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Chapter 1 - Extravagance

My name is Yashas Sreehari and I’m the luckiest 15-year-old boy on earth. I attend an elite all boys’ school and stand first in every subject. My friends respect me and the teachers adore me. At home, I’m the apple of my mom, dad and elder brother Renjit’s eye. 

My dad, Sreehari runs a well-known CA firm, which provides top quality services in auditing, accounting, business advisory, tax consulting, management consulting, corporate advisory and so on. 

My mom, Meera is a docile, affectionate homemaker, who has dedicated her entire life to ensure the comfort and well-being of the family. Our cook, Raja and maid, Saroja, help mom maintain the house. Mom is very beautiful, with a slender build, milky white skin and long black hair. Even though I’m a guy, I resemble my mom vis-à-vis build, skin and hair color. My eyes are green like my mom’s. 

At 22, my brother is considerably older than me. He acquired a degree in mechanical engineering a year ago and currently works in an MNC. Dad wants him to pursue his MS in Detroit. My brother is ambitious, but is postponing his further studies as he doesn’t wish to leave Bangalore. He doesn’t wish to leave, as he can’t bear the thought of being parted from me. Renjit is the most loving, caring and protective elder brother anyone could have. In many ways, he is like a second dad to me. 

I go to school in a jubilant mood. I’m happy as my dad will be returning home tonight, after a week. He has gone to our native town of Mannarkad in Kerala, where we own several acres of ancestral agricultural lands. Rice, tapioca, cashew, coconut, clove, cardamom, bananas and pepper are grown in these fecund lands. I have visited Mannarkad quite a few times; a few days at the plantation are a refreshing break from being in the maddening city. Our loyal farmhand, Mohan, has looked after our lands for over thirty years now. Now, at age fifty, Mohan still continues to toil on our lands. He also manages about twenty other laborers and farmhands. I have

met Mohan several times. He is warm and friendly. So, is his relatively young wife, Anusree. The couple has three school-going children. 

Presently, dad has gone to Kerala on one of his routine visits to check if everything is well in the plantation. This is just a formality, which is not really necessary. Mohan looks after our lands as if they were his own. 

The day goes well. I attend all my classes and spend the sports period in the library, reading a finance magazine. I enjoy taking long walks, but am otherwise not athletic. I don’t engage in sports as I hate getting sweaty and smelly. The other boys sometimes tease me because of my aversion to sports. They call me a sissy, but go no further than that. My enviable grades in academics stop them from severely insulting me about my lack of athletic prowess. 

I return home and change into jeans and a t-shirt. Mom gets me a snack, after which I sit down to do my homework. Renjit returns home from office at 7 pm and the two of us go on a long walk. When I return home, I discover that dad has returned from Kerala. He looks ruddy, healthy and excited, like he always does when he returns from the countryside. However, I feel that this time; dad has something unusual up his sleeve. 

We meet at the dining table over dinner. Over platefuls of boiled rice and fish curry, dad tells us about his visit to Mannarkad. He tells us that the crops are flourishing and that the farmhands are doing well. 

Then, with his brown eyes sparkling excitedly, he changes the topic. 

“Do you all remember the ready-made house in Indiranagar that I had liked? How would you like to live in it?” he abruptly asks. 

Indiranagar is a posh area in Bangalore. I think of the house dad is talking about. It is a huge two storied building, with a stone finish. It has a huge courtyard with a swimming pool, a tennis court and a massive wrought-iron gate. It is an impressive establishment, but lacks the homeliness of our traditionally-built cream-colored Jayanagar home, with its huge swing and sweet little garden. 

I steal a glance at mom and Renjit. Going by the expression on their faces, I gather that they feel the same way as me. 

Mom looks at dad disapprovingly. “We have lived in this house for 25

years, ever since we were married” she tells him “we’ve had a lovely time here. We’ve raised both our boys here. I love the temples and parks in this area. Though we are Keralites, we’ve grown close to our local Kannada-speaking neighbors. I wouldn’t like to shift to Indiranagar”. 

“I agree with mom” says Renjit “Indiranagar may be a posh locality, but it lacks the charming, conservative aura of Jayanagar. Also, Indiranagar has too many clubs and pubs. Mom won’t feel comfortable in such a locality”. 

“You’re wrong; Indiranagar is traditional” dad points out “it has an association that organizes classical Indian music and dance programs. Performing arts, theatre and drama is also promoted in the locality. Indiranagar has some of the best gyms, tennis and basket ball grounds, so you boys will be happy”. 

I wrinkle my nose. Dad looks at me disapprovingly and says, “Don’t do that, Yashas. You have to take more of an interest in sports, you know”. 

“I know” I mutter under my breath. 

Renjit has a point to make. “Dad, you’d said you had managed to raise only Rs.10 crore” he says “while that palatial Indiranagar house costs a whopping Rs. 20 crore! Did you manage to raise that extra Rs. 10 crore so soon?!” 

A mysterious smile tugs the corners of dad’s lips. “That’s why I had gone to Mannarkad” he says “to talk to Mohan--about the land sale”. 

Mom looks aghast. “What land sale?” she asks “what in the world are you talking about?” 

“I’ve decided to sell my ancestral lands to the owner of a chain of rubber-manufacturing factories” says dad bluntly “he’s going to make a down-payment of Rs.10 Crore, with which I can buy the Indiranagar house for you guys”. 

Mom’s face goes ashen with shock. “You’re going to sell the lands, which belonged to your ancestors?” she says in a whisper. 

“Of course, Meera” dad says irritably “there’s nothing to be upset about. I am a successful upwardly-mobile man with a lovely family. I have to own that palatial Indiranagar house as a status symbol”. 

“Dad, everyone knows that you are a successful person” Renjit points out “you don’t need any status symbols to prove your worth!” 

“Keep quiet, Renjit” says dad “you’re not grown up enough to interfere with my decisions!” 

“Your dad is right, Renjit” says my docile mother “please don’t speak to him in that haughty tone”. 

“Sorry” Renjit murmurs. I reflect on how paradoxical mom’s nature is. 

Though she disagrees with dad, she doesn’t want his children to question his decisions. On most occasions, mom too doesn’t question dad’s decisions, but accepts them passively. According to mom, dad is the head of the family, who has given us the best possible life. He knows what is best for us; hence we must never ever disobey him. 

“What’ll happen to Mohan and the other farm hands” I can’t help asking “they’ll have nowhere to go once you sell the lands”. 

“I’ve spoken to the rubber-factory head; he has promised to give all my farmhands jobs in his factory” says dad “when the factory comes up, more and more people in Mannarkad will be employed. The town will prosper. If Mohan wishes, he could work in the rubber factory. Or else, he could shift to Bangalore. I’ve given him the option of working

as a peon in my firm. I’ve also offered to provide living quarters for him and his family”. 

“I’m glad the farmhands won’t starve” I say. I’m not euphoric with dad’s decision to sell the lands, but am relieved that the farmhands will be employed once the factory is constructed. It is a matter of solace that they will have alternative employment. I look at mom and Renjit’s faces and surmise that they feel the same way. 

Chapter 2 - Vague Symptoms

We shifted to the new house in Indiranagar. 

I detest the marble flooring, the high ceilings and over-brightly-lit interiors. I miss the cozy comfort of my old home; its relatively low ceiling, red-oxide flooring and the little shrine made of marble kept in the front room. I also miss the temples, shopping complex and parks of Jayanagar. Indiranagar is full of gyms, pubs and discotheques—

places that I don’t like. However, I take solace in the fact that my family and servants remain the same. Raja and Saroja (our cook and maid respectively) have been with my parents for over 2 decades; they’ve shifted to our new house too. 

Dad has shifted his firm to a new location near Indiranagar. Luckily, my school isn’t too far away from Indiranagar, so I haven’t had to change schools. Renjit’s office is located in Jayanagar, which is 12.5

miles away from Indiranagar. My brother commutes 25 miles daily. I sometimes feel furious with dad for making the work-commute longer for Renjit. 

On weekends, Renjit takes a swim in our swimming pool. 

Sometimes, he plays tennis with dad. Both of them goad me and mom to join them. However, mom is not inclined towards sports. She prefers spending her time cooking, doing embroidery or offering prayers to God. Sometimes, she plays the sitar. 

Like always, I spend most of my time studying. However, I don’t feel very well nowadays. I feel a dull ache in my head and eyes. My limbs feel heavy and I feel very tired. I used to have an eidetic memory, but nowadays I can’t remember much of what I’ve studied. I often study the same chapter twice, but don’t seem to retain much. 

I don’t tell anyone that I’m unwell. It may just be a passing phase and I might be okay soon. Telling anyone of my vague symptoms will not

help. It will only cause them unnecessary worry. Anyway, I don’t believe there is anything seriously wrong with me. 

I write my quarterly exams in the same hazy, fatigued state. I’m unable to recall much of what I’ve studied and leave most of the questions unanswered. A week after my exams, the results are declared. I, who have been a consistent topper for ten straight years, have failed miserably in every subject. 

The teachers can’t believe that I have scored so poorly. They’ve noticed that I have been appearing dull and spaced out. My school principal Anil Arora, an elderly dignified man who always dresses in suits, calls me to his office. He asks me if I’m feeling well. I politely tell him that I’m absolutely fine. 

“I heard you changed residence” Mr. Arora says “I hope you have not got into wrong company near your new home?” 

I desist from telling Mr. Arora that I haven’t made any new friends near my home. I’m basically a loner, who likes spending time with his books and elder brother. 

“Wrong company?” I say out loud “I don’t understand, sir”. 

Mr. Arora looks uncomfortable. He clears his throat and says, “Well, drug peddlers sell weed to young boys and girls nowadays. I hope you’re not snorting any of that”. 

I’m shocked by Mr. Arora’s speculation. I can never ever imagine myself doing drugs. 

“I’m squeaky clean, sir” I say “I swear”. 

“What is it then, Yashas?” Mr. Arora persists “have you been taking the Blue Whale, Momo or any of the other self-sabotaging challenges school-kids accept these days?”. 

Again, I’m stupefied by Mr. Arora’s imaginings. I’ve been a very healthy sort of a boy who has used the internet only for academic/functional purposes. The fact that anyone could think that I’m capable of engaging in the abovementioned nonsense stupefies me. 

“No, sir” I say “I’d never ever undertake any such dangerous challenges. It’s just that…I can’t remember much of what I’ve studied nowadays”. 

Mr. Arora looks concerned. “Have you spoken to your parents about this?” he asks. 

I look down at my feet, unable to meet Mr. Arora’s steady gaze. “No sir” I admit “I didn’t want to worry them unnecessarily—unless something drastic happened”. 

“Well, something drastic  has happened” points out Mr. Arora “A school topper has flunked all his subjects. I request you to discuss your health with your family. I also advise you to see a doctor as soon as possible”. 


***

My parents and Renjit are appalled to see my report card. Dad enquires if I have been neglecting my studies. I tell him that I have been as diligent as before. I go on to explain about the symptoms that I have been experiencing for the last couple of weeks. A worried look comes over dad’s face. He asks mom to take me to our family physician Dr. Nagarajan. 

The following morning, Dr. Nagarajan examines me. He informs me and my mom that all my vital parameters are normal. “You are exhausted with too much studying” he says “remember the old proverb ‘only work and no play makes Jack a dull boy?’. That seems to be the case with you too. Go out and play. Make friends to hang out with. And oh, eat more nutritious food. You’re only 5’5 and may grow taller, since your dad and brother are 6” footers. You’re also

very thin for your age. Boys usually have more muscle mass than you by age 15”. 

After listening to this not-too-flattering sermon by Dr. Nagarajan, I return home. Over the next few weeks, mom makes various mouth-watering dishes to titillate my palate. But I have no appetite. My symptoms persist; hence Dr. Nagarajan refers me to an array of specialists who suggest a multitude of tests. 

The ophthalmologist checks my eyes and rules out any diseases of the eyes. She tries on various lenses and makes me read rows of big and small alphabets. My eyesight is normal. 

A blood test proves that I am not anemic, which is rather unusual for boys. 

MRI (Magnetic Resonance Imaging) shows that I don’t have a brain tumor. 

The ECG test (Electrocardiography) proves that I have a healthy heart. 

There is nothing wrong with my physical body. Yet the weird symptoms persist. 

Chapter 3 - Possessed by a Wrong Spirit I continue attending school in my dull, lackluster state. The lessons start seeming like a burden to me. I no longer enjoy academics like I used to. I yearn to get out of the stifling classroom. I ache to rush out into the fresh open air. For the last fortnight or so, I haven’t been taking the school bus. In spite of my parents’ protestations, I have been cycling to school. I find the freedom that cycling gives me unrivalled. The traffic and smog in Bangalore is getting worse by the day; still, I find the process of cycling liberating. It is the only thing that makes me feel that I’m still in control of my life. My super studious brain has deserted me and my body doesn’t feel like my own. The former feels foggy and the latter feels heavy. Yet, I haven’t put on weight. I still remain the short, skinny boy I used to be. 

When cycling back home, I pass a mango grove. It is one of the few reminders of nature in a city, which is quickly becoming a concrete jungle. It is still September, so the trees haven’t begun to bud even. 

Yet I find it soothing to sit under the broad, aromatic canopies, dreaming of the day the trees will yield fruit. I dream of the days in summer (March, April, May in India) when the stony fruit would ripen into fecund, tantalizing mangoes. 

I desperately wait for the school hours to pass, so that I can cycle back home. I yearn to spend time in the mango grove, as I have been accustomed to doing nowadays. 

I breathe a sigh of relief as the final school bell rings. I eagerly go to the parking lot and unchain my cycle. I cycle away eastwards, in the direction of Indiranagar. In order to avoid traffic, I take the relatively deserted secret route. The secret route is mostly avoided by squeamish passengers because it is a Muslim-dominated area replete with open-air meat stalls, open drains and general filth. At the young age of 15, I understand how much the Hindu-dominated India discriminates against its minorities, especially Muslims. I know no discrimination on the basis of caste or class; hence don’t mind taking

the route. Anyway, it is not as filthy or repulsive as people claim it is. 

Besides, whichever route takes me to my beloved mango grove can’t be all that unsavory. 

As I cycle through the Muslim area, I feel eyes searing my back. I look around, but no one except unassuming  hijab-clad women guiding their innocent children over the uneven footpath. They are minding their own business and seem the least interested in me. 

Besides, I don’t see any woman being interested in a slender 15

year old youth like me. 

I brush aside my feeling of being watched as fanciful and delusional. 

“Such delusions often occur when one is very tired” I tell myself “go home and rest; you’ll be fine”. In spite of the firm conversation I have with myself, the unsettling feeling of being watched and followed persists. I am now convinced that some gay man, who is attracted to pretty young boys, is pursuing me. I recall a distasteful incident in UB

City Mall last year, when I was accosted by a bunch of gay men in the restroom, who tried to make a pass at me. I’d managed to get out in the nick of time before they could do anything serious. 

In between speedy cycling, I cast surreptitious backward glances. I see no stalker in sight. However, stalkers have their own creepy technique of trailing their victims. They don’t make themselves conspicuous, but trail their victims discreetly. 

By the time I reach the mango groove, the feeling of being stalked becomes unbearable. I get off my bicycle; park it to a side of the road and dash into the protective arms of the grove. The feeling of being stalked turns into one of being chased. Anklet-clad feet chase after me. Yet there is no one in sight. 

I feel my heart hammering away in agitation. My breathing becomes labored. At one point, I find myself glued to the ground and am unable to move. The anklet-clad presence halts beside me. 

I am unable to move. I feel like a tight cap has been put over my head. The ankle-clad spirit is soon kissing my scalp, where life force

is stored in my brain. Subsequently, I feel her hands reach out and

“hold on” to me. Immediately after that, I feel intensely hard and yearn to make love. I have been aroused before, but the strength of my current desire frightens me. Immediately after, I feel multitudinous intense orgasms rip through my fragile body. I feel spent, and more exhausted than ever. 

I am able to climb back on my bicycle and cycle home. As I walk into the front hall, Raja helps me take off the satchel from my back. As I pass the dining hall, my mom walks towards me with a bowlful of fruits and a mug of hot chocolate. I push away the offerings and amble straight into mom’s room. My mom follows me, with a concerned look on her sweet face. 

I throw open her wardrobe.  Sarees of various kinds—chiffons, georgettes, Mysore silks,  Kanjeevarams, Balucharis and  Kalamkaris

—greet me. I feel enticed by a simple cotton saree with multi-colored checks and take it out of the wardrobe. It goes with a turmeric yellow three-fourth-sleeved blouse. I strip off my school uniform (white shirt and green pants) and wear the blouse. My chest area appears flat, hence I pick up two oranges from the tray my mom is holding and stuff them into my blouse. Even in my state of trance, I don’t miss the look of incredulity that comes over my mom’s face. She is too stultified to stop me or call out to somebody. 

I drape the  saree  around myself in the trouser-style, which rustic Indian women adopt. We drape the  saree bottom like trouser-legs. 

Unlike the urban women, we rural girls prefer the trouser-style of draping the  saree.  Like the city chicks we don’t sit at a desk and type, but are forced to squat in farms and fields. I find the trouser-leg style very convenient while working. It allows free leg movement. I feel comfortable and modest. No man will ever get a glimpse of my creamy leg. 

The rustic trouser-style allows for freer leg movement, which allows the rural woman (who typically are laborers and farmhands) to squat and do their work without compromising on comfort or modesty. 

I arrange the upper half of the  saree into pleats and drape it around the upper front of my body. I salvage the  saree pallu (end of the veil) and tuck it around my waist in the manner I’ve seen working class women do. 

I then sit at my mother’s dressing table and rummage through the drawers. I retrieve a hair extension and fit it around my head like a cap. I then pile the hair on top of my head and role it into a neat bun like a villager woman. 

After I have done my hair the way I like it, I rummage through the drawers for a suitable  bindi . I feel that I must adorn the centre of my forehead with the  bindi  as any other married Hindu woman will; it provides a beautiful and striking contrast to my milky white skin. 

“Yashas!” the shocked whisper springs from my mom’s lips “why are you dressed like this?” 

I ignore her and walk to the dining room. Renjit, who has returned from office a bit earlier than usual, is shocked to see me dressed like a female farmhand. “What’s this, Yashas?” he asks half-jocularly

“preparation for some sort of a fancy dress competition?” 

His words bring the servants out of the kitchen. They stand and stare at the sight of me in a  saree and  bindi. 

“Why are you wearing a  saree, young master?” Raja and Saroja question me. 

I disregard Renjit and the servants. Instead, I squat on the ground the way I’ve seen villagers do. I start talking about things, which are alien to me. My voice doesn’t sound like my own. Instead, it sounds like a young woman’s. In rustic Malayalam, I hear myself say, 

“Our lives suck. We sleep with the owl and rise with the lark. Our whole lives are spent under the merciless tropical sun; sowing seeds, ploughing unruly lands and harrowing the clods. 

The harvesting season is hard too! My husband and I bend over the sickle, cutting and binding the corn into sheaves. I carry the sheaves and pile them into a stack. My husband and I do the thrashing and winnowing later on…. 

However, we are still poor as we aren’t the owners of the land. We are mere farmhands, who merely lend our labor. The owner of the land lives in the city and visits only now and then…” 

After uttering the following words, I pass out. The last memory I have is of Renjit telling mom that dad must be told of this incident immediately. 


***

The next day, my parents take me to an apparently renowned psychiatrist called Dr. Deepak Mishra. Dr. Mishra is a bespectacled man with a mop of wild curly white hair on his head. His mannerisms are dramatic and his English is heavily accented. 

“Has Yashas had a happy childhood?” he asks. 

“Of course” replies dad “He has had love, affection and everything else a child needs”. 

Dr. Mishra looks at dad from over his glasses. “Are you sure he didn’t suffer from any physical, emotional or sexual abuse?” 

“Definitely not, doctor” my mom chips in “we’ve brought up Yashas with a lot of care”. 

“Of course, madam” says the doctor in a placating tone “no one is making any insinuations against you! I just wanted to know if a caregiver—a nanny or someone—might have abused Yashas as a child”. 

“Yashas didn’t have a nanny” my mom says “I brought him up with the help of our maid Saroja. She is a very nice woman, who was

wonderful with the child (with both my sons, in fact). In any case, I never left Yashas alone with Saroja. I was with him all the time”. 

“That rules out abuse then” says Dr. Mishra. He reclines in his armchair, makes a steeple of his hands and focuses his gaze into a distance. For a moment, no one says anything. 

“Is there a particular reason you asked the above question” asks my dad “what correlation does abuse have with the incident that occurred recently?” 

“Since your son behaved in an uncharacteristic manner, I wondered if he suffers from Dissociative Personality Disorder” replies Dr. 

Mishra “Dissociative Personality Disorder is more commonly known as the Split Personality or the Multiple Personality Disorder. In the event of stress, a person suffering from the disorder typically disassociates himself from his thoughts, memories, feelings, actions and sense of identity”. 

“I see” says dad. His brow creases worriedly. 

“Dissociative Personality Disorder may or may not be the reason behind Yashas’s behavior” Dr. Mishra quickly says “the recent incident may be Yashas’s subconscious repressed desires finding expression”. 

I can sense my mother frowning “What do you mean, doctor?” she asks “could you please elaborate?” 

“Well, madam” says Dr. Mishra blatantly “is Yashas happy being a boy? As a child, did he ever show the desire to wear girls’ frocks, hair-bands or to play with dolls? If so; he could be suffering from Gender Identity Disorder or GID”. 

Mom directs a disapproving gaze at Dr. Mishra. “Yashas has exhibited no such desire, doctor” she says “he is perfectly content being a boy. Yashas is not particularly rugged or athletic, but he certainly doesn’t wish to be a girl!” 

“I see” says Dr. Mishra. He then turns to me and asks, “Yashas, have you ever had a crush?” 

“A few, doctor” I admit “mostly on movie stars”. 

“I assume they’re all female?” 

“Of course” I say laughingly. 

“Do you like anyone in your school?” Dr. Mishra persists. 

“Of course not” I say “I study in an all boys’ school”. 

“Are you sure you haven’t been attracted to any of the older, rugged boys?” persists Dr. Mishra annoyingly “you know, the jock types…” 

I feel a flush creeping up my face. The doctor is asking me such unnecessary, embarrassing questions. I desist from answering. 

My mom senses my discomfort. She stands up purposefully. “That’s enough, Dr. Mishra!” says in a no-nonsense tone “Yashas isn’t gay, and neither does he suffer from GID! All I know is that you’re making him very uncomfortable! Whatever your technique of counseling may be, it isn’t suiting us! I’m afraid, we’re leaving! We hope to find a saner doctor for our child!” 

Mom gently catches hold of my elbow and steers me out of Dr. 

Mishra’s clinic. After muttering a few words of apology to Dr. Mishra, dad joins us. As we reach the parking area and get into our car, dad admonishes mom for condemning Dr. Mishra. 

“Dr. Mishra is one of the most revered psychiatrists in Bangalore” he says scathingly “you shouldn’t have castigated him thusly. Dr. Mishra would have eventually cured Yashas”. 

“Rubbish!” my mom snorts “Yashas’s state would have worsened under Dr. Mishra. He was asking the boy such weird questions—that man is eccentric!” 

“I admit that he is eccentric” says dad “but maybe that’s his technique of getting to know his patients better… You shouldn’t have insulted him and walked out of his clinic the way you did!” 

“The deed is done” says mom “I can’t reverse it. We’ll have to take Yashas to another psychiatrist”. 

Chapter 4 - Continued Struggle My parents took me to another doctor called Vaibhav Kumar. 

He asks me saner questions than Dr. Mishra. Dr. Kumar is a lean, intelligent-looking young man of about forty. He listens to me carefully and takes down elaborate notes. Dr. Kumar says that it is difficult to conclusively say what is wrong with me. 

“I’ll need to study you over the next couple of weeks” he tells me

“meanwhile, please take the dietary supplements that I shall prescribe, regularly. If you feel anxious or find yourself unable to sleep at night, take the mild sedative I shall give you”. 

I start taking the dietary supplements Dr. Kumar gives me. Yet I continue to feel dull and tired. A week later, when I’m taking a shower, I notice the weirdest thing  ever. 

Two twin conical projections grace either side of my chest. The areolas seem red and large, and the nipples are super sensitive. 

I break into cold sweat. What in the world is happening to me? Why am I budding like an adolescent girl? 

Is this a side effect of the medicines I’m taking? I step out of the shower and Google the name of the sedative I’ve been taking. Apart from sleepiness, it has no proven side effects. 

Could the Omega-3 supplements leading to this funny distribution of fat? I rule out the idea. The healthy fats would build stamina, not lead to breast-development in a male. 

I wear my vest, shirt and trousers and leave for school. Ever since I’ve seen the budding breasts, my appetite has dropped further. I’m too upset to eat even a morsel. My mother is super worried about my health. 

Since the frightening day at the mango groove, I have ceased to cycle to school. I take the school bus like any other boy. As I climb into the bus today, I feel immensely conscious of my budding breasts. However, they are tiny and covered by a thick vest, so no one notices. My classmates and I discuss a geometry problem. I feel bored and disinterested in studying. 

A few weeks passed. 

My breasts grow bigger. The areolas darken into a mature brown and my nipples turn more distended. My slender waist grows slimmer and hips become broad, like a woman’s. I also notice that my ass has grown as huge and shapely as Jennifer Lopez’s. 

My testicles shrink and my penis becomes smaller. My skin becomes smoother and my facial features become more feminine. The changes in my face aren’t too conspicuous, but my nose is smaller, green eyes wider and lips fuller and more cushioned than before. 

I try to hide my breasts by binding them with yards of cloth. I try to conceal my protruding buttocks under tight underwear. Yet my quickly feminizing body is apparent under my boys’ uniform. The other boys notice my feminizing body and pass lewd comments. One guy, who studies in the 12th grade, accosts me in the school restroom and gropes me. 

“Your titties and ass feel like a woman’s” he says leeringly “I’d love to have a piece of you”. Thankfully, before he can molest me further, we hear footsteps. A chattering group of boys make their way into the restroom. I use the opportunity to get away from my molester. 

My teachers notice my feminization. So does Mr. Arora, my school principal. My family too notices it. So does Dr. Vaibhav Kumar. 

The phenomenon is such a strange one that no one dares to comment. I myself am terribly confused by what is happening to me and am terrifically embarrassed to be transitioning into a young woman. As I go out on a stroll, I notice men ogling my assets and

booty. They whistle at me and pass unsavory comments. I feel supremely humiliated and perpetually find myself on the verge of tears. 

Guests who visit my house often ask if I’m taking female hormones. 

My family and I feel tremendously embarrassed by such queries. My dad staves off the inquisitive questions with a stock answer, “This is our personal matter. We don’t discuss it with anyone”. 

About three months later, my breasts are size 36 (A) and my hips and derriere extremely curvaceous. I no longer fit into my old uniform and am forced to get a new one stitched. This is the time I break down in front of my family and openly discuss my ordeal. My parents and Renjit understand my pain and are as baffled as me. They talk about my feminization with Dr. Kumar, who asks me if I’m secretly taking estrogen hormones. 

“No doctor, absolutely not!” I say in tears “I don’t know what is happening to me. I’m puzzled and zapped! Life has become hell ever since I started developing a voluptuous body”. 

Dr. Kumar looks at me sympathetically, “Some things are beyond the explanation of medical science” he says “yours seems to be one such case. I’m sorry I can’t do anything to help you”. 

“I understand, doctor” I say and walk away from the clinic. 

I write my mid-term exams and leave most of the questions in the papers unanswered. Needless to say, I fail again. 

My parents soon receive summons from my school principal, Mr. 

Arora. I accompany my parents to Mr. Arora’s office; a shivering, sniveling mass of jelly. Mr. Arora tells my parents about my dropping levels of concentration and dismal marks in the mid-term exams. 

“I know Yashas is going through a delicate phase” he says “and don’t wish to pry into his personal life. However, the news of his feminization has reached the trustees. Only the other day, Mr. 

Chopra, our chief trustee, was asking me how we’d admitted a girl in an all boys’ school! I was at a loss as to how to reply”. 

My dad looks agonized. “I understand, sir” he says wringing his hands in despair “and am truly and terribly sorry”. 

“There is no need to say sorry, Mr. Sreehari” Mr. Arora says “it is obvious that Yashas suffers from GID and is undergoing Hormone Replacement Therapy (HRT). I only wish to tell you that if he decides to transition completely, we’ll have to transfer him to the all girls branch of our institution”. 

“Thank you for your kind offer, sir” my mom says “but I’d like to inform you that Yashas doesn’t suffer from GID. Neither is he undergoing HRT. We don’t know the reason behind his fatigue or feminization. We’re terribly confused”. 

A look of incredulity comes over Mr. Arora’s face. He takes of his glasses in a gesture of shock. 

“What?” he cries “has Yashas feminized out of the blue?” 

“It has happened over a period of time” I say “but it definitely has occurred out of the blue. I haven’t been taking any female hormones. 

I don’t know what’s wrong with me”. 

Tears sting the back of my eyes. I break down and cry in front of the principal and my parents. Mr. Arora looks highly uncomfortable. 

“I’m sorry to hear all this, Yashas” he says “honestly speaking, I don’t know how to help you. I only hope your problems are resolved soon. 

I feel terrible about your dropping academic grades. You used to be such a bright student”. 

“But nowadays, I can hardly remember things…” I say in between sobs “my mind goes blank. I don’t know what is happening to my mind and body”. 

Mr. Arora glances at my parents. “You certainly are in a tricky situation” he says grimly “what do you intend to do?” 

“We’ve shown Yashas to various doctors, but none have been able to help” says my dad “it is better we home school Yashas for a while. 

Kindly speak to the trustees and grant him leave for a few months”. 

“I certainly will” says Mr. Arora “that’s the least I can do for this unfortunate child. At the end of the year, we’ll allow Yashas to take the annual exams even if he is short of attendance”. 


***

My parents take me home. They employ a tutor to help me with my studies. However, my mind is in the distant green fields where I used to spend the whole day sowing, winnowing, threshing and harvesting. I yearn to sprint into open air and play with the lambs. I ache to sit by the well among other rustic women and gossip. I desire to bathe my ripe young body in the open stream. I desire to make love to two different men whose body I’m familiar with…. 

Since I’m too curvaceous to fit into my old clothes, my mother has ordered new jeans, shirts and t-shirts for me. I, however, despise wearing these boyish clothes. I rummage through my mom’s wardrobe and ferret out her chiffons, georgettes and  kanjeevarams, a type of South Indian  saree.  Being a humble farmhand, I’m unaccustomed to such finery and awestruck by them. I greedily dress in my mom’s gorgeous  sarees and adorn myself with her jewelry. Oh, how lovely the ruby-studded gold bangle is! And how gorgeous the pearl clip-on earrings are! My mother has such a huge jewelry collection! How I wish I could wear the jewelry all at once! 

When my parents and servants try to prevent me from dressing like a woman, I feel deep fury rise within my chest. When they try to stop me, I aggressively lash out at them. In a bout of blind rage, I even try to hit my dad. My family is so shocked by my behavior that they decided to humor me by letting me do whatever I wish. 

“Let him wear all the  sarees and jewelry he wants” my quivering mom tells my dad “otherwise, he’ll lose control and whack us!” 

“I’m a  she, not a he!” I bark at mom “refer to me as ‘he’ and I’ll whack  you! ” 

My family and servants address me by the “she” pronoun. My tutor witnesses me in one of my dangerous moods and quits. I do nothing but dress up and look at myself in the mirror all day. 


***

I’m a village woman, enticed by urban fashion. Over the next few weeks, I pester my folks to buy me different kinds of dresses, shoes and hair extensions. I wear  salwaar suits, skirts, tops and jumpsuits. 

I try clogs, kitten heels and stilettos. I use extensions that give me wavy hair, the short bob and long straight hair. I use my mother’s foundation, lipstick, eye shadow and blush every single day. 

I enjoy washing my voluptuous body and smelling clean. The only eye sore is my penis, which dangles between my legs. The “Yashas” 

part of me is relieved that at least a single vestige of manhood remains with him. However, the female spirit, with a luscious body, loathes having a penis instead of a vagina. 

When the female spirit is dominant within me, I feel sexy and cocky. 

When I’m my usual self, I feel dull and withdrawn. Renjit feels sorry for me and offers to take me on an outing. 

I give my brother a sad smile “I wouldn’t like to bother you” I say “I’m sure you’re very busy”. 

“No one is ever busy on a Sunday!” Renjit says laughingly “please don’t be so formal with me, Yashas. After all, I’m your elder brother”. 

“Thank you, Renjit” I say. Tears of gratitude glisten in my eyes. My family members understand my plight and are supportive of me in

spite of the drastic change in my body and behavior. I shall remain the baby of the house, in spite of everything. 

“Wipe away those tears and get ready quickly” says Renjit giving me an adoring smile. 

I choose a black mini skirt and a short top with polka dots for the outing. I wear long opaque stockings and Mary Jane shoes. I use an extension that puffs on top of my head and falls across my shoulders in a stylish bob. 

I keep my makeup light. I use a bit of eye liner and mascara for the eyes. I use a bit of blush to accentuate my cheeks. I use bubblegum pink lipstick on my luscious lips. 

When I’m ready, I look like a total doll. Renjit and I take a spin across the town on his Royal Enfield Bullet. We watch a movie in a mall and eat in the food court afterwards. We reach home in great spirits, giggling and laughing. 

Our parents are sitting in the living room. They are pleased to see me happy. Mom asks Renjit and me to come to the dining room and have dinner. 

“I’m not hungry!” Renjit and I say in unison. 

“You cheeky creatures!” my mom says laughingly “you’ve eaten outside, haven’t you?!” 

Renjit and I look at each other conspiratorially and snicker. A while later, Renjit says he is going to bed. 

At the sound of the word “bed”, the spirit in me becomes active. 

Sheer, undiluted lust courses through my veins. I appraise the young, athletic Renjit standing in front of me. At the sight of his muscular body, my nipples become hard. 

Before I know what I’m doing, I grab Renjit by the waist. Renjit is shell shocked and fights to free himself. However, when the female spirit takes over, I’m much stronger than any human. I don’t let go of my grip on Renjit. 

I look deeply into his brown eyes. They remind me of that of another young man’s, whom I had held in my arms three decades ago. That young man had been my lover. The words I had said to my old lover presently come surging out of my mouth. 

I embrace Renjit tighter and say, “Come on, let us sleep together one more time. You’ve enjoyed my fecund body all these weeks. Are you suddenly tired of me?” 

Renjit is appalled by my words. So are my parents. I embrace Renjit tighter and try to kiss him. Before I can succeed, my parents intervene and yank me away from Renjit. 

I’m so exhausted that I pass out. I only wake up the next morning. 

Chapter 5 - Swelling with your Child I wake up the next day feeling more exhausted than ever. Dr. Kumar is hovering over me, looking more serious than ever. He coaxes me to have a bit of breakfast and gives me a tranquilizer. I lie down quietly until noon. 

Renjit has taken leave from office today. So has dad. They are super worried about me. Mom too does her best to make sure that I’m comfortable. 

At lunch, I eat very little. I practically have no appetite. My mom forcibly spoons some rice and curd into my mouth. I swallow reluctantly. I feel sad and depressed. 

My family notices my low spirits. They wish to distract me from my depression. Renjit suggests that the four of us play a game of carom. 

He knows I’m fond of board games. Mom and dad also agree to play. 

Renjit keeps the carom board on the living room table and arranges the coins. Dad and I are to chase black coins; mom and Renjit are supposed to chase the white ones. I strike without much interest. I’m not in the right frame of mind; the female spirit is beckoning me. She wishes to convey something through me. 

When my turn arrives, I don’t strike. I turn towards dad, stare at him and say, 

“You enjoyed my ripe body for weeks. After that you grew tired of me. 

I became pregnant with your child. Unable be bear the ignominy, I killed myself by jumping into the village well. 

When you touched me, my body was warm. Now that I’m dead; it’s cold”. 

A guilty look comes over dad’s face. Mom and Renjit stare at him suspiciously. They are wondering if the insinuations the female spirit has made against dad are indeed true. Dad is unable to bear mom and Renjit’s searing, suspicious glares. He gets up and shuts himself in his room. 

I’m coaxed to rest by mom and my brother. At night, I overhear a conversation between my mom and dad. 

Mom sounds upset, almost accusatory. “When Yashas was saying stuff this afternoon, why did you walk away and shut yourself up in your room?” mom asks. 

“I was disgusted by his blabber” says dad “God knows what has happened to the child. Yashas sounds less like a young boy and more like a seasoned whore!” 

“However, you looked guilty when he accused you of unmentionable things” mom says “tell me, husband, have you indeed wronged a woman at some point in your life? Have you taken advantage of one of your farmhands?” 

“Well, thirty years ago, when I was 20 years old, I had slept with a farmhand” says dad reluctantly “she was beautiful and I was young. 

A day before I was to fly to the US for higher studies, she and I slept together. It was an incident, which transpired only one afternoon. I swear don’t know what happened after that. No one told me that she had become pregnant and had committed suicide even after I returned to India. They may not have known she and I had a thing. 

As I’ve already said, we did it only once”. 

I can hear my mom burst into sobs. “’We did it only once’” she repeats my dad’s words “how easily you say it. An episode like that could have been casual for you because you are a man! Have you ever considered what a significant impact it could have had in the life of that woman?” 

“Meera, please don’t overreact” says my dad uncomfortably “that woman wasn’t serious about me either. I didn’t know about her pregnancy and suicide, I swear”. 

My mom continues crying inconsolably. I go to sleep feeling highly disturbed. 


***

The next morning, I wake up with an uncontrollable urge to pee. I rush to the attached bathroom, pull up my nightgown and yank down my briefs. I release what I’m accustomed to releasing. The sensation feels the same, yet different. 

Something is definitely  very wrong. 

I hitch up my nightgown and look down at my crotch region. 

Instead of my penis, I see a neat little slit. 

I am not very sexually knowledgeable, yet have watched enough soft porn to recognize female genitalia. 

My penis has been replaced by a vagina. It has happened overnight. 

I’m too stultified to react. After a moment, I bend down, part my slit using my fingers and look inside my new organ. I can see what they call the clitoris and labia. 

What has happened to me is a major occurrence. I have permanently changed into a girl. This incidence is going to change the topography of my life drastically. Unless someone does something to reverse this phenomenon, I can never go back to being Yashas. I’ll have to be called something else. Mr. Arora and the trustees will no longer have me back in St. Williams’ Boys. They’ll admit me to their sister institution: St. Williams’ Girls. 

I wonder if I’m having some sort of a weird daydream. In any case, I can’t handle the crisis that I’m going through on my own. I call my

mom and tell her what has happened. A stupefied look comes over mom’s beautiful face. She lifts my nightgown and appraises my new genitals for herself. She then starts crying hysterically. 

Dad, Renjit and the servants come rushing into my room. They are told what has happened. Dad slumps down on the bed, shocked. 

Even Renjit looks agonized. 

Renjit takes dad to his room and forces him to rest. Meanwhile, mom and I sit in my room. My head rests on my mom’s lap and she strokes it gently. She is woebegone, but still speaks to me reassuringly. 

A minute later, we hear a knock at my door. “Come in” says my mom dully. 

Clad in a simple yellow  saree,  Saroja walks in. She glances at me. 

Her dark eyes are full of sympathy. 

“Madam, can I say something if you don’t mind?” she says hesitantly. 

“Go ahead, Saroja” says mom. 

“Young master suffers from problems that no mainstream doctor will be able to cure” Saroja says “Dr. Kumar has been here so many times; has he been able to do anything to help young master?” 

“What are you trying to say Saroja?” says mom impatiently “please come to the point”. 

“Madam, young master is possessed by a malicious spirit” Saroja says “She has taken possession of his mind and body and is creating havoc. I know a witchdoctor, who has purportedly healed a possessed individual from my native village. If you give your consent, I could introduce you to him”. 

My mom heaves a long heavy sigh. “I’ll talk to my husband about this” she says “let’s see if he agrees”. 

Chapter 6 - The Private Ritual Dad is a rationalist who doesn’t believe in “tantric mumbo jumbo”. 

However, recent eventualities have convinced him that there is a world beyond three dimensional realities. Otherwise, no perfectly normal 15 year old guy would develop a body like a 20 year old woman’s. Neither would it be possible for him to speak in a young woman’s voice. 

Saroja brings witchdoctor Ram Gupta home when Renjit is away at office. Gupta is a towering, heavily muscular mountain of a man. The lower part of his body is covered with a white  dhoti, a garment worn by male Hindus, consisting of a piece of material tied around the waist and extending to cover most of the legs. His huge hairy chest is mostly bare and only partially covered by a flimsy shawl. He wears necklaces of  rudraksha (a type of sacred seed) beads around his sturdy neck. His hair is long; Gupta wears it in a tiny ponytail. His grey eyes are powerful and piercing. 

“Don’t worry, Mr. Sreehari” he tells my dad “I have much experience in the field of witchcraft. I have been able to chase away the most adamant of demons. Please be assured that I shall be able to cure your daughter”. 

“I hope so” my dad mutters. My family hasn’t told Gupta that I’m a boy, who changed into a girl. Neither has Saroja informed him. They are all too embarrassed to mention the fact. Therefore, Mr. Gupta knows me as a genetic girl who has been possessed by a female spirit. 

Gupta’s eyes sear my face. “Come to me, you ill-fated girl” he commands “I would like to see you from nearby”. 

I glance nervously at my mother. She permits me to walk up to Gupta. I hesitantly walk up to Gupta, wishing that my skirt was longer and top made of thicker material. As I walk up to him, Gupta’s eyes

take in every inch of my shapely legs, trim waist and ample bust. He stands up from his seat and looks deep into my eyes. I realize that he is towering over me. I surmise Gupta’s height to be about 6’5. 

Never in my life have I seen a taller or huger man. 

“I feel bad for the poor girl” says Gupta addressing my parents “her face is so innocent. Such a traumatic thing shouldn’t have happened to her. But that’s how demons are. They possess young, naïve girls”. 

“But don’t worry, young girl. I’ll cure you as soon as possible” he adds. 

“Thank you, sir” I murmur in gratitude. 

Mr. Gupta glances at my mother. “Madam, if you don’t mind, can I have a word with you in private?” he asks. 

My mother obliges. Gupta takes her to a corner of the living room. 

I’m allowed to accompany them. 

“Madam” says Gupta beseechingly “I’m going to ask you a question of a delicate nature. I hope you won’t misunderstand me”. 

“No, sir” says my mom humbly “please go ahead and ask me whatever you wish”. 

“Your daughter is very attractive” Gupta says “I hope the shadow of any male hasn’t yet fallen on her?” 

Mom looks puzzled. “I don’t understand you, Mr. Gupta” she says. 

“Is your daughter a virgin?” asks Mr. Gupta point blank. 

My mom looks aghast. “She’s not yet 16, sir!” she says hurriedly “my daughter is still a child. Of course, she hasn’t been with a man yet”. 

Gupta looks at me. “Is that true?” he asks. 

“It’s true” I confirm “I’m a virgin”. 

Gupta walks to his seat in the living room. Mom and I follow him. 

Gupta addresses my parents. “I asked your daughter a personal question as there are two kinds of prayers meant to appease the Goddess. One is performed on virgins. The other is performed on married women. The former will be suitable for your daughter. I shall arrive tomorrow evening and make necessary arrangements. The only condition is that the prayer must be performed in private—with only me and your daughter present. Do you consent to that?” 

“We do consent” say my hapless parents. 

“Great, do you have a quiet place where the two of us won’t be disturbed?” asks Mr. Gupta. 

“You could perform the prayers in the basement” says my dad “it is quiet, spacious and private. There is enough space for you to make necessary arrangements”. 

“Thank you, Mr. Sreehari” says Gupta “I shall arrive at 5 pm sharp tomorrow and make the necessary arrangements. Please get your daughter ready by 6 pm. The ritual requires her to be dressed fully in white clothes. The Goddess likes virgins in white”. 

“Okay, sir” my mom says “we shall do the needful”. 


***

Renjit is not told about Ram Gupta. My parents realize that my elder brother is a bigger rationalist than my dad. He is highly skeptical of tantrics, witchdoctors and the likes. My parents try their best to maintain an appearance of normalcy amidst the bizarre happenings. 

They help me study, take a long walk and watch television with me that evening. I enjoy watching a documentary on Sir Stephen Hawking with my parents and elder brother. When I was my normal self, I wished to be a cosmologist like Sir Hawking. 

The next day arrives soon. Dad and Renjit leave for office. Mom becomes immersed in household chores. I feel more tired than usual

and just lie in my bed, reading a comic. 

Ram Gupta arrives at 5 pm sharp, dressed in his usual  dhoti and shawl. He is carrying two large bags with him. My parents ask Saroja to show him the basement and help him prepare for the prayers. I’m dressed in a white  salwar-suit and escorted to the basement by my mom. 

We notice that Gupta has made preparations for the prayers. A huge idol of Goddess Kali stands at the center of the basement. Kali is a fierce Hindu Goddess, who is depicted with a necklace of heads, skirt of arms, lolling tongue, and brandishing a knife dripping with blood. Gupta has adorned the Goddess’s idol with red flowers. A holy vessel full of blessed water, a bell, bowls of vermillion and turmeric, and a big plateful of coconut, betel leaves, fruit and flowers lie in front of the Goddess’s idol. 

Gupta asks mom to make me sit on a low stool kept in front of the idol. He then waves her away dismissively. Mom is reluctant to leave me alone. She hovers in the basement. Gupta notices and reprimands her. 

“Madam, didn’t I inform you that the prayer will have to be conducted in private?” he bellows “if you hover around, the Goddess will be very angry indeed. Any ritual I perform in your presence will be

 counterproductive”. 

My mom flinches as if she has been struck. “I’m sorry, learned sir” 

she says trembling like a leaf “I shall not interfere in your ritual. 

Please conduct it and cure my child”. 

Throwing one final glance at me, she leaves the basement. As soon as she leaves, Gupta orders me to strip. I don’t wish to, but am too frightened to disobey this huge, powerful man. I reluctantly take off my  salwaar and  kurta. 

Gupta orders me to take off my slip, bra and panties as well. “The Goddess wishes to see you in your pure, natural form” he says. 

I feel incredibly embarrassed but strip down to nothing. I feel strangely vulnerable standing in front of this stranger wearing nothing. Gupta gives my naked body a cursory glance and asks me to sit on the stool. He retrieves a black amulet from his bag and ties it around my neck. He laces my forehead with vermillion. Gupta then closes his eyes and starts chanting prayers rapidly. At regular intervals, he makes offerings of holy water, fruit, flowers and coconut to the Goddess. 

After offering the Goddess the fruits, flowers et al, Gupta says, “O

mighty Goddess, I make an offering of this virgin to you. Please accept her. But before that, I, your humble servant, wish to have a taste of her”. 

I’m appalled by Gupta’s words, but am too stultified to move. 

Through the power of the amulet and prayers, he has put me in some kind of a trance. Even as he presses his lips to mine and fondles my breasts, I find that I’m unable to move. Gupta retrieves his penis from his  dhoti and forces me to feel it. He is extremely hard. He forces me to part my legs and is all set to enter me, when we hear noises. 

People have broken into the basement. Gupta stops in between his vile act and turns to the source of the sound. I do the same. I notice that Renjit and Raja have barged into the basement. 

The two men are shocked to see me nude and Gupta’s penis sticking out of his  dhoti. Renjit takes off his shirt and covers it around my naked body. He is shocked to discover that I’m in a trance. He tries to shake me awake, but I’m unable to respond. Renjit realizes that I’m stultified because of the amulet around my neck. He unties the knots and frees me of the amulet. I come to my senses. While Raja punches Gupta, Renjit carries me upstairs to safety. 

Gupta is dismissed with several words of warning. Out of fear of disrepute, my parents desist from filing a police complaint against him. I become very dull over the next week. My parents are at their tether’s end; they don’t know what to do. 

Chapter 7 - The Cycle of Karma Saroja apologizes profusely to my family. She has heard about yesterday’s happenings and is in a state of shock. “I can’t believe Ram Gupta turned out to be such a bastard!” she says her eyes welling with tears “I can’t believe that his intention was to harm an innocent child…had it not been for my recommendation, you’d never have hired that fiend…I’m so very sorry for what happened”. 

“That’s okay, Saroja” says my mom reassuringly “you couldn’t have known about the dark side of Gupta’s personality”. 

“I heard of an instance where Ram Gupta had cured a delusional man” said Saroja “I shouldn’t have recommended him based on that one instance. I’m so sorry for the trouble I have caused. I’ll understand if you choose to fire me”. 

“Of course not, Saroja” says mom soothingly “you’ve been with us for over 2 decades—ever since Renjit was a baby. You have cared for Yashas like your own child. I know you’d never intentionally have thought of causing any harm to him. By God’s grace, Yashas is unharmed. Please forget last evening’s episode as a nightmare and let us move on”. 

“Thank you, madam” says Saroja bowing her head “you’re very kind”. 

Raja, who is standing next to Saroja, has a suggestion for dad. “Sir, if you’re willing” he says “I could introduce you to a noble witchdoctor. I’m sure he’ll be able to cure young master completely”. 

Dad heaves a weary sigh. “With due respect, Raja” he says “I’ve had enough of all this tantric balderdash. I shall take Yashas abroad for treatment. If he doesn’t get cured at all, I shall accept it as God’s will. 

However, I’m not exposing my child to any more witchdoctors”. 

“Sir, I request you to make an exception just one more time” Raja persuades “Kishan Sharma is a noted tantric. He has cured many possessed men, women and children--free of cost. Please meet him once”. 

Mom and Renjit, who are eager for me to get cured, persuade dad to make an exception for Kishan Sharma. 

“Let us meet the man just once” mom coaxes dad “if he talks in a weird manner like Ram Gupta did, we’ll throw him out of the house straight away”. 

“Besides, I shall be present with you, folks” reassures Renjit “no harm will come to Yashas, I promise”. 

“If both of you insist, we could meet Mr. Sharma” says dad “I don’t see any harm in it”. 


***

Mr. Sharma is a lanky noble-looking guy of about 50. He wears a dhoti much like Ram Gupta. The upper part of his body is covered with a blue shawl with golden embroidery. He wears a necklace of precious stones. His hair is long like that of most witchdoctors; Sharma wears it in a tiny pony tail. 

My parents hide nothing from Kishan Sharma. They tell him that I’m a boy, who has been feminized by an invisible entity. 

“It seems like a wandering spirit has taken possession of your child’s body and feminized him” Sharma tells my parents “I’ll have to conduct a ritual to find out the name of the spirit inhabiting Yashas’s body. We have to find out who caught the spirit and directed her to inhabit this innocent young lad’s body. We’ll have to find out why the spirit is torturing this naïve child”. 

“Sure, sir” says my dad “where will you recite these prayers please? 

Do you need any special preparations to conduct these rituals? Do

you have any special conditions… like conducting the ritual in private?” 

Mr. Sharma shakes his head. “Of course not” he says “the ritual can be conducted in the presence of the entire family. Apart from holy water, the sacred bell, fruits, neem leaves and flowers, no special preparations are required. The ritual can be conducted in your prayer room”. 

“What would be the best time to conduct the ritual?” my mom asks. 

“Dawn. Six am in the morning is the ideal time” says Mr. Sharma

“please have a bath and get dressed by that time. New clothes are preferable for the ritual. Get your child ready too. I shall be at your home at 5:30 am with the necessary purchases”. 


***

Mom sets the alarm for 5 am. The whole family wakes up, has a bath and wears new clothes. I have a quick shower and dress in a green long skirt and red top made of raw silk. I wear clip on earrings, a necklace and bangles. I wear a “long braid” hair extension and deck my hair with fresh, fragrant jasmine. I find mom dressed in a new magenta silk  saree and gold ornaments. She also adorns her long hair with jasmine. Dad and Renjit are dressed in new pairs of silk kurta-pajama, traditional long shirt and pants. Raja and Saroja also have bathed and dressed in new clothes. 

Kishan Sharma arrives at 5:30 am sharp. He looks fresh in a saffron-colored dhoti and a red shawl embroidered with golden thread. He carries a single bag with him. His face looks radiant, as if he is glowing on the inside. He greets my family warmly and flashes a reassuring smile at me. I feel instantly at ease. 

Mr. Sharma hands the bag to Raja. It contains neem leaves, fruits, flowers and other things that need to be offered to the Gods. Raja and Saroja help Sharma arrange the offerings in front of idols of Ganesha, the elephant-headed Hindu God known for removing

obstacles and ensuring well-being, Saraswati - Goddess of wisdom and Lakshmi, the Goddess of wealth. Sharma sits on a low stool in front of the Gods’ idols. The other four stools in the room are occupied by me, mom, dad and Renjit. Raja and Saroja stand outside the room, all poised to fetch whatever the revered tantric might ask for. 

Mr. Sharma starts chanting mantras. The chanting goes on for about half an hour. My family and I sit in front of him with folded hands. 

Sharma sprinkles holy water on the Gods’ idols. He then offers the Gods fruit, flowers and coconut. He then waves the neem leaves in front of me. I start feeling extremely sleepy, as if I’m slipping out of this world and entering another…. 

I find that the female spirit in me is becoming active...Mr. Sharma obviously senses her presence as he asks, 

“Who are you?” 

“I can’t answer that!” I hear myself say in the spirit’s voice. 

Mr. Sharma raises his voice. “I command you to speak!” he orders

“Who are you?!” 

“Vallika” I answer. A part of me observes my dad’s reactions. He almost jumps out of his skin as he hears the uttered name. 

“Who’s Vallika?” Sharma asks me. 

“Mohan’s first wife” I answer in an incensed tone “I used to work as a farmhand on Sreehari’s ancestral lands when his father was still alive”. 

“You seem enraged” notes Sharma “why is that?” 

“I’m enraged because as a 20 year old, Mr. Sreehari had an affair with me” says Vallika “I too admit to being attracted to him. However, as soon as Sreehari left for America, I realized that I was pregnant. 

My husband and I hadn’t had sex in many weeks, so he would never believe that the child was his. 

I felt wretched and helpless. The man who had gotten me into trouble was in a faraway land, probably enjoying himself with foreign women. I feared that my husband would abandon me. I was frightened of being slut-shamed and ostracized by society”. 

“That’s too sad” says Sharma “how did you cope with the situation?” 

I feel overcome with sorrow and dejection. “I couldn’t cope” I say sadly “I had no one to turn to. I, therefore, committed suicide by jumping into the village well”. 

“That’s truly tragic” says Sharma empathetically “but Mr. Sreehari can’t be blamed. The affair happened with your consent. It’s not as if he exploited you”. 

“That’s true” I admit. 

“Then why have you possessed the body of his innocent child after all these years?” asks Mr. Sharma “why are you being unnecessarily cruel and tormenting Mr. Sreehari’s family?” 

“I had no intention of troubling anyone” I say “I was listlessly wandering in Mannarkad. But someone caught me a few months ago, with the help of a tantric and sent me to this child to trouble him” 

“Who sent you to possess this child?” asks Sharma. 

“I can’t answer that!” I cry. 

“Tell me” Sharma threatens “otherwise, I’ll catch hold of you and hang you upside down by a tree for 100 years!” 

Shivers run down my spine. “Please don’t do that!” I beg agitatedly. 

“Then tell me!” commands Sharma “who sent you here with the help of a tantric?” 

“It was my husband Mohan!” I say. 

I hear mom, dad and Renjit gasp. They can’t believe that their faithful farmhand Mohan is the cause of all the trouble, which the family has had to go through in the last couple of months. 

“I see” says Sharma “why did this Mohan send you? Thirty years have passed since you had an affair with Mr. Sreehari. Did your husband know of your affair? Did he, at least, suspect? If so, why take revenge after all these years?” 

“I guess Mohan suspected that Mr. Sreehari and I had a thing” I say

“I don’t know why he didn’t do anything about it back then. I guess he stayed with Sreehari because he loved Mr. Sreehari’s ancestral lands and wanted to serve the lands by toiling on it”. 

“Why did Mohan catch you—a wandering spirit—now and send you to possess Mr. Sreehari’s son’s body?” persists Sharma. 

“Mohan loved Sreehari’s land as if it were his own mother” I say

“since mother is a symbol of fertility, I guess Mohan saw these fecund lands as his own mother. He toiled hard on Sreehari’s lands ever since he was a youth of fifteen up to this point. He’s nearly fifty now. His entire youth was spent shedding blood and sweat for the sake of his “mother”. 

When Sreehari recently announced that he was selling his lands, Mohan was devastated. He cried for days. He told his second wife Anushree as follows:

“How can Mr. Sreehari ever think of selling his own mother to the owner of some rubber-making factory?.... I love these lands…they’re like my own mother…I can’t bear the prospect of my mother being sold…

These lands are so fecund and replete with rice, tapioca, cardamom, cashew nut and cinnamon plants…Those rubber-manufactures are going to ravish the land of all her harvest….this is nothing short of

atrocious rape…the rape of one’s own mother…I don’t know how Mr. 

Sreehari is allowing it. He is a heartless bastard anyway…

Years ago, that bastard had slept with my first wife, Vallika. He fucked her over and over again. What sort of a pig sleeps with another man’s wife? Sreehari is nothing short of a street vermin…

Anyways, it seems like after he left for the US, Vallika got pregnant with his child. The poor girl was so ashamed, she committed suicide. 

That bastard was responsible for the death of my beloved first wife and he is now selling our mother…

I’m going to punish him. I’m going to contact our village tantric, catch Vallika’s spirit and send her to haunt Sreehari’s second son. Yashas is a naïve, innocent lad—spirits latch on to young, unworldly people very soon. 

I want Yashas to be possessed and to suffer. I want Sreehari to see his child suffer. I want Sreehari’s family to be destroyed!’

These are the things I heard Mohan tell Anusree” I say. 

A tormented look comes over Sharma’s face. “It’s unfair that Mohan targeted his anger on a harmless lad” he says “anyways, Vallika, you have tormented Yashas enough now. I order you to leave her body

 now” . 

“Please don’t ask me to leave” I beg “I’ve received a lot of solace after inhabiting this body. Let me stay here”. 

Sharma’s face takes on a stern look. “Vallika, please leave  right

 now” he orders “otherwise, as I’ve already said, I’ll catch you and hang up upside down a tree for 100 years! You’ll  really  suffer!” 

I feel panic rise in my chest. “No, no…please don’t do that” I say “I’ll leave this body straight away!” 

“Good” says Sharma approvingly “what will be the indication of your leaving this body?” 

“A coconut from the tree outside is going to fall” I say. 

All eyes are riveted to the prayer room window, which offers the view of the outdoors. A coconut tree stands right outside it. Suddenly, I feel some sort of energy leave me with a jerk. A coconut falls off the tree with a resounding thud. 

I’m my normal self again. I feel energetic and fresh, free of tiredness and lethargy. The only difference is that before I was possessed, I was a male. Now, I’m a female. 

I hug my mom and cry out of sheer relief. My dad and Renjit join in. 

The mom-child hug becomes family hug. Mr. Sharma gazes at us and beams contentedly. 

My parents touch Mr. Sharma’s feet and thank him. “Please don’t thank me” Mr. Sharma says humbly “I haven’t cured your child. 

God’s grace has cured her”. 

“That’s your greatness speaking, sir” says my dad “what can I offer you as fees?” 

“I don’t accept a fee, Mr. Sreehari” says Mr. Sharma “I do this sort of work only to help people. I’m glad I’ve been able to help Yashas”. 

“I wish to know one thing; Mr. Sharma” asks my dad “will my son have to live in a female body all his life?”. 

“Yes, I’m afraid” says Mr. Sharma “I know of no mantra or ritual that can reverse Yashas’s feminization. Only medical science can help you. Yashas must decide if he wishes to spend the rest of his life as a girl or if he wants to go back to being a boy”. 


***


My brain and personality return to normal. My penchant for academics returns. Like before, I spend several hours reading, writing and revising. Mr. Arora allows me to take the annual examination and I do quite well in spite of not having attended classes throughout the academic year. 

My parents ask me if I’d like to undergo double mastectomy and phalloplasty in order to become a male again. I tell them that I’m quite comfortable in a female body and wouldn’t mind spending the rest of my life in it. My family is fully supportive of my decision. They are happy that I’m cured; it doesn’t matter to them whether I choose to be a boy or a girl. 

My sixteenth birthday comes up in March. I celebrate it as my first, since it is my first birthday as a girl. I wear a figure-hugging butter yellow dress and stilettos for the occasion and make new friends at the club my family and I visit. My new friends don’t know my history, and I don’t tell them. I’m accepted by the guys and girls of my age as an intelligent, fun-loving girl. 

The new academic session starts in June. I join St. Williams’ Girls as a 11th grade student. I change my name to Jenny Sreehari (I’ve always loved the name Jenny for its sweetness and simplicity) and my gender to “F” in all my records. I find my classmates friendly and jovial. I find that I enjoy the company of other girls more than that of the boys! I start taking an interest in football and shine in both academics and sports. 

During Christmas, our school invites boys from St. Williams’ Boys over. I recognize a few of my former classmates. I, however, have changed so dramatically that none of them recognize me. I’ve grown taller by two inches and have become extremely feminine. A boy I don’t know, a new student in St. Williams’ Boys, starts chatting me up. His name is Rahul Sinha and he is handsome, witty and amiable. 

Rahul asks me out on a date and I go. Soon, the two of us start going steady. I introduce Rahul to my family and they are bowled over by my boyfriend’s charming manners. Renjit gets admission in a

reputed university in Detroit and flies off to do his MS. He says he will always love and miss me. We part with tears. 

One weekend, dad takes mom and me on a trip to Mannarkad. 

“Dad, why are we going there?” I ask “you’ve sold all your lands, haven’t you? We have nothing left there anymore”. 

“It’s true that we have nothing left there anymore” dad says “but I have remaining thing to do—atonement”. 

My mom and I exchange puzzled glances. We have no idea what dad is talking about. 

Dad drives to our lands, which has now turned into a rubber-manufacturing factory. The campus has quarters for the factory workers. My dad marches to the quarters and asks me and mom to follow. He knocks on the first house in the series of quarters. A plump middle-aged woman opens it. 

“Does a person called Mohan work in the rubber factory?” my dad asks. 

“Yes, sir” the woman confirms in rural Malayalam dialect. 

“I assume he lives here” my dad says “Could you please show us his quarter?” 

“Sure, it’s the fourth one in the same row” informs the woman and shuts her door. 

My father walks to the fourth house in the row of houses. Mom and I follow him. Dad knocks on the door. Mohan opens it. 

Mohan has always been a gangling man. He is skinnier now and has gone significantly grey. As he sees us, his wizened face takes on a look of surprise. 

“May we come in Mohan?” my dad asks. 

“Yes, sir” says Mohan. He leads us into a small living room cum kitchen, in which a woman is bending over a stove, cooking rice. She is about 35 years old and quite pleasant to look at. Two girls and one boy aged between 5 and 15 sit in the living room, studying. 

A decrepit sofa stands in the living room. Mohan asks us to take a seat. Mom and I sit down. However, dad remains standing. 

“Mohan” he says looking straight into the man’s eyes “I know what you did”. 

Mohan bows his head in shame. “I’m sorry, sir” he says “I committed the heinous crime in a moment of anger. Your innocent child had to suffer because of me. Please forgive me”. 

Mohan turns to me and my mom and says, “I’m so very sorry”. My mom and I remain silent. 

“We’ve forgiven you, Mohan” says my dad “my daughter is a happy, healthy, well-adjusted girl today. I, however, have a lot to atone for. 

I’m sorry for having an affair with Vallika. I had no idea you knew about it. I now realize how wrong it is to sleep with another man’s wife. 

Also, I had no clue that you felt so deeply for my lands. Ignorant of the way you felt, I sold them. Please forgive me”. 

“It’s okay, sir” says Mohan humbly “the land was never mine. 

Anyways, I’ve put the past pain behind me and moved on. I’ve found employment in the rubber-manufacturing factory and am able to support my family”. 

“You may have forgiven me, Mohan” says dad “but my atonement isn’t yet complete. I can’t buy back the lands, but I can compensate in some other way. I shall take over the duty of educating your children. Please send them to Bangalore. I shall admit them to a top class school—the same one that my daughter attends”. 

Mohan falls at my dad’s feet and says “That’s very generous of you, sir. Thank you”. 

“Please get up Mohan” says my dad “we’re equals. You aren’t my servant”. 

Mohan gets up and beams at all of us. He addresses me. 

“I hope you are studying well, lady” he says. 

“I am, thank you” I say. 

“Yes, you’ve always been a bright child” says Mohan “I’m sorry I put you through so much trouble”. 

“Please don’t mention it” I say “I’m quite happy to be a girl”. 

“That’s great!” says Mohan smiling “So, what’s your name now?” 

“Jenny” I say beaming. I look at the radiant faces of mom, dad, Mohan, Anusree and their children. I feel joy brimming within me. 

Even after a major crisis, one’s life can end well. 

The End

Introduction and Character Profiles 15-year-old Yashas is an intelligent boy from a well-to-do family. He has an affectionate dad, a doting mom and a caring elder brother called Renjit. Yashas’s dad, Sreehari has lands spreading over several acres in his native town of Mannarkad. He sells them in order to be able to afford a Rs. 20 crore house in the posh locality of Indiranagar in Bangalore. 

After the family shifts to their new home, Yashas starts feeling tired and ill. He can’t recall anything that he has studied and fails his quarterly exams. One evening, while returning from school, Yashas feels that he is being chased by an invisible entity. The entity soon takes possession of Yashas’s body. 

Yashas goes home and dresses in his mother’s  saree and jewelry. 

He sits on the floor and starts talking like a rustic female farmhand. 

Over a period of time, Yashas’s body begins to feminize. In about three months, the paranormal female entity has turned Yashas into a voluptuous young woman. 

Will the female spirit ever leave the innocent young lad’s body? Will Yashas (now called Jenny) ever find peace again? 

Character Profiles:

Yashas/Jenny: is the 15-year-old protagonist of the story. Yashas is 5’5 and slender, with dark hair and fair skin. He is a bit girlish, but still commands respect in school because of his brilliant academic record. Yashas is adored by his dad, mom and elder brother. After the family shifts into their new home, Yashas feels ill and tired. He is soon possessed by a female spirit, which feminizes Yashas’s body and tortures him in myriad ways. 

Renjit: is Yashas’s 22-year-old brother. Renjit is a 6” foot tall, muscular, athletic young man. He is very fond of Yashas and cares

for him deeply. Renjit is a mechanical engineer, who works in an MNC in Bangalore. He is keen on pursuing further studies in Detroit, but postpones his plan to move to the US as he wishes to stay close to Yashas. Yashas’s possession and feminization cause great agony to Renjit. He feels helpless about not being able to protect his younger brother from such great trauma. 

Sreehari: is Yashas’s 50-year-old father. Sreehari is a 6” feet tall, athletic alpha male. He is an affectionate, but dominating husband and father. Sreehari is the head of a Bangalore-based CA firm. He owns several acres of ancestral lands in Kerala, which he sells in order to buy a Rs. 20 crore house in the posh area of Indiranagar in Bangalore. 

Meera: is Yashas’s 45-year-old mother. Meera is a beautiful slender woman, with milky white skin and long black hair. She is a docile wife and full-time homemaker. Meera loves her children and would do anything to protect them. When Yashas is possessed, Meera is agonized. However, she is unable to find a solution to help her son. 

Anil Arora: is the principal of the school in which Yashas studies. 

Mr. Arora is an elderly dignified man, who is always dressed in suits. 

He is concerned about Yashas’s falling grades and gently enquires if he is doing drugs. Later on in the novel, when Yashas’s body begins to feminize, Mr. Arora summons Yashas’s parents to his office and ask them what’s going on. When Yashas’s parents tell Mr. Arora that their son is getting feminized without the aid of female hormones, Mr. 

Arora is shocked. 

Dr. Nagarajan: is the family physician of the Sreehari household. 

When Yashas starts developing headaches, Meera takes him to Dr. 

Nagarajan. Nagarajan checks Yashas and tell him that all his vital parameters are normal. He is healthy, but needs to take more exercise in order to feel better. Also, Dr. Nagarajan feels that Yashas has exhausted himself with too much studying. Dr. Nagarajan feels that Yashas will benefit from some diversion such as engaging in sports, hanging out with friends et al. 

Dr. Deepak Mishra: is a renowned psychiatrist of about 65. He is a bespectacled man with a mop of wild curly hair. His mannerisms are dramatic and English, heavily accented. Dr. Mishra wants to know if Yashas has been abused as a child, due to which he could now have developed Dissociative Personality Disorder. He also wishes to know if Yashas suffered from GID as a child. Dr. Mishra asks Yashas if he feels attracted to guys. Dr. Mishra’s questions make Yashas uncomfortable. Yashas’s mom senses her son’s discomfort and takes him to another psychiatrist. 

Dr. Vaibhav Kumar: is the second psychiatrist Yashas is taken too. 

Dr. Kumar is a lean, intelligent-looking young man of about 40. He is truly concerned about his patients and wishes to help them. 

However, Dr. Kumar is unable to understand Yashas’s case. He can’t fathom how his patient is getting feminized without the help of female hormones. Except for administering sedatives and tranquilizers, Dr. 

Kumar is unable to do much to help Yashas. 

Ram Gupta: is a powerful witchdoctor recommended by the female servant of the Sreehari household. He is 6’5 and powerfully built, with long hair and piercing grey eyes. Gupta has, in the past, cured a delusional man. He isn’t aware that Yashas isn’t a genetic girl. Gupta asks Meera if her daughter is a virgin. He is happy to hear that Yashas is indeed one. During a privately held ritual, Gupta tries to rape Yashas. However, the latter is saved by Renjit and a manservant. 

Kishan Sharma: is a noble witchdoctor recommended by the cook cum manservant of the Sreehari household. Mr. Sharma is a lean, radiant man of about 50. He typically dresses in dhotis and shawls. 

Mr. Sharma performs a group ritual and manages to speak to the female spirit inhabiting Yashas’s body. He finds out who has sent the female spirit to torment the young lad. Sharma succeeds in ousting the spirit out of Yashas’s body. However, Sharma is unable to reverse Yashas’s feminization. 

Raja: is the loyal manservant and cook in the Sreehari household. 

He has been with the family for 25 years and is devoted to it. He

recommends Tantric Kishan Sharma to the family. Sharma succeeds in curing the possessed Yashas. 

Saroja: is the loyal maidservant in the Sreehari household. She has been with the family for 22 years and is devoted to it. Saroja has seen Renjit and Yashas ever since they were babies. Saroja recommends Tantric Ram Gupta to the family. When Saroja realizes that Gupta turned out to be a vile potential rapist, she is shocked. 

She apologizes to Meera that the witchdoctor she recommended turned out to be a prospective criminal. Meera knows that Saroja has the family’s wellbeing in mind and forgives her. 

Mr. Chopra: is the trustee of St. Williams’ Boys, the school Yashas studies in. The news of Yashas’s feminization has reached Mr. 

Chopra. Mr. Chopra questions the principal, Mr. Arora as to how the school has admitted a feminized boy in an all boys’ school. 

Rahul Sihna: is Jenny’s 16-year-old boyfriend. He is a handsome, witty, charming boy who studies in St. Williams’ Boys School. 

Mohan: is a 50-year-old farm hand, who has worked in Sreehari’s ancestral lands for over 30 years. Mohan loves the lands like his own mother and has spent the major portion of his life toiling on it. Mohan is depressed when Sreehari tells him that he is selling the lands to a rubber-manufacturing unit. 

Anushree: is the 35-year-old second wife of Mohan. She is a pleasant-looking woman, who has borne Mohan three children. 

Vallika: is Mohan’s first wife. She married Mohan when both of them were only 17 or 18 years old (this often happens in Indian villages). 

At 20, Vallika has an affair with Sreehari and becomes pregnant with his child. Unable to bear the shame and potential social ostracism, Vallika commits suicide by jumping into the village well. 

-----
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[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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