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Chapter 1 - Parents’ Cash Cow
My lips were dry. The satchel weighed heavily on my back. Sitting through 7 hours of lectures on economics, sociology and history had been tedious. I was exhausted. Yet I decided to walk home from my college near Horizon Hospital to my small two bed room flat in Ghatkopar. I didn’t have much money on me and wished to save on bus charge.
I reached home and poured myself a glass of water. Neither of my parents gave me even a glance. My father was busy with his translation work. He was not 60 years old yet, but had opted for early retirement after a road accident had left him wheel-chair bound. When he was hale and hearty, dad had worked as a school teacher, teaching Marathi to hordes of children. 
My mother was sitting on a well-worn sofa in the living room. Her gaze was the unfocused one of an alcoholic. She swayed from side to side. A big bottle of gin was clenched firmly in one delicate, long-fingered hand. My mom took a long swig of it. She drank it neat. 
Mom worked as a cook in a few houses. After work, she relaxed with a drink. Sometimes, that one drink multiplied into many. During these times, mom became aggressive, abusive and quarrelsome. She called my dad impotent and me a wimp. Dad mostly remained silent during these times. I felt greatly upset and argued with my mom. 
Presently, my students started trickling in. They were about 10 years old and 5 in number. I helped them with their homework, earning Rs. 2,500 per month. I wished to buy good clothes, shoes and reference books. Since my parents could give me only a limited amount of cash, I had decided to start giving tuition classes for the neighborhood children to earn some money. 
I taught for a grueling three hours. Finally, my students collected their books and left my home. I was dead tired. I walked to the bathroom and splashed my face with tap water. As I dried it with a towel, I could help admiring myself in the full-length bathroom mirror. 
My skin was milky white. My features were chiseled and delicate. My eyes were mysterious emerald green. My head was replete with thick, glossy black hair. 
My figure was slender. It was that way naturally, without my having to exercise. For a minute, I wondered why I wasn’t on the silver screen. I hastily withdrew my thought. I recalled that I had spent 5 years of my childhood as a child actor and had hated every minute of it. 
It had all begun when I had accompanied my mom to the grocery store. A tall man with high-cheek bones had swooped in on us, eyed me greedily and said,
“You’re beautiful, kid. Would you like to act in the movies?”
I hated films. I scarcely remembered having seen more than 2 or 3 of them up to that point. I wanted to study hard and grow up to become an astrophysicist. 
“No” I said shaking my head. 
“Oh shut up, Raj” said my mom roughly gripping me by the shoulder. She turned to Chopra, grinned from ear-to-year and said, 
“Of course he’d love to. Are you a film producer or something?”
“Yes” affirmed the man “I’m currently producing a movie called Nanhi Jadugar (a little female magician) along with three other producers. We were looking for a beautiful female child to play the lead. Raj is a boy, but a pretty one. Would you be kind enough to bring him to the auditions tomorrow? It’s in Andheri West”. 
“I sure will” simpered my mom. She was unable to contain her excitement. The next day, she made me skip school and dragged me to the audition in an old rundown building. The other kids assembled in the hall were all girls. I felt shy and awkward to be the only boy auditioning for a part meant only for girls. 
When my turn came, I said my lines out reluctantly. Yet I was selected for the lead role. The part required me to wear a frilly frock and a wig of bobbed hair. I loathed being dressed as a girl. I threw a tantrum and refused to go for the shoots. My mom whacked me, put me in a frock and dragged me. Dad also forced me to go. He reminded me that I had several lakhs of rupees riding on me. 
Nanhi Jadugar became a big hit. Chopra gave me a new screen name: Baby Angel. The audience accepted me as a girl. I received numerous other film offers, all for girl’s roles. My parents forced me to act in all of them, as they wanted to benefit from my earnings. The next five years passed in a haze of casting calls, sweaty auditions, memorizing dialogues and being put in alien scenes I couldn’t fully relate to. The “acting” involved mugging corny lines and hamming it up on screen. I used to perform tacky melodramatic scenes, emotionally distancing myself from what I was doing. My mom would sit at the farthest end of the sets, eying me like a hawk to make sure that I didn’t flee the place. 
My school life became hell. The fact that I performed girls’ roles caused much amusement. My classmates called me derogatory terms like “hijra” or “chakka” (which mean transvestite). I remember an instance when a group of class mates had accosted me in the school restroom and pulled my shorts down in order to ascertain if I indeed had a penis.
The incident left me scarred. I came home crying. When I narrated the day’s incidents to my parents, they laughed out loud and said that I was over-reacting. They didn’t realize how traumatized I was. 
I reported to the studio sets the next day, still disturbed by the previous day’s happenings. Dev, a lanky, brown-skinned 14-year-old tea boy, noticed that I was upset. He asked me what was wrong. Dev was the only person who cared about me and understood my feelings. 
I reiterated the unsavory events of the previous day. Tears began running down my cheeks. Dev listened attentively, his face growing graver by the minute. At the end of my narrative, he shook his head sadly and said,
“Your classmates did a terrible thing. I’m sorry you had to go through such an ordeal”.
I smiled through my tears. “Thank you for understanding” I said. 
Dev pinched my cheeks affectionately and smiled. “Now cheer up” he said “a cute boy like you shouldn’t be crying”. 
“Do you like me only because I look cute?” I asked Dev. 
Dev thought for a moment. “No” he said after a while “I like you because you are a hardworking boy, just like me. I also like you because you are kind-hearted”. 
“Am I kind-hearted?” I asked. This wasn’t a quality I had reflected on. 
“Yes, you have a heart of gold” Dev confirmed “other child actors treat me like a shit. They yell at me all the time and order me around as if I was their personal servant. You aren’t like that. You treat me with respect”. 
“You deserve to be respected” I said smiling. 
Three years later, I turned 12. Much to my parents’ disappointment, I stopped getting movie offers. I went to school like a normal kid and lost touch with all the people in the movie world. I also forgot all about Dev. 
I shifted my school, so no one in my new school (and later, college) knew I was Baby Angel. No one teased or taunted me any longer. Yet the agony of my past lingered. Every time, I found myself attracted to a girl and wished to approach her, a voice inside me called me “hijra”. And every time I watched a man and a woman engaged in coitus on one of the numerous free porn videos on the internet, a persistent voice jeered and challenged me “Chakka, can you perform like him?”



Chapter 2 - Reunion in Kamathipura
I sat studying on a bench in my tiny college campus. My friend, Mohan sat next to me, browsing through women’s profiles on a dating app, Tinder. He tried showing me a few profiles, but I waved a dismissive hand. My future depended on my academic scores, not dating. Or so I had thought until Mohan laughingly said,
“Do you think academics is the way to success? Where do you think it will get you?” He flicked a lock of hair away from his brow, a gesture that made him look cockier than he was. 
“What do you mean?” I asked defensively “Everyone I know agrees that the only way to success is to go to a good college, study well and get a good job”. 
“People who say that are fools” Mohan jeered “that’s why they struggle throughout their lives”. He had cast his cell phone aside and had retrieved a cigarette packet from his pocket. He pulled out a cigarette and popped it in his mouth. 
I watched as Mohan lit his cigarette. He too was 18 years old, yet was already worldly-wise. I felt that I should emulate him. “Elaborate on your theory” I said. 
Mohan picked up his cell phone and opened a page on Google. He held it in front of my face. The page showed a picture of a bearded, bespectacled man of about 30. The text beneath the photograph said:
“Hi, I’m Naveen Singh. I’m going to teach you how to become rich. Attend my workshop on Sunday, 9th September at Cuff Parade”. The text contained more details on the workshop and the entire address of the location at which the workshop was to be held. 
Mohan turned a knowing glance at me. “Naveen Singh is going to teach us about investment” he said gleefully “that’s the right way to become successful. Just having your nose in an academic textbook isn’t going to help you”. 
“Alright” I said casting my book aside. There was no harm in attending an investing workshop on a holiday. It seems, I had a lot to gain. 
***
Naveen Singh charged a nominal fee for students. Mohan and I paid and walked into the seminar hall. A few people had already assembled. Naveen Singh stood on stage, dressed in a navy blue suit. He was more diminutive in person than he appeared in his photograph. 
Naveen started his workshop. Over the next sixty minutes, he taught us to differentiate between assets and liabilities. He taught us ways and means of increasing our income by investing in bonds, real estate, stocks and shares. Singh emphasized on stocks and shares. He taught us the difference between intraday trading and value investing. He advised youngsters to start investing early in life and not fall prey to “get rich quickly” schemes. Emphatically asking the audience to stay away from intraday and “growth” equity, Naveen asked us to learn value investing. Value investing, I learnt, was an investment strategy where undervalued stocks or those of companies that are yet to reach their entire potential are purchased for less than their intrinsic values. Naveen advised investors to hold their stocks for a long time and not overreact to the ups and downs in the stock price movements. According to Naveen, value investing could result in long-term profits for the investors. 
Mohan and I found ourselves excited by the concept of value investing. Over the next few days, I read several books on value investing. I considered subscribing to Naveen’s online course on “Fundamental Analysis”, but it cost Rs.10K, which I found expensive. Even his portfolio service cost Rs.8K, which I felt was unaffordable. 
Being immersed in “The Intelligent Investor”, “The Little Book of Value Investing” and “Value Investing and Behavioral Finance” kept me sane for a few days. Dreams of becoming a great investor helped me survive long tedious lectures, monotonous tuition classes, mom’s volatility and dad’s oppressive passivity. I felt that I would be able to survive until I got myself a good education, a decent job and was finally able to rent or buy my own little flat. 
“Bitch! Get out of my house, you dirty whore!” dad’s infuriated voice jerked me out of my cozy world of the biography of Warren Buffet. I put the book down and walked into my parents’ bedroom from where my dad’s voice emanated. Dad sat on the bed, looking angry and accusatory. My mom stood by the bed, swaying from side to side. As usual, she’d had too much to drink. She clutched the bed headrest. 
Mom then wagged a retaliatory finger at my dad. “Don’t call me a whore, you bastard!” she cried “a woman has her desires! And you’ve always been bad at shagging from the day we got married! What does it matter if I got my zillionth lover?!”
“It does matter to me!” dad bellowed “we’ve been married for 23 years! I can’t take this any longer! I order you to break up with that Ronnie fellow this very minute!”
My mom shook her head violently. “No, never” she spat “I can’t live without Ronnie…I can’t survive without his hands caressing my face and kisses burning my body!”
Dad became aware of my presence and blushed. “Keep quiet” he said, embarrassed “Our teenaged son is standing right here”. 
Mom turned around and appraised me. One of her eyebrows went up archly “Indeed he is” she said “but I don’t care. After all, he’s nothing but a freeloader”. 
I felt tears stringing at the back of my eyes. It was the duty of the parents to provide for their children until they were 21 years old. My parents had robbed me of my precious childhood by forcing me to work in movies for 5 horrendous years. Now that I no longer got movie offers, they seemed reluctant to financially support me. 
“I’m not fully dependant on you guys” I told my mom “I give tuitions to support myself”. 
“Sure” said my mom sarcastically “but you spend the money on your clothes, shoes and other stuff. You don’t contribute a penny towards household expenses!” 
“But I’m only I8 and still a student!” I said defensively. I looked at my dad appealingly. I hoped that he would take my side. 
I was wrong. 
A look of self-righteousness came over my dad’s face. “Your mom’s right” he said “I work my fingers to the bone, translating one book after another. Your mom works as a cook in three houses. The two of us work hard to run the house! You don’t contribute a penny towards household expenses!”
Like mom, dad desisted from mentioning the money I had made by working as a child star. What had happened to it? It had probably been spent to pay the hospital bills after my dad’s accident. It had been used to buy his wheelchair and other special equipment. Some of it had, no doubt, been spent on mom’s booze. 
Yet they called me a freeloader. 
I felt my body go numb. I subsequently flushed hot with indignation. I felt my dreams of becoming a value investor shatter. The investment strategy would probably take umpteen years of study, careful stock-picking and long-term stock-holding. Given my family situation, I didn’t think I could even complete my studies. 
I needed a quick fix—like horse-betting or casino-gambling to get me out of this trap. Only then could I dream of getting out of my parents’ home, completing my education and finding myself a decent job. 
I walked out of my parents’ room. They didn’t even bother to stop me. The thought of tendering an apology never even crossed their minds. I went to my room, put my wallet in my pocket and left the house. I felt stifled. Being in the house for a moment longer would practically kill me. 
I went to the bus stop and climbed the first bus that halted. I took a ticket to Kamathipura, which was apparently the most notorious area in Mumbai. Mohan had told me that Kamathipura was the hub of sex workers. Mohan had lost his virginity to one of the prostitutes in the ill-reputed area a year ago. He continued to frequent her. 
“I’ll have sex” I presently decided “I’m so depressed, I want to try it”. 
The perverse voice inside my head spoke. “Will you be able to perform, you hijra” it challenged “will you be able to get your cock up?”
I felt highly distressed. I rested my head on the seat in front of me. The comfortable-looking middle-aged woman in the seat next to me spoke to me. Her tone concerned, she asked “What’s the matter? Are you not well?”
“I have a mild headache” I said trying to smile “it will disappear in a while”. 
The woman smiled anxiously and nodded. I wish I had a mom like her. I glanced out of the window for a while. People returning from office, street vendors and buzzing traffic flit past me. When the bus conductor announced “Kamathipura!”; I realized I had to get off. 
I got off at the bus stop and looked around. Kamathipura was an ill-lit, overcrowded area with several small apartments, houses and shops. Women wearing glittering sarees, flashy blouses
and gallons of makeup paraded around the streets. They obviously were prostitutes trying to get the attention of customers. A petite woman of about 25 passed me. With glowing brown skin and long black hair, she was beautiful. I considered approaching her, but the voice inside me mocked, 
“You think you can get her? She will snub and reject you. She’ll call you a chakka, put you in a saree and make fun of you!” 
My courage deserted me and I walked past the woman. I stopped at a cigarette stall and purchased a packet of cigarettes. Another customer—a middle aged man—stared at me. I refused to look in his direction. He was probably gay or something and wished to make a pass at me. 
I walked away into one of the secluded streets. I heard the sound of footsteps behind me, but didn’t care to look back. I didn’t have much money on me, so nobody would mug me. I found a graffiti-decorated wall and leaned against it. I closed my eyes. I pulled out a cigarette from the packet and put it in my mouth. I was remotely aware of a presence beside me. I felt the flick of a lighter. Someone had lit my cigarette. 
“Thank you” I said, still not opening my eyes. 
“You’re welcome, Baby Angel” said the man. 
I startled. His voice sounded familiar. 
Baby Angel. I hadn’t been called by the name for six years. My closest friends, including Mohan, didn’t know that I had been a child star, who went by the name Angel. 
I turned around. A tall, well-built man in a pair of well-tailored trousers and a long frock-coat stood beside me. A sole street light illuminated his face. There was no mistaking those high-cheekbones. The man was Producer, Vimal Chopra, wizened a bit by age. 
“Mr. Chopra!” I exclaimed “What are you doing here? How did you find me?”
Chopra chuckled. “You’re asking a question with an obvious answer” he said “What do people do at Kamathipura? I too came to find myself a woman. I stopped for a cigarette and found you. You didn’t look in my direction even once!”
“Oh, so it was you!” I said recalling the middle aged customer, who had gawked at me at the cigarette stall “I’m sorry I didn’t look your way…It’s been years since we last met—how did you recognize me?”
Chopra gave me a curious look. “Do parents ever fail to recognize their children?” he replied “in many ways, I’m like your father. I created Baby Angel”. 
“You did” I said. Mixed feelings churned within my heart. I had hated being Baby Angel, but couldn’t bring myself to behave in an ungrateful manner towards Chopra. After all, his intention had been to make me rich and famous. 
Chopra looked at me lovingly. “You are as beautiful as ever” he said “it’s a pity you weren’t born a woman!”
I chuckled awkwardly, at a loss as to whether to take Chopra’s words as a compliment or an insult. 
Chopra seemed to sense my awkwardness. He quickly changed the topic. 
“How’s everything?” he asked “how’re your parents?”
“They’re not so fine” I said honestly “dad became wheelchair-bound due to an accident and mom continues to drink heavily. They expect me to contribute to the family income but I’m still a student”. 
“I’m sorry to hear about your dad’s accident” Chopra said “and that your mom still drinks heavily. She always loved alcohol. I’m also shocked to hear that they expect you to contribute to the household income”. 
“I give tuitions to young children and earn some money” I said “but I use it for myself. Now I’m interested in making money by value investing”. 
“Value investing takes a long time to fetch returns” said Chopra “I’m an intraday trading expert. I could show you how to do it if you like”. 



Chapter 3 - Day Trading Trap
I was startled at the mention of the term “intraday”. I knew that it was a kind of trading, in which stocks were bought and sold in the time period of a single day. Naveen’s Singh’s voice echoed in my ears,
“Here is a warning for everyone, especially new investors! Stay away from intraday trading! About 95% of the traders suffer losses!”
I confided my wariness in Chopra. Chopra laughed reassuringly. 
“Don’t worry, kiddo” he said “you’d not be trading on your own. I shall give you step-by-step guidance”. 
I wasn’t convinced. “A guy at an investment workshop said that about 95% of investors suffer losses in intraday” I said. 
“Well, I happen to fall in the lucky 5%” Chopra said “I made most of my money through intraday trading. If you don’t believe me, you could visit my home in Pali Hill. You’ll realize how rich I’m”. 
Chopra sounded very confident. I was fascinated. I was keen on trying intraday trading under his auspices. Chopra was my good luck charm. I’d detested being a child star, but the fact remained that Chopra had spotted my looks and talent. He had helped me become a popular name. I was convinced that he would help me make money through intraday trading. I only had to place my hand in his and let him lead me.
“May I have your phone number, sir?” I asked Chopra. 
Chopra reeled out a series of digits. I picked up my mobile phone and saved his number. I gave him mine.
“I’ll message you the address” said Chopra beaming. 
***
I reached home at 1 am. My sleepy mom opened the door. She blasted me for disturbing her and my dad so late in the night. I sulkily went into my room and drifted into sleep. 
I woke up early the next morning and got ready. My parents were awake. I could hear my mom in the bathroom, gargling. Dad was having his first cup of tea. I checked my mobile phone for messages. There was one from Chopra. He had sent his address. He had asked me to get printouts of documents such as my voter’s ID or Aadhar card to prove my identity. He’d also asked me to get my cheque book along. Chopra also asked me to get my PAN card, as the PAN card number is necessary to open a Demat account. 
I didn’t tell my parents about my encounter with Chopra. Nor did I tell them about my intention of trying day trading. It would entail giving a lot of details for which I didn’t have the patience. Besides, I was sure my parents would disapprove of my decision to invest in the stock market. My parents knew nothing about stocks. The only form of investment they had was fixed deposits. 
I foraged in my steel cupboard drawers and counted my savings. Damn! I just had Rs. 5,000! Who started trading with such a pathetic amount? Was it even possible to begin with such a small sum?
I put the cash in my wallet and stuffed it in my jeans pocket. I put a few books into my college satchel. However, I didn’t intend going to college. I intended to go to Mr. Chopra’s house in Pali Hill. 
I took a direct bus to Pali Hill. With the traffic, it took me 40 minutes to reach the area. I got off at the stop and walked for half a kilometer before I reached a house called “Chopra Residence”. 
Calling the house “Chopra’s Residence” would have been an understatement. It was the most luxurious mansion I had seen! It was a huge two storied building made of tan bricks and grey stone. The mansion was surrounded by a gorgeous garden with various trees, bushes, flowers and a large swimming pool. 
A security guard stood at the gilt-iron gate. I anxiously approached him and gave him my name. The guard nodded. “Mr. Chopra is expecting you” he said escorting me towards the door of the mansion. Before reaching the door, we passed the garage. I was impressed to see three luxury cars parked inside. The security guard and I reached the intricately decorated wooden door. The guard discreetly rang the bell.
Chopra answered the door himself. He looked rather dashing in an obviously expensive grey suit and shoes. The guard left with a salute to Chopra.
Chopra escorted me inside the house. I glanced around. My surroundings looked like the inside of a palace. The ceiling was high, the rooms large and filled with expensive furniture, paintings and other artifacts. Huge triangular windows let in plenty of light.
“You have a lovely home” I managed to say when I had regained my breath. I was blown away by the luxury. Chopra had indeed made a lot of money through intraday trading. 
Chopra smiled in response and asked me to take a seat. I sat down on a beautiful teal sofa and felt the fabric with one hand. It was very soft, like a little animal’s fur. 
I was at a loss for words. I felt overwhelmed and out-of-place in such posh surroundings. Not knowing what to say next, I blurted out,
“Your wife is not to be seen”. 
Chopra looked at me straight in the eye. His eyes were hard, like glass. 
“I got divorced three years ago” he said. 
An awkward pause followed. I felt myself flush. I was stupid to have asked a question of such a personal nature. In an attempt to cover my faux pas, I made another. 
“Any children?” I asked. 
“My wife and I couldn’t have any” Chopra replied tersely. 
I mentally kicked myself. Thankfully, before I could make a further fool of myself, Chopra asked “Shall we start?” He took my cell phone and downloaded a trading app called “Nine Penny” on it. He held the phone screen in front of me. The screen showed NIFTY and SENSEX figures and the top 50 companies, which had been featured in the NIFTY. Underneath the list of companies, a section said “Open your Demat account now”.
Chopra helped me open my Demat account using my PAN, Aadhar number and the date of birth. After I had filled in all the essential details and attached the necessary documents, I was asked to sign digitally. Luckily, Nine Penny did not charge for brokerage. I could start trading immediately. 
However, I had one problem. With pathetic savings of only Rs. 5,000, I wasn’t sure if I could buy and sell several stocks during the day. With a feeling of mild embarrassment, I explained my predicament to Chopra. 
“Don’t worry your pretty little head about it” said Chopra laughingly “I’ll lend you Rs. 50,000. You could return the amount to me once you make profits”. He sounded a hundred percent sure that I would make a profit. 
“Ok, sir” I said humbly “that’s very kind of you”. 
“Anytime” said Chopra casually shrugging. 
On Chopra’s advice, I started trading at 11 am. He seemed to be knowledgeable about all the sectors and helped me pick stocks in health, beauty products et al. I’d heard of terms like exponential moving average, candlestick patterns and technical indicators, but had little idea how it can be used in actual trading. When I asked Chopra, he asked me not to worry my “sweet little head” about complicated matters. I followed his advice and didn’t ask any more questions. For the next four hours, I was immersed in placing buying and selling orders under Chopra’s guidance. I didn’t understand the changing trends nor did I know how to check my balance. I trusted Chopra to know it all. It felt unreal, like playing a computer game—I didn’t have the feeling of moving actual money. By 3:45 pm, I had done about 15 trades. At 4 O’clock, Chopra asked me to stop. 
He asked me to show him the app. I handed him my cell phone. Chopra glanced at it. His face took on the expression of extreme shock and regret.
“It seems like you had it rough, kid” he said.
I felt my heart beat quicken. What in world did Chopra mean?
He showed me the day’s results. I had suffered a loss of Rs.48, 000! The remaining equity was only Rs. 2,000. I owed Rs. 43,000 to Chopra. 
I slumped down on the sofa. I felt tired, defeated and way older than my age. Not only had I lost Rs. 5000 of my savings, but had also got into a debt of Rs. 43,000. Rs. 43,000 wasn’t the greatest amount for a rich or even a middle class person, but to a poor, broke student like me, it was a big deal.
How in the world had this happened? Wasn’t Vimal Chopra an expert in intraday trading? Hadn’t he made most of his fortune through intraday trades? Hadn’t his house, cars and other luxuries been bought by the profits he made through intraday trading?
“How did this happen?” I asked dully “you said you fell in the lucky 5% of day traders” I felt my head spin even as I asked the question. Everything around me—the ornate sofas, expensive paintings, huge windows—seemed unreal. Even Chopra’s long, chiseled face seemed to be a figment of my imagination. 
“I’m sorry, kiddo” Chopra said remorsefully “I’ll turn 52 this year. It seems like age is catching up with me”. 
I didn’t think 52 was really old, but didn’t argue with Mr. Chopra. Whichever way one tried to see it, the truth remained unchanged. I had lost Rs. 48,000 and owed the man Rs. 43,000. 
“I’ll try to arrange for your money ASAP” I said faintly. 
“Please do” said Chopra “It’s a matter of principle. I’m a rich man, but you must fulfill your obligations”. 
I thought that Chopra was being rather uncharitable. Not only had he got me into this lamentable situation, but also expected me to return his money immediately. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that. In front of a big guy like him, I felt weak and powerless. 
I couldn’t even consider phoning my parents and telling them about the situation I was in. They already resented my being financially dependent on them. They had called me “a freeloader” only the previous day. Given such circumstances, I thought it was impossible to ask them to lend me Rs.43, 000. Besides, I feared that they would give me an earful about having got into intraday trading in the first place. 
I phoned Mohan. He didn’t answer the phone. I guessed that he was in the middle of psychology class. I cut the call. Almost immediately, Mohan called back. 
“What’s up?” he asked curiously. 
I explained the situation to him trying my best not to paint Chopra as careless. It was impossible to do so with the man standing right beside me. I asked Mohan if he could lend me Rs. 43,000 urgently. I knew Mohan had a part-time data entry job.
I could hear Mohan inhale sharply. 
“That’s big money, buddy” he said “I have saved only Rs.7, 000. I need it to send my sister for a school trip”. 
“I understand” I said and disconnected the phone. A sinking feeling had settled in the pit of my stomach. I was in treacle, with no one to bail me out. 



Chapter 4 - Back to Pavilion
Chopra himself came to my rescue. “I’m producing 5 films this year” he told me “the first four are big budget movies starring top performers like Sharukh Khan, Kareena Kapoor et al. The fourth is a low-budget movie being made in just 1 crore. I’m co-producing it with three other guys. We are looking to cast fresh faces in the film. I think you could audition for the part of the male lead. I’m almost certain you’ll bag it. We can pay you only Rs.50, 000; you could repay me with some amount of your payment”. 
A muesli of emotions churned within me. I had loathed facing the camera as a child, but had evidently been good at acting. The love and adoration I had received from the audience as Baby Angel was unrivalled. Yet, it had made me the subject of taunts at school and caused me great personal agony. 
Chopra seemed to read my thoughts. “This is going to be different” he said “you’ll be facing the camera as a man, not as a woman”. 
“Alright, sir” I said “I’ll give it a try”. 
After having some tea and snacks, Chopra and I left for the audition venue in his huge Audi. During our one hour drive to Dadar, Chopra filled me in about the details of the movie. Incidentally, he had written the screenplay and was also going to direct the film. “The movie is called Pyar mai Dhoka (Betrayal in Love)” Chopra explained. It’s the story of Prem, a rich young businessman man who falls in love with a beautiful girl called Sonia. After a courtship lasting for a few days, Prem marries Sonia. Prem runs the business, while Sonia manages the house. Sonia turns out to be a deceitful piece of goods. She has a lover, whom she continues to meet even after marriage. The lover teaches Sonia stock-trading. Under her lover’s guidance, Sonia secretly starts stock-trading. She uses Prem’s deposit, open’s an account under his name and secretly does the trading. Prem is too engrossed in his work to notice the trade or Sonia’s extramarital affair. By the time he notices, it’s too late. All his money is lost and Sonia has eloped with her lover….”
“It’s a sad story” I said, then added “you said I’m to audition for the role of Prem. But I’d think Prem is at least 24 years old. I’m only 18 and look my age. Don’t you think I’d look too young on screen?”
“There are ways and means to get around the issue” Chopra assured me “we could use costume and makeup to make you appear older”. 
I remained lost in thought during the rest of the drive. Chopra didn’t disturb me. I tried to recall how to deliver dialogues, emote and use gestures in front of the camera. In no time, Chopra pulled up in front of a dilapidated half-built building. We took the freshly cemented steps leading to the first-floor room in which the audition for the male lead was being held. 
The room was a decrepit 20x20 one. The walls were painted a dull grey and had ugly graffiti scrawled on it. The room had 9 other young men, who were there to audition for the role of Prem. Assistants and camera men roamed around the room. Three non-descript middle-aged men sat at a desk on one corner of the room. I adjudged them to be the co-producers of Pyar mai Dhoka.
Chopra walked up to them and shook hands. He took a seat on the desk panel, next to the three guys. I sat down on the plastic chair meant for aspirants. I looked around and appraised my competition. All the guys were more mannish than me. The manliest of them sat farthest away from me. He was about 6’2, had a great body and a ruggedly handsome face. For some reason unknown to me, I felt myself flush. 
I ascribed my flushing to the heat in the room. It had no air conditioner or a ceiling fan; only a table fan for the producers. The rest of us were supposed to bear up the sweltering heat. I wished I had worn something less warm than a thick pair of jeans, hooded sweat-shirt and padded sneakers. 
The assistant called out the names of the aspirants one by one. The guys were supposed to introduce themselves, mention acting experience (if any) and recite a dialogue given by the producers. The young men came from various backgrounds; a few were students, others minor actors or models with a few TV shows, ads or fashion shows to their credit. The aspirants were average; the producers seemed neither impressed nor disappointed with their performances. Eight guys had finished auditioning, yet my name hadn’t been called. The guys who had finished hung around even after their auditions. 
I nervously waited for my turn. The ruggedly handsome young man was the ninth person to be called. I learnt that his first name was “Dev”. The young man delineated his experiences in the modeling world and gave a fantastic audition. His expressions were perfect, dialogue delivery apt for the role and emotions earnest. I found something remotely familiar about the guy’s mannerisms and soulful brown eyes. At the end of his audition, everyone in the hall applauded. The producers seemed to be impressed with the young man’s performance. 
The guy finished auditioning, but didn’t leave the room. I was the only one whose audition remained. I introduced myself, mentioned my acting experience as Baby Angel and recited the dialogue given to me as sincerely as possible. Yet it was apparent that my expressions were girlish, gestures effeminate and dialogue delivery womanish. I tried to emote with utmost earnestness, yet it was obvious to me that I sounded ridiculous….like a hijra. I tried hard, but was unable to fit into the role of the suave swashbuckling Prem. 
I could see the producers, my competitors and the camera assistants suppressing an urge to laugh. The moment I’d finished auditioning, they broke into raucous guffaws. I could hear hushed whisperings of hijra and chakka. One of the producers even told me that I should visit a doctor to ascertain my gender identity. 
I felt myself go beet red. Flashes of my past barged into my vision and tormented me. I was re-living it all over again…”the lights, camera and action” followed by taunts of “hijra”. I picked up my satchel and dispiritedly left the audition hall. My competitors gawked at me. They tittered as I passed them. I couldn’t help noticing that the rugged young man didn’t laugh. His soulful brown eyes were filled with sympathy. 
***
As I rushed down the cemented stairs, tears stinging the back of my eyes, I heard footsteps behind me. Chopra had soon caught up with me, the effort making him breathe heavily. He held me by the shoulders and forced me face him. He held my chin up and coerced me to meet his eye. 
“Come on, Raj” he said “those idiots don’t know the meaning of true talent. You shouldn’t let the words of a few misguided people hurt you”
“Maybe they are right, Mr. Chopra” I said sobbing “I’m a hijra. Acting as a girl for 5 whole years fucked up my brain. I seem to have internalized effeminate mannerisms”. 
“Your mannerisms are normal” reassured Chopra “it’s just that you have a beautiful face. Indian people aren’t used to beauty in a man. You must not take their comments personally”. 
“You’re being kind, Mr. Chopra…” I said “but the truth remains that I became laughing stock in that hall. I have no idea how to repay you immediately. If you could give me a few months, I…”
Chopra put a finger on my lips to hush me up. He quietly guided me out of the decrepit building. We drove to his Pali Hill residence in silence. As soon as we reached, Chopra cell phone began to ring. He picked it up and spoke tersely. The person at the other end spoke at length. Chopra’s expression turned serious. He said a few words and hung up. He then turned to me and said,
“The call was from Patel, one of the producers. There is some discord among the team; hence the shooting of Pyar Mai Dhoka has been shelved--for six months. At the end of six months, they will have another round of auditions. You could attend them again and show my co-producers the stuff you are made of”. 
My heart leapt. I was exhilarated! I was being given another chance to prove my acting mettle! I was so excited that I again burst into tears. Only, this time, they were tears of joy. 
“This is great news, Mr. Chopra!” I said “I’ll work on becoming manlier during these six months! I’ll go to the gym, lift weights and build muscles! I’ll take voice training classes to sound more mannish!” 
Chopra smiled cagily. “I like your enthusiasm” he said guardedly “I invite you to stay in my home and prepare for the role. I shall guide you in nuances of acting as an adult. I’ll help you internalize the role, develop the right body and mannerisms to execute your role…”
“Thank you, Mr. Chopra!” I said gratefully “it is really generous of you to invite me to live with you and learn from you!”
“The pleasure is mine” said Chopra “I think we should get to work right away. Let me start by showing you your wardrobe. It’s stacked away in my ex wife’s room”. 
The former Mrs. Chopra’s room was situated on the second floor. As I followed Chopra up the spiral staircase, I wondered why a male character’s wardrobe should be stacked in a woman’s room. Maybe the former Mrs. Chopra had moved away her things, so her room was now just a store room. Maybe Mr. Chopra stored the costumes and attires of his characters in his ex wife’s room. 
The room Chopra led me into was unmistakably a woman’s. The walls were painted soft shell pink, the bed was carved out of ivory and the mattresses were soft white. A huge wardrobe stood on one corner of the room. Chopra opened it and retrieved a mossy green chiffon saree and a sleeveless silver-colored blouse. He also salvaged a delicate silver necklace, a wig of flowing black hair and a pair of dainty silver-hued sandals. He then asked me to change into them.
I gawked at Chopra in surprise. Then I broke into loud chuckles. Mr. Chopra was obviously in the mood for humor. 
“That’s a good joke, Mr. Chopra” I said laughingly “you have a great sense of humor, I must say!”
Chopra smiled briefly, but his eyes remained serious. 
“This is no joke” he said “I want you to wear the saree and other accessories”. 
“Huh?!” I said startled “why on earth should I do that? What correlation do these clothes have with Prem’s character? He would hardly wear a saree”. 
“The role of Prem has been taken” explained Chopra “we decided to give it to the young man called Dev. I was considering you for the role of Prem’s wife, Sonia”. 



Chapter 5 - Eating Humble Pie

I couldn’t breathe for one whole minute. Chopra was, in all sincerity, asking me to dress in drag. In the last six years, I had staunchly stayed away from any sort of female garment. I had been so scarred by being forced to dress as a girl in my childhood and so confused by my sexual orientation that even looking at bras, corsets and other typically female attire caused me agony. And here I was being ordered to dress in a saree and prepare to audition for the part of the female lead of Pyar mai Dhoka. 
“No, Mr. Chopra” I said shaking my head “I can’t take the role of Sonia. I can’t enact a female role any more”. 
Chopra seemed to fly into an unreasonable rage. His face turned livid. Thick veins popped up at the sides of his sturdy neck. 
“Ok then!” he spat “get the hell out of here! You’re being offered an opportunity on a silver platter and you are walking away from it like a wimp! Youngsters would kill for a chance like this, but you’re letting it go! You’re the stupidest, most ungrateful son-of-a-bitch I’ve ever comes across in my life!”
I felt mildly guilty. Chopra had helped my family get richer (even if the entire fortune had been squandered). He was now offering me the role of a lifetime, but I was turning it down due to my own ego. Yet, in spite of the guilt I felt, I couldn’t bring myself to happily accept the role of Sonia. 
“I’m sorry, Chopra sir” I said out aloud “you have done so much for me in the past. I know you intend helping me even now. But there is absolutely no way I can enact a female role again. I hope you understand”. 
I turned to go. I walked a few meters, towards the front door. Chopra watched me go, wordlessly. Just when I was on the verge of opening the front door, he bellowed,
“Stop!”
I turned, startled. I walked towards Mr. Chopra. His face was hard. 
“Leave if you have to” he said “but give me my Rs.43, 000 straight away. I can’t give you even a day’s time to repay the loan unless you agree to play Sonia”. 
Chopra was blackmailing me. It was a wrong thing to do. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to retaliate. I was stuck in a helpless position, between the devil and the deep blue sea. 
I tried reasoning with my mentor. “Look Mr. Chopra, if you give me a day or two, I could try and arrange for the cash…”
Chopra was unrelenting. “I want my money straight away” he said “otherwise, I shall call the police”.
I was terrified of the police. If a powerful man like Chopra called them, they’d probably grill, beat and even sodomize me. All sorts of nightmarish visions filled my head. I felt sweat trickle down my forehead. 
I ran towards Chopra and kneeled down at his feet. “Please don’t call the police, sir” I pleaded “I shall dress in a saree and prepare for the role of Sonia”.
***
I stood in front of the full-length mirror in jeans and the sleeveless silver blouse Chopra had given me. The blouse had an inbuilt padded bra and gave the illusion of having breasts. I was extremely embarrassed by this aspect. In order to distract myself from the fake boobs, I shifted my attention to my arms. They were smooth and hairless. My belly was flat, with an oblong navel. 
I had zero idea of how to wear a saree. I looked at a YouTube video for assistance. The voluptuous lady in the video taught her viewers to drape the garment around their hips. One side of the saree was to be tucked into the rim of the jeans or petticoat. I followed the YouTuber and proceeded to make neat, symmetrical pleats with a portion of the saree. I pinned the pleats together and tugged them neatly into the front of my jeans. 
Under the YouTuber’s guidance, I pleated the pallu (the part of the saree that covers the upper half of the body) and gracefully covered my torso and chest regions. 
After I had draped the saree around myself, I wore the silver filigree necklace and bangles. I fit the wig of long black hair on my head and appraised my reflection in the mirror. I felt highly uncomfortable, but had to admit that I looked pretty and very much like a woman. 
Satisfied with my appearance, I slipped on the silver sandals. They were the perfect fit and caressed the lines of my feet. I had to admit that I had very small feet for a man. 
I opened the door and let Chopra in. He looked at me closely and smirked. “You look very beautiful indeed” he said “with a bit of fine-tuning; you’ll definitely pass as a woman”. 
I wondered what the “fine-tuning” would entail. I assumed it would be undergoing waxing, bleaching, threading and putting on some makeup. 
“Now let me tell you a little more about your character” said Chopra “as you already know, Sonia is an ethereal beauty. She is also an expert cook. She loves engaging in shopping. She loves watching soap operas. She is a bubbly, chatty girl who makes friends easily. She talks fast, sometimes abandoning a sentence midway and jumping to the next! Sonia is also a skilled lover and is mind-blowing in bed. She gives excellent blowjobs!”
Chopra spoke with relish. I felt myself flush. I wished to know less about Sonia’s amorous skills and more about her professional ones. 
“Pleased to learn these aspects of Sonia, sir” I said quickly “but could you tell me more…for instance, what has she studied? What are her professional qualifications?
Chopra seemed annoyed at the question. “I haven’t thought about it” he said curtly “she has a degree in finance, I suppose”. 
“Is that how she knows about stocks and shares?” I asked warming up to the topic. From what I remembered of the story of Pyar Mai Dhoka, Sonia secretly uses Prem’s deposit to open a Demat account and clandestinely starts trading under his name.
Chopra seemed especially irked. “You don’t need to delve so deep into her character” he said dismissively “Sonia doesn’t know much about the stock market. She buys and sells under the guidance of her lover. Since I believe in method acting, I advise you to hone your cooking, shopping and other domestic skills first. Develop a bubbly, perky style of speaking. Keep your spirits high all the time. Watch soap operas. And try getting a boyfriend to hone your lovemaking skills”.
***
Method acting, I understood, is a technique in acting in which an actor aspires to achieve complete emotional identification with a part. It entailed channelizing one’s deeply personal emotional experiences and subconscious behavior to successfully play a role. In order to prepare for the role of the fascinating deceitful Sonia, I delved deep into my subconscious. Difficult though it was, I thought of the times when I actually wished to wear women’s clothes, makeup and accessories. I tried hard to fish out fantasies, in which I made love to another man instead of a woman. 
The process left me highly disturbed. I found it excruciatingly painful to have to dress up as a woman and get in touch with the deep seated femininity embedded in me. The night Chopra had blackmailed me into accepting Sonia’s role; I had phoned my parents and told them that I would be away for awhile. I told them that I was shifting into Mohan’s house as I wished to jointly study with him for a couple of months. I requested them to inform my tuition-class students that I would be unavailable indefinitely and asked to apologize on my behalf. I desisted from telling my parents about Pyar Mai Dhoka or having accepted to play the role of the female lead of the film. I wasn’t sure if their reaction to the latest news would be favorable. Our society is a weird one. It finds a little boy dressing up as a girl “adorable and cute”. But for a grown ass man to dress as a woman is “gross, abnormal and unacceptable”. 
I had spent a sleepless night in the former Mrs. Chopra’s bed. The next day, I had been asked to change into a red saree. Chopra’s maid, Priya, had come in after a while to do my makeup. She was a lively cheerful girl in her early 20s. Priya had expertly contoured my face, done excellent eye makeup and had outlined and filled my lips with a rich shade of crimson. As Chopra had told her that I was preparing for a role, Priya saw nothing strange in the exercise. She applied the makeup, chatting all the while. She alternately cracked jokes or admired my winsome looks. 
After getting dressed, I was supposed to help the cook prepare and serve breakfast. The cook, a sour-faced middle-aged man named Amar Singh, knew that I was a man dressed as a woman. He understood that I was dressed in this manner in order to prepare for a role, but he didn’t fully approve. He reluctantly accepted my help in making aloo parathas (bread stuffed with potato), halwa (sweet dish made of semolina), toast and omelet. All the while, Amar Singh muttered under his breath. He grumbled that Chopra saab (Hindi word for “sir”) had gone off his rocker to select a male to play a woman’s role. When they were so many beautiful girls who’d kill for a chance to act in movies, it was eccentric of Chopra saab to have selected a young man to audition for the role of the leading lady. 
After having helped Amar Singh with the preparations, I helped him serve breakfast to Chopra as if I was Chopra’s wife. Chopra was seated at the biggest chair of his huge round dining table in his capacious dining room. A huge bowl of fruit stood at the centre of a table. An obviously expensive candelabrum stood at a side. 
Chopra ate with relish. He asked me to join him for breakfast. Between bites of omelet and buttered toast, he complimented me on what a great cook I was. The praise was administered in the presence of Amar Singh, which made me feel embarrassed. I felt myself blushing to the roots of my hair. All the while, Chopra kept the compliments flowing, quite oblivious to the way I felt. 
***
Four days passed. I became proficient in dressing like a typical Indian housewife, putting on my own makeup, instructing the servants and assisting the cook. I talked to everyone around me in a bubbly, cheerful manner, the way Sonia evidently did. Chopra didn’t bring home any visitors, so the only people I interacted with were servants. Since the servants already knew that I was preparing for a role, they didn’t raise an eyebrow at my dressing or behavior. They already knew that a young man was staying in Chopra saab’s house and preparing for the role of the female lead in one of Chopra’s movies. I wondered how they would react if I had materialized out of thin air, dressed as a woman. Would they be able to distinguish me from a genetic woman? Would they even remotely be able to guess that I was a man dressed in drag?
I confided my doubts in Chopra. He said that my point was a relevant one. He said that in order to find out if I passed as a genetic woman, I should go shopping for household items the way Sonia would. Of course, Chopra had servants to do the task, but Sonia wished to do her household shopping on her own. Chopra gave me his debit card and asked me to limit my shopping to Rs.500. 
That afternoon, I walked to a small shopping mall situated nearby. I was dressed in a beautiful light blue chiffon saree that accentuated the artificial curves and contours (Chopra had asked me to wear falsies and a bum bag) of my body. The sleeveless blue blouse was cut low at the back, showing off an ample portion of my creamy skin. The hair of my wig was tied back in a simple ponytail and my makeup was light. As I passed people on the road, I was aware of their admiring glances. 
“Yayy!” I inwardly cheered “I pass for a woman!” I walked into the mall in a euphoric mood. Employees paused in their work to appreciatively glance at me. Shoppers stopped their shopping midway to admiringly regard me. The glances gave my self esteem a boost. “Aishwariya Rai (Indian actor and former Miss World) must also feel this way” I thought exuberantly. 
I vainly did my shopping. I was aware of admiring and even adoring gazes as I picked up bread, pulses and flour. I also went to the vegetable counter and picked up some fruit and vegetables. After my shopping was done, I walked to the billing counter to get the purchased items surveyed. A hoard of people waited behind me. 
The guy at the counter asked for my membership number. “1818” I said recalling the number Chopra had given me. After I had spoken, there was an awkward pause. Then a child giggled out aloud. People around me suddenly stared hard at me. Their admiring glances turned into mocking glares. They tried hard to suppress their own laugher. 
It took me a whole minute to realize what had happened. I had spoken in my original male voice. Though it wasn’t particularly deep, it apparently was deep enough to give me away as a man. The people around me had recognized me for what I was. They now viewed me in a derogatory light. I knew that the word “hijra” lingered on the tip of their tongues. They yearned to call me that. Only social etiquette held them back. 
I quickly paid for and walked away with my purchases. The agony weighing down my soul was as heavy as the bag I carried. When I returned, Chopra was at home. He asked me why I looked so downcast. With a rising sense of humiliation, I told him what had happened at the mall. 
“Ah, I see” said Chopra “I should have foreseen this…I’m sorry it happened”. 
“It’s okay, Mr. Chopra” I said humbly “it’s not as if I had anticipated it myself”. 
“You will have to undergo voice therapy” Chopra said “it will help you talk in a more feminine voice. I shall hire a competent tutor for you straightway”. 
***
The next day, Wilma Fernandez, a certified voice therapist, visited Chopra Residence. She was a short, squat, congenial young woman in her mid 30s. She handed me a copy of the day’s newspaper and asked me to read a news report out aloud. While I read, I was aware of Wilma carefully listening to me. After I had read a paragraph, Wilma gently asked me to stop. She taught me an invaluable technique to shorten the vocal tract—reading by protruding and retracting my lips. I found the technique enjoyable and not in the least straining. Eventually, I discovered that the technique made me sound more feminine. Wilma asked me to speak only one pitch higher than I did now. 
“Let’s keep our target pitch as three pitches higher than your natural pitch” she said “we’ll move to the next pitch only after you’ve mastered the first one”. 
The next five days passed rather enjoyably. I savored the routine of dressing up, assisting the servants and undergoing voice therapy. I decided that Chopra’s offer hadn’t been so bad after all. Practicing to be Sonia was fun. 
The feeling persisted until the tenth day. When I showered, I was shocked to notice two twin projections on either side of my chest. I gingerly touched one nipple to find that it was overly sensitive. I put on my blouse wondering what was wrong with me. I had noticed breast protrusive in overweight males. I, however, was a slender youth. Budding, in my case, was wholly unnatural. 
I went about my day as usual, but found myself unable to concentrate on anything. The budding I had noticed when in the shower bothered me. I felt a bit of sensitivity in my nipples throughout the day. Wilma asked me if I was okay. I lied to her that I was.
“I just have a mild headache” I said trying to sound cheerful “it’s absolutely nothing to worry about”. 
“Okay” said Wilma “take good care of yourself. Eat on time. Get more fresh air”.
“I will, thanks” I said gratefully and we went back to our lessons. 
At dinner, I still felt upset. Chopra noticed and asked me what the matter was. Amar Singh, who served us noodles, observed that I’d had looked pale since the morning. 
“It’s nothing” I told the concerned men “It’s just that I miss my parents and friends. I miss going to college…”.
“Try to keep in touch with your lessons” said Chopra “you could take your BA exams at the end of the semester. I’ll ask Priya to fetch your text books from your home”. 
“That’s very kind of you” I said faintly “I shall try to study everyday”. 
Even though the conversation was normal, I felt that something was amiss. I noticed Chopra and Amar Singh discreetly exchange glances. It seemed like they were sharing a secret, which concerned me. I had this crazy idea that they knew I was budding. But how could that be possible? I quickly dismissed the thought. It seemed like the byproduct of a delusional mind.
***
Three months flit past. I was busy and highly disturbed. I could no longer be in denial about the physical manifestations my feminization. The buds on my chest had gained considerable mass, so I now had breasts like a woman. The areola on them was dark and my nipples looked long and sexy. My skin was silkier than before and my testicles had shrunk. My body was gaining rounded contours like a woman. I no longer needed to use falsies; a bit of padding around the chest was enough to give me a full figure. I still used the bum bag, but had a feeling that I wouldn’t have to use it in the near future.
There was no escaping the truth. By voodoo or black magic, I was turning into a woman. I knew Chopra was the person, who caused my feminization. It was now time to confront him. 



Chapter 6 - Love me Tender
I accosted Chopra one morning before his meeting with the super star Akshay Kumar. Chopra gulped down his tea after which he got up to leave. I caught hold of his arm and stopped him. Chopra turned towards me, surprised. “May I have a word with you?” I asked. 
Chopra seemed to sense a confrontation. His face grew tense and he withdrew into himself. “Can we talk later?” he asked in a clipped tone “I’m getting late”. 
“This can’t wait” I said “it’s urgent. Please”. 
“Please understand, Raj” said Chopra “I can’t make Akshay ji (suffix attached to name to indicate respect) wait”
“Sir, you are leaving too early” I said “talking to me for a few minutes will not upset your plans”. 
“Okay” said Chopra reluctantly “let’s talk in your bedroom”. 
We quietly climbed the spiral staircase, went into my room and quietly closed the door. Once inside, I took off my saree, stripped down to my underwear and unabashedly showed my breasts to Chopra. 
I closely watched his reactions. Chopra looked impressed, but unsurprised. “Lovely booty you have” he said admiringly. I could see his dark eyes glaze with lust. 
I felt anger within me grow. I was right. Chopra knew about my feminization, after all. 
“How did this happen?” I demanded “what sort of black magic did you do on me?”
“You are naïve” said Chopra chuckling “I just gave you female hormones. I asked Amar Singh to mix it in your food. To be realistically able play the role of a woman, I felt that you ought to have boobs”. 
I felt my anger grow. I caught hold of Chopra’s collar and cried, “You bastard! How dare you tamper with my body permanently just for the sake of a goddamn role? I’ll never be able to face my parents and friends again!”
Chopra spoke in a placating tone. “Calm down, Angel” he said “the changes in your body are only temporary. Your body will go back to normal once we stop giving you hormones. Just bear up with this for a year more, until the shoot and publicity of the film is done”. 
“You should have told me about it before!” I said accusingly “it’s unethical to feminize anyone without his consent!”
“I know I should have” said Chopra soothingly “I’m sorry. Please bear with me for a while”
The changes were only temporary. I was still indignant, but slightly relieved. There was no harm in continuing this way for a while. I could go back to being a man after I had finished shooting for the movie.
***
Six months passed in the batting of an eyelid. Under Chopra’s instructions, Amar Singh continued mixing estrogen hormones in my food. My breasts had gained considerable mass and were now a huge 32(B). My areola had grown darker and nipples had become more distended. My waist had tapered down like a decanter and my hips and derriere were beginning to appear more rounded. My skin grew silkier and testicles shrunk further. I didn’t need much padding, but wore a small bum bag under my sarees to continue giving my body its woman-like curvaceous contour. 
I had become an ace at household management. Cooking, shopping and instructing the servants came with ease. When I went out for shopping, admiring glances continued to be showered in my direction. Only, I now went to another mall, where nobody remembered the incident in which I had been recognized as a genetic male because of my untrained voice. 
I had developed a perky, carefree style of communicating. With Wilma’s persistent help, I was effortlessly able to speak in pitches, which were three pitches higher than my original one. I had developed a habit of speaking by protruding and retracting my lips, so my speech sounded sweet and very feminine. 
In my free time, I watched Hindi soap operas. They were full of over-dressed, anachronistic women who were worshipping deities, serving their husbands or plotting revenge against other women. I personally loathed these stories and couldn’t relate to them, but Sonia seemed to find a perverse pleasure in watching these ridiculous characters and senseless storylines. 
At the end of the sixth month, I auditioned for the role of Sonia in the same dilapidated building situated in Dadar and in front of the same set of producers. They seemed awestruck by my beauty and impressed with my acting skills. Though I told them my name was Angel, none of the producers connected me to Baby Angel or Raj, the young man who had made a fool of himself at the audition for male lead six months back. I was a new person to the producers, a big heroine in the making. The nine other girls, who auditioned along with me, were clearly envious of my prettiness and acting skills. 
One balding, reed-thin producer called Ashok Patel was especially enamored with me. He loved my “sparkling eyes, shapely nose and charmingly mischievous smile”. “Angel is the next Madhubala of the Hindi movie industry!” he exuberantly told everyone. I blushed and accepted Mr. Patel’s very generous compliment. Madhubala was a legendary yesteryear actress, who’d even appeared in American magazine Theatre Arts. Being compared to her was the greatest honor. 
I was supposed to report for shoot at 9 pm, exactly a week later. Chopra wished to shoot his film in a non-linear manner; he decided to start by shooting a song called Khoobsurat Baarish (beautiful rain) at Juhu Beach. A dance choreographer came home and taught me typical Bollywood dance moves, which involved bosom thrusting, hip and pelvic gyrations and lots of arm movements. The leading man was also supposed to feature in the song, but his moves were limited. He apparently practiced separately under another dance choreographer. On the day of the shoot, Chopra wanted him and I to have a couple of dance rehearsals together, before finally shooting in front of the camera. 
The D-day arrived. Chopra drove me to Juhu Beach. Since it was a weekday, the beach was less crowded than usual. The leading man and I were cursorily introduced to each other before Chopra instructed us to start rehearsing. 
As I rehearsed the dance moves with the ruggedly good-looking Dev, the feeling of intimate familiarity came back to haunt me. There was something very closely familiar about his fluid movements, quick smile and soulful brown eyes. I hadn’t met Dev before the audition six months ago, but I could swear I knew him from way back…yet I couldn’t remember how I knew him…
The crew had a tea break after the first rehearsal. The spot boy brought plastic chairs and piping hot cups of tea for me and Dev. Dev and I were left alone for a couple of minutes. Dev pensively sipped his tea for a minute or two. He then turned towards his soft soulful gaze towards me and said,
“It’s been ages, Raj. How’ve you been?”
There was no mistaking the handsome brown eyes and warm, soothing style of speech. I finally recognized the guy. He was none other than Dev Arora, the young lanky spot boy who used to serve tea on the sets when I was a child star!
I felt a lump form in my throat. In the entire cruel world, Dev had been my only friend and support system. He had cheered me when I was down; he had made me laugh through tears. Dev was the only reason I had survived through those horrible tormenting five years. Had it not been for his friendship, I would have killed myself. I owed my very existence to Dev. 
“So, we meet again” I said in a tear-choked voice “life has come a full circle”. 
“Yes” agreed Dev “After you quit acting, I missed you tremendously. However, no one knew where you lived. I recognized you the instant I saw you at the audition six months back. I wished to speak to you, but didn’t get a chance. I searched every nook and corner of the city for you after that, but in vain. I’m happy to find you again, Raj. Destiny has reunited us”.
***
I was dressed in a yellow chiffon saree for the song. Dev was dressed in denims and a black t-shirt. The song was shot in artificial rain—Dev and I had to perform with sprinklers and water jets dashing water on us from the top. The experience was an enjoyable one. Dev was the best dance partner in the world. He understood my bodily cues and expertly matched my dance moves. He connected with me on a deeply sensual and emotional level. Needless to say, the song shoot was a great success. At the end of it, everyone on the team was raving about the sizzling onscreen chemistry between me and Dev.
After the shoot was wrapped for the day, Dev and I decided to catch up over a coffee. Seated in a private little coffee shop, we caught up with what had occurred in our lives over seven long years of separation. Dev told me that even after I had stopped getting roles, he had continued being a spot boy and studying in private until he was 16. At sixteen, he started working out. At 17, he was spotted by a casting director who cast him in a print advertisement. For a few years after, Dev walked the ramp. He aimed to become a huge Hindi movie star. He missed me tremendously all the while. Six months ago, he’d heard of the auditions for Pyar Mai Dhoka and decided to audition for the role of the leading man of the movie. The decision turned out to be doubly lucky for Dev; he had ended up getting the role and finding me!
I told Dev what had happened to me after I stopped receiving movie offers. I had changed my school, thereby escaping bullying. My new friends didn’t recognize me as Baby Angel; hence I was treated like any other boy. The situation at home worsened. My father had an accident and my mother started drinking even more heavily. She also had extramarital affairs. I went to college to get a BA degree and worked as a tutor in the evenings. 
I confided my deepest, innermost feeling in Dev. I told him that being forced to depict girls’ roles on screen had fucked up my psyche. I was confused about my sexual orientation. I didn’t know whether I was attracted to girls or guys. Whenever I tried to approach a girl, a voice inside my head undermined my confidence by calling me a “hijra”. I masturbated a great deal, but had never actually had sex with a woman. Whenever I happened to find an intimate piece of women’s clothing, such as my mother’s nightgown or lingerie, I experienced an exaggerated fear reaction. 
I also told Dev about my financial troubles and Chopra’s help. I told Dev how he offered to assist me in making money through day trading. “Mr. Chopra’s advice was proven wrong in my case” I concluded dolefully “It led to my being forced to accept Sonia’s role. Since Mr. Chopra believes in method acting, he asked the cook to mix female hormones in food. He wanted me to undergo feminization for the role. That’s why my body is changing. Mr. Chopra said I could stop the hormones once the shooting and promotion of Pyar mai Dhoka is complete. I can then go back to being Raj”.
Dev intently listened to each word I said. His expression turned grave, but he didn’t say anything. I had no clue as to what he was thinking. 
***
Dev lived in a mid-range flat in Bandra. One evening, he called me and hesitantly asked me if I’d like to go out for dinner. He sounded so shy that it was adorable. I deliberately used a curt tone and told Dev that I didn’t go out for dinner. Dev seemed hurt at the rejection. His spirits seem to sink. Dejected beyond words, he was on the verge of disconnecting the phone, when I mischievously said,
“I don’t go out for dinner. But I could come to your home and help you prepare it”. 
“Angel, you’re such a naughty girl!” Dev scolded me playfully “do you know how dispirited I was?”
“I know, I’m sorry” I told Dev “I shall never play with your feelings again”. 
I told Chopra I’m going out. I chose a sexy little red dress, nude sandals and light pastel make up for the occasion. Chopra was curious as to whom I was going to meet, but he didn’t pry. I wondered if he knew I was going to meet Dev. 
I took a cab and reached Dev’s artistically furnished flat in 10 minutes. He and I decided to cook Italian food at home and went shopping for the necessary ingredients. We obviously made a gorgeous pair; people stopped to stare at us admiringly. The public didn’t recognize us as upcoming movie stars, as the Pyar mai Dhoka hadn’t yet received much publicity. After shopping for the necessary ingredients, Dev and I returned to his flat and cooked ravioli, pasta and crostata. We polished our meal with a bottle of red wine that I had carried with me. 
That night, I stayed over at Dev’s. Drunken badgering led to an innocent kiss. The innocent kiss led to a series of amorous ones. Soon, Dev and I were making out like seasoned lovers. Perhaps we were, as our love harked back to childhood. 
We touched and explored each other carefully, as if the other was made of glass. Dev’s cologne permeated every pore of my soul. His warm breath caressed my soft cheeks, newly-minted breasts and creamy warm thighs. My hands savored the rugged tenderness of his face, torso and hips. 
He gazed deeply into my eyes. I was deeply sucked into those soulful brown whirlpools. Dev gently broke eye contact. He tenderly turned me on my belly. He lubricated, and then gently penetrated my rear orifice. 
It didn’t hurt like I assumed it would. All I felt was ecstasy. Once he was completely sheathed within me, Dev began a gentle two and fro motion. As the speed and intensity of his thrusts grew, both of us came simultaneously, him with a groan and me with a reverberating moan.
***
We snuggled afterwards. Dev held me close, as if I was the most precious commodity he owned. After a while, he stood up and walked to the huge open window. He silently lit a cigarette. He had suddenly become very pensive. He abruptly asked,
“So, you did the trades as guided by Mr. Chopra, didn’t you?” 
“Huh?” I said sleepily “are you referring to the intraday trading he assisted me with?”. 
“Yes” said Dev breathing out a whirl of smoke “did he suggest leveraged trading?”
“Yes” I said “I couldn’t repay his loan immediately, hence I’m in a woman’s body today”. 
Dev remained silent for a long time. I drifted off to sleep. When I awoke, Dev was still at the window. He came to me, gave me a quick peck on the cheek and fetched me some instant coffee. 
We had a shower together, but Dev’s mind was elsewhere. I dressed and booked a cab. Dev escorted me to the cab and gave me yet another affectionate, but absent-minded kiss on the cheek. I wondered what was suddenly wrong with him. 



Chapter 7 - Abduction
When I reached the Chopra Residence, it was 7: 30 am. I found Chopra in the dining room, wolfing down his morning cereal. He was already dressed fully, in a branded navy blue suit. He asked me to get ready for shoot in about an hour. Chopra didn’t appear inquisitive about what had kept me out the entire night. Nor did he seem to care whom I had spent my night with. In a way, this was normal. After all, Chopra was my mentor, not my father. 
Today’s shoot was supposed to be at Worli. I quickly dressed in an embroidered white salwar suit (dress with long shirt and loose roomy pajamas) and multi-colored moccasins. After I’d had a frugal breakfast of toast and tea, Chopra suggested that we leave for the shoot. I got into the front seat of Chopra’s Audi, and he started driving. He seemed lost in thought, much like Dev had been, and spoke little. Chopra answered the questions I asked vaguely and abstractedly. I wondered what was going on with the people around me. Why had they become absent and withdrawn all of a sudden?
I expected Chopra to take the Lalbaug flyover to reach Worli. Instead, he took a detour and drove his Audi into a narrow, deserted lane. My heartbeat increased by a notch. This wasn’t the route that led to Worli. Mr. Chopra was drunk, disoriented or terribly confused. Since I hadn’t seen him drinking, I assumed that he was disoriented. 
“Sir, you’ve taken the wrong route” I politely said “you’ve got to go via Lalbaug flyover to reach Worli”. 
Chopra didn’t respond. Instead, he parked his car to one end of the street and got off. He banged the car door shut. I noticed that he’d carried a small bottle with him. 
The car door flung open in two minutes. Chopra gripped my right hand tightly with one arm and pressed a damp handkerchief to my nose with another. I stared at him, shocked. His dark eyes seemed ruthless. 
As the sweet, sickly scent of chloroform assailed my nostrils, I felt myself drifting into heavy slumber. The last thought before I lost consciousness was that I was being abducted—by someone I knew and had trusted. 
***
I woke up to find myself tied to a black leather chair. I was also gagged with some sort of a dirty rag. I vaguely recalled the incident that had taken place…a couple of hours ago? Chopra had taken a detour and had knocked me off using chloroform. 
I looked around me. I seemed to be in some sort of a temporary office of a building that was apparently still under construction. The room had a rusted steel dusk, two folding chairs and a small conference table, which was left abandoned against the wall. A thick layer of dust covered everything. It seemed like construction had been temporarily halted. 
Minutes went by slowly. I could barely hear a human voice. The thick rope I had been tied with bit into the flesh of my ankles and wrists. The dirty rag stuffed in my mouth made me nauseous. The rumbling in my stomach told me that I had not eaten anything for probably hours. My mouth was dry and I thirsted for a glass of water. 
Time limped past. Since the room didn’t have a clock, I had no idea of how many hours went by. The light in the room had begun to recede. It was getting dark. Beads of sweat formed on my forehead. I was terrified of being in the dark, shut away from the world. 
Another hour or so went by. I was famished. At the very least, I needed a glass of water to quench my thirst. I wondered if Chopra planned to let me starve to death in this desolate place. What were his reasons behind abducting me and holding me captive? Why was Mr. Chopra committing this atrocity on his favorite protégée? I was at a loss to understand. 
More time passed. My physical and moral strength were beginning to deplete. I didn’t think I could survive for even an hour. I thought of my beloved Dev to fend away morbid thoughts. 
Minutes ticked by. I heard the sound of approaching footsteps. My heartbeat quickened. As the footsteps grew closer, my heart loudly hammered in my chest. The lights came on, blinding me. I closed my eyes shut. When I opened them, I saw the huge form of Chopra looming over me. 
His eyes were hard and lustful. Chopra seemed like an entirely different person. I realized that the smiling, encouraging face he had worn had just been a mask. This was Chopra’s true face. 
He came close to me and pulled out my gag. “Why have you brought me here?” I demanded, struggling to free myself. But Chopra had done an expert job with the knots. They refused to give away. 
Chopra kissed me on the lips in response. His breath reeked of alcohol. I shirked in shock and disgust. 
“Stop” I protested “you can’t…kiss me like this. You’ve always been like a father figure to me!”
“But you’ve never been like my child” said Chopra passionately “I’ve always been sexually attracted to you. I’ve wanted you since the day we met at Kamathipura. I wished to feminize you and make you my whore. As your body feminized, I could barely keep my hands away from you, but I exercised control. After all, one day you’d be mine. 
But then you had to fall in love. Don’t deny it; I know you stayed over at Dev’s place last night…. You can’t be his girlfriend or wife; you’ve got to be my whore! That’s the reason I’m keeping you here, far away from him!”
Chopra pressed his rubbery lips on mine once again. I tried to resist, but in vein. He plundered my mouth until it was sore. His large hands hungrily ripped the front of my dress. Chopra greedily caught hold of my breast. One large thumb pinched a nipple. I winced in pain. 
“Nice…” Chopra murmured. He yanked me to my feet and pulled down my salwar. He roughly dragged me to the conference table and pushed me down on it. I could feel him peel off my underwear. I could hear him unbuckle his own belt and unzip his pants. 
“No!” I screamed “please don’t do this to me! I…I respect you! You’re a father figure to me!”
“Stop your sentimental nonsense!” said Chopra sarcastically “’father figure’ indeed! The truth is that I’m a man and you’re a trans woman. And today, I’m going to fuck you”. 
I closed my mind and prepared myself for the inevitable. I was going to be raped in this dingy desolate office, far away from humanity. And it would be by a man I had revered and trusted. 
I’m not too sure about what happened over the next few minutes. Someone barged into the room. Chopra was thrown on the floor and kicked repeatedly. He howled out in pain. I managed to turn around to see what was happening. I saw the tall stately form of Dev bashing Chopra up as if there was no tomorrow. 
Dev stopped to untie my hands and legs. Chopra seized this opportunity to pull up his pants and flee the place. Dev took off his jacket and wrapped it around my naked upper body. I was trembling from head to toe. Dev gently escorted me out of the building and took me home. 



Chapter 8 - Unveiled
We silently drove to Dev’s flat. He prepared a hot bath for me. Still in a state of shock, I washed my body, changed into a pajama-suit Dev had laid out for me and emerged out of the bathroom. Dev’s clothes were a few sizes too big for me, but I felt safe and comfortable in them. 
Dev had, meanwhile, prepared hot chicken soup for me. I sipped it slowly and felt my energy returning with each gulp. On Dev’s insistence, I had some solid food as well. The leftover rice, dal and vegetable curry Dev had in his fridge nourished my body and disturbed soul. The feeling of shock and disbelief melted away. I slowly accepted what had happened. Chopra, my mentor, had been sexually attracted to me since the day we’d accidently met at Kamathipura. He offered me the role of Sonia and used the opportunity to feminize me. Though Chopra had claimed that the feminization was temporary, I now wondered if he would ever have let me return to my original body. I was convinced that the devious Chopra would have devised ways and means to make sure that I remained a woman. 
Dev sensed that I was feeling better. “Chopra abducted and attempted to rape you” he said “these are serious charges. I think we should file a police complaint”. 
I considered Dev’s suggestion. “Chopra deserves to be punished” I said “but I don’t think filing a police complaint is a good idea. People from the LGBT community are sometimes harassed by the police waalas (fellows). I wouldn’t want that. Furthermore, I don’t want my gender identity to become public. It would create problems in my career. My parents may also come to know and take me to task”.
Dev nodded. “I understand your perspective” he said “however, the idea of that sick bastard going scot-free really bothers me. After what he tried to do to you, I could kill him. I could break his hands, legs and thick old neck with my bare hands!” 
I laid a restraining hand on my lover’s shoulder. “Calm down, Dev” I said “I agree that Chopra is a sick pervert who needs to be punished, but please don’t do anything unlawful. Let’s leave him alone. Karma will catch up with him. He’ll eventually pay for all his wrong deeds”. 
“I hope so” said Dev “I really hope God punishes him for whatever he did to you and to those underage girls”.
I was baffled by my boyfriend’s words. “Which underage girls are you talking about?” I asked confused. 
“I’ll explain” said Dev “you never asked me how I came to know Chopra had abducted you and where he had imprisoned you, did you?”
“I wondered how you knew” I replied “but never got an opportunity to ask. So much has been happening in a short span of time that it slipped my mind”. 
“I’ll tell you everything from beginning to end” said Dev “one of my friends owns a real estate property in Malad. I had been there with him many times to check up on the property. On two of my visits, I saw Chopra taking underage girls inside the very building he had held you captive. The girls were no older than 15 and seemed to go inside with him readily enough. Since I had worked as a movie spot boy until I was 17, I recognized Chopra. I was disgusted with what he was doing. I thought it was wrong, but could do nothing about it. I guessed that poor parents traded their minor daughters to Chopra in return for cash. There was nothing I could do about the situation without getting the girls’ parents into trouble. 
When you didn’t report for shooting, I tried phoning you many times. But your phone was switched off. Chopra had probably seized it and switched it off. 
He turned up late for shoot and told all of us that you were unwell. He seemed nervous and edgy. I became suspicious of him. I know it sounds insane, but I got the feeling that Chopra had hidden you away. It struck me that he could be holding you captive in the same decrepit building in Malad he had taken the underage girls into. I took some time, and then decided to act. I was stupefied to discover that I had been right!”
“I was lucky to be rescued on time…” I said quietly “but tell me, why did you suspect Chopra? Nobody suspects another without a reason”. 
“My suspicion of Chopra started even before you were abducted” explained Dev “the screenplay of Pyar Mai Dhoka was written by Chopra, wasn’t it? You’d told me that you suffered losses in day trading under Chopra’s guidance. You were subsequently forced to accept Sonia’s role and undergo feminization. 
In Pyar Mai Dhoka, Sonia opens a Demat account under Prem’s name and hoodwinks him. The screenplay delves deep into the theme of stocks, shares and deception. 
I guess I saw a similarity between the screenplay and what Chopra had done to you. It was farfetched, but I had begun to feel that he intentionally caused you the loss because of some ulterior motive. 
The similarity between the film and your life struck me the day before yesterday, that’s why I was lost in thought. Chopra probably feared that I’d guessed (or was likely to guess) that he had deceived you. He didn’t want you hanging out with an older, worldly-wise man like me. He abducted you so that he could keep you away from me and the truth”. 
“I think you’re right” I said “I blindly trusted Chopra. I never suspected what a big scoundrel he was. Thank God I’m safe now”. 
Dev took me in his arms and held me close to him. “You’ll always be safe now” he whispered in my year “I’ll always protect you, my dear Angel”. 
***
Dev and I spent a sleepless night. It dawned on us that we had made an enemy of one of the producers of our movie. Our futures partially lay in Chopra’s hand. Would he throw Dev and me out of Pyar Mai Dhoka or keep us in order to buy our silence? Only time would tell. 
The morning finally arrived. Dev and I showered, had breakfast and got ready for the day. At 9 am, Dev received a call from Ashok Patel, one of the producers of Pyar Mai Dhoka. Patel told Dev that he would now be directing the film instead of Chopra. Chopra apparently had too many commitments to be able to handle this particular project. Patel asked Dev to report for shoot at Ajanta Caves at 2 pm the next day. Mr. Patel evidently asked Dev to bring me along too. Patel had been unable to contact me. My phone had apparently been “switched off”. I realized my cell phone was still in Chopra’s possession. 
Ajanta Caves are situated on the outskirts of Aurangabad. It took me and Dev nearly 10 exhausting hours to reach the venue of our shoot. The caves bewitched me with its striking beauty. The ancient Indian art beckoned me. 
Studio sets had been set up inside the cave. I saw Patel and the rest of the crew inside. 
Patel came out of the cave to receive us. He suddenly seemed mildly awkward around me. He escorted me and Dev inside, to the waiting studio set. Two other producers were present. Chopra was nowhere to be seen. 
The producers wished to “have a word with me”. They asked me to come to the next cave. I took Dev along as he was my boyfriend. I had nothing to hide from him. 
The producers looked at me from head to toe in a way that made me feel self-conscious. 
“We’ve received very unsettling piece of information, Angel” one of them said “and we hope it’s not true”. 
I waited for them to say more, my heart pounding. I instinctively knew they had bad news”. 
“Some anonymous person who claimed to be our well-wisher called and informed us that you’re…er, a transgendered person” said another producer “if that is true, I’m afraid we can’t have you in the movie. We’ll have to find a replacement”. 
Dev and I exchanged glances. We very well knew who the “anonymous person” who had tipped the other producers off was. 
I decided to come clean. “Yes, I’m a pre-op trans woman” I told the producers boldly “and I’m proud of who I’m. You could throw me out of the movie if you wish”.
“There’s absolutely no need” Patel had spoken. The other producers turned to stare at him. He turned to them and explained, “Angel is a beautiful and hardworking person. She is tremendously gifted. I also like her honesty. I wish to retain her as the heroine of Pyar Mai Dhoka. I request the rest of you to reconsider your decision”. 
The other producers whispered among themselves. One turned to Patel and said, “But Patel saab, Angel is a pre-op trans girl. How do we shoot the bikini scenes?”
“It’s simple” replied Patel smiling “we use a body double”.
***
Throughout the shooting of Pyar Mai Dhoka, I lived in Dev’s home. I never saw Chopra again, but had some more trouble from his end. On the day we had wrapped up the shooting at Ajanta Caves, my infuriated mom barged into the sets, pushing my equally enraged dad’s wheelchair. They were incensed at my having undergone hormone therapy without their permission. I couldn’t believe they had undertaken a journey of 10 hours to come and confront me. 
“Mom…dad” I murmured zapped “what in the world are you doing here?”
“You bloody hijra!” my mom screeched “Have you no shame? How can you feminize yourself, dress in a woman’s clothes and flaunt yourself brazenly in front of the cameras?”
The irony of my mom’s words struck me. “What’s wrong with that?” I said coolly “you made me do the same thing for 5 years of my childhood”. 
“That was a different thing!” my dad yelled “you were a child then…. Besides, you recently told us a lie. You said you were staying over at your friend Mohan’s, but stayed at Mr. Chopra’s home, all the time preparing yourself for a female role!”
“Wait a minute” I said slowing my dad down “how do you know all this? And who told you you’d find me here?”
“An anonymous person claiming to be our well-wisher phoned us” said my mom “he told us what you had been up to and where we could find you today! Ajanta caves are miles away, but your dad and I decided to come. The anon person was right. You have been deceiving us all these months!”
Dev and I exchanged weary glances. It was obvious who this anonymous person was. It was clear that Chopra had got my parents’ phone numbers from my cell phone and had told them about my feminization. He had also told them where they could find and confront me. 
Dev and I placated my parents and sent them back to Mumbai. Dev convinced my parents that I was a naturally talented person whose gender should not come in the way of essaying a good role. Producer Patel agreed with him and requested my parents to allow me to express my talents. After some convincing, my mom and dad left the place. 
After that day, they were quite supportive of me. Pyar mai Dhoka was successfully shot.
I decided to undergo Sex Reassignment Surgery (SRS) after the film was completed. SRS was a procedure, which involved using parts of the penis to create a vagina. The outer skin of the penis was inverted and turned into the lining of the vaginal canal. The head of the penis was converted into the clitoris. The scrotum was turned into labia.
The three hour surgery was a success. Dev took good care of me during the post-operative period. He reminded me to take my medicines on time and helped me dilate regularly. I was keen on resuming heavy gym exercises within a few weeks of the surgery, but Dev forbade me from overexerting myself. 
My parents nearly flipped when I told them about the surgery. Dev visited them and explained how important completely transitioning into a woman was for me. I identified with the female gender and no longer wished to have a penis. My parents were upset, but eventually accepted my new gender identity. They came to visit me from time to time.
Pyar mai Dhoka was successfully promoted and released. It became a super hit and collected 60 crores at the box office. Dev proposed to me on the day of the film release. I married him gladly and shifted into our new home in Malabar Hill. Both of us got several movie offers. I helped Dev choose the best scripts. 
“Don’t you wish to act in any more movies?” Dev enquired of me “after all, you are a natural talent. You shined during childhood itself!”
I shook my head smiling. “No, I don’t want to continue acting” I said decisively “I’ve never really been interested in it. I wish to study further and explore other career choices like business or teaching….but for now, I’m happy to be a house wife and spend your money!”
“Spend my money by all means” said Dev “but never ever open a Demat account and trade secretly using my name!” he added with a mischievous sparkle in his eyes. 
“Never!” I cried laughingly “Never ever!”
Both of us giggled for an eternity. The sound of our happiness engulfed the house and I was convinced, the entire city.
The End



Introduction and Character Profiles
18-year-old Raj Dixit is sick of his life. He finds studies boring. His part-time job is monotonous. His alcoholic mother and avaricious father call him a freeloader. They nag Raj to contribute to the family income. 
Raj can’t sleep in the night. He is plagued by nightmares of the scarring experiences he had as a child actor. 
One evening, Raj runs into Vimal Chopra, the producer who had first cast him in movies. Raj confides his financial troubles in Chopra. Chopra convinces Raj that he can become rich through day trading. Raj uses his meager savings and borrows a huge amount from Chopra for leveraged trading. The next day, Raj buys and sells stock under Chopra’s advice. At the end of the day, he has suffered a huge loss. He now owes Chopra a hefty sum. 
Chopra wants his money back immediately. He offers Raj an alternative—to star in one of his movies and repay him from his salary. Little does Raj realize that Chopra intends casting him as the leading lady!
Character Profiles:
Raj Dixit/Angel: is the beautiful 18-year-old protagonist. He is slender and lovely, with glossy black hair and emerald green eyes. Raj Dixit was a popular child actor called Baby Angel. He only starred in girls’ roles. He grows up into a youth who is confused about his sexual orientation. Raj’s parents call him a freeloader and expect him to contribute towards household expenses. Raj wishes to find a way of getting rich soon. An acquaintance introduces him to intraday trading. Raj suffers huge losses that he is unable to repay. He is forcibly feminized and is coerced to perform in a movie as the leading lady.
Mrs. Dixit: is the protagonists’ mother. She is an alcoholic. Mrs. Dixit is also promiscuous. She works as a cook in three households. Mrs. Dixit forced her son to work in films and spent a lot of his hard-earned money on booze. Now that Raj has stopped getting film offers, she considers him a burden on the family.
Mr. Dixit: is the protagonists’ father. He is a greedy man who forced his son to work has a child star. Mr. Dixit worked as a schoolteacher. He had an accident, which left him wheelchair bound. Mr. Dixit used his son’s earnings to pay his medical bills. Now that Raj has stopped getting film offers, Mr. Dixit considers him a burden on the family. 
Vimal Chopra: is the 53-year-old antagonist of the story. Chopra had spotted Raj as a kid and cast him in films. Years later, Chopra meets a grown-up Raj and is sexually attracted by the youth’s beauty. He fantasizes about feminizing Raj and making him his mistress. He thinks of a way to convert his fantasy into reality.
Chopra encourages Raj to try day trading. He even lends Raj an amount for leveraged trading. Chopra deliberates misguides Raj so that the latter suffers losses. He demands his money back immediately. Raj is unable to pay. Chopra offers an alternative—Raj is to work in one of his films as the leading lady. Chopra secretly starts feminizing Raj by instructing the cook to mix female hormones in Raj’s food.
Dev Arora: is Raj’s 24-year-old boyfriend. He is tall (6’2), well-built and ruggedly handsome. Raj’s eyes are brown and soulful. As a teenager, he used to be a spot boy on studio sets. Dev supports Raj when Raj is jeered and mocked during childhood. During adulthood, Dev reunites with Raj. The latter has undergone feminization and is now called Angel. A romance blossoms between Dev and Angel. Dev realizes that Chopra has intentionally misguided Raj/Angel apropos the stocks during day trading.
Mohan: is Raj’s 18-year-old classmate. He is street-smart and worldly wise. Mohan takes Raj to an investment workshop where the latter learns about investing. Mohan is a promiscuous youth who regularly has sex with the prostitutes of Kamathipura.
Naveen Singh: is the man who conducts investment workshop that Raj and Mohan attend. Naveen is a bearded bespectacled man of about 30, who advises youth to learn value investing.
Priya: the maid in Chopra’s house. She is a cheerful, bubbly girl in her 20s, who helps Raj with his makeup. 
Amar Singh: is the middle-aged sour-faced cook, who works in Chopra’s house. Under Chopra’s instructions, Amar Singh mixes estrogen hormones in Raj’s food leading to the latter’s feminization.
Ashok Patel: is a balding, reed-thin co-producer of Pyar Mai Dhoka. He staunchly believes in Angel’s potential in becoming a huge star. Later in the story, Patel becomes the director of the movie. He decides to keep Angel in the film even when a scandal breaks out and Angel is revealed to be a pre-op trans girl.
Wilma Fernandez: is Raj’s 35-year-old voice therapist. She is a short, stout, friendly young woman. Wilma teaches Raj to reduce voice resonance by protruding and retracting his lips. She aims to make Raj speak in a pitch that is three times higher than his original pitch. With patience and consistent practice, Wilma helps Raj achieve his goals.
-----



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

[Recently Published]
A Mysterious Boy

35-year-old renowned writer Sarah McCartney is a secret lesbian with a fear of betrayal in love. She lives a lonely life with her maiden aunt, Mary. When returning from a writing workshop, Sarah finds a young man being manhandled by thugs in the shady area of Moss Side. Sarah scares away the thugs with her emergency whistle and brings the unconscious man home. The young stranger is about 18 years old and is unusually beautiful, with thick black hair and dainty chiseled features. The young man is accommodated in the guest bedroom. Sarah stays by his side the entire night. When the young man regains consciousness the next morning, he claims to be a woman and Sarah’s spouse.
 
Forbidden Red Shoes

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

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

36-year-old Zack Rossi leads an ideal family life with wife, Donna and 16-year-old daughter, Aria. All is well until Donna accidentally kills a woman at a crossing. The woman had abruptly crossed when the traffic lights had turned green. However, lawyer Wade Ferri claims otherwise. He represents the accident victim’s 93-year-old father, Antonio Serra. Together, they are fabricating a vicious claim. When they are unable to pay the demanded amount, the mafia threatens to take Aria away and force her into prostitution. Zack volunteers to go instead of the daughter.
 
Feminized for Inspiration

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

Laksh is born to a prostitute named Anita. Anita is a good woman who is controlled by her evil mother. Laksh’s grandma is unhappy that her fair and lovely grandchild is a baby boy. She had hoped that Anita would give birth to a baby girl, who could later be forced into prostitution. As Laksh grows into puberty, his evil grandma surreptitiously feminizes him. Laksh, now called Lily, is now a beautiful young woman. Lily, a trained dancer, is forced to perform for Abby Desai, a depraved rich young man. Abby Desai wishes to make Lily his mistress, but Lily wants to grow up to be an educated trans woman and marry her boyfriend, Vivek Joshi. Will Lily be able to live the life of her dreams and escape the web of prostitution her grandma has spun for her?
 
Voices from the Past

21-year-old Briton, Peter Wright marries his sweetheart, Libby Brown. The two visit Kolkata for their honeymoon. The newlyweds decide to visit the Dakshineshwar Kali Temple to seek blessings of the deity. When inside the temple, Peter Wright goes into a trance and starts hearing a voice. The voice commands Peter to walk along the banks of the River Ganges, cross a mini forest and stop at a side street where vendors sell women’s clothes, jewelry and makeup items. Under the influence of the hypnotic voice, Peter dresses like a woman and sits under a tree for hours until his wife finds him. The voice persists and seems bent on feminizing Peter. Is it a supernatural force or does it only exist inside Peter’s head?
 
The Androgynous Model

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

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

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

The 23-year-old protagonist is one of the contestants of Pyar Villa, a reality show in which 7 dashing guys are supposed to woo 7 lovely damsels. Though not interested in women, the protagonist, idly courts a leggy dusky beauty named Jacqueline Lobo. Prince Ash, the winner of a major model hunt, is introduced as a wild card entry on Pyar Villa. Slowly but surely, the protagonist begins to develop feelings for the ruggedly handsome Ash. Ash reciprocates his feelings and the two men begin a secret affair. Ash coaxes the protagonist to dress in women’s clothes bringing the latter’s suppressed desire for feminization to surface.

 
Embarrassing Punishment: a transgender romance story

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

 
Playmate: a transgender romance story

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

 
Impersonators: go out for wool and come home shorn

Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18-year-old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo. They fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen, but the girls don’t reciprocate the boys’ interest. 
In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. 
 
Missing in Nepal:forced feminization into damsel in distress

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

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

Forbidden - Transgender Horror series

Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis

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


Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

 A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 


Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

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

Forbidden Gift

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


Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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


Forbidden Island

 A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment

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


Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

 A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 


Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

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

Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform series
A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre

Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…


A Slippery Slope in an Airline

 "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series 
 Carlton is the 25-year-old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a small pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wells who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina, his girl friend. Under Rosaline’s instructions, he calls himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton all along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wells. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 


A Slippery Slope in a Mall

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


A Slippery Slope in a Bank

 "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 
 26-year-old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 


A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

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


A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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


A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

 Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28-year-old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 


A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

 "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 
 A retired businessman visits a hotspring in the high mountains of Japan and meets a young hotspring keeper. The two men get into interesting conversation. The hotspring keeper takes him deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where he finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect - rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 


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

 "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series 
 Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 


A Slippery Slope in a School

 "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series 
 Simon is the 18-year-old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 


A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

 "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series 
 Zack is the 34-year-old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 


A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

 "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 
 In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19-year-old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29-year-old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 


A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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

Hijra, the Third Gender series

Abducted into the Third Gender

 The son of a famous movie star is abducted by a mafia group for ransom. The father makes a series of mistakes in the "negotiation" of the mafia group, and as the result, the son is forcibly feminized. 


A Dancer of the Third Gender

 The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 


A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

 This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His bet was that his company will grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery.




Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

 The protagonist is born "intersexed". His genitals look more like male than female, so is raised by his prostitute mother as a boy. However, he felt comfortable in a saree and walks his way through becoming a proud woman.




Conspired into the 3rd Gender

 The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12-year-old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 


Dance Like a Woman

 Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into “Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 


Enchanted into the Third Gender

 A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. 


Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

 "Hijra, The Third Gender" series 
 The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 


Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

 This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 
 Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of “Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Transgender Sleuth series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

 Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 


Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

 While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17 year-old-schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 


The Murdered Heiress

 On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33-year-old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25-year-old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 

Other Books
Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized
Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240 and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier.


Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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


Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

 Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 


Muse and Vampiress

 Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 


Feminized in the Pyrenees

 A transgender romance story. 
 Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42-year-old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her.? They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 


Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

 "Transgender Mystery" series 
 Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The above-mentioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she is thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 


Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

 Love beyond Age & Gender 
 The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer ? a temple prostitute. 


Lilies for Ms.Tracy

 This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he will be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time “he”) was born with wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 


Diamond in the Rough

 Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15-year-old boy living in the “Hood” located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he became a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25-year-old young girl, and finally as a 30-year-old fully grown up woman. 


Kyle's Feminine Roots

 "MTF Autobiography Story" series 
 16-year-old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 


How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young Readers

 Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of “trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 


A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

 Sara was a 15-year-old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 


The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

 The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called ‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying ‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 


Dreams Don't Die

 Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 


Queen Lysandra

 "Spring of Reincarnation" series 
 55-year-old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21-year-old Queen Lysandra. Does all that follows actually transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 


Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

 Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14-year-old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 


Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

 We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. 


Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

 "Gender-Changing Spring" series 
 His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston as gorgeous 19-year-old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Will she succeed in her designs? 


The Birth of Delilah

 "Gender Swap Fantasy" series 
 Tyro is a 35-year-old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell - injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 


The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

 In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 


Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

 Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cell performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cell on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 


The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

 "The Fatal Gender Swap" series 
 This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150 years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca.
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