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Chapter 1 - The Monster of Florence I had shifted to Florence along with my wife and a young son to write a book on “The Monster of Florence”, an unapprehended criminal who had committed a slew of murders in the quaint city between 1968 and 1985. It wouldn’t be wrong to say that I had had done well for myself. I had started my career as a journalist with the Guardian, had briefly worked in a publishing house in London and now, at 32, was rich enough to take time off to write a book. 

As much as I enjoyed my work, the gristliness of the content I was working on at times disturbed me. To refresh my brain, I was in the habit of taking frequent walks across the Arno River towards Pizzale Michelangelo. As I presently sauntered across the bend, I noticed that the roads weren’t teeming with people as it usually did. A sudden, inexplicable uneasiness gripped me. I sat down on one of the benches to calm myself. 

As I held took deep breaths, an old ramshackle car pulled over the bend. The driver peeped out and asked “Got a lighter, buddy?” indicating the cigarette in his hand. He had a heavy Italian accent, but took great pains to address me in English. He had obviously realized that I wasn’t a local man. 

I discreetly studied the driver. He looked as lean and hungry as an underfed greyhound, and as muscular. He may not have been more than 28 or 29, but years of bad living had obviously taken the sheen of youth away from him. 

I got up and obliged. As I turned to go after lighting the man’s cigarette, the back door of the car swung open. Before I knew what was happening, a pair of powerful cocoa arms had dragged me into the back seat. I turned to look at the mighty human who had seized me. He was a black young man, probably in his early 20s. He may have been a North African who had immigrated to Italy years ago, for he spoke fluent Italian. I knew only a smattering of Italian, but understood enough to know that that the man was hurling profanities at me. His thick eyebrows were knit together in an angry manner, and he looked very formidable. 

As the guy succeeded in getting me into the back seat, the driver revved up the engine and drove away. Realization struck me like a whiplash. I was being abducted. I had to do something about it—immediately. I opened my mouth to cry out, but a pair of hairy Caucasian hands stifled my cry. A few miles later, I realized that it belonged to my third kidnapper, a dark-haired man in his late 30s. He spoke rudimentary Italian like me; I surmised he was a fairly recent immigrant from Hungary, Romania or some other place in Eastern Europe. 

For the next two and a half years, which I spent in captivity; I never learnt their names. 

For convenience’s sake, I called them Athos, Porthos and Artemis, the names of the famous three musketeers. 

As the familiar piazzas, canals and spires disappeared from view, I realized we were moving out of Florence. When my abductors realized that I was closely tracing the route, they tranquilized me. Artemis (the East European) retrieved a syringe from his ragged leather bag and jabbed my arm with it. I was dead to the world for hours after that. 

When I opened my eyes, Athos (the Italian) was driving down a sparsely populated mountainous tract of obviously non-arable land. One look at it, and I knew that it was impossible to grow crops, use machinery or build on this land. The air had also grown chillier. I rubbed my arms to subdue the goose bumps that had risen on them. It was apparent that I had been brought a long way from Florence to one of the remotest parts of Italy, evidently the North. My breathing became labored and irregular, and I thirsted for a drop of water. 

“Acqua” I murmured in an unsteady voice “May I have some water please?” 

“Aspetta!” snarled Porthos (the North African), while Athos, in his heavily accented English, barked: “You can’t order us like that! We’re not your indentured servants! 

Wait until we get to the destination. Then you can slake your thirst!” 

The fury in the man’s voice made me cower and I curled up on my side of the vehicle. 

My legs were beginning to feel stiff and sore from long hours of sitting in a cramped space. At 5’8, I wasn’t the tallest man on the planet, but I had long legs and often needed as much leg space as a six footer. The expressions on the face of my captors had grown grimmer. I felt all the muscles of my body coil with tension. 

The car came to an abrupt halt in front of a modest-sized, three-unit palazzo with wild flowers growing all around it. The palazzo seemed so deserted and overgrown with weed and wild grass, that it was hard to believe that anybody actually lived in it. It was sans balconies and an outdoor stair case that led to the terrace. However, it seemed to have some sort of a garage space where the men stopped their decrepit vehicle. 

I had a cursory glimpse of two units of the palazzo as I was yanked in. The first was a living unit, comprising of a bedroom with three bunk beds, a kitchen and a bathroom. 

The second was some sort of a laboratory reeking of formaldehyde and some sort of disinfecting fluid. As I was whisked past the second unit, I wondered what my abductors did for a living. Were they scientists? Not likely. They were more likely to

be blue-collared workers than white-collared ones. 

I was subsequently lugged and bolted inside a tiny 8x10 room, with an unplastered wall and cemented floors. As the key turned in the latch, I felt as agitated as a trapped creature at bay. I turned and banged on the door with the entire force of the nervous energy pent inside me. “Open up!” I cried in petrified desperation “Let me out, please!” The men lingered in the vicinity for a moment, apparently indecisive as to what to do. Then, their footsteps faded away and became a mere echo in the wilderness. I stamped my foot in frustration and became fully conscious of the kind of place I had been thrown in. 

Calling the room a pigsty wouldn’t have been an exaggeration. The mildewed walls and musty smell that hung about the place certainly gave it the appearance of one. 

However, the room had marks of civilization that a pigsty couldn’t probably boast of. It had a springy cot, a small coffee table and a rickety chair. A little decrepit little vase stood on the coffee table. A large full-length mirror and a noisy grandfather-clock graced the room as well. I kicked the door of the adjoining compartment open. It had a bathtub, a commode and a washbasin. 

I closed the bathroom door and stood in front of the mirror in a zombie-like fashion. I had prided myself on being pleasant-looking, but at this moment I looked like shit. My body looked more skinny than sinewy, and my usually healthy complexion appeared blanched. The pupils of my green eyes were dilated. I noticed that my hands were trembling. 

Thoughts raced my mind. Who were these men and what did they want of me? Was it ransom? That was a possibility. I had made quite a tidy sum for myself, which probably made a good potential target for kidnappers. If this was abduction for ransom, the men would have already called my wife up and demanded the money. And Sheena, no doubt, would have dispatched the demanded amount efficiently. She wouldn’t waste a moment if she knew my life was at stake. I really didn’t have much to worry about. 

Yet my nerves were going to shreds. And the steady tick-tock of the grandfather clock served to exacerbate my anxiety. 

Deep inside my heart I knew this wasn’t abduction for ransom. There was more to this affair than what met the eye. 

It was then that I noticed the rose-scented pink envelope lying on the coffee table. 



Chapter 2 - Sealed with a Kiss

There was something scrawled on the envelope. I was too far to read, but instinctively knew it had my name written on it. I went close to the coffee table to have my beliefs confirmed. Written on the envelope, in bold English letters, was my name. Dean Baker. 

The letter was obviously addressed to me, for it read: “To Dean Baker”. 

So, my gut feeling had been right. This wasn’t an impersonal abduction, spinning around a mundane thing like ransom. It was something more intimate, more personal….and therefore to me, more intimidating. 

I opened the envelope with a palpitating heart. It contained an innocuous enough postcard of a hill town with steep steps, narrow vistas, tombs and spires. The town seemed to be splashed in sepia colors like ochre, rust, terracotta et al. Sometimes, even to the seasoned eye, all towns in Italy look the same. There wasn’t anything particularly distinguishing about this particular place. Yet I felt I’d seen it before. 

Suddenly, the mind threw up images of a glorious happy bonfire, disembodied echoes of raillery and revelry and the taste of  porchetta, whole roasted pig stuffed with fennel. 

Funny. I could swear I had never participated in such a scene. Yet merely looking at the postcard evoked these images. I had shifted to Florence barely two months ago, and was yet to explore the rest of Italy. Sure, I had seen Rome when on a short business trip a few years ago, but the charming hill town on the postcard was certainly not Rome or Florence. 

It was the  porchetta that bothered me the most. Though I had heard accounts of how the dish tasted from my parents who had spent an entire year teaching English in Italy, I had never actually eaten it. I had never accompanied my parents to Central Italy, where Porcetta is a culinary specialty. I had stayed back in England and continued studying in Eton. My parents were of the view that a change of scene was unsuitable for a growing school-going boy, and had, therefore, left me behind. 

I forced my mind back to the present. The quaint picture postcard stared back at me. I flipped the postcard across to find a few words lines scribbled across it in an elegant, impeccably neat scrawl. My eyes moves across the words restlessly as it registered its contents. 

“Ciao  bella to be (the letter ran)

You reap what you sow

And pay for karmic deeds—

Good and bad—

Before you take the final bow

But die you shall not, mean Dean

Until you meet me

The grim Nemesis

Of your darkest deeds”. 

My mind hands went clammy. My head began whirring. It was now obvious that there was more to this abduction affair than what met the eye. If this was a note sent just for the purpose of extorting ransom, my captors would have contacted Sheena and not bothered with me. What possibly could be the motive of my abduction? Sure, a successful man like me had professional rivals: journalist colleagues I had outshone and authors I had rejected. To come to think of it, I think I had managed to offend a literary agent as well. But that had been in the UK. Would a rancorous author or vituperative agent be vengeful enough to follow me to Italy and get me abducted here? 

Besides, what did these cryptic lines mean? Why had the addresser (whoever he or she was) addressed me as “Bella”? As far as my elementary knowledge of Italian went, Bella meant a beautiful woman. Why would anyone address me, a virile male, as

“Bella”? The first line—“Ciao, Bella to be”—implied that the addressee would become a woman in the future. If the addresser meant that I would become a woman, he was out of his mind. I had no such urges. 

But then, maybe the sender of the letter wasn’t a “he”. It was more likely that the addresser was a woman. She had referred to herself as “Nemesis”, who is the Greek Goddess of justice and retribution. Why was the Nemesis talking about profound things like karma and suchlike? And what did she mean by my “dark deeds”? My life was as clean as a sheet. I hadn’t lied, cheated or stolen - ever, All I had done all my life was work hard and get promoted to the designation of senior journalist early in life. Could getting ahead of one’s batch mates be classified as an evil deed? Was rejecting manuscripts that I didn’t think were potential money-spinners a crime? I didn’t think so. 

So, what in the world was the Nemesis talking about? 

I dropped my previous line of thought that Nemesis is a woman. The avenger could be either male or female, even if they referred to themselves as “Nemesis”. I pondered if

Athos, Porthos or Artemis fit the bill. I hadn’t seen any of the three men before. They were practical strangers to me. Besides, the writer of the letter was an educated person, who was fluent in English. His neat, elegant scrawl indicated a sophistication that the three musketeers lacked. Also, the three men who had abducted me didn’t speak such high flown English. Appearance and mannerisms could be deceptive, but it seemed as if the three musketeers belonged to the lower strata of society, whereas the letter-writer was evidently crème da la crème. 

And strangely, I felt that he was watching over me…. at this very moment….and taking a perverse, sadistic pleasure in my discomfiture. 

But that is insane! I was the only human being in the room right now. How could anyone possibly espy on me? It was a ridiculous thought. A few hours into captivity, and I was already going crazy. This would never ever do. I couldn’t afford to go to pieces now. If I had to get out of this pigsty, I had to have my wits about me. 

Just when I was turning the above thoughts over in my mind, the door barged open. 

Artemis came in and hurled a plate of food and a diet coke at me. The spaghetti tasted funny and the diet coke was too cold for so chilly a weather. But since I was famished, I wolfed down the contents of the plate. 

After about 15 minutes, Porthos came into my room. “Have you eaten, my beauty?” he asked and sniggered. Beads of perspiration accumulated on my forehead. The man’s words echoed the contents of the letter in which I had been referred to as “Bella”. 

Was Porthos the writer of the letter? No, it couldn’t be. The three musketeers were just foot soldiers who carried out the orders of the mastermind. But then, who were these pawns? And more importantly still, who was their mastermind? 

Chapter 3 - The Undertakers

I saw Athos and Porthos leave the building. Artemis mooched around in the second unit. I could see him through the slightly open door that they had forgotten to close after giving me the food. My body wanted to jump into action, overpower the not-too-athletic Artemis (at least, he didn’t look too strong) and run into the wilderness until I found a patrolling officer. But my mind warned against the move. Even if I managed to overpower Artemis, there was a chance that he would sprint fast enough catch up with me. Besides, I didn’t know how far the other two musketeers had gone. For all I knew, they could be right outside the palazzo and decide to enter it just when I emerged from the room. 

I held my breath as I heard approaching footsteps. Athos and Porthos had come in. 

They were breathing heavily, as if they were lugging something heavy. I could hear Athos shout out orders to Artemis and Porthos in Italian. He spoke fast and his tone was urgent. I inched closer to the door and peeked out. Porthos came in my line of vision. Then I saw something else. A human head attached to a human body. 

I froze and closed my eyes. Sweat formed at the back of my neck and moved down my back in rivulets. The smell of formaldehyde and disinfecting fluids suddenly filled the air. I slowly re-opened my eyes. 

Athos came into sight. He was holding the dead gentleman’s (I had calmed down enough to realize that dead body was that of an elderly man’s) eyes wide open while Porthos was inserting little plastic cups in them. Porthos then proceeded to put plastic ridges by the side of the eyes. 

The three musketeers went about the process in a sober, almost respectful manner that was in total contrast with their uncouth behavior with me. As Artemis retrieved a needle and injected it into the deceased’s gums, I turned away. I did not need to watch this anymore. I knew who the guys were. They were morticians. 

Funeral directors….undertakers. 

Being an undertaker wasn’t bad by itself, it was a profession like any other, but what did these guys want from  me? Why had they abducted and detained me in this cottage cum morgue? Besides, what was the meaning of the cryptic note I had received this morning? 

Just as when I was dwelling on these thoughts, the three musketeers barged into my room. They didn’t harm me by word or action, but maintained a chilly silence. It would

have been less ominous had they threatened or beaten me. But they just stood in formidable silence, appraising me from head to toe with their obsidian eyes. 

Why were the undertakers in my room? What did they intend to do to me? Murder me on the spot, and then proceed to embalm me just like they did the bodies? 

However, the guys did no such thing. Athos held me tight, while Porthos rolled up the long sleeves of my silver and green striped shirt. Artemis retrieved a syringe from a bag that he was carrying and emptied its contents in my arm. I longed to protest, but words got wedged in my throat. I assumed that I had been tranquilized like I had been in the car, but when half an hour went by and I was still conscious, I realized that the syringe contained something other than a sedative. The realization brought forth more fear than relief. I would have preferred being tranquilized to being injected with this mysterious substance, for isn’t “a known devil is better than an unknown one?” 


***

I woke up from a heavy slumber the next morning. As soon as I opened my eyes, the fragrance of roses filled my nostrils. As if on cue, my eyes were led to the pink-colored parcel lying on the little coffee table. My pulse quickened and my breathing became irregular. I had a gift from the Nemesis. 

I walked to the table and picked up the parcel. A note on it tersely said: “Wear what you find inside; else you’ll live to regret your decision”. Unlike the envelope, the parcel didn’t have my name written on it. Yet I knew, beyond a shred of doubt, that it was meant for me and that the directions were also intended for me. 

What did the Nemesis have in store for me? Was it a girl’s dress, a bikini, a thong? I remembered, with some discomfort, that the mastermind had addressed me as “Bella to be” in his first correspondence. Was he one of those perverts who reveled in making men dress like drag queens and enjoyed a laugh at their expense? 

I ripped the parcel open like a ravenous animal. Whatever I expected to find inside, it wasn’t this. Inside the parcel was an innocuous school uniform. An innocent school girl’s uniform with a white puff-sleeved shirt and a navy blue pleated skirt, along with knee length socks and girly black shoes with a buckle. 

It was just a uniform, but stirred something deep and forgotten within me. Something to do with schools, vineyards and black truffles. The isolated images that flashed in front of my eyes made no sense whatsoever. I only knew that they disturbed me—immensely. 

Before I knew it, I was having a panic attack. I choked and gasped for breath. As I recovered, I remembered the Nemesis’s ultimatum. He said I’d live to regret my

decision if I didn’t wear the school uniform. 

I stripped off the brown corduroy jeans and striped shirt that I was wearing and took a quick shower in the bathroom. The caress of warm water calmed me a bit, but not completely. With a feeling of rising nausea, I put on the girlish shirt. As I buttoned it and put on the skirt, I couldn’t help marveling at the Nemesis’s estimate of my size. The uniform fit so perfectly that it seemed to be tailor-made for me. 

That means he had been keeping close tabs on me. The Nemesis knew every nook and corner of my body perfectly well. 

For the second time since I had been shut up in the palazzo, I had the feeling that I was being watched. The Nemesis was sitting in some far corner of the city (country or continent) and enjoying my distress and fear. He probably was savoring the sight of the girly shirt hugging my masculine body and the female skirt flapping against my sinewy calves. I spent the next hour searching the room like a madman, hoping to find that stealthy hidden camera. I looked everywhere, beneath the chair, table and cot and in the bathrooms, with no luck. I even moved the grandfather-clock, hoping to find the camera concealed behind it. However, all I found behind it was a gaping hole. 

Probably a hidden camera wasn’t really there. It was just a figment of my imagination. 

I had been in quarantine for two days now, without knowing the reason for my incarceration. Clearly, the suspense was causing stress. I was losing my mind. 

Just as I was lost in morbid thoughts, I noticed something lying on the floor. It was a note. It had obviously come with the parcel and had fallen off it when I had torn it open in animalistic haste. 

I bent down and picked up the note. I opened it with trembling fingers to read the following lines, penned in the same elegant scrawl:

“Little girl blue

With your skirts and golden locks

Little girl blue

Your mascara and lip gloss

Made you the laughing stock. 



“Little girl blue

Little did the world know

How your warm hard glowed

All they did see

Was your ‘freaky’ façade”. 



“Little girl blue

You were too young to die

Left without a final goodbye

I’d never ask for another

Since you left forever” 



The above lines would have been a touching piece of poetry to any ordinary person. It was a sentimental piece of writing that spoke of love, mourning and loss. Yet it had a subtext that made the hair on my arms rise. It was the story of a “freak”, a misfit, a little boy who liked to dress like a girl and hence was shunned by society. But he obviously was loved by the Nemesis, who had lost him. 

However, what did I have to do with “little girl blue” and his death? 





Chapter 4 - Dolly Surprise

The next two weeks were uneventful, as far as the eye could see. Yet I couldn’t get rid of the feeling that something dark and forbidding was bubbling under the surface of the quietness. The situation seemed very much like calm before a storm. At that time, though, I put my notions down as fancies. I dubbed them as byproducts of a mind disturbed by weeks of captivity and isolation from society. Apart from the undertakers, I didn’t see another living soul for miles around. The undertakers bought in bodies on an everyday basis and prepared them for funereal display. The reek of formaldehyde and disinfecting fluids exacerbated the feelings of forbidding that I already experienced. It made me feel that we humans deluded ourselves all our lives. We tricked ourselves into spinning our identities around what we did for a living, how much we earned and who our friends were. However, being exposed to dead, decomposing bodies on a day-to-day basis made me feel that the whole concept of identity was pointless. Since all humans were ultimately going to be reduced to ashes and dust anyway, wasn’t it pointless….the exercises of flattering ourselves with identities? 

Quarantine was making me too introspective and philosophical for my own good. It indicated a loss of touch with reality; it was a sign of madness. I rehashed my thoughts and concentrated on the practical aspects of life. I missed my current job as a writer. I sorely missed my robust, competent wife and adorable toddler son. Above all, I missed myself: Dean Baker. Speaking of identities, the Nemesis, for some unfathomable reason, was persevering in trying his hardest to tweak mine. His foot-soldiers had instructed me to wear ridiculously frilly night gowns on an everyday basis. A wig of long blonde straight hair had also been sent across, and I was commanded never to remove it, except perhaps while washing my hair. I was given blue contact lenses that made my eyes look gigantic and doll-like and instructed to put on eyeliner, lip gloss and mascara every day. The undertakers brought me hot wax and asked me to remove excessive hair on my arms, under arms and legs. I was ordered to remain clean-shaven all the time, and not permitted to sport the sexy 5 0’clock shadow that I had maintained throughout my adult life. And the undertakers called me Deanna. 

In this mad game which seemed to revolve around riddles, I wasn’t Dean Baker. I was Deanna, a young girl on the threshold of womanhood. A sweet young Lolita who was just discovering the joys of being female. Except the insane exercise wasn’t joyous for me. It was irrevocably and irreversibly nightmarish. 

First the school uniform and now having to dress like a teenage girl 24x7. It was baffling at best, frightening at worst. Had I fallen into the hands of some demented soul

who had a fetish for young school girls? Had some pedophile that had a fixation on teenage girls (and by association, clothes and accessories they typical wore) caught hold of me? Cases where psychos abducted adolescent girls, confined them to deep dank cellars and raped them regularly until the victims were rescued years later wasn’t unheard of. But abducting a grown man and coercing him to dress as a young girl was very rare indeed. Only the most depraved of minds could envisage such a bizarre thing. 

God alone knew what other twists and deviations the Nemesis was capable of envisioning. The possibilities were endless. Icy chills went down my spine as I considered them. 


***

The sun’s rays infiltrating through a chink in the window woke me up. I sat up in bed and rubbed my sleep-groggy eyes. I saw my reflection in the mirror poised right opposite my bed. Or rather, it reflected what the Nemesis had created out of me. Three weeks of sedentary life had begun to show its effect. My arms and legs, sticking out through the short sleeveless slip I had been asked to wear the previous night, had become more rounded. My face had lost its original masculine ruggedness and become softer and smoother. With ruffled blonde hair thanks to the wig that I wasn’t allowed to take off even while sleeping), the sleeveless pale blue slip and hairless arms and legs, I almost looked like a lanky teenage girl. To come to think of it, I looked like a teenage girl I knew, or had once known. But tried as I did to rack my brains, I couldn’t remember who she was. I closed my eyes and tried hard to recall, but I only got an incapacitating headache for my efforts. I plopped down on the bed and started massaging my temples with my fingertips. 

Splash! A bucketful of water drenched me from head to toe. I involuntarily stood bolt upright to see the undertakers standing in front of me. They were grinning from ear to ear. Artemis indicated the empty pail in his hand and laughed uproariously. Athos and Porthos got the hand shower from my bathroom and proceeded to spray me with the icy water. 

I was as soaked as a cat caught in the rains. I was cold. I was miserable. But my pathos evidently evoked great mirth in my kidnappers for they continued making ribald jokes and laughing at my expense. Their eyes seem to stray, every now and then, to my chest region and ogle lasciviously. 

When I looked at my own chest region in the mirror, I was in for the biggest shock of my life. 

Chapter 5 - Hallucinogenic

The water had made my flimsy slip see-through, so my skin showed. The area around my chest region was raised just a little, like little hillocks. My areole were darker and of wider circumference than I remembered them. My nipples were swollen and distended. 

Good Lord, what the hell was going on? Had I, a 32 year old man, actually developed breasts? The moment felt surreal, as if I was in a dream. Or more aptly, a nightmare. 

I gingerly put my hand to one breast and some sensitivity in the area. I also swear I felt a funny nodule-like formation behind the nipple. 

I nearly swooned with anxiety. Not only did I have breasts, but I also had a lump in them. Was it benign or malignant? Did men even get lump in their breasts? 

Assuming that they did, was I going to die? I didn’t want to. I had a wife and a young son. I had a brilliant career. I had years of exploring and self-discovery left in me. 

Just as I was panicking, the distant, reassuring voice of Sheena played in my ear. It was a fragment of a conversation we had had years ago. While confiding the confusing years of her puberty in me, Sheena had mentioned that she had experienced sensitivity in the breast region and probably also had a nodule-like formation behind the nipples. 

It was just the natural process of milk ducts or something being formed. The “budding” 

mounds eventually transformed into ripe, mature breasts. 

Was I going through puberty like my wife had? Had the depraved Nemesis, with a fetish for young school girls, converting me into one? Was he inducing female puberty in me? If so, how? 

I then remembered the injections Artemis jabbed into my arm every two weeks and the funny-tasting pasta. In all probability, I was being given estrogen hormones through food and injections. My knowledge of these things was sparse, but I’d heard this was how the male  kathoeys (transsexuals) in Thailand became women. But for what purpose was  I being transformed into a woman? Was the Nemesis a procurer who wanted to sell me off for the purpose of prostitution? I’d heard that mafia-hired procurers in Italy trafficked women from Ukraine, North Africa and Columbia to work in Italy as sex workers. The women were promised jobs as waitresses and au pairs and then forced into prostitution. 

The thought that I was being feminized for the purpose of prostitution seemed a bit far-

fetched. When there were plenty of genetic women available for the heinous procurer to use, why would he take the trouble of converting a man into a woman and then push her into flesh trade? Wasn’t the route a bit of a tortuous one to take? Besides, the

“prostitution-motive” seemed a little too impersonal, but the letters the Nemesis had sent proved that he was seeking vendetta against me, Dean Baker, for some “dark deed” that I had allegedly committed. If only I had inkling as to what that was. 


***

Six months passed in the agony of sequestration and the trauma of suspense. I was given food, injected every two weeks and forced to dress like a teenage girl. Yet I wasn’t any closer to finding out whom the Nemesis was and why he was meting out this bizarre treatment to me. 

Another change—I dare not take its name—had occurred. Except for the penis that I retained, I had ceased to be Dean. I had become “Deanna”, sans a vagina. By what I assume was the regular administration of estrogen, my breasts continued to grow. Now, after six months they were a B-cup size. My areole had darkened further and my nipples had grown more turgid. The night gown which had hung loose around my body now fit me snugly. 

I noticed that my testicles had shrunk considerably. This agitated me especially because Sheena and I had been discussing plans to have another baby just the day before I was abducted. Also, I noticed a significant reduction in muscle mass around my thigh region. I had lost a bit muscle mass due to lack of exercise, but I could swear that my thighs hadn’t been as rounded before. I also noticed my waist getting smaller. 

The hair on my face and body had reduced, so I didn’t have to shave my face as frequently as before or wax my legs every two weeks. And the creepiest thing was, my skin had lost all vestiges of its original rugged quality and had become silky-smooth like a woman’s. 

As I stood in front of the mirror, shivering at the sight of my feminized form, Porthos came in. He strolled in wordlessly and went away after keeping a pink parcel on the coffee table. As the trademark rose-scent hit my nostrils, I knew whom the parcel was from. It had been sometime since the Nemesis had bestowed me with his cryptic clues; I wondered what was in store for me today. 

I approached the coffee table with a palpitating heart. As I unwrapped the parcel, I was taken aback to find a Barbie doll inside… A Barbie doll with big boobs, a ridiculously small waist and long endless legs. She had a tiny nose and a small rose bud mouth. She stared up at me with large expressionless eyes, decked with layers of black, blue and silver eye-makeup. The Barbie doll was dressed only in a flimsy sheer dress, offering

me a clear view of her plastic, disproportionate anatomy. Yet it wasn’t the doll’s semi-nudity that bothered me. It was the dead glare of her large blue eyes….it reminded me of someone I knew a long time ago, such a long time ago that it seemed I’d known her in another era. I had once seen life in her eyes; I had also seen it dead…. 

I was transported to the hill town in the picture postcard the Nemesis had sent me…. 

The sepia-tinted town with steep steps, spires and narrow vistas. I had blurred visions of exploring the town with a male friend…. A male friend who walked and talked like a girl. What was his name? I couldn’t remember. 

I had blurred images of a school building with a stucco finish. I saw myself imitating the effeminate walking and talking style of the boy pal I had explored the hill town with. The other boys found it tremendously funny and burst into hoots of laughter. My friend didn’t turn around, I couldn’t see his face, but I could make out that he was hurt. 

It was conspicuous through his slouched shoulders and his bent, drooping head. For a moment, I felt guilty. I was behaving badly with a friend who had been so good to me. 

The other guys suggested that we throw water on my friend. “No” I said hesitantly “I don’t think that’s a good idea”. 

“Oh come on, Dean” one of the guys urged “are you actually siding with that  eunuco?” 

“No, I’m not” I protested “I’m not taking his side”. 

But the boys were insistent. The raucous cries of “Eunuco-lover,  Casrato lover!” filled the air. 

I was furious. “I’m not a eunuch-lover” I retorted “don’t you dare call me that!” 

“Oh yeah” said one of the school boys in a heavy Italian accent “then prove it!” 

“I shall jolly well prove it!” I said. With my jaw set in determination, I stomped into one of the school washrooms and emerged with a bucketful of water. I ran down two flights of stairs as fast as I could. I followed my friend until the distance between us was minimal. Then I heaved the pail high in the air and splashed water on my friend. 

My friend turned to face me. He was drenched from head to toe and trembled pitiably. 

His face was blanched with evident shock at my betrayal. Yes, I had been the treacherous Judas and betrayed my own friend. 

“But this is rubbish, Dean!” I presently chided myself “they are giving you stuff to make you hallucinate. The images your mind is spewing are nothing but false memories. They don’t have a palpable existence. They didn’t really happen. You are

giving in to delusions”. 

Yes, I was giving in to delusions. The stuff I imagined had never happened. That’s because I had never seen the charming hill-town on the picture postcard the Nemesis had sent me. I had never had Italian-speaking classmates. That’s because I had never ever studied in an Italian school. When my parents had gone away to teach in Central Italy, I had stayed behind and studied in Eton. 

Yes, the entire Italian hill town episode was a false memory. And the sooner I got rid of it, the better it would be for my sanity. 

Chapter 6 - Ragazza

I shall never forget the day they tranquilized me for the second time. I woke up in a sterile room with surgical over lights. An anesthesia machine, kept at the head of the operating table, had tubes connected to me. A cart kept next to the machine contained medications, equipment and other supplies. Surgical instruments to be used during surgery had been neatly arranged on a stainless steel table. Electronic monitors attached by adhesive patches to my chest (left brazenly exposed, not covered by a Johnnie) recorded my heart and respiratory rate, while the pulse oximeter attached to my finger measured the oxygen amounts contained in my blood. 

People moved around me in scrubs. They had surgical caps on their heads and masks on the lower part of their faces. I tried to look hard into their eyes, but they were covered by some sort of eye wear. 

It didn’t need a genius to figure out that I was in an Operating Theatre and was surrounded by surgeons. Dread gripped my heart. Why had I been brought to an OT? 

What sort of a surgery was going to be performed on me? What had the Nemesis and his foot-soldiers planned for me? Since I was a healthy man (no, a shemale now), I couldn’t think of any plausible reason I was here. Had the Nemesis ordered the surgeon to extract my organs even when I was alive? Did they plan on finishing me off in some sort of a satanic surgical ritual? 

I tried to speak, but the anesthesia mask was clamped on my face. “Inhale” ordered a peremptory male voice “Inhale deeply”. I had no choice, but to follow his instructions. 

As the sweet gases made their way into my bloodstream, I felt my eyelids gluing themselves shut without my permission. And slowly, but surely, I found myself drifting away into a heavy, death-like sleep. 


***

When I woke up, I found myself in the private ICU. Somebody had been considerate enough to dress me in a Johnny, so I didn’t feel so blatantly exposed anymore. I was still attached to the vital signs monitor with an adhesive tape glued to my chest. In spite of my high levels of literacy, I was at a loss to interpret the lines and waves on the monitor. I noticed that I wasn’t wearing my blonde wig for once. My now longish dark brown hair curled around my ears. 

Presently, a woman came into the room. She was dressed in the nurse’s crisp white uniform, and immaculate white shoes and socks. She was fresh-faced and young, probably in her mid 20s. Tendrils of fine red hair escaped from beneath her neat

nurses’ cap. 

“Hi” she said quite pleasantly “I’m Nurse Alissia. How are you feeling?” 

“Fine, quite fine” I lied, not caring to divulge my confused state of mind to the young nurse. Then, I became aware of a persistent pressure in my bladder and enquired

“where is the restroom please?” 

“It’s just in the next room” replied Nurse Alissia “I’ll escort you to it. From the bathroom, I’ll take you straight to the private ward. Since your vital signs are good, you don’t have to remain in the ICU anymore”. 

As I hobbled along to the next room, I felt a strange lightness around my nether regions. 

It felt as if parts of it had been chopped off. The reassuring bulge of the penis, which I usually felt against my inner thigh, was missing. I wondered if I had begun hallucinating again. 

I went into the restroom and shut the door. I involuntarily reached out for my penis, in order to shoot my pee straight into the commode. I didn’t find it. It wasn’t there. 

I hitched my Johnnie right up to the waist. No amount of preparation would have readied me for the sight that was to meet my eye. 

I didn’t have a penis anymore. But I hadn’t just been castrated. 

The doctors had done me the “kindness” of giving me a vagina. I parted my nether lips and discovered perfectly formed labia within. It was at this point that I lost all control over my nerves. I screamed loud enough to wake up the dead. 

“What in the world is the matter?” asked Nurse Alissia, coming in with a concerned look on her young face “why did you just scream like a banshee?” 

“Nurse, I’ve been tricked” I said frantically “a sex change operation has been performed on me without my consent!”. 

“Don’t be absurd” said Nurse Alissia in a gently admonishing voice “you were admitted here for appendicitis. Your inflamed appendix has now been removed, and you’re completely alright now”. 

The nurse’s brisk, down-to-earth manner had me questioning my own sanity. Had I indeed only had an appendicitis operation? That was odd, considering I had never ever experienced pain in any part of the abdomen. I hadn’t experienced any nausea or vomiting, either. There had been no changes in appetite. Had my appendix started

giving me trouble without my knowledge? Is that why I had been admitted to a hospital? 

A gender reassignment surgery was too drastic a measure, and to think that so many people were hand-in-glove with the Nemesis required a great suspension of disbelief. 

The vagina that I thought I had seen in the bathroom was probably a hallucination just like the entire “hill-town episode” that I had dreamt up. I hadn’t had an effeminate friend nor did I have a pussy. All these were just tricks my mind was playing on me. 

“Sorry” I said, presently apologizing to the nurse “I don’t know how I imagined such a bizarre thing”. 

“Oh, don’t worry” replied Nurse Alissia smiling “hospitals do weird things to people sometimes”. 

She supported one of my arms and led me to a clean, private ward painted a cheerful yellow. The curtains were drawn to let in the sun rays of the evening. I felt better than I had in weeks. It had been a while since I enjoyed a beautiful Italian evening. 

Nurse Alissia escorted me to the bed. I sat down on it and put my legs up, savoring the feel of the crisp, butter-yellow bed sheets beneath me. I leaned against the headboard and shut my eyes for a moment. Peace, blissfully and lovely peace, suffused every pore of my being. 

“I can see you’re feeling better” Nurse Alissia observed kindly. I opened my eyes, smiled and nodded. 

“Good” she said “now relax for some time. I’ll be at the Nurse’s Station right down the corridor. Just press the button if you need anything. 

“I will” I said and reclined on the cot. I dozed off for a few moments. When I woke up, I found a mixed bouquet of daisies, lilies and wildflowers on the table beside the cot. 

Somebody had been considerate enough to send me flowers. I wondered if it was my wife, Sheena. Could I have imagined the whole abduction, riddle and feminization drama? Was I recuperating in one of the hospitals in Florence after an appendicitis operation? 

A whiff of roses told me I hadn’t imaged the entire nightmare. I didn’t have to look too far for the trademark rose-scented pink envelope. It was hidden amidst the array of beautiful flowers. 

I reached for it and frantically tore it open. I was confronted by the familiar, elegant

scrawl. It said:

“Dean, Dean, master of the mean

Dean Mean, who took away my life’s sheen

Are you now enjoying with chutzpah, 

The joys of becoming a  ragazza?(means “girl” in Italian) And would you savor the prospect, 

Of lying on the piazza?” 



The evening wasn’t so beautiful anymore. The nightmare had begun—again. I vaguely wondered what the Nemesis had meant by the phrase “Lying on the piazza”. 


***

The next few weeks were hellish. As a result of poor post-operative care of my newly instated vagina, I counteracted an infection. As I burned in the agony of a high fever, the undertakers jeered. Finally, when they feared that I was going to die, they got me some antibiotics. My fever receded in a few days and I began to recover. 

In the weeks that followed, dilation, which is the process of inserting a 5-6 inch rod into the vagina umpteen times a day for the first 12 weeks to prevent it from closing, caused me much distress. And I knew the Nemesis was on his hot-seat, watching my every movement like a hawk. He was, for all intents and purposes, invisible, but I’d felt no one else’s presence as strongly as I did the Nemesis’s. 

One fine morning, he sent me a puzzle in his neat, elegant handwriting. It went as follows:

Pretty boy+ GID= Barbie’s face

Dean+ forced feminization= Deanna

Deanna+ cosmetic surgery=? 

He’d left the third equation unanswered. The solution was presumably for me to work out. As much as I strained my brains, I couldn’t come up with an answer. Was GID an abbreviation for Gender Identity Disorder? I didn’t know much about gender issues, 

hence wasn’t too sure. Who, by the way, was “pretty boy”? It was obviously someone close to the Nemesis, the person whom I had allegedly wronged. 

I recalled the hallucination of the effeminate Italian boy the rowdy school boys and I had teased and tormented. Could the Nemesis be referring to that worthy as “pretty boy”? But the memory of the pansy boy was a false one, which, I’m sure, was the result of some mysterious drugs the undertakers had been injecting into my body. How could my hallucination and the Nemesis’s reality possibly be the same? 

I couldn’t, in the name of God, make sense of what was going on. All I knew is that cosmetic surgery was soon going to be performed on me. Why did the Nemesis want to change my face? 


***

The morgue became the venue of my plastic surgery. I had the chance to observe it at close quarters for the first time in my life. It was a windowless room, with controlled temperatures and humidity. Special air handlers filtered the air and maintained a slightly elevated pressure in the room. 

I was asked to lie on an operating room table. A surgeon and her assistant were summoned inside the morgue by Porthos. Both the surgeon and her assistant were dressed in green scrubs. They wore caps and masks that concealed their hair and face, but their voices gave away their gender and probably ages. The surgeon was a woman between 30 and 55 and her assistant a younger man. 

“Deanna gets stressed very easily” said Porthos indicating me “it’s better you give her something to calm her down, Dr. Leone”. 

“Sure, I’ll give her a sedative” said the surgeon. 

“Oh, Deanna is a wild cat, Dr. Leone” said Porthos with barely concealed impatience

“she’ll claw your face. A sedative wouldn’t suffice. You’d better tranquilize her”. 

Dr. Leone promptly prepared a syringe and tranquilized me. As the sedative began to take effect, I could feel all my resistance melting away. I felt like a monk who had achieved the state of Zen. 

Dr. Leone prepared another syringe and injected it into my face. After a while, I felt the entire facial area go numb. When she was convinced that I could feel only pressure and no pain, Dr. Leone began to work on my face as if it was a slab of marble. I could feel her make umpteen nips, cuts and tucks on my cheekbones, nose and lips. Addition and deductions were made to my face, so in effect; I was like a slab of marble that was

being sculpted to create a tangible form. Only time would reveal what new form my face would take. 


***

When the bandages came off within a few weeks, I barely recognized my face. My slightly crooked nose had been replaced by a straight, aquiline one. The bone around my chin had been reduced. My cheekbones were higher. And my lips way fuller. 

The undertakers asked me to put my blue contact lenses, blonde wig and some makeup on. They also gave me a flimsy, shell-pink see-through dress to wear. 

As I appraised myself in the full length mirror, my heart skipped a beat. 

I was the spitting image of the Barbie doll that the Nemesis had sent to me. 

I now knew the answer to the last equation. 

Deanna+ Cosmetic surgery=Barbie. 

I had become a walking talking Barbie. Strangely, the Barbie’s face (now, my own) reminded me of someone else’s. But tried as I did, I couldn’t recall whose. 



Chapter 7 -  Cha Cha D’Amour

Over the next few weeks, I received two more cryptic clues as to the identity of the Nemesis. 

One said:

“Don’t you remember me, Tommy the little? 

With eyes that sparkled like blue carbuncle?” 

Tommy, the little? I hadn’t known a “Tommy the little” in my entire life. Least of all, one whose eyes sparkled like blue carbuncle. I knew that carbuncle had two meanings. 

It meant a boil, typically a puss-filled one. The term “carbuncle” also applied to a kind of a bright, uncut gem. Obviously, Tommy had been referring to the latter. 

It was incredible how I had, in a matter of seconds, started thinking of the Nemesis as

“Tommy”. Far from being a distant, formless presence he had been, the Nemesis actually seemed like a flesh and blood man now. I wondered what he looked like…

was he lean and hungry-looking like Athos? A tall, athletic man like Porthos? An average-looker, who easily blended into the crowd, like Artemis? The last option seemed the most likely. 

But the million dollar question was: what had I done to Tommy the little? Why exactly had he chosen this unique, chilling mode of revenge against me? 

The other riddle arrived about two weeks later. It was a longer, more cryptic rhyme. 

The words were as follows: “Out on a limb

Yet not on spirit

The fledgling in tender years

Metamorphosed later

Into your formidable bogeyman

Of metal, of mettle

A commingled form am I

Yet the hardened heart bleeds

When I recall my dear one’s final cry O Deanna, don’t you play coy

You very well know

How you caused my loved one to die.” 



My stomach churned with uneasiness. I couldn’t breathe for a long time. This was the first time the Nemesis had directly and blatantly accused me of a very serious offence. 

He was actually calling me a murderer. However, I could never even think of taking another living being’s life. Throughout my life, I hadn’t even harmed a fly. 

“Out on a limb” meant being in a vulnerable state. What had I possibly done to put Tommy (whoever he is) in a vulnerable state? “A fledgling in tender years” implied that Tommy was younger than me. But how could I have known him, when I hadn’t ever visited or lived in Italy in my formative years? 

Tommy hinted that he was made of metal. What in the world did that mean? As far as I knew, the only things made of metal that could function/operate were robots. But then the Nemesis had a heart that apparently bled as a consequence of something that I had done. 

It was impossible that I had done something here in Italy all those years ago. Was it possible that the Nemesis was confusing me for someone else? 


***

One day, it arrived. A lush, Sicilian wild rose with huge crimson petals. As I held it, wondering what message the Nemesis wished to convey this time, the flower started coming apart in my hands. First the petals came off, and then the filament with prominent yellow anthers attached to it. Before I knew it, the rose had wholly come apart. I was holding its green pistil, with two lush emerald sepals in my hand. 

At this point, they barged into my room: Athos, Porthos and Artemis. They took off my flimsy see-through clothes and ridiculous thong and raped me. They took turns to enter me. Athos was the one to initiate the act; his other two buddies followed after him. 

They weren’t exactly violent, but not having wives or girlfriends in the vicinity seemed to have pent up a lot of libido inside them. And the men seemed to satisfy their darkest of sexual fantasies through me. They were intense and raped me for hours, without any consideration. To these uncouth men, I was merely a sex toy to be humped, fucked and

ravished. 

Pistons of erect flesh entered and exited me. I was spread eagle on the floor for what seemed to me like seven or eight hours. I didn’t cry. But sometime between the third and the fourth hour, a lone tear tricked down my cheek and was absorbed by the bed sheet that I was lying on. 

The Nemesis’s clue hadn’t been hard to read this time. It prophesied being deflowered, as I was by the undertakers. The Nemesis had, no doubt, ordered the rape. And I was sure the sadistic voyeur watched now, as he had umpteen times before. He had watched me waking up, having breakfast, bathing, changing clothes. He had watched me develop breasts, suffer from the fever I’d counteracted post vaginoplasty and had witnessed the geography of my face being changed. Today was his D-day. Tommy was watching me getting fucked. 

The radio in the background blared loudly throughout the time I was being raped. It played the same song over and over again. The singer crooned: “Cha Cha Cha D’amour” 

Take this song to my lover

Shoo shoo little bird

Go and find, my love. 

Cha cha cha D’amour

Serenade at her window

Shoo shoo little bird

Sing my song of love.” 

This was an old song performed by Italian-American songster Dean Martin. The jaunty song played on and on to the tune of bag pipes, saxophones and the mouth organ. Dean Martin’s deep voice brought with it memories of his handsome face and his wide luminous smile. 

And it was when Artemis gave me his third thrust that I remembered events of the past that had been excluded from my consciousness all these years. 



Chapter 8 - Repression

There is a term called “Repression” in psychology. It entails excluding traumatic feelings and events from one’s consciousness, and subduing them in one’s unconsciousness. My mind too had taken refuge in this defense mechanism in order to protect me. A whole year of my life had been obliterated from my memory. I had denied that that the events of that particular year had and had subconsciously disassociated myself from them. 

On the surface, I had managed to lead a so-called normal life, but had repressed my guilt and sorrows into academics, and later on, into work. Success had obediently followed; I had become an award-winning journalist and the chief editor of a reputed publishing house. However, throughout my life, I had suffered from an amorphous, free-floating anxiety (I was aware of it, but couldn’t bring myself to acknowledge that I had a disorder). I had, as a teenager and then as an adult, worried incessantly about everything under the sun: school work, grade, job, family, wars, earthquakes and alien attacks. 

When my parents had come to teach in Perugia in 1997, I had accompanied them. The Umbrian region lay half-way between Rome and Florence. It was a partly hilly, partly flat land-locked region, which was fertile owing to the presence of River Tiber. In its rich alluvial soil grew tobacco, vineyards, olives and black truffles. 

I fell in love with Italy: its culture, food and people. I especially loved the sepia-tinted Perugia even with its steep steps, twisted vistas, ominous nooks and seedy dark lanes. I also adored the helpful, friendly Italians who loved to relax, celebrate and socialize. 

State schools in Italy were free, but my parents, who were quite wealthy, enrolled me into a private school. Since I was 14years old at that time, I was admitted to  schola superiore which is the Italian equivalent of high school. 

On the day before I was to begin school, I became friends with a boy named Eugene Grant. He lived in the same street as me, in a charming little cottage with ivy-covered walls and a spacious garden. Eugene’s father was an Englishman who had arrived in Italy as a student and had started a pub, and had never left Perugia. His mother was a large-eyed Etruscan, with straight eyebrows, an aquiline nose and a small doll-like mouth. It was rumored that she had studied mortuary sciences, but none of us actually believed it. 

The first thing that struck you about Eugene was his looks. He was a tall and lanky boy with the most beautiful face imaginable. He had large blue Etruscan eyes and beautiful

regular features like his mother. His shoulder-length golden blonde hair shimmered in the Mediterranean sun. 

Eugene wasn’t just the most beautiful boy I had met in my life; he was also the most effeminate one too. He walked sinuously like a girl and talked in a high-pitched girlish voice. He was also sensitive to other people’s feelings and was very artistic too. 

Eugene told me he went to the same private school (St. Matthias) as me. His parents were not very well-to-do, but sent Eugene to an expensive private school. The reason behind this, Eugene told me, was that his younger brother Timothy (Tommy, for short) had a congenital condition that had resulted in the paralysis of his lower limbs. 

Timothy had to wear heavy metal leg-braces all the time. He could walk a step or two with the help of crutches, but mostly used the wheelchair. Since the state schools didn’t have ramps and other facilities necessary for wheelchair users, Timothy had to be admitted to St. Matthias. He was 10 years old and hence admitted to  scuola primaria (primary section of the school). Since the Grants had wanted 13 year old Eugene to keep an eye on his younger brother, he had been admitted to  scuola media (middle school) of St. Matthias. 

The day before school started, Eugene offered to show me around the town. We walked through streets of Corso Vannucci, which was a stone’s throw away from where we lived. Eugene took me to the Cathedral of San Lorenzo, Palazzo Dei Priori, Fontana Maggiore and Lake Trasmino before he invited me to his house for dinner. His lovely mother made  Porcetta, whole roasted pig stuffed with fennel, which we sat around the bonfire and ate. Eugene’s father strummed the guitar; all of us sang songs and generally had a great time. 

Eugene was a very shy boy. But when pressed to sing, he crooned a few lines of Dean Martin’s “Cha cha cha D’amour. Eugene’s silky voice, the cheeriness of the song and the strains of the guitar added to the mirth of the evening. Apart from Eugene’s father, Eugene’s mother and brother were present at the party too. Timothy was a frail, silent child who listened more than he spoke. He was of a grave disposition and apparently enjoyed reading and writing. His eyes, which looked like blue carbuncle, shone from behind his thick glasses. Eugene told me Timothy was very good at academics. 

All three of us attended school the next day. It was there that I discovered that Eugene was regarded as some sort of an anomaly. The boys said that he was a “freak”, who dressed in feminine attire in the privacy of his home and even used makeup. They said Eugene was a frigging girl trapped in the body of a boy. Some even went as far as to call him names like “eunuco” and “castrato” (Italian words for eunuch and a castrated male). 

Since I didn’t want to be associated with a person regarded as an aberration, I began avoiding Eugene. He was as warm and friendly as ever, and still wanted to hang out with me, but I avoided him like plague. After a few sincere attempts at maintaining amity, Eugene gave up. I could see that he was hurt by my behavior, but there was nothing I could do. The boys in my class would tease me to death if they discovered that I was friendly with Eugene. 

Half a year passed. I still kept my distance from Eugene. At times, I bumped into him in the corridor, wheeling Timothy up the ramps. I would pass the brothers by, careful not to make eye contact with them. However, I felt guilty about my behavior. The Grant family had extended such a warm welcome to me when I had arrived in Perugia and what I did was to cold-shoulder the Grant brothers. I admit I was behaving in a shitty manner, but as I have already said, I couldn’t help it. At the awkward, asinine age that I was at, reputation mattered more than genuine friendship. 

Avoiding the Grant boys was the least of my sins. I eventually started ganging up with the guys in my class to mildly bully Eugene. I didn’t mean any harm by it; it was merely a custom, a rite of passage of sorts, in the place I came from. In Eton, we followed the

“Fagging system” in which the younger boys had to do the older boys’ bidding. Rather than a ragging, this was seen as a way of preparing younger boys for impending manhood and instilling qualities of loyalty and leadership in them. I was still an Eton boy at heart, so what if I didn’t wear the customary suit, tailcoat and stiff collar anymore. 

Eugene followed my orders stoically. He toasted my bread, polished my shoes and ironed my tie without a word of complaint. He was a day scholar and went home in the evening, where as I boarded at St. Matthias in spite of the fact that my parents lived in the same city. 

One day it things went a bit out of hand. A gang of five boys, including myself were watching the setting Umbrian sun on rust-colored buildings from the first floor of our school building. We could see Eugene on the ground floor, satchel on his back, wheeling Timothy home (In my first hazy recollection of the repressed memory, Timothy had been left out). A strand of Eugene’s blonde hair caught a ray of the setting sun and burnished like pure gold. I thought it looked beautiful, but of course, didn’t mention it. 

My companions saw no beauty in Eugene. All they saw was a boy who walked with an effeminate swaying of the hips. All they perceived was a “pansy” who spoke to his brother in a cooing, feminine voice. 

“Eunuco, castrato! ” they shouted out aloud. Their crude taunts reverberated through the corridors of the empty school building. Eugene, no doubt, heard them, for he stopped for a moment. His shoulders stiffened. However, he didn’t turn around, but kept wheeling Timothy ahead. Eugene’s gait had become stiff and wounded. It reflected his injured dignity. 

The boys noticed that I hadn’t joined them in verbally taunting Eugene. “What’s with you, British boy?” they asked me “why aren’t you being rude to that  eunuco?” 

“I don’t think this is a good time” I said evasively, desperately concealing my fondness for Eugene “after all, his little brother is with him. Timothy is too young to be exposed to such words”. 

“Ha!” scoffed one of the boys “you pretend empathy for the younger brother, but I think you’re secretly in love with Eugene. I’m sure you wank off to fantasies of fucking him”. 

“No, I don’t” I said defensively “I’m a straight bloke, thank you very much”. 

“Well, then” challenged one of the other boys “why don’t you insult him?”. 

“Fine” I said, anxious to win the approval of my peer group “I will”. I cupped my palms around my mouth and yelled “Eugene, you are a real pansy. If we pulled your pants down, we’d find a pussy instead of a dick!” 

My crude, brazen words echoed throughout the area. The winds carried them to the vendors and buyers in the open-market nearby. They all turned to stare at me, and then at Eugene and Timothy. 

The other boys found this tremendously funny and burst into hoots of laughter. Eugene didn’t turn around, I couldn’t see his face, but I could make out that he was hurt. It was conspicuous through his slouched shoulders and his bent, drooping head. 

Timothy turned around though. He stared at me fixedly with his blue, carbuncle eyes. 

They seemed to say: “Dean, you’re a bloody jerk”. 

A shard of guilt pierced my chest. I was behaving badly with a friend who had been so good to me and that too in front of his 10 year old brother. 

“Now, Dean” urged one of the other boys “let’s give the  eunuco a shower. I’m sure he’d jolly well enjoy a rain dance”. 

“Let’s not do that” I said hesitantly “Timothy might also get wet”. 

“Oh, he’ll not” insisted another guy “The wheelchair has long handles. It puts quite a distance between Eugene and Timothy. Get a bucketful of water and aim it right at the castrato”. 

“I shall not do it” I said timidly. 

“Of course, you’ll not” the boys mocked “that’s because you sleep with the  eunuco. 

Every time you go home in the weekends, you visit Eugene and jump his bones”. 

I felt my cheeks go hot. “That’s an untrue insinuation!” I retorted. 

The boys were in no mood to listen to me. They started chanting “Eunuco-lover, castrato-lover” in an eerie sing-song voice. Their cries soon became raucous and suffused the Umbrian air. 

“I’m not a eunuch-lover!” I protested “don’t you dare call me one!”. 

“Oh yeah” said one of the school boys in a heavy Italian accent “then prove it!” 

“I shall jolly well prove it!” I said. With my jaw set in determination, I stomped out into one of the school washrooms and emerged with a bucketful of water. I ran downstairs with it with the speed of a lightning. Soon, I had almost caught up with Eugene and his brother. I followed my friend until the distance between us was minimal. Then I heaved the pail high in the air and splashed water on my friend. 

Eugene turned to face me. He was drenched from head to toe and trembled pitiably. His face was blanched with evident shock at my betrayal. Yes, I had been the treacherous Judas and had betrayed my own friend. 

The worst part of the whole affair was that even Timothy had got partially wet. He started trembling uncontrollably. It was pitiable to see his frail form shivering. Timothy put his legs up and hugged his knees to his chest for warmth. 

Eugene seemed to feel deeply for his brother. He salvaged a (semi-wet) handkerchief from his trouser pocket and made pathetic attempts to dry his younger brother with the piece of cloth. When he realized it didn’t work, he wheeled Timothy as fast as possible towards their house, evidently to prevent his delicate younger brother from catching a cold. 

I watched Eugene’s retreating figure with a sense of self-loathing. His shoulders heaved and fell. I realized my friend was sobbing. 

Little did I realize this was the last time I’d see Eugene alive. 

***

The next day was a Sunday. I made my way through Corso Vannucci to the beautiful three-unit apartment, which my parents had rented. My parents had invited a few British expats for brunch. We Bakers were very keen on entertaining and continued the habit even in Italy. 

Gentlemen in suits stood in the lawn discussing the weather, while elegantly dressed ladies sashayed around with goblets of wine in their manicured hands. I loved my compatriots, but they seemed reserved and inhibited when compared to the Italians. 

The brunch my parents had hosted was a sophisticated one, but it lacked the warmth of the simple get-together that I’d had with the Grant family. Granted Eugene’s family was half-British, but years of living in Italy had obliterated almost all traces of Englishness off them. The only British thing about Eugene and his brother were their British names and the fluent English that they spoke. 

Just as I was drawing a parallel between the two nationalities, I overheard a conversation between two guests, a lady and a gentleman. 

“The piazza square (central meeting point), usually the venue of much cheer, chatting and entertainment, has become a place of mourning today” observed the lady. 

“Yes, it’s a shame” the man agreed “relatives and friends wanted to have one last glimpse of the poor boy. One feels bad when a young life is nipped in the bud”. 

“Indeed” agreed the lady “it’s a big tragedy. Apparently, the boy committed suicide. 

The parents claim that ragging in school made their son take the extreme step”. 

My ears became alert at the mention of the word “ragging”. That would be an apt word to describe my behavior with Eugene the previous day. 

“The family is apparently half-British” said the gentleman “they own a pub in the area. 

I go to the pub often and have chatted up the owner a few times. He’s a nice enough bloke”. 

For reasons unknown to me, my hands started going clammy. Perhaps it was the mention of the family owning a pub. 

“Excuse the intrusion, sir” I couldn’t desist from chipping in “but what’s the family called?”. 

“I’m not quite sure” said the man “but I think they are called the Grants”. 

My heart nearly stopped beating. They were talking about the Grants I knew. Eugene and Timothy’s family. Was what I had heard true? No, no, no. It could never be. 

I rushed out of my house. My mother who had obviously noticed me dashing across the lawn called out after me. I didn’t stop. At that moment, nothing in the world could have made me stop. 

I didn’t stop until I had reached the nearest piazza square. It had indeed become a mourning ground. People stood around a casket, weeping quietly. 

I went closer to the casket. Mr. and Mrs. Grant were standing next to it crying inconsolably. I caught a glimpse of Timothy’s wheelchair beside his parents. I made my way through the crowd until I had reached the casket. 

Eugene lay in the coffin, surrounded by candles and wreaths. He looked as peaceful as he was asleep. His golden hair was spread around him like a halo. 

“How…what happened?” I stuttered. 

“We don’t know exactly” replied his bereaved mother “maybe somebody at school was rude to him. He was such a sensitive boy. Perhaps it became too much for him, so he…”. She stopped and sobbed convulsively. Mr. Grant put his arm around his wife to console her. He then turned to me and said. 

“People at school teased Eugene because he was a bit girly. However, I don’t think you ever did that. You come across as a nice boy, Dean. We had such a great time around the bonfire all those months ago”. Mr. Grant paused, stared into a distance and then continued “Thank you, Dean, for being Eugene’s friend. Had it not been for you, Eugene would probably not even have lived this long”. 

Eugene’s father was actually thanking me—his son’s murderer. The parents were obviously in the dark about my behavior towards Eugene the previous day. They confused me for a good guy, while I had been a bad one. 

But one person in the piazza knew the truth. Timothy. I looked at him apologetically. He stared back with accusing blue eyes. 



Chapter 9 - Tick Tock Goes the Clock

“Do you remember me, Tommy the little

With eyes that sparkle like blue carbuncle?” 

Little  Timothy  Grant.  Of  course.  Had  my  memory  of  my  year  in  Umbria  not  been repressed, it wouldn’t have taken me long to figure out that Tommy was my Nemesis. 

All the clues pointed to him. 

“Out on a limb

Yet not on spirit” 

The two lines described Tommy aptly. He had a congenital condition that had left him paralyzed waist down. Some people mistakenly assumed that Tommy was an amputee, when this wasn’t actually the case. Tommy didn’t bother correcting them. “Out on a limb”, I think, was an indirect reference to what was commonly presumed to be his disability as well as his vulnerability at having lost his beloved brother. 

Tommy had always had the brains, and brains rule the world even if the body is weak in some manner. This is why Tommy probably felt confident and wasn’t annihilated in

“spirit”. Talking of spirits, Mr. Grant had owned a pub in Perugia. Hence, could Tommy’s reference have been literal? It’s hard to say. 

“Of metal, of mettle

A commingled form am I” 

This was another very direct hint Tommy had given me. Since Tommy’s lower limbs had little or no strength, he wore metal braces to support them. The other disability aids, the wheelchair and crutches that he used, were also made of metal. Hence, along with the cherubic, yet somewhat somber boy, the average observer also noticed a lot of metal. Yet Tommy (or any physically challenged person) needed more than the average person’s will power to progress in life. Hence, Tommy had said that he had great courage and “mettle”. 

My mind went into the retrospective mode and thought of Eugene. He was older than Tommy. But since he had passed away when he was only 13 years old, Eugene had been immortalized as a “little girl” in Tommy’s mind (Eugene thought of himself as a girl, and Tommy acknowledged and respected that). But, why had Tommy referred to Eugene as “little girl blue?” Was it because he had attractive blue eyes? Or was it

because of Eugene’s fondness for the color blue? Could Tommy have been referring to Eugene’s “blue” state of mind because of constantly being teased about his gender identity? It could probably be any of the three reasons. Or a combination of all three. 

In my mind’s eye, I visualized Eugene. He was tall, lanky and had silky blonde hair. He bore great resemblance to his Italian mother who had wide blue eyes, a small aquiline nose and a tiny rose bud of a mouth. Suppose Eugene had grown into adulthood and had undergone HRT, he would have looked exactly like the Barbie doll sent to me by Tommy. After my complete feminization and cosmetic surgeries, I had looked into the mirror to realize that my features had been altered to resemble the Barbie doll’s. Also, the Nemesis had indirectly sent orders that I perpetually wear a blonde wig and blue contact lenses. Had he been trying to recreate the dead Eugene through me? 

If that was the case, and Timothy had resurrected his dead brother through me, why had he ordered the undertakers to assault me? Would a fond brother ever want his sister raped? I suppose this was because even though Tommy had succeeded in making the physical replica of what Eugene would have grown up to be; he still harbored rancorous feelings towards me. I had to remember that Tommy was half-Etruscan, so he was probably a bit savage, nurturing medieval feelings of hatred and vendetta in his bosom. 

Now that Timothy had made sure that I had born the trauma of feminization and sexual assault, what did he want? The cryptic lines: “….would you savor the prospect/of lying on the piazza?” reverberated in my mind. After Eugene had passed away, his dead body had been kept on display at the central town square, so that mourners across the region could gather to have a last glimpse of him. Is that what Tommy had in mind for me? Did he intend having me murdered and displaying my body on the piazza in Perugia? 

It was a chilling thought, to say the least. I know this sounds absurd, but I had the feeling that the evil, conspiring Tommy could sense my fear right now and took a sadistic pleasure in it. Not for the first time since I had been incarcerated, I had the eerie, spooky feeling that I was being watched by the Nemesis. My senses tingled. 

I had often imagined I heard a faint click when I reentered the room after having used the adjoining bathroom. Frightened and confused as I had been at that time, I hadn’t been canny enough to realize what it was then. I knew now (I had dismissed my suspicions as a “hallucination”) Timothy had installed a hidden camera somewhere within the room and had been watching me through it. In fact, he could very well be watching me right now. 

My heart hammered inside my chest, yet I forced myself to maintain a calm demeanor. 

Showing suspicion or apprehension at this point would alert the Nemesis. What I had to do was find the hidden camera and switch it off. That would break the intimate control the Nemesis had on me. 

I had read enough spy novels to realize that while the camera may be hidden, the lens could only be camouflaged. I had to look at a place that pointed directly at me, with no visual obstruction present. Exhaustive reading had also taught me to look for the camera directly above the eye level. 

That pretty much ruled out the undersides of the creaky bed, the rickety chair and coffee table. I’m sure it wasn’t concealed behind the dilapidated flower vase on the coffee table either. 

It was pretty much in front of my eyes, but I didn’t see it. I slumped down on the cot and tried hard to think of where it could be. As much as I tried to concentrate, the persistent tick-tock of the clock distracted me. 

That was it. The clock. 

But I had already checked behind the clock and hadn’t found the camera. All I had found was a gaping hole. 

Yet I knew the click from the motion-sensitive camera had come from somewhere near the grandfather clock. I went close to the clock, but it was a few inches higher than me. 

I picked up the coffee table, placed it underneath the clock and stood on it. 

At the center of the clock, concealed behind two little lovebirds, was a small black object with a lens. It seemed to be of top quality and probably recorded every little sound emanating from my room. Since the camera wasn’t connected to a plug or wire, I assumed it was battery charged. The undertakers probably charged it every day during the hours I was forced to spend in the bathroom, bathing and grooming myself. 

Tommy was probably watching me now from the comfort of his home. As soon as he discovered that I’d found the camera, he’d lose no time in alerting the undertakers. I had no time to lose. Without pausing to think, I smashed the camera on the floor. It crashed against the hard cement, scattering into several little pieces. 

The undertakers didn’t come rushing into the room. I assumed they had gone out to bring a dead body into the morgue for embalming. This time, Athos hadn’t thought it necessary to poise Artemis in the palazzo. He had probably become complacent in the illusion that I’d never ever be able to escape. 

I opened the door an inch (the men had, once again, forgotten to bolt it after lunch) and

cautiously peered out. No one seemed to be in the vicinity. The front door, located several feet away, beyond the morgue and the housing unit of the undertakers, seemed to be partially open. Getting out of the cottage would be a breeze! 

I tip-toed down the corridor. It was then that I realized that I had no money. I sneaked into the morgue, fervently hoping to find one of the undertakers’ wallets lying around. 

Except for the dead body of a young man, the morgue boasted of nothing. 

I spent a few seconds appraising the body on the table empathetically. It was that of a young man—a boy, really—in skinny jeans and a hoodie. He looked gaunt and pale, as if the life-blood had been drained out of him. I’m not one to draw hasty conclusions, but it seemed like the kid was a junkie and had died of a drug overdose. 

I saw my dear friend Eugene in him. Sentimentality got the better of me and I ran my hand gently over the boy’s hood-covered head. As I stroked the crown, I found a bulge beneath. Wait a minute. The boy seemed to have concealed something in his hood. 

I gently lowered the hood, uncovering an expanse of thick, red hair. I then gaped. It wasn’t the boy’s luxuriant that had caught my attention. It was the wad of notes that he had been hiding in his hood! 

Throwing ethics to the winds, I greedily pounced on the notes. The kid was hiding 50

Euros in there! That wasn’t a fortune, but was adequate to take me to Perugia where I was sure Tommy still lived. 

I reinstated the hood in its place. I planted a kiss on the boy’s cold forehead. As I made a dash towards the door, I was in for an unexpected surprise. 

Artemis stood at the doorway, with his arms crisscrossed across his chest. He was dressed in lethal black trousers and a turtle-necked sweater that made him look nearly athletic. His soot-black eyebrows were furrowed together in obvious fury. His small black eyes were mean little slits. 

Artemis had probably been in the cottage all along. The fresh smell of bathing gel emanating from him told me he had been taking a shower. 

Artemis took a menacing step towards me. I involuntarily took a step backwards. The bulky undertaker caught hold of my wrist in his big hand. I didn’t pull away abruptly. 

Instead, I rotated my wrist so that my thumb lined up with the spot Artemis’s thumb met his fingers. Much to my captor’s shock, I jerked sharply, bending my arm at the elbow. 

I then tried to run a few meters. Artemis, who had been caught by surprise, recovered quickly. He chased me through the length of the corridor as speedily as his girth would

allow him. I would have easily outrun him had I been wearing trousers, but the form-fitting denim dress, which restricted leg movement, slowed me down. Before long, I could feel Artemis’s foul breath on the nape of my neck. He was panting hard, but had managed to catch up with me. 

I turned to face him. My blue contact lens-decked eyes met his small black ones. 

Neither of us moved for a couple of seconds. Then suddenly, as quick as lightening, I thrust the heel of my nude sandals at his knees. Artemis’s face contorted with pain. He buckled down. 

I kicked the front door fully open. A couple stitches at the corners of my dress came apart, making my slits higher and easing my movement. I ran out of the cottage without turning to look back and ran along the barren, mountainous region with every ounce of energy stored in my body. I ran across the gneiss, sandstone and igneous rocks. Heavy winds blew the fibers of my blond wig in all directions; the rockiness of the terrain wore-out my sandals. Yet I didn’t stop until I’d reached the highway. 

Buses went past me. I flagged down a few, only to learn that they were either going to Milan, Venice or Bologna. A nail-bitingly anxious fifteen minutes later (during which time, Artemis had thankfully not caught up with me); I found a bus going to Perugia. 

When I finally boarded it and plopped down on the front seat, I nearly swooned in relief. 


***

I was finally in Perugia, capital city of the partly hilly, partially land-locked Umbria. 

The region was the only land-locked one in Italy, and also the only one that didn’t share a border with any of the other country. Thanks to the benevolent presence of River Tiber, agriculture flourished. The vineyards, olives and black truffles that had lingered on the periphery of my memory came alive. 

Walking through the ochre-colored town full of spires, steep steps and crooked vistas brought back memories. It reiterated the essence of the town in which paganism, and Catholicism had coexisted. It reinforced memories of the warm, friendly and hospitable Italians. It also brought awareness that I was in a city that still had relics of medieval sorcery, dark nooks and streets named after witches. 

As I walked the streets of Corso Vannucci, memories of the time Eugene and I had spent together came alive. It was now that I realized I had loved him. I had loved the beautiful boy with long golden hair, wide blue eyes, a shy laugh and the warmest heart. 

And now, I, the replica of what Eugene would have grown up to be, was walking down the same street to meet his brother, my Nemesis, Tommy. 

What did Tommy have in mind for me? Did he want me to meet the same fate as his brother? 

My mouth went dry at the prospect, for however remorseful I was about Eugene’s death, I didn’t want to die. 

If it was selfishness that was making me say so, so be it. I wanted to live, write books, be a good husband (no, partner) to Sheena and a good father (parent would be a more appropriate term, given my gender change) to Ted. I really and truly hoped Tommy would forgive me and see me as a substitute for the sibling that he had lost. 

As I took a left turn from Corso Vannucci, I passed the huge three storied house in which my parents had briefly lived. Apart from a brief flash of recognition, the house didn’t evoke any emotion in me. It was a house that was very much like a typical British family: staid, unemotional and reserved. 

I walked further down and stopped in front of the Grant’s Cottage. It remained very much the same, with its cream-colored roof and ivy-covered walls. The garden was as neatly tended to as it was way back in 1997. The sight of the unchanged cottage brought back memories of me enjoying a wholesome Italian meal around the bonfire with the Grants. 

So much had changed in recent times. The Grants had lost one son, and the other had turned into a cold-blooded avenger. I wondered if Mr. and Mrs. Grant were aware of this dramatic change in Timothy. For that matter, were they alive? Or had they long been buried? 

The only way I could find out was by going into the cottage. I walked into the garden with guilt and trepidation. When my heartbeat had slowed down, I mustered the pluck to ring the doorbell. 



Chapter 10 - Meeting my Nemesis

The door was open. I knocked twice out of sheer good manners, but when I didn’t receive a response, I pushed the door and went straight in. Even though the cottage had remained unchanged on the outside, it was dramatically different on the inside. 

The interiors spoke of money, tremendous amounts of money. The furniture was aesthetic and seemed to have cost a bomb. The hall was decorated with priced paintings and other items that I dubbed as antiques and rare collector’s items. This was incredible. The family seemed to have come a long way off from one that could barely make ends meet all those years back. 

I crossed the front hall and reached a staircase. The staircase lift on the railing led me to believe that the flight led to the first floor and to Timothy’s room. I climbed each step with a palpitating heart. After two months of captivity, suspense and finally enlightenment, I was going to come face to face with the Nemesis. 

The staircase opened out into a large room. I saw a thirtyish young man as soon as I had reached the last step of the staircase. He was sitting right in the center of the hall, on a hi-fi wheelchair, which I estimated had cost a fortune. 

Timothy had grown into a lanky young man. He wore a pair of beautifully-tailored grey trousers that ended just above the ankles, a white t-shirt and an expensive black jacket. 

A yellow cashmere scarf was knotted around his neck and he wore rimless glasses. A goblet of red wine lay between Timothy’s fingers. He rakishly held it by the stock. 

This is how very wealthy young men in Italy dressed. If I didn’t know any better, I’d have thought Timothy been  born into aristocracy. 

Timothy’s brown hair was cut short. He still had a pale, sallow complexion. His eyes, glinting like blue carbuncle from behind his rimless glasses, mocked me. He currently spoke in a controlled, measured tone. 

“Welcome, Deanna. I was expecting you”. Timothy’s thin lips contorted into a catty little smirk. 

“Hello, little Tommy” I said, barely able to keep the sarcasm out of my voice “you seem to have done pretty well for yourself. If I didn’t know any better, I’d have thought you were born to the manor”. 

My reference to his humble beginnings seemed to enrage Timothy. His sallow face

turned a shade red. Yet he answered courteously. “Yes, I have come a long way” he said “I’ll tell you all about it. Take a seat, will you”. 

I walked across the room and sat on one of Timothy’s expensively upholstered sofas. 

Timothy regarded my face and body with a studious air, before saying:

“You have changed, haven’t you? I must say my underlings have done a great job”. 

“Yes, your underlings have done a terrific job” I said trying to swallow the fury that had risen up my throat “but let’s talk about that later. I’d rather talk about you first. 

How did you get so rich? Did you inherit a legacy?” 

“Ha!” Timothy said condescendingly “legacies are what wimps like you inherit. I’m a self-made man. When my parents died when I was 17, they left me next to nothing”. 

“Your parents passed away?!” I burst out shocked “how?” 

“They died in a car crash” said Timothy without much emotion “they were on their way to Bologna to attend a wedding. I was left with nothing but a mediocre pub. I worked hard to revamp it. Our alcohol was of high quality, all I had to do was market it. With the help of friends, I opened branches in other Italian cities. I got fliers printed; advertised Grant brews in the print and electronic media. I offered heavy discounts in the beginning, kept the operating costs low and aimed to open 8-9 stores in about five years time. It worked. Before long, an American called Bill Anderson brought a franchise and the rest is history. I’m now sitting on the threshold of becoming a billionaire” Timothy allowed himself a small, smug smile. He looked like a cat that had licked the cream. 

“Does Grant and Anderson Brews belong to you?” I asked incredulously. I had, of course, heard of the immensely famous brand of alcohol, but hadn’t in any way connected it to the humble Grants I knew. 

“It sure does” Timothy said boastfully “and now I can swirl the world around my little finger. I can settle old scores. I can take revenge against the people who wronged me”. 

Timothy’s measured voice suddenly cracked with emotion. His bloodless face became paler “You destroyed my life, Dean, and I vowed to destroy yours that day on the piazza when all of us grieved in front of dear Eugene’s body”. 

“Timothy” I said genuinely repentant “I’m really sorry”. I didn’t know what to say beyond that. Words failed me. 

“Don’t you lie!” yelled Timothy “How could you do that to him, Dean? Eugene thought the world of you. But you cold-shouldered him. Yet he continued worshipping you. But

your heinous act of humiliating him broke his heart. My brother felt so hurt and betrayed that he hanged himself that very night”. 

Regret rose in my chest, threatening to suffocate me. “I’m genuinely sorry” I repeated

“I did it because of peer-pressure. Deep inside I really loved Eugene. I cared for him like a brother. Had I known that my boyish solecisms would make Eugene take his own life, I’d never have engaged in them. But seriously, Timothy, who would have thought name-calling and water-splashing, would have caused a human being to take his own life?” 

“Eugene wouldn’t have cared if anybody  else had hurt and humiliated him” said Timothy accusingly “he was used to being teased and taunted, but took it stoically. 

That’s because he didn’t care what other people thought of him. However, Eugene didn’t expect such treatment of you. He trusted you, Dean, and you stabbed him in the back”. 

I could think of nothing to say to defend myself. I merely covered my face in my hands and wept. 

“I vowed to avenge his death when I was ten” went on Timothy “I had to wait for over 15 years for sweet revenge. I’ve enjoyed watching you suffer for the past two and a half years. It has indeed been worth the wait”. Timothy took a swig of his wine and watched me closely. 

“You could have told your parents years ago” I said between tears “why did you wait so long for revenge?” 

“My parents were gentle souls” replied Timothy “they weren’t capable of harming a fly. Had I told them that you were responsible for Eugene’s death, they wouldn’t have taken strict action against you. They wouldn’t have made sure you suffer the way I did. 

That’s why I bode my time. For 15 years, I closely followed your posts on social media. I resented your professional success and happily married life, when you had deprived my brother of every chance of happiness by taking away his life at a very young age. Finally, when I discovered that you had settled in Florence (you should learn to use your privacy settings on Facebook), I finally put my plan to test. Wonder of wonders, it worked!”. Timothy’s blue carbuncle eyes glinted triumphantly behind his rimless glass. 

“But how did you mobilize people to help you execute your plan?” I asked with horrified fascination “how did you, for instance, get the undertakers to do your bidding?” 

“I don’t know if you know, but my mother was a funeral director” replied Timothy

“She helped many people. Even though we weren’t very well off ourselves, my mother helped many people by teaching them the art of embalming for free. Andrea and Hristo trained under my mother (I figured he was referring to Athos and Artemis respectively). Ralph (I assumed that was the North African) was pretty young at the time my mother was alive. My mother taught Ralph’s mother, incidentally a widow, to support herself through embalming the dead. Ralph’s mother passed on her knowledge to her son, so Ralph too grew up to be an undertaker. The three men were so grateful to our family that they couldn’t refuse when I asked them for a favor. In fact, when I told them what you had done, they were more than ready to oblige me”. 

“What I did was wrong” I pointed out to the deranged Timothy “but I never intended to hurt Eugene. And please remember, Timothy, that I was only 14 years old at that time”. 

“That’s old enough to know the difference between good and bad, to distinguish between good and evil” insisted Timothy “I believe that a person’s moral conscience develops completely by the age of 10, Dean”. 

“If you say so” I said haplessly “and the undertakers obviously agree with you. But how did you convince the others: the doctors, nurses, cosmetic surgeons et al?” 

“That was fairly simple” Timothy said giving a Cheshire-cat-like smile “I bribed them all. You too are a rich guy, Dean. You should know that money rules the world”. 

“Indeed” I said sadly “that seems to be the case”. There was a pregnant pause. After that I asked: “Now what are you going to do to me? Murder me? If you decide to, I won’t protest. I suppose I deserve to die”. 

“Oh, you shall not have it as easy as that” replied Timothy vengefully “you will have to pay a heavier price than your own life. You made me lose a loved one. I wish to make you experience the same trauma”. 

Timothy wheeled himself to a nearby table and picked up the remote control lying on it. 

When he punched a button, images were projected on the wall opposite. The images were those of my wife, Sheena and son, Ted. They were lying on the floor of a cubby hole of a room, struggling and squirming. My wife’s hands and legs were tied, and so were my son’s. Both their mouths were gagged. A tall figure stood ominously over Sheena, holding a knife to her throat. I recognized the man as Porthos (Ralph). 

A cry of fear and dismay was wrenched out of my mouth. I rushed towards Timothy, kneeled down at his feet and begged: “Please, please don’t do this. My wife and son are all I have. They are very precious to me”. 

Timothy remained unmoved. Presently, he said: “So was Eugene very precious to me. I loved him more than anyone else in the world”. 

“I know” I reasoned “but killing either my wife or son won’t bring him back. Please spare my family, Tommy. I shall be forever beholden to you. Since you’ve lost all your loved ones, I shall be happy to be Eugene’s replacement. I’ll love you like the younger brother I never had”. 

“Ha! Don’t be presumptuous!” burst out Timothy angrily “No one can ever replace Eugene, least of all someone like you! I hate you, you hideous freak!” 

“Tommy, please!” I wailed. 

“Oh shut up!” exclaimed Tommy covering his ears “In the name of God, shut the fuck up! If you don’t, I’ll finish you off right here and now!”. He retrieved a seven-inch knife buried carefully within the layers of his expensive jacket and lunged at me. His blue carbuncle eyes shone like a madman’s. 

My first instinct was to defend myself. I caught hold of Timothy’s wrists, but he didn’t ease his grip on the knife. Timothy fell off his wheelchair and I too lost my balance. 

Before I knew what was happening, both of us were rolling on the floor, hitting and punching each other. As much as I tried to wrestle the knife out of Timothy’s grip, he didn’t let go of it. The struggle and tussle continued. 

Suddenly, Timothy stopped midway. His body became so rigid that he appeared to have frozen. His blue carbuncle eyes were fixed on the ceiling in an unseeing stare. 

Presently, he grimaced and murmured. 

“I’ve been hurt, Dean, I’ve been goddamn hurt”. 

As I looked down, a feeling of unreality gripped me. The spot of blood on Timothy’s white t-shirt grew larger and larger. The seven inch knife was plunged into his solar plexus as easily as it would have into butter. 

In the tussle that had ensued between Timothy and me, Timothy had stabbed himself. 



Chapter 11 - Penance

He was slowly losing conscious. I dialed for the ambulance, but figured that it would take a while to arrive. 

I urgently put Timothy’s head on my lap, patted his cheeks and urgently said: “Oh God, Tommy, wake up. I’m sure you have a family doctor. Do you remember his contact number?” 

“I don’t” said Timothy faintly. He then weakly indicated his cell phone. 

Assuming the doctor’s number was saved in it, I asked: “The doctor’s name, Timothy….what’s the doctor’s name?” 

“Romano” replied Timothy so faintly that I had to strain myself to catch the word “Dr. 

Romano”. 

I quickly browsed through the phone and found the doctor’s phone number. However, the esteemed doctor seemed to have switched his mobile phone off. The ambulance hadn’t arrived yet; it was probably being hampered by the traffic. Dear God, what was I going to do? 

I felt Timothy’s pulse. It was very weak. “Timothy” I frantically said patting his cheek again “where does Dr. Romano live?” 

“Down the street, in an orange-colored house” murmured Timothy. 

There was no time to be lost. I picked Timothy up in my arms and rushed downstairs at lightning speed. Before I knew it, I was running down the lane like a madwoman. 

People turned to stare, but I was oblivious to their gazes. All I had in mind was to keep Timothy alive. 

After what seemed like an eternity, I found the orange house. I let myself into the gate and rang the door bell twice. A tall man in his 50s, with graying blonde hair and brown eyes, opened the door. 

“Dr. Romano?” I asked. 

“Yes” said the man. Then he looked at the wounded man in my arms and said: “Dear God, isn’t that Timothy Grant?” 

“Yes Sir, he has hurt himself” I said in an urgent whisper “please take a look at him

quickly”. 

“Of course” said Dr. Romano hurriedly indicating the front room couch “Please let him lie down there”. 

I made Timothy lie prone on the sofa. Dr. Romano felt his pulse. Obviously, he found none, for he turned to him and regretfully said:

“I’m sorry, Senora, he’s no more”. 


***

Since there was no eyewitness to the fact that Timothy had stabbed himself to death, I was arrested for his murder. The legal system in Italy works very slowly and it took a tremendously long time for the case to come to court. Judges, courts and tribunals became an integral part of my life during the next ten years. 

Finally, after many retrials, the court was convinced that Timothy had stabbed himself. 

Ten years after Timothy had passed away, the murder charges against me were dropped. 

Meanwhile, I filed a case of unlawful abduction against the deceased Timothy. The law enforcers investigated into the matter, and discovered Andrea, Hristo and Ralph’s involvement in the crime. The three men were arrested and kept in jail, while awaiting a trial. Four years later, they were found guilty of abduction, forced feminization and rape. The three undertakers received life imprisonment for their crimes. The doctors and nurses (including the “sweet” Nurse Alissia) received lighter sentences for bribery and forced feminization. The courts declared that by behaving in an unethical manner, the medicos had besmirched the name of the noble medical profession. 

I didn’t let the court proceedings derail me. I continued to complete “The Monster of Florence” and also succeeded in getting it published. The book sold over a million copies and also earned rave reviews. Immediately after having completed “The Monster of Florence”, I began working on another book titled “It’s all in a riddle”. It will, of course, be subtitled as “a chilling psychological thriller”, but most people who followed the unusual case in which Dean Baker became “Deanna” would recognize it as the story of my life. They would read, be alternately awed or overwhelmed by the story of a man, who traced his Nemesis, but only after having transformed into a woman. The readers would also be left speechless by the change in my facial identity. 

At first, no one, not even my wife (who, along with Ted, had been rescued by an alert patrolling officer), believed that I was Dean Baker. Could one possibly blame them? 

My once masculine body had become curvaceous. I had female genitals instead of male. And what more, even my face didn’t look the same. However, even if you change an entire person’s face and gender, the eyes remain the same. The expression in my green eyes lent some credibility to my story, as far as Sheena was concerned, at least. 

However, dregs of doubt remained in her mind as it did in that of all others. 

However, a DNA test put their doubts to rest. Not only did the world believe that I was Dean Baker; they were actually open enough to accept me as Deanna. My wife tried her best to adjust to my new gender identity, but failed. She still loved me, but couldn’t bear the prospect of accepting another female as her “husband”. Unfortunately, we got divorced. Sheena got remarried to a barrister from London, and settled down in the UK. They apparently had a wonderful marriage, and had two kids together. 

Losing Sheena to someone else was difficult for me, but it was probably God’s way of meting out justice. I had inadvertently caused the Grant family the loss a loved one, so perhaps it was only fair that I l should lose a loved one too. 

I lost Sheena, but gained custody of Ted. I decided to settle in Italy. After feminization, my equation with my son had changed. I was more of a mother to him than a father. 

Ted and I took many walks along the Arno River during which we had many parent-son talks. The first thing I taught my son was never to betray the ones you love. This was my way of doing penance for what I had done to my beloved Eugene. 

The End



 

Introduction and Character Profile Introduction: 32 year old British journalist cum author, Dean Baker, shifts to Italy with his family to write a book on “The Monster of Florence”, a serial killer who committed a slew of murders between 1968 and 1985. When on a walk alongside the Arno River, he is abducted by three men. The men drive towards the North of Italy and lock Dean up in a small cubbyhole of a three-unit housing unit. Dean realizes that ransom isn’t the reason for his abduction when he receives his first cryptic clue, which runs: “Ciao  bella to be You reap what you sow And pay for karmic deeds— Good and bad— Before you take the final bow But die you shall not, mean Dean Until you meet me The grim Nemesis Of your darkest deeds”. 

What did the mastermind of his abduction mean by the cryptic words? Which “dark deed” was he referring to? And most importantly, why did he address Dean, a male as

“bella (beautiful woman in Italian) to be??!” 

The riddle is just the tip of an iceberg. As days pass, and Dean starts noticing “bizarre” 

changes in his body, he receives a series of puzzles and riddles, one more mind-boggling than another. Solving them would evidently reveal the identity of the mastermind. 

Is Dean brainy enough to solve the riddles? Are repressed memories, buried deep within the subconscious, as important as waking ones? 

Character Profile

Dean Baker/Deanna: is the 32 year old protagonist of the story. He is a journalist, the owner of a reputed publishing house and a recently turned author. Dean is 5’8, sinewy and has brown hair and green eyes. 

When walking alongside the Arno River, Dean is abducted by three men. They take him to the North of the country and shut him up in a small room in a three-unit apartment. 

Thereafter, Dean receives one riddle after another. Solving them, evidently, will lead him to discover who the mastermind of his abduction is. Dean succeeds in finding the mastermind, but pays a price for a “dark deed” he’d committed in the past by being forcibly feminized. 

“Athos”/Andrea: is one of the men who abduct Dean. Athos is an Italian in his late 20s. He is as lean and hungry as an underfed greyhound, and as muscular. Athos is quite young, but years of bad living has taken the sheen of youth away from him. An undertaker by profession, Andrea follows the orders of the mastermind and succeeds in

feminizing Dean. 

“Porthos”/Ralph: is also one of the men who abduct Dean. Porthos is a North African immigrant in his early 20s. He is a tall, athletic young man with a menacing expression on his face. An undertaker by profession, Porthos too follows the orders of the mastermind and succeeds in feminizing Dean. 

“Artemis”/Hristo: is the third man in the gang that abducts Dean. Artemis is an East European Immigrant in his late 30s. He has dark hair, mean black eyes and a heavy build. An undertaker by profession, Porthos too follows the orders of the mastermind and succeeds in feminizing Dean. 

Since Artemis is not very athletic, he does not accompany Athos and Porthos to carry the dead bodies into the morgue. Instead, Artemis is assigned the task of keeping vigil on Dean and ensuring that (s)he doesn’t escape. 

Sheena: is the wife of Dean. She is a blonde woman in her early 30s. Sheena is practical and down-to-earth. Even though she loves Dean, Sheena is unable to accept him in a feminized body. She subsequently files for divorce and gets remarried. 

Ted: is the two year old cherubic son of Dean. After Sheena and Dean (now Deanna) gets divorced, Ted gets to stay with Deanna in Italy. Ted is taught by Deanna never to betray others. Hence, he grows up to be a good conscientious person. 

Nurse Alissia: is a fresh-faced, red-headed nurse in her mid-20s. She attends on Dean after (s)he has had a vaginoplasty. Even though Nurse Alissia is kind and pleasant-mannered, she is also a pawn in the game staged by the mastermind. Nurse Alissia temporarily misguides Dean into believing that (s)he has had an operation for appendicitis, not genital reconstruction surgery. 

Dr. Leone: a female surgeon between 30-55 years of age. Dr. Leone performs cosmetic surgery on Dean. Since Dr. Leone is masked when she enters the operating theatre, Dean is unable to see her face. 

Eugene Grant: is a thirteen year old school boy studying in Perugia. Eugene has a British father and an Italian mother. Eugene is a beautiful boy with large blue Etruscan eyes, regular doll-like features and luxuriant golden blonde hair. He has a tall and lanky build. 

Eugene suffers from GID and desires to be a girl. He has an effeminate style of walking and talking which his classmates make fun of. Unable to bear the incessant teasing and ragging, Eugene Grant commits suicide. 

Timothy Grant: is Eugene’s 10 year old brother who attends the same school as Eugene. Timothy is an angelic albeit somber-looking boy with blue eyes and dark-blonde hair. He is severely myopic owing to which he wears thick glasses. A congenital condition has left Timothy’s lower limbs weak; therefore he uses a wheelchair for his locomotion. 

Timothy is very attached to his elder brother and suffers severe mental trauma when the latter passes away. 

Mr. Grant: is a kind-hearted Englishman who arrived in Perugia as a student, opened a pub there and never leaves. He has a modest cottage, a lovely wife and two sons: Eugene and Timothy. Mr. Grant dies in a car crash when Timothy is 17 years old. 

Mrs. Grant: is the sweet, pretty wife of Grant and the mother of Eugene and Timothy. 

She is an Italian woman with wide blue eyes, an aquiline nose and a small doll-like mouth. Rumors say that Mrs. Grant has studied mortuary sciences, but no one is sure if this is true. Mrs. Grant is inconsolable when her elder son passes away, but is too kind to blame anybody for his death. She too passes away in a car crash with her husband, leaving 17 year old Timothy behind. 

Dr. Romano: is the family doctor of the Grants. He is a tall man in his 50s, with graying blonde hair and brown eyes. Dr. Romano is the one who conducts routine medical checkups on Timothy. 

Bill Anderson: An American businessman who purchases a franchise of Grant Brews and opens umpteen chains of the pub all over the world. 

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Please click the title to see detailed introduction of each story. You can also visit Yu's website at

http://tg-books.com/ for trial reading. 

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

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

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

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

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

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

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

Forbidden Island

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

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

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

years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the

eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM  series

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

Carlton all along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wells. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. Finn

O’Brien is a 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. 

When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. 

However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

The protagonist is a pretty-faced boy living in a rural town. He was forced into a situation to perform a feminine dance on a college stage. It creates a scandal in the social circles. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. 

Barbara takes a personal interest in him. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Barbara asks him to identify himself as Arianna to customers who call. His life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes in the office. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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

rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 

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

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). 

Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the

‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS

conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

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

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

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. 

Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

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

A Dancer of the Third Gender

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

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

he must get a sex change surgery. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

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

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

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

At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 

Dance Like a Woman

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender

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

He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. 

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

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

The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere

with the solving of her case? 

OTHER BOOKS

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240 and was the first female sultan. 

Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. 

"Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

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

Muse and Vampiress

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

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

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he will be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time

“he”) was born with wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

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

teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their

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

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

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

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. 

Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

Dreams Don't Die

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

Queen Lysandra

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. 

Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and

judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell - injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150 years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. 

Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 

[image: Image 2]

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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