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Forbidden Hotel


Chapter 1 - An Incredible Discovery

I gazed out of the shuttered window. The wild, mysterious moorland stretched across infinite miles. The romantic moorland, laden with tors, bogs and rivers, had become a metaphor  for  my  life,  which  too  stretched  on  to  infinity.  And  it  had  become  as mysterious and haunted as the moors, even if not half as romantic. 

I gazed down at the thick, unyielding ropes that bit into the delicate flesh of my wrists and  ankles.  As  much  as  I  tried  to  evade  it,  my  gaze  settled  and  lingered  on  my developing  body:  the  budding  conical  breasts,  the  big  sensitive  areole,  the  distended nipples, the tapering waist and gently curving hips. My big china-blue eyes had grown wider,  its  pupils  dilated  and  the  eyelashes  thicker.  My  golden  blond  hair  that  had grown longer, curled beside my ears with cloying affection. And I could swear my skin had grown way smoother than ever before. 

All this might have been exciting if I was a growing adolescent girl. Except that I was not. I was a nineteen year old American man called Troy Carter, who was being held captive on the first floor of Hodgson Hotel, situated in South West England. And how did  I,  a  once  sunny  cheery  Miamian,  land  up  in  a  gothic-style  hotel  in  the  brooding, deserted region of Dartmoor? Well, it’s a long story. And I don’t feel like narrating it right now. 

The  three  blonde  “sisters”,  whom  I’ve  nicknamed  Gia,  Mia  and  Ria,  are  huddled against each other like three little rabbits. They are young women with breasts as ripe and  fecund  as  melons,  a  narrow  tunnel  of  a  waist,  wide  birthing  hips  and  perfectly rounded  derrières.  With  their  long,  luxuriant  blond  hair  that  shimmers  like  mini  suns and  shapely  blue  eyes  of  different  shades,  the  “sisters”  are  ethereally  beautiful. 

However,  their  beauty  has  certain  eerie  quality  about  it,  for  when  you  look  into  the eyes of the women, you see bleakness. And if you look deeper, you see terror. 

And the three aren’t real sisters either. I just call them that for the sake of convenience. 

And the peculiar thing about Gia, Mia and Ria is that they don’t speak. I doubt if there is  anything  technically  wrong  with  them  because  I’ve  heard  their  strange  semi-conscious  whisperings  in  the  darkness.  I’ve  tried  to  glue  my  ears  to  their  murmuring mouths in a bid to listen more clearly, but their speech has failed to make sense. In the mornings,  the  “sisters”  are  rendered  mute  because  the  eyes  have  seen  the  unseeable, and  their  ears  have  heard  evil.  And  their  pale  square  faces  are  afflicted  by  a longstanding,  protracted  fear  and  an  ineffable  anticipatory  dread  of  what  is  to  come. 

The  “sisters”  are  like  frightened  little  lambs  that  are  soon  to  be  led  into  slaughter. 

However, they don’t know if death will be their ultimate fate. If there is anything that is terrifying  in  the  world,  it  is  uncertainty.  And  these  three  girls  are  closer  to  being pushed into the unknown more than I am. 

I looked into the newspaper cuttings that I had found beneath the bedding the previous night.  It  was  a  report  of  all  the  missing  persons  around  Dartmouth  region.  I  skimmed through the list and read three reports carefully. They read as follows: 1) Ambrose Hastings

Missing Since: Feb 18th, 2014

Missing From: Dartmouth

DOB: Feb 14th, 1993

Current Age: 23

Sex: Male

Race: White

Hair Color: Dark Blonde

Eye Color: Midnight Blue

Height: 5’9

Weight: 72 kgs

Ambrose is believed to be in the local area. He has the tattoo of a sailor under his left clavicle. 

Anyone having information must contact:

1-990-833-9999

The Dartmouth Sheriff’s Office

2) Charles McDowell

Missing Since: April 11th, 2014

Missing From: Dartmouth

DOB: Jan 9th, 1996

Current Age: 20

Sex: Male

Race: White

Hair Color: Platinum Blonde

Eye Color: Cornflower Blue

Height: 5’5

Weight: 60 kgs

Charles has a strawberry shaped birthmark on his thigh and a pierced left ear. 

Anyone having information must contact:

1-990-833-9999

The Dartmouth Sheriff’s Office

3) George Mitchell

Missing Since: January 18th, 2014

Missing From: Dartmouth

DOB: Dec 26th, 1995

Current Age: 21

Sex: Male

Race: White

Hair Color: Ash Blonde

Eye Color: Baby Blue

Height: 5’7

Weight: 63 kgs

Anyone having information must contact:

1-990-833-9999

The Dartmouth Sheriff’s Office

There  were  cases  of  several  other  missing  young  men  from  the  region  around  2014-2015. I couldn’t help noticing that all of them were or had been in the 18-25 age group when they were reported missing. Another curious parallel that I had noticed was that all  the  young  men  had  blonde  hair  and  blue  eyes.  Granted  the  eyes  were  of  different hues of blue, and the blonde of varying shades, but this was one similarity that no one

with a discerning mind could afford to overlook. 

I was sure that the relatives of these young men would have left no stone unturned to find them. Apart from registering a missing person’s report with the local sheriff and placing reports in newspapers, they would have posted photographs of their wards on bulletins,  post  cards,  milk  cartons  and  websites  to  publicize  the  descriptions  of  the missing guys. Yet according to subsequent reports that I found under the mattress, they hadn’t been found in spite of the law authorities combing out the area. 

Why and where had these boys gone? What had happened to them? 

Had they chosen to escape domestic abuse and exploitation by running away? Had they been mentally ill, and hence had absconded? Had they joined some sequestered cult of some ultra religious organization? Had they disappeared elsewhere to take advantage of better employment and living conditions? 

The last was not a very plausible theory, as the young men were simple country boys and had evidently lacked the confidence to foray into unknown territories. They were simple  lads  who  were  born  and  bred  in  Dartmouth,  had  lived  simple  lives  there  and had loved their parents and relatives. None of them had evidently shown the slightest inclination to abscond, abandon their parents and sweethearts and run away to exotic distant lands. 

The repetitive thought niggled at me again. Where had these young men disappeared? 

A queer whimper-like sound from one of the girls in the room drew my attention. Ria, Mia  and  Gia  were  huddled  close  to  one  another,  their  burnished  blonde  hair shimmering  like  lights  in  the  dark,  gothic  room.  Three  beautiful  heads  huddled  close together: one dark blonde, the second platinum, and the third a blinding shade of stark ash  blonde.  The  eyes  of  the  “sisters”  were  a  varying  shade  of  blue,  right  from  Gia’s midnight blue to Mia’s cornflower blue eyes to Ria’s wide, terrified baby blue orbs. A thought struck me: an incredulous, fantastic and far-fetched thought. No, it couldn’t be true.  These  things  seldom  happened  in  real  life.  They  just  happened  in  books  and bizarre sci-fi movies. 

Yet,  there  was  something  undeniably  “different”  about  the  “sisters”.  Their  over-feminized  bodies  notwithstanding;  there  was  something  a  tad  out-of-place  about  their square  broad  jaws,  wide  shoulders  and  large  hands  and  feet.  They  stuck  out  like eyesores  among  the  curvaceous  lusciousness  of  their  bodies  and  the  smooth,  creamy texture of their skins. 

Mere hypothesizing can be futile. I knew what I had to do. I marched to the cowering sisters  and  kneeled  down  amicably  in  front  of  them.  The  “sisters”  flinched  as  I approached, but let me come close. I approached Gia and gently lowered the neckline of her tulle fabric a bit. 

Perhaps  I  wasn’t  entirely  taken  aback  when  I  noticed  a  palm-sized  tattoo  of  a  sailor beneath  her  left  clavicle.  Gia  had,  a  few  summers  back,  been  called  Ambrose. 

Ambrose Hastings. 

I  hovered  over  Mia  and  gently  hitched  up  her  skirt  to  the  starting  line  of  her  cycling shorts. Mia didn’t resist or slap my hand away. In the few weeks of captivity that we had  shared,  the  “sisters”  had  come  to  view  me  as  a  friend,  a  kindred-soul,  and  as  a victim of similar circumstances. 

And on her dreamy, creamy thighs, I saw it. The beautiful, rose-pink strawberry shaped birthmark. Yes, there was no doubt that “Mia” was the missing Charles McDowell. 

Since no distinguishing marks had been mentioned in the case of the third person, I had to take an inspired guess. “George?” I asked turning to Ria. 

The ash blonde mutely nodded. 

Somewhere in the deep recesses of my brain, a memory stirred. 

“Is your father a cab driver?” I asked. 

Ria wordlessly nodded, once again. 

So,  my  far-fetched  theory  had  been  true  after  all.  The  young  men  missing  from Dartmouth couldn’t be traced because their gender identity had been changed. They had been held captive in Hodgson Hotel and turned into young women. 


Chapter 2 - Sykes

Just when I was trying to come to terms with my incredible discovery, Sykes barged in. 

At 6’6, he was as tall as a giant and had a physique to match. His tread was ominous and his eyes were mean little slits. Sykes’s crude, course features full of raw, primal menace. He currently walked with a slow, measured tread, but my heart palpitated at the thought of how much self-control Sykes must have exercised to get his movements under  control.  Had  he  chosen  to  lose  all  self-control  and  unleash  his  entire  fury  on either of us, I believed my brother-in-law to be capable of strangulating either one of us “girls” as easily as he might have nascent fledglings. 

At the sight of Sykes, the sisters lost the dregs of dignity they had hitherto struggled to maintain. Their teeth began to chatter against each other, rounded legs and arms began to  twitch  convulsively  and  the  shrieks  of  horror  that  emanated  from  their  agonized throats  sounded  barely  human.  Their  similar-hued  blue  eyes  broadened  and  pupils dilated  in  raw,  undiluted  fear.  They  huddled  close  to  one  another  more  cozily  than simians  in  the  hot  springs  of  snow-covered  mountains  of  Japan.  It  was  an understatement to say that the sisters were scared of Sykes. They were  petrified.  And going by the recent turn of events, perhaps they had every conceivable reason to be. 

“Slim!” Sykes bellowed, calling across to one of his lackeys. True to his moniker, Slim was a tall, gangling man in his thirties. He was conspicuous for having close-set shifty eyes that never settled in one place and an unkempt, disheveled appearance. The smell of alcohol assailed his nostrils as he staggered into the room. 

“Untie these beauties” said Sykes to Slim, indicating the sisters. 

A  high-pitched  banshee-like  wail  was  simultaneously  wrenched  from  the  lips  of  the

“sisters”. They beat their limbs with exigent, feverish ferocity and tugged convulsively at  their  shimmering,  yellow  locks.  The  spectacle  that  they  presented  was  pathetic, lamentable, horrifying. 

“Tone  that  down,  will  you?”  Sykes  bellowed  barbarically  “else  I  am  going  to  slice your throats, I really am going to”. 

The  horrific  threat  had  the  effect  of  shutting  up  the  sisters’  voice-boxes.  A  sudden, chilling silence filed the room. Slim dutifully unbound the sisters and held Gia and Mia in a tight vice-like grip. Sykes gripped Ria’s arm and savagely yanked her out of our 10x10 room. Slim followed suit, dragging Gia and Mia along with him. 

“Hey!” I cried out after the retreating Slim “where are you taking them?” 

“Patience, beautiful” winked Slim in a lewd manner “you will come to know when you are ripe and ready”. 

The  two  men  and  the  sisters  soon  disappeared  from  my  line  of  vision.  I  meanwhile pondered on the possible meaning of Slim’s words. “Ripe and ready”? What could that possibly mean? Had Slim, in a moment of coarse characteristic sexism, been referring to  our  fast  feminizing  bodies?  “Ugh”  I  disgustedly  exclaimed,  reacting  to  the  remark that  reflected  flagrant  objectification  of  women.  What  were  Sykes  and  his  cronies going to do to me when I had attained the same level of voluptuousness as “sisters”? 

The horrific possibilities were endless. My heart beat a tad faster and the head began to reel. 

My  brother-in-law  presently  barged  into  the  room  again.  He  had  that  same  huge syringe, filled with the gory red fluid, in his gnarly hands. “So Tamara, ready for your first  shot  of  the  day?”  Sykes  asked  in  a  soft  voice,  which  was  more  menacing  rather than soothing. 

“My name isn’t Tamara!” I protested impassionedly “I’m Troy!” 

“As  you  say”  Sykes  shrugged  with  mock  humility  “a  rose  by  any  other  name  would smell just as sweet”. 

I ignored Sykes’s comment. “What’s that stuff you inject into me three times a day?” I demanded to know “what do the vials that you force me to swallow contain? I can see dried rust-like flakes inside one capsule, but can’t really tell what it is. But let me tell you one thing. What you’re doing to me and “the sisters” is damnable! It will land you straight in hell, mark my words!”. 

“Let’s  leave  heaven  and  hell  out  of  this  and  concentrate  on  the  present,  shall  we?” 

replied Sykes with an ominous chortle “evangelism isn’t exactly the fate I have in mind for you girls”. 

Sykes  words  uncovered  layers  of  dormant,  primal  fear  in  me.  I  suddenly  felt  like  a hapless deer being pursued by a ruthless predator. It was clear that whatever Sykes had in mind for me and the other girls wasn’t noble. 

I fell on to my knees. “Arthur” I said, my voice a desperate plea “please release me. If I am being a burden on you and Julia, I’ll go back. I’ll return to Miami and try to make ends meet. But please…please don’t convert me into a female and….do whatever you

intend doing with me”. 

“My  love”  murmured  Sykes  bending  down  and  stroking  my  smooth  face  “has  anyone told you that you look sexier when you plead?” With the following words, he jabbed the  needle  into  my  naked  arm  and  emptied  its  mysterious  contents  into  my  unwilling body. 


***

A year ago, my father had died in a car crash. Since I lost my mother, Gwyneth when I was barely two, Julia had been a second mother to me. Julia’s mother, my father’s first wife, had also passed away when Julia was fairly young, so my half-sister understood the pain of being orphaned. Since there was an age gap of 16 years between us, Julia was more like a guardian than a sister to me. I had hazy memories of her preparing my milk  bottle,  changing  my  nappies  and  taking  me  out  for  lovely,  leisurely  strolls  along the  Miami  Beach.  And  every  once  in  a  while  when  I  got  tired,  my  pleasantly  plum raven-haired  older  sister  would  take  me  in  her  arms  and  carry  me  through  the  lanes lined with orchids, jacaranda and frangipani. 

Sykes was evidently backpacking through the US sometime around that time. His gaze had  fallen  on  my  lovely  23  year  old  sister,  whom  he  eventually  wooed  and  married. 

My  father  elated  to  learn  that  a  man  who  owned  a  hotel  desired  to  marry  a  humble carpenter’s  daughter.  Julia  moved  to  the  UK  soon  after  she  got  married,  after  which dad  raised  me  singlehandedly.  Julia  never  visited  the  US  after  that.  My  father  and  I didn’t  have  enough  money  to  go  to  the  UK  and  see  her,  either.  Once  in  a  while,  we received short, to-the-point letters from Julia, stating that she was happy. My father and I took what Julie said at face-value. 

When my father passed away, I became a rudderless ship. Even though I had graduated from  high  school  with  decent  grades,  I  lost  the  motivation  to  apply  to  universities.  I, instead,  worked  away  at  several  odd  jobs,  hoping  it  would  keep  the  grief  and aimlessness at bay. It didn’t. Toiling away for several hours at a stretch for a pittance didn’t in the least boost my morale. I felt neglected, exploited and….orphaned. 

At this forlorn time, my skin recalled the touch of Julie’s soft motherly hands. I thought of flying to the UK and living with my sister for a couple of years. I was quite sure that my  maternal,  affectionate  sister  would  be  quite  pleased  to  have  me  in  her  home.  I assumed that living in another country for a couple of years might take my mind off my current situation and eventually make me feel more centered. 

It wasn’t as if I had inherited a fortune from dad (he was but a humble carpenter), but it

was enough to buy a one way ticket to the UK. I was on a plane and alighted at Exeter International Airport. Since Dartmoor was quite a distance away, I was recommended to take a TGV to reach it. 

I had barely stepped on English soil, yet found the UK diametrically different from the US. The entirety of it—the buildings, the people and even the bullet train—were much more staid and subdued than the open, vibrant, sunny Miami. As the sky clouded over and  the  day  turned  ominously  dark,  an  uncharacteristic  pensiveness  came  over  me.  I shifted  my  body  towards  the  window  and  gazed  out  of  it  like  a  man  in  a  trance.  The wild,  desolate  moorland  outside  was  capped  with  many  exposed  granite  hilltops  I knew  were  called  “tors”.  Tors  are  basically  hills  topped  with  outcrops  of  bedrock, which  in  Dartmoor,  are  usually  rounded  like  boulders.  The  only  vegetation  the moorland  comprised  of  was  heather,  which,  in  the  darkness  of  the  overcast  sky, appeared a baneful blackish shade of olive green. I had expected to feel more at peace at a change of scene, but, surprisingly, an oppressive feeling of forbidding settled over me. It was as if the wildly beautiful moors had a personality of its own, and had cast a spell over me. And the spell evoked mixed feelings of fascination, uneasiness…and a mild dread. 

I  dismissed  the  above  feelings  as  mere  imagination.  Not  that  I  ever  had  particularly fertile  imagination,  but  probably  the  land  which  was  supposed  to  have  inspired  the myth  of  the  headless  horseman,  a  mysterious  pack  of  ghostly  hounds  and  other frightening  supernal  creatures  had  this  sort  of  effect  on  even  the  barely  imaginative. 

Yet,  as  much  as  I  tried  to  rationalize  my  feelings,  I  couldn’t  help  shrugging  off  the thought that the evil I felt was very  real and palpable,  and not just the imagination of a young teenaged man who found himself all alone on foreign soil for the first time. 

I realized that I had reached Dartmoor when the TGV came to a screeching halt. The jolt shook me, as much as the realization of the fact that the means of transport could be primitive, even in the ostensibly civilized world. It was as if the jerkiness of the bullet train  captured  the  essence  of  Dartmoor:  the  wild,  expected  and  the untamed….shrugging off the feeling of discomfort that had settled in my solar plexus, I alighted  from  the  TGV  and,  along  with  my  heavy  suitcases,  walked  on  the  deserted platform like a lean teenaged specter, trying to find a cab. 

A lugubrious, mournful-looking drab black cab came in sight. I walked towards it and lightly  tapped  on  the  semi-open  glass  window.  The  driver,  a  ruddy  portly  fellow  of about 45, raised his head up from the newspaper. 

“Where to?” he asked with a heavy cockney accent. 

“Hodgson Hotel” I said tersely. 

The  driver  started  upon  hearing  the  name.  The  blood  drained  from  his  ruddy  face, leaving his face as white as a sheet. I was taken aback to see a man with such a healthy complexion go deathly pale in just a little less than a second. 

“I can’t go” he said in a shaken whisper “sorry”. I noticed that the cab driver’s small, podgy hands were trembling. At this time, I couldn’t figure out what I had said to upset the guy to such an enormous extent. I came to the conclusion that the man wasn’t used to foreigners and hence felt nervous talking to me. 

Knowing that it was mandatory to tip the cab-drivers in England a minimum of 10-15%

over  the  taxi  fare,  I  told  the  man  that  I’d  give  him  20%.  I  wasn’t  exactly  rolling  in money, but I didn’t have a choice. There was no other cab in sight. The place was more deserted than a no man’s land. 

“Okay…  would  you  reconsider  your  decision  if  I  offered  you  a  25%  tip?”  I  asked reluctantly. It seemed to me that I would splurge my father’s entire savings here. 

The man’s bulging eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. I thought he had never been offered  such  an  exorbitant  sum  before.  For  a  minute,  the  cab  driver  looked  as  if  he might refuse, but then said:

“Okay. Hop on”. 

After the driver loaded my luggage into the dickey, I got into the backseat. We drove a good  five  miles  in  silence.  The  scenery  showed  a  noticeable  change,  as  we progressively  proceeded  into  the  heart  of  the  moorland.  The  heather  only  got  darker and  the  tors  steeper  and  more  mysterious.  The  overcast  sky  showed  no  signs  of clearing.  Black,  apparently  rain-suffused,  thunder  clouds  still  hung  low.  Far  away, where the tors met the violet skies, I beheld lightening. The skies were replete with the promise of heavy rain or even a thunderstorm. 

The slight  frost  in the  air  made me  wish  that  I had  put  on something  warmer  than my dandelion  yellow  polo-neck  sweater  made  of  light  wool.  The  weathermen  predicted that February in Dartmoor was likely to be somewhat cold, but I never expected it to be   freezing.  The  nippy  chill  that  hung  in  the  air  permeated  my  limbs  and  chilled  my bones. And in the nippy chills that numbed my bones, I could detect a languid malice. 

“This is an area of bogs, young sir” the driver said, speaking for the first time “so much water  accumulates  here  that  dangerous  mires  form.  Many  folks  from  Dartmoor  have

gone missing around this area. People say the bog swallowed them before they had a chance to call out for help”. 

“I  see”  I  said,  mentally  cursing  the  driver.  His  volunteering  of  this  morbid  piece  of news  didn’t  improve  my  state  of  mind  at  all.  The  uneasiness  in  my  solar  plexus  only increased and the chill in my bones became more intense. It had been barely 48 hours since I’d left Miami, and I’d already begun to miss the city sorely. 

Just when I was wondering how far away Hodgson’s Hotel was, I noticed a sign board marked “Hodgson Hotel” that pointed an arrow to the left of the main road. Hodgson Hotel was not on the main road as I had imagined; one had to take a slight detour to be able to reach it. I tried to crane my neck trying to get a view of the hotel, but a couple of trees obscured the building. 

Much to my surprise, the cab driver drove on straight. “Hey!” I burst out “I think we were supposed to take a left two turnings back: I saw a sign that said Hodgson Hotel!” 

The  cab  driver  drove  on,  not  heeding  my  words.  He  maintained  a  steady  pace  and came to a standstill in front of a church. It was an exquisite building, with tombs and domes  directed  towards  the  heavens.  So  mesmerized  was  I  by  the  sheer  beauty  of  it that I forgot that I was supposed to be mad at the cab driver for not dropping me off at my destination. 

While he helped me download my luggage from the car dickey, the white-faced driver looked a tad apologetic “Please approach Father Anka: the priest, young man” he said

“He’d be the ideal person to accompany you to Hodgson Hotel”. 

“But why can’t you take me there?” I demanded. 

“I just can’t” said the man in a tremulous voice. 


Chapter 3 - Hodgson Hotel

“Why,  what’s  wrong  with  the  hotel?”  I  persisted  “why  have  you  been  so  utterly terrified since I made a mention of it?” 

“I  can’t  tell  you,  Sir”  said  the  man  evasively  “or  rather,  I  don’t  know  myself.  All  I know is that that place reeks of evil. I’d stay  miles away from it, but made an exception for you” 

“That’s very kind of you” I said formally “but why did you make an exception for me?” 

“That’s  because  you  remind  me  of  my  son  George”  the  driver  answered  “he  was  a pretty  boy  just  like  you….  taken  after  his  beautiful  blonde-haired,  blue-eyed  mother. 

He disappeared two years ago not to be found to date. We speculated that the bog had swallowed him. George’s poor, delicate mother died pining for him. Life hasn’t been the same with both George and Janice gone”. The man had started crying by now. Large droplets of saline water trickled down his ashen cheeks. 

“I am really sorry” I said, feeling inadequate as I often do when expected to console people who have undergone a massive tragedy “it must be awful for you”. 

“It  is,  but  you  worry  about  it,  son”  said  the  man  putting  on  a  brave  face  “you concentrate on the life ahead of you. And please don’t wander off to Hodgson’s Hotel on your own. That place is sheer evil. It is better that you let a man who carries a cross accompany you. Father Anka seems like the ideal person”. 

With a final apology for not having taken me to the promised destination, the man drove away. He was decent enough not to charge a penny above the meter. I was left staring at the  awe-inspiring  church  that  stood  in  front  of  me.  I  was  at  a  loss  as  to  what  to  do initially, but then decided to look for Father Anka. I sauntered towards the church gate, dragging my heavy suitcases along with me. As I approached the gate, a man in black cassock, made of worsted wool, opened the gate. His holy garment covered his sleeves and  reached  his  ankles.  From  under  his  hat  peeped  a  reddish-hued  face  with  high cheekbones, a tiny blunt nose and small kindly tip-tilted eyes. 

“Hello, I  am  Father Anka”  said  the man  in  an  amiable tone  “how  may I  help  you?”  I was taken aback to realize that Father Anka was a Native American who had probably hailed  from  the  Aztec,  Inca  or  the  Mayan  civilizations.  The  name  had  sounded  a  bit unusual when the cab driver had mentioned it, but in my agitation at having sped past Hodgson Hotel, I hadn’t paid much attention to it. 

“Well, I never expected to see a Red Indian here!” the words (which are, by no means, politically correct) were wrenched out of my mouth. 

“Nor did I expect to see an American here!” Father Anka retorted congenially “tell me, son, who are you? And what brings you to this part of the world?”. Father Anka had been shrewd enough to detect my nationality through my accent. 

I narrated the tale of my recent loss and aimlessness to the priest. “Since my half-sister is married to the owner of Hodgson Hotel, I thought I’d spend a few years with her. My own mother (Julia’s stepmother) died when I was only two years old, so Julia all but raised me until I was seven. Dad and I never saw her after she got married and settled in this part of the world 11 or 12 years ago. So after dad’s demise, I grabbed the first chance to come and see my sister”. 

“How did you arrive here from the airport?” asked Father Anka. 

“I hired a cab” I replied “for reasons best known to the driver; he dropped me off in front of the church instead of Hodgson Hotel. He said it “reeked of evil” or something like  that  and  suggested  that  I  should  request  you  (a  man  who  carries  a  cross)  to accompany me. Do you have any idea as to why the man suggested that? And, father, do you know where Hodgson Hotel is?” 

“God alone knows why the cab driver behaved in the peculiar fashion you described” 

Father Anka shrugged “some people can be neurotically superstitious. And, of course, I know  where  Hodgson  Hotel  is.  I  am  a  good  friend  of  your  brother-in-law  Arthur Sykes’s!” 

“Really? I’d never have guessed!” I said excitedly “so I take it that the two of you meet up once in a while?” 

“Yes, we do” answered Father Anka beaming “since old Sykes never visits the church, we meet up every Saturday evening!” 

“For drinks?” I asked with all the innocence (foolishness?) of my 18 years. 

“No  son,  as  a  priest  I  can’t  imbibe”  answered  Father  Anka  indulgently  “Sykes  and  I meet at the Gentlemen’s Club. We play a game or two of chess, that’s about it”. 

“How’s my sister, father?” I asked “I assume you’ve met Julia”. 

“Yes,  Mrs.  Sykes  comes  to  the  church  to  attend  the  mass  every  Sunday”  answered

Father  Anka  “I’ve  had  the  chance  to  meet  her,  informally,  on  one  or  two  occasions. 

She’s the perfect hostess, your sister. And yes, she’s doing very well”. 

“Well,  I  am  relieved  to  hear  that”  I  said  with  feeling  “you  see,  dad  and  I  have  been very worried about her. Of course, Julia sent us short, terse e-mails claiming that she was well, but somehow,I haven’t been entirely convinced. I often felt as if Julia was trying to conceal some deep dark secret” 

“You  are  one  over-imaginative,  young  man!”  Father  Anka  chided  affectionately  “of course, Mrs. Sykes is doing well. Why wouldn’t the wife of a prosperous hotel owner be fine?!” 

“Indeed!” I agreed, marveling at how British I sounded “why wouldn’t she be!” 

Father Anka reversed his old brown Ford car, asked me to climb in beside the driver’s seat,  and  drove  me  through  the  haunted  moorland.  En  route  to  our  destination,  Father Anka and I made some trivial chit-chat about the weather, the landscape et al. Before I knew  it,  Father  Anka’s  old  conveyance  smoothly  halted  in  front  of  the  very,  huge gothic-styled Hodgson Hotel. 

My brother-in-law’s hotel was huger than I had ever imagined. It was a tall building, with  several  short  towers  and  intricately  decorated  flying  buttresses.  The  irregular, vaulted  ceilings  utilized  the  technology  of  the  pointed  arch  to  spread  the  force  and weight  of  the  upper  floors.  The  arch  also  provided  the  illusion  of  greater  height  and grandiosity,  giving  the  vaulted  ceiling  a  look  of  elegance  and  opulence.  But  as  if  to counteract  all  the  beauty,  a  huge  gargoyle  sat  right  in  front  of  the  building,  spewing forth  excessive  water  from  what  I  supposed  was  melting  frost  and  the  previous  rain (since it still hadn’t rained yet in spite of the sky being greatly overcast). 

If  I  had  been  wonderstruck  by  the  beauty  of  the  church,  I  was  overwhelmed  by  the magnificence of the Hodgson Hotel. Yet, in no way was it a reflection of my brother-in-law’s apparently wealthy status. In spite of possessing charming old world grandeur, I couldn’t  help  noticing  that  the  place  was  a  dilapidated  one:  green  gelatinous  moss clung  to  every  nook  and  cranny  of  the  building,  the  curtains  that  graced  the  huge grouped window was torn and weather-beaten, and the metal board on which the name of the hotel was etched had seen better days. I surmised that Hodgson Hotel had been passed  down  Sykes’s  family  for  many  generations  and  wasn’t  currently  a  symbol  of wealth  and  prosperity,  even  if  it  once  might  have  been.  It  was  obvious  that  the  hotel had  become  more  of  a  liability  than  a  profit-churner  for  my  brother-in-law  who obviously didn’t have enough money for its maintenance and upkeep. 

“Quite  an  imposing  structure,  isn’t  it?”  said  Father  Anka  when  he  saw  me  gaping  at Hodgson Hotel in an awestruck manner. 

“That’s an understatement, father” I replied swallowing “this—this is overwhelming. I have never seen anything like Hodgson Hotel”. 

“Nor  will  you  see  anyone  like  your  brother-in-law”  sniggered  Father  Anka sardonically “It’s almost as Hodgson Hotel is a personification of Sykes”. 

Father  Anka’s  tone  made  me  uneasy.  It  carried  a  rough,  sarcastic  edge  to  it  which  I hadn’t  hitherto  perceived  in  the  otherwise  kindly  man.  All  I  could  do  was  gape confusedly at Father Anka. 

“Are you going to meet your folks or stand our here in the cold all evening?” beamed Father Anka. The kindliness was back in his voice and the twinkle had returned to his eyes. 

“Aren’t you going to come inside, father?” I asked confused. 

“No, you carry on” replied Father Anka “I’ll wait outside. Ask Sykes to meet me here, if he feels inclined to”. 

“Alright,  if  you  say  so”  I  said  uncertainly,  apprehensive  of  setting  foot  into  the  huge intimidating house all by myself. I opened the tall wrought iron gate, walked the short length  of  the  courtyard  and  gently  rested  my  palm  against  the  solid  red  mahogany entrance door. Much to my surprise, it opened a little, giving me a glimpse of the semi-lit room inside. I pushed the door open with energy and dragged my gaggle of suitcases inside. I crossed the vestibule and succeeded in reaching a room with a counter and a few chairs, which I presumed was the lobby. 

As I exhaustedly threw myself on one of the chairs in the lobby, a giant in human form descended down the adjacent staircase and advanced towards me. He was no less than 6 feet 6 inches tall, was built like a boxer and had thick coarse features. The giant soon covered  the  distance  between  us  with  long,  sweeping  strides  and  was,  presently, standing in front of me. I could see some sort of emotion reflected in his dark dullard-like eyes, big gargantuan nose and thick leathery lips. As to whether it was perplexity, anger or lust, I couldn’t quite discern. 

“Look what the winds have blown in” said the man reaching out his large primate-like hand and caressing my marmoreal cheek “a beautiful, blue-eyed blonde beauty!” 

“I  am  no  girl  to  be  addressed  as  ‘a  beauty’!”  I  said  with  more  vehemence  than  the remark  merited.  That’s  partly  because  I  was  acutely  self-conscious  of  how  girlish  I looked. At 5’7, I wasn’t too tall for a man, and my gaunt frame was free of any hint of muscle. My face was white as porcelain and the brows that cut across it, raven black. 

The  eyes  that  peeped  from  beneath  the  eyebrows  were  china  blue,  nose  straight  and classical and the mouth too plump and rosebud-like to grace the face of a grown male. 

In  addition,  I  had  inherited  my  mother’s  silky  golden  hair  (which  I,  incidentally,  had grown long) and her china-blue eyes. The eyelashes that shielded my large eyes were as  dark  as  soot,  and  as  thick  and  long  as  any  females’.  The  fact  that  I  was  “a  pretty boy” was commonly acknowledged throughout Miami, but a female friend of mine had pointed out that my most attractive feature were my eyelashes. 

“Indeed,  you’re  a  lad!”  burst  out  the  giant  as  he  heard  my  deep  voice  “but  a  beauty nevertheless. And no, your being a male is not going to deter my intentions at all”. With the  above  declaration,  the  man  threw  his  endless  arms  around  my  slender  waist  and pressed  his  leathery  lips  to  my  mouth.  As  his  foul  breath  assaulted  my  own,  I  felt  an ineffable  revulsion  come  over  me.  I  tried  to  break  away  in  disgust,  but  the  boor tightened his vice-like grip around my waist. I was horrified to feel his coarse leopard-like tongue explore the sides of my mouth, before it pushed against my own tongue with the  raging  force  of  a  hurricane.  I  tried  to  push  the  scoundrel’s  tongue  away  with  my own,  but  discovered  that  it  was  singularly  weak,  ineffectual  and…effeminate.  I  was vaguely  sentient  of  the  boor  fumbling  with  the  buttons  of  my  jeans,  but  found  it impossible to protect myself against his onslaughts. In addition, I was frightened by the size  and  magnitude  of  the  progressively  hardening  rod  that  pressed  against  my  body through  his  trousers.  Before  I  knew  it,  the  man  gave  me  a  firm  push  that  sent  me staggering to the linoleum floor. As I fell on my face, I could feel my pants slide down by a couple of inches, exposing my white underpants. If I didn’t spring back on to my feet quickly enough, I figured that my predator would lose no time in yanking my briefs down, letting his throbbing shaft out of his trousers and impaling my rear orifice with it. However, though I tried to get back on my feet with lightning speed, the giant was faster. In a moment, I could feel his crushing weight on my knees. “Dear God” I prayed more fervently than I had ever before in my life “please save me. Please save me from this big, predatory giant”. 

I could feel the man’s Herculean fingers tug at the elastic band of my underpants. In a trice, he had tugged my briefs down. I could feel the dank, chilly air of Dartmoor on my flesh. I had to accept it: the inevitable. I was to be sexually taken by this man. 

“Arthur!” a thin wheezy female voice made the man stop just before the vile act “leave him alone! He’s my brother….he’s my brother, Troy!” 

Arthur….Arthur  Sykes.  So,  the  boor  who  had  been  assaulting  me  was  my  brother-in-law. Wow! This was an incredible way to be welcomed into the family. 

Chapter 4 - A Strange Family Reunion Arthur Sykes turned towards his wife. For a moment I thought he was going to ask Julia to shut up, but obviously thought the better of it. He slowly and reluctantly shifted his big,  gargantuan  body  off  my  frail  frame.  With  the  dead  weight  lifted  off  me,  the  lost breath came back into my body. I got to my feet, choking and gasping for breath. A frail figure dressed in black rushed towards me and put her arms around me, as the brazen Arthur tucked his shirt into his trousers and nonchalantly lit a cigarette. He showed no remorse  over  what  he  had  attempted.  I  looked  towards  my  brother-in-law  and wondered  if  he  was  one  of  those  monsters  in  human  form  who  are  born  without  a conscience. 

“Are you okay, Troy?” my sister ruffled my hair and fussed over me “are you okay, my baby boy?” 

“Ha, ‘baby boy’ indeed!” Sykes scoffed “you brother’s a grown bastard, that’s what he is”. 

Julia  ignored  her  husband  and  continued  to  placate  me.  I  had  finally  regained  enough composure  to  lift  my  eyes  to  her  face.  I  was  shell-shocked  by  the  sight  that  met  my eyes. A far cry from the bonny black-haired girl that she used to be, Julia was reduced to a living cadaver. She had lost so much weight since the last time I had seen her that she  appeared  more  like  a  ghost  than  a  living,  pulsating  human  being.  Julia’s  collar-bones jutted out painfully from over her top and I could see that the legs beneath her knee-length patchwork skirt were as thin as matchsticks. Julia’s once chubby face had become so frail that the skin stretched tightly over her pale cheekbones. The huge eyes that peeped out through the deep-set sockets were suffused with a kind of indescribable dread and horror. Her eyes had also developed the disconcerting habit of flitting to and fro  like  those  suffering  from  extreme,  persistent  stress.  The  sides  of  Julia’s prematurely-aged  mouth  twitched  convulsively  as  she  spoke.  I  did  some  math  and calculated that Julia was not yet 35, but looked way older. 

The graying, twitching bundle of nerves in front of me wasn’t my sister Julia. No, she couldn’t  possibly  have  changed  so  drastically  in  a  span  of  11-12  years.  It  was  too painful to believe. Yet the soot-dark eyebrows that both Julia and I had inherited from our  dad  told  a  different  story.  Yes,  this  was  very  much  my  beloved  sister  Julia,  who had, for some mysterious reason, begun to resemble a living corpse. 

“You’ve lost weight, sweetest” I said kissing my sister’s lovely dark eyebrow “what’s

the matter? Have you been ill? Are you being properly cared for?” I looked daggers at my villainous brother-in-law who stood by the side, smoking away like a chimney. 

“Of course, baby boy” Julia replied giving me an artificially bright smile “I’ve just got older, that’s all. Everything is alright…perfect, I should say” she hastened to assure me

“I have no health problems. Also, yes, I am  very  well looked after. Arthur is a caring husband”. 

The “caring husband” knit his menacing brows and scowled at both me and Julia. 

Julia  was  obviously  lying.  But  I  ostensibly  bought  the  untruth,  for  the  sake  of  my sister’s  safety.  “I  am  glad”  I  said  before  taking  Julia’s  thin  cold  palms  in  mine  and rubbing  them  to  generate  warmth.  “Now  dear,  brace  yourself  for  some  bad  news.  I didn’t have the guts to tell you over email, hence came to Dartmoor in person”. 

The  fright  in  Julia’s  already  petrified  eyes  became  more  intense.  “What  happened, Troy?!” she cried. 

“Father died two months ago” I said, feeling terrible about having to break the news to my sister “he was killed in a car crash”. 

Julia’s  body  went  rigid  upon  hearing  the  news  of  our  father’s  demise.  She  became paler and didn’t move for an entire minute. I was beginning to think Julia had gone into shock, when she crumpled on to the floor, a crying, deliriously babbling heap. 

“It’s the result of my sins” Julia sobbed on the floor “God has punished poor dad for my evil deeds! I am a very bad woman, that’s why God has made me childless! On top of that, He has also killed my dad! Dear God, I am so sad, I could die!” 

“Come on, dear, now don’t upset yourself” I said lifting my sister from the floor and helping her into one of the chairs in the lobby “what sins could a sweet girl like you possibly have committed?” 

Julia raised her tear-streaked face to me. “Sins” she whispered in a voice that sounded haunted “I have committed sins that you can’t even imagine exist”. 

I  was  unsettled  by  Julia’s  delirium,  but  remained  cool.  “Come  on  now,  dear”  I  said stroking her emaciated shoulder “you’ve had a nasty shock, hence are imagining things. 

You will be as right as rain soon”. 

“Maybe. Maybe not” answered Julia cryptically “the Almighty never forgives”. Then

she evidently decided to change the topic for she asked:

“How did you get here, Troy? Did you rent a cab?” 

“I did, actually, but the driver refused to bring me here” I replied “he dropped me off at the  church  instead.  Father  Anka  was  kind  enough  to  bring  me  here.  And  oh,  I  totally forgot! Father Anka’s still waiting outside!” I turned to my odious brother-in-law and reluctantly  said  “he  expressed  a  desire  to  see  you,  if  that’s  possible”.  I  was  sorry  to have kept him waiting so long although I had undergone three shocks in the short span of 15 minutes: being the victim of attempted rape, having to see the pitiable state my sister  had  been  reduced  to  and  having  to  witness  her  inconsolable  reaction  after  she heard  dad  of  dad’s  death.  I  was  mystified  as  to  how  a  kind,  Godly  man  like  Father Anka could probably be on congenial terms with this nauseating sinner Sykes. “Weird are the ways of the world” I mumbled to myself “I’ll not be able to make sense of it when I am a hundred years old!” 


***

Just when I had announced my intention to stay in England for a few years to Julia, my vile  brother-in-law  barged  in.  He  gave  me  a  congenial,  toothy  smile,  as  if  what  had transpired about an hour ago hadn’t happened at all. I looked away, adamantly refusing to return his smile. For the first time in my life, I empathized with what the fairer sex might have to go through in every part of the world. 

“Julia” Sykes turned to his wife and said almost amiably “It’s nearly 9 pm! Aren’t you going to serve your brother any dinner? The poor boy must be exhausted and starved after his long journey!”. Sykes was behaving as if he was the perfect host, who hadn’t even thought of misbehaving with his guest as soon as he had arrived. 

Julia scurried inside the kitchen like an obedient little mouse. She emerged after about fifteen  minutes,  carrying  a  tray  full  of  coarse-looking  slices  of  bread  and  pea  soup (well, it was greenish, so it might have also been spinach: I don’t know). Julia set the food on the table in front of me and Sykes, all the time shooting timid, nervous glances at  her  husband.  I  refused  the  pepper  Julia  offered,  but  her  husband  accepted  it  and sprinkled the spice generously over his bowl of soup. Just when I was about to take my first spoonful, Sykes said:

“Wait  a  minute…Julia  poured  soup  into  that  bowl  first,  so  it  must  have  gone  cold  (I was  stymied  as  to  how  he  kept  tabs  of  the  movements  of  his  wife  who  was  in  the kitchen,  while  being  seated  next  to  me  all  the  time.  But  perhaps  that’s  what  being married  for  more  than  a  decade  does  to  people:  the  right  hand  automatically  knows

what the left is doing) “why don’t you take mine. It’s piping hot? You don’t mind the pepper, do you?” 

“No,  I  don’t  mind  the  pepper,  but….”  I  tailed  off.  How  could  you  possibly  tell  your host that you don’t trust him? Considering the lateness of the hour and the chance of a thunderstorm;  I  couldn’t  go  out  looking  for  alternative  lodgings  either.  As  much  as  I detested my brother-in-law and loathed staying under his roof, I would have to spend the  night  at  Hodgson’s  Hotel.  I  could  pack  my  bags  and  look  for  a  new  place  to  live early  next  morning.  As  I  was  an  expert  at  plumbing,  fixing  broken  cars  and  several other odd jobs, I didn’t think sustenance while in England would be a big issue for me. 

I was capable enough of making enough money for basic food, shelter and clothing. 

“You don’t trust me, do you?” my brother-in-law enquired sarcastically “don’t worry, buddy, I haven’t laced your soup with poison or anything!” After a pause, he continued in a more contrite vein “I can understand your hesitation, considering I committed a bit of an indiscretion as soon as you stepped in. I apologize for that. Forget it, will you? I am just a sucker for pretty faces”. 

I  wouldn’t  exactly  have  called  what  Sykes  tried  to  do  “a  bit  of  an  indiscretion”,  but accepted  his  apology  for  my  poor  sister’s  sake.  In  order  to  prove  that  I  had  forgiven him, I accepted the bowl of soup Sykes had offered and partook of a mouthful. Defying its  unattractive  appearance,  the  soup  turned  out  to  be  delicious.  Long  suppressed appetite  welled  as  soon  as  I  swallowed  my  first  spoonful  and  I  took  many  more  in quick  succession.  Soon,  I  abandoned  my  spoon  and  etiquette  and  sloshed  the  entire soup down directly from the bowl. 

Slowly, eventually, a complacent cloud of heaviness started descending over me. As I sat  blinking  away  at  the  table,  the  face  of  my  host  grew  bright,  then  dimmer  and progressively  brighter  again.  I  was  vaguely  sentient  that  my  white-faced  sister  stood somewhere  at  the  periphery,  but  she  too  soon  became  a  distant  blur  and  soon disappeared  from  my  line  of  vision.  Before  I  could  put  my  wits  together,  the  entire world  became  hazier  and  hazier  before  I  was  sucked  into  a  deep,  dark,  death-like slumber. 


Chapter 5 - Becoming Tamara

I opened my eyes a few hours later, acutely aware of ropes biting into my wrists and ankles.  Dawning  consciousness  told  me  that  I  had  been  gagged  as  well.  I  inched  as close as possible to one of the huge windows in the room and tried to get to my feet. 

However, the ropes that bound my feet wouldn’t allow me to get up. Sykes had indeed done  a  great  job  with  the  binding.  And  I  had  been  ultra  gullible  to  believe  he  had indeed sprinkled the soup with pepper. 

A low collective whimper from the other part of the room drew my attention. I turned towards the source of the sound to see three blonde girls huddled close to one another. 

Their bodies were still developing like that of girls in their early teens, but the girls’

faces  told  me  that  they  were  older.  I  saw  that  their  eyes  (incidentally,  of  different shades of blue) reflected the same terror I had witnessed in my sister’s deep set orbs. 

The girls were bound, but not gagged, but they still didn’t talk to me or, for that matter, to each other. I wondered if the women (whom, I’d started referring to as “the sisters”) were  mute  or  if  their  voices  had  been  silenced  due  to  having  witnessed  some unspeakable horror on the moorland. 

As the girls and I spent time appraising one another, the door flew open and the vile, imposing figure of Sykes barged into the room. “So my dear guest” he said addressing me in a sardonically sweet voice “how are you liking your host’s hospitality?”. 

I  struggled  to  speak,  but  the  gag  curtailed  me.  My  considerate  brother-in-law  solved my  problem  in  a  jiffy.  He  walked  over  to  me,  got  down  on  one  knee  and  jerked  the plaster  away  from  my  mouth  in  such  barbaric  force  that  the  fine  hairs  on  my  cheek came off along with the plaster that had been used to gag me. 

“You bastard!” I burst out when I was able to speak “what had you mixed in my soup? 

Why  have  you  imprisoned  me  here?  And  who  are  these  girls:  have  you  brought  them here by force?” 

“Easy,  easy,  sister-in-law”  said  the  atrocious  man,  much  to  my  stupefaction  “one question at a time please. Why the unholy rush? You’re going to be here for a lifetime”. 

“What  do  you  mean?”  I  asked  with  mounting  horror  and  suspicion  “and  why  are  you addressing me as ‘sister-in-law’?” 

“You’ll soon know, love” said the scoundrel with a smug smile settling on his moronic face “you’ll soon know”. 

I was totally mystified by the events that followed over the next few days. Sykes would send his disheveled shifty-eyed lackey called Slim over, who would; deliver a set of female  clothes  to  me  every  day.  I  used  to  be  totally  mystified  as  a  plethora  of splendorous  inner  and  outer  wear  came  tumbling  out  of  the  bag.  Skirts,  ladies  tops, strappy dresses, chemises, corsets, brassieres and panties…I really didn’t know what Sykes  wanted  from  me.  I  looked  towards  the  three  “sisters”  for  enlightenment,  but, since  the  three  seemed  to  have  taken  some  sort  of  a  tacit  vow  of  silence,  retrieving even a single shred of information from them became an impossibility. 

After a day or two of making me undergo these cryptic exercises, Sykes barged into the room like a mighty schooner with Slim trailing him like an obedient tug boat. 

“Clasp her arm tight!” barked the master and the servant obliged. 

My  heart  palpitated  with  fear,  terrified  in  anticipation  of  what  these  damnable  men were  going  to  do  to  me.  I  also  wondered  why  Sykes  persistently  used  the  “she” 

pronoun while referring to me. Was that a mere slip of the tongue; the byproduct of a moment  of  abstracted  absent-mindedness?  The  explanation  couldn’t  possibly  be  that elementary. Only two days ago, Sykes addressed me as his “sister-in-law”. My query as to why I was addressed so was met by a cryptic “You’ll soon come to know, love. 

You’ll soon come to know”. What did my damnable brother-in-law intend making me do?  I  remembered  reading  a  book  called  “The  Kite  Runner”  by  an  Afghani  author called Khalid Hosseini, in which a young boy belonging to the  hazara tribe is abducted and used as a female dancer cum prostitute by the Taliban. The poor orphan was forced to dress in female clothes, his face was slathered with gaudy make up and boyish feet weighed  down  by  anklets.  The  poor  young  soul  was  then  coerced  to  provide entertainment  in  the  form  of  dance  and  sexually  service  the  members  of  the  Taliban. 

Did Sykes and his gang have something similar planned for me? 

Over  the  next  three  months,  as  Sykes  continued  injecting  the  mysterious  fluid  into  me and forcing me to swallow capsules, I noticed that my body was changing. I dismissed the gentle swelling of the breasts, the enlarging of the areole and the distension of my breasts  as  some  sort  of  a  slight  hormonal  imbalance;  after  all,  a  condition  called gynecomastia,  in  which  males  developed  breasts  also  exists.  However,  I  had  noticed the  phenomena  in  only  overweight  males,  where  as  I  was  still  as  thin  as  a  reed.  In addition, I couldn’t quite explain why my hips swelled ever so slightly and the reason my buttocks appeared more rotund. 

It was when I found details of missing young men around the Dartmouth area and made a connection between them and the “women” I was cooped up with, did I realize that I my  figure  too  would  become  as  ripe  and  luscious  as  theirs.  And  in  time,  it  did.  My

budding  conical  little  breasts  became  huge  C-cups  and  hung  down  heavily  from  my fragile chest. I felt so distressed at witnessing the huge pendulous jugs hanging in front of  the  upper  front  of  my  body,  that  I  avoided  looking  at  them  for  the  longest  time. 

Nevertheless, they were a huge distraction, undulating and swinging to and fro even if I moved slightly. 

Much  to  my  horror,  my  other  curves  started  filling  out  too.  I  noticed  with  increasing apprehension that my hips became as wide as a genetic woman’s and derriere as lush and conspicuous as singer-actress Jennifer Lopez’s. Sure, I was a huge admirer of the songstress’s,  but  didn’t  expect  to  develop  a  rear  like  hers  ever!  I  coveted  Jennifer Lopez  as  a  man  would  a  woman;  I  certainly  didn’t  want  to  progressively  begin  to resemble  her.  But  it  seemed  as  if  my  body  seldom  listened  to  my  commands.  My breasts continued growing more luscious, the nipples darker and the hips broader. 

Sykes and Slim took turns to bring me food and new clothes (since I had outgrown the old ones). However, even though I was subjected to lewd, fragrantly humiliating stares from  both  men,  neither  of  them  touched  me.  I  thanked  my  lucky  stars  that  Sykes respected  Julia’s  words  enough  to  desist  from  trying  to  force  himself  on  me  for  a second  time.  And  as  for  Slim,  the  underling  had  probably  received  strict  orders  to refrain from misbehaving with the captives. 

However, the only welcome change that came out of the entire bizarre operation was that  the  quality  of  my  skin  improved.  I  stopped  sprouting  facial  hair  like  before.  The texture of my skin was also enhanced, until it was smooth and silky as alabaster (this piece of information, I gleaned from beholding my reflection in one of the glass panes of the huge, grouped windows). And all this had happened in a total of only half a year or so! 

As  I  was  ineffably  embarrassed  and  oppressed  by  the  atrocious  weight  of  my  fast burgeoning breasts, I wondered what my detainers were waiting for. Wasn’t I “ripe and ready”  (Ugh!  What  a  revolting  phrase!)  enough  to  be  sent  to  join  the  “sisters”  and coerced into doing whatever demeaning/dangerous thing they were being forced to do? 

However, one glance at my manhood silhouetted against the tight-fitting skirt I had been forced to wear, and I knew why the men hadn’t taken me to join “the sisters” yet. My penis  was  an  obvious  deterrent  to  the  perverts’  depraved  plans,  and  they  would  drag me away from this place only after I lost it. However, I was still in the dark as to how I was  going  to  shed  this  final  vestige  of  my  masculinity.  Throughout  my  captivity,  I wasn’t given a decent bed to sleep on. I was forced to go through my entire ordeal on the  cold,  hard  wooden  floor.  Other  than  a  thin  blanket  that  was  brought  in  once  in  a while by Slim, I was bereft of any sort of protection from the winds of Dartmoor. 

The mystery was resolved in a few days. It was a full moon night. The moon rose like a ghostly round sphere tossed upon the cloudy, turbulent skies. A sharp, unbearable pain shot  through  my  groin  region.  Though  there  was  no  human  soul  in  sight,  I  felt  as  if  a rapacious  double-edged  sword  was  being  plunged  into  my  body.  The  pain  was  so intense that I felt that I was being split into two. I was so traumatized, that I stripped myself of my creamy white top, brown tweed skirt and even my undergarments and lay writhing on the floor with agony. Even in the torment of the moment, I remembered a fairytale  called  “The  Little  Mermaid”  penned  by  Hans  Anderson.  After  the  little mermaid swallowed the magic portion given to her by the evil witch, she experienced a  damnable  pain  in  her  nether  regions  before  her  fins  parted  into  a  pair  of  most beautiful  female  legs  that  had  ever  walked  this  earth.  Though  the  little  mermaid’s situation  could  just  be  dismissed  as  folklore,  I  couldn’t  possibly  disassociate  myself with what I was undergoing at the juncture. Since I already possessed a pair of legs, I wondered what would change in the aftermath of the hellish pain I went through. 

My query was answered the next morning, when I woke up naked to find that the penis that  I  had  been  used  to  seeing  everyday  through  the  entire  span  of  my  nineteen  years was gone. I gingerly parted the silky golden hair that covered my pubis to find that my penis  had  been  replaced  by  a  perfectly  formed  vagina!  Curiosity  got  the  better  of  me and I cautiously parted the lips of my womanhood to discover a fine clitoris and mature labia inside. I had transformed from a shemale into a “complete woman” overnight. 

As I had anticipated, Sykes whisked me off to another wing now that I was “ripe and ready”.  Apart  from  “the  sisters”,  I  saw  no  less  than  a  dozen  young  women  holed  up inside.  Surprisingly,  all  of  them  were  fair  owners  of  different  shades  of  blonde  hair and  blue  eyes.  They  were  no  doubt  the  missing  young  women  who  had  never  been traced simply because their gender had been changed. But I wondered why men of this particular coloring had been chosen by the gang for the gender swap. 

“Men in this region have a fetish for Nordic coloring” replied Sykes, promptly reading my mind “that’s why all of you here are blondes” he sniggered suggestively. 

“Which men?” I asked, my eyes narrowing in suspicion “what do you intend doing with me and the other converted guys?” 

“You’ll soon know” said Sykes with a toothy smile and a hideous, suggestive wink. 


***

Before  long,  I  was  dressed  in  a  belly  dancers’  gypsy  costume:  a  bra  covered  with sequins,  beads  and  coins,  five  seamless  half  circles  of  chiffon  draped  around  me  as

skirts  and  the  famous  belly  dancers’  jiggling  coin  belt.  With  earrings  and  a  touch  of make up on, I was led into a huge hall. 

The guests were comprised of a few men of varying ages, builds and sizes. Apart from the guests, I noticed four or five men grouped around Sykes who I assumed were the other gang members. “Oh is this all?!” I thought, mentally heaving a sigh of relief “Am I just expected to dance?!” 

Sykes  gave  me  a  thumbs  up  sign  which  ostensibly  confirmed  that  this  was  all  I  was supposed  to  do.  One  of  the  members  of  gang  switched  on  sensual  Middle  Eastern music and I started dancing, recalling all the things belly dancers typically did from the shows  that  I  had  watched  in  Miami.  As  I  elongated  my  torso  and  extended  my  arms towards  the  sky,  I  visualized  a  free  flowing  stream  running  through  my  body. 

Subsequently, I could feel myself growing more relaxed and my body becoming more elastic.  I  tried  drawing  little  circles  in  the  air  and  soon  progressed  to  making  arches and swirls with one side of my body. As I flipped between robust, earthy movements and flowing graceful ones, I could feels the eyes of the audience members riveted on my wavy golden locks that had now grown long enough to hungrily reach my full D-cup breasts, the tiny little belly button that rested only slightly above the skirt-line and my curvaceous hips. Someone had turned the heater, so the whole room reeked of the ripe scent of my womanhood and of the musky, sweaty, secretions of my all-male clientele. 

Before  I  knew  what  was  happening,  the  music  stopped.  One  of  the  gang  members (incidentally,  a  tall,  pleasant-looking  man  with  a  tonsured  head)  came  and  actually complimented me on my performance. 

“Hats off” he said, grinning pleasantly. 

“Thanks” I tersely said, not wanting to hobnob with any of Sykes gang members. 

“I am Joe Murray” said the man, extending a congenial hand. 

“Tamara Carter” I replied briefly “we haven’t met before, have we?” 

“We haven’t” Joe replied “I have joined Sykes’s gang fairly recently”. 

I barely had time to react, before Sykes whisked me away from stage to make space for another  dancer.  After  that,  I  was  asked  to  serve  a  youngish  man  at  the  table  of  the restaurant located on the first floor. He was 25 or 26 years old, with thick dark black hair and glittering green eyes. Objectively speaking, the guy was fairly attractive, but there was a kind of emptiness about him—lack of a soul—that made me shirk away at

his sight. Nevertheless, now that I was Sykes’s captive, I didn’t have a choice but to go and stand in front of him in my belly-dancer’s costume and ask: “What would you like to have, Sir? We only have the regular cold English dinner and a couple of drinks like whisky, gin and vodka…

“I’d first like to know your name please?” said the man ogling at me. 

“Tamara” I said, my female moniker sounding strange to my own ears “Tamara Carter”. 

“Hi Tamara” the guy leered “I am Jake. Jake Thomas”. 

“Nice to meet you” I replied in a business-like manner and then repeated “what would you like to order, Sir?” 

“One Tamara please” said Jake giving me a lewd wink “I’ve already paid for you”. 

I jumped an inch or two away from Jake involuntarily, and realized that I was flushing to the roots of my hair. I had obviously been wrong in thinking that the only thing I was required to do in Hodgson Hotel was belly dance. There was obviously much more to it than I had imagined. And having sex as a woman was something that frightened me immensely. What would it feel like to be impaled instead of impaling others? 

Overwhelmed  by  the  several  thoughts  spinning  through  my  head,  I  turned  my  back  on Jake  and  ran  up  to  the  second  floor,  where  I  locked  myself  up  in  a  bathroom  and  sat down  and  cried  on  the  cracked  toilet  seat.  However,  my  head  felt  heavy  in  spite  of shedding several tears, so I thought I might as well go out into the corridor for a breath of  fresh  air.  As  soon  as  I  went  out,  I  was  stultified  to  see  Jake  waiting  for  me, appraising me in a manner a predator studies its prey. His glittering eyes surveyed my gigantic, pendulous breasts covered by my green and gold beaded bra, the little belly button  that  sat  coyly  above  the  hem  of  my  skirt  and  also  my  luscious  hips  that  were covered by layers of golden fabric. I was so disconcerted by Jake’s glare that I tried to move past him, but he coarsely grabbed me by my wrists and pulled me into a nearby bedroom. I screamed out aloud, but nobody in the hotel seemed to care. 

Once inside the bedroom, Jake latched the door. I tried to struggle as Jake approached me, but he clasped his muscular arm around my mouth tightly. 

“Another scream from you and I’ll strangle you” Jake said in the metallic, raspy voice of a much older man “I swear to that”. 

He  pushed  me  hard  until  I  staggered  to  the  low  bed.  I  fell  on  the  soft  white  mattress

which was decorated with petals of wild roses. Yet I couldn’t appreciate its beauty for fear of my impending fate. 

I looked over my shoulder and saw Jake take his shirt off. His body wasn’t muscular, but was well-toned enough to be attractive. However, frightened that I was, all I could see was the hideousness of his matted chest hair, the menacing darkness of his nipples and the unnatural ceaseless length of his pale torso. Jake approached me and crouched over me like a cat. He stared into my eyes with his green cat-like ones, hypnotizing me, and then before I knew what was happening, tore my beaded-bra off my body. As my huge breasts came into view, the animal in Jake evidently became more ravenous, for he shoved me on the back and ripped off my skirt in one barbaric lustful movement. As I lay prone on the bed, with only my panties on, Jake impatiently unzipped his pants. 

The shape and size of his hardening and burgeoning shaft, growing progressively hard by the second, made my heart palpitate with an almost neurotic fear. 

Jake crawled on top of me and slid his hand into my panties. He teased my slit for a few moments, before inserting his fingers inside my pulsating core. Not satisfied to just let  them  remain  there,  the  sadist  found  my  clit  and  pinched  it  between  his  thumb  and index finger. Jolts of pain and a kind of reluctant pleasure shot through me, and I bit my lips hard to keep myself from screaming again. 

“Dear Tamara, you’re so beautiful and so…obviously ready” my tormentor said in his characteristic raspy voice “yet, you want to pretend to be a reluctant vestal virgin”. 

“I  am  not  pretending”  I  said  assertively  in  spite  of  the  fear  that  I  felt  “I  really   am  a virgin”. 

“Then let’s try and change that, shall we?” replied Jake suggestively “turn you into a real woman”. 

With the following words, Jake sucked on the nub of my ear. His hungry mouth let go of my ear, traced a line of kisses along my jaw and then rose up to seize my lips. As Jake plundered  my  poor  mouth  with  his  own,  his  erection  slid  up  and  down  my  entrance. 

Then  suddenly,  without  prelude,  he  pierced  my  newly  acquired  womanhood  with  his mammoth-sized organ. Jake  was huge and  I was obviously  not adequately lubricated, hence  felt  I  was  being  torn  into  two.  “Mercy”  I  begged  “please  let  me  go”,  but  Jake obviously had no intentions of listening to my requests. He sank deeper and deeper, and farther and farther inside me. As Jake jerked and pumped inside me, all I could do was arch my back and move my ample hips closer to his own. I was too tired and defeated anymore to resist him. 

The  “lovemaking”  went  on  the  entire  night.  So,  this  was  what  becoming  “a  real woman” meant for the rest of the world. It was not about developing breasts, broader hips, a honeyed voice or even acquiring a vagina. It was all about being deflowered. 


***

Thankfully,  I  never  saw  that  fiendish  Jake  ever  again.  But  for  some  reason,  my popularity  quotient  was  higher  than  that  of  the  other  transformed  males  as  a  result  of which  I  had  a  steady  regular  clientele,  which  included  a  grizzled  unkempt  local  old butcher,  a  portly  middle-aged  banker  with  close-set  eyes  and  a  young  teacher  who taught  at  one  of  the  elementary  schools  in  Dartmoor.  By  the  day,  the  aforementioned were probably seemingly-decent, law-abiding citizens, however by night they became predatory wolves whose only intention was to unleash their barbaric lusts on a nubile, female  creature,  unheeding  of  whether  they  mauled,  scratched  or  bruised  her  in  the process.  It  would  perhaps  be  wrong  to  say  that  sex  per  se  was  painful  for  females;  I myself  had  had  sex  with  one  or  two  girls  in  the  past  and  had  evidently  given  them immense pleasure. However, when the act was done without due respect for the partner and on a commercial scale, death would have been preferable to what was unleashed on me and the poor, hapless girls who were sailing in the same boat as me. My pathetic sister was never permitted to come to the top floors and was successfully curtailed on the ground floor by her fiendish husband, so I couldn’t even depend on Julia for help or succor. Sometimes now, I wonder how I had ever endured those atrocities on my body, but on hindsight, I think it was faith in the good God above and the love I still nurtured for my maternal sister Julia that kept me alive through the hellish times. 


Chapter 6 - Stultifying Discoveries

One  day,  when  I  was  traipsing  towards  the  room  in  which  I  was  kept  captive  after having serviced my lustful customers, I heard a cry. It was faint, so I wondered if my poor, tormented mind was playing tricks on me. Just when I was going to dismiss the yell as a delusion, I heard it again. This time I was sure I had heard it. 

Yes,  I  was  dead  sure.  It  had  been  a  male  voice  that  had  bellowed  “untie  me,  you bastards,  leave  me  alone”.  The  desperate  cry  for  help  had  emanated  from  the  second floor of Hodgson Hotel (where we entertained) albeit from the right wing. At the cost of being caught and punished, I stealthily tiptoed towards the right wing of the hotel. As I saw a bunch of Sykes’s men purposefully coming out of one of the rooms, I ducked behind one of the pillars, hoping against hope that they wouldn’t catch me. Much to my relief, the men took a turnabout two feet behind the pillar and traipsed down the stairs. 

I was in the clear, and ready to rescue the person in distress. 

I lost no time in rushing into the room from which Sykes’s men had emerged. Much to my horror, I saw Joe Murray hung from one of the rafters. He was choking and gasping for  breath  frantically,  and  his  congenial  pink  face  was  progressively  turning  into  a ghastly shade of blue. Dear God, I was yet to behold a more hideous sight in my life! 

And if I didn’t take immediate action, the poor man would soon die of strangulation or breaking of the neck or both! However, the rafter was much higher than my limited 5’7! 

I  looked  around  desperately  and  found  a  high  fairly  broad  table  near  one  of  the  huge windows on the other side of the room. I dashed towards it and dragged it below the rafter where Murray had been hung. I clambered on top of it and cut off the rope that connected  Murray’s  neck  to  the  rafter.  Murray  came  crashing  down  on  the  table, rubbing  his  slightly  scarred  neck  with  the  palm  of  his  hand.  Meanwhile,  I  rubbed  his back comfortingly, concerned about his condition. 

“Are you alright?” I asked presently. 

“Yes, thank you” replied Murray after he had greedily swallowed a lungful of hair. 

“Why did they do this to you?” I questioned

“It was over a minor squabble” replied Murray “one of the guys got mad and expressed his  anger  in  this  manner.  Sykes  will  be  mad  at  the  guy  if  he  finds  of  what  he  did  to me…nevertheless, I thank you for coming on time and saving my life. You’re an angel, Troy” 

“You know my original name?” I asked incredulous. 

“Yes, I do” Murray replied tersely, not meeting my eye “all members of Sykes’s gang know the original names of the guys who were transformed into girls”. 

“Do they?” I asked, feeling sure that Murray was concealing something from me “even if they are relatively new members of the gang like yourself?” 

Murray must have detected the skepticism in my voice for he said “Okay, so you smell something fishy. And you’re right”. 

“Who are you really?” I asked directly “what is your true identity?” 

“I am  Inspector Joe Murray” replied Murray salvaging his identity card from his pant pocket  “an  undercover  policeman  deployed  at  Hodgson’s  Hotel  to  investigate  the mysterious events here”. 

“Oh, I see” I replied, then feeling apprehensive that the gang members would return, I led Murray to a relatively secluded room on the same floor and firmly bolted the door. 

Then turning to Murray, I said:

“Mysterious events, you claimed. Please elucidate, Inspector Murray”. 

“Many  young  men  were  abducted  from  around  the  Dartmouth  area”  replied  Murray

“and  sources  (clientele  who  frequented  the  brothel)  reported  that  they  had  witnessed young   women   matching  the  descriptions  at  Hodgson  Hotel.  My  superiors  thought  that the matter was worthy of an investigation and deployed me here. There’s a saying that goes  ‘If  you  can’t  beat  them,  join  them’.  That’s  precisely  what  I  did.  I  became  a member of the gang, so that as an insider it was easier for me to retrieve information about  the  workings  of  the  gang.  And  much  to  my  shock  and  horror,  there  were  many other revelations apart from the gender change”. 

“What revelations?” I asked, my pulse quickening, for some instinct told me that what I was  going  to  hear  would  be  hair-raising,  gruesome  and  probably  out  of  the  range  of imagination of a healthy, human mind. 

“Well,  I  hope  you  have  strong  guts”  said  Murray  cautiously  “for  what  I  am  going  to reveal may have a strong bile-rising element to it”. 

“Go on” I said “I am ready to face anything to get to the truth”. 

“You  must  have  noticed  that  the  stuff  injected  into  you  was  of  a  reddish-brown  hue, right?” enquired Murray. 

“Yes”  I  confirmed  “the  capsules  Sykes  made  me  swallow  was  also  filled  with  the same reddish fluid….sometimes they contained dried rust-colored flakes…what is it?” 

I  asked,  and  then  in  a  lighter  vein  said  “please  don’t  tell  me  its  blood.  That’s  so clichéd”. 

“Indeed it’s blood” clarified Murray quietly, much to my horror “human blood”. 

I  felt  icy  chills  go  down  my  spine.  With  steadily  growing  fear,  I  ventured  to  ask:

“What’s going on? Have they been killing animals….or people?” 

“From what I know they haven’t been actually  killing anyone” replied Murray much to my  relief  “however,  they  have  been  steadily  drawing  blood  from  a  couple  of  young girls they have abducted and are keeping captive. These girls are put on a special diet for  a  few  days  before  their  blood  is  extracted.  Then  their  blood  is  injected  into  the abducted  young  men…I  don’t  know  how,  but  the  combination  of  assimilating  virgin blood  and  another  ritual/phenomenon  has  turned  you  guys  into  women.  You,  Tamara, are the living breathing testimony to that”. 

“I am, Joe” I said “but isn’t what you claim a little too far-fetched? And how come an Englishman  (who  are  generally  supposed  to  be  staid  and  unimaginative)  like  my brother-in-law is following this sort of a pagan ritual?” 

“I am not sure, but either his or one of the other guys’ ancestors hail from the old Incan civilization” replied Murray “they had this tradition of sacrificing girls between 8 and 15 to propitiate the sun and the mountain Gods. The girls used to be fed with drugs and chicha  (a  fermented  brew  made  of  maize  that  has  drug-like  properties),  so  that  they were calm and docile at the time of the sacrifice. These guys seem to be repeating the age-old  ritual  and  abducting  female  children.  Thankfully,  the  gang  hasn’t  been  killing the children. They are merely extracting their “pristine” blood”. 

“Any  idea  as  to  how  the  gang  members  discovered  that  assimilating  the  blood  of virgins leads to gender change?” I asked. 

“A  vague  one”  replied  Murray  “and  most  of  this  was  overheard.  I  later  on  put  the fragments  of  what  I’d  heard  together  in  my  head,  so  that  it  made  sense.  From  what  I know,  one  of  Sykes’s  (or  one  of  the  other  guys’)  ancestors  called  Tomas  was  a chieftain  during  the  old  Inca  civilization.  When  the  ruling  emperor  passed  away,  he offered to sacrifice his 14 year old daughter as it was believed that the soul of the child

sacrificed  after  an  emperor’s  death  would  provide  company  to  the  emperor  in  his afterlife.  The  requirement  of  the  old  Incan  rule  was  that  the  child  who  was  to  be sacrificed  be  healthy,  beautiful  and  well-formed.  Tomas’s  daughter  apparently  fit  the bill,  so  the  chieftain  selflessly  offered  to  give  up  his  own  child  for  the  sake  of  the emperor’s soul. So on a full moon night, the girl was taken to the mountain top in order to be killed. Before she was strangulated (as children often were in the old American culture), the father broke his resolve. He begged the priest to return his daughter to him. 

The priest replied that it was now too late to go back on one’s word; the Gods would be  enraged  and  their  wrath  would  destroy  the  entire  Incan  civilization.  However,  he pitied  Tomas  and  injected  a  bit  of  the  child’s  blood  into  the  parent’s  body  so  that Tomas could carry ‘a part of his child’ home. The next day, the unimaginable happened. 

Tomas was converted into a woman, with a perfectly formed vagina!” 

“The  full  moon!”  I  shrieked  “that’s  in  combination  with  the  injected  virgin  blood changes male genitals to female!” 

“Are you serious?” 

“Absolutely”  I  replied  trying  to  accurately  recall  what  I  had  undergone  “after  a  few weeks of having been given the blood, I started noticing female-like developments in my  body.  I  developed  breasts,  my  waist  became  smaller  and  tinier,  and  hips  and derriere more rounded. With passing time, I became more voluptuous, but still retained my  penis.  It  was  on  a  full  moon  night  that  I  experienced  immense  pain  in  my  groin region.  The  agony  was  great:  I  felt  as  if  someone  was  splitting  me  into  two  with  a rapacious, double edged sword. Yet there were no external stimuli and I was the only human creature in the room. The trauma I was undergoing was so great that I tore all my clothes including my underwear off my body. I soon passed out because of the pain. 

When I woke up the next day, I found that my long, six inch penis was gone. As I parted my  silken  public  hair,  I  was  in  for  the  greatest  surprise….a  perfectly-formed  vagina had replaced my penis!” 

“Dear God!” exclaimed Murray “what a story!” 

“Yes” I agreed “except that every bit of it is true!” 

“It could feature in Ripley’s Believe it or Not!” replied Murray lightly. 

I laughed at his levity, but then turned grave “But Joe, why would Sykes and the gang members do this?” I asked reflectively. 

“For  money,  of  course”  replied  Murray  “they  make  a  cool  amount  from  forcing  you

girls to work as prostitutes”. 

“However,  why  would  anyone  go  through  such  a  tortuous  procedure  for  a  mundane business”  I  asked  “going  through  the  trouble  of  abducting  young  men  and  little  girls, putting  the  girls  on  a  diet,  extracting  their  blood  etc  etc…why  would  Sykes  and  the others  take  such  a  painstaking,  longwinded  route  just  for  the  sake  of  earning  money through the prostitution racket?”. 

“Oh,  of  course!  I  forgot  to  mention…”  replied  Murray  slapping  his  forehead

“according  to  the  old  Incan  legend,  the  priest  who  injected  the  virgin’s  blood  into Tomas  attained  immortality.  He  didn’t  need  to  eat,  sleep  or  breathe  after  that.  If  the records the Incans had left behind are to be believed, he looked the same for years. The only  requirement  was  that  the  priest  had  to  perform  the  ritual  once  in  every  three hundred years in order to ‘maintain’ his immortality” 

“Immortality is a good enough reason to execute all this” I replied convinced “so, you think Sykes or one of the men here is the priest?” 

“Yes” replied Murray “that definitely seems like a possibility”. 

“If so, he must be centuries old!” I replied incredulous. 

“True” replied Murray “but remembers, the priest hasn’t aged. He looks the same as he did all those centuries back” 

“That’s incredible” I said, then after a second or two of pondering asked “Joe, what do you  think  these  guys  will  do  with  the  female  children  once  they  have  outlived  their purpose?” 

“I  don’t  know”  replied  Joe  “they  may  leave  them  where  they  picked  them  from  …

about six months ago, a 12 year old girl was found in the Dartmoor region after a brief disappearance.  She  was  alive,  but  very  pale.  She  had  evidently  lost  a  lot  of  blood. 

However,  except  for  unexplained  puncture  marks  on  her  arms,  the  girl  had  suffered from no apparent injury. The police department suspects that she might have been used by the gang at Hodgson’s Hotel to carry out their operations”. 

“And what happens to rebellious little girls” I asked, my hand growing clammier by the second “Or for that matter to young women who abscond?” 

“Well” Murray replied with quiet gravidity “the bog’s always an option”. 


Chapter 7 - The Rescue

“No, we can’t possibly give them a chance to do that” I cried appalled “we’ve got to ensure the safety of the children and the young women”. 

“My thoughts exactly” echoed Murray “I know you ladies are being housed on the first floor. Any ideas as to where the little girls might be?” 

“I don’t know” I replied “however, we could try searching on the third floor. The coast seems to be clear at the moment”. 

“Yeah, the gang seems to have gone somewhere” agreed Murray “but what about your sister?  Mrs.  Sykes  is  your  sister,  isn’t  she?  I  overheard  Sykes  refer  to  you  as  his

‘sister-in-law’” 

“Yes, Julia is my sister” I confirmed “we both share the same father…escaping while poor Julia is in the hotel may not be much of a problem. She is quite numb nowadays and is slow to react”. “I’m sorry to hear that” replied Murray “it must be awful to be married to a man like Sykes”. 

“Yes” I replied as Murray and I sneaked up to the third floor “but I mean to get Julia out  of  all  this  and  look  after  her  all  her  life.  She  has  been  more  than  just  a  sister  to me….Julia has practically raised me!” 

Murray  acknowledged  my  comment  with  a  nod  as  both  of  us  searched  through  the corridors of the third floor. We did a reconnaissance of many rooms but found that they housed  nothing  more  than  old  broken  down  pieces  of  furniture,  a  ramshackle  bicycle and  beddings  of  the  gang  members.  Just  when  we  were  going  to  give  up  on  the  third floor and head down the stairs, a tiny little room, nearly completely concealed by high mud pots, caught my eye. 

“Joe” I whispered nudging Murray “do you think they’re there?” 

“It wouldn’t hurt to check” Murray shrugged. 

Both  of  us  inched  towards  the  room  with  bated  breath.  Though  Murray  and  I  were entirely  two  different  human  beings,  we  could  sense  each  other’s  excitement.  I  could hear the palpitation of Murray’s heart in my ears. And I was certain that he could sense the irregularity of my breath. 

We pushed the door open to be greeted by darkness. As our eyes adjusted to the lack of light,  Murray  and  I  could  make  out  three  human  shapes  in  the  darkness.  The  humans were  of  differing  sizes,  but  I  could  tell  that  none  of  them  were  fully-grown  adults.  I fumbled  for  the  switch  board  and  could  discern  the  silhouette  of  a  white  porcelain panel gleaming in the darkness. I ran my fingers over it, pressing on random switches until one of them clicked. The light came on, revealing three pale-complexioned dark haired  young  girls  lying  in  a  semi-stupor  on  the  floor.  True  to  the  ancient  Incan tradition,  they  had  been  dressed  in  fine  grand  clothes  and  adorned  with  elaborate jewelry. I surmised that the girls’ semi-conscious state was due to the drugs and  chicha that they were evidently given. 

I  shook  the  eldest  girl  (who  seemed  about  thirteen)  to  a  level  of  consciousness  and asked: “How many of you were here? Three in total?” 

“Four” the girl mumbled drowsily. 

Panic welled in my throat and I agitatedly said: “But I see only three of you. Where’s the fourth girl?” 

“That big evil man took Leah” the girl murmured. 

“Where did he take her?” I asked, assuming that the girl was referring to Sykes. 

“Don’t  know”  the  young  girl  murmured  “he  said  Leah’s  job  here  was  done  and  then took her away”. 

What  was  Sykes  going  to  do  with  the  little  girl  named  Leah?  Would  he  leave  her wherever  he  had  found  her  or…?  All  sorts  of  horrific  possibilities  flooded  my  mind and  I  resolutely  tried  to  block  them  out.  I  could  think  later,  but  act   now.  There  was hardly any time to lose. 

Murray  flung  two  of  the  children  on  each  of  his  strong  shoulders  and  I  carried  the lightest one of the lot. Murray and I nearly sprinted down two floors and made a dash for  the  rooms  in  which  I  knew  the  transmuted  young  women  were  being  housed.  We quickly  untied  their  ropes  and  urgently  gestured  to  the  girls  to  follow  us.  Before  we knew  it,  Murray  and  I  had  rushed  downstairs  with  the  entire  swarm  of  young  women and  children.  Julia  was  sitting  on  the  sofa,  staring  into  space  in  an  unseeing  manner. 

She suddenly jerked awake from her trance and raised her grey, frightened eyes up at us. When all of us ran down the vestibule, opened the front door and absconded, Julia didn’t try to stop us. 

“Okay, we’re out of the hotel of horrors” replied Murray “what should be our next plan of  action?  I’ll  call  my  colleagues  straight  away,  but  the  police  station  is  located  at Dartmouth. It would be a while before my team gets here….” 

“I can imagine” I said “after you put a call through to your colleagues, we could take the ladies and the children to the church and request Father Anka to give them shelter until the police arrive. Father Anka is a nice, kindly man. He would be very pleased to help us out”. 

“Yes, I too have heard a great deal about Father Anka” replied Murray “even the vile gang  members  are  all  praise  for  his  generosity  of  spirit.  Father  Anka  is  also  the spiritual father of the members of the gang and is, forever, attempting to put them on the path to goodness. Sykes goes to the church, once in a while, to meet Father Anka”. 

“Sykes doesn’t go to the church” I corrected “the two meet at The Gentlemen’s Club” 

“Oh whatever” said Murray impatiently as he strolled a distance away and put a call across to the police department. 

“Okay, my colleagues are leaving right now” replied Murray “however; it might take them  some  time  for  them  to  arrive.  I  hope  we  are  able  to  shield  the  girls  and  the children from the evil gang members up to that point”. 

“I am sure we’ll be able to protect the ladies and the children” I replied “we’ve just got to put all of one’s faith in God”. 

We walked a mile or so in tense silence. The other young women were as silent they were  as  before,  but  were  cooperative  in  their  own  wordless  ways.  Gia  spread  her arms  out  and  offered  to  carry  the  girl  sleeping  on  Murray’s  shoulder  and  Ria  was happy to take the excessively heavy jewelry off the children’s dainty necks and carry them in her palms. 

The  church  came  into  sight  after  what  seemed  like  an  eternity.  As  the  beautiful  stone structure with the heaven-ward pointing tomes and domes came into sight, I felt intense peace  flooding  my  being.  We  would  soon  seek  out  Father  Anka  and  with  his  aid  and blessings everything would be alright. 

I saw the cassock-clad holy man at the gate just as I had on the day I had first arrived at Dartmoor. About half a year ago, I sought help from Father Anka as Troy. Today, I was going to seek his assistance as Tamara. 

“Father Anka” I said rushing to the holy man and taking his hand “my friends and I are in trouble and we request your assistance” 

Father  Anka  gazed  at  me  intently.  Presently,  he  spoke  “Of  course,  young  lady,  I’d  be glad to be of use” he said in his soft, melodious slur “but tell me one thing first. Have you and I met before? I recall a young man with the same face having come here to seek my  help  about  half  a  year  ago.  His  name  was  Troy  and  he  is  hotel-owner  Sykes’s brother-in-law. Are you, by any chance, another sister of the young man’s? Mrs. Sykes, I presume, is the oldest”. 

“You  may  find  this  difficult  to  believe,  father”  I  said  my  voice  grave  “but  I  am  Troy himself, now changed to Tamara”. 


***

Stupefaction  was  writ  large  on  Father  Anka’s  red-hued  face.  He  didn’t  move  for  an entire  second.  However,  he  chose  to  disbelieve  me,  for  when  Father  Anka  found  his voice he said “As much as I like your sense of humor, young lady, I suggest you come to the point without wasting anymore of my time”. 

“Tamara is telling the truth, father” said Murray chipping in “I vouch for the veracity of her words”. 

“And who are you, young man?” Father Anka asked Murray. 

“I am Joe Murray, an undercover policeman, father” replied Murray “posing as one of Sykes gang members to get to the root of their criminal activities”. 

“Gang  members….criminal  activities…what  are  you  talking  about?”  asked  Father Anka incredulous “what does an honest hotel owner have to do with all that?” 

“You’ve  only  seen  Sykes  with  his  carefully-donned  mask  on,  father”  I  told  the  priest

“he’s  not  the  person  you  think  he  is.  He’s  a  hardened  criminal--  sheer  evil personified”. 

“First  you  tell  me  that  you’re  Troy  transformed  into  a  female”  replied  Father  Anka

“now  you  tell  me  that  my  old  friend  is  a  hardened  criminal.  What’s  going  on,  lady? 

What tricks are you and your friend playing on me?” 

“I  am  playing  no  tricks,  father”  I  replied  earnestly  “I  am  only  telling  you  the  plain, unadorned truth. I’d appreciate it if you listen to my entire story”. 

“Okay, please begin” replied Father Anka “I am paying attention”. 

I told Father Anka about the criminal horrific activities going on at Hodgson Hotel. As I  told  him  about  my  having  been  incarcerated,  being  injected  with  virgins’  blood, eventually transforming into a female and being forced to cater to an all-male clientele as a prostitute, I could decipher Father Anka’s face become progressively incredulous. 

What  distressed  Father  Anka  the  most  was  the  kidnapping  of  young  children  and  the extraction of their blood. 

“It’s  bad  enough  to  inflict  atrocities  on  adults”  he  said  clucking  his  tongue  “to  use young children for these occult, pagan rituals is indeed unforgivable”. 

“Oh by the way” I asked “did you happen to see Sykes today?” 

“Yes, I did” replied Father Anka “barely two minutes before you and Murray arrived here with the ladies and children. He had a little girl with him. He said that she is the daughter of a friend who lived near the bog”. 

I nearly burst a blood vessel at the mention of the word “bog”. The little girl Sykes had with him was no doubt Leah. And the revelation that they were headed towards the bog confirmed my worst fears. 

“Joe,  let  Father  Anka  settle  the  girls  and  the  kids  comfortably  here”  I  told  Murray

“while  you  and  I  move  towards  the  bog  and  alert  the  people  around  about  Sykes’s intentions. I fear the monster is going to push Leah into the bog and I have to get there before it is too late”. 

“Sure, let’s rush!” replied Murray “we have no time to lose!” 

With a final request to Father Anka to look after the young ladies and children, Murray and  I  started  moving  towards  the  bog  region.  I  kept  an  eye  open  for  a  cab,  so  that Murray  and  I  could  rescue  Leah  as  soon  as  possible.  However,  even  after  having walked  a  few  hundred  meters,  the  road  was  deserted.  Murray  and  I  walked  on  in silence, evident of the growing feeling of uneasiness in each others’ solar plexus. Then suddenly,  Murray’s  cell  phone  gave  an  urgent  tinkle.  He  looked  into  it  and apologetically said:

“I’ll  have  to  go  back  to  Hodgson  Hotel,  I  am  afraid.  The  police  superintendent  has asked me to be there and keep evidence ready. They can’t make arrests based solely on my  word.  I’ll  have  to  have  something  concrete  to  show.  They  will  apparently  be sending another policeman directly to the bog area”. 

“However,  I  am  not  sure  how  quickly  he’ll  reach”  I  said  “since  I  have  come  this distance anyway, please let me go alone to look for Leah”. 

“Alone?” Murray sounded incredulous “I wouldn’t encourage you to go. Sykes is a big, mean man. You couldn’t possibly fight him”. 

“Maybe  I  can’t  physically”  I  said  “but  I  could  alert  the  people  around.  Please, Mr.Murray; give me a chance to be useful”. 

Murray cocked his head to a side pensively. “Hmm…okay if you insist, I’ll let you go” 

he said “though I must say I am going against my better decision”. 

“I promise to be careful” I replied earnestly. 

“Fine”  replied  Murray  “please  don’t  do  anything  drastic.  Hopefully,  my  colleague should get there before you. Meanwhile, I’ll head to Hodgson Hotel”. 

“I’ll  come  along  with  you,  Murray,  so  that  your  job  becomes  easier”  replied  Father Anka compassionately “besides; we also have Mrs. Sykes to think about. She is a high strung, God-fearing woman; the news of her husband’s inhuman activities may come as a great shock to her. I’d like to be with her to comfort her”. 

“That’s so kind of you, Father” I said warming up to the kindly-faced priest once again

“Please look after Julia. She is very sensitive. Too many shocks may even kill her”. 

“Don’t worry, Tamara, I’ll look after your sister” replied Father Anka in a reassuring manner “you please hurry and rescue that child”. 


***

It was just 3 pm, but it was already growing dark. The sky was overcast with black, thunderous clouds, much like as on the day I had first arrived in Dartmoor. I anticipated a thunderstorm or at least heavy rains in a couple of hours. In the subdued light of the moors, the sparse vegetation growing along the tors appeared a blackish olive green. I was within a few meters of the area replete with bogs, but not a soul was to be seen. 

Had  I  arrived  a  little  too  late?  Had  little  Leah  already  been  pushed  into  the  bog?  I hoped against hope that this wasn’t the case. With a mind that was sick with worry and a  body  that  was  prematurely  tired  because  of  the  tension,  I  staggered  on  towards  the bog. 

“Leah” I called hopelessly not really expecting an answer “little Leah!” 

My voice echoed and reverberated in the empty moorland. It was almost as if the tors were  mocking  my  situation.  Never  had  I  felt  so  wretched  and  helpless  in  my  life.  I squatted down on one of the rocks and started weeping in desperation. 

So immersed was I in my own pathos that I didn’t notice a tiny brocade-clad figure that emerged from behind one of the hillocks and said: “I am here. Please don’t cry, lady”. 

A  girl  of  about  ten  clad  in  a  grand  brocade  dress  and  adorned  with  rich  elaborate jewelry was standing in front of me. I didn’t need to reconfirm that she was Leah. The little  maiden’s  age,  habiliment  and  dark  hair-color  were  adequate  proof  that  she  was Leah. 

“Dear little girl” I said hugging Leah close “I am so glad you’re here! Did Sykes get you here? Where is he? How did you escape?” 

“Yeah, that big man brought me here” replied Leah “he wanted to drown me in the bog. 

But when his attention was diverted for a minute, I took to my heels and ran away from him  as  fast  as  I  could.  I  kept  running  and  the  big  man  kept  chasing  after  me.  He  lost track of me when I ducked and hid behind one of the hillocks. He finally gave up and walked away”. 

“God bless your good sense!” I exclaimed “but we have no time to lose. The two of us will have to start sprinting towards the church where the other ladies and children are sheltered”. 

I don’t think Leah had any idea about which “ladies” I was talking about, neither did she ask. She just quietly held my hand and started walking towards the church. We had barely  walked  about  100  feet  before  I  saw  a  car  headed  in  our  direction.  An  old brown-colored Ford! Father Anka had come to our rescue! 

The car pulled up beside us. Much to my horror, a pair of huge gigantic hands emerged from  the  back  seat  and  roughly  yanked  me  and  Leah  inside.  As  I  turned  towards  the person the pair of hands belonged to, I was in for the shock of my life! 

The  gigantic,  coarse-featured  Sykes  sat  in  the  back  seat,  leering  at  me  and  Leah.  He grasped  my  wrists  with  his  huge  hands  and  pinned  them  behind  my  back.  The  fiend twisted it so barbarically that I cried out aloud. 

“Let me go, you bastard! Leave me and the little girl alone….but why are you in Father

Anka’s car? What have you done with the dear, kindly man? Speak, you scoundrel!”. 

The  driver  adjusted  his  front  mirror  and  spoke  to  me  directly.  “The  ‘kindly  man’  is here,  my  lady”  said  Father  Anka  in  his  characteristic  silky  voice  “you  don’t  have  to worry  your  pretty  young  head  about  him”.  The  benevolence  had  drained  from  Father Anka’s face and was replaced by a hard, callous expression. The dark tip-tilted eyes in which I had previously seen kindness, now glinted with malice. 

I  was  so  shocked  that  I  couldn’t  say  a  word.  I  just  gaped  in  at  Father  Anka’s  mirror reflection.  Of  course,  it  all  fit  in.  I  had  been  blind  the  whole  time,  not  to  see  the connection  between  Father  Anka’s  Red  Indian  features  and  the  information  that  I  had gleaned about the Incan civilization from Murray. Father Anka was none other than the priest  who  had  gained  immortality  after  having  sacrificed  the  Chieftain  Tomas’s daughter  and  injecting  her  blood  into  Tomas.  Centuries  had  passed,  and  the  time  had evidently  arrived  for  Father  Anka  to  perform  the  same  rituals  again  in  order  to

‘maintain’  his  immortality.  Sometime  along  the  umpteen  lives  that  he  had  led,  Father Anka had decided to settle in Dartmoor and begin his pagan activities again. Posing as a catholic priest was only a façade, Father Anka was still a pagan at heart. Somewhere along the line, he had started a partnership with Sykes and his gang of criminals who were  probably  more  than  happy  to  collaborate  with  Father  Anka  to  make  extra  cash through  using  the  transformed  young  women  as  prostitutes  to  please  the  blonde-obsessed clientele in the area. And Father Anka got a renewed lease of immortality in return. They say a cat has nine lives, but Father Anka had infinite. I couldn’t help being fascinated, in spite of my disgust for the man. 

The  car  came  to  a  screeching  halt  near  the  area  laden  with  mires.  My  heart  galloped away like a wild horse. “No!” I protested as Sykes dragged me and Leah towards the closest bog “please don’t do this. Spare us, Father Anka! Please have consideration for the child if not for me!” 

“Had  I  chosen  to  be  considerate”  replied  Father  Anka  in  a  sarcastic  tone  “I  could never  have  been  an  Incan  priest.  My  primary  duties  comprised  of  conducting  human sacrifice to propitiate the Gods”. 

“But  you  have  now  become  kinder”  I  desperately  reminded  Father  Anka  as  Sykes lowered me and Leah into the bog “you no longer kill children. You just extract their blood and let them go….” 

“Generally,  yes”  agreed  Father  Anka  “but  Leah  has  been  a  very  naughty   la  doncella. 

Father  Anka  chastens  little  girls  who  escape.  He  metes  out  the  same  punishment  to young women who become a real pain in the ass!” he sniggered nastily. 

“Father  Anka,  please  don’t  do  this…”  I  begged  as  Leah  and  I  were  progressively sucked into the quicksand “you’re a good man”. 

“Ha!  You  bought  that  charade!”  Father  Anka  mocked  “pretty  gullible,  aren’t  you, Tamara?” 

The quicksand had risen up to my hips and little Leah’s waist. “Father, please reach out a branch or something and help us out” I continued to plead “you’re basically a priest, please remember. The good Lord above would never approve of your actions”. 

“I may be a priest, beautiful” Father Anka reminded me ominously “but an Incan priest, remember?  Our  Gods  have  different  rules.  They  would  definitely  approve  of  my actions”. 

His  face  was  set.  It  seemed  like  Father  Anka  wasn’t  going  to  change  his  mind  under any  circumstances.  The  quicksand  was  tugging  us  down  fast  now.  It  had  reached  my waist and little Leah’s chest. 

I accepted my fate. After planting a gentle kiss on Leah’s moist forehead, I closed my eyes.  If  God  willed  the  two  of  us  to  die,  so  be  it.  Just  as  the  aforementioned  thought crossed my mind, I heard the shrill siren of the approaching police car. 

The next thing I was aware of was being asked to grasp on to an extended tree branch and  being  tugged  out  to  safety.  I  was  also  vaguely  sentient  of  Murray’s  voice  asking Leah to “hold on tight”. Then I recall Murray and his colleagues wrapping me and Leah in a warm blanket, before I passed out due to exhaustion and sheer relief. 


***

The  next  thing  I  remember  is  waking  up  on  a  cozy  couch  next  to  a  charming  old-fashioned  fireplace.  As  my  eyes  regained  focus,  I  beheld  Murray’s  handsome  face hovering above me. He tugged the blankets snugly around my neck and enquired: “How are you feeling?” 

“Alright”  I  answered  looking  around  the  modest  room  that  seemed  like  a  part  of  a house “Where am I? Where’s Leah?” 

“You’re  in  a  backpacking  place  situated  not  very  far  from  the  bog”  replied  Murray

“Leah  has  been  returned  safe  and  sound  to  her  parents”  replied  Murray  “BTW,  her mom and dad asked me to convey their thanks to you”. 

“I hardly did anything” I shrugged “you guys came on time and rescued me and Leah”. 

“Yet, you were the one who first found Leah” replied Murray warmly “you have every reason to be proud of yourself, Tamara”. 

“I wasn’t fighting for anyone in particular” I replied “I was just fighting for justice”. 

“Hats off to you” replied Murray earnestly “you’re a brave soul”. 

“Where are Father Anka, Sykes and the rest of the gang?” I asked, dread churning my stomach again. 

“They  are  in  custody  and  is  being  interrogated”  replied  Murray  “they  will  be prosecuted to the full extent of the law based on the evidence that we have collected and the testimonies that you and other girls will be requested to give”. 

“Of course, it shall be my honor” I replied, then pensively said “Father Anka was the head  of  the  gang,  wasn’t  he?  So,  he  had  been  the  bad  guy  all  along  and  I  never  once suspected” I shuddered with horror. 

“I am guilty of being equally naïve” replied Murray “in spite of being with the gang for six whole weeks; I didn’t once suspect that Father Anka was the big boss. I assumed Sykes was the chief, but it seems the orders were coming from Father Anka”. 

“What else did you discover about Father Anka?” I asked curiously. 

“Well, I guess we have quite a bit of catching up to do” said Murray “I hope you aren’t too tired to listen…”. 

“I’d like to hear you out over a cup of coffee please” I said. 

“Yes, of course” replied Murray, slapping his cute shaven head “how inconsiderate of me not to have asked before”. As I giggled at his comical lament, Murray disappeared into the kitchen and presently returned with a huge mug of instant coffee. He started on his narration only after I had taken the first sip. 

“After you left alone in search of Leah” Murray started on his narrative “Father Anka and I drove to Hodgson Hotel. Father Anka stayed on the ground floor, ostensively to console  your  sister  while  I  went  upstairs  to  search  for  evidence--and  succeeded  in retrieving syringes with remnants of dried blood, ropes that you girls were tied up with and the elaborate Incan jewelry that was used to adorn the children. A little while later

Sykes and the rest of the gang arrived at the hotel, as I saw through the window of the third floor. 

I currently guess that Sykes met Father Anka in the lobby and informed him that Leah had escaped; Father Anka told Sykes that you had gone looking for Leah and told him to go in search of you and push both of you into the bog…”. 

“But what would the gang have gained by murdering only me and Leah?” I interrupted

“there were about 15 other girls and three children who could have testified against the gang”. 

“Yes,  but  Father  Anka  obviously  perceived  you  and  Leah  as  the  strongest  threats” 

replied  Murray  “because  both  of  you  were  defiant.  Both  of  you  were  dissentious enough to try and escape. I also feel Father Anka feared your powers of articulation. 

The other young women are still suffering from shock-induced mutism”. 

“But  the  children  could  speak”  I  pointed  out  “one  of  the   la  doncellas  told  us  about Leah, remember?” 

“True”  acknowledged  Murray  “but  the  testimony  of  minors  doesn’t  carry  significant weight in the court of law. Children are not considered as reliable witnesses”. 

“That’s absurd” I said and then asked “so, I take it that the children have been returned to their parents?” 

“Yes,  they  have  been  returned”  replied  Murray  “and  the  young  women  have  been brought to a hospital where they will also get coulseling later, so that they may get over the  trauma  they  experienced  during  the  past  few  years.  As  soon  as  they  recover  their powers of speech, we’ll take their statements”. 

“I am glad” I said “I hope they regain normalcy soon. Incidentally, I’ve met one of the boys’  fathers,  who  is  a  cab  driver  by  profession.  I  am  sure  the  man  would  happily receive his son, even though his gender has changed”. 

I paused reflectively for a moment. I truly hoped that Driver Mitchell would be happy to see George, even though he had changed to Ria. Then realizing that I had disrupted Murray’s narrative, I asked “okay…what happened next?” 

“I  heard  voices  and  lost  no  time  in  dashing  to  the  lobby”  continued  Murray  “even  at this  point  I  was  in  the  dark  apropos  Father  Anka’s  involvement  in  the  entire  murky business. Sykes went berserk at the sight of me and bound me to a chair. He ostensibly

tied  Father  Anka  as  well  and  went  out  in  search  of  you.  At  this  point  (in  a  bid  to reassure Father Anka), I made the mistake of telling him that I had informed the police department about the events and that the police would be there in a few minutes. Father Anka obviously freaked at the news, for he untied his legs (Sykes had only  pretended to  bind  his  hands),  forced  a  butcher’s  knife  into  poor  Julia’s  frightened  palm  and ordered  her  to  slash  my  throat  in  case  I  tried  to  escape.  He  then  went  out.  A  minute later, Julia and I heard Father Anka rev up his engine and drive off. I talked Julia into releasing  me.  I  told  her  that  this  way  she  wouldn’t  have  to  spend  years  in  prison  for aiding and abetting the crimes”. 

“Wait a minute” I interrupted “How did Julia aid and abet the crimes? She was just a victim of circumstances. She wasn’t directly mixed up. Is it her fault that she is married to Sykes?”. 

“Unfortunately, Julia  was involved” replied Murray in a subdued tone “she was the one who ‘prepared’ the children for the operation i.e. Julia was responsible for putting the girls on a special enriching diet and also assisted the gang in drugging them”. 

Suddenly,  my  mind  went  back  into  the  retrospective  mode.  The  image  of  a  hysterical Julia  having  crumbled  on  to  the  floor  upon  hearing  the  news  of  our  father’s  death bombarded  my  vision.  When  she  had  referred  to  herself  as  a  “sinner”,  Julia  hadn’t been lying. She herself had told me that she was in the wrong, but my mind still refused to believe that my sister was a criminal. 

“How  can  you  say  that?”  I  asked  Murray  in  a  hoarse  whisper  “how  did  you  come  to know of Julia’s involvement?” 

“She  herself  told  me”  replied  Murray  apologetically  “it  wasn’t  difficult,  considering that she was a bundle of nerves. Julia was  terrified that Father Anka and Sykes were going  to  murder  you.  Taking  advantage  of  her  fragile  mental  state,  I  just  made  a  few inspired guesses pointing to her involvement, before Julia broke down and confessed. I am truly sorry about all this, Tamara…”. 

“It’s okay” I said with a dry mouth “you were just doing your job”. Tears threatened to pour down my cheeks, but I resolutely fought them back. As much as I was horrified by my sister’s involvement in the case, I couldn’t help being touched by the love she still nurtured for me. 

“I understand what you must be going through now” said Murray, taking me in his arms tenderly “but please don’t suppress your feelings. Remember that you are with a friend at the moment. Let the tears flow”. 

I held Murray tight and cried my heart out for a good twenty minutes. At the end of it, I felt cleansed and purified. I looked up at Murray and raised my face towards his. Our lips met. A good five minutes after our kiss, Murray pulled away, looked deep into my eyes and said:

“Remember  Tamara,  I’ll  forever  be  there  for  you…as  a  friend,  as  something  more  if you’re for it”. 

“Could you still consider loving me” I said looking up at Murray’s beloved face “after knowing what my sister has done? After all, she and I share the same genes”. 

“Of course, darling” replied Murray, gently kissing my soot-dark eyebrow “I don’t see Julia  as  bad  per  se.  She  was  more  a  victim  of  circumstances.  While  she  could  be accused of weakness at not being able to resist evil, Julia can’t be branded as evil”. 

“I am glad you take a compassionate view of Julia” I said, warming further to Murray

“and  I  promise  never  to  be  weak.  I  shall  stick  by  what  is  right  irrespective  of  the circumstances I am in”. 

“That  you’ve  already  proven,  Tamara”  replied  Murray  caressing  my  face  “your delicate looks belie your strength of character”. 

“So  you  are  a  sucker  for  blondes  too!”  I  said  mischievously  and  smiled  at  Murray, before we were locked in a never ending kiss. 

“Since you’ve been through one hell of an escapade” Murray said after the seemingly ceaseless kiss ended “you must be a very tired girl now. Would you like to grab some more rest?” 

“No, I’ve had all the rest I needed” I said “however, I think I need a shower”. 

“Great”  said  Murray  “the  shower  cubicle  is  on  the  first  floor;  just  to  the  right  of  the staircase. I’ll catch up on the news for five minutes, and then take a walk. See you in about an hour and a half”. 

“See you” I said. After giving Murray a quick peck on the cheek, I sprinted upstairs. As the  soothing  needles  of  water  caressed  my  feminized  body,  I  felt  relaxed  and  almost grateful.  The  entire  episode  had  taken  away  my  identity,  but  had  provided  me  with  a new one. It had taken away my old body, but blessed me with a new one. It was as if I had a got a new lease of life. And I very much looked forward to living it with Murray. 

I dried myself languidly and put on a bathing robe. I came traipsing down the staircase, while drying my hair and humming a tune to myself. I was vaguely sentient of the racket emanating from the television set; it was obvious that Murray had forgotten to switch it off. “I’ll do it” I said to myself happily “for if my dreams were to come true, I would be  living  with  Murray  one  day”.  Images  of  a  grand  wedding  and  a  life  of  connubial bliss  with  Murray  flooded  my  vision.  I  abstractly  walked  towards  the  television remote and raised it to switch the TV off. 

The  image  I  saw  on  television  stopped  me  in  my  tracks.  It  was  a  mug  shot  of  Father Anka with the following headline written beneath “’Father Anka, Chief Accused in the Hodgson  Hotel  Case  Escapes  High  Security  Prison”,  as  a  female  newsreader,  with  a crisp  British  accent,  reported  “Father  John  Anka,  the  chief  accused  in  the  horrific Hodgson  Hotel  case  reportedly  absconded  from  the  high  security  prison  he  was detained in at 7:30 this morning….” 

My ears blocked out the rest of what the newsreader said. Father Anka had escaped at 7:30 am. It was 8 am now. He had been on the loose for about half an hour now. 

Father Anka was no ordinary man, I realized for the umpteenth time. He had survived centuries  of  wars,  famines,  the  rise  and  fall  of  kingdoms  and  governments  and  the metamorphosis of the old world into the new. He had lived through cycles of sacrifice and immortality, and was likely to thrive through infinite more cycles. 

My nightmare hadn’t ended. On the contrary, it had just begun. 

 The End

 

Introduction & Character Profile

Introduction: After the sudden demise of his father, 18 year old Troy Carter travels all the way from the US to be with his half-sister, Julia, who lives in the Dartmoor region of  England.  As  the  ominous  quality  of  the  moors  casts  itself  on  the  boy,  a  series  of unusual  events  occur.  A  cab  driver  refuses  to  drop  Troy  to  Hodgson  Hotel,  which  is owned by Troy’s brother-in-law Arthur Sykes. The driver profusely apologizes for his act,  claiming  to  have  become  neurotic  after  the  mysterious  disappearance  of  his  son, George, two years previously. 

Kindly, middle-aged priest Father Anka escorts Troy to Hodgson Hotel. Upon reaching Hodgson Hotel, Troy is at the receiving end of three shocking events: attempted sexual assault at the hands of his brother-in-law Sykes, the drastic transformation of his sister Julia  who  has  currently  been  reduced  to  an  emaciated  haggard-looking  woman  and Julia’s hysterical overreaction after receiving the news of their father’s death. 

Eventually, Troy is abducted and imprisoned in a wing of Hodgson Hotel, where Sykes injects him with a substance that transforms Troy into a long-haired curvaceous woman called Tamara. Troy notices that he is not the only one being held captive at the Hotel: a number of young men abducted from the Dartmoor area have been forced to become women through mysterious rituals. And the most startling thing is that all the detainees have something in common: blonde hair and blue eyes. 

For  what  purpose  is  Sykes  converting  men  into  women?  What  is  the  horrific  formula that he uses for the transformation? 

Characters:

Troy/Tamara  Carter:  is  the  18  year  old  protagonist  of  the  story.  Troy  is  a  pretty Miamian boy with golden blonde hair, china blue eyes and dark prominent eyebrows. 

Troy’s height is 5’7 and he is slightly built. After the sudden death of his father, Troy visits  his  sister  Julia  who  lives  in  Dartmoor  with  her  husband.  Troy  is  captured  and imprisoned  in  a  wing  of  a  hotel  owned  by  his  brother-in-law  Sykes  who  performs  a series  of  mysterious  rituals  on  him  and  converts  him  into  a  long-haired,  curvaceous young woman called Tamara. 

Gia,  Mia,  Ria:  Are  three  young  women  aged  23,  20  and  21  respectively,  who  are incarcerated in the same room as Troy. All the three ladies have curvaceous bodies and

are  blonde-haired  and  blue-eyed  like  Troy.  When  Troy  first  meets  them  the  “sisters”, they  are  lean  as  adolescent  girls,  but  eventually  grow  voluptuous.  Though  there  isn’t anything technically wrong with Gia, Mia and Ria, they have become temporarily mute due to the trauma they have experienced at Hodgson Hotel. 

Julia Sykes: is Troy’s dark-haired, grey-eyed elder half-sister. Julia is 16 years older than  Troy  and  has  practically  raised  him  after  he  lost  his  mother  (her  stepmother). 

When Troy arrives at Hodgson Hotel that is owned by Julia’s husband, Julia receives him with warmth, albeit nervously. Troy is shocked to notice that the once pleasantly, plump Julia is reduced to an emaciated, haggard-looking, anxious woman. When Troy informs Julia about their father’s death, the latter hysterically breaks down and claims that their father was killed because of “the sins” that she, Julia, has committed. 

Arthur Sykes: is Julia’s husband and the owner of the gothic-styled Hodgson hotel. He is  about  40  years  old,  is  6’6  tall  and  sturdily  built.  Sykes  has  coarse-features:  dark expressionless eyes, a huge nose and leathery lips. As soon as Troy arrives at the hotel, Sykes tries to impose himself on the boy and subsequently lets him go after Julia asks him to leave Troy alone. Subsequently, Sykes abducts and imprisons Troy in a wing of the hotel and gives the latter a substance that leads to his eventual transformation into a woman. 

Father Anka: is the 45 year old priest in a church in Dartmoor. He is of average height (5’8), has high cheek bones, a small nose and kindly tip-tilted eyes. Father Anka is a great  friend  of  Sykes’s  and  the  two  catch  up  at  the  Gentlemen’s  Club  every  Saturday evening. He is also familiar with Julia who attends the Sunday mass regularly. Father Anka’s presence is so comforting that even members of Sykes’s evil gang seek spiritual counseling from him. When the cab driver abandons Troy in front of the church, Father Anka is kind enough to drop the latter at Hodgson Hotel. 

Joe  Murray:  is  a  30  year  old  policeman  working  with  the  Dartmouth  Police Department.  Murray  is  tall,  well-built,  and  athletic  and  has  a  tonsured  head.  The Dartmouth  Police  Department  suspects  that  the  young  men  missing  from  around Dartmoor region are been held captive at Hodgson Hotel. Murray follows the lead and tries to investigate further into the matter by joining Sykes’s gang and pretending to be one  of  its  members.  After  a  minor  squabble,  the  gang  members  hang  Murray  from  a rafter. Murray is rescued by Tamara and the two subsequently fall in love. 

Slim: is a member in Sykes’s gang. He is a tall, gangling specimen who is disheveled hair and reeks of alcohol. When Troy is imprisoned in a wing of Hodgson Hotel, Slim brings him food and female clothes. After Gia, Mia and Ria are fully feminized, Slim

drags  them  away  to  another  wing  of  the  hotel,  where  the  trio  are  forced  to  work  as belly dancers cum prostitutes. 

Leah: is a 10 year dark-haired  la doncella or a little maiden who has been imprisoned in Hodgson Hotel for unknown reasons. Leah is drugged and fed chicha (a fermented brew made of maize that has drug-like properties), so that she becomes docile enough for Sykes to carry out his evil operations. After the effects of the drug wears off, Leah escapes  Hodgson  hotel  and  is  subsequently  taken  by  Sykes  to  the  region  replete  with bogs. 

Driver  Mitchell:  is  a  portly,  ruddy-faced  cab  driver  in  his  40s,  who  refuses  to  take Troy to Hodgson Hotel and drops him off at a nearby church instead. He goes as white as  a  sheet  at  the  mere  mention  of  Hodgson  Hotel  and  claims  that  it  “reeks  of  evil”. 

Driver  Mitchell  tells  Troy  that  he  has  developed  an  anxiety  disorder  after  the mysterious  disappearance  of  his  son  George  and  the  subsequent  death  of  his  wife, Janice. 

Chieftain  Tomas:  was  a  chieftain  living  in  the  ancient  Incan  civilization.  After  the Incan emperor passes away, Tomas offers to give up his daughter for sacrifice, so that she  can  accompany  the  emperor  in  his  afterlife  (an  old  Incan  belief).  However,  just when  the  girl  is  about  to  be  murdered,  Tomas  changes  his  mind  and  pleads  with  the priest to spare his child. While the priest claims that it is too late to change the fixed course of events, he takes pity on the hapless father and injects a bit of the girl’s blood into him with unexpected results. 

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

Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is  slim  and  has  a  smooth  face  like  a  girls’.  He  is  from  an  ordinary  family  and  is  at Somerset  High  on  a  scholarship.  Sandeep  is  bright  and  has  many  talents.  After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who  is  purportedly  an  Italian  princess  sent  to  Somerset  High  on  a  student  exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming

into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’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? 

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alfred  Batista  and  Ethan  Faria  are  18  year  old  boys  living  in  Goa.  Alfred  is  very

“pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who  nurtures  a  secret  desire  to  be  a  girl.  The  boys’  life  changes  when  a  traveling Spanish  circus  called  ‘Esplendor  Circus’  comes  to  town.  On  the  night  of  a  show,  the circus’s  owner  and  manager  realize  that  the  star  attraction  of  their  circus:  a  talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’ clothes and is paraded as a part of  the  exotic  animal  menagerie  to  divert  people’s  attention  away  from  the  missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. 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.  Alfred  is  'tamed'  and  his  spirit  is  partly  broken.  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. 

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 lifestyle 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

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to  subcultural  groups.  Transhumans  are  not  pure  humans,  but  with  genetically  or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes

in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 

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
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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". 

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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