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Chapter 1 - A Pretty Boy

"Your cane isn’t big enough" said Alfred Batista "If you want to hook big fish, you’re going to need a longer rod". 

"How about this?" said Ethan Faria, chopping off a longer cane of bamboo and holding it up for his friend for approval. "Yeah, that’s cool" said Alfred appraising the rod approvingly. "Long enough for the purpose". At 18, Alfred was probably the prettiest boy who existed on the planet. 

He was 5 feet 7 inches tall, lean and had the face of an angel. His face was yet devoid of hair and voice silky like girls’. Alfred loved sports, especially fishing and soccer. 

"So, I trim off the leaves next, right?" asked Ethan holding up the bamboo stick. Alfred nodded. 

Ethan proceeded to methodically scrap extraneous materials off the bamboo. He was the same age as Alfred, but extremely different in appearance. He was 5 feet 10 inches tall, was reed thin and had a lean dusky face like most local Goans. Unlike Alfred’s, Ethan’s voice was deep. Even though he had freshly shaven, hints of rough stubble could be discerned on his chin. Ethan certainly looked manlier than Alfred. Yet, character-wise, he was the more effeminate of the two. 

Both boys lived in a small fishing village with lots of creeks, fields and coconut trees. The town had some exquisite Portuguese Baroque style buildings and charming old villas. The riverside, speckled with brightly white washed houses and wrought-iron balconies, offered a pretty view. 

As the boys crossed cobbled alleys teeming with quaint old taverns and cafes, they came across a group of boys playing soccer. Ethan was keen on getting away, but Alfred stopped. "Will you please let me kick?" he asked one of the boys. "Ha! The runt wants to kick" sniggered a burly hirsute specimen. 

"The pretty one with a pussy wants to play with guys" his cocky, squat friend drawled. 

Nevertheless, the defenders passed the ball. Alfred caught it up and kicked the ball perfectly. The ball surged high in the air. The defenders and midfielders poised themselves to follow the ball. 

Everyone held their breath. The ball hit the goal. "The runt with a pussy" had scored a goal. 

The boys watched the retreating figures of Alfred and Ethan. Ethan turned back to note an expression of desire and amazement on their faces. It was as if lust was written all over them. 

Imagining a hypothetical situation in which Alfred had a vagina, the guys would definitely have liked to slide their fast burgeoning cocks into his pussy. Though Ethan loved Alfred as much as he would a brother, Ethan felt a stab of jealousy. It was  he who wanted to be ogled at, coveted and chased. Belying his manly appearance, Ethan fantasized about being a girl. When no one was around, he wore his sister’s dresses and bedaubed himself with his mother’s makeup. The act was his guiltiest pleasure. Ethan felt the same horrible envy pierce his heart when he heard the bed of his sister’s room creaking. The young wild animal-like sounds of his sister and her boyfriend making love made him go a terrible shade of green. Deep inside, Ethan was indisputably and undeniably feminine. 

As they passed the huge bell standing in the church of Immaculate Conception, Ethan said to Albert "A traveling circus is in town, you know". 

"A traveling circus?" said Alfred still thinking about soccer and fishing. 

"Yes, the Esplendor Circus from Spain!" said his friend with his eyes shining. "They are going to put it up in the huge grounds behind the Church Square. Marco went there with his parents yesterday. He couldn’t stop talking about the performing monkeys, trapeze artists and puppeteers. But most of all he spoke about Lucio. Everyone in town is talking about Lucio…" 

"Who’s Lucio?" asked Alfred vaguely recalling the ways and means his dad had taught him to bait fish. "Is he a performing artist of something?" 

"It would be wrong to call Lucio that way" admitted Ethan. "He is an extremely bright parrot who is fluent in seven different European languages. Marco said that Lucio was especially proficient in using expletives. Apparently, Lucio called the ring master a "blooding fucking little slut". Mrs. D’Costa was so shocked that she tried to cover her son’s ears with her prudish hands. 

But it was too late. Marco had already heard!". Ethan laughed uproariously. 

Alfred joined him. "Man, Lucio sounds like  some parrot!” He remarked "we must go to the circus". 

"Great!" said Ethan "Shall I get other guys along? The show starts at eight". 

"Fine" said Alfred "How much are the tickets?" 

"Thirty dollars….something like that" said Ethan. 

Alfred made quick calculations in his head. He discovered that his pocket money would suffice to cover the expenses. He wouldn’t have to coax his old man to give him money. He told Ethan that they’d walk down to the ground behind Church Square at 7 pm. 

A group of five boys set out at 7 pm. Alfred was dressed in his dandiest suit that he had reserved for the Sunday’s mass: A navy blue pinstriped suit with a white shirt, a peaked lapel and a pink tie that went along with his rosy cheeks. Like a good young man, he paired them with a clean pair of light blue socks and black polished loafers. He wore a pair of silver cuff-links his grandfather had given him before he passed away. Before leaving, Alfred’s mother attached a little pink rose in his button hole, gave him a bag of apples and said: "Enjoy yourself, darling. 

Come home as soon as the show is over. No loitering around. There’d be many a crook prowling around to whisk off pretty boys! ". 

"I am not a child!" Alfred protested "besides, I am not a girl". 

"You’re no less prettier than one" Alfred’s mom laughed Like most young boys on the cusp of manhood, Alfred didn’t like his mother’s comment. He sulkily joined Ethan and his other friends waiting outside. They walked through creeks, baroque style buildings and enchanting villas before they finally reached the Church Square. As he heard the revelry: excited squeals and merriment of the crowds in the grounds behind it, Alfred’s heart swelled with a kind of unknown pleasure. A foreign circus, one that boasted of a talking parrot, was here! In spite of having Portuguese roots, Alfred had led a sheltered life in Goa and hadn’t

seen any foreigners. He found his first prospective encounter with the outside world exciting beyond imagination. 

The sprawling rented hall was lit up like a golden palace. Yellow bulbs adorning its surface glittered like glorious stars. A board right in front proclaimed "Esplendor Circus" in big capital letters. Under it was a billboard bearing pictures of acrobats swinging two and fro, monkeys dressed as clowns, trapeze artists and a magnified image of the renowned Lucio: the talking parrot. He was a pretty striking bird with a blue face, a purple crown, a bright green crest, a chest with interspersed fluffy orange and golden feathers and a greenish flank. His wing shaft and tail were of the same bright yellow hue. Alfred noticed that Lucio’s beak and claws were as razor sharp as his tongue was supposed to be. Alfred sneaked a peek inside the circus and saw a majestic elevated platform covered with striped curtains. There were seats in front of the stage as well as side galleries, meant to accommodate a sizeable crowd. Alfred felt a tinge of excitement at the pit of his stomach, wondering what lay behind the stage or, for that matter, what life on stage would be like. 

A little man dressed as a maharaja, in tight red leggings, a  kurta and a golden turban, chaperoning an elaborately adorned elephant with a howdah on its back, broke into Alfred’s reverie. "Tickets this way please" he beckoned towards the counter. Albert moved towards the counter with his friends in tow. The tallest boy in the group collected the money of the six other boys and paid the guy dispatching tickets in bulk. Subsequently, the boys heard the enticing tinkle of the cotton candy cart and flocked to it like ants. Alfred mannishly desisted. He didn’t think eating sticky fluffy cotton candy behooved a young man of 18. Giving his friends a contemptuous glance, he ambled towards the back of the hall. Absorbed in their juvenile sugary orgasms, the other boys didn’t notice. 

The night air was cool on Alfred’s skin. Emboldened by the freshness it bestowed to the night, Alfred sauntered deeper into the back of the circus. It was suddenly as if the innocence of the pristine night had been ruined. The air suddenly smelled filthy: of decaying food, animal waste, pus and blood. Alfred realized that he had come to the enclosure the circus animals were imprisoned in. He saw sad looking parrots with their wings clipped. Alfred noticed that they had been put in cages without perches, forcing them to haplessly cling to a side. Cages bearing lions, tigers, bears and dogs looked as if they hadn’t been swept in ages. The food dishes which hadn’t been cleared had flies swarming to them. They gave out an unbearably strong reek. Horses, with their hind legs tied together, hobbled around limited distances, half-heartedly chewing on dried decayed-looking hay. Shackled elephants, tethered right in front, trampled on their own filth and waste. Alfred noticed that one was missing an eye and was also suffering from an especially bad sore on its side. 

"What an irony!" said Alfred to himself "Esplendor Circus is beautiful to view, but is so full of cruel dark secrets inside!". He remembered the bag of apples his mother had given him. Alfred was moved enough to salvage a few and give them to the one-eyed elephant one by one. Little did he know that this naïve action would be used against him in such a manner that his innocent life would change forever. 



Chapter 2 - Star Attraction in the Menagerie Claudio Ruiz, the animal trainer cum manager of the circus was putting up one last rehearsal before the show. "Jump" he ordered the magnificent, tranquilized lion, indicating the giant ring of fire. The majestic lion refused to budge from his place. Since he was accustomed to ruling in the great wilds, he saw no reason to obey the fellow in front of him. Tranquilizing had dulled the lion, but he still hadn’t lost his original spirit. He wasn’t aware that his talons and teeth had been removed, rendering them useless. 

"Jump!" commanded Ruiz, louder this time. The lion was still obstinate. The ring master retrieved a seven foot whip which lay coiled in the depths of his pockets. He brought it down on the regal animal’s skin in a flash. The lion growled and attacked Ruiz. In the absence of incisors and talons, he was as ineffectual as a stuffed toy. Ruiz cackled in triumph. He brought the whip in contact with the animal’s skin again; so barbarically that it tore a piece of fur off the poor animal. The lion growled in one final display of authority. Then, giving up dregs of pride, he jumped into the blazing ring. A smirk touched the corners of Claudio Ruiz’s lips. 

Ruiz’s physical appearance matched his soul. He was a dark man of average height and skinny in an unhealthy manner. Ruiz’s black greasy hair, seldom washed and allowed to grow up to right below the shoulders, was ridden with lice. His face was as dark and oily as a gypsy’s, without any of their accompanying charm. Ruiz’s haphazardly spaced teeth were rotting. His wide and menacing eyes were lined with a liberal quantity of kohl. Necklaces of talons of animals graced Ruiz’s neck. His skinny hands were reptilian and knotty. 

Ruiz was 34 years old and had been with the circus since he was 14. He had started off as a unicyclist, but his penchant for the savage and the aggressive had made the like-minded manager, Desi Mendoza promoted him soon. Ruiz was first made the ring master, and gradually the manager of Esplendor Circus. Instead of empathizing with performers, Ruiz took pleasure in harassing them. 

"Ruiz!" presently came Mendoza’s bellow from behind barricade of curtains "Have you seen Lucio? Goddamn it, where is that fucking talking parrot?" 

"He was right here in the morning" replied Ruiz staring at Lucio’s empty cage "calling me all sorts of unmentionable names". 

"Which you no doubt deserve" Mendoza muttered under his breath "but where the frigging hell is he now?" 

"What the fuck do I know?!" exploded Ruiz, his dark face going beet red "I train the animals, keep taps on the performers, inspect the stage, maintain the registers--and you have the gall to ask me to mind that impertinent parrot too? What the hell do  you do all day long, you ugly fat old dolt?" The above description was quite apt for Mendoza who at 50 had wrinkly lines running both vertically and horizontally across his face like clashing tectonic plates. He had a small snub nose and tiny pig-like eyes. Mendoza was jowly, with a portly barrel instead of a figure. 

He took Ruiz’s insult with equanimity. The duo had been together for so long, had been partners in so many crimes, that a kind of malevolent bond had developed between them. Even if not related, they were brothers, or rather twin souls in fiendish endeavors. 

"Lucio’s wings were clipped, so he couldn’t have flown away" said Ruiz eventually calming down. "We can only draw the conclusion that some bugger, who had nothing else to do this scorching afternoon, made a sneaky entry in through the back door, stole the star of our show and fled! After all, who’d let go of a parrot that spoke seven languages? The bird was worth quite a sum. I am quite certain the cocksucker thief is rolling in cash by now". 

"Ruiz honey, do something" the walrus-like Mendoza wailed like a young girl "we’ve advertised Lucio as the star of the show. Esplendor Circus revolves around that bird. Everybody in every town in every country we’ve visited comes to see Lucio  especially. It’s no different here. If he’s not found, I’ll go bankrupt! I’d be ruined! We’d be on the streets!" 

"Relax relax, Big Papa" whispered Ruiz taking Mendoza’s big head in his arms and cradling it

"I’ll look for him. Perhaps he’s loitering about the area we keep the animals in. These four legged creatures sometimes get it into their heads to hobnob". 

He opened the exit door and walked among the animals with long, ominous strides. As Ruiz grew close to the bird’s enclosure, the feathered creatures screeched in terror and clawed their way up their cages in terror. Ruiz checked thoroughly and discovered that Lucio wasn’t hidden among them. As he approached the animal enclosure, the lions nervously paced up and down, the bears bobbled their heads in neurotic fear and the petrified monkeys gnawed at the cage bars in panic. The horses rose high up in the air with their front foot forward and the elephants trumpeted, terrified. Alfred saw Ruiz come in and was astounded as to how terrified animals could be when they see a human. 

Ruiz saw Alfred and stopped in his tracks. Never in his wildest dreams had Ruiz envisaged such a beautiful face. Esplendor was a traveling circus; Ruiz had seen the whole world and many beautiful girls, but goddamn! This boy gave every bleating-sniveling, hanky-panky chick a run for her money! "Why did the Good God above ever think of creating a woman, if he could conjure up a boy as beautiful as this?" ruminated Ruiz. His eyes roved on Alfred’s glittering red hair, round face and pink cheeks. Ruiz noted that Alfred had enormous blue eyes, with eyelashes as long and curled as a girl’s. While gazing at the elephant, Alfred’s rose petal-like lips curved into a smile, giving Ruiz a glimpse of his even pearly white teeth. Ruiz was bedazzled. He disappeared inside. Alfred forgot all about the evil Ruiz and started feeding the startled elephant again. Surreptitiously, and without Alfred’s knowledge, Ruiz retrieved a sign from an old forgotten corner of the basement--one which he and Mendoza had dismissed as redundant and thrown to in a forgotten corner of the attic. It read: "Feeding animals is prohibited. Anybody who does so will be fined $100". 

Then he went inside to fetch Mendoza. "Look there, Big Papa" he said pointing euphorically at Alfred "isn’t he a find?" 

"I thought you’d found Lucio" said Mendoza furiously "and you’re showing me some goddamn boy". 

"He’s so extraordinarily beautiful, Big Papa" said Ruiz, leering at the young boy from a distance

"Are you thinking what I am thinking?" 

"No" said the unimaginative Mendoza blankly "I still don’t understand what he has to do with Lucio". 

"To deflect attention from Lucio’s absence" said Ruiz rubbing his hands in glee "we could put this little beauty in the exotic menagerie and declare him the star of the show! He would outshine the musk deer, python, koala, panda, everything! Believe me, Big Papa, when the crowds clap their eyes on this boy, they’ll forget they’d ever heard of Lucio!". 

"But how will you go about managing it?" Mendoza asked "besides, I doubt if a young boy would evoke as much interest as a girl". 

"You leave that to me" smirked Ruiz and started taking baneful strides towards Alfred. "Don’t you know, boy" he presently said in stentorian tones "that feeding animals is against the rules". 

"I wasn’t aware, Sir" said Alfred politely. 

"You can read, can’t you?" 

"Yes, of course". 

Ruiz sternly pointed towards the board. Alfred’s baby blue eyes opened wide in shock. Ruiz raised an eyebrow triumphantly. 

"I am afraid I don’t have that much money with me, Sir" said the boy uneasily. 

"Well, rules are rules, young man". 

"You could keep this" said Alfred taking off his silver cuff-link "meanwhile, I’ll go home, borrow money from my parents and pay the penalty". Ruiz was appraising the cuff-link with an expert eye. "This thing would be worth at least 300 dollars" he was thinking "but I am not going to give up long-term prospects for foolish short term gains" he thought. Aloud, he said "Ha! This wouldn’t come up to even $25!" 

Ruiz’s black kohl-lined eyes bore into Alfred. Alfred was, by now, trembling all over like a leaf. 

There was something about Ruiz—something Alfred couldn’t place a finger on—that frightened him. He vaguely wondered why the animals had reacted the way they did upon seeing Ruiz. 

"So, how do you propose to pay me back, young man?" Ruiz said his voice suddenly as smooth as butter. However, it had undercurrents of something lethal under it. 

"I really don’t know, Sir" said the poor young boy. 

"Would you care to be a part of the show tonight?" Ruiz asked "we’ll consider your services as pay". 

"Sure, but I haven’t rehearsed" said Alfred

"That shouldn’t be a problem" said Ruiz calmly "however, you should do whatever we tell you to". 

Alfred nodded. Ruiz took him backstage and introduced him to Mendoza. Alfred didn’t realize the implication of the winks the two men exchanged. 

"Okay, let’s get to work shall we?" said Ruiz. He had Alfred strip down to his underwear and asked him to change into a pair of tan leggings. Alfred did as told in a dazed, confused manner, disconcerted by Ruiz’s salacious gaze on him. A bit of the man’s tongue had rolled off his mouth and was dripping saliva. "Really, he’s drooling like a dog" thought Alfred as he adjusted the leggings around his waist "It’s disgusting". Like an able conjurer, Alfred produced a glimmering bespangled short pink dress with silver sequins stitched all over it. He put it over Alfred’s neck, impatiently yanked his chubby arms through the arm holes and let out a satisfied sigh as the dress sat with apt grace over Alfred’s small waist. 

"Hey, what is this all about?" Alfred asked feeling extremely uneasy in a girl gymnast’s tiny frock. 

"Nothing you didn’t agree to do, pal" said Ruiz scratching his lice-laden locks. Then out of the blue asked, "Have you had a wet dream yet?" 

"Sir, I’d like to ask you to mind your business" said Alfred quietly, but with dignity. 

"I take that as a “No” said Ruiz and salvaged a wig made of the silkiest, golden hair imaginable. 

He proceeded to put it over Alfred’s curly red mop of hair. "There" said Ruiz "that goes much better with your blue eyes than red hair". "Not really", Alfred muttered but didn’t protest vehemently. After all, the ridiculous pantomime would last only a day. He even obliged Ruiz by wearing the glittering silver-sequined moccasins on his feet. "There’s a good girl" Ruiz stood a little distance away and gawked. "However, there is one thing girls have that you don’t". He looked at Alfred’s flat chest and sniggered. Alfred felt his cheeks go hot. A slow blush was beginning to creep up his face. "Sophie!" Ruiz suddenly bellowed in his booming ring-master’s voice "get me your falsies, will you?!". Sophie, a meek little woman of indeterminate age, appeared with two conical skin-color apertures which were apparently a ludicrous imitation of a woman’s breasts. Ruiz pulled the neck line of Alfred’s dress and tried inserting them inside, but they came tumbling down like unsteady little hillocks. Realizing that it would be useless to try and insert them without a bra, Ruiz barged into one of the female performer’s rooms and presently returned holding a pink lacy bit of cloth. He directed Alfred to take his frock off, slid the little bra into his arms, inserted the falsies into each cup and fastened the bra hook at the back. Alfred felt terrible, as if he was carrying veritable mountains on his chest. "Great!" he was thinking sardonically "all I needed now was a pair of falsies pointing in all directions!". 

He stood still as Ruiz painted his face to increase his likeness to a doll. The expert makeup made Alfred’s eyes look even gigantic and his nose narrower. Ruiz painted Alfred’s lips the same raspberry hue as the dress. 

"What am I to do now?" Alfred asked resignedly. 

"Be a good girl and go and stand in the menagerie" Ruiz directed the boy towards a menagerie

teeming with exotic animals like snakes, gazelles, musk deer, koalas and pandas. A royal Bengal tiger sat regally and sedately in a corner. 

"There’s a tiger in there!" the startled boy burst out "it will devour me alive!" 

"Don’t fret,  belleza (beautiful)" grinned Ruiz putting all his thirty-two crooked, decayed enamels on display "he has been defanged. So have the snakes. The tiger’s talons have also been removed". Alfred shuddered as Ruiz pointed to the plethora of talon necklaces adorning his neck. 

"You’re horrible" Alfred murmured getting into the cage. 

"Comes with the territory" shrugged Ruiz least affected. 

Just then, Mendoza stuck his pig-like face in and spoke in urgent whispers with Ruiz. Alfred gathered that the show was to begin in a few minutes. There was much flurry, confusion and hubbub around, with Ruiz trying to check if the ropes and metal straps acrobats were to swing through were sturdy, if all the animals and birds were in place, and if the performers were ready. 

He returned a few minutes later, beads of sweat glistening on his forehead. Sweat made Ruiz smell worse than the animal enclosure. 

"The menagerie will be displayed in the end" he told Alfred abstractedly "until then, you stay in the wings and watch". Alfred nodded, happy that he’d be getting to see what he had paid for. 

Five locals who had been employed, carried the cage bearing Alfred and the animals to the wings. Ruiz disappeared, barking instructions at a group of acrobats. Mendoza was busy talking to men who looked like touts. 

Alfred waited impatiently in the semi-darkness. One of the snakes had decided slither up to him and managed to coil around his ankle. He could feel its cold dankness permeate through the flimsy fabric of his leggings. Alfred was well aware of the snake’s non-venomous nature, still had goose bumps from having it curl around his foot in that creepy manner. He kicked his foot hard in the air and flung the snake a few feet away. "Ugh!" he muttered "this is turning out to be one nightmarish experience" 

Finally, the curtain lifted to the sound of thunderous applause. Alfred could see the crowds seated in front of the stage and among the galleries. He cast an eye for his friends; he saw Ethan and three others seated from where his view permitted. They still seemed to be looking hither-thither, probably wondering where Alfred had disappeared. 

The show was commenced by a monkey dressed in overalls and a cap, riding a tricycle. An equally well dressed baby monkey drove in a side car along with her. Then a man in a tight superman-like body fitting suit gingerly walked on a rope that had been cast above a height of 20

feet. As he made his way from the beginning to the end of the rope, the crowd held its breath and so did Alfred. He had done it with such agility and dexterity that it was hard to believe he was human. Then the juggler arrived, rakishly flinging balls in the air before expertly catching them with her fingers. She was a portly middle-aged woman who didn’t have much to offer by way of looks, hence didn’t draw as much applause from the crowds as she deserved. The next performer ("Ronnie" the announcer said her name was) had young Alfred, on the cusp of manhood, draw a wistful sigh and lean against the mesh of the cage. She was ash blonde and looked older than

Alfred and had the most luscious figure he had seen on any woman. Alfred had, on many occasions, overheard his mother and other women talking about "the perfect 36-24-36 figure"; he knew exactly what he meant as soon as he saw Ronnie. As the hula-hoop worshiped her upper abs and came down to the lower, Albert noticed how flat and strikingly in contrast they were with the rest of her figure. Ronnie was quite competent too, for she had the hoop spinning around her waist for more than twenty minutes, in a fluid sequential flow of movement, they came sliding down her perfectly toned legs. Meanwhile, a little man, the same Alfred had seen masquerading as the maharaja with the embellished elephant at the entrance of the circus, cycled around her on a single-wheel cycle. Ronnie’s hoop was still gyrating around her splendorous legs. Alfred marveled at the way both the performers managed to keep their balance. 

After Ronnie and the little man made their bows and retreated, the trapeze artists confiscated the stage. They, Alfred observed were a mélange of young women and a few men. The men wore shiny pants made of some silvery polythene-like material and a short Aladdin style jacket over their shirtless bodies; the women wore short dresses with in-built cycling shorts in the same blue-silver combination as the men. It was a pleasure to watch them take their positions on an elevated trampoline as they came swooshing down like elves and fairies, twisting, turning, swaying and doing all kinds of somersaults, including letting go of the horizontal bar and latching on to another individual before performing some equally athletic and amazing feat in the air, before taking their positions back on the trampoline. Alfred noticed that the ropes from which the artists had been suspended and the metal straps from which they were suspended had been painted a very pale color, creating in audiences the illusion that the performers were flying in the air. 

However, this was a very small point. However much, Alfred tried to nitpick; he had to admit that the trapeze act was a work of genius. 

"You’re next" Ruiz came and hissed in Alfred’s ears, startling him out of his wits "take care to behave yourself. No one must know it’s you inside that dress". "Don’t worry" Alfred reassured him "I don’t fancy being seen dressed in drag either". He desisted from telling Ruiz that being recognized in a female costume would only add to the ignominy of his being called a "female" or

"a person with a pussy". It was in Alfred’s best interest to desist being recognized that night. 

As the menagerie was manually carried by four local lackeys Mendoza and Ruiz had employed, Albert felt the blinding glare of arch lights. The realization that he was being watched by hundreds of people made his head spin uncontrollably. When the crowd broke into applause, Alfred was certain his ear drums would rupture. So, this is how live performers felt when they were literally under the limelight. Alfred wondered if they ever got nervous. He didn’t even have to perform, but felt extremely uncomfortable. 

Casting philosophical musings aside, Albert got to the core of discomfort. It was because while people had been giving the performers a friendly gaze, they were gawking at Albert. It was as if the entire hall had launched itself into one mass staring campaign. All eyes that riveted on Alfred were treating him as a mass of tremendously attractive female flesh. Men, including some of his own friends, were ogling at his falsies. Never had Alfred felt so humiliated in his life. So finally, when the curtains fell, and the audience left the hall, Alfred was overcome by a relief he’d never before felt in his life. 

Chapter 3 - Boy Become  Belleza

"The pansy-boy has done extremely well!" Ruiz revealed his crooked rotten teeth to his boss "we made a big success". 

"Yes, I heard for myself" said Mendoza, his little pigs’ eyes glinting delightedly "everyone was talking about the beauteous golden-haired girl in the exotic animal menagerie". It was 2 am in the night and the two were sloshing down entire bottles of neat whiskey. 

"That boy is a real catch" Ruiz said his black eyes unfocused in intoxication "I knew he was a money-making machine the moment I first clapped eyes on him". 

"Well, I must say you have an eye for things that go on to become a commercial success!" said Mendoza. While the crooks were basking in the afterglow of their prosperity, they heard a whimper from the menagerie. Alfred, who had slept for five hours straight due to nervous exhaustion, had woken up. "Where am I?” 

"You’re in Esplendor Circus" said Ruiz nearly blinding the boy with the flash of his talon necklace. Then he said in a cooing tone that sent portentous chills down the boy’s spine: "I am your ‘mom’ now and Mendoza your papa. In fact, we all call him Big Papa". 

The boy had woken up and was in complete control of his senses now. "Ha! I’d be damned if my mom is so ugly!" he indignantly said "and that porcine guy is certainly not my papa, big or small". 

"You are quite a saucy little bitch, aren’t you?" said Ruiz almost indulgently. The fact that the boy had raked in profits for the circus had taken off Ruiz’s rough edge a bit. 

"I’d prefer ‘bastard’ if you  have to curse" said Alfred boldly, and then said "well, now that I’ve paid my penalty, may I go home?" 

"Do you have to go?" said Ruiz in a voice dangerously smooth like butter "after all, what’s the allure of school, homework and obeying your parents?" 

"It’s better than to be paraded as a girl and having to obey  you!" said Alfred rebelliously "now for Heavens’ sake, will you help me get out of these infernal clothes and give me my suit back? 

It was my Sundays’ best". 

Ruiz unbarred the cage and let the boy come out. However, when Alfred resolutely tried to march to the exit, he found it locked. Ruiz jangled the keys in his hands. "No escape for you,  belleza"  he said in a sing-song voice. 

Alfred’s large angelic eyes simmered with fury. He had been given the impression that he was paying his just due, but these mountebanks had trapped him. This trickery was no less serious than abduction. So enraged was he at the deceit, that he sprang with all his might and shook Ruiz by the scruff of his stinking shirt with all the force he had in his gangling body. "You cheat!" he

cried, his cherubic face going red "how dare you!". Alfred had plunged a headlong attack on his abductor; biting, pinching and scratching every exposed inch of Ruiz’s repulsive reptilian skin. 

His attack was so vicious that he nearly managed to gouge those bulging kohl-lined eyes out. 

Ruiz yelled like a hound in hell that brought his boss rushing to the scene, a 6 feet long bamboo cane in hand. 

"Get off!" he ordered Alfred, huffing and puffing with the exertion of speedily bringing his bulky body on scene "get off, you wild animal!" 

"I am not an animal!" screamed Alfred in his girlish voice "you guys are!" 

“Might as well live up to the name” said Mendoza thwacking Albert’s shin with the cane. Alfred barely had the time to cry out before a series of blows rained on his tender knees, back and dainty ankles. 

“Big Papa!” said Ruiz recovering his poise now “don’t beat him anymore: he’ll not be in a tip top condition for tomorrow night’s performance. Leave him to me” he turned a roving lecherous eye on the young boy’s face and body “He looks like a girl; we might as well treat him like one”. 

He unzipped the fly of his coarse musty-smelling denims. As Alfred was watching Ruiz got his big bulging thing out. Alfred froze in horror. Ruiz was  enormous; something that Alfred hadn’t anticipated looking at his emaciated frame. He estimated it to be about 8 inches long and it was burgeoning by the minute. In a second, it was standing in front of him proudly. 

‘Pin him down’ Ruiz ordered his boss. Mendoza obliged. However, both realized that there was no need to curb Alfred, as he had frozen like a deer caught in the headlights. His big gazelle like eyes were laced with fear. “Look” said Ruiz to Mendoza triumphantly “caning is not the answer. 

I have an infinitely better measure of taming the bitches”. Then he proceeded towards Alfred menacingly. In his fright, the boy lost his balance and fell prone on a ramshackle circus cot. This proved to be an advantageous position for Ruiz. In one swift motion, he pulled the boy’s leggings down, bringing his briefs down along with it. Alfred felt salty sea air sear his exposed crevices. ‘Look Big Papa’ said Ruiz indicating the area “he is pink down there as well”. 

Mendoza looked on appreciatively. ‘No! Let me go!’ Albert screamed as the depraved Ruiz teased the area with the head of his thing. Ruiz lingered on for a while, caressing it in gentle circular motions. Then swiftly, without prelude, he intruded into Alfred, who cried out as Ruiz’s entire meaty thing nearly ripped him into two. Ruiz continued the acutely humiliating motion for a good one hour. Alfred would feel relieved as Ruiz pulled out. He would assume Ruiz was done, only to be filled up repeatedly. The pain and mortification of the episode was so intense, that Alfred fell unconscious at the end of the hour. 

"There!" said Ruiz pulling out of Alfred and zipping his fly "That has taken the fight out of him!" 

Mendoza just continued to gaze at his protégé appreciatively. 

The demonically intense sun roused Alfred the next day. He faced it reluctantly, wondering if it knew the deep dark secret of the night. It’s incredible, thought Alfred, how a shaft—a mere flesh and blood shaft—could make one feel so dirty and impure. Perhaps, it was the sum and substance of the entire act that made it so humiliating. 

Alfred’s back and thighs ached so badly that he might as well be run over by a train. The pain

was so tremendous, that he doubted if he’d be able to walk. However, much to his surprise, Alfred found that he could make his way to the bathroom quite easily. Albeit for a small limp, there was nothing to give away the gory happenings of the night. 

The bathroom had been furnished with a new unused brush and a much used tube of paste. 

Alfred forcibly emptied the remnants of it on the virgin bristles and brushed vigorously. The ritual lasted for a good ten minutes; brushing, rinsing his mouth, cleaning his tongue and spitting: an obsessive act almost meant to purge him of the heinous act that had been unleashed on him the previous night. Alfred then went to the shower cubicle and noticed that it was filled with half a bucket of icy cold water. A crude bar of horrible mucky green soap lay in one corner. Alfred poured the freezing water over himself and scrubbed the mucky soap vigorously over his body. 

He scoured his anus with a kind of maniac obsession, wanting to purge it out of the final remnants of the putrid Ruiz’s egesta. After he had dried himself and dressed himself in the bathrobe hanging in a corner, Alfred tried to think of himself as a "new born". However, Alfred’s skin itched from the delusionary lice he felt he had acquired from Ruiz. The incident would, in a couple of years, be relegated to the farthermost corner of Alfred’s memory, but the itch would persist throughout his life. 

When he finally stepped out of the bathroom, Alfred was taken aback to see the ash blonde hula-hoop girl in a tight white body suit standing in front of him, a bowl of porridge in hand. She was standing there in the fashion of a slave, shoulders slightly slouched and head bent down. She looked up at Alfred with her empathetic leaf green eyes. Up close and free of makeup, she seemed to be much younger than Alfred had estimated her to be the previous day. Ronnie should be about 20 years old. Alfred realized that her ripe, mature body had given him the impression of her being older than she actually was. Ronnie caught the boy surveying her curves. She laughed ruefully and said:

"Hormone injections, you know. They started giving them to me when I was much younger. 

That’s why I am so buxom". 

"I am sorry, I didn’t mean to stare" said Alfred averting his eyes "it wasn’t gentlemanly". 

The boy’s somber manners made Ronnie break into peals of laughter. "Really, you’re so adult-like" she said "and please don’t worry about the staring. I am used to that and  more". Alfred understood what Ronnie meant by "more". It was at the tip of his tongue to share his experience, but he desisted from telling. However, Alfred had a feeling that Ronnie knew. 

"Ruiz’s taming technique is not particular to you, you know" said Ronnie confirming Alfred’s suspicion "we all go through it from time to time". Alfred didn’t say a word. He quietly received the porridge the girl offered him. Ronnie watched with maternal affection as he hungrily gulped the stale gooey contents down. "If you want some more, I can get it" she said serenely. Alfred shook his head. He couldn’t stand eating any more of the unsavory stuff. 

"Ruiz asked me to teach you how to hula-hoop" she said not taking her eyes off Alfred "He wants you to perform in the menagerie, not just stand there like some dumb doll". 

"I am not going to do it!" said Alfred, his old spirit returning. 

"If you won’t, they’ll cane me" said Ronnie "Or do worse". 

The prospect of endangering Ronnie made Alfred stand up instantly. "Okay, shoot" he said "I am ready sponge". 

"You can’t hula-hoop in a bath-robe, silly" the girl laughed again "here put this on". Alfred noticed that she had handed him a tight white body-suit, a replica of the one she herself was dressed in. Ronnie salvaged two huge hula-hoops from a corner of the room and handed one to Alfred. Then she began giving directions in a lucid, professional manner. 

"Step into the hoop" she instructed, getting into one herself "and place your hands apart". Alfred held them on the sides with such uncompromisingly rigidity that Ronnie laughed again "Relax", she said "you’re learning how to hula-hoop, not marching in a drill". Alfred allowed himself to laugh as well. Ronnie stopped and said "watch me closely". 

Alfred noticed that she had brought the hoop up to waist level and put one petite foot in front of another. Alfred did the same. Then Ronnie gripped the hoop in both hands and let it relax by the side of her tiny waist. Then, in one magical stroke, she started spinning and spiraling for all she was worth, counter clockwise, expertly moving her waist in little circular motions. Alfred found that he was soon following suit. "When the hoop touches your left, move your waist to the left" 

Ronnie yelled directions "when it kisses your right, meet the kiss with your waist". Alfred did as told, captivated by Ronnie’s movements and her choice of words. She was one mesmerizing creature. When the hoop was in the danger of slipping down Alfred’s buttocks, Ronnie directed him to bend his knees. As if by magic, the hoop went further up, towards his waist. "Keep spinning, keep spinning" Ronnie yelled in between keeping up the circular motion herself "never let go of the momentum". The two youngsters spun maniacally until they grew lightheaded and fell into each other’s arms laughing and kissing like little puppies. Attracted by the sound of merriment, Ruiz came in to inspect and saw the youngsters in each other’s arms. A stab of free-floating jealousy jabbed at his chest. 

"I sent you to teach" he barked at Ronnie "not copulate with him!". 

"Oh we were just—it’s not what you think" Ronnie said tremulously. Alfred noticed golden flecks of fear in her green eyes. 

"Come away right now" Ruiz’s said in an icy voice. 

"But we hadn’t yet proceeded to the advanced stage…" Ronnie tried to protest. 

"That’s quite enough for today" Ruiz said yanking her away "let him perform the tricks he has learnt". 

Albert sadly watched their retreating figures. An unfamiliar emptiness gripped his heart as Ronnie’s sweet young footsteps became faint before finally dying away. 

Drugged by the soporific Goan afternoon, Alfred fell into a siesta. He woke up with mixed feelings to realize that twilight stretched in front of him. He was seized with feelings that were mixed, a kind of bitter-sweet sadness. He was unhappy about having been tricked and trapped, 

but was happy to have met a sad-yet-blithe creature like Ronnie. He yearned for release, but also enjoyed his captivity in a perverse way. Alfred had vaguely heard of the term "masochism"; he now understood what it meant. "It’s not a healthy feeling" he told himself sternly "you have to escape tonight, before you’re trapped by your own feelings". 

Just when Alfred was pondering on the lines, Ruiz barged in. He had brought along with him, the same bra padded with hideous falsies. He proceeded to fasten it around the unhappy boy and even made him wear lacy panties over his briefs. "Today, I want you to be a dancer straight out of Arabian nights" Ruiz leered, swathing Alfred in harem pants with a golden metal cummerbund and a skimpy tasseled blouse. The crook then threw a yashmak around the boy, so that the only part of his face visible to all was his enormous blue eyes. Ruiz bent down, got a pair of gold-sequined moccasins out of a shoe box and told Alfred to wriggle his feet inside. He carefully applied kohl under Alfred’s eyelids, eyeliner on his upper eyelids, fastidiously curled Alfred’s long lashes before darkening them with mascara. Then sticking his tongue out in concentration, Ruiz proceeded to stick a gigantic false diamond on Alfred’s exposed navel with the aid of glue. As Ruiz did this, his restive fingers brushed against Alfred’s belly airily. The fleeting contact produced a strange tingling feeling in Alfred’s loins. A slow blush crept up his apple cheeks. Alfred felt supremely embarrassed that his body had reacted thusly to his captor’s touch. It was almost as if he was becoming Ruiz’s whore. "You’re developing Stockholm Syndrome, Alfred" he told himself firmly "an attraction to your abductor. Do your utmost to escape tonight before it’s too late". 

He was put in with the animals as usual. This time Alfred was given a hula-hoop, which he was supposed to spin around the waist when inside the menagerie. The menagerie was placed in the wings. He waited as an array of performers: cycling monkeys, lions jumping through rings of fire, jugglers, mimes and trapeze artists went through their act in a bright, mechanical fashion. 

Alfred noticed that Ronnie wasn’t to be seen, neither was the little man. He suspected that Ruiz had connived to keep them away from the show, fearing that Ronnie would, in some way, help Alfred escape. Alfred imagined the villain had kept Ronnie incarcerated in one of the deep, cavernous rooms in the hall and had bolted the door. Alfred’s heart ached for his sweetheart. 

Once the trapeze artists were done doing their graceful effortless "flying" in the air, the menagerie was brought in. People applauded, before growing quiet after observing the exquisite gazelle, beautiful musk deer and other exotic animals in the cage. Alfred first lay in a still, motionless heap. Then, much to the surprise of the audiences, he sinuously rose like a hooded cobra before swaying his cupped little palms above his head. There were whistles and catcalls from the audience. When Alfred slowly got into the hoop, brought it to his bare vast expanse of stomach and started a slow sensual gyration as he’d been taught to do, the audience nearly swooned. The exquisite graceful movements of the hoop around the nubile young waist of a breathtakingly beautiful "female" were too much for even the women to take. They fanned themselves and smelt salts to revive themselves. Predictably, the curtains went down to a deafening applause. Mendoza and Ruiz had no doubt made umpteen dollars on Alfred that night. 

The menagerie was brought to the wings. The curtain was partially open at the sides, through which Alfred could see a chink. As the crowds began to disperse, Alfred recognized a tall, lean gawky back, with a head full of black hair. There was something familiar about the way the person in question slouched, the self-conscious way in which he dragged his feet and the angle at

which he held his head—Ethan! Alfred surmised that his childish friend had been so enamored of the circus, that he had managed to wheedle his parents into coughing up 30$ the next day as well. Alfred noticed that Ethan was alone: obviously none of the other boys had been as successful in persuading their parents to give them more money. There were people around, shouting out aloud would attract unnecessary attention, hence would not be safe. Alfred patiently waited in the wings like a hawk. When he finally found the moment was ripe, he called out:

"Ethan" Alfred whispered looking cagily around him. Ethan hadn’t heard. He was walking off towards the exit. Disappointment settled in Alfred’s heart like heavy lead. Unwilling to give up hope, he again whispered: "Ethan….listen!". Ethan stopped in his tracks. It was obvious he had heard something, but wasn’t sure as to what the sound was or where it had emanated from. 

Alfred saw him looking skywards towards the galleries. Ruiz’s voice could be heard in one of the inner chambers. Alfred couldn’t afford to take a risk. Yet he couldn’t let the golden chance destiny had presented him, slip. "Ethan!" his voice came out in an urgent sibilant hiss. Ethan’s head turned sharply. He wondered why the beautiful hula-hoop girl in the menagerie was beckoning him. And how on earth did she know his name? Ethan walked towards his friend, suspense welling in his heart with each step he took. "Yes Miss, how may I help you?" he asked. 

"Keep your voice down!" hissed Alfred in agitation "we’re in a singularly unsafe place!" 

Realization now dawned on Ethan. He had recognized his friend’s voice. "Alfred!" he burst out incredulously "what the fuck are you doing here? We have been looking for you like crazy. 

You’re parents have been worried as hell!" 

In fragmented phrases, Alfred managed to tell him everything that had transpired since the previous evening. Ashamed as he was, he didn’t even leave out the sexual assault. Ideally, he wouldn’t have liked to divulge this to anyone, but Ethan was somebody he could sort of trust. 

Before a reaction was elicited from Ethan, burly muscular arms covered chloroform-laced handkerchiefs on both the boys’ noses. Mendoza and Ruiz had been stealthy eavesdropped on the conversation between the two boys. "Now that the friend is privy to our misdeeds" Ruiz told Mendoza "It would not be safe to let him go. We’ll have to keep him too". 

"But what the hell would we do with two goddamn boys?" said Mendoza with an eye on the circus exchequer "the other one is not even pretty". 

"Well, we’ll decide later" replied Ruiz "Let’s first anesthetize the buggers". Finding chloroform in a circus was no problem. The men often used it to tranquilize tigers and bears when they got out of control. Using them on the two boys proved effective. In a minute, they slumped lifelessly against the two men. The men carried the unconscious boys and threw them at the back of the red circus truck. Then packing all their things and collecting all their animals and performers, they started the circus truck and moved away out of India. 



Chapter 4 - The Pathos of Impotence

The boys woke up twenty-four hours later in the deep abyss of the truck. At first they assumed that the earth was moving and that they were caught in an earthquake. Soon the rhythmic motion of the vehicle began to make sense to them. The fetid stench that had harangued Alfred at the back of the animal enclosure, assailed both the boys’ nostrils. All of the creatures: tigers, lions, birds, dogs and horses were inside, wallowing in their own waste. Deprived of a perch, the coquettes climbed skittishly at the sides and made raspy sounds. 

The boys felt an urgent need to urinate. They found that jars had been kept especially for the purpose and made use of them. At the side of the jar, they saw apertures they recognized as bedpans. Their incarcerators were so apprehensive that the duo would escape, that they obviously didn’t want to risk letting them out even to answer nature’s calls. The boys heard a sudden sound. They abruptly stopped. A little man, barely four feet tall, dressed in a child-sized checked shirt and denim pants, made his appearance, carrying with him two trays of food. A round depression in the plates housed two tumblers containing some sort of a fluid. The boys realized that their tongues were parched and hoped it was water. 

"You must be thirsty" said the little man handing the boys the tumbler, before placing the food plate on their knees. Alfred noticed that in spite of a stunting in height, the little man had one of the most handsome faces he had seen on anyone. His eyes were a soulful light brown, nose sharp and aquiline and lips shaped like a cupid bow. In spite of being small, he was perfectly proportioned. His hands and feet were comely. Alfred adjudged him to be quite young, perhaps in his late teens. Suddenly, something rang a bell in Alfred’s memory. The sight of a heavily made up little man in a maharaja’s costume accompanying an elephant, courteously asking him, Alfred, to buy circus tickets. He also remembered a little man cycling round and round Ronnie on a little bicycle as she swirled away to glory on her colorful hula-hoop. This young man was a friend’s friend. For the first time since he had parted from Ronnie, Alfred felt a warm feeling spread through his heart. 

"Hi" he said trying to cut the rather rubbery fried eggs with his blunt spoon "You’re Ronnie’s friend, right?" 

"Yes, I am" the little man said affably "since Ronnie and I were inducted into the circus at the same time, we hit it off very well. She is a gem of a girl, Ronnie is". 

"I didn’t catch your name" said Alfred congenially. 

"Oh, sorry" said the little man courteously "I should have introduced myself first. My name is Reginald—Reggie, for short. 

"I am Alfred. Alfred Batista" said Alfred stretching out a friendly hand "and this is my friend Ethan Faria". 

Reggie and Ethan greeted each other. Alfred noticed that the two made eye contact for a moment longer than strangers usually do. Ethan’s black eyes glittered excitedly and his drooping

lugubrious mouth curled upwards. Alfred had long suspected his best friend to be gay; he now received corroboration to the fact. Alfred didn’t mind. Reggie seemed like a nice person. 

Besides, he was Ronnie’s friend. 

"How is Ronnie?" Alfred couldn’t help blushing as he asked. 

"Oh, she’s fine: unharmed, I mean" said Reggie gravely "fearing she and you were getting very close, Ruiz locked her up yesterday and didn’t let both of us perform. She has been pining away for you ever since". 

"Tell her I am doing very well" said Alfred gallantly "and to take good care of herself. Once this cursed truck stops, we could all meet". 

"It won’t stop" said Reggie dolorously "well it may, once or twice before we reach Spain. 

Mendoza may have planned shows in one or two other countries—I can’t be sure….". 

The truck suddenly came to a halt. Ruiz opened the back shutter, looked sharply at Reggie and blared: "I asked you to deliver food, not start a marathon conversation session. Now quick, hot foot it to the front of the truck. I need you to mend the cables!". Reggie scurried away as quickly as his little legs would carry him. "And mind you!" yelled Ruiz ominously "if I ever catch you talking to these two guys, you’d be dead meat sooner than later!". Reggie scampered away quicker and quicker. It was obvious that the diabolical Ruiz would do as he had threatened. 

"And you two" he said waggling a bony finger at the two boys "No funny tricks, eh? If I catch you trying to escape, I’ll skin you alive!" So horrified were the boys at the image the words evoked, that they didn’t dare to breathe for a good 45 seconds. When Ruiz left, they finally breathed. 

Innumerable days and nights passed. Reggie silently nipped in for a second, either to deliver food or take away the urine jars and bedpans. Since Ruiz’s brutal warning still hung over their heads like the proverbial Damocles’ sword, the three dared not to even make eye contact. Alfred exercised a great deal of restraint to refrain from asking Reggie about Ronnie. 

Captivity, deprivation of sunlight and solitary confinement had negative repercussions on the boys. They became anxious, paranoid and depressed and spent most of their time pacing up and down the confines of the truck, maniacally bobbing their heads up and down and biting the metal mesh of their windows. Their situation became so pathetic, that they would howl for hours at a stretch with no one to hear them. Reggie, who’d come to bring them food, would look at them empathetically. However, since he was much in the same situation as the boys, he found that there was nothing in his power to help them. 

One day, the trucked stopped in a country between India and Spain for a significantly long time. 

One of the lackeys of Ruiz and Mendoza happened to open the back shutter of the truck to feed the animals. He forgot to shut it. The dispirited boys peeped out. They were in a country with beautiful hilltops, towering minarets and ancient ruins. The boys saw their opportunity and sprinted a few miles. By lack of exercise for quite a few months, their legs had become weak and were beginning to atrophy. Amassing all their willpower, they plodded on. A little distance away, they came across a young man and woman. The man seemed like a Caucasian, but had

black hair and eyes like an Asian. The young woman was fair and wore a head scarf and a light coat. 

"  Iyi gunler" they said in a language the boys couldn’t understand. 

"Hi" Albert said breathlessly "we have been kidnapped from India and are being taken to Spain. 

We want to report our abductors to the police. Could you help us please?" 

"  Nereslin?" the young woman asked. The boys were stumped. They didn’t understand what she was saying. The couple obviously didn’t speak any English. 

"Alfred" Alfred answered desperately, assuming she was asking what his name was "and this is my friend, Ethan". 

"  Seni analami yorum" the young man said, with a puzzled expression on his face. He turned to his wife and said "  Nerede olduklarini merak ediyourum". 

The woman shrugged and looked equally clueless. Unfortunately, by the time this scene unfolded, the two sons of the devil had caught up with the young fugitives. They smiled ingratiatingly at the foreigner couple and pulled the boys in to the shade of the olive trees a few yards away. The boys noticed that Mendoza was carrying a suitcase in his hand. The couple was now smiling at the abductors. They assumed that the boys had lost their way and had been found by their respective fathers. Blissful in the knowledge that the youngsters had found their parents, they walked away. 

Ruiz and his boss dragged the boys deeper into the thicket of the olive trees. They reached an area where they were successfully cut off from the rest of the world by huge boulders. They made the boys lie on their backs and yanked their pants down. Alfred wondered what would happen next….another ordeal? He felt strong enough to face anything, but didn’t want his friend to go through any ignominy and pain. 

Alfred was blinded by the glare of the sun, yet saw the flash of a long blade. A knife. A long rapacious knife. What are these savages going to do to us? He wondered "Slit our throats?" He heard his friend beside, whimper in fear. Alfred held Ethan’s hand tight, wanting to pacify him. 

However, his own heart was beating at lightening pace now. 

In one stroke, Ruiz deprived of his virility permanently. From the horrifying sounds emanating from beside him, he knew Mendoza had done the same to his beloved friend. A lone tear trickled down Alfred’s cheek. He had lost a chance to what he had hitherto looked forward to—getting married and having children. Alfred would no longer grow up to be a family man. He’d be trapped, impotent and effeminate, in his boyhood. The blaring sun crowed at his misery. The clouds that had accumulated above whooped. The captors poured whiskey into their glasses, sipped it, before pouring it neat on the raw wounds. Alfred bit his lip in pain. Ethan yelled at the top of his lungs. His thoughts didn’t go as far as philosophical depression at losing his virility; His thoughts didn’t go as far as philosophical depression at losing his virility; it just extended the anguish of the moment: the anguish of searing pain ripping through his nether regions. 

In one sweeping movement, Ruiz carried Ethan and started walking towards the truck. He

gesticulated Mendoza to carry the "pretty boy". Alfred’s 52 kgs proved too heavy for the bulky Mendoza. He huffed and puffed all the way up the hill and succeeded in depositing Alfred beside his friend like a sack of potatoes. "Listen, you two" said Ruiz in a clear, resonating voice "Since female performers are more in demand in the circus, we’ll treat you as girls from now on". 

"You" he said pointing at Alfred "will be Angie; your friend here will be Yvette. Capiche?" 

"Capiche" both the terrorized boys nodded. 

Half an hour after languishing in the fetid, brooding back of the truck, Alfred and Ethan were allowed two visitors: Ronnie and Reggie. "Darling!" burst out Ronnie putting her shapely feminine arms around the exhausted Alfred "I learnt what those fiends did to you and your friend…I am so sorry!". She was paler than Alfred remembered her and seemed to have lost a bit of weight. Her sweet ambrosial tears wet his velvety cheek. "It’s alright, my sweetheart" said Alfred putting on a brave face "It’s just the balls after all. Perhaps as redundant as the appendix or something…" 

"Poor poor, Alfred!" Ronnie continued to sob, touched by his chivalry "You must be so traumatized, yet are putting on a brave face so that I don’t get upset!" 

"I am grateful those freaks spared my heart, my sweet" said Alfred "and I am proud to declare that my heart beats for you—you’re a great girl, Ronnie" 

"Apparently, my parents didn’t think so" Ronnie said sardonically, wiping her tears "that’s why they sold me off to these brutes when I was barely eleven, so that Ruiz could tame me and inject estrogens to make my body develop faster. Mendoza said that a puny little underdeveloped girl would not impress anyone. And then they went about giving me stuff that made my breasts burgeon and buttocks swell like goddamn melons!" 

"I am sorry" said Alfred stroking her soft ash blond hair "for all that you’ve gone through. Yet for all that, you haven’t become bitter. God bless your kind heart, Ronnie". He nodded to quietly to the other visitor who had come in and was sitting by Ethan’s side, with one little arm around the tall boy. Much comforted by Reggie’s touch, Ethan gently leaned against his shoulder and closed his eyes. At the sight of his friend looking so relaxed and peaceful, Alfred was filled with gratitude for Reggie. "Thank you, my friend" he said softly, not wanting to wake the resting Ethan up "God bless your kind heart too". 

Reggie received the remark with a discreet nod. "These people who ‘own’ us, Alfred, are savages" he said gravely "they’d not stop at anything to make profits off Esplendor Circus or any other venture. Since my folks didn’t treat me well, I ran away from home and willingly joined the circus when I was 14. However, not long afterwards, I regretted it. I had to endure many an atrocity. I was battered mercilessly over trifles. Mendoza whipped me so hard that a strip of my flesh was ripped off. Once when I lost my balance and fell off the uni-cycle, Ruiz burned my chest with hot coals. Reggie gently unbuttoned his shirt to reveal welts that had faded with time, but had left scars. Ethan, who had woken up and heard Reggie’s story, stroked the scars tenderly. 

Then he put his sad lips on the little man's mouth and kissed him with fervor. A startled Reggie responded after a moment. He put his arms around the young boy’s waist and pulled him closer to him. 

Alfred pressed his lips on Ronnie’s. The pair kissed with as much passion as the other. This was the last time Alfred would kiss as a man. The couples intermittently kissed and slept in each other’s arms until the wee hours of morning, when Ruiz barged in and yanked Reggie and Ronnie away. Little did any of them realize that though they were to stay in the same circus, they would never be allowed to come across each other. 



Chapter 5 - Two Acclaimed  Bellezas of  Esplendor Circus The red circus truck travelled many a mile, stopped at many places before reaching its destination. To all ostensible eyes, it was a merry jaunty bus, with faces of clowns and animals painted on it. As children and adults passed the bus, they would laugh and gaily wave. None realized the horrors that lay inside the seemingly innocuous interiors. 

When they crossed borders to reach Spain, the captors, confident in their own territory and about the fact that the two impotent boys wouldn’t run away, had them summoned to the main area where the other performers sat. However, Alfred noticed that Ronnie and Reggie were missing. 

They had been beckoned into the driver’s cubicle and forced to sit behind Ruiz and Mendoza. It was evident that the fiends couldn’t tolerate the closeness of the two couples and did everything in their power to keep them apart. 

Alfred and Ethan were given window seats. Alfred noticed that the crooks had designed the windows of their bus in such a way that the performers could look outside, but the outside world couldn’t take a peek within. Maybe because they had flouted many a safety rules apropos treatment of performers and animals, Mendoza and Ruiz did not want to risk drawing public and police attention. 

The bus reached Spanish territory. Alfred noticed that though the topography differed from region to region, it usually consisted of flat plains surrounded by rugged underdeveloped hills. 

The high southern plains rose at Sierra Morena before falling abruptly at a valley. Alfred noted houses which were either separate or semi-attached to another. The design of the houses differed, but they all boasted of a "Balcon Sevilliano" or a balcony and a patio. The ceilings of the houses were triangular to allow snow to slide off them. 

As the bus moved from the south to the north, the climate which had been dry and rather sultry began to get a little more moderate. Alfred and Ethan were nearly half asleep when the bus stopped for good. They disembarked at an evil smelling place with little pigeon hole compartments that apparently served as rooms for the performers. The walls were stark and had chipping-off paint. Perhaps there was a leakage somewhere, leading the walls to look damp and mossy. Two performers were typically meant to share one cubby hole. Alfred and Ethan were put together. The room was not tiled, and the boys were surprised to walk on naked earth underneath. The room had a bunk bed for the boys to occupy. A congested shower cubicle, with a big lizard clucking away at one end, was the place the boys were expected to wash themselves in. The room adjacent to that had a poorly maintained commode. The entire setup was as malodorous as Ruiz. 

The bus had reached Spain in the early hours of the morning; the journey had made the boys’

bones ache. They half-slept languorously until midday. Just then, one of Ruiz’s underlings came in with steaming carrot soup and stale  pistolas or local bread. Slinging a pair of slacks and t-shirt on each, he said: "Take a shower and dress in these. Ruiz has gone to fetch Dr. Chavez. She will soon be on her way. 

"A doctor? Why would we need a doctor for?" questioned Albert, his enormous blue eyes, 

clouded with suspicion. 

"We aren’t ill or anything", Ethan chipped in. 

"How would I know?" the man shrugged "I am a mere lackey". He turned and went away, leaving the boys biting their cuticles. There was a premonitory dread in the pit of their stomach. 

They didn’t quite know why. "I have a feeling something terrible is going to happen" Alfred said darting a nervous glance at his friend. 

"So do I" his friend agreed "they say the gut knows what the brain doesn’t". 

When the two were nearly dead with suspense, the Dr. Chavez finally arrived, led by Ruiz and Mendoza. "Are these the two chits?" she asked after scanning the boys with her little beady eyes. 

Dr. Chavez was a huge gigantically built woman, with a manly face and a husky voice. Her little greenish-grey eyes set close together, were followed by a bulbous nose and a crudely shaped mouth. She wore a skirt and a top and the medico’s coat over it. 

"Yes, very much" Ruiz answered her "the ugly one is quite docile" he said pointing towards Ethan "but be wary of the pretty one. He bites". 

"Too much testosterone" the doctor remarked. 

"He doesn't have a source of testosterone any longer". Ruiz replied "neither of them do". 

"Not enough estrogen then" said Dr. Chavez retrieving two full syringes from her kit "this should fix it". 

She ordered both the boys to roll up the sleeves of their t-shirts. Ethan did so obsequiously while Dr. Chavez emptied the contents of the injection into his waiting arm. Alfred, however, put up a fight. "Pin him down" the doctor ordered Ruiz "he sure is aggressive for a boy with no balls!" 

Ruiz dutifully clasped Alfred’s arm. Alfred was sweating like a pig. The fetid smell of Ruiz added to his uneasiness. In the end, Dr. Chavez was victorious. She emptied the entire contents of the syringe into Alfred’s reluctant body. 

"Now it begins, darling" she said in fruity tones "the countdown to womanhood". 

"What do you mean?" Alfred cried aghast. 

"Well, you’re going to become a girl" said Dr. Chavez in the same direful tone "both of you are going to become females". 

"I certainly am not!" Alfred protested "nor is my friend". 

"You certainly can’t fight estrogen" Dr. Chavez gloated. She looked at the harassed looking Alfred and smirked "Don’t worry, it isn’t too bad. After all, you can’t tell I was born a male, can you?" 

The two boys were kept sequestered for the next few months. Even servants weren’t allowed

near them. Ruiz and Mendoza personally brought food for them, which was the usual stale carrot or pea soup with  pistolas and tortillas. The boys were assigned little tasks like sticking buttons on performers" clothes, mending gaps and holes and, eventually, stitching entire dresses. The local seamstress, a short stout middle-aged woman, was allowed to come in twice a day to train Alfred and Ethan in the art of sewing. 

After a fatiguing day, as Alfred lay on the top bunker, he felt a tingling sensation in the breast region. "It’s funny" he thought "I have always had nipples, but they never have hurt". He put a lithe hand inside and felt the area. It seemed puffy and turgid. Alfred thought this was rather unusual. He had had a pretty face, but had had a washboard chest that was as flat as his abs. The twin swelling bothered him. It somehow didn’t feel very natural. 

He went to the bathroom and stripped off his clothes. He was startled that it revealed a small protruding plump creamy bud. Alfred ran a hand over it and felt it was honey soft. He noticed a large pink areole in the middle of the creamy bud, which peaked into darker rose-colored nipples. They were so long that an infant could enclose its entire mouth around the region and suckle. 

Alfred noticed that while he had started developing breasts, his waist had slimmed down. Or perhaps he got the impression because his once slender hips had now become pear-shaped like a woman’s. He turned around and skimmed his buttocks. Far from the flat plains they used to be, his butt-cheeks were veritable melons now. Ronnie’s description of her own posterior crossed Alfred’s mind. 

Seized with terror yet excitement, Alfred rushed to wake Ethan. "Listen" he whispered in his ear

"something terrible is happening to me; something that is definitely not normal". 

"It’s the estrogen, Alfred" said Ethan lugubriously "remember what they had done to Ronnie…to make her grow up faster?" He seemed stoic and resigned to his fate. The event that had caught Alfred by surprise hadn’t made as much of a shocking impression on his friend. He seemed filled with acceptance. 

"You mean we are actually going to turn into women?" asked Alfred. 

"I am afraid so" said Ethan taking his clothes off for Alfred to evaluate his body. Alfred noticed the same bodacious, concave curves on his friends’ chest too. Perhaps in keeping with Ethan’s inclination to be a female, his brazenly exposed breasts were already enormous. Unlike his own, Ethan’s womanly flesh was an even mocha brown. The areolas were a light coffee brown and the pulsating nipples the color of dark chocolate. The fat around Alfred’s body had redistributed itself in such a way that he now had wide birthing hips, lovely cocoa-colored thighs and buttocks that were even bounteous than Alfred’s "melons". In spite of his impotence, the male in Alfred was still alive. At the sight of his friend’s ripe, mature body, he felt his near disappearing penis harden and bulge inside his slacks. Instantly guilty of his reaction, Alfred turned away so that Ethan wouldn’t notice the tent his shriveling penis had made in his slacks. He suggested that they both lie down. 

The boys’ developing bodies hadn’t gone beyond the notice of their captors. Every night they would sneak in, like pussyfooted burglars, and take turns to sleep with the feminized boys. 

Alfred would lie absolutely still, as Ruiz, who was usually the one who slept with him cupped, caressed and kneaded his body. His grubby hands would move from one engorged peak to another and pinch the hard little tips brutally. Alfred would cry out sharply in pain. Then Ruiz’s reeking mouth would come down on a rosy nipple, whisked with his tongue and lashed to hardness. All the time, Ruiz’s hand would finger the orifice between Alfred’s butt cheeks. Ruiz’s restive hands would move up and down the front of Alfred’s genitals, obviously frustrated at not finding an opening slit. 

In the bunk below, Mendoza feasted on Ethan’s young body like a vulture. His lust was so intense that Alfred would notice bruises on his friend’s neck, throat and arms the next day. 

Unable to resist the brown cheeks that had been filling in, Mendoza would gnaw at the young Ethan’s face savagely. As a result, Ethan’s cheeks came to have a permanent flush, as if he had applied deep red blush. 

Mendoza too apparently expressed dissatisfaction at the absence of a slit on the front of Ethan’s nether regions. "They’re taking us to doctor Chavez’s clinic today" Ethan told his friend "she is going to change our body permanently". 

"Ethan" asked Alfred faintly embarrassed "Do you think we will have periods like girls after the surgery?" 

"I don’t know" said Ethan "but I hope we do". 

"What do you mean?" asked Alfred flabbergasted. 

"Don’t get me wrong, Alfred" said Ethan "but I’ve always wanted to be a woman. I have felt…

trapped in the wrong body". 

"This is a revelation" whistled Alfred "I knew you were gay, but didn’t know you had  this dimension to you". 

"Now you do" said Ethan ruefully. 

The sex reassignment surgery gave the erstwhile boys a feature they never thought they would have. A womb was something Alfred had never contemplated having in his wildest dreams. A few weeks after the operation, he was emboldened enough to part the lips of his newly acquired womanhood and take a peek inside. As a boy, his amorous escapades merely extended to sharing passionate kisses with Ronnie, nothing more. Alfred had never seen a woman’s vagina up close. 

He now noticed that there was a date seed shaped formation right at the entrance, that was, conversely, as soft as a petal. He reached out for it and felt his fingers slide into the delicious soft butter-like texture of his pussy. He stroked it and felt warmth flooding his body; an intense sudden releasing of tension that he had pent up for very long. Alfred had never masturbated as a boy, but discovered that doing it as Angie felt divine. 

Ensconced in the knowledge that whirls of womanhood now lay deep within him, the erstwhile Ethan was a happy person. He inserted a needy finger into his throbbing core. As the deep heat within suffused and spread through his entire body, Ethan realized that his long-nurtured dream had finally reached fruition. 

The daytime was innocuous enough, with Angie being displayed in the exotic animal menagerie, taming the hula-hoop to the dictates of her new curves. Technically better-suited to the curves and valleys of a female body, the hula-hoop cooperated enthusiastically, getting intimate with Angie’s dainty waist before traipsing up to her breast region, spinning there for a while and returning to spin around the waist again. Then Angie would deftly make the ring revolve around her buttocks, sending the audiences in a tizzy. They would applaud and clap as Angie expertly spun the hoops around her knees, ankles, neck and even forehead. Enticed by her beauty, men: sailors, soldiers, litterateurs and others would ask Mendoza if they could have an hour with her at the back of the circus truck. But since Angie’s womanhood was comparatively new and she was still undergoing dilations, Mendoza thought he would postpone his plans of selling her services as a sex worker by a few weeks. He requested the lascivious men to be patient. "Bide awhile, brothers" he would tell them ingratiatingly "the fruits of patience are always sweet". 

"But they’d rot if allowed to grow overripe" the disgruntled men would say and go off to pursue some lesser beauty than Angie. However, tried as they did, they just couldn’t get Angie’s beautiful red hair, resplendent wide-lashed blue eyes and full "kiss me" lips out of their minds. 

After easing themselves into their partners and pounding away to a climax, they would cry out Angie’s name loudly, flummoxing the ladies they were enjoying connubial bliss with. However, as the news of Angie’s otherworldly beauty spread throughout Spain, the wives, girlfriends and other women the men slept with started considering their men fantasizing about Angie as normal. 

In spite of being cheated out of their identities and being used as substandard substitutes for the divine Angie, the ladies never once resented her. The quality of her beauty was such that it moved even the biggest grouch and cynic. 

The news of Angie’s beauty had reached Ronnie. Her ache to see her beloved grew more intense than ever. Ronnie wondered if she would be able to love Alfred, now that he was a woman. 

"Yes" replied the deep voice of her soul "Your love transcends superficial barriers like gender. 

The fact that Alfred’s gender had changed wouldn’t affect your love for him—ever". Ronnie wondered how long it would be since she’d be allowed to meet her lover. Would it be after their respective hair had gone grey and teeth fallen out? Ronnie hoped not. She wanted to make love to Alfred while they still had youth on their side. The thought that she would be making love to another woman didn’t bother Ronnie. 

Ever since Angie had replaced her as the hula-hoop girl, Ronnie had become a trapeze artist, deftly "flying" from one end of the tent to another. A year had passed, but Ruiz and Mendoza still tried their utmost to prevent contact between the two couples. They believed that the foursome were very good friends and feared that they would concoct evil schemes to dupe and usurp them if allowed to mingle. They had scheduled the acts of the four in such a way that they didn’t come across each other at all. 

And the four had also received stringent warnings that if they tried to meet behind Ruiz and Mendoza’s backs, they would slit their throats. The hapless foursome feared the fiendish duo enough to believe that they would actually carry out their threats. Mendoza and Ruiz were evidently the wrong people to try and hoodwink. 

While Angie was doing hula-hoops in the exotic animal menagerie, Yvette was being used for more dangerous act. She was the girl around whose body a professional knife-thrower flung his

knife. Even though it was a sport, based on the principles of mechanics, it was petrifying to the average observer who didn’t know the technique behind it. Every time the spinning or linear knife cut through the air and proceeded towards Yvette, Angie’s heart would pace like a wild, uncontrollable mustang. She would close her eyes tightly shut, imagining the knife piercing her friend’s chest, leading to red life blood gushing out in torrents. These nightmarish imaginings were pure torture for Angie. They sucked the life force out of her. She would open her eyes only when the act was evidently dispatched safely, when there was no agonized cry, indicative of injury. Then Angie would marvel at the expertise with which the knives would have stabbed the cardboard Yvette leaned against, missing her nubile body by a whisker. "Whew!" Angie would invariably heave a sigh of relief during these times "that—was a close call!" 

Cycling away in some old forgotten corner of the circus, Reggie had received the information that his sweetheart was now being used as the target in the hazardous feat of knife-throwing. 

Reggie had been in the circus long enough to realize that factors like distance, number of rotations, placement of the body etc. would have been taken into consideration by a professional knife-thrower. Yet he couldn’t prevent his hands from growing clammy every time someone informed him that his beloved was on stage. Ronnie had heard about Yvette being used as the

"target girl" and often worried about the safety of her lover’s best friend. 

After the innocent day passed, the nights were replete with sin. Ruiz and Mendoza would get into bed beside the girls, gingerly plunging a finger into their glistening moistness. Convinced that the dilation was increasing the elasticity of their nether regions, they would be emboldened to insert two fingers inside their new damp femininity. The crooks’ rancid breaths would come to an abrupt halt as they felt the hardness of the girls’ clitorises. Then they would bend down and part their legs to taste the cream of their femininity with their drooling greedy mouths. 

One day, the region’s most famous matador came to meet Mendoza, bringing with him a picador (the guy who rode the horse) and a banderilla (one of the three guys who traditionally planted three decked barbed sticks into the bulls shoulders in the third stage of the fight). He offered 30,000 pesos for a night with Angie, along with his two men. "Make it 40,000" urged Mendoza simpering like a dolt "I’ll throw in another girl along with Angie". 

"But we haven’t seen the other girl" said the matador. 

Yvette was ushered in and commanded to strip. She slowly got out of her glitzy stripped circus frock, cabaret lace plunge bra and knickers. She surveyed the matador’s square manly jaw, virile sideburns and neatly shaven chin. The matador’s gigantic 38 year old body was encased in closefitting tights, fastened with tassels. To evidently avoid injury, the tights were supported by decorated braces. Over his tights, he wore a traditional white shirt. A short red rigid jacked decorated by sequins and intricately embroidered with gold and silver threads were worn over his white shirt. The matador wore boots that came up to his knees. His thick black hair was adorned with a Montero hat. As he approached Yvette, she could smell victory, confidence and virility on him. The matador was famous for being potent as he was supposed to have fathered 17 children with his two wives. 

Presently, the matador approached Yvette. He cupped his large hands around the undersides of her pendulous breasts and weighed them as if they were fruits. "Yes" he admitted satisfied "she’s

very young , but well-developed for her age. He continued to scan the rest of Yvette’s body with an adept eye. The narrowness of the waist, the strength of the thighs, the lusciousness of her buttocks and the long dark silky hair pleased him. "She’d give me everything that makes her a woman" the lusty matador thought "the musky scent of her breasts, the long sweeping tresses of her hair, and the shot of womanly juices between her thighs". The matador’s attraction to Yvette was so intense that he longed to fuck a baby into her. He nearly ejaculated thinking of Yvette’s exotic brown stomach swelling with his child. Nobody had told him that she was a transgender. 

The picador and banderilla were also appraising Yvette. They liked what they saw. They caught her looking at them with her smoky black eyes and hoped Yvette liked what she saw. The banderilla and picador were younger than the matador, but were dressed in pretty much a similar manner as him, except that their jackets were blue and less elaborately embroidered. Unlike the matador, they wore a  castoreno or wide brimmed hats made of white beaver skin. In spite of her apparent fright, Yvette liked the young picador with brown eyes. On second thoughts, she decided this was so because they reminded her of Reggie’s. Yvette had spent many a sleepless night dreaming of Reggie. Many a times when Mendoza was giving her oral pleasure, Yvette was dreaming that Reggie was pleasuring her. 

The trio, with Yvette in tow, was led into Mendoza’s capacious bedroom with a double bed. The floors were carpeted a plush green and crystal chandeliers dangled from the roof. Angie was already on display, dressed in a skimpy blouse, harem pants and yashmak. The enormous decorated blue eyes that gleamed like blue sapphires over the yashmak mesmerized the three Spanish heroes. They couldn’t believe their luck. Here were the three of them, in a sprawling room, left alone with two different types of beauties. The day was indeed being sweet! 

The gentlemen faced the young women. The matador salvaged a gold and magenta cape from his bag and waved them tantalizingly in front of Angie like he did in front of bulls. Enticed by its movement, Angie lightly leaped and frolicked to follow it. Her elfin, wafting movement charmed the matador ineffably. He abandoned the cape right there and then and clasped Angie tight in his arms. He forced his powerful mouth on her rose petal lips. Angie parted them reluctantly and took him in. 

Incredibly aroused by the sight of the matador kissing Angie, the picador made his move towards Yvette. He playfully hit her naked back, forcing a cry from her exotic brown lips. The picador couldn’t resist Yvette anymore. He lowered his tights enough to get his eager cock out. The sight of it made Yvette’s distended nipples turn into hard rock-like points. Guilt-laden by her excitement, she attributed her attraction to the picador to the fact that his eyes were soft and light brown like Reggie’s. The picador teased Yvette’s entrance for a while before plunging into her moist womanhood. All barriers gone, they were now one flesh. He began a gentle two and fro motion the pace of which eventually increased. After the picador rolled off her, the banderilla took his turn with Yvette. Contrary to the picador’s slow and sweet pace, he was uncouth and rough. "Naturally" thought a supine Yvette "his job is after all a coarse one: to push barbed sticks into the bulls’ shoulders". 

The matador meanwhile had planted his lips on Angie’s neck and was sliding southwards of her body with great determination. His huge leathery hands fondled her bare back. He kneeled down, cursorily licked her navel, before sucking on her red polished toes. He finally eased into her

nubile body, inch by inch, like he often did with virgins. Safely sheathed inside her, he started bucking his back to and fro. For some reason, his movement reminded Angie of Ronnie’s swirling of the hula-hoop. The thought of Ronnie made Angie lose all resistance. She spread her legs wider to accommodate the matador. Finally, as the thrusts progressed to a crescendo, Angie arched and cried out Ronnie’s name. 



Chapter 6 - The Awesome Foursome

Six whole years had passed since the fateful day Alfred was caught feeding the animals. He had come a long way from being a pretty "regular" boy to a glorious 24 year old beauty men paid thousands of pesos to get a glimpse of. With time and silicone implants that Mendoza had got implanted in her, Angie was more beautiful than she had ever been. Her face had lost the adolescent baby fat and had become chiseled and contoured. Her blue eyes sparkled with a new prudence and maturity. Her nose reflected kindness, tenacity and inner strength. The wide, full lips were indicative of compassion. Some of the clients had expressed a wistful desire to Mendoza that though they thought Angie was a beauty, they weren’t fully satisfied with her breast size. They were too small and underdeveloped to satisfy their animal appetites; Angie’s peaks could barely cocoon a penis in between them. Hence Mendoza had contacted Dr. Chavez who had increased Angie’s cup size to a humongous one. Angie’s clients noticed that her areole were now richer and darker, the nipples more swollen and sensual than before. 

She was still the hula-hoop girl in the menagerie, and a prostitute by night. Over the past five years, umpteen men: sailors, soldiers, businessmen and intellectuals had sought solace in her arms and had sheathed themselves in her warmth, yet Angie’s heart beat only for the naïve-eyed, ash blonde, Ronnie. The intervening years had done nothing to subdue Angie’s ardor for Ronnie, nor abate the sentiment towards her. 

Yvette hadn’t changed much, appearance-wise. Owing to her having attained "puberty" earlier than Angie, her clients didn’t express dissatisfaction regarding the lusciousness of her figure. She continued to satisfy her clients with the same slow mellow fervor as before. The word that she gave the best blow jobs in the north of Spain had spread far and wide, and many came to be serviced by her. However, every time Yvette put a throbbing manhood into her mouth, she fantasized only about Reggie. He was the only man for her, and as far as Yvette was concerned, nothing could change the fact. 

It was a hot sweltering night. It usually didn’t get that sultry in Northern Spain, but that particular night seemed to be an exception. It was barely a little past 9 pm, but the circus was silent. A veil of hush had fallen over Esplendor Circus—a presage to some unusual happening. 

Angie and Yvette, who tossed and turned in their beds, finally sought each other’s company for solace. 

"It’s an unusual night" observed Angie. 

"For sure" agreed Yvette "haven’t seen one like this ever since we came". 

"What do you think it could mean?" asked Angie. 

"Armageddon perhaps" said Yvette ruminating. 

"And who will be the victors?" 

"Only time will tell". 

There was a clap of thunder. Yet the girls didn’t fear. They heard footsteps near the door. 

Anticipating that it was Mendoza and Ruiz who were arriving, the girls lay down on their beds resignedly. They were so used to being pawed, mauled and humped, that the girls had lost all fight. 

The footsteps grew closer. The girls gripped their beds, waiting for the usual carnal onslaught. 

Though it was too dark to see, Angie and Yvette could discern two pairs of footsteps: one light and feminine, the other gently masculine. Lightening illuminated two faces: one of an ash blonde woman’s, the other of a stunted man’s. 

"Ronnie!" burst out Angie jumping off her bunker and embracing her long lost lover "I don’t believe this!" Yvette had also got off her bed, got down on her knees and put her arms around Reggie. 

The lightning struck again. Angie noticed that parting had taken a toll on her lover. Ronnie’s once chubby face had become thin and weak. Worry lines creased the once smooth forehead. 

Ronnie’s leaf green eyes were bereft of the characteristic spirited golden flecks. She had lost a bit of weight and her body language was sad. 

"Lover" she breathed fondling Angie’s face tenderly "Look at you. How much you’ve changed". 

Angie suddenly became sentient of the drastic transformation she had undergone since she had and Ronnie had last kissed at the back of the circus truck. Angie had been Alfred then. Even though impotent, she had been a man. She wondered if Ronnie would nurture the same feeling for her as before, now that she had turned into a woman. 

"Does the change bother you?" she asked looking into Ronnie’s leaf green eyes. 

"Are you crazy?" Ronnie laughed, alleviating Angie’s fears "I’d love you even if you changed into an armadillo!" 

"That’s a relief!" said Angie laughing. Then a frightening thought that chilled the depths of her spine, crossed Angie’s mind. "I think you two better leave" she said in an urgent whisper. "If those two psychos catch you here, they will murder you!" 

"Don’t worry about that" Reggie laughed from in between Yvette’s arms "they are away for the night". 

"Away?" asked Angie quizzically. 

"There is a fiesta 25 kilometers from here: one that required elephants" replied Reggie "Ruiz and Mendoza have taken an all adorned elephant to parade there". 

"The elephants are now in musth said Angie "Do you think he’ll be able to walk 25 kilometers in the heat of this night?" 

"It’s doubtful" replied Ronnie "however; the good news is that it will be morning by the time the villains return. We’d have the whole night to ourselves". She looked meaningfully at Angie. Her

eyes flit in a triangle around Angie’s face, moving horizontally across her eyes and then resting on the lips. Taking a cue from her lover’s body language, Angie moved towards Ronnie. The two lovers were interlocked in a kiss. 

Yvette and Reggie had moved to the former’s bunker bed. Yvette had unzipped Reggie’s below-average sized denim pants and was licking his manhood in deft expert strokes. As she felt the little bulge beginning to harden, Yvette began sucking. She was gentle and cautious at first, but soon got caught up in the moment and increased the force and speed of her sucking. Reggie stroked Yvette’s long silken hair affectionately. This was the person he had loved and missed for umpteen years. As the pleasure created by the suck and strokes reached its acme, Reggie arched and writhed in sweet torment. His body broke into a frenzy of simultaneous explosions. "I can’t hold myself in any longer, honey" he said in between deep, lusty breaths "where do I come?" 

"On my face" replied Yvette confidently. 

Reggie was hesitant. "I couldn’t possibly do that" he said "I respect you". 

"I insist" said Yvette "apparently, semen makes the skin grow younger". An enviable volley of giggles escaped Yvette as Reggie sprayed the life-giving fluid all over her pretty face. 

Meanwhile, Ronnie had stripped Angie of her cabaret lacy bra and frilly panties. She spent eons caressing the thrusting, bodacious flesh in front of Angie’s body. Angie stripped Ronnie’s t-shirt bra and started fondling her in turn. She was wonderstruck to realize that in spite of deterioration in Ronnie’s general appearance, her breasts were much firmer than they had been before. They heaved and rose, impatiently waiting for Angie to get more active. Angie circled her lover’s pale areolas. She then lowered her head to Ronnie’s chest and flicked one quivering nipple with her tongue. She heard Ronnie throw her head back and moan in pleasure. Angie slid two lithe fingers into her waiting moist needy place. While stimulating Ronnie’s nether regions, Angie lowered her lips again to the beauteous mounds. As the speed of the sucking and fingering increased, Angie felt Ronnie’s pussy lips clench hard over her fingers. Both of them shuddered simultaneously and basked in the delectable sweet pleasure of their lovemaking. 

At 8 am, Ruiz had unshackled the elephant from his fetid surroundings and had made him walk 25 kilometers to the fiesta. Mendoza, whose girth made it impossible to walk the distance, mounted and rode the elephant. The elephant had not been fed properly and had stood on hot sand since the morning. Blisters had formed on his foot. The heat of the night, the violins, trumpets, noise, people touching him and bursting crackers near his precincts had made him very irritable. Besides, he was currently in musth or undergoing a cycle in which he was ready to mate, making him moody and aggressive. 

While returning from the fiesta at 5 am in the morning, the elephant slowed down a bit. Sweat had begun to dribble down his temples. The sleepy and impatient Ruiz salvaged a whip from the pocket and hit him hard. The elephant trumpeted loudly. Taking pleasure in the anguished cry, Ruiz whipped him once again. The elephant’s tail stiffened and was held on one side. 

"He’s anxious, Ruiz" Mendoza warned his sidekick. Ruiz didn’t pay any heed and continued whipping the poor animal. The elephant swiveled and looked at Ruiz with wide eyes. Mendoza who was beginning to get nervous, held on tight to the little seat at its back. He agitatedly

commanded Ruiz to stop thwacking the creature. However, Ruiz didn’t heed his boss’s warnings. 

The elephant lifted its head high, threw it back, and trumpeted loudly. His ears slapped against his body and a cloud of dust poured off his head. Extremely enraged, he extended his trunk and ran speedily for about half a kilometer. Mendoza was unsuccessful in holding on to the seat. He was thrown off the elephant’s back with force. His body was flung from above 15 feet. His head dashed violently against a boulder at the side of the road. By this time, Ruiz had also caught up. 

He saw his boss lying in a vast pool of blood. Remnants of his devious brain lay unspooled by the road side. Ruiz rushed to his boss and felt his pulse. He couldn’t find it. 

Ruiz caught the fetid smell of the elephant once again. He abandoned Mendoza’s lifeless arm and stood up. His eyes widened in horror as the elephant turned and faced him head on, his large ears extended and held out at the sides. His head was held high, trunk raised and he looked terribly wild. Ruiz let out a frightened cry and scampered to locate a tree he could climb on. It was too late. The elephant had caught up with him. Petrified out of his wits, Ruiz leaned against the tree he had originally planned on climbing. The elephant speared him with his right tusk. The emaciated Ruiz was trapped between the elephant’s tusk and the tree. The tusk had gone right through Ruiz’s heart. He choked and gasped for breath, before throwing up blood. His eyes bulged out of their sockets. In a couple of seconds, the light had gone out of them. 

The circus performers treated the news of their employers’ death with mixed feelings. They were all generally blessed with a kind heart, hence couldn’t really rejoice at the death of people who had provided them a livelihood for a number of years. Yet they found it hard to forgive all those years of thrashing, whacking and humiliation. Therefore, in a way, they felt their captors had got what they deserved. 

The entire lives after having been tricked into the circus flashed in front of the eyes of Angie and Yvette. Angie remembered her mortifying ordeal as Alfred, when her pants had been yanked down and attacked by Ruiz. His evil smell was still sharp in the folds of Angie’s memory. She reminisced the numerous nights when she had been forced to dress as an Arab dancer and swivel the hula-hoop around her waist. She vividly remembered the emasculation and the final humiliation of the gender change. Her friend Yvette, who had nurtured secret dreams of becoming a girl, had not minded much. However for Angie, who was still a male on the inside, it was agony. Even though her captors were dead, she rued at the loss of her previous body. 

Then a quote by the Dalai Lama that came flooding to her mind: “I truly believe that compassion provides the basis of human survival”. Angie was only 24 years old; she couldn’t afford to spend the rest of her life steeped in bitterness and rancor. She walked to the animal enclosure along with her friends and lover. 

She let the birds whose wings had not been clipped free. She intended caring for and nurturing the others until their wings grew back. The four friends entered the animal cages, cleared away the empty food plates, swept the entire place and washed the animals. They untied the hind legs of the domestic animals. Since it was too dangerous to unshackle the wild animals, they let the chains remain, temporarily. "It’s not fair to keep them in captivity" Angie told her friends "we will hand them over to the animal welfare association. They’ll rehabilitate them, step by step, in their natural habitat". Angie’s friends and the other performers agreed with her decision. Since

they loved Angie and thought she was competent, they asked her to take over Esplendor Circus. 

"Certainly" Angie smiled "It would be an honor. However, our circus will no longer use animals. 

As for human performers, only the ones who want to remain can stay back. The rest are free to return to their homes". 

"The circus is our home, Angie" the performers said unanimously "we don’t mind staying on if you’re running it". 

"Thank you" smiled Angie "I promise Esplendor Circus will be a friendlier place". 

The following year, two couples walked down the altar. One was a bride and groom, the other were two brides dressed in traditional white gowns. The disparity in the first couple’s height provoked some indulgent laughter from the public. The second couple was also a bit of an unusual sight, but since gay marriage is legal in Spain, they had the public blessings too. The joyous glow on the four recently wedded faces deeply touched people’s heart. They had seldom seen love as true as theirs. 

Angie locked her arm with Ronnie’s, Yvette took Reggie’s hand. They walked through streets of Spain, laughing and waving at the passersby. A few well-wishers wondered wherefrom they had come and where to they would go. A smile touched their lips as the couples wafted away into the merry congenial confines of Esplendor Circus. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile

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. 

The pretty "girl" in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. As Alfred tries to fight them and leave for home he is assaulted by the manager, Ruiz, in a bid to "tame" Alfred. Alfred’s spirit is partly broken. 

The circus hula-hoop girl, Ronnie is sent to train Alfred in the art of spinning the hula hoop. 

Ronnie’s empathy for Alfred draws them close and the two fall in love. Suspecting that Alfred and Ronnie are becoming “too close”, Ruiz drags away Ronnie and locks her up. 

Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

Since female performers are more in demand in the circus, the boys are framed to undergo sex change. Alfred is changed into “Angie”, Ethan into “Yvette”. Alfred is continued to be displayed in the menagerie, while Ethan is used as the girl around whom the circus knife-thrower throws his knives. 

Alfred continues to love Ronnie, and Yvette is in love with circus clown, Reggie. However, the two are kept apart for many years by Ruiz and Mendoza. Will the lovers ever reunite? Will the harassed circus performers be released from the fiendish clutches of their employers? 

Characters:

Alfred Batista/ Angie: is the protagonist of the story. He is a “pretty” boy, with enormous blue eyes, pink apple-like cheeks and red hair. At 18, he is 5’7 and doesn’t yet display signs of puberty. However, Alfred’s tastes are “boyish”: He is interested in fishing and playing soccer. 

Alfred undergoes great distress after he is captured by the circus staff, forcibly dressed as a girl and displayed in the exotic animal menagerie. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with the barbaric act. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. In a bid to do so, he gets his best friend, Ethan, captured too. 

After being feminized, Alfred becomes a beautiful girl called Angie with long red hair, beautiful pink-tipped breasts and a lovely figure. He continues to be displayed in the exotic animal

menagerie. Angie’s beauty becomes the talk of the town and attracts many men who are willing to pay to sleep with her. Angie’s captors sell her sexual services and use her for their own pleasure as well. During the course of her sexual ordeals, Angie continues to be in love with the circus hula-hoop girl, Ronnie. 

Ethan Faria/ Yvette: is the protagonist’s best friend. At 18, he’s 5’10, lean, dusky and has black eyes and hair. Though Ethan looks manlier than Alfred, he nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. 

He isn’t interested in sports, but enjoys cooking. 

After Alfred’s captors catch Ethan talking to Alfred, they anesthetize him too. Ethan’s is deprived of his capacity to produced testosterone and is framed to undergo sex change. After HRT and SRS, Ethan becomes Yvette, a voluptuous girl with a desirable figure and long dark hair. She is used as the person around whom a professional circus knife-thrower throws his knife. 

At night, she too works as a prostitute and to also service her captors. During her ordeals, Yvette continues to be in love with circus clown, Reggie. 

Ronnie: is the protagonist’s girl friend. At 18, she is 5’5, ash blond, baby faced, has leaf green eyes and a voluptuous figure. She has been sold off by her parents to circus owner and Ronnie was given estrogen hormone injections to speed up the development of her child-like body. She subsequently works as the hula hoop girl in the circus. 

Ronnie empathizes with Alfred after he has been assaulted and teaches him how to hula hoop. 

The two fall in love and kiss. Fearing she and Albert are becoming too close, Ruiz isolates the young lovers. Ronnie is allowed to meet Alfred once, after he is rendered impotent. After that short meeting, she reunites with him only after six years. Ronnie isn’t bothered that Alfred is now Angie. Her love for Alfred is so great that she accepts him even as a girl. 

Reggie: is the circus clown cum uni-cyclist. At 18, he is 4 feet tall, and is perfectly proportioned. 

Reggie has soulful light brown eyes, an aquiline nose and lips shaped like a cupid’s bow. He escapes his abusive family at 14 and joins Esplendor Circus. Reggie regrets his decision nearly instantly as the circus owner and manager ill-treat him. Reggie becomes friendly with Ronnie who has been sold into the circus at nearly the same time Reggie has joined it. 

After Alfred and Ethan are recovering post being rendered impotent, Reggie is sent to give them food. The threesome start a conversation. Reggie and Ethan fall in love. Fearing that Reggie is becoming too friendly with the abducted boys, Ruiz employs someone else to supply food to the boys. He makes sure Reggie never meets them again. 

Reggie hears that Ethan has undergone sex change and become Yvette. He also comes to know that she is being used in the hazardous feat of knife-throwing. Not a day passes when Reggie isn’t thinking of his beloved and fearing her safety. He finally gets to see Yvette 6 years later and the two make passionate love. 

Claudio Ruiz: is the savage animal-trainer cum manager of Esplendor Circus. Ruiz is 34 years old and is dark and skinny. He has long greasy black hair, replete with lice and crooked rotting teeth. He decorates his eyes with kohl and wears an animal talon necklace around his neck. 

After Lucio the parrot goes missing, Ruiz finds Alfred as a substitute star attraction. He tricks

Alfred into dressing like a girl and displays him in the exotic animals’ menagerie. The following day when Alfred tries to attack Ruiz but is overpowered. He forces Alfred to dress as an Arabian dancer and displays him in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. 

Later on, Ruiz and his boss, Mendoza anesthetize Alfred and Ethan and abduct them out of India. 

They get HRT and SRS done on the two boys and gets them transformed into girls. 

Ruiz has a cruel nature and ill-treats both animal and human performers. He meets his death while mistreating an elephant in musth. 

Desi Mendoza: is the owner of Esplendor Circus. He is 50 years old, has a lined face, snub nose and pig-like eyes. Mendoza is fat and jowly. In spite of being the boss, Mendoza has got into the habit of taking directions from his subordinate, Ruiz. 

After the talking parrot goes missing, Mendoza becomes panicky as the parrot is the star attraction of the show. He calms down at Ruiz’s behest and lets him go with the idea of using a feminized Alfred in the exotic animal menagerie. Mendoza decides that since female performers are more in demand in Esplendor circus, both Alfred and Ethan should be converted into girls. 

Mendoza orders HRT and SRS on the boys and uses them for dangerous circus gimmicks. He also sells their services as prostitutes to make extra profits. He orders Angie to get silicone implants to increase the size of her breasts. Mendoza who is sitting on the elephant Ruiz is ill-treating, eventually falls to his death. 

Dr. Chavez: is the doctor who conducts HRT and SRS on Alfred and Ethan. She is also employed to implant silicone breast implants into Angie to increase the latter’s breast-size. Dr. 

Chavez is a tall, gigantic woman with a manly face and husky voice. It is hinted that she was born male. However, it could also be a joke she cracks. 

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

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

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. 

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 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. 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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. 

Obsessed by Noble 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. 

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. 

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? 

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 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. 

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. 

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 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 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? 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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? 

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. 

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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. 

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. 

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. 

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. 

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? 

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: Dreams Don't Die

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

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

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

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. 

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. 

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. 

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". 

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. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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. 

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. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa

Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as

"you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)--

soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 
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