sensed my fear and said, “Keep your courage up, Eric. They’ll soon give up and leave”. 

“Yes” I whispered in a parched voice. 

At this juncture, the most unfortunate thing happened. Spooked by the darkness and knocks, Pearl started bawling. It started off as weak mewling, but escalated into full-fledged crying. 

“Saldana, I know you’re hiding in there!” barked someone from outside the door “open up the door, you bastard!” 

I recognized the voice as Xavier’s. He had come to collect his 7 lakhs. I started trembling uncontrollably. Sylvia switched on the light, blinding us all with the sudden glare. Xavier knew we were in here. Our pathetic attempts to hide had been of no use. 

Sylvia opened the door. Xavier was standing outside, dressed in black jeans and a thick dark

green turtle neck sweater. His thick black hair was slicked back with hair gel. He looked like a mafia man, straight out of Godfather. 

Two other equally huge guys stood behind him. One was fair, with multiple tattoos and body piercings. The other was brown and wiry, with a mustache. I adjudged the men to be Goans, like Xavier. The grim look on their faces told me that they weren’t here on social call. 

Xavier turned to Sylvia. “You took quite a while to open up, madam” he said “ask that wimpy husband of yours to face me—like a man. It’s shameful to hide in the dark, like a bandicoot”. 

I felt my blood boil. Xavier had challenged my masculinity in front of my woman. I couldn’t let the insult roll off my back. I had to retaliate, in order to prove to Sylvia that I was still the man of the house. 

I stood up to my full height and walked to the door. “Don’t call me a wimp, you bastard” I said to Xavier “I invite you and your sidekicks to come in”. 

“Thank you” said Xavier sardonically. He and his chums barged inside and took their seats. My wife and I remained standing, uneasily. Sylvia had picked up Pearl. 

Xavier regarded the packed suitcases in the front room. He guffawed and remarked, “You were all set to flee in the darkness of the night, weren’t you?” 

I couldn’t deny the fact. I felt my legs quivering. 

“We were just going on a short local trip” said Sylvia calmly. She seemed to be more poised than I was. 

“I’ve never seen anyone take  four suitcases on a local trip” said Xavier sarcastically “Saldana cheated my wife and he is now planning to abscond!” 

“It’s not like that, Xavier” I said with dignity “It’s just that….I don’t have the money to pay you now. You’ll have to give me some time until I can sell the car and also get some loan. 

Xavier looked straight at me. “I need my 7 lakhs right now” he said in a steely voice. 

I felt my quivering legs shake more. “Xavier, please try to understand…” I pleaded “I will transfer 7 lakhs to your account ASAP” 

“I can’t” Xavier said curtly “you swindled my unsuspecting wife. You sold her a used defective piece and now you are delaying our reimbursement. I shall call the cops right now. I shall turn you in for defaulting on your payments!” 

I felt my legs turn into jelly. I was petrified of cops. Even though I took great pride in my masculinity, the roughhewn police guys thought of me as effeminate. I recalled an incident that had occurred when I was in my early teens. I had been molested by a group of drunken cops. 

They had remarked that I was as beautiful as a girl and kissed and felt me. I had tried to fight them off, but in vain. The men had been much older, bigger and stronger than me. 

I knew that I ought to have lodged a complaint, but had been too ashamed to do so. I had been aware of my inner masculinity right back then, so the molestation had come as a huge insult. I had been grouped like a woman and hadn’t even been able to fight my assailants off. The humiliation had been so great that I hadn’t told a single soul about the incident. I feared that it would negatively color their perception of me. They would see me as feminine and weak, instead of strong and manly. 

“Please don’t call the cops” I said to Xavier presently “I beg you”. 

“Ah, so the hoity-toity Saldana is begging me” said Xavier triumphantly “you’re such an unethical arrogant bastard, I never thought you were capable of pleading”. 

Xavier was badmouthing and insulting me in front of my wife. I felt anger rise in my chest. Yet some deep-seated intuition told me not to react. I remained silent. 

Xavier seemed disappointed that I didn’t take the bait and react. “Well, now that you’ve come down to your knees, I offer you a proposition” he said “I have a small orchid plantation in the UK. We take in only female workers. If your wife comes and works with us for three years, she would have earned the money you owe me”. 

My heart skipped a beat. Beside me, I heard Sylvia softly mutter, “What?” 

“You’ve heard me right, ma’am” said Xavier addressing Sylvia “if you think your child is too young to be parted from you, you could bring her along too”. 

My brain galvanized into action. “There is no question of my wife and daughter going anywhere” I firmly said “they will stay here. I’ll come and work in your plantation”. 

“You haven’t heard me right” said Xavier smirking “I hire only female workers”. 

“Why?” I said “how does the gender of a plantation worker make a difference?” 

“You ask too many questions, Saldana” said Xavier “in response to your question; let me just say I have a preference for female workers”. 

“It’s an unnecessary preference” I said. 

“You really aren’t in a position to question my preferences” pointed out Xavier. 

I realized that he was right. “Please make an exception this one time and hire me” I said. 

“Not unless you agree to dress up and live as a female for three years” Xavier said. 

Chapter 5 - Becoming Primrose

My first reaction was one of incredulity. I was convinced Xavier had gone out of his mind. I gazed at Sylvia. The astounded look on her face told me that she thought the same. I turned to Xavier. 

“What sort of a condition is that?” I said “it seems ridiculous to me”. 

“I have my own idiosyncrasies” Xavier admitted. 

“I refuse to pander to your nonsense” I said with dignity. 

“Very well, then” said Xavier “I’ll have to take your wife to the UK”. 

“No, no” I demurred. After a minute’s pause, I said, “I agree to your condition”. 

It gave me indescribable pain to agree to such a proposition, but I had no choice. My family and I were being forced to choose between hell and high waters. 

My wife came close to me and held my hand. “You don’t have to do this, Eric” she said “I’ll go with Mr.D’Costa”. Her dark eyes glistened with tears. 

“No, Sylvia” I said squeezing my wife’s hand reassuringly “you stay here with Pearl. I’ll go to the UK”. 


***

The next day, I went to the showroom and resigned from my job. Mr. Ashok Patel was shocked by my sudden decision to quit. He said he was saddened to lose a competent salesman like me. 

He asked me the reason for my resignation, but I didn’t tell him. I felt terrible for misusing his trust by using the showroom cars. 

Xavier helped me apply for some sort of a temporary work visa. It came through in a fortnight. 

After a teary parting from Sylvia, I left for the UK. I asked Sylvia to sell the car and spend the money for living. She said she would also take up a job in a supermarket and look after Pearl to the best of her ability. I found the thought of being parted from my wife and toddler for 3 long years unbearably painful, but had no choice. I began to rue the day I had made that cold call to Maria D’Costa. 

I took a flight to Heathrow along with Xavier and the two guys. The fair one with piercings was called Xeno and the other one, Pax. I understood that they were some sort of employees of Xavier. I learnt that the three of them would live with me in the UK for 3 whole years. 

After a journey of about 10 hours, the flight landed at Heathrow Airport. I was excited in spite of the situation. This was the first time I was in a foreign country. I had dreamt of visiting London numerous times; I was now in the city. 

We collected our baggage and got into a waiting taxi. Xavier didn’t have to tell the cab driver where to go, so I assumed that the driver was an acquaintance. Xavier sat in the front seat along with the driver, while I was squeezed into the backseat in between Pax and Xeno. 

I caught a glimpse of London from the windscreen. It was as different from India as chalk from cheese. The sun was milder, the roads cleaner and less crowded. The roads were also broader; less polluted and were flanked by charming buildings. 

After a drive of about half an hour, the cab came to a halt in front of a four-storied building. 

Dusk was beginning to set in and the streetlight was yet to be switched on, so I could see only an outline of my surroundings. The area seemed to be a deserted one, with a few houses scattered nearby. There was a house to the immediate left of Xavier’s building. I also noticed a small block of flats diagonally opposite Xavier’s building. 

With a brief nod to Xavier, the cab driver drove away. Xavier and his henchman led us inside. 

The house had a small vestibule, where two girls waited. They seemed to be in their late teens and were dressed in identical black pleated skirts, white cropped tops and black shoes with a bit of heel. They seemed to be waiting for us. When we arrived, the girls nodded respectfully at Xavier. Xavier introduced them as Carol and Jessica. Carol was fair, slim and had green eyes. 

Jessica was dark, voluptuous and had blunt features. 

I put my knapsack and my suitcase on the floor. Xavier handed Jessica a packet and asked the girls to take me to the second floor, where I understood our common room was situated. The girls unquestioningly accepted the packet and beckoned me to follow them. Lamblike, I followed them up two flights of a winding staircase. 

As we climbed, the girls conversed with each other. The language they spoke sounded similar to Bengali in pronunciation, but had an infusion of Marathi and Kannada words. I decided it was Konkani. The girls’ style of speaking Konkani was different from that of Mangaloreans, hence I adjudged the girls to be Goan Catholics, just like Xavier. 

We reached the second floor. The girls escorted me through a narrow corridor to a stark bedroom. It had a three-tire bunker bed, a single chair and a center table. A wardrobe and a full-length mirror also graced the Spartan room. Carol gestured me to sit on the bed. I surmised that the girls knew little or no English. They didn’t seem to be proficient in Hindi either. 

Jessica gestured me to take off my clothes. I shyly proceeded to take off my blue jeans, white shirt and sneakers. I wondered why she was asking me to strip. Did the chores of a plantation worker also include having sex with young women? 

Just when I was letting my imagination run wild, Jessica showed me the contents of the bag. It contained a black pleated skirt, white cropped top and black high-heeled shoes just like the ones she and Carol were wearing. She gestured me to put them on. 

I now remembered. Xavier had wanted me to work in the plantation as a female employee. In the excitement of having arrived in a new country, I forgot the primary condition of my being allowed to work here instead of Sylvia. 

I reluctantly put on the pleated skirt and buttoned it tightly around my waist. Jessica helped me put on the cropped top. I noticed that it had an inbuilt padded bra, giving me the appearance of having breasts. It ended inches above the rim of my skirt, exposing a significant portion of my creamy flat belly. I was especially self-conscious of exposing my navel. In my 25 years of existence, I had never worn clothes which revealed my bellybutton. 

As I stood among women wearing female clothes, I felt myself growing red with mortification. 

Carol and Jessica, however, seemed unaffected by the weirdness of the situation. To them, it seemed normal that I wear a skirt and a padded top. 

After I had worn my clothes, Carol helped me wear the high heeled black shoes. I resisted at first, but then obliged. I couldn’t help noticing how finely my feet arched in the high heels. I remembered a remark Sylvia had once made. She had said that I had delicate feet, like a woman’s. I now discovered some truth in her remark. 

After I had worn the shoes, Jessica opened the wardrobe from which she retrieved a wig of long straight brown hair and a makeup box. She fitted the wig on my head, after which she proceeded to apply makeup. Jessica worked on my eyes with bronze eye shadow, eyeliner and kohl. She then worked around my face and painted my lips. After she was done, Jessica pointed towards the full-length mirror and said, “Look” 

I reluctantly raised my eyes towards the mirror. I was astounded to find that I looked like a very beautiful woman. My chiseled features, slender body and brown hair (wig) made me look lovelier than any woman I had ever seen. 

“From now you not Eric” Carol said to me in broken English “Xavier asked to call you Primrose”. 

So, I was “Primrose” for the next three years. For a minute, I thought was in some sort of a bizarre dream, from which I’d wake up and find myself I bed next to Sylvia. Unfortunately, this wasn’t a dream. It was very much reality, strange bizarre reality. 


***

From the moment I’d entered the house, I was aware of it being quite hot (thus I eventually began calling it the hothouse). For some reason, Xavier had decided to keep his electric heater high. I wasn’t sweating, but felt fairly uncomfortable. I was grateful for the thin cropped top and short pleated skirt. They allowed quite a lot of ventilation for the torso and the legs. Had I been dressed in jeans and my white shirt, I would have been sweating by now. I was secretly squeamish about sweating. 

Half an hour after dressing me in women’s clothes, Xeno came in. He cast an appreciative glance at me, but didn’t make a remark. He asked the girls to water the plants. I assumed that Xeno was talking about the orchids that Xavier had mentioned. 

Carol and Jessica led me to an adjoining room, where they filled three huge water jugs. They handed a jug and asked me to follow them. 

The girls then led me upstairs, to the third floor. The heat became more intense, maybe because of the exertion of the climb. A room, covered by a curtain, came into view. Carol reached out a manicured hand and lit a light switch. The room behind the curtain seemed to illuminate. Jessica parted the curtain and the two girls walked into a room, which was the size of a living room. I followed them to realize that I was standing in some sort of an indoor plantation. Rows and rows of green, flowerless plants filled the room. Xavier had said he grew orchids, but these plants had no flowers. I was a city-bred boy with no knowledge of plants, so I assumed that maybe the plants sprouted flowers a little later in the season. It was November now, so may be the orchids flowered in May or June. 

I followed the girls and watered the plants. A faint, vaguely familiar smell, emerging from the plants hit my nostrils. Deep in my subconscious, I knew what these plants were, but was unable to recall the name now. The heat in the room was growing unbearable. Finally, when I finished watering the plants and was led out of the room, I was quite thankful to escape the suffocating heat. It was hot outside the plantation too, but not as stifling. 

After watering, the girls and I went back to our rooms on the second floor. Pax and Xeno came in with our dinner trays. The girls and I were given a simple dinner of red rice, fish curry and Feni (Goan country liquor made from cashew apples). I ate hungrily, thinking of Sylvia and Pearl. I realized that I hadn’t yet told Sylvia that I had reached London safely. I had been so astounded at having arrived in a foreign country and being dressed in women’s clothes that I had forgotten all about making that important call. 

I realized that my cell phone was in my knapsack, which was on the ground floor. The knapsack also had important documents such as my passport. I raced down two flights of stairs to retrieve my knapsack. As I raced down two flights, I was stupefied to find my path blocked by Xavier. 

My knapsack was flung casually on his broad shoulder. 

“What are you looking for?” he asked curtly. 

“My knapsack” I stammered “it has my cell phone and passport. I want my cell phone so that I can phone and tell my wife that I’ve reached London safely”. 

“You don’t have to bother” said Xavier tersely “I’ll call your wife and tell her. What’s her name?” 

“Sylvia” I replied reluctantly “you’ll find her in my contacts”. 

“Ok” said Xavier “you may go back to your room,  Primrose”. He placed a weird emphasis on my new name. I felt shivers go down my spine. Xavier’s eyes strayed to my exposed belly and lingered there. I self-consciously covered my tummy using my hands. 

“It is a pity you don’t have nail paint on” Xavier said “I’ll ask the girls to give you a good manicure. Anyways, it’s time you girls dressed for your night duty”. 

“Night duty?” I said uncomprehendingly. 

“You’ll come to know by and by” said Xavier laughing sarcastically. 

“Okay” I said and then hesitantly asked “can I have my cell phone and passport?” 

“No, my dear” said Xavier in mock soothing tones “you don’t need them here. They will remain in my possession for the next three years. Now, go back to your room like a good girl. 

Otherwise, daddy will start losing his temper”. 

I slowly started climbing the stairs, disappointed. Xavier had taken my cell phone and passport and made me his prisoner. I could feel his eyes linger hungrily on my buttocks. I felt ineffably uncomfortable. He no longer seemed to regard me as a male, but as a sex object. My experiences in the hothouse had hitherto been very strange. God knows, what the rest of the evening would bring. 


***

I went to my room to find Carol and Jessica dressing in different clothes. They wore sequined lehengas (long Indian skirts) with skimpy sleeveless blouses. As I came in, they asked me wear change into a new set of clothes—an orange embroidered  lehenga and a skimpy golden blouse. 

Like the cropped tops, the blouse had an inbuilt padded bra. I dressed in the new set of clothes, feeling nearly stultified. I had seen bar dancers in India dress in such a cheap fashion. I would never have liked to see my mother, sister or wife wearing such vulgar clothes. 

Why were these young women dressing like bar dancers? Did this place become a prostitution den by night? If this was the case, I was glad I hadn’t allowed my wife to take the job. 

Why was I being dressed in cheap women’s clothes? Xavier had been able to bring in only two girls here; were they falling so short of local demand that I was being offered sexually? The thought made me shiver. I remembered the incident when I was nearly raped by cops. The thought of being touched by big, hairy hands caused me to feel nauseous. I was so scared that I thought I would throw up. 

I chided myself for my sissy reactions. No true man gets scared. “Eric, get a grip on yourself” I told myself firmly. 

The girls proceeded to dress themselves and me in necklace, bangles and anklets. The “night makeup” was different; the eye shadow was darker, the lipstick redder and fuller. 

Two men sauntered into the room. I had been so nervous that I hadn’t heard their footfalls. One was a big plump ginger; the other was a skinny weasel-faced guy. The ginger took Jessica’s arm and the skinny guy took Carol’s. The girls asked me to follow them. As the foursome and I crossed the plantation and took another flight of stairs leading to the fourth floor, all sorts of thoughts crossed my mind. Were the four going to have group sex? Would I be an extra? 

Once we reached the fourth floor, the girls and their customers disappeared into a room. They shut the door on my face. I was left standing outside, confused. Carol peeked out for a minute to tell me to go into the opposite room. “Daddy…waiting” she told me in broken English. She shut the door on my face again. 

I hesitantly turned and faced the red door Carol had indicated. Who was “daddy?” What would

he do to me? 

Swallowing fearfully, I knocked on the door. “Come in” said a gruff familiar voice. I went in to find Xavier lying on a King sized bed. His gigantic body was buck naked. I noticed that his cock was already erect. I had never imagined any man could have such a huge unit. 

“Primrose” he said in a thick, desire-laden voice “Come here. Come and lie next to daddy”. 

I was surprised by the sudden lust in Xavier’s voice. It was apparent that he now saw me as a woman, not a nuisance salesman. I gingerly walked to him and lay down next to his huge nude body. My heart hammered away in my chest. 

Xavier kissed me hard and caressed my clothed body. “You’re mine now, Primrose” he whispered in my ear “you’ll always be mine”. After a bit of fondling and kissing, he fell into deep slumber. 

I lay awake the whole night. I hadn’t been raped tonight. But what would tomorrow bring? And did Xavier actually love me when I was dressed as a woman? 

Chapter 6 - Love at First Sight

A week passed. The girls and I were busy tending to plants during day time. We made compost using vegetable peel and other kitchen waste, so that the plants would grow well. Xavier had decided to get two more windows installed, so that the plants gave best quality buds and yields. 

He also got another ventilator installed in different rooms, as good air exchange was imperative for the health of plants. The girls and I watered them about twice a day. Xavier had decided that too much heat was damaging the plants, so he had turned down the central heating system by a few notches. This was a relief, as the house was getting too hot for me in spite of continuing to wear thin cropped tops and short, pleated skirts. 

I felt lonely, as the girls didn’t show any particular inclination to converse with me. Neither did Pax and Xeno try to be friendly. During the afternoons, when I didn’t have much work, I acquired the habit of gazing out of the window. A two-storied house was situated next to ours. 

An old British couple lived next door. I adjudged them to be in their 70s. The gentleman seemed quite congenial and had smiled at me a couple of times. The lady, though, seemed aloof. She seemed to be the type who disliked foreigners. To her, we were all a strange, uninteresting breed. 

She probably didn’t even know how to differentiate between Indians and Pakistanis (It’s difficult, I admit. We look similar). 

I was tempted to reciprocate the man’s smile, but didn’t do so. Xavier had tacitly discouraged me from befriending any of the neighbors. For as long as I lived in London, I had to remain as low key as possible. 

In the nights, Jessica and Carol did their “night duties”. They dressed up like slutty bar dancers and shared beds with working class British men. I noticed that their clientele was limited; the same set of ten guys visited the girls frequently. It was apparent that these guys were besotted by the girls’ brown “exotic” Indian skins. 

Though strangers sometimes visited the prostitution den, it seemed to be a relative secret in the neighborhood. I suspected that the neighbors didn’t know about the prostitution racket. I got the feeling that the guys who visited were those with whom Xavier had some sort of business dealing. The prostitution den was still unknown to the general public. 

Thankfully, I wasn’t forced to sleep with any of the men. However, every night, I had to bear the agony of sleeping next to Xavier’s huge naked form. He kissed and caressed me, but never asked me to take my clothes off. Neither did he rape me. I was nauseated by his foul breath when he kissed me and by the touch of his sweaty hands when he ran them over my body, but I still thanked my lucky stars. Xavier was gentler than the policemen, who had called me derogatory names and had treated me roughly. 

Around ten days after my arrival in the hothouse, I noticed a super strange phenomenon. There were two small conical projections on either side of my chest, like a preteen girl’s budding breasts. I tried not to give the occurrence a thought, and to concentrate on my daily chores. Yet

persistent sensitivity in the nipples reminded me of my budding breasts. 

I didn’t know what was happening to me; asking anyone about it didn’t occur to me. Since no injections or anything like that had been given to me, I didn’t realize that my body was being tampered with. I just assumed that I was feminizing due to some mysterious process occurring within my own body. 

The breasts continued to gain mass. The areola grew bigger and the nipples longer. The extra padding in the inbuilt bras that I wore made my breasts appear quite big. I was freaking out inside, but didn’t let anyone see my agitation. The girls I worked with noticed that I was sticking out dramatically in front, but they didn’t make any remark. They were non-committal as always and minded their own business. 

Xeno and Pax also desisted from making any remarks. When they got me and the other two girls food, their eyes never strayed away from my breasts. The guys’ eyes hungrily checked out each developing curve and contour of my body, but they desisted from commenting. It seemed like they yearned to touch and fondle me, yet abstained. Knowing that I was becoming an object of lust among those of the same gender caused me great distress. After all, I was a macho man, who was the sole provider of his family. I was a virile guy, who affectionately dominated his wife during lovemaking and impregnated her whenever he chose. Knowing that I was being desired by other men the way I yearned for my wife’s body made me uncomfortable. I was becoming a hijra in this place and God knows how. 

I continued sleeping next to Xavier. He fondled me over my clothes, but didn’t remark on my breasts. I was too afraid and embarrassed to ask him about them. 

Three months passed. My breasts were now two perfectly formed small globules. My skin was softer than before. My testicles were beginning to shrink. 

I didn’t have too much hair on my face and body to begin with; now it seems to have reduced even more. Maybe it was my imagination, but my waist seemed smaller too. I had lost some muscle mass around the hip and butt region, making their contours appear more rounded. 

One night, Xavier asked me to take off all my clothes and lie down beside him. I did so, acutely aware of my burgeoned breasts and shrunken testicles. I had considered my penis to be fairly large, but it seemed extremely small in comparison to Xavier’s. 

Xavier kissed me passionately. He ran his gigantic hands over my smooth neck, breasts, belly and hips. He looked deep into my eyes and whispered, 

“You’re becoming a very beautiful woman, Primrose”. 

“What are you doing to me?” I whispered in fear “is it some sort of black magic?” 

“No, my foolish darling” said Xavier laughingly “I’ve just been giving you estrogen hormones” 

“How?” I asked warily eying him “I haven’t been injected or anything”. 

Xavier cupped my left breast and squeezed it. “There are other ways of getting estrogen into a person’s system” he replied “you get it in the form of tablets. I’ve bought bottles of them and have been instructing my boys to crush and mix them in your food”. 

I closed my eyes and digested this piece of information. For the past three months, estrogen was being sneaked into my body through food. I hadn’t suspected those seeming innocent dishes of rice, fish and pork curry to have anything other than nutrients. The fact that anyone could think of such a devious method to feminize me was a shock. 

In what other ways had Xavier been devious? Had he realized I had used Maria’s Orion Celesta Prime and then connived and made false car complaints just so that he could lead me into a trap? 

Had his intention always been to feminize me? 

“Why did you do it?” I hissed in the dark “why did you feminize me?” 

Xavier kissed my navel in response. I inhaled sharply, disgusted. He lifted his head briefly before I felt his warm mouth close on my right nipple. Xavier suckled strongly. 

It hurt, so I winced a bit. Xavier continued suckling. I felt my pain turn into pleasure. Delightful little jolts ran down my spine. I cursed my body for betraying me. Xavier noticed that I was aroused. He reached out for my asshole and fingered it until I came with a low moan. 


***

Two more months passed. I grew more buxom and curvier. Maybe it was my imagination, but my hips had begun to grow more rotund. Xavier continued enjoying my body, but just stopped short of penetration. Though I was simultaneously repulsed and aroused by his touch, I was thankful for not being sodomized. Though my body had been feminized, my penis was still intact. At the end of three years, I would be free to return to India and live as a man. I didn’t exactly know why I had been feminized, but knew that my feminization was only temporary. 

Once I went off the hormones, my body would return to normal. I hoped that my testicles would regain their original size. 

Xavier grew increasingly possessive of me. He once caught Pax looking at me yearningly and slapped him. I began to wonder if Xavier loved me as a woman. It must be so, as I wasn’t allowed to sleep with any man, but him. Carol and Jessica slept with a different man each night, but I slept only next to Xavier. His lovemaking was gentle and tender, never brutal or abusive. It was as if I was Xavier’s wife, chosen to cater to his deep-seated physical and emotional needs. I briefly thought of Maria and wondered how she was doing. I also pondered on what had prompted the educated, polished woman to marry a dubious character like Xavier. 

I looked back at the past. The Orion Celesta Prime that I had sold Maria had few complaints. 

Xavier had barged in one morning with several complaints. He had succeeded in getting me into such treacle that I had been forced to accept a situation, in which I dressed and worked as a woman. 

Had the complaints been a well-planned strategy to feminize me? Had Xavier seen me in Maria’s selfie, taken a fancy to me and concocted an elaborate scheme to feminize and possess me? It

seemed like a convoluted far-fetched conspiracy, but not impossible for a crafty mastermind like Xavier to execute. 

The plants had started budding. They had sprouted frosty, fragrant buds. Xeno asked me and the girls to cut about 12 branches from the plants, remove unwanted leaves, and hang the branches from a wire. The wires were then taken away to another room on the third floor, out of our sights. I, again, recognized the vaguely familiar aroma of the plants. However, I couldn’t quite put my finger on what they were. By now, I knew that they weren’t orchids. 

In the night, while lying awake next to Xavier, a scene from my past barged into my vision. 

When in junior college, my friend Jay and I had attended a party in MG Road. On Jay’s insistence, I’d drunk some vodka. One pint had turned into several; I was drunk before I knew it. 

Then, an older guy had offered us something that looked like cigarettes. He had called the cigarettes “joints”. Jay and I had accepted a joint each and had smoked them. The smell of weed was similar to the scent emitted by the plants I had harvested today. 

It occurred to me that Xavier was growing cannabis, not orchids! On the night at MG Road, I had stopped smoking after one joint, but Jay had got addicted to weed. He eventually became paranoid and exhibited strange behavior. He’d ended up dropping out of college. 

The cannabis branches that the girls and I had put on the string, were probably now being cured. 

After a couple of weeks, they would be sold, destroying thousands of lives. I felt saddened at unwittingly becoming a part of an illegal industry, but there was nothing I could do about it. 

There was no way in which I could get out of the mess I was stuck in. 


***

A month passed. It had been a good six months since I had arrived in London. Yet, I hadn’t stepped outside the hothouse. I had devoted several months to growing harmful plants and satisfying the lust of an unethical man. Now that the previous set of cannabis plant had been harvested, we were supposed to plant new ones. Apart from planting a new set of cannabis, Xavier increased our duties to sweeping the entire building to keep it clean. 

During this period, I became aware of a new neighbor, who had shifted into one of the flats in a building situated diagonally opposite the one I lived in. He was a young man (of about 25), blonde and insanely good-looking. I first became aware of the youth when I was planting a new set of cannabis plants. I caught him gazing at me. He saw me looking at him and waved. Since Xavier discouraged me and the other girls from interacting with neighbors, I looked away. 

Over the next few days, I caught the youth staring at me several times—when I was resting in my room, watering the plants or sweeping the terrace. He’d stand in his balcony with a mug of tea and gaze tenderly at me. I surmised that the youth was smitten by my exotic looks and was infatuated by me. He obviously thought I was a genetic woman. 

The realization that a handsome young man was in love with me caused mixed feelings. I felt proud of my beauty, but also ashamed that I was being mistaken for a genetic woman. I never returned the youth’s fond gazes or friendly waves. 

One day, as I was sweeping the courtyard, I was startled to find the youth standing by my gate. 

He saw me look up and smiled broadly. 

“Hello, I’m Carl Harrison, your new neighbor” he congenially said “I live in Flat No. 4, of the opposite building. I invite you to my house for drinks. You could bring your siblings too”. 

I stared at Carl in surprise, but refrained from saying anything. 

“Is the big guy your dad?” Carl continued conversationally “you could bring him along, too”. 

I stared at Carl. He was so naïve that he thought I lived here with my family. He thought Xavier was my  dad.  To the Britons, all Indians probably looked similar. If only he knew the truth…. 

I looked around me surreptitiously. If Xavier or his henchmen caught me talking to a stranger, I’d be in trouble. I went close to Carl and hissed, 

“Okay, I’ll come sometime…on Sunday afternoon maybe”. Then I hustled him away from the hothouse saying, “Now, you must go. My dad would disapprove of me talking to strange men”. 

Chapter 7 - Dark Master

Xavier and his henchmen seldom ever left the house, all at once. The only time they went out together was on Sunday afternoons, when they visited a casino together. The hour at which they returned depended on whether they went drinking afterwards or not—sometimes they returned after barely two hours. At other times, they returned at about 7pm. 

The girls kept strict vigil on me during the times the guys were away. They locked the front door from inside and dashed downstairs to answer the door when the guys returned. 

This Sunday was no exception. The guys left the house at 3 am, asking Carol and Jessica to take good care of the house. The girls nodded and silently escorted me upstairs. It had been six long months since we had first met, yet I hadn’t been able to establish a rapport with the girls. Perhaps it was because we didn’t speak the same language. Maybe it was the difference in our backgrounds. I was a city-bred boy, whereas the girls seemed to be from some remote Goan village. They were probably unable to relate to me, and hence were aloof. 

Besides, the girls acted as Xavier’s watchdogs, keeping vigil on me all the time. They noted my every movement and action and reported them to Xavier. During my initial days in London, I had made the mistake of thinking that Jessica and Carol had been uprooted from their villages and forced to migrate and sell their bodies against their will. However, with passing time, I began to wonder if they really had been tricked into coming here, like I was. Jessica and Carol seemed pretty happy with Xavier and his henchmen, so I began to think that they had migrated voluntarily. 

Once we went upstairs, the girls drank Feni and chatted for a few minutes. I sat around, reading an old magazine. The girls lay down after a while. Soon, they were snoozing away as if there was no tomorrow. 

They girls often dozed after lunch. Today’s lunch had been especially heavy, and they had been lulled into heavy sleep by the intoxicating country liquor. I surmised that Carol and Jessica wouldn’t wake up for about an hour. 

I took my chance to sneak downstairs. I opened the door quietly and let myself out. I let myself through the gate, making sure that it didn’t creak. Soon, I found myself on the street! 

I hadn’t stepped out of the house for six long months! It felt great to be free, even if my freedom was going to be brief. I savored the feel of fresh air against my cheeks and the gravely feel of cemented ground beneath my bare feet. I realized that I hadn’t had time to put on my shoes. I had stepped out in a green cropped top and red pleated skirt. 

I walked a few steps and walked into the block of flats in which Carl lived. I found out that Flat No. 4 was on the ground floor. I climbed the first flight of stairs and found Carl’s flat. I quickly rang the doorbell, hoping that Carl was at home. 

No one answered the door for a whole minute. I felt my hands go clammy. I rang the doorbell

again, with a feeling of urgency this time. The girls could be up any time. I didn’t have time to waste! 

I felt movement within Carl’s flat. Then, I heard the sound of approaching footsteps. Carl opened the door, groggily. He was dressed in a pair of cotton khaki trousers and a thin blue t-shirt. His hair was disheveled. He straightened it and grinned when he saw that his visitor was me. 

“Hey there!” he said excitedly “so, you’re here, eh? I’m sorry I took such a long time to answer the door. I had been having a nap, you see. I’m taking a gap year, so all I do is sleep…” Carl babbled on. He moved to a side so that I could step into his flat. I stepped in and glanced around it. The front room was in disarray, with two beanbags arranged at a careless angles and clothes, baseball equipment and bottles of beer strewn around carelessly. Carl noticed me looking around and apologetically said, 

“I’m just settling in here. It’s not too neat here, I’m afraid”. 

“That’s okay” I said smilingly. There was something disarmingly cute about Carl. Had I been a genetic girl (and not married to Sylvia), I would have fallen in love with him straightaway. 

I reminded myself that this was no time to ponder over how cute or charming my neighbor was. I decided to come straight to the point, without letting Carl know that I was a trans woman. The man was obviously quite immature, and infatuated by me; I wasn’t sure if he’d help me if he found out that I wasn’t a genetic girl. 

“Listen, Carl” I said, urgency creeping into my voice “I don’t have much time, but wish to tell you that I’m in trouble. Xavier is not my dad, and the other people you’ve seen are not my siblings. Xavier grows cannabis. He also runs a prostitution racket. He brought me here from India, ostensibly to work in an orchid plantation, but I now realize that I’m helping him grow weed. 

I no longer wish to stay in the UK. But Xavier has taken my passport away. There is no way I can escape this country. If you could raise an alarm…tell someone or help me get a passport, I shall be very thankful”. 

Carl frowned. He was obviously trying to process all the information he had received. 

“This is serious business” he said after a minute “I’m not sure if I should call the cops. Xavier seems like a vengeful man; he might try to get back at me in some way” 

I nodded. I couldn’t dispute the correctness of this fact. 

“However, you and I could elope” Carl suggested “I find you very beautiful, so we could get married in some remote English village. Once you’re my wife, Xavier will be unable to do anything”. 

I frowned, trying to process Carl’s bizarre suggestion. It seemed too fanciful and far-fetched to work. Besides, I was already married—to a woman. And I was a genetic man. 

I could hardly tell Carl all that. He was like a schoolboy, living in some sort of a fantasyland. 

Hard facts would break him. 

I didn’t know what to do, and finally decided to buy some time. “I’ll think your proposal over” I said warily. 

“I understand” said Carl grinning from ear to ear “my proposal has come suddenly to you. But I have been in love with you for weeks. I love your dusky skin and long brown hair. Your brown eyes are like a gazelle’s. And oh, your accent makes me melt”. 

I felt myself flush. “Thank you” I managed to say “I must go now”. I started moving towards the staircase. 

“Think my proposal over” Carl said to my retreating back “if you’re ready, we could elope next Sunday, at the same time”. 

I turned around and smiled. Carl followed me up to the staircase, besotted. “Hey, I don’t know your name!” he cried. 

“Primrose” I replied and hurried down the stairs. 


***

The wind kissed my cheek. The gravelly ground under my feet was reassuring and sturdy. I walked towards the hothouse with a feeling of elation. Carl was so much in love with me. I still identified with the male gender, and dreamed of going back to my wife, but Carl’s remarks had made me feel good. I felt accepted, even admired in my current state. Though I could never reciprocate Carl’s feelings, it felt good to be loved again. Being away from Sylvia for so long had made me forget what romantic love felt like. I received some sort of attention from Xavier, but I wasn’t convinced that it was love. It was sheer obsession and possessiveness. 

Anyways, his hegemony would soon be a thing of the past. Carl would soon find a way to help me…

I gleefully opened the gate, again making sure that it didn’t creak. I turned the doorknob and let myself in quietly. The house was as quiet as a graveyard. I speculated that the girls must still be asleep. 

I passed the narrow corridor leading to the staircase. I arrived at the staircase and froze in shock. 

Xavier was standing at the head of the staircase. The expression on his face was hard. 

“Xavier…” I said slowly “I thought you had gone to the casino…” 

“I had, you bitch” said Xavier quietly “the boys thought they had left one of the geysers on the fourth floor on. I came back to check. As I passed your room on the second floor, I found Jessica and Carol in deep throes of sleep. You were nowhere to be seen! I shook the bitches awake, but they had no clue where you had gone! Then, I saw you coming through the gate of the opposite flat. You had gone to meet that blonde bastard, hadn’t you?” 

Stupefaction must have shown on my face, as Xavier said, “I knew he has the hots for you. The girls told me he keeps watching you from his balcony”. 

Xavier paused for a minute and then said, “So, did you tell him everything?” 

I paused for a moment and then decided to tell the truth. “I told Carl that you grew cannabis and ran a prostitution racket” I said “I also told him that you had snatched away my passport and that I needed a new one”. 

“Brilliant, bitch, brilliant” said Xavier giving me a mock applause “and what did your Carl say?” 

“He suggested we elope” I said flushing “according to him, you couldn’t question me if I became his wife”. 

“Fanciful young bastard!” said Xavier sniggering “he obviously doesn’t know you are a genetic man”. 

“I didn’t tell him” I admitted. 

“It’s now  my turn to pay Carl a visit” said Xavier “he knows too much about me, so I can’t leave him alone” 

I felt my heart pulsate in panic. “Please don’t harm Carl!” I cried “he’s an innocent person!” 

Xavier proceeded without heading my pleas. “I’ll come back and punish you” he said before he left. 


***

The girls escorted me to the room and kept a close eye on me. “You run away…Xavier scold us” 

Jessica reprimanded me in broken English. 

I hung my head in remorse and fear. I had got the two girls  and Carl in trouble. I wondered what Xavier was doing to Carl. My mind threw up umpteen horrific possibilities. I felt myself go numb with fear. 

Forty-five minutes later, Xavier returned. His expression was inscrutable; it was hard to tell what he had said or done. Pax and Xeno returned shortly afterwards. Xavier took them to the fourth floor, where the men seem to have a conference for at least an hour. 

Xeno came inside the room after an hour. He held a huge syringe in his hand. He asked the girls to hold me tightly. They obliged him. I tried to struggle and break free, but the girls’ grip was vice-like. They held me in the room, as Xeno caught hold of my arm and stuck the syringe in it. I felt him drain the contents of the syringe into my arm. Soon, I drifted away into a deep, deathlike slumber. 


***

I awoke after what seemed like an eternity. I found myself lying on a bed on the fourth floor, 

dressed in a blue hospital gown. An intravenous drip which was attached to my left arm slowly trickled into my vein. The speed of the drip was fast; I felt my arm grow cold and numb. 

A thirtyish woman dressed in a nurse’s white clothes and cap came in. “How’re you doing?” she said jauntily. However, her cheeriness had a cold clinical quality to it, which I’ve often noticed in hardened medical professionals. I remained silent. The nurse noticed that the drip was fast and made it slower. Nourishment trickled into my veins slowly now. So, did fear. 

It was apparent that I was on one of the rooms on the fourth floor. Some sort of medical procedure had been carried out on me during my state of unconsciousness. What exactly was it? 

Laryngoplasty? I shifted my attention to my throat. It was free of any bandages. I decided that I couldn’t have undergone voice surgery. 

Since my breasts weren’t bandaged or anything, it couldn’t have been a boob job. Another possibility—the worst scenario--lurked under the surface of my consciousness. But I choose to ignore it. It was a possibility that would change the very topography of my life. I didn’t have the courage to even consider it. 

I shifted my mind to another equally dark concern. How was Carl? Where was he now? Had Xavier let him off without a warning? Had he bribed him into silence? Had Xavier threatened Carl into shifting into some remote nook of England and never try to contact me again? 

Or had he done worse? Had he beaten Carl up? After all, Xavier was quite possessive of me, and likely to be mad at any other man who coveted me. Had he bashed Carl up and warned him to stay away from me? Carl also knew about Xavier’s drug and prostitution business. Had something worse been done to him, so that he could never spill the beans to the police? 

I lay miserably, guilt wrecking my insides. Carl couldn’t be in a very pleasant situation. Had I not gone to his flat and blabbered the truth out, I wouldn’t have had to worry about him today. 

The nurse got me food and medicines regularly. I ate as much as I could and took the medicines on time. After all, I needed nourishment to recover soon and face life. In spite of all the bizarre things that had happened to me, I dreamed of the day I would go back to my family. I couldn’t wait to see the adored faces of Sylvia and Pearl. 

On the third day, the nurse entered my room holding what was marked as a “dilation kit”. She retrieved some sort of a stent from within the kit and inserted it within my nether regions. I was pretty sure that the nurse hadn’t inserted the stent into my anus, so it had to be some other hole. I became aware that the stent had been inserted into a new hole. 

The dilation session lasted for about 50 minutes. After the nurse left, I cried. It seemed like my worst nightmare had come true. The nurse reappeared that day for two more rounds of dilation. 

She did her job in a mechanical, efficient manner. I felt miserable that entire day. 

The nurse got me the bedpan whenever I needed to pee. I released what I was used to releasing. 

The feeling was the same, yet different. 

I knew what had happened. Yet I wouldn’t believe it until I had seen it with my own eyes. 

On the fifth day, I was allowed to walk to the restroom. I lifted my hospital gown up. My large cock was gone. All that remained now was a neat little slit. 

I sat down on the commode and howled my heart out. Xavier had devised the worst possible way to punish me for sneaking out to Carl and blabbing away. He had taken away the very thing on which my identity had rested. 

I was no longer a man. 

My masculinity had been taken away from me in the most ruthless manner. My dreams of going back to my family were shattered. I could no longer resume the role of husband and father. 

Sylvia, who always respected me, would probably laugh at me now. When Pearl grew up, she would disrespect me. My life had come to an end. 

I was a fool to think that SRS was the worst punishment Xavier had planned for me. Gender reassignment was just the tip of the iceberg. Concealed beneath it were atrocities I had never imagined that I would suffer. I resumed being Xavier’s bedmate. He was no longer gentle with me, but brutally raped me. Fury blazed out of his eyes every time he took me. He typically ended the session with slaps and spankings. 

Xavier also threw me to hungry, predatory customers. He had been reluctant to share me before, but did so now with vengeance. Apart from him, I was regularly raped by about ten men. The next six months passed in a flurry of violent kissing, groping and feeling hard pistons of flesh penetrate me. 

I had learnt my lesson. Never would I even dream of venturing out of the hothouse again. 

Chapter 8 - The Raid

Six months of enduring endless humiliation and torture, I mellowed down. I developed a subservient manner towards the girls and guys. They often ordered me around like a personal servant and asked me to do their personal chores. I spent a major portion of my time doing Carol and Jessica’s laundry or polishing Pax and Xeno’s shoes. I obediently gave myself to Xavier, without screaming or protesting. I endured even his sodomy with a smile. 

Xavier began trusting me again. His tenderness for me returned. He stopped raping me and resumed gentle lovemaking. Other men were no longer allowed to touch me. 

Xavier bought me new tops, skirts and shoes. He asked me to participate in the harvesting and drying process of the cannabis. I hated growing weed; I still understood the harm it could cause; yet I threw myself into the harvesting and drying processes. I found cutting down branches, chopping off unwanted leaves and hanging the branches upside down in a ventilated area to be great occupational therapy. It helped me take my mind off my new genitals, new gender identity and the horrific rape I had endured for the past six months. 

When hanging the branches, I became aware of my elderly next-door neighbor gazing at me. He was standing on his terrace, to probably soak in the sun. Ours eyes met, and he waved. “Howdy, young lady?” he said affably. 

I turned away from the man. God knows what fate Carl had suffered because of me. I didn’t want to put anyone else in trouble by talking to them. I desisted from responding to the elderly man. 

That night, Xavier had a party. He threw it to celebrate his 44th birthday. It just consisted of me, him, the two guys and girls. The girls were absolved from their night duties, and were allowed to drink with Xavier. Xavier had ordered Indian food from a nearby restaurant. I ate heartily, as I enjoyed mainstream Indian food (rather than typical Goan cuisine). Xavier, his henchmen and the girls boozed heavily. They giggled, guffawed and danced. I accepted only a glass of wine. I wasn’t averse to the idea of drinking, but didn’t like alcohol much. 

At 12 pm, the inebriated girls and guys dragged themselves to their rooms and passed out. I supported a heavily drunken Xavier by the shoulder and led him to our fourth floor bedroom. He plunged himself headlong on our king-sized bed and soon passed out. I lay down next to him, wide awake. Insomnia plagued me since I had arrived in London, so I rarely caught much sleep. 

I lay awake, staring at the ceiling for a good two hours. The clock on the wall showed 2 am. I wondered how much longer I must stay awake before sleep overtook me. It had been quite a few days since I’d had a good night’s sleep and yearned for some rest. My body felt tired and fatigued; my mind was dull and clouded. 

At about 15 minutes past two, I heard a noise. It was the shuffling of footsteps on the floor directly beneath mine. I sat up with a jerk. The shuffling continued. I realized that there was someone in the hothouse. 

I questioned myself if I was hallucinating. Lack of sleep often made people hallucinate. I immediately heard a creaking noise. No, I wasn’t hallucinating. Someone was walking around in the hothouse. 

Xavier was deeply in throes of sleep. I imagined that his henchmen and the two girls were in the same state. I was dead sure they were in no state to mooch around the hothouse at this hour of the night. 

I found Xavier’s cell phone lying on a nearby table. I picked it up, lit the torch and tiptoed down to the third floor. I parted the curtain of the hothouse. A lone figure with a torch was bending over the plants, which were yet to be harvested. I shone my torch at the intruder. I was shocked to find that it was the elderly gentlemen, who lived next door. 

He started as he saw me. “Sorry” he stammered nervously “I didn’t mean to intrude. It’s just that…I suspected that something wrong was going on here…And I came to check”. 

I remained silent. From my past experience, I knew that speaking got me (and others) into trouble. 

The man started making his way out of the hothouse. “Please don’t tell anyone I was here, will you?” he asked nervously. 

“No, I won’t” I reassured him. The gentleman tiptoed down the stairs. I followed him, making sure he was safely out of the house. After he was gone, I bolted the front door from inside. I realized that we had forgotten to lock it last night; that’s how the old gentleman had come in. 

I traipsed up the stairs and went back to bed. Xavier was still sleeping heavily. His henchmen and the girls also didn’t seem to have sensed that an intruder had been here. I wondered what would happen next. Would the neighbor keep silent or inform the police about what he had seen? 


***

The neighbor (I learn that his name was Walter Yeats) decided to do the brave thing. He’d gone to the police and informed them of what he had seen. The hothouse was raided the next day. 

Apart from the cannabis, the police found vulgar clothes and large boxes full of condoms. This discovery led them to speculate that apart from growing weed, Xavier was running some sort of a prostitution racket. 

We were all taken in for questioning. Xavier was found guilty of drug manufacturing and running a prostitution racket. He was given a lengthy prison term. His henchmen and the two girls were found guilty on a few counts and received a jail term of a few years. 

The police heard me out and discovered that I was innocent. They sympathized with my ordeals and promised to send me back to India as soon as possible. I told them about my fears regarding Carl. “I’m afraid Xavier has done something terrible to him” I said remorsefully. 

“Thank you for the lead” the chief police officer told me “we’ll investigate the matter”. Carl’s parents were contacted. They confirmed that Carl had been missing for about six months. They’d

assumed that Carl had been traveling, and hence hadn’t filed a police complaint. 

When the badly decomposed body of a youth was found on the outskirts of London, the police galvanized into action. Unfortunately, the DNA of the youth’s body matched that of Carl’s. I was deluged with sorrow and self-blame. Had I not gone to Carl’s house that fateful afternoon, he would have been alive today. In an act of recklessness, I had led to the loss of a young life. 

Xavier was charged on another, most serious account: the murder of Carl Harrison. He was given life imprisonment. The courts took a serious view of the crime, and gave Xavier maximum punishment under the circumstances. I personally wasn’t satisfied, as I felt that Xavier should have been given the death penalty for the heinous crime of murder. However, unlike in India, I learnt that the death penalty had been abandoned in the UK. I felt better that the monster had been justly punished. The verdict wouldn’t bring Carl back, but it was some solace that Xavier hadn’t got away with lighter punishment. 

I was allowed to get in touch with my family. The case had received world-wide publicity, so my family already knew everything. When I phoned Sylvia, she cried endlessly. She said that she was horrified to hear about the torture that I had endured in England. 

“You’re a hero, honey” she said “you saved me, but got yourself into trouble”. 

“Anything for you, Sylvia” I said gallantly “I love you” 

“I love you, too” my wife said. 

A few weeks before Xavier’s execution, I was allowed to go back to India. I dressed in a pair of jeans, sneakers and a striped full-sleeved top for the journey. I decided to lose the wig. I noticed that my hair hand grown out, making me look like a woman even in unisex clothes. 

Sylvia and Pearl were at the airport to receive me. When I saw Sylvia from a distance, I became embarrassed about my protruding chest and wider hips. However, my wife didn’t seem to be anguished to see me in a new body. She loved my soul, so her reaction remained as warm and affectionate as ever. 

Pearl had grown taller and bigger. I realized that she was nearly 2 years old now. She looked at me, wide-eyed. I felt a little saddened that she didn’t recognize me. 

My wife sensed my disappointment. “She was very young when you left, honey” she said “she’ll get used to you again”. 

“However, I can never be Pearl’s daddy again” I said tearfully. 

“Don’t ever mourn that fact, dear” Sylvia said soothingly “you are a parent; it doesn’t matter what gender you are. We’ll train Pearl to call you “mommy”. She calls me “ma”, so there will be no confusion. When Pearl grows up a little, we’ll explain our unique situation to her”. 

“But she’ll hold me in condescension” I said unable to hold back my tears “Pearl will never respect me. My parents and acquaintances will hold me in disdain”. 

“Pearl will always hold you in the greatest esteem” Sylvia reassured me “So will I. You’ve done so much for me and our daughter. You’ll always be our hero”. 

“Thank you” I said with silent gratitude “but how about my parents? Did you meet them? How did they react?” 

Sylvia remained silent for a moment. “Your mom and dad are in denial” she said “they can’t believe what has happened”. 

I exhaled sadly. “I can imagine” I said “all this must have come as a shock to them”. 

“Give them some time to recover” urged Sylvia “they’ll accept you for who you are now”. 

“I hope so, honey” I said “I sure hope so”. 


***

I found it impossible to dress in men’s clothes and live as a man. After sex reassignment surgery, I’d discovered that I felt much more comfortable wearing women’s clothes and living as a woman. Sylvia supported my decision to live as a woman. Our marriage was still valid, so we lived together. Though our marriage became largely sexless, Sylvia chose to live with me because she loved me. 

Pearl became friendlier with me in the coming weeks. She started calling me “mommy” and started loving me again. I loved this child deeply and basked in her love. I remembered that I had wished to sire a son and felt ashamed of my previous, patriarchal mindset. A daughter was as precious as a son. I’m glad I got a chance to realize that. 

Months passed, but my parents couldn’t accept me as a woman. They tried their best to persuade me not to wear  sarees, salwaar suits and dresses. My father tried to talk to me into stopping hormones and undergoing SRS again—to get a penis. Much to his disappointment, I refused. 

Though I had initially been agonized by my feminization, I was now happy to live the rest of my life as a woman. “If my wife doesn’t have any problems with me” I told my parents “I don’t think you should”. 

“Sex is the crux of a marriage” my father tried to explain to me “Sylvia might leave you”. 

“Sylvia loves my soul, not just my body” I told him “my wife will never leave me”. 


***

I rejoined my job as salesperson in Orion Celesta. Mr. Ashok Patel had watched my story on news, and had instantly recognized me. He commiserated with me for what had happened and offered me my old job back. I told him about my breaking the rules and using the showroom cars. Mr. Patel was kind enough to overlook my mistake and give me another chance. Mr. Patel’s generosity made me feel guiltier than ever about my previous solecisms. I vowed to be squeaky clean from now on and vocalized a few other questions that lurked in my mind. 

“Are you sure my changed gender will not make a difference?” I asked. 

“Of course, not” Mr. Patel reassured me “you were a top-class salesperson and will remain one. I believe in equal opportunities for all”. 

“Thank you, Mr. Patel” I said “you’re really kind. But in a country like ours, stigma is often attached to a transgendered person. I don’t want your business to suffer because of me”. 

“I’ll take the chance” said Mr. Patel bravely “I’m sure my business will improve because of you, not deteriorate. We’ll deal with society together”. 


***

My changed gender didn’t negatively affect Mr. Patel’s business. Even customers who recognized me as Eric Saldana from news channels had no problem buying cars from me. I soon became successful again. I was super clean and ethical this time. Mr. Patel and the rest of the staff were proud of my resilience. So was my wife. 

One day, I felt a little off color at work. I had watched the latest news telecast and had read of Xavier’s life imprisonment. Though I had wanted him punished for his crimes, the news of his imprisonment upset me. I wondered how Maria would cope with the situation and was concerned about her future. However, I soon got engrossed in work and forgot all about Xavier. 

A few days later, a small elfin woman walked into my showroom. I recognized her as Maria D’Costa. She was thinner than before. She’d also aged significantly. Maria recognized me as the erstwhile Eric Saldana. I learnt that Maria come to look at some cars to distract herself from the recent upheavals in her life. 

She had filed for divorce the moment she had learnt that Xavier was a murderer. Maria expressed her views on Xavier’s life imprisonment by saying “The mills of the God grind slowly, but they grind exceedingly small. Xavier received due punishment for his misdeeds. I’m sorry he caused you so much trouble. I could do nothing to prevent it. I loved him, but was also terrified of him”. 

“I can understand” I said “I’m sure you too have suffered under him” 

“He loved me, but was also cruel towards me” Maria admitted “I didn’t know of his shady dealings when I married him. Xavier made me and many other people suffer. I feel so bad about some of the things he did….I wish to do something good for society to negate the bad stuff he did”. 

“That’s a good idea” I said “I too wish to help those who have suffered. I tweaked a few rules early in my career and still feel guilty about that. I sold you a used car. I too wish to do something noble to negate the unethical things I did. We could collaborate and start some sort of a charity”. 

Maria and I became good friends and started a charity for the rehabilitation of drug addicts and victims of sex crimes. Working at a charity didn’t change the past, but helping others who were in the same situation as me gave me solace. My life as a salesperson, partner, parent and social

worker became one of great value and meaning for the years to come. My parents began to accept me as a woman, and were proud of my accomplishments. Maria became like a close family member. She, I and Sylvia would chat away like old friends. Soon, Maria’s divorce came through. She eventually found a decent man and got married again. Ultimately, everything ended well for both of us. 

The End

Introduction and Character Profile Description Introduction: 24-year-old Eric Saldana is a top-class automobile salesman. He uses every trick in the book to make car sales. With his income, he is able to provide well for his family—his wife, Sylvia and baby daughter, Pearl. 

One fateful day, Eric makes a cold call to Maria D’Costa, a seemingly ordinary homemaker. 

Maria visits the showroom, in which Eric works. Eric manages to sell her an expensive car. 

When Eric makes a follow up call to Maria, she has some complaints. Maria also claims that she found a child’s soft toy in the back seat. Eric realizes that he has sold Maria a car that he has personally used. He has been unethical and taken his family out for a longer-than-allowed test drive using a showroom car. 

Fearing that the dealer will find out that he has used a showroom car, Eric keeps Maria’s complaints to himself. He quietly takes a mechanic to Maria’s house and gets the car repaired. 

Eric pays for the repairs out of his own pocket. 

However, Eric’s problems persist. One fine morning, a roughhewn guy claiming to be Maria’s husband Xavier D’Costa, barges into Eric’s office. He has new complaints. Xavier also accuses Eric of selling Maria a used car. 

Eric begs Xavier not to complain to the dealer. Xavier forces Eric to buy the car from him. He gets the car delivered to Eric’s house along with papers in which the ownership of the automobile has been transferred to Eric. Eric signs the papers. Xavier expects to be paid immediately. 

Eric has another alternative--To take up an overseas job offered by Xavier. The offer has a catch

—Eric is supposed to dress as a woman and work as a female employee. 

Character Profiles

Eric Saldana/Primrose: is a 24-year-old car salesman. He is only about 5’6, slender and has a feminine face. He has brown eyes and hair. Eric’s success has enabled him to get married at age 22. He supports his wife and infant daughter. He doesn’t want his wife to work, but wishes to provide for her. Eric is a good, but unethical salesman. He manages to sell cars, but also tweaks showroom rules. He truly cares about the preferences of customers though. He loves his family so much that he makes many sacrifices for them. One of them is undergoing gender change and becoming Primrose. 

Xavier D’Costa: is the 43-year-old antagonist of the story. He is 6’3, swarthy and heavily-built. 

Xavier sees a photo of Eric and is seized by a desire to feminize and possess him. He devises and executes an elaborate and protracted plan to do the same. Xavier manages to take Eric to the UK

and make him live as a woman. He feminizes Xavier and calls her Primrose. Primrose becomes Xavier’s mistress. 

Maria D’Costa: is Xavier’s 40-year-old wife. She is a small, fine-boned woman who is barely 5

feet tall. She has a sunny, cheerful disposition. She buys a car from Eric. Maria becomes so friendly with Eric that she even takes a picture with him. Later on, when Xavier accuses Eric of selling Maria a used, defective car, Maria remains quiet. 

Sylvia Saldana: is Eric’s 24-year-old wife. She is dusky, with glossy black hair and eyes. Sylvia is a supportive wife. She wishes to go out and work, but Eric wants her to be a homemaker. 

Pearl Saldana: is Eric’s 8-month-old daughter. She is a lively baby, who looks like her mother. 

Carol: is one of Xavier’s employees. She is a fair, slim, beautiful 19-year-old girl. Apart from Konkani, Carol speaks only broken English. With the help of her friend Jessica, Carol helps Eric dress as a girl. Carol works in the plantation during the day and as a prostitute by night. She is super loyal to Xavier and complains to him if Eric steps out of line. 

Jessica: is another employee of Xavier’s. She is a dusky, voluptuous and beautiful 19-year-old. 

Jessica too knows only broken English. She helps Carol dress Eric as a girl. Jessica too works in the plantation during the day and as a prostitute by night. She is super loyal to Xavier and complains to him if Eric steps out of line. 

Xeno: is one of Xavier’s henchmen. He is in his mid-20s. He is tall and fair. Xeno is heavily tattooed and has multiple piercings. He helps Xavier take care of the cannabis plantation in the UK. 

Pax: is another henchman of Xavier’s. He is wiry, dusky and possesses a mustache. Pax too is in his mid-20s. He helps Xavier take care of the cannabis plantation in the UK. 

Ashok Patel: is the balding, middle aged owner of the Orion Celesta showroom Eric works in. 

Ashok Patel admires Eric’s work. In order to honor him, Mr. Patel gives Eric his own personal office. Mr. Patel is unaware of the fact that Eric uses cars from the showroom. Later in the story, Mr. Patels reemploys Eric in spite of coming to know of his unethical side. Eric’s changed gender too doesn’t make a difference to Mr. Patel. All he wants is a good salesperson. 

Carl Harrison: is a youth who newly shifts into a flat diagonally opposite Primrose’s house. 

Carl is tall, blonde and very handsome. He is about 25 years old. He is attracted by Primrose’s beauty and falls in love with her. Carl approaches Primrose and invites her home. Carl is so naïve that he doesn’t see the gravity of the situation that Primrose is stuck in. He makes fanciful plans to elope with Primrose and marry her. Carl doesn’t realize that Primrose is a genetic male, who is already married. 

Walter Yeats: is Primrose’s 78-year-old neighbor. He is a friendly gentleman, who sometimes tries to speak with Primrose. However, Primrose doesn’t talk to Walter. She tacitly knows that Xavier disapproves of her talking to the neighbors. 

Walter suspects that there is something illegal going on Xavier’s house. He enters it at midnight and discovers that Xavier is growing cannabis. Walter goes home and calls the police. The next day, the police raid Xavier’s house. They discover that the house also doubles up as a prostitution den. 

Ali: is the mechanic who fixes Maria’s car. He is a friend of Eric’s and a competent mechanic. 

Jay: is Eric’s junior college friend. He gets hooked to cannabis and starts suffering from hallucinations. Jay eventually drops out of college. 

---------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Samples of Yu Sakurazawa's books can be read at http://tg-books.com/

[Recently Published]

A Slippery Slope in Day Trading

18-year-old Raj Dixit is sick of his life. He finds studies boring. His part-time job is monotonous. 

His alcoholic mother and avaricious father call him a freeloader. They nag Raj to contribute to the family income. He is plagued by nightmares of the scarring experiences he had as a child actor. Raj runs into Vimal Chopra, the producer who had first cast him in movies. Raj confides his financial troubles in Chopra. Chopra convinces Raj that he can become rich through day trading. Raj uses his meager savings and borrows a huge amount from Chopra for leveraged trading. At the end of the day, he has suffered a huge loss. He now owes Chopra a hefty sum.Chopra wants his money back immediately. He offers Raj a role in one of his movies and repay him from his salary. Little does Raj realize that Chopra intends casting him in a female role. 

Never Insult a Feminist: Feminized for Feminizm

27-year-old "Deb" Ghosh is a beautiful young man who runs a cabaret business. He meets Reema Shome, a young scientist cum feminist, through a dating site. Fascinated by Reema’s intellect, Deb marries her. However, after marriage, he becomes chauvinistic and controlling. 

Deb begins to resent his wife’s devotion to her career. One night, the couple has a terrible quarrel. In the heat of the moment, Deb slaps Reema.Reema leaves home and moves in with a female friend. Deb tries to contact her, but Reema avoids him. Meanwhile, Deb is abducted by Reema’s coworker and put in a life-threatening situation. 

Trapped: Feminized for Revenge

Oliver is a chartered accountant who runs his own CPA firm in London. He has come a long way from his delinquent, teenage days in Blackpool, when he was forced to commit several indiscretions by school bully, Jake Hornsby.Oliver hits rock bottom when his girlfriend, Mia Jones leaves him for a Frenchman. He takes a road trip to get over the break up and stops at a bar cum restaurant called Movers & Shakers for a brew and a bite. Oliver notices that the waitresses at the bar behave strangely on noticing him. Oliver begins getting strange vibes from the place. 

A Mysterious Boy

35-year-old renowned writer Sarah McCartney is a secret lesbian with a fear of betrayal in love. 

She lives a lonely life with her maiden aunt, Mary. When returning from a writing workshop, Sarah finds a young man being manhandled by thugs in the shady area of Moss Side. Sarah scares away the thugs with her emergency whistle and brings the unconscious man home. The young stranger is about 18 years old and is unusually beautiful, with thick black hair and dainty chiseled features. The young man is accommodated in the guest bedroom. Sarah stays by his side the entire night. When the young man regains consciousness the next morning, he claims to be a

woman and Sarah’s spouse. 

Forbidden Red Shoes

15-year-old orphan Max Robinson is adopted by the kindly Samuel Wright, a businessman. 

Samuel owns a striptease club called Tantalize and has a 15-year-old daughter called Ava. She is loving and giving towards her foster brother. However, she allows no one to touch her one possession: her red shoes. After Ava tragically passes away in a car accident, Max can’t resist the temptation to wear her red shoe. A series of strange occurrences follow this event. Max’s body begins to feminize and he loses his penis. 

The Devil with an Angel's Smile

Willie Hall is a confused 18 year old trying to find his purpose in life. He becomes fascinated by 30-year-old Bella Myra, who is a spiritual teacher and social media celebrity. The desire to be with Bella takes Willie miles away from Utah to Costa Rica. He joins a 2 year diploma in New Age Spirituality at Flora, a spiritual retreat cum learning center run by Bella and her husband, Marcel. Willie has a revelation during the Inner Child Meditation. He has been abused as a child by his own dad. Through hypnosis and other techniques that tap into the subconscious, Willie learns that he was a famous gay man in his past life. Furthermore, Willie learns that he is a woman trapped in a man’s body. Will Bella Myra help Willie get in touch with his true inner self? 

My Dad Was My Hero

36-year-old Zack Rossi leads an ideal family life with wife, Donna and 16-year-old daughter, Aria. All is well until Donna accidentally kills a woman at a crossing. The woman had abruptly crossed when the traffic lights had turned green. However, lawyer Wade Ferri claims otherwise. 

He represents the accident victim’s 93-year-old father, Antonio Serra. Together, they are fabricating a vicious claim. When they are unable to pay the demanded amount, the mafia threatens to take Aria away and force her into prostitution. Zack volunteers to go instead of the daughter. 

Feminized for Inspiration

Alicia Tinley, a 34-year-old author, has just won the Man Booker Prize for her book “When it Happened”, which revolves around the “corrective” rape she and her partner Lia Costa had suffered 17 years back. The Booker Prize catapults Alicia into fame after which she marries Theo, a beautiful 21-year-old Briton. In many ways, he reminds Alicia of Lia… Alicia starts writing her next novel and is inspired to write the story of Desire, a young carefree trans woman. 

Alicia is only used to writing about events which have transpired in reality. She, therefore, decides to feminize her husband--for inspiration. 

Feminized in the Name of God

Laksh is born to a prostitute named Anita. Anita is a good woman who is controlled by her evil mother. Laksh’s grandma is unhappy that her fair and lovely grandchild is a baby boy. She had hoped that Anita would give birth to a baby girl, who could later be forced into prostitution. As Laksh grows into puberty, his evil grandma surreptitiously feminizes him. Laksh, now called Lily, is now a beautiful young woman. Lily, a trained dancer, is forced to perform for Abby Desai, a depraved rich young man. Abby Desai wishes to make Lily his mistress, but Lily wants

to grow up to be an educated trans woman and marry her boyfriend, Vivek Joshi. Will Lily be able to live the life of her dreams and escape the web of prostitution her grandma has spun for her? 

Voices from the Past

21-year-old Briton, Peter Wright marries his sweetheart, Libby Brown. The two visit Kolkata for their honeymoon. The newlyweds decide to visit the Dakshineshwar Kali Temple to seek blessings of the deity. When inside the temple, Peter Wright goes into a trance and starts hearing a voice. The voice commands Peter to walk along the banks of the River Ganges, cross a mini forest and stop at a side street where vendors sell women’s clothes, jewelry and makeup items. 

Under the influence of the hypnotic voice, Peter dresses like a woman and sits under a tree for hours until his wife finds him. The voice persists and seems bent on feminizing Peter. Is it a supernatural force or does it only exist inside Peter’s head? 

The Androgynous Model

Oliver Evans, an 18-year-old androgynous model, is terrified of heights. His manager cum best buddy, Jasper Robinson, tricks Oliver into going to Morocco, where Oliver models for renowned photographer Dame Felicity Wright. Oliver finds himself mesmerized by a group of female Shikhat (traditional Moroccan dance) dancers. He starts dancing with them. The dance moves come to Oliver magically, even though he has never heard of nor learnt the Shikhat dance. Oliver discovers that he is comfortable in a female dancer’s costume. He, eventually, begins to develop a desire to transition into a woman. Oliver’s desires turns life as he knows it topsy turvy, but helps him find the love of his life. After becoming "Amina", Oliver discovers the reason for his fears. 

Abigail Resurrected

18-year-old Noah Edwards is a professional mourner. He has lost his parents a long time back. 

Noah attends 18-year-old Abigail Lewis’s funeral along with his colleagues. Abigail is a sick, young girl who has succumbed to an unusual type of tuberculosis. At the end of the funeral, Abigail’s mother, Imogene Lewis, asks Noah to stay back. She offers him a job for a large sum of money. The job entails Noah dressing up like the deceased Abigail by wearing her clothes, donning a blonde wig and blue contact lenses. 

Forbidden Memories

Dean Baker is the 32-year-old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author.When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized. 

Slippery Slope in a Reality Show: feminized by destiny

The 23-year-old protagonist is one of the contestants of Pyar Villa, a reality show in which 7

dashing guys are supposed to woo 7 lovely damsels. Though not interested in women, the protagonist, idly courts a leggy dusky beauty named Jacqueline Lobo. Prince Ash, the winner of

a major model hunt, is introduced as a wild card entry on Pyar Villa. Slowly but surely, the protagonist begins to develop feelings for the ruggedly handsome Ash. Ash reciprocates his feelings and the two men begin a secret affair. Ash coaxes the protagonist to dress in women’s clothes bringing the latter’s suppressed desire for feminization to surface. 

Embarrassing Punishment: a transgender romance story

Jacob King is boastful and claims that if made president of the Blue Bonnets Association, he’ll be able to extract maintenance dues from a habitual defaulter in 3 months. Jacob also says that if he fails in his self-imposed challenge, he will live the rest of his life as a woman. Jacob fails in the bet, which forces him to transition into a woman. Transitioning affects his life negatively: he loses job and his wife leaves him. 

Playmate: a transgender romance story

10-year-old Daryl has been more like an adoptive “sister” to Rupert Meadows, the young scion of a rich business family. It is customary for 11-year-old Rupert to dress Daryl as a “bride” and playact being married to him. Disapproving of the two boys’ closeness and silly games, Rupert’s father sends Rupert away to a boarding school in Berkshire and, subsequently, to the US, far away from Daryl. When the two guys meet as adults, sparks fly.  Daryl undergoes sex change to please his lover. 

Impersonators: go out for wool and come home shorn

Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18-year-old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo. They fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen, but the girls don’t reciprocate the boys’

interest. 

In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. 

Missing in Nepal:forced feminization into damsel in distress

Reuben Young is the 18-year-old protagonist of the story. Reuben hails from Colorado, but studies in a university in Tokyo. He is of average height (5’8), has copper-colored hair and beautiful brown eyes. Though Reuben is Caucasian, he has 1/8 of Japanese blood in him, which gives his face a a soft, feminine quality. 

Feminine Desire: a monk who failed to be a nun

Fabian is an 18-year-old monk living in a secluded monastery at Montserrat. Ever since he was 10 years old, Fabian has experienced an overwhelming desire to dress and behave like a girl. One day the head of the monastery, requests Fabian to accompany him to Barcelona. Rev. Jovel sends Fabian to fetch him ginger from Santa Caterina Market. Fabian starts wandering the streets of Barcelona and finds himself in the notorious area of El Raval in the night. He spots a woman called Reneta (a prostitute) and asks her for directions to his hotel. Subsequently, Fabian witnesses her murder, and the murderer has seen Fabian. Fabian’s life is now in danger. He is forced to be disguised as a woman and call himself “Flavia” to protect himself. 

Forbidden - Transgender Horror  series

Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis

Liam Bailey is the 19-year-old protagonist of the story. Liam is a British citizen with Nordic looks: pale translucent skin, fair hair and eyes, which are as transparent as ice. Liam has been taking ballet classes for years, but is still not a great dancer. This is owing to the fact that he is too lean and weak to perform the pas de deux (a ballet movement, which entails carrying female dancers over the head). After joining the Sokolov Academy of Ballet in Russia, Liam falls in love with its scion cum principal, Anya Petrovna. He eventually comes under Anya’s trance and is transformed into a beautiful young woman called Lisa. 

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. 

The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18-year-old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

Forbidden Gift

Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. 

Trevor is neglected by his parents and is ostracized by the community that believes him to be Satan. As a result, the misunderstood child becomes silent and withdrawn. Trevor’s alienation is taken advantage of by family physician and secret pedophile Dr. Jacob Fallon who manages to win Trevor’s parents’ trust and gain informal custody of the troubled child. Once he has gained systematic access to Trevor, Dr. Fallon brainwashes Trevor into believing that he is the reincarnate of the wicked biblical queen, Jezebel. Over the next few years, Trevor is forcibly feminized and is now called Tessa. Tessa suffers horrendous abuse at the hands of his guardian for ten long years. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18-year-old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted

by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment

Dean Baker is the 32-year-old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author. When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12

years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. Hugo was 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. 

Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform  series

A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre

Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—

with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…

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. 

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. 

Finn O’Brien is a 19-year-old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy? One of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

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. 

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

35-year-old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to be Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

The protagonist is a pretty-faced boy living in a rural town. He was forced into a situation to perform a feminine dance on a college stage. It creates a scandal in the social circles. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Barbara asks him to identify himself as Arianna to customers who call. His life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes in the office. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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 Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

A retired businessman visits a hotspring in the high mountains of Japan and meets a young hotspring keeper. The two men get into interesting conversation. The hotspring keeper takes him deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where he 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. 

A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery: where none of the nuns may dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" 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 a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18-year-old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

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. 

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? 

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man. Laila Sethi, a 27-year-old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

Hijra, the Third Gender  series

Abducted into 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. 

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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. 

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. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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. 

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". 

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 as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Transgender Sleuth  series

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

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? 

Other Books

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20-year-old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. 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. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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. 

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 above-mentioned 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 is 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? 

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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. 

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 became 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 30-year-old fully grown up woman. 

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. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a 15-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 Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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? 

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop 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: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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. 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. 

Feminized in Himalayas: 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? 

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a 35-year-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. 

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. 

The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

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. 
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