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Chapter 1 - Bridal Switch 

Wildflowers bloomed everywhere. The wheat fields were a verdant green. And in April, the most romantic month in Italy, my childhood friend, Abigail “Abby” Earnshaw was getting married. 

Abby was a typical blushing bride. But her situation was a bit atypical. She had eloped with, and was marrying the ogle-worthy, Giovanni, who incidentally was a capo. A capo is a sort of a lieutenant who serves the boss of a particular Mafia family. 33 year old Giovanni Moretti had been ordained into the Pantelleria Mafia family 15 years ago by Bernardino Lombardi, the boss of the family. 

Bernardino had evidently inducted Giovanni into the Mafia by extracting a drop of blood from his index finger. Giovanni had remained unswervingly loyal to the boss since then. 

Much like the terrain of Sicily, Giovanni was ruggedly attractive. He was tall, swarthy and square of jaw. Giovanni had the kind of lean muscular build and primeval panther-like grace that would sweep a woman off feet. This is exactly what had happened to Abby when she had been holidaying in Sicily a couple of months ago. After a whirlwind romance, the young couple had decided to tie the knot. 

Needless to say, Abby’s family had not been told about the groom’s profession or of the prospective wedding. 

Since I had been Abby’s best friend ever since we were toddlers, she invited me to her wedding. I temporarily closed my dental clinic back in Manchester, and decided to spend some time with my bestie. 

This wasn’t the wisest of decisions for an upcoming dentist, but hey, you’ve got to go out of your way for friends! 

The friendship between me (a blonde, “angelic” blue eyed guy) and Abby (of raven-black hair and devilish green eyes) had raised eyebrows ever since I could remember. People couldn’t believe that a guy and girl could be friends without having had sex. But Abby and I were intimate in so many other ways that sex seemed superfluous. 

We shopped together, watched weepy movies and studied together (this was before Abby decided to study architecture). Often, after a rather busy day at work, Abby would head straight to my apartment and crash on my couch. I would seize the opportunity to massage her shoulders, cook up a comforting meal and give her a pedicure. 

Then, both of us would curl up on the couch and catch up with what had been happening in our lives. Or rather  her life. Abby would talk to me about the most personal of matters (PMS, problems at work, awkward details of her sex life). However, she wasn’t a great one for listening. If an occasion ever arose when I started talking about myself, Abby would brush me off with an impatient gesture. I didn’t mind. She was my best friend, after all. 

Presently, I lingered around the bride-to-be, giving her a relaxing fresh fruit facial. As the maid-of-honor, I considered it my duty to make Abby comfortable in every possible way (Even though I was a bloke, I had been bestowed with the honor of being Abby’s “chief bridesmaid”. Mercifully, I was exempted from wearing a dress, and had been permitted to turn up at the next day’s wedding dressed in a suit). After all, Abby had no other friends here. A few mafia-owned prostitutes had been selected to be the 9 other bridesmaids, but language became a barrier between Abby and the girls. They didn’t speak much English, and Abby’s Italian wasn’t yet good enough for real  communication. 

Therefore, Abby sent the other bridesmaids away. Finally, when the two of us were alone, Abby sighed and said:

“Whew, what a relief! I couldn’t concentrate with all that “Si”, “Come stai?” and “Grazie”!” 

“Hey, the girls were just trying to be helpful” I said, brushing Abby’s thick black hair “besides, since you’re going to settle in Italy anyway, you might as well get used to the language!” 

Abby turned around, supported her heart-shaped face with her palms and looked at me with her flashing green eyes. 

“No, Chris” she said enigmatically “I’m not going to settle in Italy”. 

“Huh?” I asked confused “Are you and Giovanni shifting elsewhere?” 

“No, honey” said Abby resolutely “I’m not marrying Giovanni”. 

“How could that be??!” I exclaimed, nearly bursting a blood vessel

“you’re supposed to walk down the aisle tomorrow!”. 

“Sure, I’ll walk down the aisle” replied Abby, grinning impishly “but with Lord Edgware, a couple of weeks from now”. 

“Oh my God!” I burst out, unable to believe my ears “you can’t be serious!”. 

“I am” replied Abby, her shrewd cat-like eyes flashing “I have accepted Lord Linton Edgware’s proposal of marriage”. 

At a loss for words, I simply stared at Abby. Then I went into the retrospective mode. Lord Edgware was the portly, middle-aged marquis of one of the sea side towns of England (Cornwall, Bournemouth or New Brighton, I couldn’t remember). When Abby was studying in Cambridge, Lord Edgware had been invited to be one of the guest speakers on the subject. The fiery, spirited Abby was the only one to shoot a question at the guest. Lord Edgware had answered her query soberly and to-the-point. He had maintained a stiff upper lip, but was nevertheless impressed. It took no time for the Lord to fall in love with the fiery, fresh-faced Abigail. He had, since then, pursued her gallantly and patiently, only to discover that his Lady Love was an elusive creature. Abby hadn’t accepted Lord Edgware’s proposal, nor had she rejected it downright. She had kept him hanging—until recently. The words that Abby uttered right now proved that she had put an end to her prevarication. 

“But…but Abby, you’re supposed to be marrying Giovanni!” I presently cried “when Bernardino finds out that you have ditched his favorite capo, he’s going to hunt you down and put a bullet through you”. 

“Oh, don’t worry” replied Abby complacently “by the time the old villain finds out, I’ll be safe and sound in my manor”. 

“I doubt it” I said skeptically “your wedding is scheduled for 10 am, and the earliest plane to Manchester doesn’t take off until 12 am!” 

“That’s where I need your help” replied Abby, looking intently into my eyes. 

“Anything, babe” I replied loyally “I’d do anything for you” 

“Well then, Chris” replied Abby continuing to maintain her hypnotic eye-contact “you have to marry Giovanni instead of me tomorrow”. 

Chapter 2 - The Vows

“Whoa, whoa, whoa!” I replied panicking (and therefore using a typical American expression) “how could that even be possible, Abby?! 

“It is possible as long as you don’t freak out” said my friend “both of us are more or less of the same height, have a heart-shaped face and large eyes. Besides, your face will be partially hidden by the veil, so no one will be able to tell the difference!” 

“Excuse me, but my eyes are  blue” I said empathically “they may be wide, but are of a different hue”. 

“That’s easily fixed!” replied Abby in her pert saucy voice, handing me a transparent lens case, which housed blue contact lenses. 

Along with it, the contact lens kit had a large bottle of lens solution too. 

“What about this?” I said rolling my eyes and indicating my hair. 

“Easily fixed!” replied my bestie, manifesting a wig of raven-black hair out of thin air “Just put this on, and waltz, my man”. 

“That shall never be” I replied somberly “the moment the Mafia discover I’m not you, which is going to happen sometime during the reception, they will put a bullet through my poor chest. I’d not be around for the couples’ first waltz!” 

“Oh, I’m sure Giovanni will not kill you” replied Abby in dulcet-sweet tones “Bernardino might want to, but Giovanni will take your side. 

After all, Giovanni loves me. He would never ever want my best friend to be harmed”. 

“Still, Abby, I’m not wholly comfortable” I replied uneasily “First of all, I hadn’t been too thrilled about coming to Sicily. The latest adventure you’re coaxing me to embark on is sure to yield disastrous results”. 

“Fine” said Abby crossing her arms and pouting “I take it that you don’t want to help me out”. She glared at me with her glimmering green eyes. 

I felt uncomfortable under the scrutiny of Abby’s piercing gaze. Right from the initial days of our friendship, Abby had made most of the decisions. She invariably decided where to go, what to do and how to do it. She organized our fun activities and derided my opinions, ideas and suggestions. She borrowed money and never returned it, and arrived at all odd times in my house to talk about her latest break-up. Abby had had the power to make me do whatever she wanted. She could, sometimes, be a real little bully. 

And I loved it. 

But this time she was pushing me a little too far. However, how could I deny my dear bestie anything? “Okay, hon” I said sighing “I’m in. I shall marry Giovanni instead of you tomorrow”. 

“Oh Chrissy darling” cooed Abby throwing her slender arms around me “I knew you wouldn’t ever refuse me a favor”. 


***

Before the crack of dawn the next morning, Abby was forcing me into a stifling corset. “Go easy, babe” I told my bestie “You’re going to crack one of my ribs”. 

“No, I won’t” replied Abby lacing my corset even tighter “you’re going to be the fair possessor of a tiny waist like me”. 

Abby’s words proved prophetic. The corset was so effective that it succeeded in compressing my 28 inch waist into a 22 inch one like Abby’s. Then, before I knew it, Abby had forced me into a virginal white A-line wedding dress. The lace and beads on the dress looked pretty, but its hollow back made me uncomfortable. I wasn’t used to cool air caressing my skin so intimately. However, deep inside, something within me shivered. Pleasurably. 

I thought I looked perfect, but Abby evidently didn’t. She produced a pair of false breasts (as I’d already noted, the little minx had planned things down to the last detail!) from her bag and fit them in front of my dress. 

“I don’t need those” I protested surveying the falsies that pointed in all directions “they look like a witch’s teats!” 

“No, they don’t” Abby said firmly patting the two silicone cups into place “they make you look  perfect”. 

Another word of protest was going to be wrenched from my mouth before it died in the throat. I had caught my reflection in the mirror. 

As Abby had remarked, I looked perfect. 

Nature had created many things worthy of admiration and I think that women’s breasts topped the list of wondrous creations. The luscious mounds, which came in myriad sizes, shapes, and with varying firmness levels and jiggle quotients, had a language of their own. 

They could be coy and quivering just as easily as they could be bold and audacious. Most of the breasts I had hitherto come across had been pert and saucy (Like Abby’s; her breasts were a replica of her voice). Before I begin to sound like a pervert, I shall conclude. What I’m trying to say is that I was a boob-bloke. 

And having them on my chest felt heavenly. I was a petite man, not broad of shoulder or deep of chest, hence carried a pair of breasts with panache. A thrill that I had never experienced before passed down my spine. I felt excited, fearful, elated and confused, all at the same time. 

After fitting the raven-black wig on my head and making me wear green contact lenses, Abby started to work on my face. She started with applying even foundation on my skin. Abby followed that up with talcum powder, apparently to absorb the extra shine from my skin. 

She made up my eyes with eye shadow, kohl and mascara in order to make them appear almond shaped (like hers). She applied lipstick above my lip-line to make them appear fuller. With a bit more of

painting and patting, Abby and I looked like two peas from a rather pretty pod. Only an especially perceptive eye would be able to tell the difference. 

Finally, the veil, made of net and pretty lace, was placed on top of my head. With my face partially obscured, I looked even more like Abby than I otherwise did. I hadn’t noticed that the shape of my face and that of my bestie’s was nearly the same: a perfect heart shape. 

“Wow, Chris, you look as pretty as a picture” remarked Abby

“Giovanni is sure to be bowled over!”. After making this rather flippant remark, my friend picked up her luggage and surreptitiously sneaked out of the cottage that we were put up in. I peeked outside to notice a cab waiting for Abby. The calculating little minx had sure made her arrangements. After depositing her luggage in the cab storage space, my best friend sat down in the back seat, with a liberal show of her fine legs. With a casual wave at me, she (or rather, the cab driver) soon drove away. 

Left all by myself amidst the mafia, I broke into a cold sweat. Sicily was known for its vineyards, exotic food, baroque architecture and….the mafia. Never in the 27 years of my life had I imagined that I’d meet a member of the mafia, leave alone marry one! 

I had had grand dreams for my wedding day. I had imagined being dressed in a suit and tie, and having my parents and grandparents around me. I had envisioned having my brother as my best man (though thanks to his busy schedule, Abby would probably have ended up being my best man!) and his friends as the groomsmen (I hardly had male friends of my own). And I had vividly envisaged my veiled bride arriving in an old-fashioned horse-drawn carriage and demurely walking towards me….. 

But now. Oh dear. There was no predicting what your fate had in store for you. 

At 9 am sharp, the bridesmaids came to check up on me. In their pretty lilac dresses and elaborate hair jewelry, they looked like

attractive butterflies. “Bella!” they gushed as soon as they saw me

“bellsisima!”. With my elementary knowledge of Italian, I guessed that the words meant “beautiful maiden” and “beautiful” respectively. 

“Where’s Chris?” asked Brunela “an attractive red-head in her mid thirties “He was supposed to be your best man, wasn’t he?....or was he to be your ‘maid of honor’? I’m sorry, but my English is not too good”. 

“Er…Christ had to return to Manchester” I said, trying to imitate Abby’s pert, saucy voice (and hoping against hope that it sounded authentic) “A local titled personage is one of his clients; he was forced to leave in order to attend to her”. 

“Does Chris attend to royalty?!” burst out Aida, a young mousy-haired brunette married to the Pantelleria family’s underboss, Pietro Greco “that’s really impressive….” 

“And hard to believe” Brunela completed Aida’s sentence for her. 

As relived as I was at not being detected, I found myself taking the tiniest bit of offense at Brunela’s remark. “Why’s that so hard to believe?” I asked careful to maintain Abby’s high-pitched, slightly sarcastic voice. 

Brunela hesitated “He didn’t seem….very imposing” she finally said. 

“Still waters run very deep” I retorted “Chris is modest, but a very competent guy” 

“I’m sure he is” Brunela replied with a pacifying smile. Even though I got the impression that Brunela was trying to humor me, I decided to take her statement at face value. 

“Brunela could be your maid of honor” ventured Aida timidly “she’s Bernardino’s girlfriend”. 

“No, thank you” I said empathically “No one can replace Chris. I’m happy having you girls as bridesmaids; I don’t need a  chief bridesmaid”. 

“I understand” replied Brunela in a mollifying manner. 

As if to make up for ruffling my feathers, the bridesmaids pampered me with a salami sandwich and a cappuccino, and then led me outside the cottage. They walked me a short distance to a gothic church, where Giovanni was waiting with a tall, imposing man of about fifty. “That must be the formidable Bernardino” I thought, with a mixture of awe and intimidation stirring in my chest “the boss of the family of Pantelleria who has the entire region wrapped around his little finger”. 

I studied Giovanni closely. His dark, brooding good looks were accentuated by his attire. Italians are usually impeccably dressed, so, naturally, they spare no efforts on their wedding day. For his D-day, Giovanni had chosen a crisp white shirt, a gunmetal grey tie and a dark suit that sat well on his broad shoulders. Since he hadn’t thought it necessary to shave off his trademark 4 O’clock shadow, Giovanni looked as ruggedly sexy as ever. His thick wavy black hair was slicked back with hair gel, in typical mafia style. For the second time that day, I was reminded that I was going to marry a mafia capo. 

As I was escorted over the steps of the church, Giovanni and Bernardino followed. “Buon giorno, dear” said Bernardino taking my arm and walking across the church “a very good morning to you”. His voice was so low, that it was almost a growl. I could feel the steely muscles of the mafia don’s arm even through his thick overcoat. 

“Good morning” I managed to squeak “it’s nice of you to escort me”. 

“It’s my duty, dear Abigail” replied Bernardino with coarse civility

“since your father couldn’t be here, I’m delighted to play his substitute”. 

“Grazie” I said, too overwhelmed to say anything more. 

Abby had told me that “Bernardino has a personality”. I realized the truth of those words as I silently walked alongside the man I had heard so much about. The tall, hefty Bernardino had apparently been inducted into the mafia as a mere soldier, but his chutzpah, and the readiness to carry out the gristliest of tasks, had ensured a steady rise up the family ladder. It hadn’t taken much time for the ruthless, ambitious Bernardino to be promoted to the position of a capo, and subsequently, the underboss. As the underboss, Bernardino had yielded a herculean amount of power, resolving disputes and making decisions without consulting the boss. When the boss had protested against this hegemony, Bernardino had murdered him and taken his place. And the most astounding fact was that the other members of the Pantelleria family had condoned Bernardino’s unspeakable act and had accepted him as their boss. 

“Really Abby” I thought as Bernardino walked me alongside the pews “did you have to push me into a lion’s den?”. 

Walking alongside the “lion” was a bitter-sweet experience. The church was decorated with white roses and the organ played a lovely Italian arietta. I was conscious of an elusive, enchanting fragrance that filled the air. 

Yet the obvious beauty of the church didn’t quell the sense of impending danger that rose in my chest. Awed as I was by the extravaganza around me, I was also suffused with fear. 

In spite of my trepidation, I was vaguely conscious that the pews were filled. Initially, I found it strange that only the right side of the pews were filled--with grim looking men with gelled hair and their harrowed-looking wives. It was then that I recalled that Abby hadn’t invited  her  relatives to the wedding. Those who passed off for Giovanni’s relatives were probably the mafia men and their wives. 

Really, this was a situation I had never envisaged myself stuck in. 

Dressing in drag was bad enough; getting married in front of a roomful of smugglers, racketeers and extortionists was terrible indeed. And marrying a mafia capo? That seemed so terrible that it

seemed surreal (in a bad way). Oh how I wish this was just a bad dream and that I’d wake up and snap out of it. 

But one look at the ruggedly handsome Giovanni on the altar and I knew all this was really happening. Giovanni’s face was as red as coal on fire. His lips were full and crimson. The young capo’s dark eyes fixed me with an inscrutable, penetrating gaze. I really had to applaud Abby. She had chosen a man as powerfully attractive as herself (before ditching him for the bovine Lord Edgware). 

Beside Giovanni stood a bespectacled, kindly-faced vicar with a prayer book in his hands. He looked pale and a bit off color, which had me wondering if he had been summoned by the mafia by force. 

I saw the bridesmaids and the groomsmen at the altar, arranged in a neat line like comely bean rows. As my substitute father and I proceeded up the aisle, the wedding band started playing “Here comes the bride”. The flower girl showered red rose petals on me as I made my way up the aisle along with Bernardino. Had I not been so petrified, I would have almost considered this a beautiful moment. 

Well, almost. 

I was made to stand facing Giovanni. Even with my 4 inch heels, I barely came up to his chin. I surmised him to be well over six feet tall. So acutely aware was I of the strength of Giovanni’s sinewy arms, the musk of sweat on his forehead and the woody, animal-like scent emanating from him, that, my senses reeled. I knew I wasn’t the most masculine of males, but standing in front of a hyper masculine specimen of the male species, I felt small and delicately….feminine. 

Then the vicar read a few hymns. Giovanni and I took our vows. As Giovanni took the vows expressing notions of affection, faithfulness, unconditionality and permanence, I felt my senses tingle. Giovanni’s deep, gravid voice held a quiet, yet profound love and unrivalled sincerity, which moved me.  Damn Abby, this man loves you with all his heart. Did you have to hoodwink him and run off to marry some boring, old, sheep-eyed marquis?  Abigail was something of a

mystery. The better you thought you know her, the greater the enigma she became. 

The curly haired little page boy (one of the Mafioso’s sons, no doubt) produced the rings on a silk cushion. I slipped the plain gold band in Giovanni’s finger. When Giovanni slid a more elaborately designed one into the third finger of my left hand, an ineffably potent shiver ran down my spine. My grandmother had once told me that the third finger was chosen for the purpose because a vein from the finger ran straight to the heart. I know this sound ridiculous, but the moment Giovanni slipped the bridal ring into my finger, I felt as though he had found his way to my heart. 

 “Get a grip on yourself, Chrissy boy! ” I mentally chided myself “you can’t possibly  be in love with him”. 

Oh, no. Of course I wasn’t in love with Giovanni. What I felt was just a mirage….a mere illusion born out of stress. 

After the wedding ceremony, Bernardino led Giovanni and me to a side room. Brunela followed us inside, her blaze of red hair trailing her. A suited-booted officiant in the room asked me and Giovanni to sign on the wedding register. 

It was not after I glissaded down the altar, arm-in-arm with Giovanni, did I realize that I was now married. To another man. 

Chapter 3 - Three Tiers of Red Velvet A few hours after the wedding, I got a call from Abby. Little did I know that would be the last I’d hear of my best friend, who would go on to cut, block or simply ignore my calls from that point onwards. 

Presently, Abby was full of beans. 

“Hello” she said pertly “I’m with Linton. We are to be married on April 29th”. April 29th was a week away. 

Abby had spoken only about herself. She hadn’t even bothered to ask if I was alive or sane, while being stuck in a situation that was her doing. But that was how Abby had always been. And I loved her to bits. 

“Everything is fine here; too” I said “I took the vows this morning, and haven’t been caught”. “Yet”  I added in my mind. 

“Oh, that’s good” replied Abby distantly, as if she had nothing to do with the situation I was enmeshed in “keep going”. 

“I will” I reassured her “by the way; I have to get ready for my reception”. 

“Oh great” said Abby flippantly “I won’t waste any more of your time. 

Bye” 

Before I could say “bye”, my bestie had disconnected the call. 

I forced myself to focus on the present. 

The mafia had its own arcane rituals, convoluted rules and tangled web of family loyalty. Perhaps in accordance with those, my substitute father took the initiative of sending me a red dress to wear at the reception. 

A red dress for the ceremony that followed the wedding…. “Married in red, and you’d rather be dead” lines from an archaic, old-wives rhyme ran through my head. Reprimanding myself for being morbid, I tried on the beaded glory. The dress, with its red-crystal corset, a large side bow and wedding cake-like ruffles, contrasted perfectly with my raven black wig and contact-lens adorned blue eyes. Usually I’d have dismissed such a frilly dress as a corny little girls’ fantasy, but I actually found that I was admiring myself in the puffed-up number. 

Brunela barged in unexpectedly, without even bothering to knock on the door. Aida followed her like a little tug boat following a schooner. 

I nearly jumped out of my skin, but tried not to show my anxiety. I thanked my lucky starts that I at least had my wig and contact lenses on. 

Otherwise, I’d have been in soup. I’d immediately have been exposed as a fraud and: reprimanded, shamed, flogged, branded and probably….murdered. In spite of my superficial relief, my heart thrummed, throbbed and hammered by turns. That’s because my face, though cleanly-shaven, was devoid of makeup. I wondered if my round eyes (Abby’s were almond-shaped), sharper nose and smaller mouth would give my true identity away to the two tiresome ladies, who, insisted on waiting on me hand and foot in spite of my hearty reassurances that I was capable of looking after myself. 

And the falsies. I had forgotten to stuff the goddamn falsies into my chest. As a result, it looked so flat and hollow that I was certain that my bosom would be a dead giveaway. My hands started to grow clammy. 

“You look a bit different, dear…” remarked Brunela looking at me intently. I could see that Brunela had smelled something fishy, but couldn’t put her finger on what exactly was different about me. 

“Ha ha ha…” I laughed out of sheer nervousness “I guess it’s the Sicilian weather. It’s not suiting my skin”. 

“That’s right” Aida chipped in “a change in weather could cause much damage. Besides, you must be stressed and fatigued. A wedding day could be hard for a bride”. 

Aida was married, so she had to know what she was talking about. 

Brunela didn’t seem entirely satisfied by Aida’s theory, but decided keep quiet for the moment anyway. 

I hurriedly put some make up on (mainly to make my eyes appear almond-shaped and lips appear fuller), slipped into the red high heels Bernardino had sent for me. Thankfully, Abby and I had wore the same shoe size, so that didn’t become a problem. 

By God’s grace, I also remembered to reinsert the falsies at the front of my dress. Not that I expected anyone to  especially ogle at my chest, but it was safer to present an indisputably feminine silhouette. 

Still, since I wasn’t wearing a veil like in the morning, the average observer, I was sure, could tell the difference. Abby and I shared a distinct resemblance, that was true enough, but we weren’t clones of each other! For how long would I be able to maintain this charade? 

How many moments would pass before I would be detected for good? How would the Mafioso react when they discovered that I was a fraud? Would they make me bite the bullet? Would they go after Abby, hunt her down and kill her? (Since the arm of the Mafia was long, I wouldn’t have been surprised if they managed to trace Abby and punished her for her deceit). Either way, the situation seemed to be a grim one. 

The reception wasn’t to be held at the church. It was held in a party hall situated just opposite the cottage that I occupied. I was escorted inside by the sweet Aida and the fiery, acerbic Brunela, who kept shooting suspicious glances at me every now and then. 

After walking a brief distance on a cobbled street, I was led into a huge hall. I was blinded the moment I stepped in. The red chandelier, crimson balloons and garnet-colored flooring dazzled me. 

I’d known that red was the theme of the reception, but did the mafia

boss have to take it so seriously?! But then, Bernardino was supposed to be as whimsical as he was ruthless. 

Thankfully, my gluey bridesmaids left me alone. I cast a sweeping glance across the room. Guests (the same tough-looking men and their anxious little wives), were moving around, sipping on Sicilian wine. Bernardino stood in a corner, in a lethal black suit, joking and guffawing with a couple of male guests. All of them were smoking cigars and swilling Sicilian wine. 

The lights in the room were fashionably and romantically dim. I heaved a sigh of relief. No one would know I was an impersonator. 

Not tonight, at least. 

My eyes perused the room for the person I had vowed to be with “in weakness and strength, happiness and sorrow”. In spite of myself, I had felt an electric jolt go down my spine as I had mouthed those words. The fine hairs at the nape of my neck had stood erect. Why had that been so? Why did I feel as I had actually meant the words that I had uttered? Why did I feel as if I was tied to Giovanni in an eternal, irrevocable bond? Was the power of vows so potent that you actually started believing in the words that you had mechanically spoken? 

No, that was wrong. Giovanni was Abby’s guy. But wait a minute, hadn’t my darling unethical bestie abandoned her suitor at the altar (though he was yet to realize it) and run away to England to marry an ageing, pot-bellied Marquis? So, technically, Giovanni wasn’t Abby’s man anymore. He was mine. As the realization dawned on me, a plethora of emotions started whirring in my bosom (chest -

why had I used “bosom”; a word that applies only to women?). I accepted a goblet of Sicilian wine from a waiter doing rounds of the hall with a tray, and took a long, deep swig of it. 

My eyes found Giovanni and rested on him. The sight of him in the dashing, well-fitting maroon suit brought about a sweet ache in my bosom (“bosom”, again!). Oh, why did he have to be so soulfully attractive? Giovanni’s swarthy complexion (which he had inherited

from his North African mother), thick wavy hair and intense brown eyes had a curious effect on me. I felt delighted and frightened at the same time. Delighted because I seemed to be in love; frightened because it was with a man! Yet it didn’t feel wrong: the frisson, the confusion, the ecstasy. It was almost as if I was a woman on the inside. 

My lord stood in front of a three-tiered red velvet cake. His body language (erect shoulders, straight back and legs planted firmly apart) was carefully calculated to give him a look of unshakeable confidence, yet I could discern some sort of insecurity in him. Was Giovanni only what he represented? Was he merely the hard-boiled, unethical mafia capo that he seemed to be? Was he bereft of even a shred of compassion or a trace of conscience? Was he just an obedient slave of Bernardino’s? Is violence all that there was to the man? It ostensibly seemed that way, but the heart refused to believe it (which is incredible, considering I hardly knew Giovanni). 

Something—a hint of vulnerability in Giovanni’s dark eyes and the slight quiver of his lips when he had taken the wedding vows with me

—convinced me that Giovanni, who seemed rough and tough on the outside, had a softer side buried deep within. 

Japanese people believe that every person has three faces: the first one that is presented to the world, the second that is shown to one’s friends and relatives and the third that is revealed only to oneself. 

 What sort of a private face do you show yourself, Giovanni? Is it that of a devil or an angel? 

Presently, Giovanni’s eyes turned restless. He checked his watch and looked around the room impatiently. At the moment, I realized that Giovanni was looking for Abby. 

A minor correction there. Giovanni was looking for  me. 

I approached him hesitantly, wringing my hands. I was aware that I seemed awkward, yet I couldn’t control my body language. I wasn’t Abby, the woman Giovanni had hoped to wed. I was a fraud posing as Abby (and a male fraud at that). Yet why did the heart suddenly

claim to be female? Why did I feel that even though my body was that of a male’s, my spirit was (and always had been) female? 

More pressing, practical matters presently demanded my attention. 

How was I supposed to behave with Giovanni? Even though I was Abby’s best friend, I was unaware of the personal dynamics of the relationship between her and Giovanni. How had Abby behaved with her macho lover? Had she been affectionately dominating as she was with me? Or had she chosen to be demure and submissive? Or had she and Giovanni been equals, making mutual decisions, taking an equal amount of initiative and respecting and accepting each other’s opinions? I really couldn’t say. 

I decided to play the part of the domineering Abby. “Hey, lover boy” I said, throwing my arms around Giovanni’s sturdy neck and planting a bold (or what I thought was bold) kiss on his grizzled cheek. “Hey, babe” replied Giovanni tersely “Shall we cut the cake? The guests have been waiting for a long time”. 

“Oh, have they? I’m  tremendously sorry” I said launching into an array of apologies and self-depreciatory words “I took a long time to dress. That was so thoughtless of me. I never realized I was holding up the reception. I’m so, so sorry for the inconvenience”. 

“That’s okay” replied Giovanni, clearly taken aback by the generous display of regret “they’ve only been waiting for about ten minutes. 

Besides, you’re the bride, Abby. You have every right to take your time”. 

He was so nice. My knees bobbed under my red, frilly dress. 

We held the knife and cut the cake together. As Giovanni cut a piece and held it to my mouth, I suddenly felt very shy. “No” I said putting my palm between the cake and Giovanni’s large hand “I’d rather take it by my own hand”. 

“What’s the matter, dear?” asked Giovanni, clearly puzzled by my behavior. 

“Nothing” I hastened to say “it’s just that…..oh, it’s nothing!” . 

Giovanni looked at me intently. Under this close inspection, I could feel the flush rise to my face. Giovanni’s gaze became even more penetrating. After a second, he spoke. 

“Wait a minute” said Giovanni in his low, deep voice “you’re not Abby”. 

Chapter 4 - Bernardino’s Ultimatum Waves of shock swept right through me, leaving in their aftermath the ripples of aftershock. I could feel my hands and feet go cold. The room around me started spinning. For a couple of seconds, I could hardly breathe. 

Finally, I found my voice. “What do you mean, Giovanni?” I managed to squeak meekly “who else would I be?” 

“I don’t know yet” replied Giovanni gripping my hand tightly and leading me out of the hall “but I’m soon going to find out”. 

Wordlessly, yet with quiet authority, Giovanni led me up a flight of stairs that led into a corridor towards the suites, where I knew the groom and the groomsmen were going to stay until the culmination of the wedding. He led me into his luxurious, tastefully decorated suite and closed the door shut. 

I appreciated the fact that Giovanni did so discreetly. He obviously didn’t want the entire wedding party to realize that something was wrong. 

Giovanni turned towards me. He advanced in my direction, until he was standing inches away from me. Not for the first time, I was assailed by the virile smells of hard liquor, cigarette smoke and woody cologne; all the scents that I subconsciously had loved and admired in a man. All the smells that I had silently and secretly lusted after. 

“Now tell me who you are” said Giovanni not unpleasantly, yet firmly. 

“I’m your wife, Abigail Earnshaw” I persisted. 

“You look a lot like Abby, but you aren’t her” insisted Giovanni “you smell of rose petals instead of wood smoke, your manner is sweet instead of acerbic. Abby would never ever apologize the way you did

downstairs. I’m attracted to her…I love her….but am not blind to the fact that Abby is egoistic, dominating and….sexually forward. You, on the other hand, wouldn’t even accept a piece of cake from my hand!”. He looked angry, yet touched by my apparent humility and maidenly modesty. 

“Okay Giovanni, I won’t lie to you” I said taking off my wig and contact lenses “This is who I am”. I stood in front of him, with my short blonde hair and “angelic” blue eyes. 

Whatever Giovanni had expected, it hadn’t been this. “Well, I’d be damned!” he said “It’s Chris Garfield…..in a dress!”. 

“I’m so sorry, Giovanni” I said “I didn’t mean to deceive you. It’s just that the situation was such…I had to stand by Abby. I knew what she was doing was wrong, but as her best friend, it was my duty to support her. Do try to forgive me”. 

Naked fury flashed in Giovanni’s dark eyes. He gripped my shoulders—hard. “Tell me” he said shaking me violently “where is she? Why did she do this to me?” 

“She changed her mind…about marrying you” I said feeling wretched

“Abby chose to accept another man’s marriage proposal”. Terrified that the mafia would find my friend and her new fiancé and kill them, I refrained from mentioning the name of the Lord Edgware. I also didn’t tell Giovanni where Lord Edgware was based. 

The fiery gleam left Giovanni’s eyes. They were now two dead dark stones. Giovanni plopped down on the bed, looking the picture of defeat. “Why?” he said almost to himself “why did she do this to me….when all I did was love her with all my heart?” At the moment, Giovanni looked more like a hurt little boy rather than a mafia capo. 

Had I not loved Abby so much, I would have felt immensely sorry for Giovanni. 

“I’m extremely sorry, Giovanni” I said, sitting down and patting my husband on the shoulder “I never imagined you’d be so

tremendously hurt!”. 

“Hurt?” asked Giovanni turning his shocked face at me “I’m devastated, Chris. I never  ever expected such deceit from the woman I loved”. I noticed that the blood had drained from Giovanni’s full, red lips. I felt pity stir in my heart. 

Yet I remained silent. I could think of little to say to console the broken man. 

“And the queerest part is that I’m NOW married to you” said Giovanni “--another man. I’d never have thought this would happen to me. Never  ever”. Giovanni’s eyes held a hint of tragedy rather than mockery. 

After being caught, I had expected to be spat at, shamed and humiliated, but had to face something that I’d never anticipated….romantic melancholy. 

“Me neither” I said. 

“I’m not sure if it’s illegal for two men to be married in Italy” Giovanni droned on robotically “with the pope, the Vatican and the deeply Catholic public and all that. But I vaguely remember same-sex unions having been recognized since June 5th this year”. 

“I am so sorry for what I have done to you” I said mournfully. I had fallen head over heels in love with Giovanni, but didn’t expect him to feel the same way about me. It would have been downright selfish. 

Besides, I didn’t know if the staunchly Catholic Italy allowed divorces, lest Giovanni wished to divorce me. 

“I don’t know what I should do” Giovanni said looking straight ahead of him “I’ll have to consult my master and godfather, Bernardino”. 


***


Ten minutes later, I was, in the ball room, dancing with Bernardino. In some weddings, it isn’t unusual for a bride to dance with her father; hence our action didn’t raise any eyebrows. My wig had been restored to its original place, but I had been commanded not to wear

“those hideous contact lenses”. So my eyes were what people called the original “angelic blue”. Brunela had been asked to fetch me down. She touched up my makeup without any comments, so I wasn’t sure if she had been told of my original gender identity or not. 

When she had escorted me down, with a red-faced Giovanni in tow, the guests had nudged each other and snickered. “Looks like the young newlyweds were in an unholy hurry to celebrate their honeymoon” Bernardino suggested and had proceeded to guffaw at his own wit. I hadn’t looked at Giovanni, but could feel him stiffen and blush to the roots of his dark hair. Given that I had presently been exposed as an impersonator by a dreaded mafia, I displayed more symptoms of anxiety, rather than of embarrassment. 

Presently, the song “Perhaps Perhaps Perhaps” by Dorian Day played in the background. As Doris’s crisp, sunny voice filled the air, Bernardino remarked: “Apparently, this used to be their song: Giovanni and Abby’s. Giovanni claims that it was playing at the restaurant when Giovanni had gone down on one knee and proposed to Abigail….” 

“I see” I said, not meeting the formidable don’s eyes. With our arms around each other’s necks, it was hardly possible to avoid a conversation. I tried to concentrate on the saxophone playing in between lines of the song to subdue the butterflies that were doing a jig in my stomach. 

“Abigail played a dirty little trick on my favorite capo” Bernardino continued to say in an eerily pleasant tone “and to think that an innocent-faced you were an ally to crime!” Bernardino put two fingers under my chin, lifted my face up and forced me to make eye contact with him. His eyes were a steely grey. A rather gelid chill passed down my spine as Bernardino said “You tried to pull the wool over

the eyes of the mafia, Chris” I wouldn’t have thought a mellow young fellow like you would have the nerve to do something like this”. 

“I’m truly sorry” I said with true regret “I never intended to be treacherous or to play with anyone’s feelings. It’s just that…things developed in a certain manner, and I decided to go with the flow”. 

“I don’t buy that” Bernardino scoffed “I’m sure your canny best friend had it planned to the last detail. Well, if Abigail fancies herself clever, we Pantelleria family can beat her at her own game. I’m going to ferret out that bitch from any corner of the world that she may be hiding in and put a bullet through her. I have a wide reach, right from the local burglar to the top-most politico in Britain. If Abigail thinks she can get away with something like this; well, she’s bloody mistaken!” 

My heart palpitated wildly at the prospect of any harm coming to my pert, high-spirited best friend. I went down on my knees, caught hold of one of Bernardino’s trouser-encased-legs and begged: “Please, don’t….please don’t harm my friend, Bernardino. Abby may have erred, but she’s otherwise quite guileless. Abby doesn’t deserve to die. Please kill me instead!”. 

Two couples, dancing close to us, stopped to watch. 

“Oh, please don’t create a scene” murmured Bernardino embarrassed by my public display of hysteria “people are watching. I don’t want anyone coming to know of this horrendous episode. 

Giovanni holds a position of great respect among the Pantelleria mafia and can’t afford to risk public humiliation. People should never know that Abby ditched him. They must be under the impression that he instead chose to marry another woman. You must play your role in such a scenario”. 

“Well then” I lifting myself up and regaining my poise “do you promise not to harm Abby?” 

“Well, she has hoodwinked the mafia, and that’s quite a herculean crime” replied Bernardino “but if you insist, I could desist from ordering my men to look for her. 

“Oh thank you, that’s very generous of you” I burst out as Bernardino and I continued to waltz to the music “you could take my life instead of Abby’s”. I looked into Bernardino’s steely eyes and gave him a small sad little smile. 

“Contrary to the stereotypical views you hold, Chris” sniggered Bernardino “we Mafioso don’t go around killing people at the drop of a hat. What do we say when people ask where Giovanni’s pretty new wife is? No, putting a bullet through you is not an option”. 

“Then what is the solution to this…to this rather sorry situation?” I asked confused. 

Giovanni lifted a calloused hand and stroked the side of my cheek. 

“Chris” he said “Has anyone told you that you’re ‘beautiful’ instead of

‘handsome’?” 

“What” I asked blinking confusedly “…are you talking about?” 

“Well, I’m not one for beating around the bush” replied Bernardino

“and hence will come straight to the point. Look Chris, Giovanni needs a wife, not a husband. We’ll have to modify your body to make you a woman. You shall be called “Concetta” after having undergone HRT (Hormone Replacement Therapy) and SRS (Sex Reassignment Surgery). Concetta literally means ‘Pure’ and I believe you are rather virginal (he chuckled). We can tell people that Giovanni’s new bride is called Concetta. Public memory’s short. They’ll soon forget Abigail”. 

“Are you crazy?” I asked alarmed “I certainly am not going to change my gender!” 

“Well, then Abigail will have to lose her life” replied Bernardino evenly. 

I stopped for a minute and thought of Abby’s devilish green eyes, her pert saucy voice and never-say-die spirit. I couldn’t bear the concept of life being snuffed out of such a lively, animated creature. The other option Bernardino had offered to me was infinitely preferable. 

“Ok Bernardino” I replied “I choose to become Concetta”. 

Chapter 5 - The Mafioso Wife Becoming Concetta entailed wearing sexy women’s clothes sent by Bernardino and visiting to Dr. De Luca, a young doctor in cahoots with the mafia, and getting an estrogen injection. After about ten days, I felt a stinging persistent pain in my nipples. Initially, I ignored it. After all, nipples were just superfluous parts of a man’s body, which had no utility value. However, over a period of time, the pain became so persistent that I was forced to acknowledge and worry about it. 

One day, when I was changing into a cream see-through dress, I noticed two conical projections on either sides of my chest. Over the next three months, they started gaining mass. In six months, my breasts were as ripe and mature as any genetic female’s. Also, I could swear that my areolas were larger and darker than before. I blushed to notice tiny bumps around them; they made my chest look sexier and more realistic than any woman’s that I had slept with! As if this wasn’t enough, my nipples became long, turgid and distended and showed through any goddamn dress I wore. Needless to say, I was highly embarrassed. 

 Drat, Abby. You sure put me in a spot! I’m literally becoming  your maid of honor, or rather, matron of honor now that I am married. 

Other changes became apparent over the period of two years. The muscle mass in my body decreased and the fat content increased, just like in females. I hadn’t been too muscular to begin with, but right now, I had embarrassingly wide hips, a skinny waist and a conspicuously rounded derriere. Also, my testicles had considerably reduced in size. I had never consciously thought of having children; I had taken it for granted that I would be having them one day as a father. But now, with that possibility taken away from me, I felt miserable. 

 Damn, Bernardino. You sure are succeeding in transforming me into Concetta. 

The only positive thing that came out of HRT was that my skin became smoother and silkier than before. With laser treatment and estrogen pumped into me regularly, my body and face became practically hair free. When my hairless groin rubbed against the sexy silky dresses Bernardino had sent for me, I realized that I didn’t mind being Concetta as much as I had thought. 


***

Had I ever dreamt of a partner, it was of someone who worked hard to earn a respectable living. The kind of work my husband was into was the subject of some agony to me. The mafia was built on the foundation of intimidation and illegality. They extorted “protection fees” from the small stores, restaurants and manicure parlors in the area, offering so-called protection from criminal gangs and the illegal nature of their activities (just in case the owners were doing something illegal). The irony of the matter was that the Pantelleria family was itself the criminal outfit that they had warned the businesses to be wary of. So what my husband and his cronies were doing, in essence, amounted to extortion. As one of the capos of Bernardino, Giovanni directly bullied and threatened the business owners into paying up. This is something that I felt immensely ashamed about. 

Giovanni also monitored the several gambling dens owned by the Pantelleria family. The Pantelleria family was so ambitious that they pretty much bet on anything under the sun, be it horses, sports or anything else. During my long stint as a mafia wife, I also learnt that the Pantelleria family grew and manufactured drugs: pot, cannabis and hashish. Giovanni played an active role in the distribution and smuggling of drugs; he went on frequent trips abroad to enable the Pantelleria family drugs to cross border lines. 

I’d felt extremely troubled when I’d seen Giovanni and a few other men from the mafia barge into a little Sicilian cottage and

unconscientiously throw the family’s belongings out. The man of the house, his poor blanched wife and weepy, snotty-nosed little children had come rushing out, begging and pleading with the men to stop the chaos. 

The sight of the hapless family moved me to such an extent that I had made a personal appeal to my husband to spare the family

“Please Giovanni” I beseeched “Don’t do this to them….how will they manage with two little children and no roof?” 

“You keep out of this, Concetta” replied Giovanni gruffly, but not unkindly “it’s been two years, yet they haven’t been able to repay the loans lent by Bernardino”. 

“How could they possibly” I reasoned “when Bernardino charges unrealistic amounts of interest?! This is loan-sharking, Giovanni, it isn’t at all fair!” 

Giovanni didn’t castigate, slap or abuse me. Instead, he looked far away into a distance, refusing to meet my eyes. Keeping his gaze averted, he said:

“I am just a capo, Concetta. I just follow orders”. 

It may not have been a humungous thing to cheer about, but I was soothed to note that Giovanni’s heart wasn’t into what he did for a living. It was heartening to note a speck of conscience in a man that an average person would have dismissed as a callous, heartless beast. Once again, I was assailed by feelings of affection and possessiveness that I’d felt for Giovanni on the day of our reception. 

My husband’s present reaction corroborated my belief that even though Giovanni appeared rough and tough on the outside, he had a soft mushy heart stowed away somewhere within that deep, sexy chest. 

I was allowed to be a typical housewife. I cooked, cleaned, scrubbed and did my best to keep our modest-sized cottage impeccably clean. 

I threw away the sensual, revealing clothes that Bernardino had

given me and instead, chose to wear sensible peasant tops and modest knee-length skirts. Sometimes, I wore long round-necked dresses that came up to my ankles and teamed them with flat sensible sandals. At 5’6, I felt considerably tall and didn’t need the extra inches bestowed by hazardous high-heels to lend me the extra chutzpah. I wore my longish golden hair in tight curls and applied the slightest hint of mascara to my large, blue eyes. Otherwise, I was makeup free. 

Aida told me that I was so beautiful that I didn’t require even a speck of makeup. The very day, I appraised myself in the mirror to realize that Aida wasn’t engaging in false flattery. My complexion, which had always been great, was rendered smoother and silkier by the frequent shots of estrogen that I received. Laser hair removal (during the initial days of my feminization) and Hormone Replacement Therapy had made my skin so utterly free of all traces of hair that I began doubting the authenticity and veracity of my memories of having had facial and body hair. It felt so distant….having facial hair, coarse skin and big testicles that I began doubting if I was ever born a male. 

But the penis still remained. Dangling from my crotch, it became an ugly, grotesque reminder of who I once was, but didn’t want to be anymore. It had been an integral part of my life once, but I could no longer relate to it. In a desperate attempt to forget its existence, I wore tight briefs and threw myself into housework. 

I cooked well enough to give any Italian housewife a run for her money. I became an expert at making the  Caponata, a tasty Sicilian salad made with aubergines , olives, capers and celery. The mafia men and their families also flocked our cottage to taste my  Panella (a thin paste made from chickpeas that is served fried),  Crocche (fried potato dumplings made with cheese, parsley and eggs) and Finnochio con sarde (fennel with sardines). 

As for Giovanni, he relished the breads, pizzas and pastries I made. 

Like any conventional housewife, I maintained the house, whipped up a great meal and served it to Giovanni when he returned home

after a tired day. But while Giovanni generously appreciated the piping hot temperature, the taste and the texture of the food I cooked, he seldom ever offered me a personal compliment. All he did was wipe his mouth after a meal, mutter a polite “Buono notte” 

(good night) and retire to his room. Although I had frequently fantasized, Giovanni didn’t carry me off to the bedroom and give me the great shag that would leave me panting and begging for more. In fact, ever since we were married, he hadn’t as much as laid a finger on me. Bernardino and the other mafia men and their wives/girlfriends evidently assumed that Giovanni and I had a normal sex life like any other married couple. They often made bawdy suggestive comments and teased us. During these times, Giovanni barely responded. However, I would notice the nape of his dusky neck grow crimson and often wondered what emotion provoked this sort of a physical reaction from him. 

In a desperate bid to attract Giovanni attention towards me, I tailored the necklines of my tops to plunge a bit lower and pushed the hemlines of my skirts up by an inch or two. I also tried wearing high heels to appear taller. 

However, Giovanni remained oblivious to my feminine charms. I did my best, yet Giovanni remained as unsusceptible as ever to my sex appeal. What was I lacking that made my husband shun me so? Or did the fact that I had an extra appendage bother him? Oh yes, Giovanni didn’t wish to fuck me because I had a penis. Stupid me, I should have realized earlier. Which man in his right mind would want to sleep with a woman with the same organ as him? Probably a freak or a fetishist. And Giovanni Moretti came across as neither. I didn’t know whether to feel happy that my husband wasn’t a deviant, or feel hurt that he was rejecting me as a wife. Whoever said life comprised of only black and white? It was a shade blue, a shade grey and a shade red. Life in the mafia especially comprised the aforementioned shades. 

One day, when I was clearing the tables after dinner, we had a visitor. It was none other than Bernardino Lombardi. He strode in

with the entire force of his tall, gargantuan personality. Giovanni, who was resting in his room, came out and received his boss with reverential kisses on both cheeks (in Italy, it isn’t unusual for straight men to kiss). However, I sensed a bit of nervousness in my husband. 

It was extremely rare for Bernardino to visit any of his subordinates. 

I dropped my work mid-way and went to receive the godfather. 

“Hello, Concetta, how’s life as a mafia wife?” Bernardino amiably asked, taking a puff off his cigar every now and then. 

“It’s wonderful, sir” I said briefly, but courteously. 

“Well Concetta, since you do little else but look after the house, I have an offer for you” said Bernardino “I’m sure you’ll find it enjoyable”. 

“Housework keeps me busy 24x7, but I guess I can balance another job” I replied candidly. 

“Well Concetta, I want you to manage one of our Relaxation Spas” 

said Bernardino. 

The order came as a shock to me. I knew enough of the workings of the Pantalleria Mafia to know what a “Relaxation Spa” meant. It was simply another word for a whorehouse, where girls were forced to sleep with customers for money. The most pathetic part about the whole thing was that the girls got to keep only 20% of what they earned. Bernardino confiscated 80% of their earnings in return for food, shelter, clothing and protection from the police and rowdy customers. 

In my opinion, this was the worst human rights violation. And by asking me to be the madam of one of his brothels, Bernardino was actually asking me to be a part of the atrocities. 

No, this was unacceptable. I couldn’t be a part of something so wrong. 

“No Bernardino” I said firmly “I cannot do it”. 

“It’s not a request, Concetta” replied Bernardino, his steely grey eyes glinting coldly “It’s an order”. 

“I can’t do it!” I protested. 

“If you don’t want to be the madam, you’ll have to be one of the sex workers” said Bernardino savagely “transsexuals are very much in demand too. Tell me, Concetta, would you fancy banging men for bucks?! Have them insert their shafts into your--” Bernardino’s voice held a hint of mockery. 

“Concetta will be the madam of the spa” Giovanni cut in quickly “she accepts your first offer”. 

“Giovanni, I….” I started to protest. 

“Concetta, it’s an order” said Giovanni with feigned authority “as your husband and a well-respected capo, I command you to be the madam of the relaxation spa”. 

“As you say, Giovanni” I said, demurely bowing my head. I was saddened at the prospect at having to aid in the exploitation of other women, but also elated that my husband dreaded the prospect of my being coerced to work as a prostitute. Giovanni liked me more than he cared to admit, after all. 


***

The brothel was teeming with Nordic Ukrainian women with green eyes and long blonde hair, statuesque North-African beauties with ebony skin and dark eyes and attractive long-limbed Columbian girls. 

All of them were bi-products of deceit; the mafia employed pimps who brought foreign women to Italy, promising them jobs as waitresses and au pairs. However, once the girls were brought here they were forced into prostitution. Their resistance and willpower was broken through systematic rape by the pimps. 

It was the most atrocious thing in the world, and I was being a part of it. My job entailed taking flattering photographs of the women and discreetly advertising them on the internet. I also had to wash stains of body fluids off the bed sheets and check the laundry basket for used condoms (lest they interfered with the smooth operation of the laundry machines). I was also in charge of fixing phone appointment for customers. During the course of my duty, I encountered a quite a few perverts who wanted to know every little detail about the girls like the shape of their feet, the kind of bras they wore and their personal grooming habits (this included questions as blatant as to whether the prostitutes shaved or merely trimmed their public hair). I found answering these intimate sorts of questions extremely embarrassing, but did it as it was expected of me. 

I worked in a professional manner, but the nature of my job distressed me. When I came home at the end of the day, I felt so filthy that I washed and scrubbed myself for minutes. At the end of the thorough bathing, I still felt dirty. It was then I realized that the grime I felt wasn’t physical, but psychological. It manifested because of taking part in an activity that made me feel nauseous. 

One particularly traumatic day, when I had accidentally witnessed kinky sex between a customer and one of the girls, I couldn’t sleep. I scrubbed myself raw for hours, before throwing my exhausted self on the bed. I tried to shut my eyes and prayed for sleep to take over, yet the disturbing image of the depraved male getting the girl to walk around the room on all fours like a farm animal before fucking her, kept barging into my vision. Dear God, so many perversions existed in the world and I hadn’t even been aware of them….up to this point. 

Before I knew it, I was sobbing. Salty tears ran down my cheeks in an unchecked deluge. I cried quietly for several minutes, before I felt a presence. Someone else was in the room. 

I turned to see it was Giovanni. I’d expected to see exasperation in those dark eyes, instead I saw empathy. 

“Couldn’t sleep?” he asked patting me on the shoulder. 

“No” I sobbed “I….”. A fresh bout of weeping prevented me from saying any more. 

“I know it can be difficult” said Giovanni baring his soul to me for the first time “it was for me too. But when my parents were dead, and I had no one else in the world, Bernardino inducted me into the mafia. 

I hate what I do, but stick around out of a sense of loyalty to the man who put food on my plate”. 

“I understand” I said looking deep into Giovanni’s soulful dark eyes “I know this isn’t a way of life you would have willingly chosen”. 

“Oh, Concetta” said Giovanni, touching the side of my face tenderly

“you are so pure and compassionate, just like your name”. 

Giovanni’s voice was thick with emotion; his eyes heavy with desire. 

He was looking intently at my mouth. Giovanni’s own lips moved towards it. Our lips met in what I think were the most heavenly kiss ever. 

I had been accepted by my beloved. Life seemed bearable now. 

Chapter 6 - Little Evelyn

A decade went by in a jiffy. At 37, I was even more attractive than I had been in my late twenties. I had filled out a bit and appeared more voluptuously attractive than before. But most of all, I had acquired the poise, grace and confidence that I had lacked in my younger years. The best thing about growing older is that you come into your own. 

At 60, Bernardino retained the same strength and stamina as he had in his younger days. Brunela had left him and chosen to become a nun, but that apparently hadn’t bothered Bernardino even a little bit. 

Aida confided that Pietro had started chomping at the bit because

“the old man was still growing strong”. The go-getting underboss of the Pantelleria family had waited for years for Bernardino to relinquish his power and hand it over to himself. However, much to Pierto’s chagrin, Bernardino displayed no sign of giving up his power. 

Like seasoned wine, Giovanni had only got better with age. At 43, he was oozing with more sex appeal than he had a decade ago. He had grown stronger, leaner and more feline-like in his movements. 

Giovanni had started growing grey at the temples, which gave him a seductively distinguished look. Very often, I observed women—mere girls, really—throw themselves at him, but my husband was the least interested in humoring them. During these times, when he found himself to be the center of female attention, Giovanni shot me a tragic-comic “Please rescue me” look that I found tremendously amusing. 

The decision to undergo SRS was wholly mine. I can’t explain the psychology behind it, because I myself am not too sure why I went for entire sex change. It may be because, after an entire decade of pretending to be a female, I wanted to be a “complete” one. It could be because I had started loathing the grotesque penis that hung from my crotch. It seemed so….unaesthetic, so unnecessary. 

After 10 years of HRT, I didn’t ejaculate anymore. I had never been an oversexed male creature, but had now lost even remnants of desire for women. Giovanni was the only one I desired. To come to think of it, I think I underwent SRS so that Giovanni could finally have a  real wife. Not a  wife with a penis. 

After two operations, one functional and the other for aesthetics, I finally got a tight world-class vagina. Parts of my penis were used to create the labia. The first few weeks after the operation were cumbersome and difficult, requiring careful post-operative care, yet the thought that I’d finally be able to please my husband with a vagina kept me going. 

Giovanni. I would give my life for him. Renouncing my penis was but a small thing. 

Six weeks after SRS, I was back at work at the brothel. I had returned to the disgraceful job of taking photographs of the hapless women, washing bed sheets that contained the stains of original sin and ferreting out used condoms from the laundry basket. About 13

weeks after vaginoplasty, Dr. Ricci, my middle-aged toothy-smiled surgeon, advised me to reduce dilation to just once a day. She also discreetly suggested that I get myself a boyfriend. 

“It works better than dilation” Dr. Ricci said with a naughty little wink

“where there’s love, there’s no need for a lube”. 

“I’m married, Dr. Ricci” I steadily said, while battling with the mixed feelings bubbling within me “I don’t need to hunt for a boyfriend”. 

Even though Giovanni and I had been married for a good ten years now, our marriage hadn’t been consummated. Except for that one spontaneous kiss we had shared 8 years back, the two of us had had no physical contact. I went about my job, so did Giovanni. After I came home from work, I made Giovanni a mind-blowing  Arancine (fried rice balls that I stuffed with lean meat), both of us shared the meal, muttered a polite “buono notte” to each another and went off to sleep in our respective bedrooms. Even though Giovanni and I was a happily married couple in every sense of the term, we hadn’t had

sex. But what I regarded as physical rejection of me on Giovanni’s part caused me some heartache. 

“Of course, you are” Dr. Ricci’s brisk voice brought me back to the present. She was intently peering into a register, from over her bi-focal glasses “Our records here say that you’re a  Mrs. Moretti”. 

“Indeed I’m” I confirmed. 

“Well  cara (dear), I suggest that you and your husband restart sexual activity as soon as possible” said Mrs. Moretti in a maternal fashion

“sex will not only be good for your relationship, but for your organ as well”. 

I was embarrassed by Dr. Ricci’s direct reference to intimacy, but managed a small nod. “Restarting” was an inapt word to use in this context because my esteemed husband and I hadn’t  even  started having sex. Here I was, 37 years old, married for the past 10 years to the most handsome man that I had clapped my eyes on, but was still a virgin! I had never had the opportunity to have sex as a woman as yet. I wondered if anyone else in the world was trapped in the same unusual, bizarre situation that I was in. 

When, I reached home, I found the door open. I let myself inside to find that the entire house had been decorated with candles. Our modest front room couches had been reupholstered with plush willow-green material. The air was fragrant with the smell of vanilla and romance. 

Giovanni sprang out of nowhere with a tray in hand. “Surprise!” he said opening the lid and displaying the contents of the tray to me. I was delighted to be greeted by the sight of a sumptuous-looking vanilla cake with “Happy Anniversary!” etched on it in chocolate icing. 

“Oh, I’d almost forgotten” I said slapping my forehead hard and biting my tongue. 

“You may forget” replied Giovanni gazing at me in a way that turned my knees into jelly “but I never shall”. He was wearing an exquisitely-tailored bottle green shirt and well-fitting black trousers. I didn’t know which appeared more delicious: Giovanni or the cake. 

Giovanni laid the cake on the coffee table and put his arms around my waist. My arms automatically flew up to and encircled Giovanni’s virile neck. We stood staring into each other’s eyes for what seemed like an eternity. 

Giovanni then took possession of my mouth. He kissed me with full force of his passion; entering, exploring and probing my mouth with his tongue. His grizzly jaw brushed against my cheek, arousing long-dormant passions in my groin region. 

When he pulled away, I heard myself let out a slow, sorrowful moan. 

Giovanni kissed me again and ravaged my mouth in a way that I welcomed. Dear God, this felt so good. And I had dreamt of this moment for an eternity. 

Giovanni’s mouth moved to other regions of my body. He lightly kissed my ear and blew hot air into it. His gentle yet inquisitive kisses explored my jaw, neck and clavicle. Presently, Giovanni lifted his eyes to meet mine and said “You taste of….distant spices….distant and exotic spices….” he tailed off. 

“And what do I smell like?” I asked in a voice thick with desire. 

“Rose petals” replied Giovanni briefly. 

I wanted to tell him what he smelt and tasted like. He smelt of cigarette smoke, hard liquor and musky cologne. He tasted of distant woods in the darkness. I was going to articulate the above, but stopped as I felt his hands move down my waist and clasp my buttocks silhouetted against my sky-blue velvet dress. Before I could utter another word, Giovanni picked me up in his arms and took me to his bedroom. Once there, we stood for a long time, with my back pressed to him. Giovanni cupped and handled my breasts in a

rough, possessive way that I liked. His hands slid beneath to my stomach. He hitched my dress a bit, pulled down my panties and fingered me for a long time. I could feel his throbbing erection against my buttocks. 

Finally, when he knew I was ready, Giovanni pulled my dress over my head, revealing my creamy bra. He gently unhooked it and spent some time admiring my naked body. When his eyes were sated, Giovanni carried me over to the bed and made me lie down on it. 

Presently, he began to undress. Giovanni stripped himself down to his underwear, giving me a liberal glimpse of his beautifully-toned torso. The coils of matted hair on his chest drove me mad with desire. I had to bite my lip hard to stop myself from begging Giovanni to take me. Instead, I just waited. 

Giovanni finally divested himself of his underpants. Christ, he was huge. After what seemed like an eternity, my handsome lord walked over and took entire possession of me. An ecstasy that I had never known suffused me as he filled me up. Once he was snugly sheathed inside me, we moved together as one, to the rhythm of the universe. 

Over the next eight hours, Giovanni and I were busing sating our appetites. And the vanilla cake was eaten only the next morning. 


***

I was on Cloud Nine the next morning. Yet, in spite of the sexual appetite Giovanni had displayed, he hadn’t uttered those three magic words my ears ached to hear. “I love you”: the three simple words, which would have made all the difference in my life. 

I had, by default, sacrificed my entire past. When Abby had asked me to take her place as the bride at her wedding all those years ago, little did I guess how dramatically my life would change. After having been caught, I had expected to be shot. Alternately, I had expected to be castigated, threatened and humiliated, but ultimately let off with

a stringent warning. Little did I realize that the last-minute replacement would be the beginning of my metamorphosis: The starting of shedding of my old identity and growing into a new one. 

I had transformed from Chris to Concetta; I had become a female instead of a male. In the beginning, this drastic change in gender identity had brought about guilt and confusion, but soon I learnt to be comfortable with, and even love the change. Apart from a change in gender identity, there had also been a shift in professional identity. I had transmogrified from being a respectable dentist to a madam in a brothel. The most surprising of all events was that I was now a mafia wife. I had got accustomed to rules and rituals I hadn’t in my wildest dreams imagined would become a part of my world. 

Besides, I had to forget my old family: my mother, father and elder brother. According to “Omerta” or the mafia code of silence, you couldn’t talk to anyone about the activities of the mafia (this mostly meant legal authorities, but I extended “Omerta” to include my family). “Omerta” wasn’t the only reason I wished never to contact my family again. It was my gender change. I knew my family well enough to realize that they would never come to terms with it. 

Therefore, ever since I had become a mafia bride as a result of my BFF’s capriciousness, the Pantelleria mafia was the only family I had. 

And Giovanni was my world. I had spun my entire identity around being his wife; I prided myself on it. I had, with certain stoicism, even come to accept the kind of work he did; it didn’t bother me as much as before. Besides, I wasn’t even disturbed by the nature of my own profession. People like Giovanni and I merely discharged the duties expected of us as diligently as possible. 

Soothed by the realization that I was a mere cog in the entire mafia wheel, I went to work as usual. I went through half a day washing bed sheets, checking the laundry baskets and fixing appointments for customers. It was a usual slightly shocking day, replete with naked girls walking around and painting each other’s nails. 

A little girl with raven black hair and attractive green eyes was brought in by Aida. The child didn’t speak any Italian, and was obviously foreign. Going by her solid, sensible build, I dubbed her to be a Briton like myself. I estimated the girl to be about six or seven years old. 

“Aida” I addressed Pietro’s wife “who is she?” 

“Oh, she’s a missing child” replied Aida not meeting my eye

“Bernardino found her wandering the streets of Pantelleria and rescued her. He instructed me to leave her here until we find her parents”. All this Aida said in Italian. Ten years of living in Sicily among people who spoke only functional English ensured that I too became an expert in the Italian language. Most of the time, I spoke to the locals in it. I could both speak and understand the local language. 

“Your body language proves that you aren’t speaking the truth” I said grabbing Aida’s wrist “what’s the matter, Aida. Who’s this child?” 

“I don’t know!” replied Aida getting hysterical and trying to wrench her wrist free from my vice-like grip “please don’t torture me like this!”. 

“There is something wrong” I said tightening my grip on Aida’s wrist

“I first suspected, now I’m sure. You have to tell me what the matter is. What’s a little girl doing in a notorious prostitution den?” 

“Well, the Buffalo Brothers are here” replied Aida as if the fragmented sentence explained all the shady happenings. The Buffalo Brothers, I knew, were La Cosa Nostra, that is the American Mafia. To explain the obvious, they operated in Buffalo in America. 

“Why?” I asked perplexed. 

“The Buffalo Brothers and Bernardino plan to collaborate on a loan-sharking project” replied Aida “therefore; Bernardino wants them to be kept in good humor. 

“What does that have to do” I said with a long exasperated sigh “with your bringing an underage girl to a brothel?” 

“Well, apparently one of the American mafia brothers has a thing for young girls” replied Aida close to tears “to appease him, Bernardino has had this child abducted by Pietro”. 

I couldn’t breathe for an entire minute. When I could, I asked. 

“Where did he abduct her from?” 

“I don’t know!” replied Aida getting hysterical again. 

“You have to tell….you have to tell me, Aida!” I said shaking the fragile young woman by the shoulders “we both know this is a heinous crime….you’re a good person: please awaken your conscience!”. 

My words seemed to awaken Aida’s dormant conscience for she said: “the child was abducted from the Erica square, next to the Mediterranean luxury hotel. Apparently, she’s the daughter of a well-to-do Englishman and was holidaying here with her father. 

Bernardino initially ordered Pietro to abduct her only for ransom, but when he discovered one of the Buffalo Brother’s deviations, he wished to appease him by offering this child to the pervert. That way Bernardino intends to kill two birds with one stone!” 

“Oh my God, that’s barbaric!” I said “we can’t let it happen!” 

Aida merely, stood in a corner of the room, with tears in her large brown eyes. “Yes” she finally said mutely “but what do we do?” 

“I don’t know…” I muttered, and then kneeled down and patted the little girl’s cheeks. The recent turn of events had left her unsettled for she was crying. “I want to go back” she said in between sobs “I want to go back to daddy”. 

“You will, sweetie” I replied wiping away the child’s tears with a handkerchief “for that we’ll need to know your daddy’s name”. 

“Edgware” replied the girl “Lord Linton Edgware”. 

I couldn’t believe my ears. But then, the little girl’s words shouldn’t have come as a great surprise to me. She, after all, had Abby’s raven black hair and attractive green eyes. But otherwise, the child had florid features. She obviously resembled her father whom I had never seen. 

“Lord Linton Edgware?” I presently checked. 

“That’s right” the little girl clarified “Lord Linton Edgware, the marquis of New Brighton”. 

“And your mother’s name is….?” I tailed off. 

“Lady Abigail Edgware the child replied with a dignity that belied her tender years. 

The mention of my best friend’s name brought old memories back. 

Pert, saucy Abby with her impish eyes and domineering ways! Yet how I had loved her! She had been my primary reason for living…

until the entire Sicilian episode occurred. After the brief phone call on the night of my reception, Abby had cut off all contact with me. Yet I wasn’t bitter. I loved her as much as I did before. 

“And what’s your name, little lady?” I asked my best friend’s daughter. 

“Evelyn” the sweet thing replied. 

I gathered Evelyn in my arms and showered her with kisses. Yet I didn’t tell her that her mother and I used to be bosom buddies. That’s because Chris had been Abby’s friend, and I was now Concetta. And I dubbed the technicalities and nuances of sex change too complicated for a girl of six or seven to grasp. 

Evelyn seemed a bit perplexed by the aggressive display of affection. Yet she didn’t seem to mind my loving overtures. 

I released Evelyn from my bear hug and turned to Aida “I’ll go to….Luxury Hotel and hand Evelyn over to her dad” I said resolutely. 

“Concetta…please don’t!” cried Aida embracing me tightly “If Bernardino finds out, he’ll get you murdered!” 

“I don’t care, Aida” I told my concerned friend “Abigail’s daughter’s safety is more important to me than my own life!”. 

“You need not go, Concetta” said a low, familiar voice from behind me “I’ll take Evelyn to her father”. 

Aida and I turned towards the speaker. Giovanni stood in the doorway, looking more determined than I had ever seen him. 

“I came here to tell you something important” he said addressing me

“and I overheard all this. All this is clearly wrong. And….” Giovanni paused for the minutest second before continuing “I’m just not saying this because Evelyn is an ex-lover’s daughter. I’ve always felt very strongly about child prostitution. I’m otherwise a soulless bastard, but I can’t let this happen!”. 

“And I can’t let anything happen to you!” I said not bothering to hide my feelings for Giovanni “If something happens to you, I shall die!” 

“Concetta” said Giovanni giving me a train ticket to Venice “you’ve got to leave as soon as possible. Once you get off the train, get yourself a Vaporetto ticket to Giudecca Island. I have booked an apartment for you in a monastery. I’ll request a friend of mine to receive you there….” He paused and awkwardly added “please try to live there happily, without any worries”. 

“You’re asking me to leave without you” I said gazing at the ticket in my palm “why?” 

“There’s no time to explain!” replied Giovanni hyperventilating

“please leave, Concetta!” 

“No, I shall not!” I replied obstinately “I won’t leave until you tell me the reason!” 

“It is too unsavory to talk about!” said a tormented Giovanni. 

“Out with it!” I dictated. I realized that in 10 years of married life, this is the first time I had raised my voice at my husband. 

“Very well” replied Giovanni harangued “one of the depraved Buffalo Brothers wants Evelyn. The other wants  you! Apparently, he fell for you when he saw you returning home from the market. And my esteemed  boss has promised you to him”. It was hard to miss the anger in Giovanni’s voice. He stopped, and then continued “I thought Bernardino respected me. That’s the least I could expect after my years of unswerving loyalty to him. Obviously, I’m wrong. He cares too hoots for me or for anybody else. However, it’s my duty to protect my wife. Therefore, I beg you, Concetta, please leave as soon as possible!”. 

I stood gazing into my husband’s eyes. He had spoken only of duty, but not of love. 

“Go, Concetta” Giovanni urged “please”. 

“Giovanni, buy yourself a train ticket too and go with Concetta” Aida spoke unexpectedly “I’ll take Evelyn to her father”. 

“No!” replied Giovanni “I can’t possibly get  you  into trouble, Aida!” 

“Giovanni’s right” I chipped in “we can’t let you get caught!”. 

“Oh, I won’t” Aida replied confidently “even if I do, I have a bulletproof vest”. 

“Bulletproof vest??” muttered Giovanni and I simultaneously. Our tones betrayed our incomprehension of Aida’s words. 

“Pietro” replied Aida smirking “he’ll let nothing happen to me. If the strong Pietro has a weakness, it’s me. Pietro will protect me from Bernardino even if I happen to get caught”. 

Aida’s words made sense. Pietro indeed worshipped his wife. 

“Are you sure?” asked Giovanni. 

“Absolutely” replied Aida smiling “now you guys hurry before Bernardino gets his dirty large paws on you”. 

Chapter 7 - Revelations and Resolutions With its canals, piazzas, domes and glided spires, Venice was indeed paradise on earth. Giovanni and I reached the city early next morning and took a vaporetto to Giudecca, an island situated south of the central islands in Venice. It was night by the time Giovanni and I reached Giudecca and we discovered it to be a quiet, residential area of mostly working class housing with some sophisticated apartments and independent houses. Giovanni and I chose to rent an apartment in a monastery, not because the rent was nominal, but owing to the fact that the huge place, teeming with people of the lower-income strata (or alternately, those living on state benefit), helped us blend inconspicuously with the surroundings. As we had discussed on the way to Venice, Giovanni and I planned to lead a simple life, away from the dirt and grime of crime. With the savings he had, Giovanni opened a modest cafeteria which showed great promise even whilst in its early days. 

While I wasn’t helping out at the cafeteria that was just a stone’s throw away from the monastery, I spent my time cooking  Caponata, Macchu and  Aracine for myself and Giovanni. When I was free, I sat at the window of our one bedroom apartment and gazed at the common garden below. It was so soothing to watch the children of other occupants of the monastery play in the lovely outdoors! By natural association, I thought of little Evelyn and felt good about the fact that she was safe and happy with her parents. 

Immediately after reaching Venice, I had phoned Aida (from a PCO, so that my call couldn’t be traced). She sounded alive and well, and had happy news to convey. As she had promised, Aida had been successful in handing little Evelyn over to her father. Apparently, Abby had joined her husband by the time Evelyn was returned and had nearly swooned with relief. And thankfully, Pietro had indeed turned out to be Aida’s “bulletproof vest”, for he had protected her from Bernardino’s wrath. Though Bernardino was evidently infuriated when he realized that Giovanni and I had fled Pantelleria, he, by

God’s grace, didn’t suspect Aida of knowing about or having anything to do with our escape. 

One lazy Sunday, when Bernardino and I were watching a DVD of

“Life is Beautiful”, the door bell rang. 

“Who could this be?” cribbed Bernardino “God, can’t people leave us alone even on a holiday?” 

His cringing face was a sight to behold. “I’ll get it” I replied giggling, and sashayed down to the door, with my knee-length blue cotton skirt swishing against my legs. I earnestly hoped that the guest wasn’t a VIP because I was wearing one of my oldest, most worn out tops. Besides, my now waist-length blonde hair was a mess. 

I opened the door. An apparently well-to-do woman stood with her back to me. She wore an expensive pistachio green coat dress and had teamed it with nude high heels. 

She turned as soon as the door opened. The woman was heavily made up. Her hair was piled on top of her head in a stylish top knot. 

Yet no amount of makeup could change those impish green eyes. 

The lady at the door was Lady Abigail Edgware!! 

“Abby!” I exclaimed, throwing my arms around her neck “what a pleasant surprise!” 

“Indeed” replied Abby in a measured, perfectly-modulated tone “I got your address from Aida”. 

“I am delighted to see you again!” I exclaimed excitedly “I never thought this day would ever come!” 

“Even I didn’t” replied Abby tersely. Her tone didn’t carry the warmth that I had expected. 

I attributed Abby’s coolness as a reaction to my gender change. 

Perhaps she didn’t feel as comfortable with Concetta as she had

with Chris. Besides, many years had passed since we had seen each other last. Abby probably would take a while to get accustomed to me again. 

“You’re probably not used to…seeing me like this” I said indicating my feminized body “It’s a long story”. 

“Oh, I know” replied Abby in a disinterested tone “Aida told me about your feminization”. 

“Oh” I said, my spirits dampened by Abby’s frigid reaction. My feminization, and in fact, the change in the entire topography of my life was for and due to Abby, yet she barely seemed to care. 

“Where is Giovanni?” she abruptly asked. 

“In the living room, watching a movie” I replied. 

Abby dashed into the living room, without waiting for me to lead her. 

All I could do was to follow a respectful distance behind. Giovanni stood up as Abby entered the living room. He turned off the television. 

Both of them stood looking at each other for a few seconds. 

“Giovanni, you haven’t changed much!” Abby gushed, evidently trying to keep some overwhelming emotion in check. 

“But you have—tremendously” replied Giovanni, his voice devoid of expression. It was difficult to say what he was thinking or feeling. 

“O Giovanni, you don’t know how immensely grateful I’m to you for returning little Evelyn to me” said Abby “I would have died had something happened to her”. 

“I didn’t really do anything” said Giovanni politely “You have to thank Aida and Concetta”. 

“Concetta?” said Abby raising a brow before realization dawned on her “oh yes, of course” she said absently. Abby didn’t think it necessary to turn around and thank me. 

Instead, she continued staring at Giovanni. 

“How have you been?” she timidly asked after a minute. 

“I’ve been fine, with God’s grace” replied Giovanni dismissively. He didn’t ask the same question of Abby. 

“Don’t you want to know how I have been?” Abby asked directly. 

“Fine, I will ask” replied Giovanni with growing impatience “how have you been?” 

“Giovanni” said Abby casting an uncomfortable look in my direction

“may I have a word with you in private?” 

“No” Giovanni’s said in a firm, no-nonsense tone “You can say whatever you want to in the presence of my wife, Concetta”. 

“Very well then, I will!” Abby burst out, losing her cool demeanor “I have been miserable, my darling, ever since I left you! I was a capricious little fool to run away and marry Linton. But I have never ever stopped loving you! I dream of you day and night! I think of your hand on mine; your kisses burning my body…” 

“Stop it!” replied Giovanni coldly “stop the gibberish, for decency’s sake!”. 

“Giovanni….” Abby’s tone was a desperate plea. 

“Abby” replied Giovanni firmly “I don’t love you anymore. It disappeared the moment I realized you had betrayed me. You’re a whimsical creature; you come to me when you think you need me. 

But my wife, Concetta, has stood by me through thick and thin. It took me a while to realize this, Abby, but I love Concetta. I love her from the bottom of my heart and shall never love anybody else”. 

My heart beat faster when I heard Giovanni’s words. They were music to my ears. Dear God, this was the happiest day in my life! 

I heard Abby gasp. Giovanni ignored it. 

“Probably you don’t know this, Abigail” he continued “but you owe your very life to Concetta. After Bernardino realized that you had absconded to England, he was furious. He threatened to hunt you down and get you killed. Concetta pleaded with him to spare your life. She chose to pay a heavy price in return for Bernardino forgiving you: that of renouncing her original gender. A lot changed for Concetta: her sex, her profession, and her entire way of life! Yet she bore it all stoically, without blaming you even once! How would you like it, Abby, if you were forced to be a man instead of a woman? 

Would you fancy being coerced to be the madam of a brothel instead of an architect? Concetta went through all that-- only for you. And now you’re selfish enough to want to take away the new life that she has painstakingly built for herself. I hate you, Abigail. Had I got a glimpse of your true nature all those years ago, I’d never have fallen in love with you in the first place! Well, thank you for giving me the opportunity to marry Concetta: I’d be forever beholden to you for that!” 

Before Abby had a chance to say anything, Giovanni said in mellower tones “You too have a family, Abby: a husband and a sweet little daughter. Don’t desert them like you’d once ditched me. Go back. Go back to Lord Edgware and little Evelyn”. 

I had moved closer to Giovanni. He possessively put his arm around me as Abby rushed out of our flat, sobbing. 


***

Twenty years passed in the batting of an eyelid. Giovanni’s cafeteria (incidentally named Concetta Cafeteria) did roaring business. 

Giovanni had eventually expanded his business to other Italian towns and we were quite well off. 

Yet Giovanni and I led a simple life; full of love, joy, sunshine and lots of pasta. Friends suggested that we buy a chic house, yet we continued to live in the humble monastery. Well-wishers recommended the latest luxury cars, yet we were happy to traverse Giudecca by foot. Giovanni and I were no longer in the first flush of youth, but frequent walking kept both of us fit and active for our ages. 

One day, as Giovanni and I returned from the market, we saw a hunched figure standing at our apartment door. As we grew closer, we realized that it was that of an elderly man dressed in a pair of worn out trousers, an old shirt and a moth-eaten coat. He seemed very weak and seemed to be on the verge of fainting. Giovanni and I steadied the old man and helped him into the house. As we succeeded in making him sit on the cot in our bedroom, Giovanni asked me to get our guest a glass of water. 

I obliged. As I held the glass to our guest, he looked up remorsefully. 

In spite of the fact that regret had replaced lethality, the grey eyes were unmistakable. Our elderly guest was none other than Bernardino. 

“Giovanni, Concetta” he weakly said looking at each of us in turn “I have wronged the two of you. I imposed feminization on Concetta, forced her to work as a madam in one of our brothels, and in a final unforgivable act, connived to offer her to one of the Buffalo Brothers. 

I have committed many sins; I count the aforementioned as the greatest of all. That’s because I have wronged my most loyal capo and his virtuous wife. I hope both of you forgive me”. 

Giovanni looked away in disgust, but I kneeled down and took both of Bernardino’s knobby hands in mine “You’re an elder, Bernardino; please don’t embarrass us by asking for our forgiveness”. 

“Concetta” replied Bernardino planting a kiss on my cheek “you live up to your name, child. You indeed have a pure heart. I don’t deserve your forgiveness after what I’ve done to you”. 

“You have done nothing wrong” I hastened to assure the emaciated man “in fact, by feminizing me, you gave me a new lease of life. 

Therefore, I shall always consider you my father”. 

“God bless you, child” replied Bernardino patting my head “I hope Giovanni forgives me too”. 

“I do” replied Giovanni, also kneeling down and kissing Bernardino’s hand “after all, you are my godfather. You saved me from starvation by taking me under your wing. But tell me, Bernardino, how did you get here?” 

“It’s a long story” replied Bernardino “a few days after you and Concetta had escaped, the law cracked the Pantelleria family. 

Apparently, Pietro went berserk that I was holding on to power. He broke the Omerta and snitched to the European Bureau of Investigation. Soon the law busted all of us: right from the minutest pawn of the Pantelleria family to me. All of us were thrown in jail. I was sentenced to life. Since Pietro had become a police associate, he received a lighter sentence. In spite of what he had done, I kept in touch with him and Aida. In fact, when I was released for good behavior last month, I stayed with them in Umbria. I always felt bad about what I did to you two. This morning, I realized that I don’t have a lot of time left….hence I travelled to Venice to meet you and apologize. I got your address from Aida. She wanted to accompany me, but I insisted that I’d go all by myself….” Bernardino was interrupted by a fitful bout of coughing “there are some things in life that you have to do alone: you come to this world unaccompanied, you leave it without an escort”. 

“Bernardino, please don’t say such things” I said “you are going to live with me and Giovanni happily--for many years”. 

“You’re kind, Concetta” replied Bernardino between dry racking coughs “very kind indeed”. He then slowly shut his eyes close. 

Bernardino was obviously very tired after the journey. Giovanni and I shifted his legs on the cot and made Bernardino lie down. When

Giovanni put tucked his godfather in with blankets, Bernardino muttered “God bless you”. 

Since our only bedroom was occupied by our guest, Giovanni and I slept in the living room. After many hours of tossing and turning, I fell into a fitful sleep. 

Strong rays of the sun woke me the next morning. I patted the space next to me to realize that Giovanni wasn’t lying next to me. After having checked the kitchen and bathroom, I went into the bedroom. 

Giovanni sat by the bed, tenderly stroking Bernardino’s forehead. 

Bernardino appeared to be sleeping peacefully. 

“He’s no more” Giovanni said as I entered the room “I think he died in his sleep”. 

Giovanni appeared neither happy nor sad. Neither did I feel any overwhelming emotion. Probably one gets numb with age. After gazing at Bernardino’s peaceful face for a long time, I was glad about one thing: that Giovanni and I had forgiven Bernardino. In all probability, the aged godfather had held on to life only long enough to be forgiven by us. 

 The End


Introduction and Character Profile Introduction: 27 year old Chris Garfield goes to the ruggedly charming Sicily to attend the wedding of his best friend Abigail

“Abby” Earnshaw, who is marrying Giovanni Moretti, the dark and broodingly handsome capo of the Pantelleria Mafia Family. A day before the wedding, Abby changes her mind: she intends going back to England to accept the marriage proposal of her middle-aged, titled suitor Lord Linton Edgware. But the Mafia is going to go berserk if they realize that the bride has absconded. Therefore, in order to temporarily hide his friend’s treachery, Chris dresses as the bride and takes the wedding vows with Giovanni. Chris is aware that he is going through a parody of a marriage; yet he feels profoundly touched as he takes the vows of faithfulness, affection, unconditionality and permanence with Giovanni. 

During the reception, in spite of Chris’s earnest attempts to look like and impersonate Abby, Giovanni realizes that the person he has married isn’t Abby! He leads Chris to his suite upstairs and coaxes a confession out of him. Giovanni is devastated to discover that Abby has betrayed him. At this point, Giovanni’s boss Bernardino steps in, and threatens to hunt Abby down and get her killed for her treachery. However, Chris pleads with Bernardino to spare his best friend’s life. Finally, after much beseeching on Chris’s part, Bernardino gives in. Chris is now expected to pay a price for Abby’s betrayal. He is ordered to undergo a systematic feminization process in order to become Giovanni’s wife in the true sense. As the feminization process begins, Bernardino gives Chris the Italian female name: Concetta, which literally means “Pure”. 

Will Concetta be able to live up to her name in the grimy Mafia world of loan-sharking, extortion and other unspeakable crimes? 

 Will she succeed in winning the heart of Giovanni with whom she has fallen head-over-heels in love with? 



Character Profile:

Chris Garfield/Concetta: is the 27 year old protagonist of the story. Chris is 5’6, has a heart shaped face, blonde hair and angelic blue eyes. He is a dentist by profession and takes a break from work to attend the wedding of his best friend, Abby. Chris is a loyal guy who takes more than he gives in his relationships/friendships. 

When Abby decides to desert Giovanni and marry Lord Edgware, Chris is forced to impersonate Abby. He dresses in the bridal gown, wears a white veil and takes the wedding vows with Giovanni. 

During the course of the story that spans three decades, Chris undergoes feminization (to become Concetta) and discovers the true nature of the people in his life. 

Abigail “Abby” Earnshaw: is the 27 year old childhood friend of Chris. Abby is 5’6, also has a heart-shaped face, raven-black hair and devilish green eyes. Abby takes undue advantage of Chris’s goodness and often expects unreasonable favors from him. After a whirlwind romance with mafia capo Giovanni Moretti, Abby decides to marry him. However, the night before the wedding, Abby impulsively decides to accept the proposal of one of her other suitors, Lord Linton Edgware. In order to avoid being discovered when still in Sicily, Abby coerces Chris to take her place as the bride at her wedding. After a brief phone call to Chris on the night of his reception, Abby selfishly cuts off all contact with Chris and goes on to marry and live happily with Lord Edgware. Later on in the story, Abby discovers that she is still in love with Giovanni, and returns to Italy in order to express her feelings for him. 

Giovanni Moretti: is the 33 year old fiancé of Abby, who, by the trick of destiny, goes on to wed Chris. Giovanni is over six feet tall, has dark brooding good looks (the result of having a North African mother), a square chin and a sinewy body. He is extremely loyal and devoted to his godfather, Bernardino, the boss of the Pantelleria Mafia Family. Though Giovanni follows Bernardino’s orders and engages in criminal activities; he is a good, soulful person at heart. Giovanni too is sentimental about the vows that he has taken with Chris and eventually falls in love with her. 

Bernardino Lombardi: is the 50 year old don of the Pantelleria Mafia Family of Sicily. Bernardino is tall and well-built, with steely grey eyes and a low growl of a voice. He is ruthless, and would unconscientiously engage in any activity that involves making more money. Bernardino inducts a 17 year old Giovanni into his mafia family as a soldier and eventually promotes him to the post of a capo. When Bernardino discovers that Abby has deserted his favorite capo at the altar before the wedding day, he vows to find Abby and kill her for her treachery. However, after Chris pleads with him to spare Abby, Bernardino asks Chris to pay a price in exchange. He rechristens Chris as “Concetta” and forces him to undergo systematic feminization. 

Lord Linton Edgware: is the portly, middle-aged titled suitor of Abby.  He is the marquis of a coastal town in England. Chris describes Lord Edgware as “bovine” and “sheep-eyed”. Lord Edgware has been consistently wooing Abby ever since she was a young girl of 22. He finally succeeds in marrying her. The couple eventually has a baby girl. 

Little Lady Evelyn: is the 7 year old daughter of Abby and Lord Edgware. Evelyn is a big-built child with her mother’s raven-black

hair and intense green eyes. Evelyn has inherited her father’s florid features. Evelyn’s mannerisms are mature and sophisticated for her age. Evelyn is abducted by Bernardino’s men for ransom. 

Pietro Greco: is the underboss of the Pantelleria Mafia Family (and second in command to Bernardino). Pietro is married to Aida and is immensely protective about her. Pietro starts getting impatient when an elderly Bernardino desists from giving up his power. Convinced that he would never become the boss (and extremely frustrated by the fact), Pietro snitches on Bernardino to the legal authorities, as a result of which the law cracks down the Pantelleria Mafia family. 

Aida Greco: is the young wife of Pietro. She is petite and has mousy brown hair. Aida is one of Chris’s bridesmaids at the wedding. Though hesitant at first, Aida decides to do what is right and volunteers to hand over the abducted little Evelyn to her father. 

Aida boldly volunteers to perform the task as she feels that she would be protected from Bernardino’s wrath by Pietro. When Concetta’s honor is at stake, Aida encourages her and Giovanni to abscond to Venice. 

Brunela: is a statuesque redhead in her mid 30s. She is one of Chris’s bridesmaids at the wedding. Brunela is aware that something about the bride has changed, but is unable to point out what exactly has. She is the first one to feel suspicious about the bridal switch (as Chris replaces Abby as the bride). 

Brunela is Bernardino’s girlfriend for about a decade before she leaves him to join a nunnery. 

The Buffalo Brothers: are members of the La Cosa Nostra (the American Mafia), who arrive in Sicily to merge one of their

ventures with Bernardino’s mafia family. One of them is a pervert who is attracted to underage girls. The other desires to sexually possess Concetta. Since Bernardino wants to be in the Buffalo Brothers’ good books, he gets 7 year old Evelyn abducted in order to offer her to one of the deviant brothers. He also intends “gifting” 

Concetta to the other brother. Enraged his boss’s intention, Giovanni quits the mafia. 

Dr. Ricci: is a bespectacled, middle-aged doctor who performs SRS on Chris, leading to his complete transformation into a woman. 

Dr. De Luca: is the young male gynecologist who starts HRT on Chris, thus leading to his transmogrification into Concetta. 

---------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Please click the title to see detailed introduction of each story. You can also visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment 

Dean 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 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 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 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. 

 This e-book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent publisher. 
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