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Chapter 1 - The Tormented Idol 

  

 I am in trouble. My husband Othello has found my perfumed handkerchief in the possession of Cassio. He is convinced that I’m having an affair with his chief lieutenant. This is by no means true. 

 I’m deeply devoted to my husband. It hasn’t ever crossed my mind to be unfaithful to him. I have no idea how my handkerchief was found in Cassio’s possession. All I know is that I’m being made a scapegoat in a conspiracy far beyond the grasp of my pure, trusting mind. 

  

 My husband is looking at me with dark, murderous eyes. His suspicion is far greater than my protestations of innocence. It is clear that someone has been filling his ear with untrue, slanderous words about me—lies that my Lord believes. And in Othello’s eyes, murder is the apt punishment for adultery. 

  

 Othello wants to use the incriminating “evidence” of my

 “adultery” to murder me. He encircles the perfumed scarf around my fragile neck. I demur. Yet my husband has no mercy. He tightens the scarf around my neck. I can feel my face go blue, as I choke and grasp for breath. Othello tightens the scarf further. I can feel the life-force draining from my body. The world around me goes dark. 

The curtains fall. Thunderous applause floods the Swan Theatre. 

The hall is suffused with cries of “Ivy, Douglas, Ivy Douglas!”, screamed in throes of sheer rapture. It takes me a while to realize they are calling out my name. 

I’m Ivy Douglas, the 36 year old star performer of Shakespearean plays. Over the years, I have proven myself to be a versatile actor who can play any part: the tragic Desdemona, the young star-crossed Juliet, the scheming Lady Macbeth or the vulnerable Ophelia with equal ease. But critics hail my performance as the witty Lady Portia as the best. My acting draws crowds from all parts of the UK. Our troupe also travels all over the country, and sometimes also

abroad, to Netherlands and Germany. Of late, my fame had reached such heights that roles are being written for me. 

Presently, the names of cast members are called out. I see my colleagues walk on stage one by one. As I emerge out of the wings, the audience goes into another frenzied bout of applause. I take a bow, basking in the glory that I’ve earned. I feel good rarely, so I milk the moments to the maximum. In spite of my spectacular success, my inner life is a haunted one. 

“Ivy, you were excellent tonight” says Andy giving me a peck on the cheek. I take both his hands in mine and look at him gratefully. 

Andy’s kind black eyes twinkle at me. He, a co-actor, is the only person I can call a friend. 

“Are you alright, love?” Andy asks giving me a sympathetic glance

“or are you thinking of her again?” 

I nod, trying to blink back tears. Andy is the only person in the troupe who knows about my past. And about the intensity of my feelings for Rebecca….He knows everything, except Thursday’s development. I have remained tight-lipped about that. 

“We’re going to the pub to celebrate” Andy says “come along. You’ll be distracted”. 

“No, Andy” I reply shaking my head “I want to be alone tonight. I want to spend it thinking of her”. 


***

I walk down the cold street and let myself into my flat situated in the posh High Wycombe area. I make myself a chicken sandwich, but am unable to eat. I stow it away in the fridge, have a glass of warm milk and go straight to the bedroom. The sight of the bed triggers a new sense of panic. I know I shall be harangued by sleeplessness or worse, by nightmares. Life certainly hasn’t been easy for the past eleven years. 

The woman I loved, Rebecca Scott, had been brutally murdered in her Dartmoor home. I was the one who’d found her, lying still and frozen in the bedroom. Something about Rebecca’s rigid stance and unblinking eyes has struck me as unnatural. And then I’d seen it: the angry purple welt around her neck. I had bent down to check my beloved’s pulse. Much to my shock, I couldn’t find one. I remember breaking into hysterical sobs before calling the police. By the time they arrived, I’d apparently fainted. 

Rebecca had been murdered in the most brutal way imaginable. She had been strangled to death, evidently with her own panties. 

Circumstantial evidence presented itself in the form of little dregs of information. The crime scene (that’s what our love nest had become post Rebecca’s murder) suggested signs of a scuffle: usurped contents of the dressing table, a few loose hairs wrenched off Rebecca’s dark head and a dislodged silver earring. 

Then there were the ruffled bedclothes, suggestive of something….the autopsy confirmed that Rebecca had engaged in sex, a few minutes prior to her murder. Her un-bruised vagina suggested that the intercourse had been consensual. There were no traces of semen inside Rebecca’s body. Her partner had evidently been careful to flush his seed down the toilet. 

Why had Rebecca been murdered? Had the lovers had a fight after sex? 

Besides, who was the lover? I thought I was the only special person in Rebecca’s life. 

It all didn’t make sense. Oscar Scott and Lydia Baker had been questioned. Both of them had cast-iron alibis. The public prosecutor said that no one could be convicted on the basis of circumstantial evidence alone. Witnesses had to come forward to testify and no one had, up to this point. The case had turned cold and was eventually forgotten. 

By everyone, but me. I knew I could never enjoy a good night’s sleep until Rebecca’s murderer was caught and punished. 

In the hustle-bustle of life, my resolve to find Rebecca’s murderer had weakened. However, a recent occurrence has rekindled the fire of revenge within me. Last Thursday, I received a note: a neatly folded anonymous one written on cream-colored paper. The elegant scrawl on it said that I’d find a cue to Rebecca’s murderer in Dartmoor. 

Should I follow the directions of the note to relieve the agony I’ve suffered for eleven whole years? 

I stay sleepless the whole night as my mind goes into the retrospective mode. I think of my early life, of theatre and of….Rebecca. 

Chapter 2 - “You made me cry” 

I have been a Londoner for quite some time now, but was born in Stratford-upon-Avon, famous for being the birthplace of Shakespeare. I was born Ivan Douglas, a boy with perfectly normal male genitalia. My inclinations, however, were decidedly feminine. I hailed from a family of “blue collared” workers: my father was a bus driver and my mother, a cleaning woman. However, call it natural talent or the influence of atmosphere, I was a born actor. Mama claims that at age 3, I could recite whole Shakespearean passages

—dialogues of Cressida, Cordelia and Cleopatra! In my formative years, I remember reciting only female characters’ dialogues. In the beginning, this penchant of mine was seen in an indulgent light, but was eventually “set right” by mama. She gently, but firmly reminded me that I was a boy and hence should recite only male characters’

dialogues. I couldn’t understand what the fuss was about, but didn’t wish to defy mama. Convention and conditioning won over natural proclivity and soon I was adept at playing Othello, Romeo and Macbeth. 

At age 11, I joined a local theatre group as an apprentice and was trained by the senior actors in the company. In the ten years that followed; I learnt to sword fight, sing and dance, as well as memorize dialogues of male characters. In spite of my expertise, I didn’t strike gold. I attended several auditions, hoping to bag a meaty role, but the casting directors were evidently left cold, unmoved and unimpressed by my performances. They wouldn’t specifically tell me where I was going wrong, but would vaguely say something like:

“you lack emotional identification with the character you’re playing”. 

Their remarks hurt me, but I was clueless as to how to improve. 

Between ages 18 and 21, I attended hundreds of auditions. I performed the lines given to me with as much fervor as I could muster. Yet I faced rejection. Over and over again. 

At best, I got the roles of the servant, the clown or the fool. 

Sometimes I didn’t even get acting parts, but was given charge of set

decoration, lighting or stage management. “Why?” I questioned myself over and over again. “Why am I not getting my lucky break?” 

The more I thought about it, the greater my quandary became My then girlfriend, Lydia Baker, who had also been trained under the same teachers, was of great solace. Lydia, who was also in her early 20s, was blessed with great patience and perspicacity. With her broad freckled face and mousy hair, my girlfriend could at best be described as plain. But Lydia’s comforting manner voided all her shortcomings where physical appearance was concerned. She not only supported me emotionally, but also financially during this period. 

On Lydia’s insistence, I joined the Tourist Entertainers in Shakespeare’s cottage. The walled garden in the premises, which had been specifically planted with flowers and herbs that would have grown in Shakespeare’s time, proved to be the perfect “stage” for me. I found that I could enact both male and female roles without feeling self-conscious. I could simply relax and “lose myself” in the glorious intricacies of Shakespearean lines. 

It was during this time that I met Andy Port. Andy was a tall and hefty actor of mixed race, with a big booming voice. For one who was so heavily built, Andy carried himself with an enviable lightness. 

In spite of having good friends like Lydia and Andy; I felt a vacuum within me…I felt that even though my friends’ intention was to help me, they didn’t understand me as intimately as I wished to be understood….For a long time, I prayed to God to send a person who’d really “get” me. On the spring of 2002, it was answered. 

My troupe and I were enacting scenes from  Hamlet. Since all the female actors were absent that day, I volunteered to enact the role of Queen Gertrude of Denmark. The scene was a heart-wrenching one, in which I had to report how Ophelia had died to her brother Laertus. 

I recited the following lines to Andy Port (who happened to play Laertus):

 “When down her weedy trophies and herself Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide And, mermaid-like awhile they bore her up, Which time she chanted snatches of old lauds, As one incapable of her own distress

 Or like a creature native and endued

 Unto that element. But long it could not be Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay To muddy death.” 

As I recited the above lines, anguish filled my heart. I felt immense empathy for pitiable, young Ophelia, who was bound by shackles of patriarchy and was used as a pawn by her own father and brother. 

My heart went out to the poor vulnerable girl who lost her sanity upon learning that her lover had murdered her beloved father. 

Ophelia had believed in the path of least resistance to such an extent that she hadn’t even actively committed suicide. She had accidentally fallen into a river and had failed to save herself. Even in her death, Ophelia had been beautiful…

The sound of appreciative clapping snapped me back to reality. I realized that it emanated from a darkly good-looking woman in a well-tailored tweed skirt, crimson blazer and red stilettos. I gaped open-mouthed, taking in the applauder’s strong angular features, striking green eyes and well-brushed thick black hair. An unmistakably strong sexual energy emanated from the woman, whom I adjudged to be in her late 20s. 

“You made me cry” she said, wiping a tear off her cheek. Her crimson lips then parted in a sexy, slightly predatory smile. 

“Thank…thank you” I stuttered embarrassed. I could feel my cheeks growing so warm that I was certain she could detect my blush. I suddenly became acutely self-conscious…I was acutely aware of the whiteness of my skin, the paleness of my ash blond hair, of the willowy thinness of my body and of my aching youth. 

If the woman noticed my discomfiture, she didn’t show it. She continued her shower of praise: “your emotions were so raw, so honest that I actually cried. And believe me, I don’t cry easily”. 

“Much honored, Ma’am” I said recovering slightly “thank you so much for your kind words”. 

The woman had no intention of curtailing her tirade of admiration. 

There was a lot more to come. “I love the way you connect to the emotional life of a character” she continued “you internalize a character’s emotion, not fake it”. 

Wow. This was  real praise. All my life I had casting directors telling me that I lacked “emotional internalization and involvement”. And now I was being told the complete opposite. I had to pinch myself to ascertain that I wasn’t dreaming. No, I wasn’t. The mysterious, darkly erotic woman still stood in front of me. 

“By the way” she said extending a hand “I’m Rebecca Scott, owner of Eagle Productions”. 

I nearly jumped out of my skin. Eagle Productions was a prominent drama company in South West England. 

“The Eagle Productions?” I exclaimed, when I finally found my voice. 

“Yes, dear young man” said the woman laughing at my incredulity. 

She paused for a second, looked at me with her mischievous green

eyes and said: “Exchanges should be fair. Don’t you think I need to know your name, too?” 

“I’m terribly sorry!” I said remembering my manners and taking Rebecca’s extended hand “I’m Ivan. Ivan Douglas, a small-time actor”. 

“You’ll not be ‘small-time’ for long” replied Rebecca, looking at me from beneath her mysterious hooded eyes and then smiling. 


***

After fifteen minutes, Rebecca and I were sitting in a pub called

“Dirty Duck”, relishing our shepherd pie and ale. 

“I’m planning to direct my own version of  The Merchant of Venice” 

Rebecca said between bites “and was going around scouting for talent. I think you’d fit the role of Bassanio perfectly. How would a fee of 100 pounds suit you?” 

“It would suit me perfectly indeed!” I exclaimed unable to believe my luck “I’ve been looking for this sort of a lucky break for years now!”. 

“It’s time you got it; dear” replied Rebecca, giving me a sexy smile

“it’s HIGH time you got it”. 


***

Rehearsals began in full swing. I was on cloud nine as Andy and Lydia had been cast in the roles of Antonio and Portia respectively. 

We simultaneously rehearsed Act I, Scene I; and Act III and Scene III. The first included an interaction between Antonio and Bassanio regarding the state of the former’s ships and the latter’s love for a rich noblewoman. Andy and I seemed to get the required rapport right. Perhaps this wasn’t surprising as we were good friends in real life. The other scene was the one in which Bassanio is supposed to choose the right casket in order to win Lady Portia’s hand. Tried as

we did, Lydia and I couldn’t get our chemistry right. This was odd, considering that we were a real life couple. 

“Concentrate on delivering the lines as of now” suggested Rebecca, sensing the lack rapport between me and Lydia “we could do blocking later”. Blocking is a theatrical term where the director tells the actors where/how they should move for proper dramatic effect, make sure of sight lines and work with the lighting patterns. 

In spite of Rebecca’s well-meaning suggestion, Lydia and I couldn’t get the scene right. During this period, a queer urge began brimming inside me…an urge to wear Lady Portia’s costume and to deliver her dialogues. With a strange ulterior motive brimming in my heart, I approached Rebecca and said:

“Dear Rebecca, I have a rather unconventional suggestion”. 

“What is it, sweet Ivan?” asked Rebecca raising a quizzical brow. By this time, Rebecca and I had become close friends. After rehearsals, Rebecca and I usually spent time together at Dirty Duck. In addition to our love of Shakespeare’s plays and criticisms; Rebecca and I discovered a mutual love for author Gerald Durrell, T.V series Blandings and blueberry muffins. Much to Lydia’s discomfiture, Rebecca and I had spent hours reading, watching television and frequenting new restaurants together. Lydia had questioned my

“friendship” with Rebecca. I’d reassured my insecure girlfriend that I am “ethical” enough not to fall in love a with a married woman and that my “relationship” with Rebecca was platonic. I sensed that Lydia didn’t completely believe me, but had decided to give me the benefit of doubt. 

“I think Lydia and I should try switching roles for the day” I presently said to Rebecca, trying to sound casual “the gender reversal might put things in perspective. Lydia and I might be able to perform our original roles better tomorrow.” 

“No harm in giving it a try” Rebecca shrugged. If a knowing smile tugged the corners of her sensual lips, I decided to ignore it. 

I was given Lady Portia’s costume: a renaissance noblewoman’s gown in rich dark brown velvet. Rebecca also gave me a blonde wig and a makeup kit, so that I looked “authentic”. 

I disappeared into the changing room and wore the gown. As the rich brown velvet made contact with my skin, I felt an excitement that could best be described as “sexual” stir in the lower regions of my body. As I wore the curly blond wig and painted my face with lipstick and eye shadow, my excitement only heightened. I felt I’d found my true essence: in a woman’s costume, wig and makeup. All these days, I was living as a sad byproduct of who I was raised to be. Even though I put up a brave face, I’d felt fragmented….incomplete. I’d felt that I wasn’t the person I was pretending to be. At the orgasmic moment my skin made contact with the soft velvet, I finally got an idea of who I was. After twenty one years and six months of living a fragmented existence, I finally felt whole. 

Chapter 3 – Lady Portia

A few weeks into the play rehearsals, tragedy struck Rebecca’s life. 

Her beloved father succumbed to stomach cancer. The ailment had been detected two years back, and Rebecca had left no stone unturned to ensure that her father got the best treatment. She had taken him to the best hospitals around the world, which had treated him with Chemotherapy combined with several other kinds of treatments. When in a hospital in Russia, Rebecca’s father had requested that Chemotherapy be stopped and that he be taken back to England. Noting that the effects of Chemotherapy were proving to be more agonizing than cancer itself, Rebecca had thought it best to accede to her father’s wishes. Rebecca’s father had returned to England with her. Fresh native air and proximity to roots seemed to improve the ailing man’s health for a period of time. Rebecca confided in me after her personal tragedy that at the time she first saw me at Stratford, her father had recovered considerably. In fact, the day she met me, Rebecca had been 100% sure that he would survive. Motivated by the faith, she had started the play rehearsals with much gusto. However, during the second week into our play rehearsals, Rebecca’s father died. The improvement in his health had only been “remission”. 

The loss left Rebecca shattered. As an only child, she had been extremely attached to her father. Rebecca’s mother had died when she was a baby, so her father had brought her up single-handedly. 

Rebecca was very precious to her father as she was born when he was nearly 50. He had given up hopes of parenthood, when, one sunny day, after 25 years of marriage, Rebecca’s mother had coyly told him that she was pregnant. However, Rebecca’s mother counteracted a post-natal infection and died a few weeks after having delivered her baby girl. Rebecca’s father was cut-up by his wife’s death, yet had showered all his affections on his child. 

Rebecca now sunk into depression. She lost interest in food, work and in living. Not surprisingly, her theatre project was shelved

indefinitely. Profound apologies were offered to the cast and crew and they were recommended to take up other projects. 

Though the rest of the cast was disappointed by the news, they took the delay in their stride. They soon accepted parts in other productions and forgot all about Rebecca Scott. However, I had grown close enough to Rebecca to be called a bosom buddy and couldn’t allow her to destroy herself in this manner. I could see that the past few weeks had taken their toll on Rebecca: she had developed dark circles beneath her eyes and had lost a lot of weight. 

Misery glazed her once clear green eyes, giving them a wild, haunted quality. Suddenly, I knew what my mission in life was: to bring my dear friend back to normalcy. 

I moved into Rebecca’s Dartmoor home. Her husband, Oscar Scott, who was in the Construction and Agriculture business, was too busy to care about my presence. In any case; Oscar didn’t see a young, callow male friend of his wife’s as any threat to his own position. The Scotts had evidently married for love, but had soon become occupied with their respective professional lives. Not that Rebecca intended to point fingers at her husband, but she had once described Oscar as “emotionally unavailable”. When her father had been ill, Rebecca had leaned towards her husband for emotional support, only to be pushed away. Oscar had said that a “mature, independent woman” like Rebecca was more than capable of meeting her own emotional needs. 

I soon became the partner who met Rebecca’s emotional needs. I’d listen to her for hours at a stretch, would cook and feed her at proper times and would take her out on long walks along the moors. And during the times we rollicked and sauntered along the peaty hillocks, I could see the color return to Rebecca’s cheeks—bit by bit. 

A few weeks later, Rebecca had regained her lost spirits. She opted not to resume drama rehearsals though, choosing instead to spend more time with me. Rebecca asked me to move in with her permanently. I did so, after giving my parents vague explanations about my relocation. I fervently wished to let Lydia and Andy know, 

but didn’t know how. In the recent past, even Andy had questioned the nature of my relationship with Rebecca. Even though I respected my best buddy, I felt I didn’t owe him an explanation. What I chose to do in my personal life was my business alone. No one, not even a bosom buddy, had the right to question me. 

Lydia had bagged the role of Rosalind in another theatre’s adaptation of  As you Like it. She was busy with rehearsals, yet found the time to be madly in love with me. I’d always seen Lydia’s love as freedom, but not anymore. It was a chain that would bind and imprison me if I didn’t escape in time. 

Yet I couldn’t gather the guts to break up with her. There would be a scene: crying, tantrums and accusations flying to and fro. And in spite of being an actor, I detested scenes. It suffused me with a kind of helplessness that I couldn’t handle. 

So, I moved in with Rebecca, bag and baggage. At this juncture, she meant more to me than a friend. Yet Rebecca wasn’t yet a lover. This was that delicious, hazy phase in-between phase in a relationship…

a phase that shied away from a label. It evaded being put in a water-tight compartment and reveled in being what I loved: un-slotted, un-scrutinized and unnamed. 

Rebecca was in charge now. She cooked, fed and looked after me. 

We had resumed our discussions on drama, books and food. One day, Rebecca had baked blueberry muffins for me. Much as usual, Oscar was away on one of his business trips. Inspired by the heavenly muffins and privacy of our haven, a dialogue spontaneously burst forth from my lips. 

“Beshrew your eyes!” I said quoting Lady Portia “They have o’erlook’d me and divided me;”. I went on to deliver the rest of the dialogue, which entailed Portia telling her lover, Bassanio, that one half of hers was his and so also the other half (thus, in essence, making her entire self Bassanio’s). Portia also cursed time for putting a barrier between owners and their rights, the owner being Bassanio and the “right” meaning access to herself. Then Portia made a

remark about time and stalling it, so that her lover didn’t have to make the choice between caskets immediately. 

“Let me choose” replied Rebecca, playfully quoting Bassanio “for as I’m, I live upon the rack”. 

Rebecca’s voice was riddled with amorous desperation and hunger. 

It was as if she was in a hurry to choose the right casket and make me her own. Suddenly, the exchange didn’t seem to be one between Portia and Bassanio. It seemed to be an intimate one between me and Rebecca. 

I felt my face grow ember hot. I hoped Rebecca hadn’t noticed the slow blush that was creeping up my face. 

She apparently had. For Rebecca shot me a devilish grin and then winked. 


***

The prism of seasons took a turn. The gray brooding winter gave way to vivid, playful spring. Girls, who were mere children a few months back, squirted their first gush of menstrual blood. 

Incidentally, this was to be the time of my blossoming too…bitter-sweet blossoming. Whilst having a pre-breakfast shower, I noticed swelling around my breast region. My breasts seemed to budding, like rose blossoms in spring. 

At first I thought I was imagining the new twin developments. But putting a hand to them and feeling a nodule-like formation behind the nipples proved the palpability of the novel reality. Nodules: evidence of milk-ducts being formed in my mammary glands. But why in the world was  I—a man— developing exclusively female functional assets? 

I blamed my proclivity towards Lady Portia’s character for the situation I found myself in. At that stage in my life, I had acquired enough core honesty to recall and admit that I had willingly

manipulated Rebecca into giving me the female renaissance noblewoman’s costume back at Stratford. I also had the daring to admit that dressing in the gown and other female paraphernalia had made me feel whole. 

I directed a doleful glance at my breasts again. Yes, they were very much there, protruding like twin cones in front of my once flat chest. 

The nipples were darker and more distended than before. The aureoles were larger. 

I suddenly felt a warm, sexual stirring in my groin region. A low, guttural moan was wrenched from my mouth. Enraged by my own arousal, I desperately tried to find potential reasons for my new reality. 

Then I remembered. Rebecca’s sly smile and the suggestive wink. 

I dressed myself in a bath robe, purposefully marched out of shower and traipsed downstairs to the kitchen. My conniving pal was very much there, frying a huge pile of eggs and bacon (and no doubt infusing mine with some kind of a dubious substance which was turning me into a woman). 

“Hello, honey” Rebecca said and moved towards me to plant a peck on my cheek. In spite of my indignation, I had to admit that she smelled awesome—like some kind of an exotic citrus fruit. She looked very good too; in a casual kimono-style dress, flip flops, with her dark hair piled rakishly on top of her head. Without her stilettos, Rebecca was the same height as me (she otherwise appeared a bit taller). 

“Hi” I said tensely. Rebecca traced a trail of kisses along my jaw. Her mouth slid downwards and she delicately sucked the skin of my neck with her teeth. Evidently finding some tension there, she stopped. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked looking up at my face “you seem anxious”. 

“I’m  anxious” I said with emphasis and looked daggers at her. 

“And accusatory” Rebecca observed uneasily “why in the world?” 

“This is why” I said flinging my bath robe open and flashing my budding breasts at Rebecca. 

“Oh my God!” said Rebecca feigning surprise “You’ve got breasts! 

Welcome to the club!” 

“I didn’t particularly want to join” I said furious by now “but you admitted me without my permission!” 

“I didn’t have anything to do with it!” cried Rebecca defensively. 

“Oh yeah?” I allowed sarcasm to creep into my voice “then how come this development coincided with the tenth day of my having shifted to your house? How come it coincided with your feeding me muffins, scones and tarts?” 

“Fine” replied Rebecca placing the frying pan on the kitchen counter with a bang “I admit to doing it. I admit to systematically mixing estrogen tablets in your food and feeding it to you!” 

“But why?” I demanded “why did you do this to me? Why did you feminize me against my will?” 

“That’s because I care about you!” cried Rebecca “and as someone who cares deeply for you, I couldn’t let you fritter away your life in agony!”. 

“You are making no sense whatsoever!” I yelled back. 

“Lie all you want to me, Ivan, but you can’t lie to yourself!” Rebecca screamed back “don’t you absolutely love delivering female characters’ dialogues? The other day at Stratford… didn’t you like painting your face with cosmetics? Didn’t you love wearing a woman’s wig? Didn’t the feel of soft velvet against your skin make you orgasmic?” 

“Stop!” the agonized exclamation was wrenched from my mouth. I realized that I had been shielding a side of my face, as if I was being slapped. Tormented as I was, I couldn’t refute the truth of what Rebecca was saying. I had manipulated Rebecca into giving me a woman character’s costume. I had experienced the joyful frisson of completeness after I’d worn the dress. Rebecca wasn’t present in the greenroom, but she had sensed the excitement, which wearing female clothing had given me. 

She had sensed the unique thrill reciting a female character’s dialogue gave me. 

Rebecca may not have been present during my childhood, but she sensed that God had played a queer trick on me, by giving me a male anatomy and female sensibilities. 

She had sensed that I was a woman trapped in a man’s body. 

And she cared for me so much that she sought to rectify the joke nature had played on me. At this moment I realized that Rebecca was out to rescue, not sabotage me. 

“You were always a woman, Ivan” she presently said “and your essence had to be expressed, sooner or later. A rose can’t curtail its fragrance for long. The bird of paradise can’t masquerade as a crow. 

Water can’t pretend to be fire. Likewise, you can’t forever continue to pretend to be a man”. 

I agreed. I agreed with every word Rebecca had uttered. 

Yet I wasn’t in a hurry to overtly agree with her. I wasn’t in a haste to express my gratitude. I tried to walk past Rebecca out of the kitchen, but her long arm curved around my slim waist. Rebecca lowered her head and kissed me on the lips. As much as I wanted to, I couldn’t extricate myself from her grip or even murmur a protest. One of Rebecca’s shapely palms reached out for my bottom. She cupped and squeezed it hard. I whimpered helplessly. Rebecca’s kisses became deep, intense and darkly sensual. 

I was in throes of pleasure. And in thrall of being feminized and romanced by the erotic Rebecca Oscar Scott. 


***

Over the next six months, my breasts grew into a rounded, high and full 32 B. A not-big-not-small size Rebecca could cup with her elegant palms. My breasts weren’t exactly pendulous, but bounced a little under my t-shirts when I walked without a bra. The reaction of those around me proved that the sight was provocative. The “final products” intrigued and thrilled me, but also frightened me at times. I had, in my subconscious, probably desired to develop them for a long time. Yet, to my conscious temporal self, it seemed odd to have the new assets hanging from my chest. Shopping for brassieres was a direct offshoot of developing burgeoning breasts. Rebecca indulged me by buying me the best lingerie in the market: lacy, satiny and uncompromisingly womanly. 

I also started dressing better in order to appear more attractive to Rebecca. During this phase, I had developed a steady, passionate devotion towards her. I considered my love for Rebecca to be unparalleled by anything else. I wished to improve on myself for my Lord and Master’s sake, rather than my own. The above were pretty much the same sentiments Portia had towards Lord Bassanio. 

 “You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand, Such as I am. Though for myself alone

 I would not be ambitious in my wish

 To wish myself much better, yet for you

 I would be trebled twenty times myself, 

 A thousand times more fair….” 

I noticed other changes in my body too. My skin had become smooth as silk. The already sparse hair on my body was now non-existent. 

My testicles had shrunk considerably and were now the size of a lemon. There was also a reduction in sex drive, or more appropriately, a reversal in role play. During lovemaking (Rebecca and I were full-fledged lovers now); I preferred to be the passive partner unlike before. I preferred my Lord and Master to take full control of the pace, momentum and the flow of lovemaking. I was satisfied to lie under Rebecca, in rapture of what her hands, lips and tongue were doing to me. 

And when both our bodies convulsed and surrendered to a series of simultaneous staccato spasms, Oscar wasn’t around to hear our ecstatic moans. He, the eternal businessman, was travelling somewhere--far away in Asia, Africa or Antarctica for all Rebecca and I cared. 


***

I voluntarily went in for sex reassignment surgery (or SRS, as it is commonly referred to) to have my penis inverted and shaped into a vagina. On the practical front, the process entailed fastidious post-operative care and frequent dilations. On the poetic front, it meant euphoria. 

I had secretly loathed having a penis. It was an impediment at best, and an eyesore at worst. When my body became excited, and the penis became hard and prominent, my embarrassment had known no bounds. I had loathed the sight of the hard rod silhouetted against the skintight breeches Shakespearean actors typically wear. In lieu of a penis, I had clandestinely yearned for the female organ, which is smooth and delicate on the outside, and soft and creamy on the inside. 

I now had one. 

A tightly closed bud yet to awaken. 

Chapter 4 - The Green-Eyed Monster Nubile virginal spring matured into stately summer. My femininity was at its ripest that summer, spreading its fragrance across the bleak moors. When Rebecca and I went on our customary walks, men turned to stare. The overpowering combination of Rebecca’s dark, sensual beauty and my own fair, innocent one drove them raving mad. I could see that they wanted us. However, in spite of the overwhelming male attention, Rebecca and I wanted only each other. 

I was sitting on the living room couch, directly facing a full-length mirror. The young woman I saw was one of the most stunning creatures on earth. She was about 24 or 25 years old and was fully aware of the power of her youth. Long walks in the early morning sun had given her previously pale skin a healthy tan, which contrasted deliciously with her shoulder-length blond hair. The powder blue off-shoulder sundress she wore revealed gleaming beautifully-sculpted shoulders. A splendid pair of breasts rose gently from beneath the beauty’s neck, stretching the fabric of her dress slightly. After the benign rise of her breasts, the body dramatically tapered into a small 23 inch waist and broadened into tenderly curved hips. The girl’s legs were sturdy and supple. It took me a whole minute to realize that the beautiful woman I was gazing at was me. And I was now called Ivy—Ivy Douglas. 

A minute later, the mirror reflected Rebecca. She walked in behind me. She was wearing a gorgeous, floral printed dressing gown. Her luxuriant hair trailed behind her like a magnificent black wave. 

Stepping into her thirties had suited my beloved perfectly; it had smoothened the rough edges and angles of her face and body, and had given her an enviable plumpness. As if to give me company, Rebecca’s breasts and thighs too had also filled out a little more, but her waistline remained small. Even though Rebecca’s appearance seemed to have mellowed down a bit, she still retained the same

strong sexual energy about her….her trademark urgent, hungry and predatory energy. 

Rebecca extended a little finger and massaged my tanned clavicle. 

“Do you know how beautiful you are?” she whispered in my ear. 

I swallowed and shook my head. Rebecca’s devilish green eyes held my baby blue ones with an unrivalled intensity. 

“That’s the charm of a flower” Rebecca murmured “it’s not aware of its own beauty”. 

“Is that a quote?” I asked “who is it by?” 

Rebecca’s intense manner was interrupted by a volley of giggles. “I don’t know” she said shrugging “I just made it up!” 

“You’re a creative girl” I said touching the tip of Rebecca’s pert nose. 

“Which reminds me of the subject I wanted to bring up” Rebecca said, turning brisk and professional “I think we should start rehearsals again”. 

“Of  The Merchant of Venice?” I asked raising a quizzical brow. 

“Yes” replied Rebecca “I’ve rested enough and have recovered. I now feel the urge to resume work”. 

As I looked downwards at my feminized body, a crushing thought crossed my mind. I’d originally been cast as Bassanio, but could obviously no longer play the role. I was thankful for the feminization and elated at having a lover like Rebecca, but I also had an unfulfilled wish. Right from childhood, I had dreamed of playing an iconic Shakespearean character and had also succeeded in bagging Bassanio’s part nearly four years ago. However, the turn of events after that had been so dramatic and drastic that I could feel my dream role being wrenched away from me. But this was fate, which I had no control over. I had no choice but to accept it. 

“You seem upset” Rebecca said noticing my crestfallen face. 

“I’m alright” I said twiddling my thumbs and giving Rebecca a small smile. 

“Are you upset that you’ll not be able to play Bassanio anymore?” 

asked Rebecca reading my mind. 

“You seem to be a clairvoyant” I replied smiling. 

“Always remember, my sweet lover” replied Rebecca planting a kiss on my lips “when God takes away something from you, it means he has something better in store for you”. She looked at me enigmatically. 

I gave Rebecca a quizzical glance, not comprehending the meaning of her words. 

“Do you think Bassanio’s is the greatest role you can get?” Rebecca continued in her mysterious vein. 

I nodded, not understanding where this conversation was heading. 

“You undermine yourself” said Rebecca “I think you are worthy of a greater role than his”. 

“A greater role?” I repeated dumbly. 

“Yes, that of the beautiful, witty Lady Portia’s!” said Rebecca kissing me again. 

“You’re giving me the role of Portia!” I said embracing Rebecca in a tight hug “thanks!” 

“Is this all I get by way of thanks?” Rebecca asked. Her voice had suddenly turned husky. I looked up at her eyes. They were glazed with ravenous desire. 

Rebecca wanted me today. She wanted to enter my mind, body and spirit like she never had. And for a change, she was inviting me to make the first move. 

I kicked off my sandals and gingerly placed a hand on Rebecca’s breasts. For a long time, both of us stood still, savoring every moment. I then undid the band of Rebecca’s dressing gown and gasped as her splendid, globular breasts came into view. Musky animalistic scent emanated from between them. It drove me mad with desire. I pressed my mouth to Rebecca’s luscious lips, opening my mouth slightly. Rebecca tasted of excitingly tangy tangerines. 

She moaned, curved her hand beneath my head and tilted my face up to hers. Her mouth on mine was hungry, possessive and predatory. She kissed me with fierce anger, as if enraged that I had made the first move. Rebecca had become the alpha female again, kissing me with an unrivalled urgency. 

Her mouth slid down to my neck. A low moan was wrenched from my lips as Rebecca’s kisses tasted the delicate flesh of my upper body. The front of my dress was wet with the kisses she had planted. 

My breast beneath was tender and nipples erect. 

Rebecca looked down at the front of my dress and sensed my arousal. She gathered my lush fair hair in her hands and buried her face in it.“Sweet O sweet Ivy” she murmured reveling in the flowery fragrance of my locks. She then unhooked the clasp on top of my dress, and slowly pulled the zipper down my waist. My dress came sliding down and gathered in a pool around my feet. I gingerly stepped out of it. 

I was now standing in front of Rebecca in my peach-colored strapless bra and matching panties. Rebecca pulled me down on her lap, so I could feel the suppleness of her thighs. She planted a tender kiss on my back and sucked the skin against her teeth. In a trice, she undid my bra strap. 

My breasts, lily colored with rosy tips, came into view. Rebecca beheld them over my shoulder and spewed forth an erotic cry of desire. She extended an elegant hand and caressed my breasts. 

She pinched a rosy nipple slightly, making me nearly swoon. 

Over the next few minutes, Rebecca licked, sucked and lashed my nipples to hardness. I had never before known such undiluted ecstasy. Rebecca parted my long legs and went down on my throbbing core. The next few minutes have nearly been deleted from my memory. My brain had been obliterated; all that existed was the sheer, sexy sensations that Rebecca’s fingers, lips and tongue produced in my pulsating womanhood. 

I was in a state of limbo. It was shattered by a man’s deep voice growling “Whore!” 


***

I was rudely jerked out of my thrall. So, was Rebecca. Both of us jumped to our feet and tried to cover our stark nakedness with whatever clothing we could find. After I had managed to cover my vitals, I mustered enough pluck to turn in the direction of the booming voice. Oscar Scott stood in the door way, his face purple with fury. His enraged gaze seemed to be directed at his wife. 

It wasn’t as if I hadn’t seen Oscar Scott before, but this was the first time the power of his personality impressed itself on me. He was a tall, sturdily-built guy weighing over 220 pounds. At 6’3, he towered over both me and Rebecca. His attire was an odd combination of rugged distress jeans, a white t-shirt and a formal navy blue business blazer. A cowboy hat graced Oscar’s huge head and heavy gum boots covered his gigantic feet. Exaggerated Elvis Presley-like sideburns graced the sides of Oscar’s round ruddy face, which at the moment was purple with rage. 

“Oscar!” said Rebecca forcing herself to smile “I didn’t know you were back from Sudan!” 

“It was Uganda, you bitch!” Oscar spat “not that it would matter to you. Busy as you are….” He tailed off angrily. 

“It’s not what you think, darling” stuttered Rebecca helplessly “she…

she’s just a friend”. 

“Don’t kid me, you whore!” Oscar bellowed incensed “I’ve seen you go down on her with my own eyes. Earlier, I thought you dallied only with men. Now I see your range has expanded. Where is that miserable, callow ashen fellow who was living in my house? Well, you seemed to have replaced him with….” Oscar looked me up and down “a rather luscious piece”. 

I shriveled under Oscar’s openly salacious gaze. It was as if he was raping me with his eyes. Then something, my baby blue eyes perhaps, struck him as familiar. The expression on Oscar’s face changed from lust to one of incredulity. 

“You…!” he exclaimed startled “it’s you—Ivan Douglas!” 

Both Rebecca and I were forced to accept the veracity of Oscar’s statement. “Yes, Ivan’s been feminized” replied Rebecca in a small voice “she’s now called Ivy”. 

“I don’t understand” stuttered Oscar, momentarily distracted from his rage. He stared at me and said “why did you become a woman? 

Weren’t you content fucking my wife as a bloke?” 

“It wasn’t like that, Oscar” Rebecca chipped in “the relationship between me and Ivan were purely platonic. We were just good friends” 

“What happened afterwards?” asked Oscar looking agonized “why did you cheat on me?”. 

“I don’t know” replied Rebecca breaking into sobs “I needed love I guess”. 

“But I loved you to bits, Rebecca!” exclaimed Oscar, his fury returning “I put you on a pedestal, made you my Goddess and worshipped you….and what you did was cheat behind my back!”. 

“I didn’t wish to be put on a pedestal!” snapped Rebecca becoming angry in her turn “I wished to be treated as human….to be loved, caressed, comforted when my father was ill”. 

“I thought you were a poised, independent woman who could meet her own emotional needs” said Oscar sneeringly “not a small clingy little child”. 

“Even ‘poised, independent women’ need support sometimes” said Rebecca defensively “but you were always so distant….so emotionally unavailable”. 

“So, you decided to teach me a lesson by fucking this whore, isn’t it?!” bellowed Oscar, going purple in the face again. 

“Yes!” screeched Rebecca, who had evidently reached the end of her tether “I decided to teach you a lesson by fucking another woman!” 

“You’ll not get away easily, bitch” said Oscar stomping off in rage “I’ll see that you pay for adultery. And the price you pay will be a BLEEDING HEAVY ONE!”. 


***

As soon as Oscar had stomped out, I turned to look at Rebecca. My usually poised beloved was trembling like a frail leaf. Oscar’s burst of temper had no doubt shaken her. I fetched a blanket from the bedroom upstairs and wrapped it around my upset lover. I got her a cup of hot cocoa, which Rebecca accepted gratefully. 

I felt Rebecca’s forehead. It felt warm, as if she was running a mild fever. “Do I need to be worried?” I asked concerned. 

“No. I’ve had a minor shock, that’s all” replied Rebecca trying to smile “Oscar and I have never had such a nasty fight before”. 

“I guess I’m to blame” I said remorsefully “I feel sorry I even entered your life”. 

“Don’t be” replied Rebecca taking my hand and pressing it to her pale cheek “you’re the best thing that ever happened to me”. 

“Likewise” I said taking Rebecca in my arms and planting a kiss on her moist forehead. 


***

On Rebecca’s behest, I revisited Stratford-upon-Avon after nearly four years. As I walked down the familiar Henley Street; I beheld dancers in blue and white costumes, performing the Hungarian reel. 

The wattle and daub cottage of Shakespeare evoked long forgotten nostalgic memories: of my own home and hearth, parents and siblings. I made a mental note to visit them, but only after giving our drama troupe the latest update from its director: the rehearsals were to be resumed four years after the play had been started and then, shelved. 

I was keen on meeting my friends, but also apprehensive thinking about how they would react to my new gender identity. Just four years ago, I had been a bloke, with an Adam’s apple and all; now suddenly, I was a woman—with breasts. To buy time, I bought a visitor’s ticket to Shakespeare’s cottage and spent a good half an hour mooching around the brick and stone fireplace, John Shakespeare’s glove workshop and the adjoining hall with an open hearth. I subsequently took the staircase leading to the first floor and walked through the three top floor chambers, modeled after the rooms downstairs. From the top floor window, I could see the walled garden at the back of the cottage where troupe members put up skits to entertain visitors. I saw my beloved old pal Andy Port and ex-girlfriend Lydia Baker rehearsing downstairs. 

They were evidently enacting a scene from  A Midsummer Nights’

 Dream, in which the mischievous elf Puck pours love juice over the sleeping Fairy Queen Titania’s eyes. In the comedic scene that follows, Fairy Queen Titania awakens to fall in love with the first entity she sees: the donkey-faced Bottom. Andy and Lydia enacted the scene so effectively that the audience was in splits. I couldn’t catch all the dialogues from where I was standing; nevertheless, I had heard enough to go into a paroxysm of laughter. 

Laughter served to boost my confidence levels. I felt that my good spirits could help overcome a potentially awkward situation. I walked down the staircase slowly, the chiffon of my blue skirt swishing against my calves. As I reached the bottom of the staircase; I paused in front of the entrance of the walled garden. It was time to pause and self-appraise my appearance. 

I have chosen my apparel well. The chiffon skirt flattered my tender curves and the blue floral print on my milk-white top brought out the blue of my eyes. As per Rebecca’s suggestion, my long blonde hair had been thoroughly brushed and left loose. The only makeup I had chosen for the day was kohl for my eyes and a hint of strawberry lip gloss. Nude stilettos and a simple white handbag completed my look. 

From my current position, I had a clearer view of my friends. Andy, dressed in breeches, a poet’s shirt and an elf’s pointed sharp ears, looked his usual robust self. I was pleased to note that his mocha skin appeared healthy and that his teeth were as white as I remembered them. The booming laughter, which arose somewhere from the depths of Andy’s belly, was heartening to hear after all this while. 

Lydia’s appearance caused some concern though. Her broad face was gaunter than I remembered and her brown hair thinner. The renaissance queen’s costume nearly drowned Lydia; it was evident that she had lost  tons of weight. Maybe it was my imagination, but even her laughter sounded strained. 

Had Lydia been unwell? Had she been pining for me? Had she wondered where I had disappeared all these years? Had she loved me more than I had deserved? 

I felt a sudden apprehension to face Lydia. My gut told me that I hadn’t treated her right. Lydia had been a kind patient girlfriend who had supported me, both financially and emotionally, during the entire period of my struggle. She had even missed an audition or two to be by my side. 

And what had I done in return? Dumped her for another woman. 

Gone away to live with my new girlfriend without even letting Lydia know. I had been such a spineless, cowardly creature that I hadn’t even had the guts to tell Lydia that I was breaking up with her. 

No, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t face the woman I had treated so shabbily. I would go back to Dartmoor and tell Rebecca that I couldn’t inform the troupe that the rehearsals for Eagle Productions were to commence from the next day. 

As I turned to move away, a soft familiar voice called out. “Madam, please stop!”. It was Lydia. I realized she was calling out to me. 

I turned towards her—slowly, reluctantly. 

Lydia continued advancing towards me, with a strained smile on her face. I resolutely looked at the ground trying to avoid eye contact. 

Lydia apparently sensed something unnatural about my behavior. 

She presently asked:

“Are you okay? You seem unwell. That’s why I came to check”. Her voice dripped sweet concern. Damn! Why did the girl I had left have to be so nice? 

“Yes, I am okay” I murmured, still avoiding eye contact. 

“Well, even if you aren’t, I’ll cheer you up” replied Lydia kneeling down and taking my hand “I’ll recite the  Sonnet 18 to you. I often

dedicate it to ladies and they love it!” 

“Wonderful” I said in a strained voice. 

“Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day” began Lydia in her pure, honest voice. 

 “Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 

 Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, And summer’s lease hath all too short--” 

Lydia abruptly stopped mid-sentence. Something about me--my posture, the unusual hue of my hair or the angle at which I held my head—struck her as familiar. She rose to her feet, cupped my face with a knobby palm and raised my eyes to meet her own hazel ones. 

My blue pools of guilt made contact with the windows to my ex-girlfriend’s soul. 

“Ivan!” Lydia exclaimed, cupping a shocked palm to her mouth and stepping away. 

“Yes, it’s me” I said shamefacedly. Andy had also walked towards us and was presently subjecting me to intense scrutiny. 

“You recognized me” I presently said to Lydia. 

“You’re the first boy whom I fell in love with, Ivan…the first boy who deflowered me..” Lydia said passionately “I’d rather die than forget you”. She enclosed me in a fierce embrace and cried her heart out. I stood still, at a loss as to what to do. As much as I tried, I couldn’t get myself to put my arm around Lydia. After a minute, she moved away. Andy stepped closer. 

“Is this really you, man?” he asked incredulously “I must say you’ve changed (and that’s an understatement)!”. 

“I have changed my gender” I said stating the obvious. 

“But why?” asked Andy puzzled. 

“It’s a long story” I replied evasively “I’d rather not go into it now…” 

“Then why are you here?” Lydia raised her tear-streaked face towards me. Her tone had suddenly become belligerent. 

“To tell you that Rebecca has asked us to restart rehearsals for  The Merchant of Venice” I replied. After a hesitant pause I said “and there has been a minor change in role assignment. I’m supposed to play Lady Portia”. 

Lydia laughed hysterically. Then she said “No way! That’s my role!” 

“Rebecca said you could play Nerissa…” I said hesitantly. 

“From a noblewoman to a maid!” said Lydia sarcastically “I must say Rebecca has demoted me!” 

“Nerissa is actually the lady-in-waiting” I said shuffling my feet uncomfortably “Her’s is a crucial role too”. 

“It’s a fucking menial role” replied Lydia in a caustic voice “tell Rebecca that”. 

“I won’t” I said resolutely “I can’t risk upsetting my lover further”. 

I immediately cursed myself for the slip of the tongue. Telling Lydia that Rebecca and I were lovers wasn’t going to make Lydia any happier. 

Sure enough, Lydia became highly distressed. “Is that bitch fucking you?” she asked viciously. 

“Yes, Rebecca and I are in a relationship” I said “and let’s be decent. 

Please don’t call Rebecca a bitch”. 

“I’ll call her whatever I BLOODY please” screamed Lydia hysterically

“I hate her. I hate that BLEEDING WHORE. Rebecca not only

deprived me of my role, but also stole my lover! I’m going to MURDER that bitch!” 

Uttering the abovementioned words, Lydia ran out of the walled rehearsal area into the streets. Andy looked at me disapprovingly for a moment before he sprinted to console the hysterical Lydia. 


***

The events of the day sent chills down my spine. My hands had started going clammy. I bought myself a pair of gloves to keep them warm…however, as much as I rubbed my palms together, the damp coldness of my hands wouldn’t leave me. 

I took a train from Stratford to Dartmoor. Rebecca’s house was a few miles away from the railway station. I could have hired a cab, but I preferred to walk. 

The bleak, boggy moorland complemented my mood. The wayward winds howled in my ears, accentuating my feelings of loneliness. 

The place was almost wholly covered with heather, moss, lichen and swamp: a picture of utter desolation. Not a single living creature was in sight. Isolated hills, partially covered by fog, were visible at the distant end of the horizon. They appeared grayish colored because of peat and granite deposits. 

“Why in the world did Oscar Scott choose to live in a place like this?” 

I desolately wondered “and why in the world did a beautiful, vibrant woman like Rebecca agree to move in here?”. The human mind was indeed a puzzle. And some puzzles were best left unsolved. 

After four miles of braving the wind and the rain, I reached the Scott residence. The dark, Gothic house seemed especially depressing that night. The vertical architecture of the building added to my feelings of foreboding. The house seemed to be an apt extension of the ominous moors. 

I reached the front door and knocked on it gently. Usually, Rebecca sprang to open the door as soon as she heard a knock. On not receiving a response, I knocked again, harder this time. The door opened a bit thanks to my firm push. It had been left unlocked, which was odd. Rebecca was always particular about locking the doors as this particular area was notorious for bandits. 

I let myself in. Rebecca wasn’t waiting in the living room as was her custom whenever I went out. The room had an unusual, peculiar stillness to it, as if the air from it had been sucked out. The cream-colored sofas, the crimson carpet and the bottle-green draperies seemed to scrutinize me. I felt that they were jeering and mocking at me. 

Trying to shake off the strange feelings that clung to me, I passed the kitchen and went up the stairs. I decided to go straight to the bedroom and ensconce myself in Rebecca’s warm embrace. After all, the day had been a long one. 

The walk from the corridor to Rebecca’s bedroom seemed endless. 

When I finally entered it, I got the impression that the room had been turned topsy-turvy: the bedclothes were ruffled, contents of the dressing table had been usurped and a lone silver earring from Rebecca’s ear had been dislodged. I saw a few loose hairs of Rebecca’s dark hair on the floor. 

Rebecca lay at the center of the bed. Something about her rigid stance and unblinking eyes struck me as unnatural. I walked over to the bed and felt Rebecca’s wrist for a pulse. There was none. 

I noticed a horrible purple gash on Rebecca’s neck. It was apparent that she had been brutally and mercilessly murdered. 

I don’t know for how long I screamed before finally calling the police. 

Chapter 5 - My Man Melancholy Life was chaotic for a year after Rebecca’s death. The police had come storming into the “crime scene”. Suspects were questioned. 

Two people, Oscar Scott and Lydia Baker, who had sworn to harm Rebecca right on the day of her murder, were interrogated for hours. 

I didn’t snitch on Lydia, but a visitor at Henley Street informed the police about Lydia’s outburst after he heard of Rebecca’s murder. I thought it was my duty to report the fight, which had occurred between Oscar Scott and Rebecca on the day of her murder, to the police. Along with reporting his alleged intents to make Rebecca pay for cheating on him, I had also gone through the embarrassing task of telling the police that I was responsible for causing an altercation between husband and wife. The police collected the information in a passive way, without judging me or making the case salacious as I had feared. 

The coroner put the timing of Rebecca’s murder between 7 and 10pm. Lydia and Oscar were released, as both had solid alibis for that time. Oscar had gone away to London to play golf with a friend, whereas Lydia had had a night out with her girl pals. Since the evidence had only been circumstantial, with no real leads or findings, the case had eventually turned cold. People had stopped discussing the “sensational” murder of the winsome casting director and had gone back to their mundane humdrum routines. The tabloids, which had milked the case to the maximum, went out in search of new, juicier tidbits of information. Rebecca’s murder case, which had caused a stir for a while, was put away in the backburner. Everyone had forgotten about the beautiful, sensual Rebecca Scott. 

Everyone, but me. Rebecca continued to live in my mind, spirit, soul and body. She remained quiet during the daytime, but raised her splendorous dark head during the nights. She talked to me in her sensual husky whisper, coaxing me not to sleep. She beseeched me to keep her company as she found it lonely on the other side…. 

Above all, she cajoled me to find out the truth. “I want justice, Ivy” 

Rebecca murmured, her green eyes haunted “I want you to find out who did this to me”. 

“How in the world do I find out?” I questioned Rebecca in one of our numerous conversations. 

“I don’t know…” Rebecca said “all I know is that I was a living, pulsating young woman. I wanted to live, love and travel—much more than I had. But my precious life was wrenched away from me. I want you, my one and only love, to catch my murderer and send him to prison”. 

“I’ll try my best” I said one night. That’s the promise I’d made Rebecca every night--for the past 11 years. A promise that I’d failed to keep. A promise that was still pending…


***

A few months after the murder, I started giving auditions. The same casting directors who’d found me uninvolved and emotionally distant when playing male characters found that I was perfect in female roles. I had the right levels of emotional honesty, involvement and character internalization, they claimed. The theatre world had found a sparkling new star. On self-appraisal, I’d say I did fairly well in comedies: as the cloistered Olivia who falls in love with a disguised woman in  Twelfth Night, the modest Helena who is confused to find that two men are simultaneously madly in love with her in  A Midsummer Night Dream and as the fair Rosalind who disguises as a young man Ganymade in  As you Like it; but I excelled in tragedies. 

I drew from my great reserves of pain which was the consequence of Rebecca’s death and realistically portrayed Shakespeare’s tragic heroines: the young star-crossed Juliet who falls in love with an enemy, the loyal Desdemona who is killed for suspected infidelity, the vulnerable Ophelia who is driven into madness by circumstances and the loyal Cordelia who is shunned by her own father for speaking the truth. Everyone, who assumed that I was born a woman, took my success for granted. However, Andy, who knew I

had also passed through rigors of feminization, really and truly celebrated my success. He knew it hadn’t come easy. 

I had tried to contact my parents, but they wouldn’t believe my story. 

They had no idea that a man could be feminized to such wonderful effect. Upset by their skepticism, I didn’t bother them again. 

Following her long interrogation by the police, Lydia had broken off friendship with me. She was under the impression that I had snitched about her to the police and I made no attempts to clear the misunderstanding. Andy was the only person from the days prior to my feminization who stayed, supported and encouraged me. He understood how much Rebecca’s death haunted me and did everything he possibly could to ease my overwhelming worry. 

I stand right now, with the anonymous note in my hand. The task of ferreting out the murderer of Rebecca had remained an abstract fantasy until now. With the unsigned piece of paper goading me, the task has now become a pressing, urgent one. It has turned into such an emergency that I’m unable to even eat properly. 

As per the directions of the note, I shift to Dartmoor. The bleak, swampy moorland complements my mood. The restless winds howl in my ears, fuelling my sense of urgency. The heather and moss-covered swamp goad me to find Rebecca’s killer. Isolated fog-covered hills, visible at the distant end of the horizon, plead for me to do the same. 

A realization suddenly dawns on me. Rebecca had loved the moors. 

That’s the reason she’d been content to live here. Another truth has dawned on me now: the moors love Rebecca equally. 

Oscar Scott has sold the dark, Gothic house and has shifted to another (equally depressing one) in the neighborhood. He has remarried and even has a brood of children. Rebecca has obviously been relegated to the nether recesses of his memory. 

 The bastard. 

I rent the house that Rebecca had lived and died in. The house agent lets me in. He leaves after making sure that I’m comfortable. 

“Don’t forget to lock the door when you sleep” he says “this region is notorious for bandits”. 

Great, so that’s what the laity still thinks: that Rebecca was killed by some stray bandits. But they’ve missed a point. Nothing in the house was stolen. Rebecca was murdered—brutally. Everything: the signs of scuffle and the manner in which Rebecca had been murdered pointed to the fact that the crime was one of passion. I shuddered to think that the murderer was roaming the streets freely, while I was incarcerated in the prison of Rebecca’s memories. 

I find it hard to live in the house: It is too full of memories to allow me to live peacefully. The carpet, curtains and upholstery in the rooms remain unchanged, even after 11 long years. This may sound insane, but the cream-colored couch still seems warm from our last lovemaking. The compact kitchen trills with memories of our raillery and revelry and the rooms still reverberate with merry sounds of laughter. This is the house in which I had loved, transformed into a woman and had witnessed a murder. The abode carries with it a baggage: a baggage that is becoming exceedingly hard to handle. 

I let myself out of the house and go for a walk in the moors. I let the slight drizzle wash away the tears pouring down my cheeks. I feel lonely and abandoned. I wish a human, or any other creature: an animal or a bird was around. Any other thing but the vast stretch of moss, heather and…emptiness. 

In answer to my prayer, a house comes into view. It’s partially concealed by a canopy, which is perhaps why I hadn’t noticed it all these days. It’s what one would call an “artistic house”: a wooden cottage made of brick and stone, with a shingled roof. It also has a little garden full of peonies, dahlias….and rosemary. 

Rosemary triggers a memory. 

Before it can swim to surface, I’m distracted. By a male figure in black trousers and a long black overcoat, who is bending over the rosemary plant, presumably pruning it? He turns as I walk past. I hold my breath. 

The man is beautiful in a melancholy kind of a way. He’s got a long sensitive face, a straight classical nose and a head full of thick black hair. His grey-brown eyes are deep and pensive, reflecting his apparent capacity for artistic creativity. I dub him to be an artist, writer or…something of that sort. 

The man stops pruning and gives me a faint smile of recognition. “Ivy Douglas” he says warmly “what an honor”. 

“You know me?” I ask surprised. 

“Yes, and I’m an ardent fan of your” replies the man bowing “you were brilliant as Desdemona in the recent staging of  Othello”. 

“You were in London?” I ask. 

“Recently, yes” replies the Greek-God “By the way, what are you doing here in the wilderness?”. 

“I rented a house in Dartmoor” I reply “one that belonged to my late partner Rebecca Scott. I needed some quiet time, hence chose this place”. 

“I hope it gives you the required peace” the man replied “what happened to Ms. Scott may not have been easy for you”. 

“It wasn’t and I’m still disturbed” I admit “and I shall not find my peace until I discover who did that to Rebecca”. 

“And you feel you’ll find your answers here?” asks the man. 

“If an unsigned note is anything to go by, yes” I reply. 

“I knew Ms. Scott” says the man looking far away into a distance

“albeit very slightly”. 

“I see” I reply. I don’t bother asking how he was acquainted with her. 

Rebecca knew so many people, it was hard to keep track. 

“By the way, I’m Noah Campbell” the man says “Regression Therapist cum gardener”. 

“You are a therapist!” I exclaim and laugh “I would have dubbed you as an artist, writer or actor”. 

“I am  an artiste” the man says and laughs “who says gardening isn’t an art?”. 

“That it is” I say and laugh heartily. For the first time in years. 

Chapter 6 - Love vs. Justice For the first time in years, I fall in love. Noah’s droll humor, love for animals and brooding charm draws me in. We’re in his cottage together, cozying up after a bout of lovemaking. Post-coitus is the best time to ask delicate questions. 

“Does it bother you that I’m a transsexual woman?” I ask caressing the soft matted hair on Noah’s chest. 

“No” replies Noah kissing my lips “you took great pains to feminize. 

That makes you all the more womanly”. 

“I have another question” I say sheepishly, pushing a lock of Noah’s hair away from his face “why do you always dress in black?” 

“That’s because I’m in perennial mourning” replies Noah, looking far away into a distance. 

I recall the first time I’d met Noah. He had been pruning the rosemary plant. Rosemary is a herb associated with death and remembrance. 

Who had Noah lost? In whose memory had the rosemary herb been planted? 


***

Noah’s love is ardent and loyal, and quite frightening in its intensity. 

The way he gazes at me, kisses, caresses and makes love is passionate that I wonder what the source of his inspiration is. I would be flattered if I am the source. At times, when we were together, I have felt that he was looking beyond me towards a distant time and another woman he might have loved with much more ardor. 

During the near-animalistic throes of our love-making, I caress the center of his beautiful lower-lip and ask: “Have you been in

love….before this?” 

Noah looks deep into my eyes. His own grey-brown pools turn sadder and he says: “Yes, ardently. But it was a very long time ago. 

It seems to have happened at a very different time at a different place”. Noah’s gaze turns hazy and unfocused. 

Sensing my feeling of envy, Noah turns to me and laughs tenderly:

“You have nothing to be worried about, my love. You and she had diametrically different energies. You are fair, pure and innocent as an angel. She was dark. Dark, passionate and extremely erotic”. 

“I can be erotic too” I said kissing Noah’s lips passionately. 

“You sure can!” laughs Noah before the heat of the moment hushes us both up. 


***

I’ve had a very happy evening. Noah and I cooked and ate an early dinner in my kitchen. Until now, eating in the kitchen had bothered me. It was rife with memories of Rebecca. And I couldn’t ever think of Rebecca without recalling the manner in which I had last found her: rigid, cold and murdered. It was a trauma which I thought would last me for several lifetimes. 

It’s different now. Noah and I are together creating new memories: of laughter, caring and sharing good food. Under the warm canopy of Noah’s love, I have also started sleeping better. But it is only when Noah has late night, out-of-town appointments with patients that I’m in trouble. I am forced to sleep alone and the terrible memories come flooding back. They’re so persistent, vivid and realistic that I have to take umpteen sleeping pills to be able to sleep…

“I have a surprise for you” says Noah, jerking me back to the present moment. His elegant fingers dig into a carry bag drilled with holes and emerge holding up a beautiful, Siamese cat with snow-white fur. 

The feline appraises me with his lazy blue eyes and emits an expressive “Meow”. 

“Meow!” I ecstatically mimic before saying “Noah, he’s unbelievably gorgeous!”. 

“A befitting pet for you then” replies Noah handing the cat to me. 

“You’re gifting him to  me?” I ask incredulously “so utterly sweet of you!” 

“I thought cuddling up with him when I’m not around would help you sleep” says Noah, caressing my earlobe with his thrilling fingers

“after all, I can’t be with you on all nights”. 

“That’s so thoughtful, darling” I say stroking Noah’s hand with my own free one “I really hope it works”. 


***

After parting with Noah, I traipse up the staircase to the bedroom. 

The cat (who has been named Meow) curls cozily in my arms. I deliberately try to appreciate how soft his fur his and how relaxed his gentle purring makes me feel. The numerous therapists I have been to post Rebecca’s murder have told me that being in an attitude of gratitude and appreciation for all that is beautiful in one’s life drives away unsavory memories. So far this attitude has worked only marginally. I earnestly hope it works better now that I have a man and cat in my life. 

I enter the bedroom I have been trying to avoid entering since the morning. I walk into it gingerly and make myself go through a series of bedtime rituals I follow in the earnest hope of making myself sleep better. I give myself a long warm bath, rub my chest with fragrant oils (the way mama used to when I was a child) and make myself a soothing glass of hot chocolate. 

After sipping it slowly, I force myself to sit on the bed—the bed that Rebecca was found….Oh let me not think of that now. After all, I have given the bedroom a makeover. The sensual satin sheets (Rebecca’s trademark) have been replaced by sensible cotton ones, and the heavy woolen blankets have been traded for a lighter patchwork quilt….in addition; I have Meow to keep me company throughout the night. 

I cuddle my new pet and inch towards the pillow. I read a book for about 15 minutes. Before turning the bedside lamp off, I readjust my pillow. 

Then I see it. 

A note. 

Written on cream-colored paper and folded in pretty much the same way the first note had been. 

Intuition tells me that it has been written by the same person who’d sent the first note. That friend or foe who had told me that I’d find a cue to Rebecca’s murderer’s identity here in Dartmoor…. 

I open the note abruptly. 

“Two’s company, three is a crowd” it says. 

In that same, elegant scrawl. Except the message was rather in-your-face the first time. It appears more cryptic tonight…

I go to bed on an uneasy mind. Visions from the past disturb my sleep. I toss and turn, while hazy forms bombard my vision. 

 Rebecca and I are in the rehearsal room, reading out dialogues from The Merchant of Venice. I’m also aware of a third, hazy form in the vicinity. But how could that be? Rebecca and I were all alone together during our rehearsals. 

 The vision becomes more vivid. I’m delivering a dialogue about how I (Lady Portia) would react if Bassanio were to choose the right casket….. 

 After my dulcet sweet tones, a male voice speaks:

 “Tell me, where is fancy bred, 

 Or in the heard or in the head, 

 How begot, how nourished? 

 Reply. Reply……” 

That’s Bassanio’s dialogue. It’s being delivered by a pleasant, young male voice. A voice that’s neither bass nor high. Just divine, masculine bliss. 

A voice that is so immensely familiar that it seems to be a part of my own being. The voice of my current lover, Noah Campbell….. 


***

I had repressed a few of my memories without even realizing it. My basic understanding of psychology tells me that the mind sometimes relegates memories that it finds too painful to the subconscious, resulting in the forgetting of entire episodes from one’s life. 

So, I had met Noah before. He had been a part of our informal home rehearsals, playing the part of Bassanio. This was the pure, unvarnished truth. 

If so, why had Noah not refreshed my memory? Why hadn’t he even tried to remind me that we had met before? Why had my mind conspired to block my lover from my waking consciousness? 

These are the answers I seek of Noah as I sit opposite him in the living room of his cottage. Noah crosses his graceful arms across his chest, sighs deeply and says:

“I knew you’d eventually remember. And you didn’t even require regression therapy”. 

“I hadn’t questioned you when you’d said you knew Rebecca” I ask

“I’m curious now. How did you know her?” 

“Rebecca was a distant cousin of mine” replies Noah “when you were rehearsing Portia’s parts, she invited me to perform Bassanio’s. 

I was a small time actor and was glad to oblige”. 

So, my first impression had been right. Noah had been an artiste, after all. And he had more than gardening to his credit. Acting, in my opinion, is the one of the greatest arts. 

Noah had hidden this fact from me. I wondered how many more facts would come tumbling out, now that the Pandora’s Box has been opened. What kind of creepy-slimy worms would come crawling out of the woodwork? 

“A penny for your thoughts” says Noah. I look up at him. He isn’t smiling. 

“I was just thinking…” I say subjecting him to a searching glare “I don’t remember the entire past…an inner voice tells me there is more….” 

Noah doesn’t accept or deny my statement. He just shrugs and says

“If that’s the case, I want you to remember on your own….organically”. His grey-brown eyes are cold, hard and distant. 

“Organically?” I say looking suspiciously at my lover. I realize that I am crossing my arms across my chest in a subconscious gesture of self-protection. Why the hell am I doing that? I don’t need to defend myself against my own beloved boyfriend. 

“Yes, organically” replies Noah tersely. He too crosses his arms across his chest, apparently shutting me out. 

“I wonder who sent the note” I say after a minute. 

“A friend or a foe” says Noah, echoing the exact thought that had crossed my mind the previous night. 


***

I climb the staircase of my home feeling as if I am in a dream. 

Everything feels so goddamn surreal. The man I thought I’d first clapped on only six months ago has been my acquaintance of over eleven years. It seems we have played the roles of husband and wife years before we became lovers. Another memory flashes in front of my vision. 

 Rebecca stands in a form-fitting woolen skirt and dark red top, appraising me and Noah appreciatively. “In all my years of experience” she declares in her husky voice “you two are the best Portia and Bassanio I’ve seen. The rapport between the two of you is so great, one would think you are real life lovers!”. The expression on her face changes from voluptuous appreciation to a teasing smirk. 

Portentous words, those. Noah and I have indeed become lovers 11

years after the prophetic statement. It was a different matter that at the time Rebecca had uttered the words, both Noah and I had blushed beet-red. I remember being embarrassed enough to quickly change the topic to some mundane, inconsequential thing. 

How much does Noah remember? Presumably, all of it. I am certain he remembers the incident when Rebecca had riled us. Had Noah planned to make his cousin’s statement a reality one day? Had he plotted for me to fall in love with him? How many other things had he planned, plotted and executed? 

I am weary. Dead tired from thinking, over-thinking and reflecting. I am exhausted with the game life is playing with me: my love-life seems decidedly star-crossed. My first love had been seized away from me from the cruel hands of fate; my second isn’t being

transparent with me. As the moor winds, carrying with it smell of peat and heather strikes my nostrils, I feel despondent. Dartmoor is a lonely place to live in. It is especially lonesome when you discern that the man you love isn’t being completely honest with you. 

I fling myself on the cotton mattress. I have no patience for elaborate bedtime rituals tonight. Meow comes over and cozies himself up to me. I cuddle my snowy white cat for a while, wondering about his mysterious purchaser. What memories lies concealed in Noah’s beautiful head? If I were to crack his skull open and unspool his brain, what hidden truths would spill out? 

I absently adjust the pillows. I find it there. Yet another note. 

I open it with shaking hands. The familiar elegant scrawl says:

“When the cat is away, the mouse was at play”. 

Jesus. The apparently childish adage sends chills down my spine. 

What in the world do the words imply? Who is the cat and who the hell is the mouse? 

I’ve reached the end of my harness—for tonight, at least. I swallow six sleeping pills; half hoping that death will claim me tonight. Only, it doesn’t. The pills put me in an terrible uneasy stupor. At times I feel I’m floating over foamy clouds; at times I find myself levitating in thin air. Faces, known and unknown, flit past me. Two blurry ones gain prominence. They soon come into focus. 

They are those of a man and a woman’s. 

 The man is giving the woman umpteen thrusts; the woman spews forth umpteen moans of pleasure. Her long legs are draped around his broad back, her fingernails dig into his neck. He presses his mouth to hers, while continuing to thrust. She responds with ardor, opening her mouth to welcome his tongue. He breaks off the kiss to stimulate her breast. She arches her back and cries out his name. 

I’ve intimately known the man and the woman (Pun intended: I use

“known” in the archaic carnal sense of the term). 

The woman is Rebecca. The man is….Noah Campbell. 


***

My memory has thrown up yet another missing piece of the jigsaw. 

Rebecca and Noah had been lovers, and I had viewed them having sex. 

I had come down from Stratford to find Rebecca dead—murdered. 

The “crime scene”—with its ruffled bedclothes, scattered dressing-table contents and a dislodged earring—had suggested a scuffle. 

Autopsy reports said that Rebecca had had sex a few minutes prior to her murder. Her intimate regions bore no bruises, suggesting that the intercourse had been consensual. 

I had often wondered whom Rebecca had had sex with before she died (and had often concluded that it was with Oscar). Now I knew. It was with my “perfect” lover boy Noah Campbell. And I had apparently spotted them in the act. 

Had I also witnessed Noah strangle Rebecca? Had the trauma of watching my beloved being murdered in front my very eyes blocked my most crucial memories? 


***

My boyfriend has physically begun to change. I find cynicism instead of sensitivity in his long sculpted face. His chiseled jaw has a new hardness to it. Noah’s grey-brown eyes are as cold and hard as flint. 

I’d previously seen his eyes as pensive and thoughtful, with a significant capacity for artistic creativity. I now see them as cruel and callous, with a significant capacity for….murder. 

I haven’t told Noah about the recently retrieved memory—that would be suicidal. If Noah comes to know that I’ve recalled finding him in

bed with Rebecca, he might assume I know that he murdered her too. Murderers typically strike twice. If Noah knew his heinous act has a witness, he’d murder me too. 

I pretend all is well. Noah and I still discuss books, poetry and pets. 

We continue to make love. Except that each thrust he gives me reminds me of….the thrusts I remember him giving Rebecca. When Noah kisses me, I see him kiss Rebecca’s luscious mouth. When he touches me, I feel him touch Rebecca’s marmoreal skin. 

I shirk inwardly. I know that Noah senses it. He doesn’t remark upon it. Nevertheless he knows. That I’m afraid. Deeply and profoundly afraid...of him. 


***

Thank Goodness, he shall be away tonight. He apparently has a session with a patient in a neighboring town. I shall be by myself tonight, in my own residence. Suffering nightmares is way better than sleeping with a murderer. 

Meow. Where is Meow? I wish to caress and cuddle him to calm myself. I amble around the house, looking for my cat. There—there he is in the garden. Mounted on a black female cat, copulating with her. I turn away in disgust. 

But disgust isn’t the only emotion I feel. Another emotion suffuses every pore of my body, until I’m saturated with it. Jealousy. Searing and burning jealousy. 

I had felt the emotion intensely once… in the past. It was when I had seen Rebecca having sex with Noah. Searing jealousy was emotion I had experienced. How could the woman I love sleep with another….? 

I’m in a limbo. I drag myself back to the bedroom like a drugged creature. Right at the center of the bed is a pair of panties. Lacy, 

cream-colored ones—just like the ones Rebecca had been strangled with. 

Wait. How could I possibly know that Rebecca’s panties had been cream-colored? The murderer had evidently flung them out of the window immediately after having garroted her. They had later been found by the police in the garden. No one, but the police and the murderer, had got to see them. 

Oh God, I have a splitting headache. I feel my brain is going to burst. 

I press my palms to my temples. Save me Lord; I’m going berserk. 

I’m dizzy and feel as if I’m going to faint. I find myself taking involuntary step backwards, like a drunkard. A sharp clonk on the head brings me back into focus. The open window sill hit my head. It has restored my consciousness. And so also my entire memory. The mind has gone into the retrospective mode. 

 After the solitary walk along the desolate moors, I bang on the front door of the Scott residence softly. Upon not receiving a response, I bang on it harder. The door opens slightly. I find it strange that Rebecca has not bolted it as she typically does. 

 I walk into the living room. Rebecca is not waiting for me on the couch. I find this strange. During the four years that we’ve been in a relationship, it has been customary for her to wait. 

 Something is wrong. Seriously wrong. I fear for Rebecca’s safety. 

 Dartmoor is notorious for bandits. Have they barged in and harmed her? 

 No, nothing in the house seems to have been touched. Is it Oscar then? Has he come to make Rebecca “pay for adultery” as he had threatened to this morning? 

 I run up the stairs straight towards the bedroom. Sounds of panting make me slow down. I proceed slowly, cautiously. The bedroom door is slightly ajar. 

 I see Rebecca’s face first. It is wafting in throes of ecstasy. Then I see a dark-haired young man on top of her. It’s Noah’s Campbell. 

 Rebecca’s not dead. She’s copulating—with another person. In essence, she is cheating on me. 

 The lovers see me. Noah straightens up, puts his clothes on and leaves without a word. 

 I’m alone with Rebecca. She is clutching a bed sheet close to her naked body. In a fit of rage, I usurp the contents of the dressing table. Lipsticks, nail paint and blush fly across the room before settling on the ground. Rebecca flinches. 

 “Noah was just a one-night stand, Ivy” she says trembling “it won’t happen again”. 

 “I’m curious to know why it happened even once” I say clutching Rebecca’s dark locks in rage. A few strands of her hair and an earring come loose. I’m too furious to care. 

 “Noah said he was in love with me” Rebecca says through clenched teeth “he has been…for years. I’d refused him over and over again. I decided to indulge him just this once….”. 

 “How many others have you ‘indulged’, bitch?” I say yanking Rebecca’s hair harder “how many others have you loved?” 

 “You are the only one that I have loved” Rebecca’s voice rings with sheer honesty. Her green eyes are as truthful as a child’s. 

 I’m too enraged to believe her. I pick up the pair of lacy panties lying on the bed. Knocked mindless with rage, I encircle them around Rebecca’s white neck. Rebecca’s eyes widen as I tighten the panties around her neck. “Please…don’t” she whispers. I continue to tighten the lacy slip of cloth around her neck, applying more and more pressure by the second. Rebecca’s face goes blue and her eyes bulge out. Her body contorts before going limp. She falls to the

 floor….dead. I heave her up and put her on the bed. I reverentially cover her body with a bed sheet. 

 Then I go into a stupor. 


***

It’s strange, the kind of tricks one’s mind can play. After having killed my beloved, my brain had evidently gone into a denial mode. It had obliterated all unsavory memories. My mind had tricked me into believing that I had  found Rebecca murdered. The police had no reason to disbelieve and arrest me. I had left no fingerprints as I had been wearing gloves that chilly evening…. 

After a brief period of grieving, I had gone back to living. I had lived freely and had enjoyed a flourishing career. A sinner like me didn’t deserve that. 

Punishment is what I deserve. And death is the only befitting punishment, even if it comes 12 years too late…

I look up at the ceiling fan. It seems strong enough to support my weight. I open Rebecca’s cupboard after more than a decade, hoping to find a veil. I get lucky. 

I tie one end of the black veil around my neck. I drag a high chair from the next room and poise it under the ceiling fan. I climb on it and tie the other end of the veil around the fan. I plan to kick the chair off in another minute. 

I close my eyes, bracing myself for death. 

Instead I hear a gunshot. And remotely remember falling into Noah’s protective arms. 


***

I wake up to find Noah sitting next to me. He is patting my fair hair. I look at him vacantly and then ask:

“You carry a gun?” 

“I am licensed to” Noah says “as this area is notorious for bandits” he pauses at and resumes “it came in handy to shoot your noose today”. 

I close my eyes for a few moments. It had all happened so fast: my preparing to kick off the chair, hearing the gunshot and falling into the “safety net” of Noah’s protective arms. 

I finally ask:

“How did you know I was going to take my life?” 

“It’s because I had planted the panties and sent you the anonymous notes hoping to….make you remember the entire thing” he says, continuing to stroke my hair. 

“You knew I’d killed Rebecca?” I ask incredulously. 

“Suspected” replies Noah “but I had no way of knowing for sure. 

Later on, going by your behavior, I figured you had lost a few disturbing memories….I was in love with Rebecca. I wanted justice for her. I was in intense mourning after her death. I was so cut up that I quit acting. But I didn’t know what to do for several years after the murder. Then a decade later, I learnt Regression Therapy. I figured out that introducing relevant stimuli might serve to retrieve your lost memories”. 

“You succeeded” I say giving Noah a ghost of a smile “I remember every single detail”. 

Noah takes my hand. We remain silent for a long time. 

“Why did you save me?” I say finally “why didn’t you just let me die?” 

Noah’s gaze softens. “That’s because I’m in love with you, Ivy” he says “more than I ever was with Rebecca. The connection I feel with you is far stronger than what I felt for her. Besides, Rebecca didn’t

reciprocate my feelings…” after a pause he says “she loved only you”. 

“I should have believed her” I say remorsefully. 

Noah doesn’t say anything. After another long bout of silence, he speaks “Ivy, both of us are still young. We also love each other deeply. Why not forget the past and move on? We could be so happy together…”. 

I shake my head. “I don’t deserve happiness anymore” I say resolutely “I want justice for Rebecca’s murder”. 

I walk to the heavy, old-fashioned telephone at the end of the corridor. And I dial 999. Noah stands behind me, crying softly. 

“Don’t cry for me, darling” I say stroking his face “I’ll finally be able to sleep again”. 

I hear the screeching of the police car. Two police officers stride in and look at me quizzically. I just nod. One of them starts to handcuff me, but the other officer stops him—apparently, as a mark of respect for my fame and status. The cops escort me to the waiting police car. 

I turn back to see Noah waving to me in his characteristic, melancholy fashion. 

The last words I hear him say to me are: “I’ll wait for you”. 

 The End


Character Profile 

Introduction: 

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…

Character Profile:

Ivan/Ivy Douglas: is the protagonist of the story. At 36, she is a star actor in Shakespearean theatre. She is beautiful, with ash blonde hair, baby blue eyes and a slender figure. Ivy suffers from insomnia. 

She is haunted at night by memories of the 11 year old brutal murder of her lover Rebecca Scott. When Ivy was a man, Ivan, casting director Rebecca had selected him to play Bassanio in her production of  The Merchant of Venice. Noting that Ivan was more comfortable wearing women characters’ costumes and delivering Lady Portia’s dialogue, Rebecca had given him the role of Portia. 

She also helps in the feminization of Ivan into Ivy. Unfortunately, Ivy

finds Rebecca murdered before they have had the chance to stage the play. 

Rebecca Scott: is the protagonist’s murdered lover. The late Rebecca was sexually attractive, with sensual green eyes, raven black hair and a voluptuous figure. At 29, she had already made a name for herself as the director of Shakespearean plays. Rebecca also owned a theatre company called Eagle Productions. When Rebecca had gone to Stratford-upon-Avon to scout for talent, she found Ivan to be suitable to play Bassanio. Rebecca eventually discovered that Ivan was more comfortable playing women characters’ roles and delivering female characters’ dialogues than males’. Realizing that Ivan was a woman trapped in a man’s body, Rebecca helped in Ivan’s feminization into Ivy. 

Oscar Scott: is the slain Rebecca’s husband. He is tall (6’3), heavily-built and has a florid complexion. Oscar is a businessman who is seldom at home. Even though he claims to love Rebecca, he doesn’t meet her emotional needs. Oscar doesn’t pay much attention to Ivan when the latter first moves into his house to be with Rebecca. 

But later on, Oscar catches Rebecca in bed with Ivy. A spat ensues between the husband and wife during which Oscar threatens to make Rebecca “pay for her adultery”. Rebecca is murdered the very night, making Oscar one of the key suspects in her murder case. 

Lydia Baker: is Ivan’s girlfriend who is also in her early 20s. Lydia is a plain-looking girl, with mousy brown hair and a broad freckle-covered face. She is kind and patient with Ivan, and offers him emotional and financial support when he is a struggling actor. Lydia is Rebecca’s first choice to play Lady Portia, but Rebecca later changes her mind and gives the role to Ivy. She thinks Lydia will be able to play Nerissa’s role better. Lydia is jealous of the close friendship between Ivan and Rebecca. After the project is shelved, Ivan moves in with Rebecca without informing Lydia. When he resurfaces as Ivy nearly four years later and tells Lydia that he is now in love with Rebecca, Lydia flies into a hysterical rage. In throes of raging envy, she vows to kill Rebecca. A huge crowd is witness to

Lydia’s words. Rebecca is murdered the very night making Lydia one of the key suspects in the murder case. 

Noah Campbell: is a man Ivy meets in Dartmoor, 11 years after Rebecca Scott’s murder. Noah is in his late thirties and is attractive in a brooding, melancholy sort of a way. He has a long sensitive face, a straight classical nose and reflective grey-brown eyes. Noah gives the impression of being some sort of an artiste, but claims to be a man of science. Ivy falls in love with the enigmatic man and eventually finds out that her boyfriend is not being completely honest with her. Ivy gradually begins to suspect Noah of having murdered Rebecca. 

Andy Port: is Ivan/Ivy’s best friend. He is a few years older than Ivy. 

Andy is an attractive man of mixed race. He has a well-built body, strong white teeth and a hearty laugh. He is also an actor. Andy is very supportive of Ivy’s professional and emotional life. He is the only one who understands the torment Ivy is going through after Rebecca’s murder, but is unable to help his friend in any way. 

Meow: is a white, Siamese tomcat presented by Noah to Ivy. Ivy is very fond of Meow. Cuddling up to him helps her sleep. Ivy is also very possessive of Meow. When she sees him copulating with a female cat, Ivy feels disgusted, jealous and enraged. 
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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 is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

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 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 traffice 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 abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

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 becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

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 fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. 

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start

hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The 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. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

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 thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

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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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)-

-soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 
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