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Chapter 1 - The Offbeat Career I walked into the dingy, dark office. A man in his 50s, with a scraggly beard and a pair of rimless glasses, asked me to take a seat. His name was Leo Harris and he headed a group of professional mourners known as “Forget-Me-Not”. 

Leo went through my resume for a few minutes and said: “From what I perceive, you haven’t had an easy life. Welcome to my little group of professional mourners. Going by your pale, little face, I don’t think you’d have much trouble squeezing out a tear or two”. 

I nodded in a dignified manner. There was some truth in Harris’s words. My life was hard. This was a reality, which no amount of time would change. 

My name was Noah Edwards and I was no prince. I had grown up in extreme poverty, with a wastrel of a father and an alcoholic mother. 

My parents lived on social security and managed to send me to a community school. There was never enough to eat and countless times we went to bed with no electricity in the house. I got sick of starving and shivering in the cold and started doing odd jobs like mowing the garden, raking leaves and helping the neighbors to clean out their garage. This helped us afford a few things besides bread. 

The family could now buy corned beef and potatoes, and a few cheap fruits like apples or oranges. 

My parents died in a freak accident when I was 12. I sustained myself by working in a nursery. The state wouldn’t give a council house to a minor, hence I was homeless. I slept on park benches and in tube stations in the nights. 

Belonging to a group of professional mourners was a unique experience. My friends and I would go from funeral to funeral, pretending to be one of the guests. My pals and I would think of the saddest movie we’d seen and weep copiously. I personally used  The

 Schindler’s List to cry, but the girls used  The Notebook or  Fault in our Stars. 

Before attending any funeral, we did a thorough research on the deceased person, so that no one would become suspicious of us. It required much effort and some amount of  method acting. In the few months I had worked as a professional mourner, I had attended the funerals of all types of people: the gentleman who had lived up to be a hundred, a woman who had traveled the world and a child who had died in his infancy. 

One nippy winter morning, Harris called me and my friends over to his office. “Funeral at 10 am” he said tersely “a group of young professional mourners required”. 

“Who’s the victim?” asked Heidi White, a tall, hefty girl in the group. 

“18-year-old Abigail “Abby” Lewis” said Harris. 

“She was the only child of single parent, Imogene Lewis. Abigail had always been a sick child and had suffered from myriad health problems like a weak heart, inability to put on weight etc. A few months back, she was diagnosed with tuberculosis…it was pretty advanced when detected, she passed away. Dying of tuberculosis is extremely unusual in this day and age, but it happened in Abby’s case”. 

“Why is Imogene Lewis hiring professional mourners?” I asked. 

“Abby had many friends surely?” 

“She didn’t” replied Harris grimly. “Owing to her health problems, Abby had to be homeschooled. Imogene taught Abby herself as the mother and the daughter shared a very close bond. Abby was reclusive; she didn’t emerge out of her room when relatives and family friends visited. She barely left the house. Now that Abby is dead, Imogene is devastated, as you can imagine. What saddens Imogene the most is that Abby doesn’t have friends of her own age

mourning for her. Hence, she contacted me and asked me to send a few young mourners over to their house in Surrey”. 

“I’m glad we are going to Surrey” said Heidi “it would be good to be out in the countryside, out of the hustle and bustle of London”. 

“Please remember that this is not an outing” warned Harris “a young life has been snuffed out cruelly by fate. It is a sad situation. Mourn as if you were close friends of the deceased girl. In case anyone asks, tell them that you met Abby online and visited her at home. Tell them that Abby was kindly, benign, sweet…general stuff like that. 

And the dress code is strictly to be followed: black gowns for the girls and black suits for the guys. 

Chapter 2 - A Heartbreaking Event I dressed quickly and slicked my dark hair back with gel. I looked into the mirror--a puny boy with freckles stared back at me. I was cute in a school boyish way, but was neither tall nor masculine. It was embarrassing to be smaller than other guys and even most  girls  my age. I blamed poor nutrition for my lack of height. If there was anything about my appearance I was proud of, it was my expressive green eyes. They helped me emote and were an asset for someone in my profession. 

After receiving another strict round of instructions from Harris, four of my friends and I set out to Surrey in a car arranged by the company. 

I kept thinking of the deceased girl throughout the drive. What had Abigail Lewis  really been like? What had her hobbies and interests been? Had she yearned to be like the other kids? Had she ever been in love? 

Surrey was green and much more peaceful than London. It had a village-like feel to it and had some lovely parks and school buildings. 

I noticed that it was the hub of many multi-racial families, the elderly…people who generally preferred leading a quiet, inconspicuous life. Is that why Imogene had chosen to settle in Surrey? Had she wanted a peaceful life for Abby, away from the flurry of London? 

Before I could ruminate any further, the car stopped in front of a looming old-fashioned house. The house was of grayish beige hue and had arches, pointed windows and boxy roofs like Gothic buildings. Had Abby been like Rapunzel, the Disney Princess, hiding herself away in her high tower? 

I walked into the premises to find a woman in a black mourning dress standing in the lawn. She was in her 40s, pleasantly plump, and seemed inwardly devastated. Her face was pale and drawn and her eyes swollen from seemingly endless crying. 

She had outwardly composure though. “Are you from Forget-Me-Not?” she asked in a lowered voice. 

“Yes Ma’am” replied Heidi, the uncrowned leader among us. 

“I am Imogene Lewis” said the woman quietly “please come in…my daughter is in the front hall”. The quiet dignity with which Imogene spoke touched me. She was obviously going through hell, but was still courteous and polite. 

We were led inside. The house seemed to have four stories and several rooms. Imogene took us to the front hall where a small group of about 8-9 people had assembled. They showed little or no emotion. It was evident that they didn’t know the dead girl very well. 

A casket adorned with red roses stood at the center of the room. 

Imogene led me and my friends to it. A pale, slightly built girl in a blue muslin dress lay inside the casket. Her blonde hair had been carefully combed, curled and styled. The girl looked so peaceful that she might have been sleeping. 

The sight was so moving that I felt tears prick the back of my eyes. 

Soon, I was crying in earnest, without having to think of  The Schindler’s List or of my dead parents. The guys and girls in my group were crying too. Heidi, the most thick-skinned of us all, also seemed to be shedding genuine tears. 

“Abby’s friends are very upset” said Imogene turning to those assembled “she was a very nice girl”. 

“Abby had the kindest heart on earth” Heidi said between sobs “she was so generous: with her admiration, compliments and belongings. 

She had recently lent me a pair of the most charming earnings”. 

“Abby was also very supportive” I said trying not to overdo my part

“she encouraged me to study further, even though I had dropped out of school at the tender age of 10. Abby even offered financial help…” 

I involuntarily felt more tears rolling down my cheeks. 

The professional mourners comprising of two girls and three guys including me told a few good stories about Abby. We evidently came across as believable. Abby no longer seemed like a corpse in the coffin, but a girl who had once lived and breathed. 

The funeral guests walked over and comforted us. “It’s nice to know that the poor girl had a few good friends” said a wizened old lady “I didn’t know Abigail liked meeting people”. 

“Abby was shy and only made friends online” I said recalling Harris’s instructions “she and I became friendly over a period of time and then started meeting in person”. 

“Same case here” said Heidi. 

“Ditto” chorused the other guys and girls. 

The guests shook their heads in sympathy. Imogene gave me and my friends an approving nod, obviously satisfied with our performance. 


***

The formal funeral proceedings began. A priest, in white robes, arrived and read hymns and prayers. The funeral guests including us were given a booklet of hymns and were encouraged to read and sing along with the priest at appropriate times. Imogene gave a remembrance, in which she lauded the ample talents and gifts of her daughter. “As her friends may know” Imogene said “Abby was a very studious girl. She also had many interests, which included art, literature and music. Owing to her illnesses, Abby couldn’t lead a normal life or participate in routine activities. However, I would say she had led a very creatively fulfilling life”. 

After the remembrance, the priest uttered a few closing words. After this, four strong men were summoned into the front hall. They picked up Abby’s coffin, and took it outside. “We’re taking Abby’s body to a newly constructed cemetery” explained Imogene “it is situated less

than a kilometer away from the house”. After uttering the above words, Imogene joined the pallbearers and walked alongside the body of her beloved daughter. Every once in a while, she would stop and pat the head of the casket; as if she was reassuring her dead daughter that everything was fine. The above gesture was a strangely moving one. I felt a sudden surge of affection for Imogene, which I had seldom felt for my own alcoholic mother. Imogene had obviously been an affectionate mom, unlike mine who had neglected me and beat me violently when she was in a foul mood. 

My group and I followed a respectful distance behind. The few guests followed mechanically. They seemed reverential enough, but I could tell that they were getting impatient and were itching to return to their schedules. Profound sadness gripped me: people resented spending even a few hours of their lives at the funeral of a young girl who had suffered all her life and had then faded into oblivion. The only one who really mourned Abigail Lewis’s death was her mother. 

We reached the graveyard. The priest uttered a single prayer after which holy water was sprinkled on Abby’s body. The body was lowered into the grave, after which a brief service was conducted. 

The priest made a final petition by saying: “May her soul and the souls of all faithful departed through the mercy of God rest in peace”. 

After the completion of the burial, the funeral procession walked back home. Imogene walked with slouched shoulders, as if she was finally defeated by life. Once we reached the house, the guests awkwardly mumbled their condolences again and asked Imogene to take care of herself. They left one by one. The group and I remained standing with Imogene. We had been instructed to leave only after all the other guests had left. 

Imogene plopped down on a sofa once the guests had departed. 

She heaved a huge sigh, as if she was tired of keeping a stiff upper lip. Finally, her composure broke down and she started crying. 

My friends looked uncomfortable. None of them knew how to console a bereaved mother. I kneeled down next to Imogene’s and

offered her my arm. Imogene took it gratefully and wept into it. 

“Mrs. Lewis, can I get you something?” I asked after a few seconds

“a cup of tea perhaps?” 

“No, thank you” said Imogene staring at me between tears. 

“Is there something else I can do…to make you feel better?” I asked. 

“Maybe” said Imogene staring at me again as if she noticed something important “please stay back here. Then, she looked at my friends and directly said:

“Could you please stand outside the front hall? I need to have a word with your friend in private”. 

Heidi seemed faintly surprised that I was the chosen one instead of her: the unspoken leader. Curiosity, as to what Imogene wanted to say to me, was written all over her porcine face. The rest of my friends seemed interested too. 

“Of course, Mrs. Lewis” said Heidi recovering. She ambled out, herding the rest of the group out of the hall. Before she disappeared out of sight, Heidi turned to me and shouted: “You’d find us waiting right outside the hall”. 

“Okay” I yelled back. 

Once Heidi and gang were safely out of earshot, I turned to Imogene and said: “Well, Mrs. Lewis?” 

“I have a job for you” Imogene said to me. 

“I need you”. 

Chapter 3 - Dead Daughter Resurrected I was confused by what I had just heard. Were Imogene’s words to be taken seriously or were they just ramblings of a traumatized mother? 

“I don’t understand, Mrs. Lewis” I said “I already have a job. I belong to Forget-Me-Not, a group of professional mourners, which you yourself had contacted”. 

“I know” said Imogene impatiently “I have a job ,  which only you can do for me”. 

The words were spoken peremptorily. Imogene was evidently in her senses and knew what she was taking about. “I’ll pay you handsomely” she said after a pause. The emphasis on the word

“handsomely” made my ears perk up. I’d always been hard up for cash and welcomed any new opportunity to make a lot of money. 

This conversation was going to take quite a while. I thought it would be better to send Heidi and the rest away. 

“Please bear with me for a minute” I said to Imogene. I went out of the front hall and found my friends waiting for me in the vestibule. I wondered if they suspected that Imogene had offered me a job. I searched Heidi’s face for clues, but it gave nothing away. Heidi had the talent of turning expressionless at will. 

I addressed the group and said “Go back without me. Tell Mr. Harris that I will be late. I need to speak further with Mrs. Lewis”. 

“Alright” replied Heidi. After a minute or two of hovering around, they left. After I heard the car drive away, I went back to the front hall where Imogene waited for me patiently and asked:

“What job could you possibly have for  me, Mrs. Lewis?” 

“A job of great significance” said Mrs. Lewis “unfortunately, I can’t divulge the details now. I’ll give you step-by-step instructions and you’ll have to follow them”. 

“Ha!” I said incredulously “how do I know what you’re going to ask me to do? This could be potentially dangerous for me”. 

“The job isn’t a dangerous one” said Imogene “you have to trust me over that point”. 

“I am afraid I can’t accept your offer” I said “unless I am told what sort of a job this is”. I turned to go, hoping to find a bus stop nearby to take me to London. The words Imogene Lewis subsequently uttered next made me stop in my tracks. 

“Wait” she said “I offer you 90,000 pounds for the job”. 

***

Even Gods would salivate over such a sum, and I was just a human. 

I retraced my steps and kneeled down next to Imogene. “I am up for anything” I said. 

“Good” said Imogene smiling between her tears “It would be great to work with you…by the way, what’s your name?” 

“It’s Noah” I said “Noah Edwards”. 

“So, Noah, how old are you?” asked Imogene. 

“I’m 18 years old, Ma’am” I said. 

“What do your parents do?” Imogene asked. 

“They’re no more” I said “I have been living independently for quite a few years now”. 

A look of empathy passed over Imogene’s worn face. “That must have been hard” she said. 

“It was okay” I said shrugging “I managed somehow”. 

“Where do you live?” asked Imogene. 

“I presently share a small room with a friend” I said “but I spent much of my life being homeless”. 

“That’s awful” said Imogene “but from today onwards, this will be your home. You can live here for the rest of your life if you wish”. 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked Imogene. 

Imogene didn’t reply. She walked to an old mahogany drawer at the corner of the room and salvaged a pen and a sheet of paper from it. 

She spent the next few minutes furiously scribbling something down. 

Presently, she walked over to me and handed the paper on which she had scrawled. It read. 

“I, Noah Edwards, aged 18 years, agree to carry out Imogene Lewis’s instructions for an undefined period of time without questioning. I shall not hold any other job nor interact with my old acquaintances hereafter. I shall be paid 90,000 pounds as well as food and lodging in return for my services”. 

“I’ll phone Mr. Harris and tell him that I’m quitting” I said looking up at Imogene. 

“Go ahead” she said nodding. 

I pulled out my cell phone and had a brief conversation with the man who would soon be my former boss. I told Harris that I’d no longer be able to continue at Forget-Me-Not and asked him to terminate my services. The old guy had a zillion questions, but I artfully evaded them. I told him that I did not expect the month’s salary as I was quitting without notice. 

After the conversation, Imogene turned to me and said: “That was well-executed, now hand your cell phone over to me”. 

“Please don’t take this away, Mrs. Lewis” I said “this android phone is one possession I am really proud of owing. I promise not to contact any of my old acquaintances”. 

“I trust you, Noah” said Imogene “but I want you to discard anything that previously belonged to you. I’ll buy you a new iPhone as soon as possible”. 

“A new iPhone? Okay, Mrs. Lewis” I said reluctantly handing over my mid-range smartphone to Imogene. Her behavior and manner was mysterious, to say the least. I hoped I wasn’t putting myself into any sort of trouble by agreeing to work with this woman. 

“Please sign on ‘your’ declaration” said Imogene interrupting my worrisome thoughts. 


***

Imogene subsequently took me to Abby’s room situated on the fourth floor. It was an interesting room, which was painted in bright yellow. 

The walls were covered with psychedelic art frames, verses from various poets and posters of well known singers. In the middle of the room was a bed with many quilts. A study table and chair stood next to it. A photo of Abby’s graced one corner of the study table. 

“Abby was 5 feet 4 inches tall and of slender build, exactly as you look like” said Imogene. 

Golden curls framed her pale face, just like I had seen in the coffin. 

Abby wasn’t strictly beautiful, but had an arresting face. Her blue eyes were cryptic, as if she was hiding many secrets. Her closed-lipped smile was equally conspiratorial. 

“She was attractive” I said turning to Imogene. 

“Another boy thinks so too” said Imogene “but we’ll talk about him later”. 

“Abby had a boyfriend??” I asked incredulously as all information I had hitherto received had been to the contrary. 

“Just one” said Imogene “he is the only one (apart from me) who understands my daughter. No one else did. That’s why Abby shied away from them. She feared their pity, their sympathy and their judgment”. 

“I see” I said growing more inquisitive about the deceased girl. So Abby had had a boyfriend. But why hadn’t he turned up for her funeral? Besides, why was Imogene referring to the friendship between Abby and this young man in the present tense, when Abby was dead? 


***

Imogene led me to Abby’s wardrobe and flung it open. It was full of dresses, skirts and tops in light and positive colors, polka dots, floral prints and little hearts. I noticed that Abby preferred girly dresses to jeans and shorts. 

Imogene showed me Abby’s shoe and accessory rack also. The shoe rack was full of moccasins, kitten heels, clogs and furry boots. 

The accessory rack had a cute pink ring, bangles and delicate silver jewelry. Having lived all my life as a boy I couldn’t understand why a girl of my age who had been ill most of her life had collected so many shoes and accessories. 

“Abby was a very feminine girl” said Imogene nostalgically “she avoided wearing anything coarse or rugged”. 

“I like her sense of style” I said earnestly. It was true. I had a personal liking for girls who wore dresses, cute Mary Jane shoes and delicate jewelry. I didn’t like girls who wore thick denims, manly shirts and chunky boots. Unfortunately, most girls I knew dressed (and behaved) like guys. Hence, I hadn’t dated much or progressed in the romance department. 

Before I could think any further on the above lines, Imogene startled me by asking me to strip. What was this woman thinking about? 

“You can’t be serious, Ma’am” I said stepping out of my shoes, blazer and trousers “is all this some kind of a practical joke?” 

“I have just buried my only child” said Imogene helping me unbutton my shirt “and you think I am in the mood to play a joke?” 

“What else could explain this..?” I said indicating my semi-clad body now covered only by a vest, briefs and socks “You nearly have me naked”. I felt vulnerable standing in my underwear in front of a strange woman. The fact that Imogene was a recently bereaved mother didn’t make me feel any more comfortable. In fact, at this point, I was on the verge of questioning Imogene’s mental balance. 

Had I signed a contract to be a male prostitute for 90,000 pounds? 

“You promised not to bombard me with queries” said Imogene reminding me of the declaration “and I believe you to be a boy true to your word”. 

The question of my integrity had been raised. I didn’t interrogate Imogene any further. I had had many troubles, yet had never compromised on ethics. I hadn’t stolen even when on the verge of starvation, choosing instead to work hard for every scrap of bread I ate. 

Imogene took a butter yellow cardigan and a powder blue woolen skirt from Abby’s wardrobe. Then, she told me to wear it. I inwardly freaked out. 

I was convinced that an only child’s death had driven Imogene out of her mind. Yet I quietly put on the chosen clothes. I was afraid of being naked in front of Imogene, so her order sounded like a shelter to me. The yellow cardigan had inbuilt silicon pads, which brushed against my chest. The woolen skirt felt soft and sexy against my thighs. I felt myself growing rock hard, and felt ashamed of myself for getting aroused after a funeral. 

Thankfully, Imogene didn’t notice my erection. She was busy looking for a pair of tights to keep my legs warm. She found a blue one and asked me to wear it beneath my knee length skirt. Imogene also gave me a pair of socks with little pink hearts on them and asked me to wear them with a pair of kitten heels. 

I obliged without uttering a word. The whole thing was so bizarre; I couldn’t believe it was happening. At the end of the tryst, I felt more like a girl than I had imagined I would. However, I didn’t know what do or say. 

What do18-year-old girls usually speak about? What do they do in their free time? I tried hard to think, but couldn’t come up with a conclusive response. This was because one girl wasn’t like another. 

The specimens of femininity were as diverse and varied as colorful butterflies in a jungle. 

While I was awkwardly perched myself on the edge of Abby’s chair, Imogene handed me a book. It was  Wuthering Heights by Emily Bronte. Jesus, this was insane. I hadn’t read too many books in my life. The few I had skimmed through had been the likes of  Robinson Crusoe and  Huckleberry Finn. 

“I am going out to purchase a few things” Imogene said “in the meantime, do entertain yourself with the book”. 

As far as I was concerned, the terms “Entertainment” and “Book” 

never went together. Books were for education. They were boring, preachy, overly descriptive modes of torture. At best, they could lull you to sleep; at worst, cause a terrible headache. And this woman was calling them entertainment! Ha! 

Entertainment would be something like watching a movie, thrusting your tongue down a girl’s throat or kicking a football.  Books weren’t entertainment! 

In spite of my skepticism, I began reading Bronte’s classic. I heard Imogene open the gate and rev up the engine of her car. Before

long, she was gone. 

 Wuthering Heights was a good story. It was about the passionate, almost demonic love between a wealthy girl called Catherine Earnshaw and a poor, orphaned gypsy boy called Heathcliff. 

Catherine loves Heathcliff, but is super class-conscious. She marries a rich man, but never stops yearning for Heathcliff. Catherine continues to haunt her former lover even after she dies in childbirth. 

The idea of ghosts and haunting made me a bit nervous. Here I was, barely two hours after a funeral, on the deceased girl’s chair, wearing her clothes and reading her book. The curtain, which moved because of a passing gust of wind, made me jump out of my skin. I heaved a sigh of relief when I heard the sound of Imogene’s car. She had returned. 

Imogene opened the front door and made her way upstairs into Abby’s room. She happened to be carrying three bags with her. 

“Sorry, I made you wait” she said politely “you must have got quite bored”. 

“This kept me engaged” I said indicating  Wuthering Heights “thank you for giving it to me”. I desisted from mentioning my absurd imaginings about ghosts. Now that Imogene was back, they seemed juvenile and far-fetched. 

“This is for you” said Imogene giving me a gift wrapped box. I opened it to discover a silver iPhone X with 256GB memory! 

“Golly, this one is expensive!” I said “are you sure you want me to have it?” 

“Of course” said Imogene smiling benevolently “I told you I’d buy you a new iPhone”. 

The joy of becoming an owner of iPhone X was so great that I thought I would forget the inconvenience of wearing girls’ dress for a while. 

As I was adequately distracted by my iPhone, Imogene fit something on my head. It felt like…some kind of a cap with… hair. Golden curls fell on my shoulders. Imogene then asked me to open each of my eyes wide, by turns, and slipped in a contact lens into each. She then painted my lips with a chap stick, which smelt and tasted of cherry. She then added a touch of blush to my cheeks. Finally, Imogene asked me to stand up and have a look at myself in the mirror. 

I stood up and froze on looking at my mirror reflection. The person who stared back at me was a spitting image of Abigail Lewis. The padded skirt and cardigan had given me curves in the proper places, and the hair and eye color exactly matched those of Abby’s. My face, arms and waist were as thin as the deceased girl’s. 

The resurrection of Abby: is that why I had been chosen for “the job?” By a new life, did Imogene mean to give me a new identity as well? What motive could a seemingly decent woman like Imogene Lewis have in getting me to impersonate her dead daughter?? 

Chapter 4 - The Creative Recluse Over the next few days, I wore Abby’s cute skirts, knit sweaters and shoes. Imogene made me wear the wig of golden blonde curls and innocent blue contact lenses all day and allowed me to take them off only when I went to bed. I was allowed to live in Abby’s room, use her things and live the way she had. Imogene also took my bank account details, claiming that she would pay my fee in lump sum when she thought the time was ripe. 

Imogene taught me table manners. She advised me to spread the napkin on the table and use the cutlery properly. She asked me to take small, dainty bites of food and chew slowly, with my mouth closed. Imogene suggested that I use the napkin to discreetly remove seeds and other non-edible things from my mouth if I had to. 

Imogene taught me to drink from the tea cup without slurping. I was also requested not to unnecessarily move my legs when I was at the table. 

Over the next week, I was fed well. Imogene had no cooks or servants and did the house work herself. She made delicious shepherd pie, Danish pastry and steak and made sure I ate on time. 

I enjoyed meal times tremendously. I had lived off corn flakes and instant noodles for years. It had been a while since someone had actually cooked for me. 

During my first week of stay in the house, Imogene told me that Abby was not an ordinary girl. “Abby was a reclusive genius” Imogene confided “she hardly went out, but used the time to read, listen and create”. 

“What did she like to read, listen and create?” I asked fascinated. 

“She read everything under the sun” reminisced Imogene “Abby was especially fond of metaphysical poets like John Donne, George

Herbert, Andrew Marvel etc. She enjoyed listening to pop music and created psychedelic art” 

“I’ve heard of metaphysical poets and psychedelic art” I said “but I am not sure what exactly they are. Could you please explain the two to me?” 

“With pleasure” said Imogene obviously pleased at my interest

“metaphysical poets are a group of poets whose works was a blend of emotion and intellectual ingenuity. They typically used conceit, obliquity, irony, puns and paradox in their works. They produced a strange effect by comparing unlikely things: like a man and a woman to a compass. Another metaphysical poet compared the soul to a drop of dew”. 

“I see” I said and then asked indicating the paintings on the wall “Are these curious, intricate designs psychedelic art?” 

“Yes, you’re right” said Imogene “psychedelic art is typically the byproduct of hallucinations caused by drugs such as LSD. Abby didn’t take recreational drugs, yet created psychedelic art. I think she was highly talented”. 

“I think she was  extremely talented” I corrected “Had Abby lived, I would have liked to be her friend”. 

As I made this remark, Imogene looked at me intensely. Her gaze was so full of fierce love and affection that I had to look away. I was not used to maternal warmth…it had such an overwhelming effect on me that I had to blink back tears. 

“How is it that she was into pop music?” I asked quickly changing the topic “I expected a girl like Abby to like western classical”. 

“You’re pretty perceptive” said Imogene appreciatively “yes; it was atypical for Abby to like pop. Yet she was totally into it. Abby found classical music pompous and pretentious”. 

“Your daughter sure had a mind of her own” I said laughingly “she had what one would call a unique personality” 

“I agree with you, Noah” said Imogene “I would like you to imbibe a few of Abby’s interests, quirks and idiosyncrasies into your own personality. And this will be the last time I shall call you Noah. You shall be addressed as and referred to as Abigail hence forth”. 


***

Imogene began giving me classes in psychedelic art, metaphysical poetry and encouraged me to listen to pop music. She read out and explained one metaphysical poem per day and asked me to do a lot of home work. Imogene also made me read the newspapers, magazines and a lot of other books. 

She gave me Abby’s paints and unused canvasses and encouraged me to try out psychedelic patterns. At first, I was allowed to copy the paintings available on the internet, but was later encouraged to produce my own works. I found the world of psychedelic art mysterious and intriguing. Imogene also encourage me to listen to Whitney Houston, Shania Twain and Adele—Abby’s personal favorite singers (though not all of the above are pop singers). I soon began appreciating pop music as much as I enjoyed hard rock. 

So, it began eventually—the slow obliteration of Noah and the resurrection of Abby. Noah’s tastes were being annihilated and Abby’s interests were winning. I began fearing that I’d fade away into nothingness and confided my fear in Imogene. Imogene assured me that her intent was to transform me and not destroy me. “I believe in alchemy” she said “lead can be turned into gold….” 

“Similarly, the useless Noah can be transformed into the classy Abigail…” I said. 

“I didn’t mean that” said Imogene “my aim is to improve, not to insult you”. 

“I appreciate that” I said tersely wondering what other exercises Imogene had lined up in order to “improve” me. 


***

On the tenth day of my stay in the Lewis’s home, there was another development. Whilst in the shower, I noticed two “buds” on either side of my chest. I cautiously put my hand on one nipple and found it to be tremendously sensitive. I panicked, thinking I had contracted an allergy, which had led my chest to swell like an adolescent girl’s. 

The developments embarrassed and perplexed me to such a degree that I didn’t leave the room. 

At breakfast time, Imogene turned up in my room. “What’s the matter?” she asked “aren’t you hungry?” Imogene had a knowing look in her eye, as if she knew the reason for my reticence. 

“I think you have an idea” I said looking at her accusingly. 

“Are your nipples hurting?” Imogene asked directly, without guile. 

“Yes, they are stinging” I admitted “also, I am budding, like a goddamn 12-year-old girl”. 

Imogene took a long, deep breath. She walked to the window, parted the curtains and gazed out. She seemed pensive and reflective for a few minutes. 

“This had happened to my baby girl too…” she said reminiscing. 

Her words sent a chill down my spine. It was evident that Imogene was reminiscing Abby’s budding phase after puberty. However, how had Imogene managed to recreate the same phenomenon in an 18-year-old guy? The woman was a fucking witch. 

“What did you do to me?” I breathed out in anger. 

“The declaration states that you should ask no questions” Imogene reminded me. 

“I now disregard the declaration” I said getting up purposefully “you can tear it up. I don’t want your 90,000 pounds”. 

“Too late” said Imogene pulling out her cell phone from her pocket and showing me the details of a transaction. 90,000 pounds had already been credited from her account to mine. 

I sank down on Abby’s bed. I was now a rich person. But I was also trapped with a woman whose mental state was questionable and, who, I was convinced had a very fragile grip on reality. 


***

I saw no point in sulking. I put on a shell pink cashmere sweater, a soft yellow skirt, pink furry boots and went down to breakfast. 

Imogene sent me right back and asked me to come down wearing my blonde wig, blue contacts and a bit of makeup. I reluctantly did as I was told. 

After a breakfast of scrambled eggs and orange juice, I was asked to go upstairs and sit down at the study table as usual. I went upstairs and grudgingly did as I was told. I enjoyed being educated, but didn’t like being forced to wear women’s clothing. And I certainly didn’t like the idea of my body changing into a female’s. 

When I was pondering over my strange situation, Imogene came into my room. She started explaining John Donne’s poem “A Valediction: Forbidden Mourning”, in which a couple who were forcibly separated from each other were compared to a compass. Half way through the explanation, Imogene paused and parted the curtains of my window. 

“I sometimes experience lack of air” she explained “the house lacks adequate ventilation”. 

I nodded realizing that one experiences feelings of suffocation when a close relative dies. I too had felt the same way after my parents had passed away. My parents hadn’t been the ideal mom and dad, yet I had had feelings of loyalty towards them. 

Imogene resumed her teaching. She was in the habit of glancing out of the window at periodic intervals. I surmised that gazing out gave Imogene the time to reflect on the lesson content. 

Half-way through a sentence, Imogene abruptly stopped. She stared out of the window for a few seconds before summoning me. 

“Come here” she said “isn’t that girl loitering outside a friend of yours? I remember her being here for Abby’s funeral” 

I walked to the window. Sure enough, I saw the huge, towering form of Heidi, pacing in front of the house. She was dressed casually, in jeans and a checked shirt, and was obviously here to find out what I was up to. Heidi and I weren’t particularly close friends, so I surmised that her action wasn’t motivated by concern for my welfare. 

It was spurred on by sheer, vulgar curiosity. 

“It is Heidi” I confirmed. 

“Go closer to the window and wave her away” Imogene suggested

“don’t say anything, only use gestures”. 

“Are you sure?” I asked skeptically. 

“Do as directed, for Christ’s sake!” Imogene said impatiently. 

I obliged by going closer to the window. I tried to get Heidi’s attention by frantically waving. In a second, the alert Heidi noticed me. As soon as she saw me, I made shooing motions with my arms, as if I was asking Heidi to go away. 

Heidi didn’t recognize me. All she saw was a pale, thin girl with golden hair. She froze in her tracks. Then, she took to her heels and ran as fast as her stout legs would carry her. 

It was obvious that Heidi thought I was the ghost of Abigail Lewis. 

Needless to say, she never returned after the incident. 


***


“Your friend doesn’t seem to be the bravest girl!” exclaimed Imogene laughingly. She had been watching Heidi from a safe distance in the corner of the room. For the first time in ten days, I had seen Imogene relax. I noticed that she had an endearing smile and looked much younger than she had before. 

“Yes, Heidi has always been frightened of paranormal occurrences” I said snickering. 

“I am glad you resemble Abby from a distance, at least” said Imogene. 

“Yes, your plan (whatever it is) seems to be working” I said spiritedly. 

Imogene and I had shared a light moment. However, before we could bond any further, she turned serious. The mask was back in its place. Imogene resumed the lessons. 

At the end of a three hour marathon, Imogene abruptly said:

“I’ll be messaging you a number on WhatsApp. You are to send the following message to that particular number:

“Hi honey, this is me. I have changed my number. Sorry, I couldn’t talk to you for over a week—I was very ill and had to be hospitalized. 

I shall be insanely busy for the next 3 months; we shall resume chatting after that. Please bear with me if you truly love me. Yours forever, Abby”. 

“Am I to reply if the recipient sends a message?” I asked. 

“No, don’t reply until I tell you to” said Imogene. 

Before I could ask any further questions, Imogene had left. I soon received a WhatsApp text from her, with the unnamed person’s number. I added the anonymous person in my contacts list and sent him the scripted message. 

Almost immediately, I received a reply. “Abby, are you alright, baby?” 

the message said “I have been worried sick about you. What happened, my love? Please tell me as I wish to be there for you”. 

The guy was obviously Abby’s lover. It was evident that he hadn’t been informed of Abby’s demise. I looked at his Display Picture. He was a tall athletic-looking guy in his early 20s. He had a nice head of wavy hair and warm brown eyes. Had I been a girl, I would have thought the man was drop-dead gorgeous. 

I wondered what his name was. But he hadn’t signed it beneath his message. Nor had Imogene told me his name. Only time would tell who this person was and why Imogene was hiding the news of her daughter’s demise from him. 


***

Over the next three months, I noticed that my breast size had increased. My areola seemed darker and nipples longer. I was extremely conscious and embarrassed of having conspicuous breasts and had formed the habit of crossing my arms in front of my chest to hide them. Breasts were something I had enjoyed playing with, squeezing and caressing when on a casual date. Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined that I would develop a pair of them one day. All this seemed like a bizarre nightmare that I hoped to wake up from. 

My skin was also softer and velvetier than before. I had never been a very hairy guy, but with passing time, even the little hair I had on my arms, face and legs decreased. I enjoyed the silky feel of my skin, but the other changes in my body sent me into a state of agitation. 

My testicles had begun shrinking. And I had not even turned 19

years old yet. What would happen to the rest of my sex life? Would I ever be able to enjoy a woman again? 

What in the world was happening to me? Was I myself turning into a woman?? How were these changes being caused? I knew Imogene

was responsible for these changes in my body, but how did she manage to cause them? She wasn’t giving me any sort of a capsule or anything. Unless the woman was proficient at causing events and developments to occur only through the power of the mind, I couldn’t understand how she could manage to cause my feminization. 

Then it struck me…the food! Imogene was mixing some substance in the sumptuous meals that she served me. The pies, tarts and steak had some mysterious substance, which was causing me to develop boobs and were shrinking my testicles. At tea one afternoon, I confronted Imogene without hesitation. 

“What  exactly are you mixing in the food, which is turning me into a woman?” I asked. 

“I am not obliged to answer any of your questions, but I will” said Imogene not looking up from her plate of sandwiches “I have been mixing crushed estrogen tablets in your food”. 

“But how could you??” I said indignantly “isn’t it unethical to turn a guy into a girl without his permission?” 

Imogene remained silent for a moment. Then she said, you promised not to ask any questions. 

“This is a question of my life!” I cried self-righteously. 

“I assure you that this move of mine will cause no harm to your life whatsoever” said Imogene reassuringly “it will only improve the quality of your life” 

“What will  you gain out of all this?” I demanded furiously. 

“Solace” replied Imogene looking dreamily into a distance. 


***

Imogene guessed that my breasts size was now 30(A). 

“Abby used to be your current size when she was 14” she said “I haven’t thrown away her old bras. You can wear them”. 

I was grateful for the support. Having breasts dangling from my chest was uncomfortable. They bounced provocatively when I walked. 

They were so clearly outlined against my clothes that I felt embarrassed to go out. 

Yet Imogene insisted that I do. “Sitting at home all day long can’t be good for anyone” she said “go out and get some fresh air”. 

I reluctantly went out. The neighbors looked at me with curiosity. 

They hadn’t seen Abby for many years, hence didn’t get the “ghost scare” that Heidi had got. They presumed that I was somebody who had been adopted by Imogene because she had lost her daughter. 

No one dreamed that I was a male who was being made to transition into a female in exchange for 90,000 pounds. 

In spite of not having received a reply, the unnamed lover of Abby’s continued to bombard me with messages. I did a bit of research and found out that his number was an American one. With the help of an app called Truecaller, I had managed to find out that the guy’s name was Jason Smith. 

Jason Smith…a common name for an uncommonly handsome boy. 

It seemed that Jason truly loved Abby as he wouldn’t leave her alone in spite of not receiving a reply for months. 

“Abigail, please reply” Jason would text “I miss you. Please get in touch with me, my love. Share your troubles with me. Your woes are my woes”. 

Jason’s other messages were similar to the above one. I showed them to Imogene. 

“Your daughter’s friend is traumatized by the absence of a reply” I said “Don’t you think he deserves one?” 

Imogene refused to allow me to reply for the first four months of my feminization. Finally, during the fourth month, she asked me to send Jason the following message:

“My love” it said “I am suffering from a dreaded ailment. I don’t wish to tell you what it is, because you’ll worry about me. For the past 4

months, I have been in and out of the hospital and am now doing better. I’ll text you again when I am completely cured”. 

“Abby! It’s so nice to hear from you!” Jason texted “I’m so relieved! 

What ailment are you suffering from? You shouldn’t be hiding it from me! Anyways, I am glad to hear that you are doing better. Keep in touch, my love”. 

Imogene forbade me from replying to this text as well. Jason continued to inundate me with messages. One of them contained a request for a selfie. 

Why was Abby’s boyfriend asking me for a selfie? Did he suspect that I was an imposter? Had Jason begun to smell something fishy? 

I repeated his request to Imogene. Imogene dressed me in a frilly white nightgown of Abby’s, arranged the golden wig carefully over my head and carefully made up my face to make it look similar to Abby’s. She made my nose look a bit smaller, painted my eyelashes golden and painted my lips to make them appear a tab thicker. When she was convinced that I looked exactly like Abby, Imogene instructed me to take a selfie of myself and send it to Jason. 

“A pretty photo, babe” came Jason’s pat reply “You’re looking great in spite of what you’re going through” 

Clearly, I had passed the test. Jason didn’t suspect that I was an imposter, who was impersonating his girlfriend. My bosom brimmed with mixed emotions. I marveled at Imogene’s remarkable makeup skills, but, at the same time, felt guilty about deceiving Jason Smith. 

He was a sweet guy who truly loved Abby. The trick that Imogene was making me play on him made me loathe myself. 

“Mrs. Lewis” I said beseechingly “shouldn’t we tell this man the truth? 

Is it fair to deceive your daughter’s boyfriend?” 

“It’s better than breaking his heart” said Abby tersely. She didn’t elaborate on her statement. I didn’t probe further, but only wondered why Imogene wouldn’t just tell Jason that Abigail had passed away. 


***

Six months had passed since I had arrived in the house. The prism of seasons had taken a turn and had changed from winter to summer. I had read more books and had learnt more about music and art. I had learnt to sit, stand and talk like a lady. Imogene told me that I was looking, speaking and behaving so much like Abby that she personally couldn’t tell the difference. When I saw the love in Imogene’s motherly eyes, I sometimes softened. However, I was also upset that Imogene had taken my, Noah Edwards’, identity away in order to revive her dead daughter. 

Imogene went to the church to pray for Abby’s soul on the half-anniversary of her demise. She said that she’d do some shopping on her way back. When Imogene returned, I discovered that she had bought new bras for me. Over the last three months, I had feminized further. My breasts had grown to size 34 (A), which was bigger than 18-year-old Abby’s 32 (A). Since Abby’s most recent brassieres were also too tight for me now, Imogene had purchased new lingerie. 

I, however, continued to fit into Abby’s other clothes. My slightly rounded hips, thighs and buttocks made me fit into Abby’s skirts more easily. I noticed that I had also lost a few inches off my waist. 

My breasts were a constant embarrassing presence. They sat on my small frame like two fairly huge rocks. I tried my best to forget about them and concentrate on improving my mind, but found it hard. I was distracted by my breasts and constantly thought about touching and caressing them. I, however, was too ashamed to touch my own body. 

I often fantasized about a good-looking boy touching it. This was

unusual for me, as I had always been interested in girls. Guys had never been my forte before my feminization. 

I often fantasized about making out with Jason. He changed his WhatsApp DP often and looked sexy in every picture. He continued sending me messages, but I had been forbidden from replying. The message I had sent two months ago had been my last text to the handsome guy. 

I yearned to talk to this man. I knew that Imogene was waiting for me to be fully feminized before I interacted with Jason. Looking at the swell of my breast and slightly rounded hips, I wondered if the time had arrived. 

Chapter 5 - Knowing Jason

One sunny morning, Imogene told me about Jason. 

“He is a 20-year-old Californian, who is studying Liberal Arts” she said “from what Abby told me, I guess Jason is in his third year of graduation now”. 

“Where did Abby meet him?” I asked. 

“They got acquainted via SNS 4 years ago” said Imogene “Abby generally despised social media, but was a part of a literary group called ‘Random Ruminations’. Jason also happened to join the group. He and Abby exchanged ideas and became good friends. 

Abby never ceased to talk about her Jason. It was as if Abby had met her soul double in that guy…” 

“Were the two in love?” I asked discreetly. 

“Yes, Abby and Jason fell madly in love” said Imogene softly “it was as if their souls weren’t complete until they had met each other. They had common interests and were totally on the same wavelength. 

Abby told me that she sometimes felt that she knew Jason from past life…” 

“You are so sensitive to their sentiments” I gently said “then why are you playing with Jason’s feelings by asking me to impersonate Abby? Don’t you think you should tell him that his soul mate has passed away?” 

“You don’t understand” said Imogene hysterically “This guy loves my daughter with all his heart…I can’t possibly tell him that she is no more!” 

“Honesty is the best police, Mrs. Lewis” I said. 

“Not in this case” said Imogene “no one can fathom the respect and gratitude I have for Jason”. 

“Respect and gratitude?” I asked surprised “what did Jason do to deserve that?” 

“He loved my daughter” said Imogene. 

“That is natural” I said “Abby was an extraordinary girl worthy of appreciation and love”. 

“Yes, but most people didn’t think that” said Imogene “they just thought of her as a sick girl who needed to be pitied. Jason, though, was not like that. He saw Abby’s talents, not weakness. He thought she was beautiful…” 

“Abby was beautiful…” I said, also complimenting my own self in an oblique way. 

“Yes, but most people didn’t see Abby’s beauty” said Imogene “they thought she was too pale and fragile. You have seen Jason’s pictures: he is young, strong and handsome. He could have had any girl in the world, but he chose to love my daughter”. 

“If Jason loved Abby so much” I asked skeptically “why didn’t he ever visit the UK? From what I gather from his messages, Jason hasn’t met Abby in person” 

“Jason wished to meet Abby, but couldn’t afford international travel” 

replied Imogene “he didn’t wish to borrow from his parents either. 

Thus, Jason has been working at a part time job. He hopes to have enough money by the end of his graduation year to visit the UK. 

Jason and Abby hoped to get married on Jason’s first visit itself”. 

“I see” I said “now I get your reasons for reviving Abby through me. I totally appreciate them. You can bank on my support now and in the future”. 

***

As I had expected, Imogene permitted me to start interacting with Jason. The first text was scripted by her. “Darling Jason” Imogene dictated while I typed “I have fully recovered from my ailment and am in the pink of health now. I don’t wish to tell you what I had suffered from as the details will pain you. You and I are two bodies, but one soul; knowing the details of my ordeal will hurt you tremendously. I want to spare you all unpleasantness, my love. Today onwards, I’ll forever be in touch with you”. 

“From now on, you can interact with Jason whenever you wish” 

Imogene told me “you have been learning to be Abby for nearly 7

months now and the results are marvelous. Your general knowledge is great and your reading and writing skills have improved immensely. Jason will never be able to tell the difference”. 

“And what if he wishes to video chat with me?” I asked. 

“You can go ahead” replied Imogene “I have been giving you estrogen tablets for nearly 7 months now, and your body is already more developed than my slender daughter’s. Your face also resembles Abby’s; I don’t think Jason will be able to tell the difference. He’ll attribute the difference in your speaking style to growing up. Everything will be okay as long as you remember to wear your blue contact lenses and your wig”. 

At first, Jason Smith was ineffably upset at “my” (i.e. Abby) not having kept in regular touch with him for six long months. He accused “me” of not loving him as much as he loved “me”. 

“When I said I’d be there for you in weakness and strength, happiness and sorrow, I wasn’t joking” he texted “I am really miffed that you didn’t talk to me through your hospitalization and recovery period. I am doubly upset that you still won’t tell me what you had suffered from”. 

“I’m really sorry” I typed, hoping that I was saying the right thing “I just want to save you from unpleasantness, that’s all”. 

“That’s so typical of you, Abby” texted Jason “you always think of others and never of yourself”. 

“You are an extension of me, Jason” I typed. 

“That’s true, my love” texted Jason “and I have missed my extension greatly. They taught a lot of philosophy and religion at the university in the past 6 or 7 months, and I have missed discussing classes with you. It would have been interesting to have your insights”. 

“So, you missed only my insights and not me?” I typed. 

“Goodness me, no!” texted Jason “I have missed looking at your pretty face…and especially those freckles. As a matter-of-fact, I’d like to have a look at you now. How about video chat?” 

I panicked. Even though Imogene had encouraged me to interact with Jason on video chat, I was still not confident. What if my looks, mannerisms and speech gave me away as an imposter? 

“Will you give me ten minutes?” I typed quickly. 

“Of course, my princess, take your time” texted Jason. I’ll wait. 

I kept my iPhone on the bed and rushed downstairs to Imogene. She was reading a women’s magazine. 

“He wants to have a video chat with me?!” I agitatedly cried. 

“So, go ahead” said Imogene calmly without looking up from her magazine. 

“You can’t be serious!” I said “I don’t have my makeup on!” 

“You look a lot like Abby and also speak like her now…” said Imogene “Jason will not be able to tell the difference. If it makes you

feel better, you could apply lipstick to make your lips look plumper. 

However, don’t cover your freckles. That is one striking resemblance between you and Abby”. 

Emboldened by Imogene’s words, I went upstairs. My blonde wig and blue contacts were intact. I changed into a red dress with a broad white belt. It accentuated the contours of my breasts and made my waist look narrower. I applied some kohl and red lipstick and called Jason. 

He was online and answered my call. When Jason appeared on screen, wearing a green jersey, I nearly swooned. This man was a living Greek God! 

“Hey gorgeous” he said smiling broadly “you’re looking as luscious as ever”. 

“Thanks” I said feeling myself flush to the roots of my hair “you look pretty good yourself”. 

I could feel Jason’s warm brown eyes appraise me. “I am not particularly a visual person” he said “but I am mighty glad to see you today”. Our eyes locked for a moment. Neither Jason nor I looked away. I savored every bit of the moment. Looking at this charming guy made me feel funny in the stomach. I was 19 and had never ever felt this way before. It was such an awesome feeling that I never ever wanted it to go away. 

Jason was the first to break the eye lock. His eyes dropped from my face to my breasts and back to my face again. 

“I don’t mean to sound like a pervert” he presently said “but you have really filled up…did you get breast implants or something?” 

“Jason, I am still  growing!” I said feeling my face go ember hot. 

“Sure” said Jason “tell me when you’re fully grown up so that we can hook up”. 

“Jason!” I said cried in embarrassment and cut the video call pretending to be offended. 


***

I tossed and turned that night. I could barely put Jason out of my mind. Images of his hair, smile and eyes flashed in front of my vision. 

I remembered the naughty words he had uttered and felt myself blush in the darkness. 

At this point, I realized that I had turned into Abby. I looked, conversed and gestured like her. Even her boyfriend of nearly 5

years wasn’t able to tell me apart from her. I had expected a blooper, slip of the tongue or an old private joke shared only by Jason and Abby to give me away as an imposter, but that didn’t happen. I had totally passed at being Abigail, up to this point at least. 

Jason and I conversed regularly over the next few weeks. Much to my surprise, I found myself bonding with Jason at the mental, intellectual and spiritual level. Imogene’s lessons had been so good and thorough that I was evidently able to think and respond like Abby had. At no point did Jason express skepticism or suspicion apropos my identity. He even made remarks like “good joke; I am glad you have your trademark humor intact” or “that comment is so  typical of you, Abby. Everything in the world may change, but not you”. I reported my success to Imogene who gave me credit for “doing my job well”. 

I found myself enjoying Jason’s company. He was witty without being sarcastic; intelligent without trying too hard. Above all, he was sexy and not in the least narcissistic about his good looks. I found this quality of Jason’s to be the greatest turn on. 

Jason realized that the entire world was an illusion. He recognized the soul in people and other living things and responded to it. That’s probably why he had fallen in love with the chronically ill Abigail. He had recognized that she had a unique soul and had developed an attachment to it. 

Jason hadn’t recognized me as an imposter. I concluded that my soul was similar in essence to Abby’s. The realization improved my self esteem. I had come a long way, transforming from a common professional mourner to an intellectual young woman. And I had fallen in love with a worthy man. 

A couple of months passed. Jason was now in the final year of his graduation. He also worked part time at a restaurant. In the middle of a casual conversation, he told me that he had saved enough money to come and meet me a year later, after he had graduated. 

“I would like to marry you then” he said “tell me, Abigail Lewis, will you be my wife?” 

At this point it struck me that my deceit had gone too far. I was being proposed to instead of the deceased Abby. Yet I couldn’t help saying:

“Yes Jason, I shall be your wife”. 


***

Imogene had gone to the church. I waited for her with bated breath so that I could confess my mistake in her. I meant to hide nothing from Imogene…right from my feelings for Jason to my guilt at having tried to procure him: a guy who rightfully belonged to the deceased Abby. 

As I sat in my room waiting, I heard footsteps. Thinking that Imogene had returned, I rushed down the stairs. I collided with someone half way down the stairs. I looked up. 

The person wasn’t Imogene. He was a stout, rough-hewn fellow of about 45, dressed in a dirty jersey and worn out denims. He looked up at me and cooed:

“Ah, it’s my little Abigail. Is mama not at home, my pet?” 

“She’s gone to the church” I said wondering who this character was. 

“Ah! Then I’ve come at the most delicious time” said the man almost salivating “shall we go to your room, honey?” 

“There’s no need” I said instinctively distrustful of the guy “please say what you have to right here”. 

“Good Lord!” said the man in surprise “my little Abby has developed some pluck!” He came close to me and caught me by the waist. One of his stout hands reached underneath my skirt and squeezed my buttocks. 

“Let go of me!” I hissed in disgust. 

“Abby baby, you used to remain quiet through all this” said the pervert “anyways, I shall not bother you much”. His hand let go of my waist and gripped my neck. “You are a very rich woman and will not live for very long. Remember to leave your property to me, will you?” 

I didn’t know who this man was or what he was talking about. Yet I said:

“Certainly not! I shall leave my property to my mom!” 

“You have become very impertinent” said the man forcing me to sit on a stair “I shall teach you a lesson…as I have been teaching you for years”. 

He pulled down his jeans and revealed a huge, throbbing penis. 

Before I could react, the guy yanked my panties down. He was evidently surprised by what he found there. 

“Blimey!” he said “since when did you develop a penis??” 

Before he could comment any further, we heard footsteps. Imogene had apparently come back home. The man pulled up and zipped his jeans. He rushed down stairs. From what I could perceive, he dashed out of the house past Imogene. 

Chapter 6 - Skeletons in the Cupboard

“Oh my God!” said Imogene rushing upstairs “are you alright?” I had managed to gather enough strength to stand up and pull my panties. 

Yet I had barely recovered from the shock. I was in a state of stupefaction and was trembling all over. 

“He tried to rape me” I said weakly “the guy also kept brainwashing me to write ‘my’ property in his name before I die”. 

“How dare he barge into my house and try to do this to you!” cried Imogene infuriated. 

“He didn’t succeed in his mission” I said “you came back just in time… Also, the guy was flabbergasted to find that Abby now had a penis”. After a pause I asked:

“Who is he?” 

“The biggest mistake I’ve ever made” said Imogene. 

I waited for her to say more. 

“The bastard is Freddie Wood, my second husband” said Imogene

“Abby’s father died when she was 5; I married Freddie two years later. He is of working class background and used to drink like a fish. 

He used to beat me frequently. I divorced him within a year of marriage. I then used my first husband’s surname again”. 

“Was Abby’s father well off?” I asked an obvious question. 

“Yes, Richard Lewis was a prosperous businessman” replied Imogene “he was also the noblest soul on earth. Richard was so elated when Abby was born that he made her the nominee of his entire property. When Richard died when Abby was 5, she was an heiress”. 

“Did you know Freddie Wood visited your daughter when you weren’t at home?” I asked Imogene. 

“I had no idea!” replied Imogene “Abby didn’t breathe a word about it! 

She seemed very nervous and generally fearful of people…now I understand why! That Freddie bastard must have badgered her in my absence!” 

“A comment of his suggested that he raped her over a period of years” I said quietly. 

Imogene started sobbing quietly. “My poor Abby” she said between sobs “she had to endure so much…and I had no inkling of this…I am not going to spare the bastard!” 

“He’s bound to come back” I said “we’ll catch him red handed then. 

Believe me, Mrs. Lewis, I want justice for Abby. Having pretended to be her for so long has almost transformed me into her. I will make sure Freddie Wood is behind bars, Mrs. Lewis”. 

“Call me mom” said Imogene softly. 

“Excuse me?” I said not believing I had heard Imogene right. 

“Call me mom, my darling” said Imogene embracing me fiercely. I hugged her back. It felt good to have protective motherly arms around me after many years of having been an orphan. At this juncture, Imogene wasn’t the woman who had employed me. She wasn’t the ‘scheming witch’ who had surreptitiously caused my feminization. She was my mother. I had been reborn as a woman because of Imogene. So, it was only natural that I felt that she was my mother. 

“I have been keeping my feelings in check all these days” said Imogene planting a motherly kiss on my forehead “but I have wanted to hug you since the day I saw you. I saw my Abigail in you, my dear child. I am proud of the way you transitioned into her and are

protective of her rights. God snatched Abby from me only to give her back to me through you. Thank you so much, dear!” 

It felt heavenly to be cushioned in maternal embrace. I basked in it for sometime before breaking away. I had to come clean before I could enjoy any more of Imogene’s love. 

“Mom, I have a confession” I said. 

“Go ahead” said Imogene looking at me lovingly. Her blue eyes were soft and warm. 

“Jason proposed to me today morning. And I agreed to marry him”. 

“You did the right thing, Abigail” said Imogene smiling at me. 

“I have fallen in love with your daughter’s boyfriend” I said “I accepted Jason’s proposal for the sake of my own happiness”. 

“You are now Abby and have every right to say ‘yes’ to Jason” said Imogene gently “he’s all yours. When do you two plan to get married?” 

“During spring, after Jason graduates” I replied. 

“That gives us 11 and half months, enough time for you to undergo and heal from Sex Reassignment Surgery” said Imogene “after all, we can’t let Jason see you with a penis”. 


***

I underwent Sex Reassignment Surgery at a reputed hospital in London. Initially, I was very nervous, but the surgeon assured me that I had enough material in my nether regions for the creation of a vagina. My nervousness didn’t stem only from my fear of the surgery. 

I had mixed feelings about losing my penis: the final vestiges of masculinity that I had. 

Not that I liked my penis anymore. It seemed like an unnecessary appendage, which was now incongruous with the rest of my body. I felt weird to have a pair of breasts  and a penis. Stopping estrogen hormones would most probably reverse my body into its original male self, but I couldn’t afford to do that now. I had made a commitment to be Abigail Lewis. I had vowed to avenge her rape. I had agreed to marry Jason Smith. I had promised to be Imogene Lewis’s daughter… forever. 

It wasn’t just about the money Imogene had paid me. It was about keeping promises. 

The gender change surgery took many hours, during which my penis and scrota were used to create a new vagina. The skin of my penis was converted into the lining of the vaginal canal. The penis head was transformed into the clitoris. Remains of the scrota were used to create labia. 

Immediately after the first surgery, I underwent a second one to improve the appearance of my vagina. Imogene said that since I was soon going to be a lovely bride, I might as well have aesthetic feminine areas. She looked after me like a true mom during my post-operative period. Had it not been for Imogene’s care, I would have found this phase very difficult to get through. 

Imogene cooked delicious meals, which she spooned into my mouth. 

She gave me my medicines on time and helped me dilate as regularly as recommended. I dilated three times a day: for 50

minutes in the morning, 50 minutes in the afternoon and 50 minutes before going to bed. Evidently, this procedure was advised to maintain the width and depth of my vagina. The size of my dilation stents were progressively increased with passing time. 

Imogene took me on regular walks around the region. I continued to wear Abby’s clothes, the golden wig and blue contact lenses during our outings. Imogene introduced me to her neighbors and friends as her adoptive daughter, who incidentally, was also called Abigail. 

Imogene’s friends assumed that Imogene had adopted me because I

resembled Abby. They were charmed by my manners and impressed with my intelligence levels. Imogene basked in their compliments. I was delighted that I could make my mom proud. 

As my vagina healed, I felt the urge to masturbate. This was so because the nerve connections of my new organ were intact. I would often touch myself after a flirtatious Skype chat with my husband-to-be. I, however, desisted from inserting my fingers into my vagina as I was apprehensive of rupturing my hymen. I loved Jason so much that I wished to remain a virgin until I became his bride. 

Since Abby’s clothes were getting old, mom got me new ones. We maintained Abby’s cute style, but went in for slightly brighter colors, bolder prints and flashier accessories. Since Abby had gained a new lease of life through me, Imogene thought that she should lead a more colorful life. Since the new Abby (i.e. me) was much more outgoing than the original one had been, mom thought that my dressing style should be more suited to an extrovert. 

Mom and I spent plenty of time together. When at home, we cleaned and decorated the house and spent time gardening. Otherwise, we went out to operas, musicals, ballets, museums and exhibitions. My tastes were better honed after watching the opera  Phantom of the Opera and the play  Romeo and Juliet. 

Mom and I did offbeat things like cheese tasting, wine tasting and vegetable growing. These unusual hobbies helped to take the bond between mom and me to a different, more profound level. Along with my newly forged bond with mom, I also enjoyed an ever-blossoming romance with Jason. We talked late into the nights, whispering sweet nothings to each other through the cell phone screen, which separated us. Jason and I longed for time to pass quickly so that we could be with each other without the cell phone screen separating us. 

My life was proceeding like an ambrosial dream. It was slightly disturbed one day, when I saw the stout, ungainly form of Freddie Wood loitering outside the house. I went inside to fetch mom, hoping

that her presence would frighten Freddie away. However, by the time I had fetched her, Freddie was gone. 

The incident left mom unsettled. She worried that Freddie would find me alone sometime and harass and assault me. She barely left me alone in the house, in spite of my assuring her that I was strong enough to take care of myself. Since we had no solid proof against Freddie yet, we couldn’t lodge a complaint against him. I briefly mentioned Freddie Wood to Jason, without divulging too many details. 

In a few weeks time, the disquieting incident began to fade from our minds. Mom and I started shopping for wedding trousseau to help me get through the wedding, honeymoon and newlywed days. We shopped for a white flouncy wedding gown, silver jewelry, lacy lingerie, fragrant shower gels, shampoos and perfumes. Mom was used to planning so ahead of time that she even purchased bed linen and bath towel to use in my new home. 

“I shall miss you, Abigail” she told me with tears swimming in her eyes. But I guess I created you only so that I could give you away to Jason. After the love he bestowed on my original daughter, I couldn’t possibly have sent Jason away empty-handed. I guess I’ll have to say goodbye to you in a few months time”. 

“No, mom” I said “you created me so that you could  share me with Jason. I belong to you as much as I belong to Jason. Jason understands how close you and I are and even suggested that you move to the US and live with us for the rest of our lives!” 

“Moving in with you would be plain awkward!” protested Imogene. 

“Would moving in as  our neighbor be less awkward?” I asked smiling. 

“I guess that would be fine” said Imogene cheering up “I’d get to see you every day, but wouldn’t be in your way!” 

Both of us laughed. 

Chapter 7 - Love, Justice and a Test The next few months passed slowly. Finally, Jason finished his graduation and got his degree. The day before I was to receive my American boyfriend from the Heathrow airport in London, I couldn’t sleep a wink. 

I was finally going to meet the man I had intensely loved for the past one and half years. If this was the level of excitement I felt, I imagined what the original Abby would have felt at meeting her boyfriend of umpteen years! 

The next day arrived and I dressed with utmost care. I chose a printed wrap around skirt and a soft maroon top for the occasion. I combined the clothes with a pair of clogs and bright make up. Of course, I didn’t forget to wear my golden hair wig and blue contacts. 

Imogene hired a cab to take me to London. After reaching Heathrow airport, I waited breathlessly for my Prince Charming. Jason’s flight was delayed by 15 minutes, which made me as restless as ever. 

Finally, he came down the corridor pushing his luggage trolley, looking dandy in a pair of skinny jeans, white t-shirt and a pair of blue shades! He spotted me almost instantly, rushed over and gave me a tight hug. 

“Wow” Jason said when he finally let go of me “you look…brighter and sprightlier!” 

“My health has improved” I quickly said “thus the changed spirits and style”. 

“I am so glad” said Jason hugging me again “you deserve to live a colorful life, Abby”. 

“I will, Jason” I said hugging my fiancé back “and I am going to live the rest of it with you”. 

***

The cab drive back home was an amazing one. Jason talked endlessly and I was more than glad to listen. He also asked a lot of questions about my life, which I answered carefully. Jason was even more gorgeous in person than he appeared on Skype. I loved his sexy, musky scent and the positive, loving aura, which surrounded him. 

When we reached my house in Surrey, I found Imogene waiting at the gate. She was dressed in her new tweed skirt and a lovely green top in an obvious attempt to impress her future son-in-law! When Jason stepped out of the car, Imogene came rushing over to receive him. 

“You must be Abby’s mom” said Jason giving Imogene a hug and a kiss on the cheek. 

“You’ll get no prices for guessing!” replied Imogene cheerfully. 

“You and Abby look so alike” said Jason. He paused for a few minutes, and then said with utmost sincerity:

“Mrs. Lewis, your daughter is wonderful. Thank you so much for creating such a marvel”. 

“Thank you, Jason, for loving the marvel that I created” replied Imogene with equal earnestness. 

Both of them turned to look at me fondly. I felt so unconditionally loved at that moment that I didn’t want it to end. 


***

The next few weeks were blissful. I took Jason to London. Together, we soaked up the culture of London museums, visited the Buckingham Palace, the historic Tower of London and took the perfect picture with Big Ben. We enjoyed the breathtaking view of

London through the London Eye, posed with the world’s most famous faces at Madame Tussauds and spent hours staring at the pigeons at Trafalgar Square. 

I had been born and brought up in London, and had lived there for most of my life. However, visiting it with Jason gave the experience a whole new meaning and made the sight-seeing a novel experience. I wore the most attractive dresses everyday and so did Jason. One secret facet that I discovered upon meeting Jason was that he too dressed to kill. When the two of us walked hand-in-hand through the streets of London, people turned to gaze at us admiringly. I haven’t ever been a presumptuous person, but got the distinct impression that Jason and I were regarded as a beautiful couple. 

One Sunday morning, Jason expressed that he was tired of London and suggested that we explore Surrey instead. 

“Let’s just laze around in one of the parks” he said “we could spend an entire day goggling at the sky, looking at the birds and admiring nature’s beauty”. 

“Are you sure you won’t get bored?” I asked laughingly. 

“No, I could spend an entire day that way” said Jason dreamily

“perhaps you could read me a poem or two with that sexy British accent of yours?” 

“It would be a pleasure, sir” I said bowing with mock formality and giggling at his comment. 


***

By the time Jason and I had breakfast and set out, it was already 10

am. We walked leisurely around Surrey and chose a park with a lot of birches. We walked into it and reveled in the fresh air, beautifully manicured lawns and the dense foliage. After walking around it a couple of times, Jason and I settled down under a tree. I read a

poem called “The Mower against Gardens” by Andrew Marvel. In the middle of the poem, Jason stopped me. 

“I love you, Abigail Lewis” he said just like that. 

“Say something new, Jason Smith” I said feeling myself go hot in the face. Jason and I had said “I love you” to each other numerous times on Skype; however, his saying it in person made the phrase seem different. It affected me in such a powerful way that I nearly cried. 

Jason recognized the intensity of my emotions. “I think I’ll take a few rounds around the park” he quietly said “I’ll leave you alone with your thoughts for a while”. 

I appreciated Jason’s tact. I needed sometime to compose myself after his overwhelming declaration. And my fiancée had recognized that. I was indeed a lucky person. With such an understanding partner, my marital life was going to be smooth-sailing. 

While I was immersed in my thoughts, I felt a powerful hand close over my mouth. Another caught hold of my waist and pulled me close. 

“Hello, little Abigail” a familiarly nauseating voice cooed “I thought I saw a penis on you last time, but I might have been hallucinating. I am here to find out for sure this time”. 

Freddie Wood was back into my life. I thrashed my arms and limbs violently and tried to fight him off. But he was too strong for me. I tried to yell through my muffled mouth, but found it impossible. I felt a podgy hand squeeze my breast. Before I could react, Freddie had forced me to lie on the ground and was peeling off my panties. 

“I’ve done this numerous times before” he said panting “I’ll get away with it today also”. 

“No, you won’t” rumbled a deep voice behind him. I thanked God a million times—my Jason was here. 

Freddie got up hastily, leaving me lying on the ground. He tried to flee, but Jason caught him violently by the collar. By that time, I too had got up and adjusted my clothing. Jason held Freddie tight and made him face me. 

I gave Freddie Wood the tightest slap. 


***

Jason and I had called the cops immediately afterwards. We went with them to the police department to bring a charge against Freddie Wood of an attempted rape. I also reported that I had been raped and harassed many times by the accused. Freddie was arrested and was charged on numerous counts. 

When we were walking out of the police station, Jason was uncharacteristically quiet. 

“What’s up?” I asked “has the cat got your tongue?” 

“No, I was just thinking about how much you’ve suffered” said Jason. 

“Jason, I am sick of sob stuff!” I complained “can we have some humor please?” 

“If I knew you were an heiress, I would have married you sooner!” 

replied Jason promptly. 

“You rascal!” I said giving my fiancé a playful punch in the stomach. 


***

Mom was relieved to hear that Freddie was finally behind bars. I was happy because the original Abigail had received justice. I had, at least, succeeded in one of my missions. Imogene started the wedding preparations. Jason and I helped too. Soon, the venue was booked, and the caterers, florists and the priest were contacted. 

Jason and I had opted to have an open air wedding in the Surrey countryside. We decided to serve Greek and British cuisine and

have a big multi-layered white cake. Tulips were my personal favorite flowers, but I decided to have red roses in my wedding as they had been the original Abby’s favorite. I also helped the groom-to-be select his wedding suit: a dashing brown two piece, which complimented Jason’s hair and eyes. 

Mom called the neighbors and friends for the wedding. She requested them not to tell Jason that the original Abigail had passed away. 


***

The wedding was to start at 10 am of May 9th. 

On May 8th, all preparations were complete. The priest was booked, the caterers had been reminded and the guests had been invited. 

Mom was bursting with joy and jabbered incessantly. She had gone to the market to do some last minute shopping. 

Jason and I had some time on the terrace. The two of us had dropped all pretense of coyness and gazed at each other with pure, unadulterated love. Jason stepped close and circled his arm around my waist. He pulled me close. His face was inches away from mine. 

Before his lips touched mine, I impulsively blabbed:

“Someone else deserved this kiss, not me…” 

“Stop kidding Abigail Lewis” said Jason and tried to kiss me again. 

“The real Abigail passed away two years ago” I quickly said without mincing words. 

Jason froze. He then took a few slow steps backwards. His brown eyes were full of disbelief. 

“Then who are you?” he asked in a strained voice “what’s going on?” 

I told Jason my story from start to finish. I told him about Abigail’s funeral, the pact between Imogene and me and about my subsequent transition. I also told him that during the playacting I had irrevocably fallen in love with him. Jason looked wooly and spaced out. 

“I don’t believe you cheated me” he whispered “and that Imogene orchestrated all this”. He turned away from me and started dashing down the staircase. 

“Jason”, I called, blinking back tears “where are you going?” 

“I am packing and leaving for Heathrow Airport” said Jason “I shall get my flight advanced and fly back to the US ASAP”. 

“Listen, Jason” I said “I know I’ve made a mistake. But if you find even one redeeming quality in me, you’ll come back and marry me tomorrow. I will wait for you at the wedding altar”. 


***

I woke up like a living cadaver the next day. The trauma of a broken heart was too much for me to bear. I kicked myself for blabbing out the truth the previous night. But it had seemed like the right thing to do. 

Mom hadn’t noticed Jason’s absence and bustled about chirpily. I couldn’t muster the guts to tell her what I had done. I couldn’t bear to tell mom that Jason was gone. 

I showered and wore my wedding dress. The day, however, seemed more like my funeral. I was only physically alive, but dead on the inside My mom’s friends came into my room and fussed with my hair and makeup. But my mom wanted me only for herself. So soon, mom sent them out of the room and arranged my golden wig neatly on my head. She made sure that my blue contact lenses were in place. She made up my face in soft, pastel shades. 

We drove to the wedding venue. It was already teeming with guests. 

The flowers and other decorations made the venue look stunning. An altar had been constructed for me and Jason to exchange vows. 

Imogene walked me down the aisle. The guests gazed at me from their chairs. The priest stood at the middle of the altar, waiting to help me and Jason exchange vows. 

I climbed the altar and stood next to the priest. I looked at my watch

—it showed 10: 05 am. There was still no sign of Jason. The guests started whispering among themselves. I felt the color drain from my face. I had been ditched at the altar. 

I was going to break into sobs when I heard the sound of someone galloping like a horse. It was Jason, looking dashing in his wedding suit! He dashed up the aisle and rushed towards me. 

“Sorry darling, I am late” he said kissing me passionately “London traffic can be bad”. He paused and peered into my face. I was elated to see that his eyes still radiated the same love as before. 

“Really?” I asked, and then whispered “So, Mr. Jason Smith, what redeeming quality did you find in me?” 

“Honesty” replied Jason and kissed me again much to the amusement of the guests, the priest and mom. 

The End



Introduction and Character Profile Introduction: 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. 

Characters:

Noah Edwards: is an 18-year-old orphan. He is short for a man (5’4), and thin, with green eyes and dark hair. Noah lost his parents at 12, after which he has had to do odd jobs to sustain himself. He joins a group of professional mourners. Attending the funeral of a young girl changes Noah’s destiny. He is offered a job by the deceased girl’s mom who feminizes Noah owing to his resemblance to her daughter. 

Abigail “Abby” Lewis: is an 18-year-old girl who dies of TB. She is 5’4, slender and pretty, with golden blonde hair and blue eyes. 

Abigail keeps away from people as she fears being judged. She is a highly intelligent and creative person. Abigail meets an American boy online and falls in love with him. The two plan to get married after the guy’s graduation. 

Imogene Lewis: is Abigail’s mother. Imogene is pleasantly plump and has blue eyes. Imogene is in her 40s. She loves her daughter and is devastated on losing her. Imogene sees the resemblance between Abby and Jason and decides to convert Jason into Abigail. 

Imogene feminizes Jason and teaches him to speak, think and behave like Abby. 

Jason Smith: is a 20-year-old American guy who studies fine arts. 

He is tall, athletic and gorgeous, with brown hair and hazel brown eyes. Jason meets Abigail in a literary group on Facebook and falls in love with her. Jason hasn’t been able to personally meet Abigail as he lacks the finances for international travel. He works part time and flies down to the UK to marry Abby. 

Freddie Wood: is Imogene’s second husband. He is a stout, roughhewn man of the working class. He drinks like a fish and is in the habit of beating Imogene which leads Imogene to divorce him within a year of their marriage. Freddie finds out that Imogene’s terminally ill daughter is an heiress and tries to brainwash the daughter into naming him as the beneficiary of all her properties. 

Heidi White: is a tall, hefty girl of 20, who works as a professional mourner. Heidi is authoritative, inquisitive and gossipy. She goes to Abigail’s funeral with Noah and the rest of the group. Heidi is immensely curious when Noah is offered a job by Imogene and is asked to stay back in her house. Heidi comes to Surrey a few days later to spy on Noah. Heidi is one of Abigail’s bridesmaids at her wedding. 

Leo Harris: is the head of “Forget-me-not”, a group of professional mourners. He is in his 50s, has a scraggly beard and wears rimless glasses. Leo hires young people for the mourning profession. He teaches them the tricks of the trade. Leo Harris sends Noah and the rest of the group to attend Abigail’s funeral after being contacted by Imogene Lewis. 

Richard Lewis: is Imogene’s first husband and Abigail’s father. He is a rich, noble businessman. Such is Richard’s love for Abby that he names her the beneficiary of all his properties. Richard dies when Abby is 5, making her the heiress to a vast fortune. 

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

[Recently Published]

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. 

 

Embarassing 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 

Ten 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 eleven 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 is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, 

never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform  series

A Slippery Slope in 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 Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. 

However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. 

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

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

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope

with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. 

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

(Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man. 

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. 

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

Hijra, the Third Gender  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living

in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" 

him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of

“Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Transgender Sleuth  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and

carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 

Other Books

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. 

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

a temple prostitute. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” 

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later

he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called

‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 

Dreams Don't Die

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

Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? 

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

55 year old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of

Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21 year old Queen Lysandra. Does all that follows actually transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. 

But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. 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 thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

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

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

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