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Chapter 1 - Adam, the Stuffed Shirt

I looked at myself in the mirror. The conservative pants, white shirt and grey blazer looked elegant on my slender frame. I considered adding a tie to my attire, but decided against it. After all, I was only a student, not a professor. 

My name is Adam Beckwell. The fact that I, a 21 year old guy dressed like a “fuddy-duddy oldie” had become a joke in my college. My choice of attire combined with my long, rather morose face and the incapacity to lighten up made me the butt of many jibes. My batch mates called me a “stuffed shirt” and made fun of my “perpetually constipated look” I chose to think I had a stiff upper lip. My parents had taught me not to display unnecessary emotion. 

I hail from Bakewell Village, in the valley of River Wye in Central Derbyshire. Thinking of Bakewell brought back memories of the Monday market, cattle, agricultural lands and Bakewell tart! Being in London for three years had almost made me forget my roots. I loved Bakewell; however, I was also frightened of it…

My mother still lives in the village and I visit her once in 6 months. I have mama’s sensitive brown eyes and bud-like lips. She complains that I don’t go and see her often enough. Mama worked as a kindergarten school teacher and was also a conscientious church-goer. She took me and dad along with her to the mass every Sunday. I was taught to religiously read the bible every day. This sort of puritanical upbringing has shaped my views on life, death and punishment. 

Punishment. The word made me think of deceased dad. His ogre-like frame and ruddy face sprang in front of my vision. He was chasing me, half-laughing and half-angry. I ran away from him for dear life. Chills ran down my tender spine. Hairs stood up my five year old neck. Dad succeeded in catching me by the scruff of my collar. He spanked me for being a “bad boy” and for enraging God…

And then, he…

The alarm presently rang loudly. I had set it for a particular time, but was ready before that. I had one last glimpse at myself in the mirror and headed towards college. It is located in Earls Court, the area I have rented accommodation in. I walked down to college, trying to appreciate the pretty streets and houses. 

The image of dad lying on the hospital bed barged into my vision. He had been diagnosed with Hodgkin’s Lymphoma Stage IV two years back. He had swollen lymph nodes in his armpits and had lost a gallon of weight. He had survived for only five months after the diagnosis. Mama had been upset that I refused to look after dad during his final days. However, I had been terrified to be around disease and impending death. I had also been petrified to be around dad…

Now, I was disturbed. I noticed that my hands were trembling. I shouldn’t have worked myself into this state. I shouldn’t have thought of Bakewell. I shouldn’t have thought of dad. I shouldn’t have thought of the church. 

The past had had a negative impact on my present. When my contemporaries were fucking like bunnies, I’m still chaste. I seem to have no desire to copulate. I regard sex as something, which is animalistic and filthy. However, I don’t tell people that. They would regard me as abnormal. 

I’d told my batch mates that I’m saving myself for marriage. This is untrue. I’m petrified at the thought of walking down the aisle and deflowering my wife. I don’t know how I’m going to get around this situation. I’d probably hide under the cloak of religiosity and not get married at all. I could become a theologist and remain unmarried. 

Apart from sex, I’m terrified of blood. The thought of a woman on her period disgusts me. Even if I engaged in sex, I’d never do it with a woman on her period. Ugh! 

The impressive college campus came in sight. I snapped out of my morbid thoughts and walked inside with a sense of relief. The world of investing and finance took away my mind from other aspects of life. After all, speaking my mind and expressing myself was something that I had been most terrified of…. 

Chapter 2 - Susan, the Carefree Girl

I wake up with my usual verve. I choose a pink jumpsuit and the highest kitten heels for college. 

I colored my hair red last night and chose to paint my lips dark blue. The lipstick shade compliments my eyes, which are a merry cornflower blue. 

I’m Susan Farley, what people call a “carefree girl”. I live life the way I want to. I love to be bold, mix patterns, textures and colors. I’m not afraid to be noticed and being the cynosure of all eyes. I’m not afraid to stand and shout. I can’t stand injustice and am not afraid to speak up against social justice and equality. 

Being a carefree girl has its pluses and minuses. People either love you or hate you. 

It’s usually the latter. I’m often misunderstood, beaten down, and made the butt of ridicule. 

People often detest my tattoos and piercings. Girls are appalled that I often don’t wear a bra to support my 32(B) breasts. They are shocked when I let my cleavage run free and wear miniskirts without stockings. Guys are judgmental too; I haven’t dated too many in spite of being 19 years old. 

But Leo Chester is different. I’ve had two dates with him. From his dreamy grey eyes and diluted pupils, I can say that he likes me…

I’ve often seen him gaze at me during writing class. On our second date, I had showed him my poetry. In spite of my general openness, I’m shy about sharing my poetry. However, I was comfortable enough to read it out to Leo. 

 “My evenings await your promises

 My nights await your dreams

 My dreams await your arms

 My emotions await your passion

 I lie in wait of sweet solecisms

 I lie in wait of beautiful sins”. 

Leo had gazed at me adoringly and kissed me gently on the lips. When his hands had traveled down my back, I’d stopped him and said, 

“No, not until much later…” 

Leo pulled away sighing. He was silent for a long time before saying, 

“I understand. This is only our second date”. 

“Yes” I’d replied “I’m carefree, but not fast. I’d rather do it when we’re sure of each other”. 

“I never judged you based on your external demeanor” Leo said “I never dubbed you to be a fast girl. I respect you, Susan”. 

I’d felt uncharacteristically shy. Nobody had ever been this nice to me. A pause followed. In order to break it, I read out my second verse, 

 “Open your eyes

 Lend me your ears

 There’s plenty to give

 But I wish to give you

 Something of my very own…

 A dollop of the sun

 A sliver of the sky

 The half-cry

 Of a nightingale

 And a few glittering dreams…

 There is plenty to give

 But I wish to give you

 Something of my very own…” 

I had looked up at Leo. He had gazed at me intensely. I noticed tears in his eyes. He reached across the table and took my hand. 

“I’ve got a glimpse of your soul, Susan” he’d said “it’s beautiful. You’re beautiful”. 

I felt my heart flutter strangely. I looked down at my feet. Leo put his palm beneath my chin and forced me to meet his gaze. They were simmering with passion. 

“Someday, my pet” he had said “please give me something of your  very own”. 

There was no mistaking the desire-laden emphasis on “Very own”. The implication of Leo’s emphasis was amply clear. 

I’d felt myself flush to the roots of my blonde-dyed hair. I’d felt so shy that I had bolted out of the bar, hailed a taxi and gone straight to my flat. Leo had chased after me, but he was seconds

too late. I left him on the footpath, flushed and out-of-breath. 

I’d come to my room and lain on the bed, panting. Leo’s words had unleashed wild desire in me. 

I’d slipped my hand into my panties and felt the waiting thatch of public hair. I had slid my fingers into my slit and felt the familiar, welcoming wetness. 

Much as usual, I had pleasured myself until I came. I’d moaned so loudly that I hoped my landlady hadn’t heard me. I loved sex, sensuality and masturbation. However, I hadn’t gone the entire way with a guy yet. As much as I love sex, I believe that you shouldn’t have it until you share a genuine spiritual connection with someone. 

Leo was so handsome; I fervently wished that the connection between us would deepen. I would then lose my virginity to him. 

However, until that point I’d continue to pleasure myself. And enjoy menstruating and savor the other joys that came with being a woman. 

Chapter 3 - That Characterless Bitch

One evening, something broke the tedium of my life. A slender figure in blue overalls whizzed past me on her rollerblades. There was no mistaking the purple hair and bizarre style of dressing. 

The girl who had just passed me was none other than Susan Farley. 

Susan Farley had been my neighbor in Bakewell. Her parents were highly liberal people, who never went to the church. They lived like hippies and followed a religion called New Age Spirituality. 

Susan and I had been childhood playmates. She was free and uninhibited in a way I never was. 

She was healthier than I ever was and never felt sick. She was blessed with a sunny disposition and never ever cried. Susan was always smiling and cheerful, while I was withdrawn and gloomy. 

When my parents’ shifted home, the Farleys did too. They moved into our neighboring house in the new locality. Eventually, the contact between me and Susan reduced. I hardly ever saw her. 

As I entered adolescence, I developed a crippling shyness of girls. Susan eventually grew into a leggy teenager and caught my fancy. She smiled at me in a friendly manner, but social awkwardness prevented me from returning her dazzling smiles. Susan assumed I disliked her and stopped smiling at me. 

While I became a loner and shut myself away at home with my computer games, Susan became a social butterfly. I often spied on her from my window, hanging out with a bunch of cool guys and girls. I noticed that Susan’s bosom and hips had swelled gently and that Susan had developed the soft contours of womanhood. If I hadn’t been so repressed; I would probably have lusted after Susan. 

Soon, I got to see a new phase of her. She started dressing in loud costumes and dyeing her black hair with all sorts of bright colors. She even succeeded in enticing me out of my cocoon and going on an evening stroll with her. When I returned, dad had been furious. 

“Where were you, Adam?” he’d barked “mama has laid out dinner. We’ve been waiting for you for a good twenty minutes!” 

“I’m terribly sorry, dad” I said “I never realized so much time had gone by!” 

Dad’s jowly face took on a sardonic look. “You enjoyed her company, no doubt” he cattily said. 

“Yes, Susan is an interesting person” I admitted. Fear enveloped me as I confessed this. Yet I resolved to be honest with dad. After all, I was a mature 17 year old, not a cowering child any longer. 

“That bitch is characterless!” dad yelled “just like her mom and dad. Look at the way the Farleys dress; your mama and I blush at such vulgar display of skin!” 

“They may dress in a particular way, but they are good people” I said to dad “I don’t think they smoke or drink. And they are very generous people”. 

“Don’t give me sermon on Christian charity, boy” said dad irritably “those Farley people don’t even visit the church. They openly talk about romantic love and sexuality. The parents hold hands in front of the daughter  and in public. Vulgar, I call it. Your mama and I would never do such a thing. Would we, Molly?” 

My mother paused reflectively. “No” she said after a pause “I think the Farleys are very immodest people”. 

“Don’t you think Adam should stop seeing Susan?” dad prodded her. 

“Yes” mom agreed “you’re right, Lewis. Adam ought to listen to you”. 

I’d listened to my parents like a good son. If they thought that the Farleys were immodest, they must be so. If they thought Susan was characterless, she probably was a slut. Why would my virtuous, God-fearing parents ever make up such nasty things? 

I’d barely spoken to Susan for a year. After that, I had shifted to London without even saying goodbye to the Farleys, who had been nice to me on many occasions. 


***

The skateboard came to a screeching halt. Susan got off the skateboard, tucked it under her arm and started walking towards me. With her mischievous blue eyes twinkling, she said, 

“Well well, if it isn’t Adam Beckwell! So, we meet again!” 

“It’s a small world” I said shrugging. I felt a mixture of fascination and revulsion for my old neighbor and playmate. 

“You’ve grown taller, but are otherwise the same” Susan noted “formally dressed, as if you’re heading for a business meeting!” Her tone held a note of mockery. 

I disliked the sarcasm in Susan’s tone. “Well, I’ll soon be attending meetings” I said in a dignified tone “I’m studying investing”. 

“How typical” said Susan giggling “I can visualize you going to office with a briefcase in your hand!” 

I hated the self-satisfied smirk on her face. “Don’t be so smug” I said “you’ll end up working in an office too. Most people do”. 

“Oh no, I won’t!” said Susan confidently “I’m going to write books. In fact, I’m taking a writing course!” 

“That sounds fantastic” I said, awed in spite of myself “so, you too live here in Earls Court?” 

“Yeah” replied Susan “but my 1 year lease is soon coming to an end. Do you know of any vacant apartment around the place?” 

“Sure” I replied “the flat next to mine is empty” 

“It’s student housing, isn’t it?” asked Susan “I can’t afford anything more expensive at the moment”. 

I told Susan that the housing was indeed meant for students. A week later she shifted next door. 

Susan and I seemed destined to be next-door neighbors forever. I gave her a duplicate of my room key and gave her a permission to use my flat just in case of emergency. I carefully chose proper words not to be misunderstood as a sign of offering a relationship. 


***

I saw very little of Susan. By the time I returned from college, she went away for her writing class. I could hear her at midnight, when she let herself in with the key I had given her. I could hear her moving around, cooking, washing and bathing. I could hear her play trance music. I could hear her moans of pleasure. 

Since I never heard her come in with anyone else, I assumed that Susan masturbated regularly. 

The orgasmic sounds of intense pleasure that emanated from her bedroom made me flush to the roots of my brown hair. My parents had taught me that masturbation was a sin. Susan, obviously, didn’t feel the same way. As far as she was concerned, our own bodies are not out of bounds for us. 

I became busy with my studies and soon forgot about her. One morning, I opened my wardrobe and was shocked to see it stacked with dresses, thongs, nightgowns, camisoles and strapless bras. 

My own shirts, blazers and trousers had been stuffed in a bag and dumped in a corner of the wardrobe. 

How had this happened? I was confused beyond words. I couldn’t imagine how women’s clothing had made its way into my very manly wardrobe. 

I could hear Susan next door. She was talking over the phone. It was Sunday morning, so she was at home. 

Something told me that the stuff in my wardrobe belonged to her. She had apparently let herself in through the emergency key and stuffed her junk into my wardrobe. I had obviously been in deep throes of sleep and had, therefore, not heard Susan sneak in. 

A vein angrily throbbed on my forehead. I would go to the bitch’s flat and demand why she did this without asking my permission. 

But before I could barge in to Susan’s flat, she walked into mine, sporting her characteristic sunny smile. 

“I’m getting my house renovated and hardly have space in my wardrobe” she said beamingly

“therefore; I kept some of my stuff in yours. I hope you didn’t mind?” 

She had such a sweet disposition, that I felt my anger abate. Yet I didn’t think it was very polite of her to dump  my clothes in a bag and throw it to a side. I said so in a straight-forward way. 

Tears sprang into Susan’s cornflower blue eyes. “Oh Adam, I’m so sorry” she said remorsefully

“I never thought you’d mind so much. I’ll put your clothes back on the hanger and put  mine in the bag”. 

Susan’s remorse made me feel awful about having been so rude. I had made a mountain out of a molehill. 

“Don’t bother” I said with stiff awkwardness “it hardly matters. I’m sorry about having created such a fuss over a small thing”. 

Susan grabbed hold of me and gave me a sloppy peck on the cheek. “Adam, you’re such a sweetheart” she cooed “thank you so much!” 

“Not at all” I said untangling myself from her embrace and discreetly wiping off her wet kiss from my cheek. Susan wasn’t all that bad, but I wished she hadn’t kissed me. It was  disgusting. 

Susan sensed this, scornfully laughed at my prudishness and walked away from my apartment breezily. 

In the coming days, I had more trouble from Susan. I walked to my study desk to revise my notes on the “Best Mutual Funds in the UK for 2018”. Instead, I found a strange pink and white notebook. I opened it to find the following lines scribbled within it:

 “Getting a man to love you is easy

 Only be honest about your wants as a woman

 Stand nude before the glass with him

 So that he sees himself the stronger one

 And believes it so, and you so much more

 Softer, younger, lovelier…” 

I skipped the next few lines with a thrumming heart. My eyes sought the following verse:

 “Gift him all, 

 Gift him what makes you woman, the scent of

 Long hair, the musk of sweat between the breasts, 

 The warm shock of menstrual blood…” 

I felt sweat pour down my back. This was pornographic content, masquerading as poetry. What was this obscene material doing on my chaste desk? Before my mind could complete the question, it sprung forth an answer. Susan. 

I walked up to her flat with the book in hand. Susan opened the door holding a towel underneath her armpits like a dress. Her long black hair was tied on top of her head in a knot. I held the notebook in front of her face and bellowed, 

“This is yours, isn’t it?” 

“Yes” said Susan smiling innocently “I used your desk the other day and accidently left my class work notebook there. What makes you so mad?” 

I felt myself flushing deep crimson. “The so-called poetry you write…” I spluttered in mortified rage “is nothing short of pornography!” 

A look of understanding dawned on Susan’s elfin face. “Oh, so you read ‘The Looking Glass’” 

she said “For your information, I haven’t written it. The poem is by a renowned Indian poet called Kamala Das. It is a part of our course material”. 

“It makes me sick to think you have such obscene stuff in your syllabus” I said handing Susan her notebook. Susan accepted the notebook and said, 

“Sex is art. It is a beautiful, natural act expressed lyrically by the poet in question. I feel sad about you who don’t see it that way”. 

She said no more, but quietly closed the door. 

It was obvious that Susan thought of me as a prim and proper prude. But I didn’t care. I cared two hoots about what that characterless bitch thought. 

Chapter 4 - Strange Encounter

Weeks passed. I became obsessed with my studies and oblivious to anything else. Along with investing, I’d also become interested in journalism and wished to get into business journalism. I studied day and night and sent my resume to various radio stations in the U.K. A prominent radio station replied and promised to accept me six months later when I completed the course. 

I visited mama and shared the joyous news with her. She was overjoyed and expressed that had dad been alive, he would have been very proud of me. Mama’s remark soothed me. I wasn’t sure if I had made dad proud. Wondering about it distressed me as I was the kind of person who lived on parental appreciation and approval. 

After a week at Bakewell, I returned to London. I threw myself into my studies and cut off all contact with the world. This sort of unhealthy lifestyle had side effects. For long stretches at a time, I felt worried and empty. I feared that I’d dissipate into oblivion, not leaving a single trace behind. I lost interest in academics, an activity that I had enjoyed throughout my life. I was perpetually fatigued and needed strong coffee to boost me. I had difficulty concentrating on mundane tasks and remembering things. 

“Too much studying and no play makes Adam a dull boy” I told myself. I tried hard to take an interest in activities apart from academics. I developed some sort half-baked interest in sports. I took a tube from High Kensington Street station to Wimbledon in order to catch a championship tennis tournament. 

At Parsons Green station, a red-haired dapper guy got in and took the seat opposite mine. He was about my own age, but was dressed as differently as chalk from cheese. His fit body was dressed in rugged denims, a psychedelic t-shirt and a dandy leather jacket. Unlike me, who stuck to conservative loafers, the guy was dressed in trendy red shoes. 

From the moment he got on the tube, the guy started staring at me. His intense grey eyes never left my face for a single moment

“Some gay faggot” I thought and discreetly moved my seat. I knew London had its share of guys, who were attracted to my pale, slender figure. If there was anything I feared and detested, it was homosexuality. As if heterosexual sex wasn’t bad enough, the gay chaps had to go around doing things, which was grossly out of sync with the laws of nature. 

The young faggot got up from his seat. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed him moving towards me. I felt my entire body go tense. Was this man going to make a pass at me in a fairly crowded tube? 

The man approached me and gave me a congenial smile. “Hey there” he said in a friendly tone

“you seem to have got the wrong impression”. 

The guy’s body language was open and friendly. His words disarmed me. I felt myself relaxing. 

“I’m afraid, I did” I admitted with a nervous half-chuckle. 

“I don’t blame you” said the guy laughingly “I suppose I stared at you pretty hard. But it’s incredible…” 

“What’s incredible?” I asked puzzled. 

“Your resemblance to my girlfriend” the guy said before adding “well, she’s not really my girlfriend. We’ve been out on only two dates. The first time, she and I watched a movie at Cine Lumiere. The second time, we shared a drink and several precious moments at The Scarsdale Tavern”. The guy’s gray eyes turned dreamy. He obviously was in love with this girl. 

“That’s nice” I said “but what sort of a resemblance are you talking about?” 

“Physical” replied the guy “you and Susan (my friend) have the same face. You two share the same soulful brown eyes. Do you happen to have a twin sister?” 

“I’m an only child” I replied “no siblings”. 

The guy’s face turned gloomy. I felt terrible about having disappointed him. 

“Then I’ll never be able to find her” he said dejectedly “she was in the same writing class as me, but hasn’t been attending for the past few days. I’m worried about her”. 

“Don’t you have this girl’s contact number?” I asked. 

“I don’t” replied the guy. 

“That’s strange, considering you have been out on two dates” I observed. 

“Yes, you’re right” said the guy “In spite of being out with her on two occasions, I know next to nothing about Susan. She rarely talks about her past. She dodges questions to that effect. She is also coy about giving her contact number. I don’t know where she comes from, who her parents are or what they do. Susan is such an enchanting creature; you sometimes wonder if she is from this world. You’d never find anyone so stylish, sensuous and poetic”. 

The guy’s words evoked the image of Susan Farley in my mind. However, there was no way she bore any  physical resemblance to  me! My eyes are a soulful brown, while Susan Farley’s are merry cornflower blue. 

Yet I felt that he could be talking about the same Susan. But before I could confirm if her surname was Farley, the guy had got off at his stop at Southfields station. We had parted without even exchanging our names. 

Chapter 5 - Feel Blue, Meet Brown

I soon forgot about the strange encounter with the guy on the tube. The feeling of emptiness I experienced inside deepened into a bottomless pit. I felt that I’d go on sinking without ever hitting the rock bottom of the pit. Managing day-to-day activities became a huge challenge. I had been an early riser, but detested getting out of the bed nowadays. The sound of the ringing alarm frightened me. I perpetually felt like breaking into tears for no rhyme or reason; I became apprehensive to go to college lest I actually started crying in front of somebody. What disconcerted me the most was that I had difficulty remembering things like where I had put my keys. Often, I found myself in some strange nook or cranny of London, but had no idea how I’d got there. 

I hated to self-diagnose, but felt that I was suffering from some sort of depression. I decided to seek help. I didn’t feel I would benefit much from counseling, as my symptoms seemed strong enough to require medicines. I, therefore, started googling psychiatrists in my area. 

Dr. Ella Brown’s credentials seemed impressive enough. During Higher Psychiatry Training, she had trained in child and adolescent forensic, general adult, geriatrics and the psychiatry of learning disabilities. Apart from the above, she had trained in various subspecialties as well. 

After completing Higher Psychiatric Training, Dr. Brown had worked as a private consultant psychiatrist, who mostly dealt with general adult psychiatric issues. 

The picture with Dr. Brown’s bio showed a beaming, blonde woman in her late 30s. She wore a well-tailored khaki shirt and a string of pearls around her neck. Every aspect of her—right from her red lipstick, intense violet eyes and arched brow—spoke of capability and confidence. 

I liked confident women. In spite of being the provider of the family, my mama had been under my dad’s thumb. He didn’t earn a single penny; yet was the one who wore the trousers in their marriage. I loved mama, but there were times I wished she was more assertive. 

Dr. Brown seemed to be everything my mama was not. I phoned her office and fixed an appointment for 10 am the next day. The person who spoke to me was female and apparently Dr. 

Brown’s secretary. 

I dressed in conservative black trousers, a white shirt and a brown tweed blazer for the meeting. 

My eyes looked morose, but I took pleasure in the fact that they matched my blazer and loafers. I walked into Dr. Brown’s spacious reception area to find a gorgeous black girl answering calls. 

She was young, tall and svelte. The name plate on her snug black cardigan said “Clara Smith”. I figured out that Clara was the one, who had fixed my appointment with Dr. Brown. 

Clara put the phone down and smiled congenially. I explained that I had an appointment with the psychiatrist. Clara opened a huge notebook and looked at her records. “Adam Beckwell?” she said raising a quizzical eyebrow. I nodded in confirmation and Clara led me into Dr. Brown’s office. 

The office was a neat one, with a compact desk, a shelf filled with books and a huge casement window. Dr. Brown sat on a swivel chair, pouring into a huge book. She was as attractive in person as she was in the photo, with a square face, short shiny blonde hair and a smooth unlined forehead. She wore a pale ivory shirt and her trademark red lipstick. 

When I was led in and announced by Clara, Dr. Brown got up from her chair and welcomed me warmly. Her lovely lips parted in the most genuine smile ever, which reached her violet eyes. Dr. 

Brown’s manner wasn’t that of a mental health professional’s, but was more like that of an old friend’s catching up with me after years. I instantly took a liking for the petite psychiatrist. 

She asked me to take a seat and didn’t instantly grill me about my problem. Instead, she began chatting about the dull grey weather, the simple joy of eating scrambled eggs for breakfast and not having caught a good night’s sleep. Dr. Brown came across as a simple person, who didn’t act like she was God just because she was a doctor. She was a human being like everyone else and wasn’t insecure about revealing her vulnerabilities. 

I automatically began talking about my mental state. I hadn’t ever been comfortable with confiding, but did so with absolute ease with Dr. Brown. She was so homely, empathetic and understanding that I felt that I was talking to a close friend. 

What I liked about Dr. Brown was that she didn’t magnify my illness and present it in a grim light. 

“Everyone feels blue nowadays, Adam” she said reassuringly “it’s because of the gloomy weather. Everyone feels this way from time to time, believe me”. 

“I’ve been feeling blue even when the weather was sunny” I pointed out “other people my age seem happy, while I’m gloomy. I feel like an oddball”. 

“Don’t label yourself, Adam” said Dr. Brown “the worst thing you can do is talk negatively to yourself. Would you hang out with friends who are constantly criticizing you? When you’re constantly rude to yourself, it is the same as living with an unpleasant friend”. 

Dr. Brown’s words came as an epiphany. I had become so accustomed to talking critically to myself that I hardly realized I was doing it. 

“Thank you for letting me know, doc” I said “I’ll be kinder to myself henceforth”. 

“That’s the spirit” said Dr. Brown approvingly “it will go a long way in curing your depression. 

Apart from that I’m going to teach you a few breathing techniques and might use a method called Cognitive Behavioral Therapy (CBT) to treat you. Of course, you’ll also have to take mild anti-depressants for some time. I hope you don’t mind?” 

“No problem” I said. I liked the fact that Dr. Brown was actually asking my permission before prescribing medicines. In my experience, doctors usually ordered, not advised. 

Dr. Brown gave me a broad smile. I smiled back. Suddenly, I felt a shift in my consciousness. 

Dr. Brown’s pleasant face grew closer and further. Her voice alternately seemed to grow loud

and faint. I felt my soul was wrenched from my physical body and was floating in astral space. 

And then, my world started growing black…


***

My eyelids slowly fluttered open. My whirring head soon came to a standstill. My eyes settled on Dr. Brown’s serene face. “Welcome back, Adam” she said in a soothing tone “I hope you are feeling okay”. 

“Not really” I said holding my head, which felt heavy “what happened a few minutes ago?” 

“You went into what is called the ‘fugue state’” explained Dr. Brown “you lost your personal identity and assumed an alternative personality”. 

Chills of disbelief went down my spine. “I assumed an alternative personality?” I echoed incredulously. 

“Yes” replied Dr. Brown “you transformed in front of my eyes. Your body language became less restrained, more carefree. I adjudge you to be a run-of-the-mill sort of a person, but you became…unconventional. You acted as if you cared two hoots about what the world thought of you”. 

I tried hard to digest this piece of information. “Really?” I said “did I pretend to be anyone specific?” 

Dr. Brown frowned uneasily. She remained quiet for a whole moment, as if trying to decide whether to tell me the truth or not. She finally opted for the truth. She inhaled deeply and said, 

“You claimed you were a 19 year old girl called Susan Farley” she said “you attended a writing class. You loved poetry and masturbation. You like dressing in bold colors and patterns. You are into new age spirituality and don’t believe in Christianity. People judge you all the time, but you don’t give a damn. You go your own merry way!” 

“No way!” I cried in disbelief. 

“Why not?” asked Dr. Brown gently. 

“Susan Farley is my next-door neighbor” I said “we are diametrically opposite of each other in every conceivable way. She’s a nice person, but I don’t approve of the way she leads her life. 

Why in the world would I pretend to be her?” 

“Susan is your next-door neighbor?” asked Dr. Brown curiously. 

“Yes” I reaffirmed “she has been my neighbor ever since I can remember. Both of us hail from Bakewell Village. Susan and her folks lived in the cottage next to ours. Susan and I were childhood playmates. Later, when my parents shifted their housing, Susan’s family shifted into the same neighborhood. When Susan and I grew into teenagers, my parents disapproved of my interaction with her. They called her a wild whore and ordered me to stay away from her. Like a

dutiful son, I obeyed them. 

Imagine my surprise when I met Susan here in Kensington 3 months ago! She was looking for a new flat and ended up shifting into the vacant student housing next to mine. It seems like we are destined to be neighbors forever!” 

“You said you were very different from her” said Dr. Brown “that’s quite obvious. But can you elaborate what makes you two different as chalk from cheese?” 

I laughed heartily. “To state the obvious; she is a girl and I’m a guy” I said “I’ve got an analytical brain type, while Susan has a creative intuitive one. I don’t have a single creative bone in my body! I like dressing conservatively, while Susan…well, she dresses like a madcap! Ugly bizarre colored hair and weird clothes! Besides, I’m a practicing Christian, while Susan is into some new age mumbo-jumbo! She’s also a loud mouth and speaks her mind. I have always watched my tongue”. 

“Very interesting contrast” said Dr. Brown watching me intently “would you believe me, Adam; if I told you that you and Susan are the same person?” 

Chapter 6 - A Sensational Revelation I guffawed more loudly than ever before in my life. Susan Farley and I was the same person? 

The suggestion was so ludicrous that I was certain that Dr. Brown was joking. 

“You’ve got a great sense of humor, doc” I said slapping my thigh and laughing “and very vivid imagination”. 

I expected Dr. Brown to join in my laughter. But her face remained empathetic and serious. I felt beads of perspiration form on my forehead. The doctor’s grave manner suggested that she was serious. I felt a splitting headache coming on. I caught my head in my hands. 

“You aren’t joking, are you?” I asked in a dull monotone. 

“I’m not” said Dr. Brown “I have something serious to discuss with you, Adam. This might come as a bit of a shock. I’d like you to prepare yourself first. Would you like something strong to drink…coffee perhaps?” 

“Coffee will be fine” I said in a weak voice. 

Dr. Brown phoned Clara and requested her to bring in two mugs of strong coffee. In about five minutes, Clara strode in carrying two mugs of the piping hot beverage. I took a few sips and felt a bit stronger. 

“Have you been forgetful in the recent past?” asked Dr. Brown. 

“I’ve always been a bit forgetful” I admitted “but I seem to have worsened during the last few weeks”. I explained how I had misplaced my keys and found myself in a strange cranny of London, without remembering how I had got there. 

“You seem to be suffering from Dissociative Identity Disorder” said Dr. Brown “you are forgetful and also have another person—Susan Farley—living inside you”. 

“I can scarcely believe it” I whispered “Susan seems as real to me as this mug of coffee, the chair I’m sitting on and you!” 

“I can understand” said Dr. Brown “she seems to have such a strong presence that you feel having been interacting with  another person. Tell me, can you think of any evidence supporting my theory that Susan exists within you?” 

I ruminated for a second and told Dr. Brown about finding padded bras and erotic poetry in my flat. I also told her about the rendezvous with the stranger on the tram, in which the stranger had claimed that I looked a lot like his enigmatic girlfriend, Susan. The girl whose non-physical personality he had described bore striking resemblance to Susan Farley’s. However, Susan Farley doesn’t look like me in the least. 

“I can explain that” said Dr. Brown “in cases such as yours, the “alters” have their own physical appearance, age, sex and personality. Hence, you feel that Susan doesn’t look like you, while the girl the stranger on the tube has dated did”. 

I felt shock course through my veins. “You mean, I was disguised as Susan and actually dated the guy??” I asked stupefied. 

Dr. Brown smiled gently. “It certainly looks that way” she said. 

“I don’t believe it”. 

“You will believe it when you return home and knock on the door of Susan’s flat”. 

“But how…” I said and then blushed. Modesty prevented me from saying anything more. 

“Susan used padded bras” said Dr. Brown snickering “and she and her love interest don’t seem to have gone beyond kissing and caressing”. 

“That’s a revelation!” I said “I’d never have dubbed Susan to be a virgin”. 

“She seems to be one” said Dr. Brown laughing gently. 

I laughed along with her and then asked, “Tell me one thing, doctor. Assuming that your theory is right, why do you think I developed this disorder?” 

Dr. Brown frowned pensively. “It’s hard for me to say off hand” she said “Dissociative Personality Disorder occurs as a response to severe and continued trauma. The person disassociates himself with a situation that’s too violent, traumatic or painful to assimilate with his conscious self”. 

“Oh” I said not knowing what to say. 

“What was your childhood like?” Dr. Brown asked “what kind of people are your parents?”. 

“My dad is no more” I said “I lost him to Hodgkin’s Lymphoma a year and a half back. He was a full-time homemaker, while my mom worked in a kindergarten. I was well-fed, clothed and educated. My parents were devout Christian and took the sayings of the bible very seriously”. 

Dr. Brown looked disappointed. “You’re giving me bare skeletal facts” she said wryly “you aren’t telling me what you  really felt like about your parents”. 

I reflected deeply on Dr. Brown’s question, but felt neutral towards my parents. “They were decent folks” I said “they were a bit strict, but that sort of upbringing made me disciplined. Since I am their only child, they expected me to turn out well. I tried my best to be a good son”. 

Dr. Brown gave me a tight smile. “Good to know” she said “you seem to be a very grateful person”. 

Chapter 7 - Daddy Dearest

I had been completely honest with Dr. Brown regarding my past. However, she seemed to be under the impression that I had repressed some memories, which could throw light on the cause of my disorder. She asked me to do a rather strange thing. She asked me to roll my eyes upwards as far as I could. I obliged. Apparently satisfied with the results, Dr. Brown moved to the next exercise. 

She turned off the room light and asked me to stare at a small light. She moved it and asked if the light was moving. 

“Yes” I replied. 

“You seem quite suggestible” said Dr. Brown “I need your permission for a hypnosis session. 

The memories in your subconscious will emerge and help me understand your condition with greater ease”. 

I stiffened. “I’m not sure if hypnosis is allowed by my religion” I said. 

“Is your religion more important than getting to the root of the problem?” said Dr. Brown. 

“It’s not” I agreed “I permit you to hypnotize me”. 

“Good” said Dr. Brown. She asked me to recline on her couch and asked me to close my eyes. 

She progressively asked me to relax my arms, legs, torso, toes, neck and face. I started becoming placid and relaxed. 

She then began to talk gently. Her tone was soothing and placating like that of a mother speaking to her little child. I felt myself sink deeper into relaxation until I became oblivious to my surroundings. Dr. Brown asked me to lift my right index finger slowly. I followed the command of her placating tone. She asked me to lower it. I did as instructed. 

I felt like I was in a movie theatre, thoroughly enjoying the movie on screen, and being completely oblivious to the others in the audience around me. 

Dr. Brown asked me my name, age and occupation. I heard my own disembodied voice provide her the details. 

“So, you’re 21 years old now” the doctor observed “how has London been treating you?” 

“Not very well” I admitted “people find me very strange”. 

“Strange?” said Dr. Brown “in what way?” 

“I am very conservative” I replied “I believe that fornication is a sin. Most Londoners find my ideas old-fashioned. They laugh at me because I’m still a virgin”. 

“Are you still a virgin only because of your strict Catholic upbringing?” ask the doctor gently. 

“Not really” I heard myself say “I think sex is sinful. I’m frightened of it”. 

“Frightened of sex…” repeated Dr. Brown “why is that?” 

I felt my forehead grow hot. My heart began palpitating. “I don’t know…” I said. 

“Relax” said Dr. Brown reassuringly “there is no need to get perturbed”. 

I felt myself sink into soothing relaxation again. The doctor requested me to perform a series of gentle, easy movements before proceeding again. 

“I want you to regress to your childhood” she said “what do you see?” 

I could immediately see myself in the backyard of our Bakewell cottage. I was about five and messing around with the water sprinklers. I told Dr. Brown what I saw. 

“Good” said Dr. Brown “you are 5 years old. Are you alone or is there anyone with you?” 

“I’m alone…” I said “but wait, I hear footsteps approaching…” My heart started to hammer in my chest. 

“Can you see who is coming?” asked Dr. Brown. 

“Yes” I whispered “it’s dad”. 

“I see” said Dr. Brown “what’s his mood like?” 

“He’s in a fit of rage” I said “he’s incensed with me for messing with his water pipe”. 

“How does he show his anger?” asked Dr. Brown. 

“He caught hold of me and pulled my pants down” I said “he gave me a series of whacks on my buttocks”. 

“Are they painful?” 

“Very” I said “I’m asking daddy to stop, but he isn’t. He’s got a bucket of cold water and is dunking my head into it over and over again. He’s stopped now and is doing a very bad thing. He has done this to me before, every time I was a ‘bad boy’”. 

“What bad thing is he doing?” 

“I can’t mention it”. 

“Why not?” 

“He’s my dad and is committing a sin”. 

“If he’s committing a sin, then he doesn’t deserve to be a parent” said Dr. Brown “what is he doing?” 

“He has stuck his penis down my ass and is raping me”. 


***

“I want you to grow up a bit more now” said Dr. Brown “do you see yourself?” 

I see myself as a boy of about 12, sitting in front of the computer. I’m browsing through poets of the romantic era. I love words and aspire to become a poet myself. I tell Dr. Brown all the details. 

“That’s lovely” says Dr. Brown “are you alone at home?” 

“No” I say “I can hear the TV blaring in the front room. Dad’s probably there, watching a game…wait; he’s switched off the TV. I think he’s going to come to my room and check on me”. 

“He asks me to come and watch the game with him. I tell him I’m not interested. He tells me to grow up to be a man, not a sissy. I remain obstinately silent. 

Dad is infuriated by my disobedience. He angrily walks in and checks what I’m browsing. He is enraged and disgusted to note that I’m reading poetry! 

“No son of mine will do such girlish things, do you understand?” he bellows “you are going to grow up and study finance”. 

“I’m going to grow up and study poetry” I say defiantly. 

Dad picks up his golf club and beats me until I nearly pass out. He also rapes me as a punishment for being disobedient”. 


***

I sat with my head in my hands. My temples were aching. My body felt hot and flushed, as if I had fever. Mild nausea churned my stomach. 

Dr. Brown had slowly guided me out of hypnosis. I vividly remembered all that I had said when under hypnosis. I couldn’t digest the reality of what had been done to me by my own dad. I fervently hoped that what I “remembered” had been false memories, created by an over-imaginative mind. After all, had the mind been capable of creating Susan Farley, an entire different personality, couldn’t it make up details of the unspeakable horrors my own dad had apparently inflicted on me? 

Dr. Brown sat in her swivel chair, regarding me empathetically. She got up, walked to me and put a soft, calming palm on my shoulder. 

I looked up at her beseechingly. “Please tell me I made all those horrible things up” I pleaded

“dad never did them to me”. 

Dr. Brown looked intensely at me. I saw tears swimming in her sensitive violent eyes. She patted my brown mane gently and said, 

“He did”. 

I cried inconsolably. It was as if a protective dam inside me had burst unleashing a flood of tears. 

“I hate him” I said between sobs “I hate him so much that I’m glad he’s dead. But I feel so guilty”. 

“Why do you feel guilty?” asked Dr. Brown tenderly. 

“When someone is your parent, you are supposed to respect him” I said “but I no longer respect my dad. He was a sick gay pedophile”. 

“No one deserves to be respected just because they are parents” Dr. Brown said “they have to earn that reverence. Your dad failed you in the most unforgivable manner”. 

“Yes” I agreed and continued crying. 

“Your Split Personality Disorder most probably developed as a reaction to suffering the trauma of severe physical and sexual abuse, which went on for a long period of time” said Dr. Brown

“your mind disassociated itself with all the terrible things that were being done to you. It, therefore, created Susan. Susan was everything you were not. She was also allowed to do whatever  you were prohibited from doing. 

She had liberal, loving parents. She could dress and worship the way she liked. She could study anything she desired. She could express herself through poetry. She could find pleasure in masturbation. In short, she could do everything you had been prohibited from doing. 

In order to help you survive, your mind created Susan. You constantly needed her, so she appeared everywhere as your neighbor. In every way, Susan helped you cope with the harsh realities that had been imposed on you. She helped you express yourself in a way you were taught not to”. 

“Your explanation makes sense but it’s hard for me to believe that Susan was nothing other than myself. I clearly remember her as a playmate in my childhood”. 

“Well, it may be possible that Susan Farley existed in your real life, but I am pretty sure that the Susan who lives next door is your creation”. 

“I see. I will know about it soon” I said “however, I have one question. Why did I choose a girl to be my alter?” 

Dr. Brown took a deep breath. “Adam, what I’m going to divulge may come as a shock to you” 

she said, “do you need another cup of strong coffee to brace yourself?” 

“No, thank you” I said “I’ve discovered so many stultifying things over the past few days that I

doubt if I’d find anything else shocking. Please go ahead and tell me”. 

“Have you ever seen drag queens at night clubs” asked the doctor “or the lady boys in Thailand?” 

“Of course” I said “they’re very beautiful and feminine people”. 

“Why do you think these genetic males wish to become females?” questioned Dr. Brown. 

“I don’t know” I said “I guess it is much more enjoyable to be a woman. Their bodies, minds and clothes are much more interesting”. 

“Your subconscious has felt this way since you were very little” said Dr. Brown “you wanted to be a girl, not a boy. That’s why you created Susan, a pretty, sunny-tempered little girl. She was who you always wanted to be. 

However, you may not have consciously felt the desire to wear frocks and make up. Your upbringing was so strict and ruthless that your dad would have probably murdered you had he come to know of your inclinations. Along with the problems you already faced, your mind couldn’t risk expressing the Gender Identity Disorder (GID), which you suffered from. That’s why your alter was a girl. She wore dresses, lipsticks and heels—all the things you wouldn’t dream of wearing”. 

I felt stunned by the information. Yet Dr. Brown had explained it in such a lucid fashion that I had to accept it. There could be no other explanation as to why my mind chose a female as my alter. I had GID. 

“I see” I said and blinked. 

“I know you’re in shock” said Dr. Brown “that’s because you think of Adam as your “host” 

personality. However, I think Susan is stronger of the two. Though you are born in a male body, Susan should ideally be the “host” personality. You can heal by obliterating Adam from your life. You have to consciously get in touch with and express the Susan side of your personality. 

You have to try and be her even when you’re not in a fugue state”. 

I was stultified by the bombardment of information. “I have been Adam for so long that I find the idea of consciously expressing myself as Susan strange” I said “may I have some time to think about this?” 

“Sure, take your time” said Dr. Brown “but the sooner you start becoming Susan, the earlier you will be healed”. 

Chapter 8 - Susan Unleashed

Dr. Brown’s theory seemed credible, but I still had trouble believing that Susan had existed only inside my head. She had seemed so tangible that I could see, hear and sense her vividly. My mind wasn’t so powerful that it could conjure up a living, breathing girl who lived in her own rented apartment. 

I would ascertain the truth right away. I found myself marching towards Susan’s flat, as soon as I returned to Earls Court. A huge lock stared me in the face. I was desperate to learn the truth, hence jiggled the lock restlessly. Where could Susan possibly have gone? 

I waited like a tense hawk for three whole days. The house remained locked. Dr. Brown’s theory that Susan existed in my head began to gain credence. I was restless to find out the truth. There was only one way. Ringing up the mutual landlord of both Susan’s and my flat and asking for the key. 

A portly middle-aged man called Hugh Clarke owned the set of student housings. He lived in a flat in the next block. I visited him and asked for the key. Mr. Clark was suspicious. 

“Why do you need it for? He asked his eyes narrowing. 

“A friend of mine wants to shift and he asked me to check on the flat” I lied. 

“The flat next to yours is uninhabitable” said Mr. Clark “I was thinking of getting it renovated. 

Your friend can shift only after 6 months”. 

“My friend is in desperate need for a flat” I said “he will be able to live in the flat even if it isn’t in perfect condition”. 

“I would love to help your friend” said Mr. Clark “but the flat is in a pathetic condition. If you don’t believe me, see it for yourself. I’ll come with you”. 

Mr. Clark got the key, put on his coat and walked to Susan’s flat with me. He opened the gigantic lock and let me into the flat. He switched on the light. I gasped in surprise. 

The tiles had not been laid. Mr. Clark and I stood on unpaved ground. The walls were bare, free of any paint. Cobwebs hung in every corner. There was no sign of furniture. 

It seemed like Mr. Clark’s flat wasn’t ready for human occupancy. It was impossible that Susan had lived here for the past few months. Alarm bells began to ring in my head. Dr. Brown’s theory seemed plausible. 

I apologized to Mr. Clark for having troubled him unnecessarily and walked back to my flat. My head was whirring. I put my fingers to my temple and pressed it. Nothing made sense anymore. 

The line between reality and imagination has begun to blur. It was the most frightening situation

a man could find himself in. For as long as the human mind cooperated, all was well in a person’s life. When it began to give away, it could create havoc…

An obstinate part of me still believed that Susan existed. I couldn’t possibly have made up her childhood and early teens, couldn’t I? There was only one way of finding out. I called my mama’s number. The familiar, tremulous voice picked up the phone. Mama seemed to sense the anxiety in my voice as she asked, 

“What’s the matter, Adam? You sound worried”. 

“It’s hard to explain” I said confusedly “but it would help if you could clarify something. You remember Susan, our neighbor, don’t you?” 

“Of course I remember her” said mama “The wild Farley girl. I never liked her style of dressing and the licentious behavior of Susan or her parents. However, what happened to her was very tragic. I felt very sorry for the parents”. 

My heart started thrumming in my chest. “What happened to Susan?” I asked breathlessly. 

“Just after you left for London, she was killed in a traffic accident” said mama “she was hit by a speeding car when she was crossing the road. Poor Susan died on the spot. Her parents were inconsolable”. 

So, Susan had existed, but had passed away just after I had moved to London. Therefore, there was no way I could have been interacting with her all these months. Dr. Brown was right. The present “Susan” was an extension of me. 

I mulled over Dr. Brown’s words. I didn’t particularly savor the prospect of dressing up as a woman. However, becoming Susan seemed a lot more exciting than being Adam. She was a bright, beautiful unfettered bird, while I was a caged dull grey pigeon. 

What would it feel like to suck deep from the marrow of life? How would it be to be intoxicated by the pleasurable things in life? Would it be nice to express oneself the way one wished to? Or would it bring along with it the ignominy of being judged, criticized and brutalized by disgusting, foul words? 

Independent girls were often called harridans, viragos and bitches. I had myself thought of Susan that way. I didn’t recall being Susan, but was sure that people had called her names behind her back, if not on her face. 

Would I be able to endure the humiliation, the embarrassment? I was too confused to decide. I called Dr. Brown’s office and asked to speak to her. Once her crisp, confident voice came on line, I explained my predicament to her. 

“I can understand your confusion” said Dr. Brown “however; don’t you think it’s worth giving Susan a try? Tell me, Adam, do you wish to spend the rest of your life hiding in a cubby hole? 

Or would you rather go out into the world and live your life?” 

“I’d love to go out into the world and live my life” I replied “that’s a given. But can’t I do it as Adam?” 

I heard Dr. Brown giggling in an endearing manner. “You want to live your life as Adam, the stuffed shirt?” she said “do you think you are comfortable enough with your body and sexuality to ever be able to do that?” 

I laughed in response. Dr. Brown’s giggle was infectious. I felt myself lightening up. 

“You’re right” I said “I don’t think I shall ever be able to express myself as Adam. However, it seems weird to consciously dress in women’s clothes. Can I go to Bakewell and consult my mama about this?” 

Dr. Brown giggled some more. “What are you going to say?” she said teasingly “mama, my shrink suggests that I cross-dress. Do you approve of the idea? 

In my experience, no parent would!” 

“I’ll put it across to her in a subtler manner” I said. 

Dr. Brown let out an exasperated sigh. “Adam, you are an adult” she said “why do you still wish to be mama’s boy? Can’t you make your own decisions?” 

“I wish to ask her just once, doctor” I said. 

“Suit yourself” said Dr. Brown “if you wish, I’ll accompany you to Bakewell”. 


***

Dr. Brown drove me to Bakewell in her Bentley Continental. After a 3 hour drive, my cottage came into view and I asked Dr. Brown to stop. She parked by the end of the road. We found my mama outdoors, watering her plants. She was pleasantly surprised to see me with someone she assumed was a friend. 

Mama invited me and Dr. Brown inside and offered us tea and Bakewell tarts. Her initial welcoming manner turned icy when she realized that Dr. Ella Brown was my psychiatrist, not a friend. Much to my discomfort, Dr. Brown discussed the rape my dad had inflicted on me on various occasions. 

My mom turned gelid and said, “You’ve filled a lot of nonsense into Adam’s head, doctor. My husband was a decent man. Besides, he loved Adam. Lewis would never ever have done such terrible things”. 

“Well, I think he did” said Dr. Brown calmly “I can understand that it is difficult for you to accept the fact that your late husband was a gay pedophile, who preyed on his own child. 

However, during the course of Adam’s treatment, I had discovered that he suffers from Split Personality Disorder as well as Gender Identity Disorder (GID). When in fugue state, Adam becomes a girl called Susan. Were you ever aware that Susan existed within your son?” 

My mom looked genuinely shocked. “No, I didn’t” she said. 

“It is true, mama” I said “evidence has proven that I have a female alter. Dr. Brown wants me to dress as a woman and express myself as my female alter for a while. What do you think of her idea?” 

My mama remained silent for a minute. She then said, “You are a young man who has no female alter. Nor do you suffer from GID as this woman claims. Your shrink is a crook, who is messing with your head for personal gains”. 

“Mama!” I said aptly stupefied “how can you say such nasty things? Besides, what personal gains could Dr. Brown possibly be after?” 

“I don’t know exactly” replied mama “but I think your shrink is a conniving manipulative crook, who is messing with your brain and slandering your deceased dad!” 

“That’s enough!” I said standing up in rage “Dr. Brown is only trying to help me. You’re being so ungrateful by insulting her! We’re not going to stay in this house for a minute longer!” 

I took Dr. Brown by the hand and started leading her out of the cottage. My mom came chasing after us. 

“Wait, Adam!” she said “you’re father might have committed sins that he shouldn’t have. But this GID stuff is utter nonsense! This woman is making it up with ulterior motives!” 

I froze in my tracks. So, my mom had an idea about the rapes. Yet she had been defending her dead husband. Still holding Dr. Brown’s hand, I walked up to mama. I could feel my face had turned as white as sheet. 

“You are the one with ulterior motives” I said to my mom “you’ve failed me by denying knowledge of the rapes. You have no right to be a parent. From today, I disown you.Dr. Brown is the only friend I have. I shall listen to her and express myself as a girl”. 

I marched back to the car leaving a shame-faced mama behind. Dr. Brown followed me looking concerned. Once we were seated, she turned to me and asked, “Are you okay?” 

“I’ve never felt better” I said and smiled “I now know who my true friend is. You know what is best for me. Help me get in touch with Susan”. 

“I certainly will” said Dr. Brown smiling “and please call me Ella. After all, I’m your friend, not just doctor”. 

“Alright, Dr. Ella” I said. Both Ella and I giggled and hugged each other. 


***

Ella drove me to my flat in Kensington. It was late evening by the time she reached, so I invited her to stay over at my flat. Over a dinner of instant noodles, boiled eggs and red wine, she told

me her story of overcoming poverty to become a successful psychiatrist. I was impressed to learn that Ella had worked two jobs, while she studied to be a psychiatrist. She had been married young, but divorced from her husband after a year. “He was a nurse and envious of my aspiration to become a doctor” she said “he nagged me constantly. He told me that I was neglecting the house. He even tried to get me forcibly pregnant, so that I’d be forced to quit medical school. It was then I decided to leave him. I loved my husband, but couldn’t continue living with a man who went out of his way to smother my ambitions”. 

“I can understand” I said “after all, my own dad tried to do it to me” 

“But we’ll not let you get suppressed” said Ella. She raised her goblet of wine and said, “Let’s raise a toast to Susan”. 

“To Susan” I said cheerily raising my goblet. 


***

The next morning, I woke up to find Ella standing on a high stool, rummaging around in my attic. 

I woke up and rubbed my eyes. “What in the world are you doing?” I asked. 

“Treasure-hunting” replied Ella “and look what I found”. 

She threw two bags on the floor. They spilled out a plethora of dresses and books. Strewn on the floor were dozens of dresses, skirts, women’s hats, scarves, shoes, multi—colored wigs and various makeup items. One of the bags contained books on English literature and poetry. There were many filled notebooks, too. Ella opened a notebook and read one of my verses. 

“Don’t see me as a girl

It really hurts

I’m not just the body

But a soul that wears a body…” 

“Pretty profound” Ella pronounced “you’re very talented, Susan”. 

“Thank you” I replied “now, I’d like to dress as her please. Will you help me?” 

“Gladly” said Ella. She immediately got to work. Over the next hour, she helped me wear a sea-green pleated dress over a push up bra, which had been stuffed with falsies. She teamed my short dress with turquoise blue high heeled boots. She chose a purple wig, cut into a shoulder-length feather-cut, for the occasion. It fit neatly over my scalp. 

Ella spent the next one hour applying dark foundation on my face. “You’re too pale” she said

“let’s give your face a more robust color”. She applied rosy blush on my cheeks. She expertly applied golden eye shadow over my eyelids and painted my nose in such a manner that it looked

sharper. A deep purple lipstick completed the look. At the end of it, I took a look at myself in the mirror. 

I had to admit that I looked beautiful, stylish and sensuous. 


***

As I was admiring my reflection, Ella too gave me an appreciative glance. “You certainly look like Susan” she says “but you’ll have to learn to play it to perfection”. 

“What do you mean?” I asked puzzled. 

“I’ve met Susan” Ella said “There are many characteristic mannerisms of Susan that you must consciously emulate. For one, you still talk like Adam. Susan speaks in a sweet fluty tone”. She tried to emulate Susan’s tone, pitch and resonance. I listened carefully and tried to imitate Susan’s “sweet, fluty tone”. When I’d reached a particular ambrosial pitch, Ella asked me to stop. Satisfaction was writ large on her face. “Very melodious indeed” she said appreciatively

“this is how the vivacious Susan speaks. Her voice is purely magical. I’m sure people are besotted by her”. 

For some reason, I felt very shy. “What else does Susan do that Adam doesn’t?” I asked. 

“She walks with her head and shoulders held high” said Ella raising my chin and straightening my slouching back “her gait is brisk and confident. She struts her hips a tiny bit as she walks, heightening her femininity. Yet the hip movement is not overdone; so she doesn’t appear sluttish. 

Susan’s stride is the right balance of confidence, poise and understated sensuality”. 

“That’s really interesting” I said. I practiced Susan’s sensuous stride in front of the mirror until Ella stamped it with her seal of approval. 

“You’ve got it perfectly” said Ella encouragingly “I’m sure Susan turns many heads wherever she goes”. 

“Unlike me, who is ignored” I said “or ridiculed”. 

Ella laid a hand on my shoulder. “Please don’t criticize yourself” she said gently “negative self-talk is terrible for anyone’s soul. You’ve got to nurture it, not destroy yourself”. 

Ella’s tone was kind, caring and loving. I found myself taking a liking for her. From the day I’d met her, I’d established a great rapport with her. The psychiatrist-patient relationship between the two of us was turning into a friendship. 

“Ok” I said “I will talk to myself lovingly henceforth”. 

“Great” said Susan “what I like about you is the capacity for learning”. 

I found it hard to walk with super high heels, but managed anyway. Ella was impressed and gave me applause. 

“I tried my best” I replied modestly and then asked “so, how else is Susan different”. 

“Don’t take this personal, but your gestures are very slow” said Ella “it’s as if you have given up on yourself and the world and are going through the motions of life in a lazy, mechanical manner. Susan’s gestures are brisker. They are full of life. She is a girl who finds joy in being alive every minute of her life! I want you to remember that and imbibe enthusiasm in your gestures. I would also like you to change your defeated, hangdog expression. Susan is always cheerful. She smiles more. Her laugher is merry, as if she was deeply satisfied with life” 

I tried imitating my perception of Susan, but ended up overdoing it. I realized this from Ella’s amused expression and both of us laughed heartily. 

“Susan is brisk and cheerful” Ella said still snickering “not hyper active”. 

“I realize that” I said also snickering “I shall keep the movements moderately brisk and expressions fairly cheerful”. 

After a bit of practice and corrections, I got Susan’s gestures and expressions correct. Ella was impressed. 

“You’re a quick learner” she said encouragingly. 

“No” I said smiling “you’re a marvelous teacher. And also, it seems that my body had the memory of Susan’s movements which I succeeded in recovering thanks to your guidance”. 


***

After a well deserved cup of mid-morning coffee, Ella and I decided to take a cruise on River Thames. She had dressed in a dotted sun dress and black boots and looked relaxed and casual. 

She drove down to Greenwich in her car and booked a 45 minute river cruise with a two-course meal. Over soup, salad and a ham sandwich, the two of us enjoyed the gentle river breeze. The Tower of London and Tower Bridge passed us by. The Big Ben was in sight, ticking away and reminding us of our mortality. 

I was only 21 years old, but realized that I wouldn’t live forever. However, while I lived, I felt fortunate to have found a friend like Ella. People seldom find soul sisters, but I had. I looked at Ella and thanked my lucky stars. 

From the minute I had walked out of the house, I had been conscious of people’s reactions towards me. They were quite normal. No one seemed to realize that I’m a genetic male. In the middle of the cruise, I caught a woman staring at my chest area and realized that one of my falsies was slightly out of place. I quickly readjusted it and no longer felt self-conscious. 

After enjoying the cruise, Ella and I went into a picturesque café near the Thames. As we enjoyed the serene sight of the river, the waitress brought in a pot of tea and two large tea cups. 

While I sipped my tea and looked at the water ripples, something odd happened. The ripples started blurring and changing color. For a moment, I felt as if I was losing my eyesight. Before another thought could cross my mind, my world went dark. 

***

Bright, discotheque lights glimmer overhead. I hear the beat of a conga, electric bass and piano. 

Slim, shapely bodies gyrate around me. My own lithe body takes spins, turns and synchronizes its moves with that of my partner. 

My partner is not a man, but a woman. She has short blonde hair and is wearing a red and black dress with polka dots. She is not very tall, but has a solid, muscular build. I’m about two inches taller than her, but weigh a bit less. She does the lifts very easily, as if she was born to carry me. 

Being Susan Farley is such good fun. One day, you’re dating a guy, the next day; you’re dancing with a woman. But something is going wrong. The disco lights seem more intense. The gyrating bodies seem to be merging into one. The sound of the conga grows so loud that I fear that I’m going to go deaf. 

I feel myself slipping away. 


***

After I had experienced a black out at the tea café, I found myself in a totally strange place. 

Sharp, discotheque lights blinded me. I could feel musky, sweaty bodies dancing around me. 

Loud drums, the electric bass and piano deafened me. 

I found myself in Ella’s arms. We were holding each other, as if we had been dancing. However, I had no memory of walking into the salsa bar with Ella or dancing with Ella. I could never imagine myself dance. I watched YouTube videos and admired the way Salsa dancers moved, but I could never imagine imitating them. I was born with two left feet. 

I rubbed my eyes and looked deep into Ella’s enchanting orbs. “How did I ever get here?” I asked. 

“Welcome back, Adam” said Ella kindly “you had gone into the fugue state”. 

Comprehension dawned on me. “Did you get to meet Susan?” I asked “the genuine one, I mean?” 

Ella nodded in affirmation. “Susan expressed the desire to come here” she said “in fact; she insisted that I dance, too. I had taken some Salsa classes when in medical school, hence I agreed. 

However, I must confess that I was not half as good as you were”. 

I tried hard to digest this piece of information. “How can that be?” I said in a zapped tone “I’ve never ever taken Salsa classes”. 

“But you’ve watched YouTube videos?” asked Ella perspicaciously. 

“Sure” I said “I’ve carefully observed the dancers on many occasions. I love the way they move”. 

“There you are” said Ella smilingly “your subconscious has memorized their moves. That’s why you were able to execute them so effortlessly. 

People were gaping at you. I could see admiration for your small waist, slender hips and long legs in their eyes. You’re a stunner, Susan”. 

I felt myself glowing. “Really?” I said “wow!” 

After a minute, insecurity beseeched me, “Did they know I was a genetic male?” I nervously asked “was my penis silhouetted against my dress…did my falsies shift from the right place?” 

“Of course not!” said Ella reassuringly “your dress is too free-flowing to show the contours of your penis. Your falsies were firmly in place. No one ever suspected that you’re a guy dressed as a girl. All they saw in you was a gorgeous young woman?!” 

“Really?” I asked awestruck. 

“Really” said Ella. 

“Swear on God?” 

“I swear on my mother”. 

Chapter 9 - Curves and Humble Pie

During the next few days, Ella took permission to conduct hypnosis using drugs on me. She explained to me that the procedure was called “Narcoanalsysis” or the “truth serum test”. She said that the truth serum test would offer me a greater insight into my subconscious than mere hypnosis. It would bring to the surface my deepest desires, sensations and ambitions. It would enable me to see the colors of life more vividly, feel the sensations in my body much more sharply and get in touch with my deepest innermost self. 

I had forged a deeper friendship with Ella than I had ever done with anyone else in my life. She was my best friend, whom I had routinely begun to hang out with often. I trusted her with my eyes closed. The thing that mattered most to Ella was my health, well-being and self-expression. 

I, therefore, didn’t think twice before granting her the permission to conduct “Narcoanalysis” on me. Unlike the normal hypnosis sessions, I was totally unconscious during the truth serum tests. I totally put myself in Ella’s hands and let her lead me through each session with utmost faith and trust. During this time, I continued attending college, wearing Adam’s clothes. It had been some time since I had entered the fugue state and turned into Susan, so I had supposedly not attended writing class for weeks. 

During this time, I developed a most embarrassing problem. I, an asexual individual, began to develop an irresistible attraction towards women’s breasts. Whenever, I came across a pair while watching an adult scene in a movie, I developed an urge to grope them. I’d become so excited at the prospect, that I found myself getting extremely hard and masturbating. 

I also began noticing breasts on every woman I interacted with. Ella’s were small and conical, while that of the grocery-seller was large and engorged. I couldn’t talk to a woman without staring down at her chest. Soon, my obsession with breasts grew to such an extent that I found myself yearning for a pair of my own. I tried to suppress this desire, but felt it growing within me by the day. I’d constantly think about how it would feel to have  my breasts touched, kneaded, fondled and caressed. The feeling distracted me so much that I confessed it to Ella. 

She didn’t laugh as I’d assumed she would, but smiled in an understanding manner. “You’re Susan on the inside” she said gently “it’s natural that you want a pair of breasts like any other girl”. 

“Alright” I replied “but how do I get a pair?” 

“I’ll prescribe 6 mg of Premarin per day” said Ella “in about three months; signs of feminization in your body might be noticeable to others”. 

“Three months is a damn long time!” I grumbled “can’t you hasten the process, Ella?” 

“I wish I could” said Ella giving me a peck on the cheek “but that’s generally the expected time. 

In six months, you’d have become a lot more voluptuous”. 

“I wish six months would pass soon” I said yearningly. 


***

They didn’t. In fact, three months dragged by slowly. I took the hormone tablets regularly, but they took a long time to show results. After the first ten days or so, I noticed slight budding and sensitivity in the nipples like an adolescent girl. I was elated and self-conscious at the same time! 

Over the next few weeks, my breasts grew bigger and skin got softer. I wasn’t hairy to begin with; now, the hair on my face and body began to lessen to almost nil. Perhaps it was just wishful imagining, but my once taut hips started appearing more rounded. My testicles shrunk. I started feeling more feminine, confident and womanly. 

However, my feminization posed a problem to my male identity. It became difficult to college as Adam. My shirts started growing tighter at the chest and my trousers became a bit snug at the hips. I was also self-conscious of my breasts showing through my blazer. 

For a long time, no one noticed. I was the dull Adam, who was just a part of the background. I was a stick-in-the-mud fuddy-duddy with no interest in sex. No one notices a seemingly insipid, asexual pale-faced guy too quickly. I kept my usual stiff upper lip during the first few weeks of my feminization. 

In the nights, I felt my breasts and got Ella to caress them. My therapist and I weren’t in a relationship, but Ella was ready to pleasure me. She had given me her cell phone number and asked me to contact her whenever I pleased. I made good use of her offer and had Ella come to my flat nearly every evening. She came to my flat and groped, pinched and pulled my distended nipples until I moaned with uncontrolled agony. I would press her lips to my nipples and get her to suckle until I was convinced that I’d start generating milk in my breasts. I still believed that there was nothing really sexual between Ella and me; the foreplay was just an extension of our friendship. Ella was humoring my fantasy like any good therapist would. 

A month after I had started taking hormones, an incident that transpired stopped me from attending college. I had begun to display minor signs of feminization. I usually took great pains to hide all signs of feminization under a thick vest and a blazer, but that particular day was an exception. I was getting late for class and left only wearing a thin beige shirt and a pair of grey trousers. 

I attended my morning lecture as usual. Though I felt normal, I felt that everyone else around me wasn’t feeling okay. My classmates seemed uncomfortable, titillated even. My professor’s eyes travelled to my chest area every two minutes. He was trying hard to keep his mind on the lecture, but it was obvious that he couldn’t concentrate on the content of his lecture. I looked down at my chest and felt that I couldn’t blame him or my class mates. My budding chest looked totally incongruous with my male name, identity and attire. 

I decided to survive the rest of the lecture and rush home immediately. However, time dragged on. I spent the next half an hour in great agony. It was so awkward to be the subject of such unwanted attention that I wanted to die. I fervently wished I had a heart attack and passed away on the spot. 

But I survived the class. I picked up my books and started quickly marching out of the campus. 

However, I wasn’t meant to make a graceful exit. Two rowdy college students accosted me. One was a broad-faced guy, who patronized the Gothic look and succeeded in making himself look like a vampire. The other was a muscular guy in camouflage trousers and a fitting black-t-shirt. 

“Where are you off to in such a hurry, pansy?” asked Mr. Muscle blocking my way. 

“I’m not feeling well and am going home” I said tersely “please move out of my way”. 

“Not unless you tell us why you’re unwell” said Vampire “are you on your period?” 

“What rubbish!” I cried feeling nauseated “I’m a man. How in the world could I be on my period?” 

“You’re a man?” said Mr. Muscle bolding groping my buds “with titties like these, I doubt it”. 

I pushed his huge paw away and started walking briskly towards my flat. The two guys showed no signs of leaving me alone, but started following me. People on the road stared, but did nothing to stop the guys. Until I reached the flat and banged the door on their hideous faces, the boorish guys continued to pester and badger me, calling me foul, disgusting names. 

Chapter 10 - Steamy Kisses

The incident was a scarring one. I couldn’t sleep the entire night. I called up Ella at 3:00 am and narrated the traumatic experience to her. 

“What the fuck?” said Ella in a sleep-groggy voice “those boors had no business harassing you. 

Seems like it is dangerous for you to go to college any longer”. 

“But what do I do?” I said “the course lasts for four more months. I can’t afford to skip any more classes”. 

“Write a letter to your college authorities and explain that you are sick” said Ella “I’ll give you an authentic medical certificate. They will agree to guarantee you leave and allow you to write your exams at the end of the academic year”. 

“That’s a good idea” I said “but what do I do for four more months? I’ll get bored!” 

“Clara will be on leave for the next three months” said Ella “you can be her replacement. I’d love to have you as my receptionist”. 

“Wow, what a lucky coincidence” I said happily “I’d love to work as your receptionist”. 


***

Ella furnished such a solid medical certificate that the college authorities agreed to grant me leave for four months. Over the next three months, I worked as Ella’s receptionist. I wore conservative women’s clothes like shirts, pencil skirts, nude heels and kept my makeup minimal while on the job. Taking calls, fixing appointments and maintaining patients’ records were interesting. I loved making coffee for Ella and her patients. I also took great pleasure in working in the same physical space as Ella. She was so beautiful, enchanting and compassionate towards me and her other patients. I hated admitting it, but I was falling in love with her. 

Meanwhile, Ella continued conducting narcoanalysis on me. I was totally oblivious to the suggestions she was giving me during these times, but I trusted that they were for my well-being. 

I had so much faith in Ella that I didn’t even ask her what suggestions she was giving me, while I was undergoing narcoanalysis. 

It had been a total of six months since I had started taking estrogen, and my breasts had grown bigger. I found myself wearing a 32(B) unpadded bra. My waist got slimmer and my face became softer. I felt lovely, feminine and sexy. Apart from female hormones, Ella had taught me to massage my breasts with round circular motions using olive oil. Therefore, at just six months, I was significantly more feminized than most other trans women. 

Ella’s patients loved me as much as they had loved Carla. They said that I was cheerful, spirited and radiated positive energy. Their words made me wonder if consciously trying to ape Susan was beginning to have an impact. I was effortlessly speaking like her, moving like her and was

also beginning to develop a more positive mindset. However, as far as I know, I never got into the fugue state during the first six months of my feminization. 


***

The evening is young and so am I. I grab my evening cup of tea and savor every sip. After a quick shower, I dry my shoulder-length dark hair. While walking to the shower, I catch sight of myself in the mirror. I take pleasure in my flawless porcelain complexion, my long slender legs and merry blue eyes. 

 “Sultry summers a little too oft

 Sapped yet not she, the beauty” 

I’m feeling especially poetic today, though not particularly authentic. Sultry summers are non-existent in England. Therefore, I rearrange the words in my head. 

 “Icy winters a little too oft

 Withered yet not she:

 The beauty” 

I’m inspired to choose a pink summer dress today. I team it with a soft grey shrug. I shall not be a loud dresser today, but will let my natural beauty shine through. I choose a pair of beige colored boots and a matching understated handbag. I use a bit of grey eye liner on my eyelids; apply a bit of powder on my nose and use a bit of strawberry-flavored gel on my lips. I feel fresh and natural. 

I open my creative writing class notebook. The last thing I had learnt was “The fictive Dream and Scene making”. The date entered is December 9th. Heavens, that was nearly 9 months ago! 

There are just 2 months more for the course to finish. I have missed so many classes! I don’t remember why. I don’t know why. 

All I know is that I  must attend today’s class. I can’t miss it under any circumstances! I rush out into the nippy August air without even blow-drying my hair. I wonder what Miss Hailey is going to discuss today. Will she be upset that I didn’t report to class for a good 9 months? I feel awfully guilty. Miss Darlene Hailey, the grey-haired kindly teacher, had encouraged my writing so much. But I had let her down by not attending a major part of the academic year. How can I possibly make up for it? Do I take the writing course again or request Miss Hailey to give me a revision? 

The college building is situated in Kensington. As soon as the small, red-brick building comes into sight, I rush inside. Miss Hailey has already started tutoring the batch of ten students. They all look up at me as I dash in. I notice Leo Chester’s face lighten up. He looks especially handsome in a forest green jersey, black denims and boots. My heart skips a beat. I feel heat rise in my loins. I feel the urge to make love straight away. 

Miss Hailey is pleasantly surprised to see me. She enquires about my long absence. I tell her that my mother had been ill and that I had been looking after her. Miss Hailey looks duly sympathetic and offers to give personal revisions to help me catch up. I thank her, not feeling too great about having told a lie. However, I just can’t remember where I had been since the day I found myself dancing at a salsa club with a strange blonde woman. 

Miss Hailey revises “How Plot and Character Come Together to Make Stories” for my benefit. 

The other students aren’t restless, in spite of the fact that they already know what is being taught. 

I try to concentrate, but find myself glancing at Leo. He is so handsome, with such congenial grey eyes, that I can’t help looking at him! I’m flattered to note that he is looking back at me. He catches my eyes and smiles cheerfully. I give him a tantalizing smile in return. 

After the class, I start walking down the road. Leo rushes after me, calling out my name. I slow my stride down. He finally catches up with me, panting. 

“Long time, no see” he says “where  were  you?” 

“Nursing my mother” I reply “she lives in Bakewell Village”. 

“Is she better now?” asks Leo concerned. 

“She is much better, thanks for asking” I say. 

We continue walking in silence for some time. Leo finally breaks the silence. 

“I’ve missed you tremendously” he says “I’ve been looking for you everywhere. I found a guy on the train who resembled you and asked if he had a twin sister. Unfortunately, he said he had no siblings”. 

I laugh heartily. Leo joins in. 

“You’ve been desperate enough to talk to strangers in order to find me?” I asked teasingly. 

Leo’s grey eyes look at me intently. I feel myself blushing. 

“You’re a stranger to me too, Susan” he says “we’ve gone out twice, yet you don’t tell me about yourself”. 

“There is nothing to tell” I say “I’m 20 years old and very ordinary”. 

“You might be anything” says Leo caressing my cheek “but you’re not ordinary”. 

We’re standing under a willow tree. Leo continues to fondle my cheek. He leans in and says, 

“You smell very good”. His own citrus deodorant mingles with my own fresh fragrance. 

“May I return the compliment?” I ask softly. 

“Go ahead” says Leo. He leans in slowly and begins kissing me. His warm mouth explores the insides of my mouth. Before I know it, Leo is kissing me with crushing force. His hand plunges

into my deep neckline, and closes on one of my soft mounds. Jolts of pleasure run down my spine. Yet I protest meekly. 

“No” I mewl. 

Leo doesn’t pay heed to my request. His fingers pinch my nipple. I’m thrown into such ecstasy that I cry, 

“Yes, oh yes!” 

We hear sounds of footsteps. Even in the midst of throes of pleasure, common sense dawns on me. I push Leo away from me and straighten my clothes. 

“Not here” I say “there are people”. 

“Let’s go to my flat” says Leo breathlessly “it’s a short drive away”. 

He takes my hand and leads me to a classy Jaguar F-Pace parked a few meters away. He jumps into the driver seat, while I sit beside him. The twenty minute drive seems endless. Leo and I are barely able to keep our hands off each other. The effort makes us tense. Leo is sweating. I run a finger over my upper lip. It is moistened by beads of sweat. 

We reach Covent Garden. A well-lit two storied building comes into view. Leo’s flat is on the first floor. The two of us stand apart tensely in the lift. Fearing that there might be a security camera in the lift, we desist from touching each other. The effort makes me sweat a bit more. I glance at Leo. He is sweating profusely, too. 

Leo opens the lock and the two of us nearly stumble into his dark flat. We spend the next few minutes kissing, exploring and mauling each other like young wild animals. I pull Leo’s t-shirt over his head and grab his sweaty hard body. Leo pulls off my shrug and nearly rips my dress off my body. He takes off my bra and goes oral on my breasts. The ecstasy I feel is unrivalled. 

Leo’s kisses leave a trail from my breast to belly to groin. He takes off my panties and goes down on me. I hear him gasp. He reaches for the light switch. Bright lights blind me. 

The living hall has full length mirror on all sides. Suddenly, I snap out of what seemed like a surreal state. I stand up. My reflection mocks me from all four sides. 


***

I, Adam Beckwell, was standing naked in another man’s room. My penis was dangling beneath me. I froze in shock. 

I realized what has happened. I had gone into fugue state again and had turned into Susan. I didn’t remember how I’d got here. One look at the naked form of the young man in front of me told me everything. He was the same guy I had met in the tube. 

I looked at his face. Stupefaction was written all over it. 

“Susan…” he asked “is everything ok?” He obviously was too gentlemanly to ask me about my gender identity. 

“Not really” I said frankly “I’m a genetic male, who is transitioning. My psychiatrist tells me that I suffer from Split Personality Disorder due to the trauma of childhood abuse. In my fugue state, I turn into a girl called Susan and do things that I don’t remember doing. 

I remember you from the tube station. I’m sorry to have led you into believing I’m a genetic girl. 

Believe me, it wasn’t intentionally done. I suffer from an illness because of which both of us are embarrassed now. I’ll leave immediately”. 

“No, no, don’t leave. It’s difficult to believe what you said, but I will try to understand. May I understand that you remember dating with me twice about nine months ago and also making love with me until a few minutes ago?” 

“Yes, but only vaguely”. 

The guy put a reassuring hand on my shoulder. “Hey come on” he said calmly “that’s alright. 

I’m not embarrassed, at all. By the way, I’m Leo Chester, son of a fairly well-known Manchester-based businessman. I’m in London to do a creative writing course. What’s your name?” 

“Adam Beckwell” I said “but my shrink says Susan Farley is the dominant personality in me. We are working towards obliterating Adam and retaining Susan”. 

“I see” said Leo “is that why you are taking estrogen?” 

“Yes” I said. 

Leo looked pensive. “tell me about your shrink” he said “is she a good person?” 

I was taken aback by Leo’s question. “Of course she is a good person” I said laughingly “I like her very much indeed. Why do you ask?” 

“I don’t trust shrinks” said Leo “they can give you all sorts of suggestions and make you believe the decision is coming from your heart. Are you sure you want to feminize?” 

“Dead sure” I said “why? Didn’t you like me as Susan?”. 

“Listen, I liked you as Susan and I will like you whether you are Susan or Adam” said Leo sincerely “but I want you to choose your most authentic self. I want you to express yourself out of your own volition. I wouldn’t want any quack to trick you into choosing what’s not best for you out of some unknown ulterior motive” 

“Ella has no ulterior motives whatsoever!” I said defensively “besides, she is not a quack! Are you jealous of her? Well, it’s no use. I’m in love with her and would want to be with her if she feels the same way!” 

“Does your psychiatrist prefer women?” asked Leo abruptly. He had a triumphant look in his eyes, as if he had unearthed Ella’s “ulterior motive”. 

“I don’t know” I said “maybe, maybe not. What difference does it make to you? You have no business interfering in my personal life. Susan might know you well, but you’re practically a stranger to me!” 

I was miffed at Leo. I put on my clothes and started going down the stairs in a huff. Leo followed me and said, “No, I’m not jealous of your psychiatrist. But from experience I’ve known shrinks to be manipulative sometimes. I am your well-wisher and don’t want you to be exploited. But if you’re happy with her, who am I to say anything?” 

Chapter 11 - My Blessed Body

After my encounter with Leo Chester, I began to trust Ella even more. The fact that anyone could raise a finger against her angered me. Leo was still in his twenties, but claimed to know everything about the psychiatric community. To say that a shrink would plant suggestions in your head was a ludicrous idea. Well, Leo didn’t know a thing about Ella. She would do nothing unethical. She was the sweetest, most caring friend in the world and I loved her from the bottom of my heart. I hoped a day would arrive when she and I would marry and live together as legally-wed partners. 

Clara came back from her three month leave and resumed her position as receptionist. I got busy preparing for and writing my exams for both the finance and writing course. As promised, Miss Hailey helped me revise the writing class lessons and I managed to write both the exams to the best of my ability. The results would be declared after a few months and I hoped to pass in flying colors. 

Ella continued performing narcoanalysis on me. I found myself growing confident, feminine and creative. I ceased to go into the fugue state, but consciously started becoming like Susan. I dressed like a bold beautiful butterfly, expressed myself freely and wrote poetry. I showed them to Ella. She was very appreciative about them, but also offered constructive criticism. Ella was the perfect friend, philosopher, mentor and guide that I could have asked for. Also, I couldn’t have wished for a better friend. 

I’d lost my original distaste for sex and found great pleasure in watching porn videos, reading erotic literature and masturbating. I would grab my breasts, thighs and cock and pleasure myself until I came. 

One night, I had Ella over to give me pleasure. She kissed me, stimulated my breasts and anus and even gave me a blowjob. I enjoyed the pleasure Ella gave me so much that I pulled her panties down and went down on her. Once my mouth made contact with Ella’s moist wetness, I licked and swirled my tongue in all conceivable directions. Ella writhed and moaned in apparent pleasure. I felt empowered by the pleasure I was giving her and continued to eat her hungrily. I loved the way she smelt and tasted. 

I enjoyed going down on Ella so much that I started doing so regularly. I started loving the smell, touch and feel of women’s intimate feminine areas. They were so soft, sensitive and buttery! My obsession with the vagina grew to such an extent that I wanted one myself. Ella fully supported my decision to undergo bottom surgery. 

Suitable arrangements were made. I was admitted to a hospital and introduced to a top-notch surgeon, an acquaintance of Ella’s. I was under general anesthesia, but was told that my surgery would last for three hours. During the surgery, my penile skin was converted into the lining of my vaginal canal. My penis head was converted into clitoris. Remnants of the scrotum were transformed into labia. The surgeon performed another surgery immediately to improve the aesthetic appeal of my newly-minted organ. 

Ella took me to her house to nurse me. It was a huge grey multi-storied mansion situated in Belgravia with several rooms. Ella treated me like a princess during convalescence. When she wasn’t at work, she attended to me personally. She cooked nutritious meals for me, helped me dilate my newly-ordained organ and reminded me to take my anti-biotic on time. We went for long strolls in Hyde Park and reveled in the breeze, sunshine and the sight of other beautiful couples. 

SRS was a real boon in many ways. I could now wear regular panties, bikini sets, swim suits and figure-hugging clothes without being worried about my penis being silhouetted against my clothes. Ella and I took short trips around England, where I could flaunt my clothes and best friend. 

After I consciously became my best version of Susan, a very strange thing happened. I started recalling everything I had done when in the fugue state. I remembered enrolling for writing classes, meeting Leo and going to Cine Lumiere with him. I also remembered our magical evening in The Scarsdale Tavern, where I had read my poetry out to him. 

I had to admit that Leo Chester was a good, sensitive person. I’d met him once or twice after my surgery, and he’d continued to express his doubts about Ella and her intentions. Ella was my world and I couldn’t let even a so-called well-wisher like Leo say anything against her. 

Therefore, I cut off contact with Leo. Since Leo had promised not to interfere with my personal life, he didn’t bother me. Once in a while, he made a general phone call to enquire about my health, but refrained from making personal remarks or offering advice. 

The romance between Ella and me continued to blossom. Both of us stopped being coy about admitting that we were in a relationship and confessed our attraction for one another. I told Ella that I had fallen in love with her pretty soon in our therapy, but Ella told me that her feelings were more recent. She had seen me as nothing but a patient and had only been interested in my recovery. She had always believed that it was unethical to have feelings for one’s patient and had let herself admit that she had feelings for me only after my treatment had been concluded. Ella said that she was glad she had been able to cure me and find love in me. 

She had been only into men, but hadn’t been averse to dating a woman occasionally. Ella had believed that she could never feel romantic love for another woman. However, that had changed over the past few months since she had started nursing me back to health post SRS. Ella discovered herself to be a bisexual. 

I was over the moon one evening, when Ella and I walked around her sprawling terrace. Ella went down on one knee, produced a gorgeous pink diamond ring and asked me if I would be her fiancée. I jubilantly agreed to Ella’s proposal. The two of us agreed to get married in Greece a year later after we had got to know each other better. For the purpose of getting to know me better, Ella suggested that I move in with her. I packed up my belongings, vacated the Earls Court flat and moved in with my beautiful fiancée. I longed to get in touch with my mama and share the happy news with her, but decided against it. Mama would be furious if she came to know that I had transitioned into a woman and was engaged to my ex psychiatrist, a person she detested. Besides, I couldn’t fully forgive mama for turning a blind eye to dad’s crimes on me. 

I called Leo and told him about my engagement. He congratulated me soberly. Incidentally, he stopped phoning once I’d told him the good news. 

Ella and I decided our roles rather early after our engagement. It was decided that Ella would go out and earn and that I would keep the house. I started practicing to be the perfect homemaker straightaway. I learnt how to cook, and presented my love with the perfect Yorkshire pudding, Shepherds’ Pie and Cumberland sausage. Ella was usually appreciative of my culinary skills, but didn’t hesitate to point out flaws, if any. I learnt to clean, iron and maintain the house. Ella always offered honest feedback on the quality of my work. I appreciated her honest feedback, as I felt that it helped me improve in areas that I was weak in. 

Ella also gave me advice on fashion. She said that my dressing was too bizarre for the fiancée of a reputed psychiatrist. She took away my bold colorful clothes, wigs and shoes. Instead, she replaced my wardrobe with subdued grey, brown and being dresses with modest hem and necklines. My wigs were now of different styles only in the black color. I was allowed to wear heels, but they could only be in the black, white or nude hues. Ella forbade me from using bright blue, purple and black lipsticks. Even red was frowned down upon as Ella felt that they gave me a touch of brazenness. When I pointed out that Ella herself used bright red lipstick when she left for work, she smiled and said, 

“That’s different, honey. I’m a reputed professional. Patients wouldn’t take me seriously unless I dressed up as somebody. It’s called power dressing”. 

“I understand” I said quickly “I see your point”. 

Ella also disapproved of my bright manicures. She asked me to clip my nails short and use only natural, colorless nail paint. Ella said that clipped, colorless nails made my hands look “classier” 

and “less garish” than before. I found it more convenient to keep my nails short as dirt wouldn’t get trapped under my fingernails when I went about my chores. 

I initially didn’t enjoy dressing in subdued colors and keeping my hair a single color. The dresses made me feel rather matronly and far older than my twenty-two years. However, Ella seemed to be embarrassed of my original loud style and I didn’t wish to become the cause of any social awkwardness to her. She introduced me to her circle of friends, most of whom were big wigs. I would speak to them in my chirpy, open style and fearlessly express my opinions. I also didn’t pay much attention to my diction and vocabulary. 

My free-wheeling style didn’t go down well with my fiancée. She advised me to be more diplomatic, modulate my voice further and desist from using words like “kip” and “knackered”. 

According to her, using “sleep” and “tired” instead would make me sound more like a social equal. I had passed both my exams meritorious, hence felt good about myself. Ella told me that my achievements were nothing compared to hers. 

I truly loved Ella and was grateful to her for accepting me. I, therefore, tried to change and keep her happy. I tried to find joy in her happiness. 

I sometimes felt unhappy with my feminized body and wished that I hadn’t undergone SRS so hastily. I missed my penis and wished I hadn’t agreed to lose it so readily. 

Our dynamics between the sheets changed too. Ella no longer went oral on my breasts. She expected me to go down on her almost every night, but never reciprocated the favor. She said that she loathed the idea of going down on another woman as she felt that the woman’s intimate area “stunk of rotting fish”. Ella was apparently also scared of contracting an STD by performing oral sex. 

At times, she grew ravenous like a man. During these phases, Ella brutally pinched, bit and scratched me during sex. I cried out in pain and begged for her to stop brutalizing me, but she paid no attention to my pleas. Her pleasure was her only prerogative, my pain of no consequence. 

Ella also didn’t hesitate to buy a double-dildo and rape me with it whenever she felt like it. Anal sex hurt me tremendously and I requested her to spare me, but Ella paid no attention to my pleas. 

She took pleasure in anally penetrating me even when I bled. 

In the mornings, I took a cleansing shower and went about my housework. I had little or no time to neither read a book nor write poetry. In the evenings, inspiration sometimes struck me and I tried to pen down the verses that came to me. Some force in me prevented me from showing my poetry to Ella. I felt that she would offer only scathing criticism, not constructive. Nevertheless, Ella always found my poetry book and made fun of my poetry. She said that I didn’t have the flair for words anymore and should quit trying to write poetry. 

During the past six months, Ella had reveled herself to be a totally different person than the one I had fallen in love with. The woman I had thought of as sweet, warm and caring turned out to be controlling, dominating, selfish and abusive. Yet I couldn’t get myself to resent Ella. While accepting her engagement ring, I had vowed to love her and keep her happy for the rest of her life. Only a very drastic thing would propel me to leave her. 


***

One evening, Ella and I had guests. It was Dr. Arthur Wright and his wife Dr. Lacy Wright. Both were medical doctors, and good friends of Ella. 

Ella dressed up to the nines to receive the guests. She wore a golden off- shoulder gown with faux fur and towered over everyone in 6 inch heels. I, on the other head, was ordered to put on a simple grey dress with a pair of white sandals. I was introduced to Arthur and Lacy as Ella’s fiancée, but felt more like her maid. I was treated like one too, as Ella asked me to make tea for the guests as soon as we were introduced. 

I scampered into the kitchen, which was situated next to the living room. As I put in tea leaves into a container of boiling water, I overheard fragments of conversation. 

“So, Ella” Arthur asked “what are you doing with yourself apart from work and romance?”. 

“Oh plenty, Arthur” I heard Ella say “I have found myself a new hobby” 

“A new hobby?!” Lacy echoed “how exciting. What is it?” 

“I write poetry” I heard Ella say in pseudo-modest tones. 

“That’s great” said Arthur enthusiastically “I never knew you had a poetic side to you”. 

“I kept it well-hidden” replied Ella. 

“Well, we’ll not allow you to keep it a secret anymore” said Lacy “read out some of your poetry to us”. 

“Wait a minute” said Ella “I have penned it down in a notebook, which is in the bedroom. I’ll get it”. 

“Hurry” cooed Lacy “we’re waiting”. 

I heard the sound of Ella’s high heels as she traipsed up to our bedroom. After a few minutes, I heard her return to the living room. I heard the sound of rustling of paper. When Ella read out

“her” poetry, I froze in shock. 

 “My evenings await your promises

 My nights await your dreams

 My dreams await your arms

 My emotions await your passion

 I lie in wait of sweet solecisms

 I lie in wait of beautiful sins”. 

Arthur and Lacy applauded thunderously. A tea cup slipped of my hands. It crashed on the floor. 

I heard the sound of breaking porcelain and of my own heart. 


***

I lay awake, staring at the ceiling. It was nearly 3:00 am and I hadn’t been able to fall asleep. 

Beside me, Ella slept like a log. She obviously felt no guilt about presenting my poem as her own and earning her friends’ admiration. 

Her betrayal had reached its pinnacle. Not only was Ella a totally different person that what I had initially perceived her to be, but she was also a mean unethical one. She had got engaged to me just to control me, make me work like a slave and steal my poetry. Leo and my mama had warned me about Ella’s ulterior motives. I started reflecting if there was any truth in their words. 

Ella’s recent behavior proved that mama and Leo had been right. I should have heeded their warnings. Ella had hatched a conspiracy right from the day she had met me. She had established a great rapport with me and made me emotionally dependant on her. She had deliberately used narcoanalysis to make me believe that I wished to be a girl. However, I wasn’t hundred percent comfortable in my feminized body and yearned to have my penis back. When under drugged

hypnosis, Ella had probably planted false suggestions towards feminization in my mind. That’s because she had become obsessed with Susan and wished to possess her body, mind and soul. 

Ella had planted suggestions of feminization in me and had feminized me by guile. 

She also led me to believe that Susan was the stronger personality, not Adam. To give Ella credit, there may have been some truth in this theory. However, I now began to wonder if Ella had made up the fact that I suffered from GID. My mind could have chosen my alter to be a girl because it felt that dad wouldn’t abuse me if I was a girl. I chose a girl to be my alter to escape sexual abuse, not because I had GID like Ella had suggested. 

Anyways, it was no use ruminating on what my deceptive fiancé had done and hadn’t done. I had to find a way to escape this hell. However, I had no idea as to where I would go and what I would do. I couldn’t go back to mama, as I felt betrayed that she had turned a blind eye towards what dad had done to me. Nor did I have any friends I could turn to during this time of distress. 

Feeling hopeless and desolate, I felt myself drifting off to sleep. 


***

The next day, Ella and I went out for dinner at the Le Gavroche. Ella probably made this generous gesture as she felt guilty about presenting my poem as her own. It was the first time we’d been out in months. I was spared drudgery for once and treated to a lavish meal. 

I wore a simple brown dress with flat white pumps. A black braid wig had been chosen for me for the occasion. I wore light pastel makeup. 

Ella was dressed like a diva. She wore a lovely, strapless red gown with six inch stilettos. Her blonde hair glimmered like the early morning sun. She also sported her trademark red lipstick. 

We ate our oysters and sipped our champagne in silence. Ella constantly checked her cell phone for messages, resolutely refusing to meet my eye. I felt superfluous and ignored, as if I had become a drab useless burden on this seemingly important woman. I looked around me, looking for stimulus. 

I saw a beautiful couple enjoying a meal together. They were young and carefree. They heartily ate fish and chips and robustly drank their beer, laughing and teasing each other. The young woman was a lovely, petite red head. The man had red hair too and I…for a moment, I held my breath. He was none other than Leo. 

Leo had found love and camaraderie in another woman. I was happy for him. He was my true friend and well-wisher. Had I heeded his words, I would have been in a better position today. 

Leo was so busy chatting with his girlfriend that he didn’t notice me. Ella and I finished our meal, settled the bill and started walking out of the restaurant. As we ambled out, I passed Leo’s table. He noticed me this time. It seems he took a moment to recognize me in my drab brown dress and matronly wig. He chivalrously stood up and said, “Hello, Susan”. The girl with him turned around to look at me. She looked stunning in her midnight blue gown and smoky eyes. I was embarrassed to be dressed so drably. I said a quick “Hello” to Leo and dashed out with Ella

before Leo had a chance to introduce me to his gorgeous girlfriend. 

Ella and I drove home in silence. As soon as we reached home, Ella changed into pajamas and went to bed. She was an early sleeper, while I often found myself struggling to sleep until the wee hours of the morning. I decided to go to the terrace and get some fresh air. 

I was strolling on the terrace, when my cell phone rang. I nearly jumped out of my skin. Leo was calling me! 

I picked up the phone and heard his sensuous, deep voice. Leo came straight to the point. 

“Hello yourself” he said “are you okay?” 

“Of course I am” I lied “why wouldn’t I be?” 

“You didn’t look too happy at the restaurant” said Leo suspiciously. 

“Oh…I just didn’t wish to disturb you and your girlfriend” I said airily. 

“That wasn’t my girlfriend, silly” said Leo “that was my sister, Sally”. 

For some reason, I felt relieved. “I see” I said. 

“It was great to see you with your fiancée though” said Leo. 

I couldn’t get myself to say anything. I remained silent. 

Leo was perceptive enough to read between my silences. “You aren’t happy, are you, Susan?” he asked. 

I found that I was unable to lie. Before I could control myself, I found myself telling Leo about all the ordeals I had faced in the past six months. Leo had apparently not kept in touch because he didn’t wish to come between me and Ella. He now wished he had made a few more phone calls after I told him about my engagement to Ella. 

“I wish I had phoned you more often” he said apologetically “I feel responsible for what happened”. 

“You don’t have to say sorry” I said “it’s I who believed in love and got betrayed”. 

“Are you ready to give yourself another chance?” Leo asked. 

“What do you mean?” I asked puzzled. 

“I love you from the bottom of my heart, Susan” Leo said earnestly “I wish to marry you. Let’s elope tomorrow. Keep your bags packed”. 

My heart leapt. Life was giving me a second chance at love. “Leo” I said breathlessly “are you serious?” 

“I am, my love”. 


***

Ella went to work the next morning. After she had left, I took off my drab clothes and dressed in a bright orange and blue dress. I coupled it with a stylish pink wig, fuchsia pink lipstick and blue boots. I felt spirited, cheerful and confident like the original Susan! 

Leo arrived at 11 am, looking dashing in a pair of blue jeans, red sweater and brown boots. He had got three packed suitcases with him. He was thrilled to see me like my original self. I had packed my belongings too. 

Leo had booked two flight tickets to France. We drove to the airport. As I boarded the plane and fastened the seatbelt, I couldn’t help thinking about Ella. After all, one’s first love is always special. 

Ella would have got back from work and would have discovered that I was gone. She’s probably be looking at the diamond engagement ring I had returned and reading the note enclosed with it which said, “Dear Ella, I’m going very far away from you. Never ever try to find me. Love, Susan”. 

The End

Introduction and Character Profile

Introduction: 21-year-old Adam Beckwell is a loner. He is made fun of for his conservative of dressing, his stiff upper lip and his extreme fear of sex. 

His neighbor, 19-year-old Susan Farley, is a social butterfly. She dresses in bold bright colors, expresses herself freely and loves sex. 

When Adam develops depression and meets psychiatrist, Dr. Ella Brown, he discovers that he and Susan are the same person! Ella convinces Adam that he suffers from Dissociative Personality Disorder as well as Gender Identity Disorder (GID). She tells Adam that Susan represents his self and encourages him to express himself as Susan would. Slowly, Adam develops a desire to feminize and develop a body like a woman’s. 

Adam has had a great rapport with Ella from Day 1. He slowly starts falling in love with his seemingly warm, encouraging therapist. However, it is only when Adam/Susan and Ella get engaged that Adam discovers that Ella has a dark side. 

Character Profiles:

Adam Beckwell: is a 21-year-old student of finance. He is 5’7 and slender, with brown hair and soulful brown eyes. Adam is always gloomy, fears expressing himself and is disgusted by sex. 

He is teased by his classmates and called “stuffed shirt”. Adam is easily suggestible and believes each word his psychiatrist tells him. He is emotionally dependent and is incapable of making his own decisions. 

Susan Farley: is Adam’s 19-year-old neighbor. She is 5’7 and slender, with black hair and cornflower blue eyes. Susan loves life. She has a sunny temperament, dresses boldly and isn’t afraid to express herself. She loves the good things in life like writing poetry and masturbating. 

Susan takes a writing class in London, where she meets the love of her life. 

Dr. Ella Brown: is a reputed 38-year-old psychiatrist who practices in Kensington. She is 5’5, blonde and sturdily built. Ella’s violet eyes have a hypnotic charm. She comes across as warm, empathetic and encouraging. She becomes Adam’s psychiatrist, friend and philosopher. 

She tells Adam that he must express himself as Susan. She encourages him to wear women’s clothing, write poetry and masturbate. Ella supports Adam’s decision to feminize. 

Leo Chester: is Susan’s 22-year-old friend. Leo is 6 feet tall and handsome, with red hair and grey eyes. He is a rich business man’s son, who is taking the same writing course as Susan. 

Leo takes Susan out on two dates. He finds her pretty, bewitching and enigmatic. He loves her dressing style and is blown away by her poetry. Leo truly loves Susan and is supportive of her. 

Molly Beckwell: is Adam’s 55-year-old mother. She is a kindergarten teacher, a strict Christian

and a careless mom. Molly leaves her only son in charge of her not-so-stable househusband. 

Molly has an idea that her husband is a pedophile who is abusing their son, but doesn’t wish to accept the truth. 

Lewis Beckwell: is Adam’s deceased father. He succumbed to Hodgkin’s Lymphoma at age 57. 

He was a househusband, who was expected to look after Adam. Lewis pretended to be a very strict Christian, but was a gay pedophile, who abused his son on multiple occasions. He was also physically violent man, who suppressed his son’s natural instinct towards English literature and poetry. He wanted his son to study “hard facts” and pushed him towards the finance field. 

Due to the abuse he suffered as a child, Adam develops Dissociative Personality Disorder. He creates a female alter called Susan, who can never be abused by a gay pedophile. Susan dresses and expresses herself as she likes. She is a carefree girl, who writes poetry. 

Clara Smith: is Ella’s beautiful, black receptionist. Clara is in her early 20s, tall and statuesque. 

She is friendly and polite. When Clara goes on a 3 month leave, Susan replaces her as the receptionist. 

Darlene Hailey: is an elderly teacher, who teaches writing. Miss Hailey thinks Susan is talented and encourages her writing. Miss Hailey is shocked when Susan misses classes for 9 months. 

When she hears of reasons for Susan’s absence, she is sympathetic. Miss Hailey helps Susan to catch up with her lessons and pass her exams. 

Arthur Wright: is a doctor and a friend of Ella’s. He visits Ella’s home and asks if she has got any new hobbies. Ella replies in the affirmative and replies that she has started writing poetry. 

Lacy Wright: is a doctor and Arthur’s wife. She is interested in listening to the poetry Ella has supposedly written. Ella reads out Susan’s poetry and pretends it is her own. 

Sally Chester: is Leo Chester’s sister. Susan sees her with Leo in a restaurant and confuses her to be his girlfriend. 

Hugh Clark: is the portly middle-aged landlord of a block of student housing. In order to ascertain that Susan exists, Adam asks Mr. Clark to give him the key to Susan’s flat. Hugh Clark tells Adam that the flat is in an uninhabitable condition. Adam insists on seeing the flat. Clark accompanies Adam to the flat and opens the lock. Adam realizes that the flat is not ready for human occupancy. 

---------------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

[Recently Published]

Slippery Slope in a Reality Show: feminized by destiny

The 23-year-old protagonist is one of the contestants of Pyar Villa, a reality show in which 7

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

Embarassing Punishment: a transgender romance story

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

Playmate: a transgender romance story

Ten year old Daryl has been more like an adoptive “sister” to Rupert Meadows, the young scion of a rich business family. It is customary for eleven year old Rupert to dress Daryl as a “bride” 

and playact being married to him. Disapproving of the two boys’ closeness and silly games, Rupert’s father sends Rupert away to a boarding school in Berkshire and, subsequently, to the US, far away from Daryl. When the two guys meet as adults, sparks fly.  Daryl undergoes sex change to please his lover. 

Impersonators: go out for wool and come home shorn

Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18 year old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo. They fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen, but the girls don’t reciprocate the boys’

interest. 

In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. 

Missing in Nepal:forced feminization into damsel in distress

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

Feminine Desire: a monk who failed to be a nun

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

Forbidden - Transgender Horror  series

Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis

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

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. 

The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

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

Forbidden Gift

Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. 

Trevor is neglected by his parents and is ostracized by the community that believes him to be Satan. As a result, the misunderstood child becomes silent and withdrawn. Trevor’s alienation is taken advantage of by family physician and secret pedophile Dr. Jacob Fallon who manages to win Trevor’s parents’ trust and gain informal custody of the troubled child. Once he has gained systematic access to Trevor, Dr. Fallon brainwashes Trevor into believing that he is the

reincarnate of the wicked biblical queen, Jezebel. Over the next few years, Trevor is forcibly feminized and is now called Tessa. Tessa suffers horrendous abuse at the hands of his guardian for ten long years. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

Forbidden Island

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

Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment

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

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform  series

A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre

Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—

with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. 

Finn O’Brien is a 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. 

The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

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

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write

the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. 

He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. 

Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. 

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

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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

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

Hijra, the Third Gender  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his

not-so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

Dance Like a Woman

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of

"hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. 

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

Transgender Sleuth  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. 

Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

Other Books

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. 

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

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

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

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

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her

“massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. 

While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

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

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

This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. 

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

Dreams Don't Die

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’

union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. 

Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. 

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. 

Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston

as gorgeous 19 year old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Will she succeed in her designs? 

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. 

The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150 years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows

there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 
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