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Chapter 1 - The Presage

I can’t believe it’s happening. My father, a top cheese business magnate, is getting married again. It’s painful to accept, considering my father had sworn that the only woman he ever loved was my mother. Bryony Aveyard, my mother, was the most beautiful woman in Lake District. Her best feature was her long luxuriant auburn hair--

a red thistle blowing in the wind. I have vivid memories of walking with my mother through the myrtle lakes, mountains, grasses and cobblestones around the region, sharing stories and laughing gaily. 

That silvery laughter came to an abrupt stop last year. My mother fell off a horse and suffered a fatal hemorrhage. The scenery of Windermere became dimmer after my mother died and the cheerful song birds fell silent. My father became a mere ghost of his former self and withdrew into a shell. 

His bereaved state lasted for a whole year until he met Shakira. 

That’s her full name: Shakira. No middle name or surname. My father met Shakira at a party thrown by a friend during a business trip to Greece. He was apparently smitten by Shakira’s exotic beauty: her full statuesque figure, even brown complexion and smoky tip-tilted eyes. I remember someone mentioning that Shakira wasn’t a native of Greece, but had settled there for a great many years. As to whether Shakira was from Turkey, the Middle East, South America or somewhere else, nobody ever knew. 

As I watched Shakira, in her shimmering beige bridal trousseau, carrying a bouquet full of pristine white roses, I understood her charm. The elusive scent surrounding her, the lithe grace of her movements, and the magical quality of her slightly wolfish smile had us all in its thrall. Soon, I too, became mesmerized by Shakira. And my affection for her paid, because Shakira wasn’t the stereotypical wicked stepmother one reads about in books. She was really quite amiable and kind. She took me along with her wherever she went, be it to a local cocktail party, the beauty salon or to the globe theatre in London. 

“You really don’t have to let me tag around everywhere” I said with the typical embarrassment a 12 year old boy sometime feels “I wouldn’t like to intrude”. 

“Oh sweetheart” said Shakira kneeling down and cupping my face in her shapely hands “you are like my  very own younger brother. I don’t see you as intrusion; I see you as excellent company”. The beautiful husky voice, with a hint of exotic French accent, cast its spell. I was ineffably bewitched by the exquisite, exotic creature. Had I not had due respect for Shakira’s status as my new mother, I would have had a crush on her. 

One dreamy Sunday, Shakira and I were sauntering around my father’s huge estate that we lived in. The house, a huge white building with grey triangular roofs, stood right in the middle of it. In front of it was a splendorous garden, where roses and azaleas blossomed. To a side was a stable, housing one or two of my father’s prized thoroughbreds. Behind the stable was a rectangular stone building that my father had prohibited me from going close to. The old storehouse that had remained locked for several generations. 

At the moment, it beckoned, invited and magnetized. Before we knew it, Shakira and I were walking towards the stone building almost against our will. As we tiptoed towards the storehouse, hand in hand, I could feel the clamminess of my stepmother’s hand. When Shakira glanced in my direction with her dark doe-like eyes, I could see a contradictory mixture of curiosity and apprehension. 

I could feel a bead of sweat form on my yet hairless upper lip. 

Perhaps Shakira and I were making a huge mistake by not paying heed to my father’s warnings? Anyway, it was too late for contemplations and regrets. My stepmother and I had unlatched the door and had walked straight into the old storehouse. 

A queer, change in air was conspicuous as soon as I stepped in. 

Ostensibly I was still on earth, on the familiar territory of my father’s estate, yet I felt as though I had stepped on another planet. The air around me was thick, almost viscous. I could also discern a

significant change in air pressure and felt the way you feel when on an aircraft. Also, there was a kind of stillness around the room that gave one the feeling of walking in a dream. 

I could discern that Shakira felt the same. She had let go of my hand now and wafted around with a surreal glaze in her eyes. As she moved about the room, caressing each piece of decrepit furniture, grand moth-eaten draperies and superfluous chunks of porcelain, I followed her. In spite of the trance-like state that we were in, both Shakira and I were acutely conscious of each other’s breathing. 

Eventually, Shakira wafted towards the chink in the shuttered window, beneath which something glimmered. 

A closer look told Shakira and me that we were looking at a wall mirror: the most exquisite one I’d ever laid my eyes on. It was round, with a clear spherical surface, and was surrounded by lovely sea shells. Shakira walked towards it and dreamily stood in front of it. 

The smooth clear surface of the mirror reflected her chiseled face with its smoky eyes, slim arched nose and heart-shaped lips. 

Shakira’s dark Eastern hair framed her face perfectly. Unable to endure the sight of her own beauty, Shakira gaped at the mirror. In a voice that was hers, yet in a strange way, distorted, asked:

“Mirror, mirror on the wall. Who’s the fairest of us all?” 

The room became stiller. At this point, I am sure I’d even have heard a pin drop. Then slowly, much to my disbelief, the surface of the mirror lifted up a bit like a plate of the earth thrown up by tectonic activity. It formed a vague, vaporous simulation of a visage, before actually answering:

“You, Shakira are the fairest living woman on earth. Your beauty and elegance are unrivalled”. 

A shaken Shakira startled and involuntarily took a step or two backwards. I too moved along with my stultified stepmom. Trembling like two leaves, we looked at each other. The voice from the mirror sounded like that of an elderly male’s. A thought crossed my mind. I

looked into my stepmom’s dark doe-like eyes and beheld my own skepticism reflected there. Both of us opened the door of the storehouse and peeked outside to check if someone had played a trick on us. The deserted parchment of land stared back at us for miles and miles. There was no one. The mirror had spoken. 

“Let’s once again to ascertain that wasn’t an illusion” said Shakira and resolutely dragged me back into the storehouse again. She stood in front of the mirror, and repeated her question. The mirror’s vaporous face emerged and it repeated what it had said, even more firmly than the last time. Shakira and I exchanged awestruck glances. It was obvious that what she and I had experienced was no illusion. 


***

That night, I couldn’t sleep. I relived what had happened earlier in the day and could feel it all: the surreal stillness of the storehouse, the oppressive thickness of the air, the relics of my forgotten history and of course, the mirror. The same magnetic force that had drawn me and Shakira towards the storehouse my father had forbidden us to go to, beckoned me towards it once again. As much as I knew my father would disapprove, I tiptoed out of the bedroom, dressed only in my striped pajama-suit and bunny slippers, and got down a flight of stairs. I retrieved the key from above the refrigerator and softly opened the front door, hoping against hope that no one heard me. 

Once outside, the cool, crisp air of the night fondled my face. It was a full moon night, yet I switched on the flashlight in order to be able to see well. 

I walked across the stable and reached the storehouse. I gingerly unlatched the door and walked in. If the air had appeared thick in the morning, it was positively gelid now. The room had got stiller and a queer kind of hush hung about the room. The mirror glimmered beneath the right side window. I walked towards it like a sleepwalker. 

With a feeling of awe commingled with that of forbidding, I stood in front of the mirror. My own marmoreal face, containing huge almond-shaped blue-green eyes, chiseled nose, shapely lips and dimpled

chin, stared back at me. In the dim beam of the flashlight, the glorious shoulder-length auburn hair that I had inherited from my mother glinted like burnished copper. 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall, who is the fairest of us all—in the past, present and the future?” I asked in a quivering, tremulous voice. 

The surface of the mirror lifted up like a plate of the earth pushed up by tectonic activity. A hazy, vaporous apparition, resembling a human face, rose and spoke in the same old man’s voice of the evening:

“Your mother Bryony Aveyard was the fairest in the past, your stepmother Shakira is the loveliest in the present. You, dear Aaron, will be the fairest in the future. In a few years you will be even more beautiful than Shakira or anyone else in the world”. 

Chapter 2 - Reunited with Shakira I walked back to bed, with turbulent mixed feelings, churning in my bosom. Of course, I was ineffably happy that my mother had been proclaimed as the most beautiful woman who lived in the past and was glad to know that my stepmother was the loveliest woman among the living. However, it was the prediction of the future that left me feeling unsettled because I didn’t have a feminine nature. I was like any other young boy of my age. I liked going out in the sun and getting all sweaty and grimy playing tennis, football or cricket. Even though I didn’t plan too ahead in the future, I saw myself as an able son to my father: as one who inherited Grieg Industries Ltd. (My father is the famous Giles Grieg), got married to a suitable girl and be a suitable scion of my father. I already was showing great promise vis-à-vis business. Given such a state of affairs, it was somewhat embarrassing for me to digest what the mirror had proclaimed. To be the “fairest of all?” Ugh. It was too horrid even to contemplate. 

Thankfully, I didn’t have to think about the old storehouse or the prophesies of the forbidden mirror much, as I went away to an elite boarding school situated in London in less than a week. The decision was solely my father’s; he believed that the local schools had become too narrow and limiting for a growing person. Therefore, I went away to London for the next six years and became totally immersed in its ways. Apart from studies, I also learnt the art of sloshing down a drink or two, courting the fairer sex and, managed to have sex with at least half a dozen women before my eighteenth birthday. Probably as a subconscious reaction to the disconcerting prophecy, I managed to keep Lake District and everything associated with it out of my mind. Of course, my father came down to London whenever he was free, but I never got to see Shakira. 

Only my father arrived on my graduation day. I was happy to see his square, solid, suited-booted figure among the crowd. When I went up to him in the traditional long black robe, hat and rolled up certificated

tucked snugly beneath my arm pit, my father gazed at me for the longest time. Tears welled up in his honest blue eyes, as he patted my face and said:

“Look at you: a spitting image of Bryony. She was your age when we first met and you are an exact replica of hers. 

 A replica of my mom?! I couldn’t believe my ears. Sure, I loved my mother, but my father’s comment sounded weird to me. It deflated my carefully cultivated masculine ego. Had I taken all those pains to grow into a tall (well…5’7), wiry, sinewy young man, only to be told that I looked like a woman? It was a disconcerting feeling. 

“I’ll get my things” I said with an impatient huff, taking care to avoid my father’s adoringly lingering eye. I shook my head in an annoyed manner as I sprinted up a flight of stairs leading to my room and threw off my black robe and hat. Hastily pushing away a lock of hair from my face, I began to throw in my belongings into my suitcases. 

When I rose to salvage a tie that was hanging at the top corner of the mirror, I inadvertently caught sight of my own reflection. What I saw made me stop in my tracks. 

My father was a hundred percent right. I was a spitting image of my mother. 

In spite of the fact that I was a male dressed in blue jeans and a t-shirt with psychedelic prints, I saw my mother in myself. I saw my mother in the even porcelain complexion that I had inherited from her. I saw her in the long curled lashes of my almond-shaped blue-green eyes. My mother was present in the chiseled shape of my nose, the shapeliness of my lips and the deep dimple of my chin. I saw my mother in my luxuriant shoulder-length auburn hair, which had picked up a ray of the sun and gleamed like reddish gold. 


***

I was so disconcerted by what I had seen in the school mirror, that I barely said a word to my father through the course of our long drive

to Windermere. My father asked me a plethora of questions about my school, my extracurricular activities and social life, but I just nodded or answered in monosyllables. After the painstaking attempt at conversation, my father finally gave up. I felt guilty because my father was a busy man and had taken a day off to be with me, and all I had done was rebuff him. But it just couldn’t be helped; images and sensations of the past flooded me: the viscous, oppressive air of the storeroom, the quality of stillness to it and, of course, the shell-framed mirror on the wall and its highly unsettling prophecy…. 

The funny feeling in my stomach only heightened as my father stopped in front of our estate. Everything: the white building with grey triangular roofs, the charming garden with roses and azaleas, the stable housing my father’s thoroughbreds and the merest outline of the sinister old storehouse, remained the same. Yet plenty had changed. The future of yesterday had become the present of today. 

And today brought along with it, a feeling of impending doom. 

I was momentarily distracted from the morbid nature of my thoughts by the presence of a stranger on the estate. She, an invitingly pretty woman in her mid 30s, was carrying an elaborate tray with a silver kettle, a cup of milk, a dainty porcelain cup and a plateful of low calorie biscuits upstairs, presumably towards Shakira’s room. Being a young man, I couldn’t help admiring the woman’s straight blonde hair, the sturdiness of her tanned calf visible beneath her black dress, and the perkiness of the breasts that graced her tall frame. As she turned towards me and gave me a friendly smile, I noticed that the woman’s eyes were hazel. 

“Who’s she?” I asked my father in a seemingly offhanded manner

“haven’t seen her around while I was here”. 

“That’s Imogene Tetlow” my father said “Ex local beauty contest winner, now your mother’s assistant”. 

“Oh, how come?” I asked surprised by the piece of information. 

“Well, apparently it is difficult to survive in the glamour world” replied my father, obviously glad that I was talking to him “Imogene won a local beauty pageant at nineteen and then auditioned for several soap operas in the district. She wasn’t lucky enough to get a part in any. Then a man, claiming to be an agent who knew a prominent casting director in Hollywood, evidently approached her. Believing that the “agent” would help her land a part in Hollywood, Imogene apparently gave him an exorbitant amount of money. Unfortunately, the man vamoosed. And poor Imogene has been working away all her life, trying to re-earn the money she lost”. 

“That’s rather sad” I said mentally comparing the woman to Shakira. 

Beauty was a commonality between the two women. But while Shakira had got lucky and had married a wealthy man, Imogene was merely her assistant. Imogene obviously struggled to survive. 

Philosophers said that each one of us arrived in the world with our own personal destinies. Shakira and Imogene’s diametrically opposed fate proved the veracity of this statement. 

Father pierced my profound reflections when he asked, “Don’t you want to meet Shakira?…after all, the two of you got along like a house on fire when you were a kid”. 

“Sure” I said, as thrill commingled with inexplicable dread went down my spine “It has been some time since I saw her last time”. 

“She hasn’t changed one little bit, believe me!” my father called out, as I traipsed out two flights of stairs and headed in the direction of my stepmother’s room. 


***

When I went into Shakira’s boudoir, she had her well-toned back towards me. She was in the process of fastening a necklace around her regal neck. I noticed that Shakira was swathed in some kind of a backless evening gown, obviously getting ready to go out in the evening. Imogene stood a little to a side, combing Shakira’s tresses and trying to pile them on top of her head into a top knot. 

I knocked on the door gently. Shakira swung around abruptly, facing me. The even duskiness of her smooth brown skin, the doe-like quality of her smoky eyes, the peculiarly arched nostrils of her slim nose and her heart-shaped mouth, seemed to have stood still in time. However, if you looked close enough, fine wrinkles were conspicuous around the corner of Shakira’s eyes. For the first time in my life, I wondered how old my beautiful stepmother actually was. 

As the thought about age crossed my mind, I was taken aback to see a slight distortion in Shakira’s features. The necklace that she was trying to clasp around her neck fell to the floor, scattering pearls and rubies all over. Imogene bent down dutifully to pick them up, as Shakira continued to stare at me as if she had seen a ghost. 

What was the matter? Had I inadvertently done something wrong? 

Was Shakira, for reasons unknown to me, displeased to see me? 

Why?? She had been so affectionate towards me when I was a child. 

As if to contradict the negative thoughts that I was having, Shakira’s face broke into a congenial (albeit the trademark) wolfish smile. 

“Aaron” she said huskily, moving towards me with elegant outstretched arms “look at you. How much you’ve changed”. 

As I felt her warm body against mine, I got a whiff of the elusive fragrance that had emanated from Shakira ever since the day I saw her for the first time. Memories of the languid yet tense grace with which she moved and her sibilant French accent became vivid. I recalled the intensity with which I had loved my stepmom and the warmth that she had shown me when I was a child. Shakira: my stepmother, my love. Had I not respected the fact that my father had married this woman, I would have permitted myself to fall in love with her. Shakira was phenomenal. Little did I realize at this moment that by this time, I had overtaken Shakira where beauty was concerned. I was, after all, an innocent unpresumptuous young man of only 18. 

As Shakira and I drew apart and sat down on the bed and chatted away like old buddies, Imogene drew herself up from the floor after

having collected the scattered gemstones. She was pretty, yes, but not a patch on Shakira. While Shakira was the ocean, Imogene could, at best, be described as a very minor tributary. How had it even crossed my mind to even compare the two of them? 

Chapter 3 - The Mater and her Daughters As I went up to my old room that night, memories flooded me. The old teddy bears that were arranged in a neat line on my bed reminded me of my childhood and my deceased mother. I nostalgically remembered my lovely mother arranging tea and birthday parties for each of my teddy bears. I recalled the abruptness with which my mother had passed away, leaving me with a feeling of shock and disbelief. One moment, she was riding one of the bay-colored thoroughbreds, cheerily waving to me before she jumped the fence. The next moment, she had been thrown off the horse and had suffered a fatal hemorrhage. A year of bereavement later, my father had married Shakira—a beautiful stranger from an unknown exotic land. Contrary to how I expected a stepmother to behave, Shakira was kind. She was like an elder sister to me and took me along wherever she went. Shakira took me to local cocktail parties, cinemas and shopping complexes in London. We had explored many a place together, including the old…. 

Before I could mentally complete the thought, sleep took over. I didn’t even bother changing into pajamas, but slept in the jeans and t-shirt that I was wearing. The sleep was a heavy, uneasy one, replete with unresolved conflicts and unforeseen circumstances. I tossed and turned in its uneasy throes, sweating throughout. The temperature hardly seemed to be in sync with the cool weather of Lake District; it was more like a sultry summer somewhere in Asia, the Mediterranean or the Middle East. Even whilst in throes of heavy slumber, I heard footsteps. I struggled in my sleep, but didn’t wake up. The subconscious mind registered that the approaching steps were too light and measured to be that of males’. The herbal aroma that emanated from those bodies was an unmistakable indicator of femininity. Perhaps it is the unintimidating quality that one associate with females, which dulled my protective instincts and made slumber away complacently. I severely regretted my decision to continue sleeping when lithe yet strong feminine fingers gagged me tightly. My thrashing, struggling arms and legs were firmly curtailed by two other

pairs of female hands, which pinned my arms behind my back and firmly fastened it with a coarse nylon rope. As one of the assailants tied my protesting legs, a short squat female figure retrieved something long and sleek from her pocket. The mean, sharp blade of a knife glinted in the moonlight. The woman teased and tickled the nub of my neck with it, making me freeze with horror. “Ask your limbs to behave themselves” she bent down and whispered in my ear “else I’m gonna plunge this into your soft buttery neck”. The woman’s voice was raspy, breath garlicky. Revulsion mingled with fright paralyzed my dissentious legs. The other assailant tied my legs up as she had done my arms. A third figure , a stout one, covered my face and form in a gunny bag. The women stapled the mouth of the gunny bag and then bodily carry me downstairs like a sack of potatoes. “Dad!” I tried to yell, but the gag curtailed my cry. The chilly night air that permeated through the holes of the gunny bag told me that the women had opened the front door and were walking away from my house and estate. 

Was I being abducted by a few women? This was insane. Yet there was nothing that I could possibly do to avert the situation. 

The women walked a few meters. I heard a grating sound, as if someone was opening the back of a truck. The next moment, I was tossed into a seemingly shallow pit. The women unstapled the gunny bag and freed me off it. My surmise had been right—I was indeed in the back of a truck. However, my gag and the ropes biting into my limbs prevented me from moving an inch. Slowly, the stout woman with foul breath bent over and divested me of my gag. Fury filled me as I swallowed back spit and something salty—probably blood. 

“What the fuck are you--” I barely had time to complete my sentence when a handkerchief with a strange odor was pressed to my nose. 

My brain had just enough time to recognize the bitter-sweet smell of chloroform before my head started spinning and my world eventually became dark….. 

When my eyelids flutter open, the first thing I am aware of is the hard cement floor that I am lying on. I can feel specks of dust stick to my

palms. The basement has obviously not been swept in ages. A musty, fetid reek of the stale air assails my nostrils. Where in the world am I? In the dingy dark netherworld? I look around; desperately looking for cues I can glean. A dim low voltage light that hangs from the farthermost point tells me I am in some kind of a basement. I try to move, but find that I am unable to budge an inch. 

The coarse, nylon ropes are gone, only to be replaced by thick chunky chains. My arms and legs have been chained to two pillars facing each other. I have been put on a leash. Like a dog. I have been left on the cold, hard, filthy floor. Like a stray mongrel. I feel a strange vulnerability around me. I look down at my body. My blue jeans and psychedelic printed t-shirt are gone. So are my vest and briefs. I am as naked as the day I was born. As I look down at my wiry arms, hairless chest and poor flaccid cock staring back at me, I feel horrified. Where are my clothes? Why have I been stripped….reduced to this state of indignity? 

Intuition tells me this is not all. There is more to this: my story of horror. Something important that I have sorely missed. A crucial point that completes my tale of woe and humiliation. I feel a strange lightness in the head. I raise a trembling palm to it. My worst fears are confirmed. I have been tonsured. Shorn clean of my luxuriant long auburn hair—the only feature that connected me to my deceased mother. The metaphorical umbilical cord that forever connected me to my late mother has been snapped. Oh woe be me, which evil hand would execute such a vile deed? Why would they take away something that was not only my best feature, but also held sentimental value for me? 

Sounds of voices above. My stomach churns with fear. I strain to hear. I hear unpleasant female voices, including a raspy voice. My abductors are in vicinity. Who are they? What do they want from me? 

If it was my life, they would have taken it by now. Instead, they have taken away my clothes. And my hair. Leaving me feeling wretched. 

And puzzled. And more afraid than I ever have felt in my life. 

Sounds of footsteps descending downstairs. I cower and flinch away from my detainers. The three female forms I recognize are accompanied by two strangers, also female. My abductors stand behind each other in half-light. The short, stout woman is the first one to step ahead. Her mean eyes glint maliciously in the low-watt light. Her blotchy skin is free of makeup and shapeless body encased in expensive albeit tasteless slacks and a t-shirt. The woman’s hair is tied back in a bandana, but tassels of it escape from beneath the forehead, behind the ears and near the temples. I discern that she is dirty blonde, aged about thirty-three. I try to stare hard against the light. Yet the color of her eyes evades me. It’s either because of lack of light or due to the fact that her eyes have been scrunched up into baneful-little slits. I don’t know. I don’t know anything. All I am aware of is that a lump of fear that wells in my throat, threatening to choke me. I swallow over and over again, but it stays. 

I catch a glimpse of the other women standing behind Ms. Stout. I recognize my other two abductors by the memory of their silhouette. 

They are sturdy big-boned women of average height, who escape being fat by a whisker. Their hair is a dirty shade of blonde as well. I can’t tell the color of their eyes either. The two women are not as vile as Ms. Stout, but can by no means be described as “pleasant-looking”. 

A huge woman of about sixty ambles down the stairs usurps Ms. 

Stout and comes and stands in front of me. She is tall, gargantuan and unbearably ugly, rather like a hideous toad. Unlike the younger women who are dressed either in trousers or slacks, the older woman wears a dress. It clings to her mammoth frame, highlighting every little detail of her grotesque body. The woman’s big, saggy belly hangs beneath her pendulous breasts like a huge extra tit. The loose wiggly skin of her upper arms seems to have a life of their own. I am awestruck by the sturdiness of the woman’s big calves, her “sensible” ankles and the plethora of chins hanging down her face. The woman bends leers down at me. Her eyes are vile little slits like Ms. Stout’s. This woman seems to be the mother of my

abductors, and she is a hundred times more lethal than them. I am so petrified that I can’t move. My poor chained knees are trembling with fright. In a minute, they turn so numb that I don’t feel them. My legs don’t feel like my own. My body doesn’t feel like my own. And as for my hair….the less said about it, the better. 

What are these vile women going to do to me? Are they going to rape me? I feel an uneasy churning in my loin region as I think about it. It may be technically impossible for one woman to rape a man. But I’ve heard of instances in which single unsuspecting guys walking along deserted roads have been gangbanged by a group of rambunctious females. I gingerly appraise the women in front of me. 

I can imagine them swooping down and preying on me like a pack of ravenous wolves. 

The oldest woman takes a step closer to me. Under the harsh glare of her stare, I feel as naked as ever. She bends down and spreads out a hand as if to touch me, but then changes her mind and straightens up. “Freya!” she turns back and bellows “get the packet

—soon!” 

A skinny, limp-haired girl of about my age scurries towards me with a packet in hand. She is so emaciated that her knee and arm joints appear swollen. She vaguely reminds me of someone, but I can’t remember who. Presently, Freya deposits the packet beside me and scoots to line up behind her sisters, evidently waiting for fresh orders from her mother. 

However, the oldest woman has nothing more to say. She turns back and gestures to her daughters to follow her. They obey, not bothering to look behind them at me even once. I can’t believe the coterie is moving away, leaving me behind in chains to rot in the basement. 

“Wait!” I yell, suddenly finding my voice and screaming at the top of it. “Please don’t leave me here….like this!”. My desperate plea rises louder and repeats itself. Yet the women don’t look back. My tone, pathetically beseeching, echoes and reverberates throughout the room. Yet no one looks back or spares me a glance. 

Chapter 4 - Living a Nightmare I was left to languish in the basement for the next three days. When alone, chained and naked, the terror only increased. Freya came in thrice a day to shove stale food and unpalatable water down my throat. She also let a sanitation bucket beside me, and unchained me whenever I had to perform my bodily functions. She didn’t give me the privacy I requested, and insisted on being present on the spot when I performed my ablutions. For reasons unknown to me, Freya also called me a “fag” or a “faggot” whenever she got the chance. There seemed to be a sadistic streak present in Freya and her two other sisters. They used to come and humiliate me with all sorts of derogatory names. The suffering that I endured made them feel good among themselves. When I used to break into silent tears, a warm, unearthly glow used to come over their blotchy uneven complexions. Whenever, they got a chance they enjoyed pinching my skin so that it turned blue and even rapping me with a cane whenever they got a chance. 

However, I still had faith in Freya. I still thought that I could appeal to her since she was closer to my age than any of the others. 

When she walked in to take away the sanitation bucked for clearing, I tried to talk to her. Freya remained as tight-lipped as ever. Her mouth resembled a zipper that was impossible to wrench open. 

Freya resolutely refused to make eye contact. I presumed she had received strict orders from the Mater (this is how I had begun to call the oldest female in my mind) to refrain from encouraging any sort of communication with me. Freya followed the orders obediently, whether out of fear or loyalty for her mother, I couldn’t say. “Freya please….”my voice turned pitiable, beseeching. Freya walked off, unaffected by my pleas. In the frenzied state I was in, I could swear I had seen Freya before. Has she been a batch mate in high school? 

No. Was Freya one of the cheerleaders that I had fucked and forgotten about? No. Who the hell was she? 

Where had I seen her before? I couldn’t remember for the love of God. Probably I hadn’t seen her at all. I was getting irrational and delusion because of the hell I had been put in. 

Freya left me chained. She left me to languish like a dog. She abandoned me to wallow in the filth of the basement and the squalor of my own bodily secretions. Never in my life had I felt so abased, so humiliated. Most of all, I’d never experienced the terror each waking moment as I did in the deep, dank cellar. On the fourth day, Freya came in carrying a bucketful of water, some liquid soap and a towel. 

She unchained me, and scrubbed me in a vigorous and mechanical fashion as she would a dog. After thoroughly drying me with the musty-smelling towel, Freya threw the packet she had brought to the cellar on the first day at me. I delved my hand into the packet and fished out its contents. It consisted of an old printed worn out skirt and a faded apple green top. I got them out of the packet. To my surprise, there were other things there too….like a tattered old cotton bra and a pair of white panties. 

“Put them on and come upstairs in five minutes” Freya said in a dull, expressionless voice “Mother has summoned you”. 

“What?! Wear female clothes?” I asked incredulous “what happened to my jeans, t-shirt, vest and briefs?”. 

“Mother has commanded me not to reply to your queries” Freya explained in a monotone “you’re unquestioningly supposed to do what you’re asked to. Any enquiries or smart-alecky quips and mother will slice your throat”. 

The fine hair on my arms stood up in fear at the gruesome image Freya’s phrase evoked. Yet, swallowing down fear, I challenged her. 

“The way your fat older sister threatened to?” I asked sarcastically

“there’s no way that’s going to happen. You guys are all bark, and no bite”. 

“Don’t be too sure about that” Freya looked up at me and gave me a crooked little smile. Her eyes were brown—or hazel—I couldn’t quite

tell in the half light. Again the feeling that I had seen her before assailed me. But it could hardly be so. Where possibly could I have seen a girl belonging to a criminal family? 

As Freya walked away with the swishing of her woolen skirt against her skinny tanned calves, I was left regarding the clothes in front of me. Did the Mater  actually expect me to wear these? Jesus. What were  these people’s intentions? To make me a drag queen and entertain them? Goodness. I hoped not. Strictly speaking, all the sisters weren’t ugly. But they certainly weren’t my type. I didn’t fancy throwing on some smelly old female clothes and cavorting in the mother-daughters for their entertainment. 

I pulled up the roomy white panties with a feeling of unrivalled disgust. The stains on them showed they had been used before: the fact didn’t reduce my revulsion at all. I yanked the panties up, ashamed at the sight of my cock spilling out from the corners. 

Technical problems were the primary reason men wore briefs. 

Heaven knows why the Mater wished to embarrass me by making me wear underwear that didn’t accommodate my penis. 

Wearing the tattered bra was even more of a humiliating experience. 

I managed to clasp it behind my back, but the empty cups sagged miserably in front of me. If the Mater was going to get me dressed in female clothing at all, I wish she had had the foresight to get me a pair of falsies or, at least, a pair of soft tennis balls. So wrapped up was I in my despondent thoughts, that I didn’t notice time go by until I heard the Mater bellow from above:

“Why the hell are you taking so long” she yelled unpleasantly “get your ass up here NOW!” 

I quickly put on the knee-length worn out skirt and faded apple green top and rushed upstairs. I found myself in a typical middle class British living room, complete with an old over-stuffed sofa, a center table, and a dreary looking fireplace. The walls of the room were a depressing pale green and the carpeted floors coarse and dirty beneath my feet. 

At the center of the sofa sat the Mater, dressed to the nines today, in a huge yellow satin dress and matching scarf. She had a black fascinator perched on top of her head, and wore black pump shoes to match. A string of fake pearls adorned her thick, unaesthetic neck. 

A closed umbrella, with yellow and black stripes, lay clenched in one huge hand. 

“I just asked you to throw your togs on” the Mater’s said viciously

“not dress up for a ball”. Her four daughters, who had just come into the room, stood beside their mother and surveyed me. 

At a loss for words or excuses, I just stood still and gaped at the malignant older woman. The sight of her gigantic body, swathed in yards of yellow satin and other accessories, overwhelmed me into silence. 

“What do you say in such a situation, eh?” the Mater demanded as I continued to gawk at her with horrified fascination “what do you say?” she repeated, with an icy, menacing undertone to her voice. 

“What do I say in such a situation?” I repeated mechanically, confused beyond words. What was I expected to say? As I was trying to decipher the meaning of the older woman’s words, a sharp rap on the knuckles made me howl in pain. The Mater had struck me with the handle of her umbrella. 

“You say ‘Sorry’” the Mater answered her own question, striking me on the knuckles once again. Whack. Another sharp mind-numbing whack. 

“Sorry!” I cried, rubbing my sore knuckles with the other palm “I’m truly sorry”. Huge drops of tears wrestled free from my blue-grey eyes and poured down my porcelain cheeks. I knew it was shameful for a grown up young man to cry, but I couldn’t help myself. The shock of abduction, the horror of being imprisoned naked in the basement and the humiliation of being coerced into wearing girls’

clothes had been too much. In addition, these damnable people had taken away my glorious hair, which was my only earthly connection

to my mother. The physical pain inflicted by the Mater, forced me to relive the mental ordeal that I had endured for the past three days and I found myself unable to stop crying. 

“Stop bawling, you!” the Mater commanded “we’ve got you here to work, not star in a teary soap opera! There are a pile of dishes lying in the sink. You could begin with scrubbing them clean”. 

I was led down a short corridor and eventually into a hot smoky kitchen by Freya. It was as dirty and grimy as the rest of the house, and smelt strongly of vinegar and burnt meat. Bottle and common house flies swarmed and hovered around a greasy-looking gas stove, which stood on one side of the kitchen counter. I wondered if this place had ever been washed at all. The standard of hygiene in the kitchen, as in the rest of the house, was abysmally low; I shuddered to discover that I had been fed with stale leftovers cooked in this filthy, unsanitary place. Fighting down the bile that threatened to rise in my throat, I moved towards the kitchen sink. The sight I beheld there, made me stop still in my tracks. 

Never had I seen such a plethora of vessels in my life. It seemed like the Mater and her daughters had not washed their dishes for a week. 

With a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach, I picked up the scrub. 

I turned on the tap, cleaned, rinsed and scoured the vessels, until I was ready to drop dead. As I leaned against the wall after having scrubbed all the vessels for nearly three hours, Ms. Stout (whose name I’d discovered was “Libby”) came in and handed me the vacuum cleaner. After having vacuumed every nook and crevice of the building, the Mater had another task lined up for me. I was to wash the clothes. I followed Freya into the utility area, expecting to find a washing machine, but much to my horror found a washing stone and bucketsful of clothes! Was I to manually wash the clothes? 

We were ostensibly in 2016, but it seemed like the Mater and her daughters were living in the dark ages. Their antiquated style of living took its toll on me. Since I’d never manually washed clothes before, scrubbing and beating them clean with my mere hands caused great fatigue. I developed an allergy to the cheap detergent

that I had been given, and I discovered that my palms went red and started itching uncontrollably. The itch became so intense that I started rolling on the floor with agony. Libby came into the utility area to check on me. She stood appraising blankly, as unmoved as ever by my plight. I begged Libby to provide me with a pair of gloves in order to shield my hand against the monstrous detergent, but Libby didn’t oblige. I was forced to finish washing the rest of the clothes, using the same baneful detergent, until I was ready to swoon because of the agony caused by the allergy. 

As I was straining to catch my breath after the excruciatingly tormenting exercise, Libby ambled in to the utility area and tossed a tray in my direction. I surveyed its contents with a wary eye to recognize that it was the stale leftovers of yesterday with a glass of plain tap water. After having seen the state of the kitchen, I was reluctant to touch a morsel of food, lest I developed a stomach upset after eating stale food cooked in unsanitary surroundings. However, after a whole hour of abstinence, hunger got the better of me and I wolfed down the entire stale contents of the tray and washed it down with the glass of salty tap water that had been provided to me. 

Just when I presumed that I was done for the day, the spectral Freya manifested from nowhere and told me that the Mater wanted me to clean the fireplace. Considering the fireplace had accumulated dust and soot for over a generation, this was no easy task. Every muscle and sinew of my wiry body ached after I had done with it. As I shut my fatigued eyes for a second and had inadvertently nodded off, a sharp rap of the Mater’s umbrella rudely jerked me awake. 

“You’re here to work, not doze off whenever the fancy takes you” the Mater bellowed in her hideous, raspy voice. 

Remembering my lessons of the morning, I said: “I am sorry” and for good measure added “I’m sorry,  Madam”. Evidently satisfied with my apology, the Mater took me to her huge, cheaply decorated room and asked me to do a few “minor chores”. Over the next one hour, I was preoccupied with mending the Mater’s damaged clothes, sewing buttons on new ones, taking off stains on the ones she had spilt her

tea on and loosen all the garments to fit her gigantic size. After having worked on the Mater’s wardrobe, I was obliged to mend all her daughters’ garments as well. By the time, I sewed the last button on Freya’s shirt dress; I was more than ready to call it a day. At last, I was dragged down to the basement by Libby, made to swallow some more unpalatable food, before I was chained again and ordered to sleep on the cold filthy floor of the basement. 

I was woken up at the crack of dawn the next day by the limp-haired, beady-eyed Freya. She unchained my hands and legs as she said, 

“Mother asked you to sweep and mop the basement clean. 

Subsequently, you are to wash yourself and start on the day’s work”. 

“Clean the basement and then do the entire day’s work!” I spat, my old masculine ego returning “there’s no way I am going to do any of that! What can your ugly mother possibly do?!” I obstinately crossed my long fair arms across my chest. I probably knit my brows together too, for the evil ghostly Freya said:

“Hey, don’t scowl at me like that, baldy! Mother can do a number of things”. 

“Like what?” my voice rose in challenge. 

“Like deprive you of food” Freya raised an eyebrow cockily. 

“Ha!” I scoffed “a few days of hunger would barely kill me”. 

“Shut up, you slave dog! There are plenty more things mom could do” Freya said, with an ominous note in her monotonous voice. 

“For instance?” my dark eyebrows rose in another challenge. 

“For instance” Freya drawled deliberately “she could perpetually keep you chained here, naked and unwashed, like a dog” and she laughed. 

“She would order me to whip your ass every morning and night if she knew that you had doubts about what she could do to you” . Freya spitted at my face and said “I can’t wait doing so from tomorrow. 

Don’t forget that you are no more than a female dog under my mercy”. 

The threat cured me of my ego. I dejectedly took the broom from Freya’s frail hand and started sweeping the entire expanse of the huge 40x45 basement. After I had wet mopped it, a film of perspiration had formed on my forehead. I barely had time to wipe it off, when Freya led me to a small bathroom on the first floor and asked me to finish my ablutions. I brushed my teeth at the small sink with the hard-bristled toothbrush that was provided to me and had a quick shower. Subsequently, Freya arrived and knocked on the door. 

She dried my body with the same detachment as she had on the first day. For the first time since I had been brought here, I wondered if Freya was ever turned on by the sight of my naked body. If she was, Freya gave no indication. She mechanically finished with her task and handed me another packet, which I presumed, contained clothes. I was proven right as I inverted the bag. There was a worn out grey brassiere, a pair of cotton panties and slacks and an old pink lacy top. Much against my inclinations, I put them on and stepped out to await my fate of that particular day. 

Apart from some extra tasks, like having to clean the unhygienic kitchen, having to clear and rearrange the old cellar and cook and make beverages for the Mater and her daughters, my list of duties remained the same. I had to scrub the vessels until they gleamed, vacuum the already clean house and manually wash another heap of clothes with the detergent that caused me allergy. I begged for gloves, this time from the Mater herself, but the older woman refused to oblige. She said I had been spoilt by too much pampering and had to learn lessons of life the hard way. The sadistic Mater told me that just like being shorn of my long ethereally beautiful hair had made me less vain; adversities would make me less egoistic than I was now. I had no choice, but to persevere with the cloth-washing, with the monstrous cheap detergent scorching my delicate palms. By the

end of the day, I was given leftovers and taken to the basement and chained to the pillars. 

The ordeal continued for a good six or seven weeks. Though there was no mirror in which I could see myself, I could sense that I had lost weight. My cheeks certainly appeared slimmer than they used to and my arms less plump. My dainty palms had developed warts and calluses from all the labor; my bare feet had developed corns, making it difficult for me to walk. Yet the continuous array of chores lined for me made it impossible to stop and take even a good look at the calluses on my palms and feet. During this time, I was vaguely sentient of my hair having grown significantly. It curled around my ears in a pixyish fashion. I was curious to see the reflection of my mother in my reddish golden hair, but didn’t have a moment to stop and appraise its growth. 

During this period, I subconsciously noticed another strange phenomenon. The old worn-out brassieres that were given to me fit in more snugly, and my cock didn’t spill out as conspicuously from my panties as it did before. However, due to serious dearth of time, I couldn’t even pause to take a breath, leave alone contemplate on the whys, and wherefores of what was happening to my hair or body. 

One evening, I was asked to salvage an old, porcelain tea-kettle from the attic. The Mater told me that the kettle was an invaluable relic that had been in the family for generations. To my eye, the kettle was just an indelicate, chunky piece of porcelain that was as ugly and grotesque as the matriarch of the house herself, but I had to take the Mater at her word. If she said the kettle was a precious piece of property, it indeed must be. 

I washed and patted the kettle dry with the greatest of care. I made tea for the Mater and her four daughters, and took it on a tray to the living room. Poising the tray with the old heavy kettle, five cups and saucers, milk, sugar and biscuits was difficult, yet I managed to walk gracefully. Just as I was going to deposit the tray on the center table, something caused me to trip and lose my balance. It was the Mater’s stripped yellow and black umbrella, which I’d failed to notice. I

managed to avoid staggering to the ground, but the huge old kettle flew right off the tray and came crashing on to the floor in three neat pieces. The carpeted floors were stained by the black tea that had gushed out of the broken kettle. 

I looked up at the Mater and noticed that she had gone a mottled shade of red. “How dare you…” the older woman spluttered with rage “that was an invaluable family relic, you little bitch!”. 

“Madam!” I cried aghast “It was an accident! Please forgive me!”. 

“What do you usually say under such circumstances?” demanded Mater going an alarming shade of purple “what do you say?” 

“I’m sorry” I said “I’ve already apologized”. 

The Mater picked up her umbrella. Whack. She rapped me on the knuckles with its handle. Whack. I howled in pain and cried: “but I did say I was sorry!” 

“You didn’t sound contrite enough” replied the Mater and dismissed me to an old spare bedroom to “finish my sobbing before I restarted on my work”. 

I walked down the corridor until I had reached the kitchen and splashed water on my face. It didn’t help. Continuing to wince and sob, I made a dash for the spare bedroom situated further down the corridor. It was a small cramped cubby hole with just a tiny window meant for ventilation. Thankfully, it was clean. I turned on the light to see a small bed with clean white sheets and pillows. Beside the bed stood a pink girly wardrobe. Ideally, the sight of the wardrobe should have cheered me up, but I was saddened further by its pretty sight. 

The pretty wardrobe, by sheer contrast, told me how dreadful I looked in my old asymmetrical black skirt and drab grey top. It drew my attention to my spiky sprouting hair and reminded me of the loss of my long, luxuriant tresses. Once upon a time, not very long ago, my hair used to be so long that people confused me for a female if

they didn’t look properly. It had currently grown out, but still seemed short in comparison of what it used to be a few weeks ago. 

I had been reduced to a lowly drab servant, who was made to dress in hideous old clothes and sport short hair, while the four sisters and their mother, pranced around in relatively pretty (even if somewhat tacky) clothes and sported long hair. The contrast between them and me was so drastic that I began crying afresh. I slumped down on the bed and cried my heart out. I didn’t even move when I heard a car smoothly glissade over the driveway and the door bell ring. Heck, someone else would get the door. 

As my agony grew, I threw myself headlong on the bed and wept into my pillow. I suddenly stopped as I sensed the presence of another person in the vicinity. I turned around to see my mother’s assistant Imogene Tetlow standing at the door. 

Chapter 5 - Tops and Bottoms My first reaction of gladness at seeing the tall, well-toned blonde was soon obscured by a shadow of suspicion. Slowly, eventually, without even asking Imogene, I began to realize what she was doing there. I now recalled where I had seen Freya, or for that matter, even the short stout Libby. I had seen bits and fragments of Imogene in my captors’ genetic pool. It was true that while Imogene had the perfect figure, Freya was as skinny as a scarecrow, but the same beautiful tan characterized both their complexions. I was blind not to have seen it before. While Imogene had lovely, silky yellow hair, Freya was a limper, dirtier blonde. Yet when looked closely, the texture of their tresses was the same. Genetics spoke out so aloud that I even saw the resemblance between Imogene and the fat, unattractive Libby. While there was ostensibly no physical similarity between the two women, one look at the stout sturdy calves, and even a stranger would have sworn that the two were related. In a split second, I realized that I was among a whole bunch of the Mater’s children, with Imogene probably being the oldest, and Freya the youngest. 

“Why?” I asked Imogene in between sobs “…why did you do this to me?” 

“Oh Aaron” said Imogene, coming into the room and sitting on the bed facing me “It wasn’t personal”. 

I looked deep into Imogene’s shrewd hazel eyes. At the moment, they seemed to be speaking the truth. 

“I was treated badly here” I said, my grief transmuting to anger

“stripped, chained, tonsured, overworked and in drag, among other things. Considering my stepmother gave you employment when you were in dire straits, I think it was mighty mean of you to treat me in this manner”. 

“Whoa, easy” said Imogene defensively “don’t be presumptuous. I did all this under Shakira’s orders”. 

“What?!” I exclaimed in disbelief “on the orders of my sweet, kind stepmother?! That can never be true. Stop lying through your teeth, you shrewd little minx!”. 

“Ha! How easily you are deceived by appearances” observed Imogene sarcastically “Do you think your stepmother was glad to see you? She was shocked—shocked as hell. Don’t you remember the way the necklace usurped itself from her hands, scattering pearls and rubies on the floor?” 

I considered Imogene’s words. There seemed to be some truth in what she said. I remembered the ugly, hidden emotion that had distorted Shakira’s face when she first saw me after ages. It seemed as if Shakira had struggled with some sort of secret negativity, before her face had broken into a congenial, welcoming smile. 

“But Shakira was quite affectionate towards me when I was a child” I murmured, refusing to believe that my beautiful stepmom was involved in this murky business “she took me with her wherever she went”. 

“That might be so” agreed Imogene “Shakira may have had no reason to resent you when you were young and she was the fairest person in the world according to the mirror in the storehouse--” 

At the mention of the phrase “mirror in the old storehouse”, a whole sea of suppressed memories began to barge into my consciousness. 

I could feel the viscous oppressive air around the storehouse, the stillness of the room and the weird premonitory mirror below the right-side window. I tried to block out its crystal clear surface, the plethora of sea shells that surrounded its spherical frame, but the forbidden mirror kept barging into my vision over and over again. 

“Did Shakira go into the old storehouse again?” I asked haltingly, with portentuous dread rising high in my throat. 

“She very much did” confirmed Imogene heartily “every other week after you went away to the boarding school. The mirror told Shakira

what her ears craved to hear: that she was the most beautiful woman on earth. Shakira also went into the old storehouse the day before you were to arrive from London. The mirror stymied Shakira by pronouncing that you were the fairest among all living creatures. 

Since you are male and Shakira had seen you when you were only 12 or 13, she dismissed the mirror’s pronouncement as rubbish. She refused to take the mirror’s words seriously until you arrived home--” 

Imogene paused for a moment. 

I nodded in comprehension. 

“It was then that Shakira realized that the mirror’s prophecy was very much true” continued Imogene “and that you, Aaron, were indeed the most beautiful in the world, irrespective of the fact that you are male. Shakira’s world came crashing down. She had hitherto revolved her entire identity only on her beauty and her designation as the most beautiful person was being taken away from her by her own stepson. Shakira couldn’t handle it. After she saw you standing in the doorway, in full glory of your youth and beauty, Shakira felt that she was disintegrating into nothingness. Every line, crinkle and wrinkle on her face became magnified in her mind after she saw you in the full bloom of your beauty”. 

“I never thought so many emotions brimmed within my stepmom” I interjected. 

“Indeed they did” confirmed Imogene “and they wreaked havoc on her. Shakira couldn’t bear to look at you for even an hour longer. Her fears became exaggerated—Shakira thought she’d shrivel up into an old hag and die if you stayed in the house for any more time. She felt as if the walls were closing in on her and that she would soon suffocate to death. When she couldn’t stand being stifled any longer, Shakira summoned me and asked me to take you away from her sight. She wanted me to shave you off your beautiful auburn hair—

the very symbol of feminine beauty—and expected me to take it to her”. 

“Oh” I said, the pieces of jigsaw beginning to fit in “so, is that why your sisters abducted me?” 

“Yes” confirmed Imogene “my sisters and I aren’t exactly poor, but we could always do with a bit of cash. So, I asked Libby and my other sisters to abduct you and drive you to our house in Coniston (that’s where we are now). My younger sisters were more than ready to oblige and brought you here in an unconscious, but safe and sound condition. While you were still sleeping, I tonsured your head with a smooth razor blade and took your tresses to Shakira. Her smoky eyes brightened as I placed your gleaming, reddish gold locks in her palms. Now that you were divested of the most important accessory of feminine beauty, Shakira was at peace. She didn’t care where you were. So, my mother and sisters decided to keep you here as a maidservant, and give you food in exchange for doing domestic work. Since you were shorn of your distinguishing tresses and made to wear female clothing, we thought you would be safe here. As you may have guessed, your doting dad informed the police; they have been combing the entire UK since the day you went missing”. 

A lump rose in my throat at the thought of my father. Beloved dad…. 

so solid and dependable. How he must have ached away for me, while I was being chained, stripped, shorn bald and was being treated like a common housemaid here. However, there was little I could do about the situation. Very little. I couldn’t as much as step out of the house without the Mater or any of the sisters coming to know. Besides, Imogene was here now and she’d keep additional hawkish eye on me. 

“Wow” I applauded Imogene in helpless sarcasm “I must say you are an able subordinate to the treacherous Shakira. You must be in awe of her beauty, grace and exotic mannerisms like all the other people in the district”. 

“I was just carrying out her orders, that’s all” replied Imogene tersely. 

It was as if she was trying to subdue an entire wave of emotions that had ridden up to the surface”. 

“You mean you aren’t mesmerized by Shakira like the rest of Lake District is?” I persisted “didn’t your obvious fascination for her make you do her every bidding?” 

“You’re wrong there” said Imogene. An opaque film of hatred had settled over her attractive hazel eyes “I hate Shakira. I have always hated her very guts”. 

“Oh!” I exclaimed “this piece of information had caught me totally unaware”. 

“I had been envious of her from the day I became her assistant” went on Imogene “my envy turned into jealousy with passing time. Shakira was so strikingly beautiful, that even I—an ex-beauty contest winner

—paled in comparison to her. Shakira was also infinitely luckier—she had managed to bewitch and marry a wealthy man, whereas I had to work like a dog to re-earn the money I had given away to a dubious agent. I seethe in fury every time I look at Shakira”. 

I listened to Imogene with the greatest of attention. I could never have guessed that so many turbulent emotions bubbled in the heart of my stepmother’s subordinate. 

“By the way” continued Imogene, looking at me from beneath her eyelashes and stroking my knee “I’ve always thought that you are much lovelier than Shakira, irrespective of gender. And I could help you become way prettier if you want”. 

Imogene’s hazel eyes were suffused with lust and longing. She helped me out of my drab grey top and worn out white bra, and gently pinched my nipples. A low moan was wrenched from my lips as a pleasurably painful jolt shot through my body. 

“Feel the difference don’t you, Aaron?” asked Imogene, with a coy smile tugging at the corner of her lips. She pinched my pink nubs again, drawing my attention to my breasts. They seemed swollen and extremely sensitive. To come to think of it, I had felt a great sensitivity around the region barely a week after I had arrived, but

had been so busy pandering to the Mater and her daughters’ orders that I barely had had the time to stop and examine my breasts. I had been allowed the luxury of bathing only on alternate days, and my showers had been quick, cursory affairs, leaving me with no time to explore and examine my body. I was also chained every night, hence my hands, which were denied freedom of movement, couldn’t unbutton my clothes and try and discover the cause of my sensitivity around the chest region. 

Now, the twelfth week after having arrived in the house, I enjoyed a moment of leisure. I looked down at my breasts and noticed that they had swollen like a woman’s. The areole around the area had grown darken and my nipples appeared swollen and distended. 

“What’s happening to me?!” I cried out in alarm “is this some kind of an allergic reaction to something that I might have eaten?” I then remembered the clothes washing detergent I was forced to come in contact with every day for the past seven weeks and exclaimed “It is the detergent, isn’t it?! It causes a great deal of itching in my palms. 

Has it been wreaking havoc with my body as well?!” 

“Hush, calm down” replied Imogene placing one shapely finger on my soft, pale lips “it isn’t the detergent”. 

“What is it then?” I asked barely trusting my voice “how come my body is turning into that of a woman’s”. 

“Herbs, plants and tubers” replied Imogene in a secretive voice “I asked my sisters to mix palmetto, fennel, kava, wild yam, chaste tree berry, black cohosh and fenugreek in the leftovers that were given to you every day. These are natural substances that makes a man’s body turn curvy and luscious like a woman’s. I also asked my sisters to give you an estrogen-enriched bathing gel. So, every time you had a bath and inadvertently massaged your chest area in small, circular motions, you were only aiding your breast development. At first my sisters and I were skeptical as to whether our techniques would work or not. But we need not have worried” Imogene appraised my body

with barely concealed admiration in her hazel eyes and said “I can see that they are having great effect”. 

“But why?” I asked Imogene perplexed “why are you meddling with my body like this, Imogene?” 

Imogene pondered over my question for a whole minute. “That’s because you’re beautiful” she replied “you’re the most beautiful person I’ve seen. I thought you’d be much lovelier if you were turned into a female, hence went about trying to convert my fantasies into reality”. 

I let out a long exhalation, as if I had been holding my breath for a long time “I don’t know what to say” I said finally. 

“You don’t have to say anything” said Imogene stroking my chest

“you just have to go with the flow. Enjoy every little change your body goes through. As it is, I think you’ve overlooked the budding phase”. 

“The budding phase?” I repeated, blinking stupidly. At the moment, my head was spinning. Nothing in the real, tangible world made sense anymore. 

“Yes, after the first week of eating herbs and applying the lotions” 

explained Imogene “a less busy person would have noticed two cone-like protrusions on either side of the chest. Girls entering puberty go through it and so do males who transform into women. 

You may have also felt a slight pain in your nipples, but that’s only natural”. 

“I vaguely remember” I said, my stomach clenching uneasily “but I was so inundated with work that I barely had time to notice”. A fresh wave of despair overtook me and I started sobbing all over again. 

“Hey” whispered Imogene coming close to me “don’t cry. You will eventually enjoy being a woman--wait and watch”. Her sweet voice sounded eerie, her breath rancid. 

“But I don’t want to undergo all this” I said, tears of despair streaming down my face “I don’t wish to be a woman, beautiful or otherwise. I wish to be a male, take over my father’s business, get married and father children”. 

“But destiny has something else in store for you, my sweet darling” 

whispered Imogene looking yearningly at my lips “it wants you to be a woman….and give and receive pleasure as one”. Imogene nestled her face in my neck and gently bit my skin. A jolt of desire shot through my spine and I could feel my swollen nipples turn erect. But I didn’t want to be aroused nor have sex with this odious female. I tried to wrench myself free, but Imogene put a sturdy arm around my waist, and held me firmly in her grasp. 

Imogene’s appearance clearly bellied her strength. I had never been so utterly overpowered by a woman before. One look at her determined square chin and I knew—Imogene intended having me today, no matter what. 

While having her arm encircled around my waist, Imogene brushed my lips with hers. She drew back, looked deep into my eyes, before kissing me softly again. I kept my lips resolutely shut, determined not to part them. Imogene’s pulled away and kissed me with the crushing force of the strongest tidal wave. My lips parted against my will and accommodated her probing, inquisitive tongue. Imogene’s red tongue curiously explored the sides of my mouth before making contact with my tongue. As Imogene plundered my mouth with her tongue, I tried to push her away with my own, but the strength of my tongue was ineffectual against hers. I finally gave up the fight and let Imogene raid my mouth and swallow my juices. Imogene’s restless hands, meanwhile, moved over my breasts—pinching, pressing, massaging, kneading and flipping. Imogene abandoned my mouth and lashed a nipple to hardness with her tongue. I couldn’t help mewling with pleasure, in spite of my reluctance to engage in sex with the woman. 

Imogene then made me stand, while she lay prone on the bed. She slid down my black skirt and panties in one neat movement, and

helped me step out of them. My cock, significantly reduced in size, came in sight. Imogene took it in her mouth and began sucking it greedily. In spite of the fact that her act didn’t have my consent, I began to get aroused. I couldn’t help placing my hands behind Imogene’s head and thrusting my hips, so that my penis moved in and out of her mouth. I unconsciously increased my pace and thrusts, groaning and fucking Imogene’s face as if it was her vagina. 

However, as vigorously as I thrust, I noticed that I didn’t ejaculate. 

“Dear God” I said tears welling in my eyes “I have become impotent, haven’t I? I’ve lost the ability to ejaculate”. 

“Hush” Imogene shushed me, licking away my tears “It doesn’t matter. If you can’t enjoy sex as a man, you could as a woman”. 

I don’t know what Imogene meant or what she intended to do to me. 

My heart hammered away in fear and my knees knocked together. 

Imogene put her hands on me and started caressing my thighs, which strangely appeared slightly rounded. I bit my lip and tried not to moan with pleasure. Almost against my will, my body arched so that my huge pink-tipped breasts were raised a little, closer to Imogene’s hungry lips. As her hand reached out for my rear orifice and started fingering my ass, I nearly screamed out in pleasure. 

Tears at the treachery of my own body began to well in my almond-shaped eyes. I felt so uttered abased, so humiliated at the way my body was responding to Imogene’s devious foreplay, that I wanted the earth to open up and swallow me alive. 

At this juncture, Imogene commanded me to kneel down and then lie prone on the floor. I followed her orders, acutely aware of the cold tiles my sensitive nipples made contact with. I felt my pink nubs grow more turgid and erect, as if they reveled at the contact with the floor. 

Imogene reached out and fondled one of my pebble-hard nipples, while the other hand continued fingering my ass. Finally, when she decided I was ready enough, Imogene walked to the pink wardrobe and salvaged a very realistic-looking dildo from it. As she took off her tight green dress and underclothing, Imogene’s perky breasts, flat

stomach and swollen pubis came into view. As she strapped the dildo around her slender waist and approached me, I panicked. Was Imogene going to insert that  gigantic thing into me? I didn’t think I could take it. I was sure I’d be torn into two. And I didn’t want to be ripped apart. 

“Please don’t” I begged as Imogene teased my rear orifice with the fleshy head of the dildo “I don’t think I can survive being fucked by that”. 

“Oh come on, honey” said Imogene impaling my anus with the dildo

“how do you know your potential unless you try things? ” She slid the dildo inside, inch by inch, until it was fully sheathed in me. Imogene then began thrusting her hips, so that her artificial organ moved in and out of my poor violated body. Imogene increased her speed and intensity with each progressive thrust, and my flagrant discomfort eventually turned into reluctant pleasure. I reached the acme of pleasure a number of times, and my rear orifice clenched around Imogene’s fake penis like a glove. The horny Imogene, now like an unbridled horse, galloped fast and harder than I could ever take. As my skin clenched over the dildo one last time, and my body exploded into a series of convulsive spasms, Imogene moved close to my ear and whispered:

“You did well as a woman. From today we’ll call you “Adele”, shall we?” 

Chapter 6 - The Blatant Sale After a weekend of reveling with my body, Imogene returned to my father’s estate to resume work as my heartless stepmother’s assistant. I, meanwhile, continued to serve the Mater and her daughters as a maidservant. Imogene would arrive during the weekends and rape me whenever the fancy took her. I continued to be reluctant as I was the first time, but as I’ve already said, Imogene was slim, but was tall, sturdy and very strong. She invariably overpowered me and the two of us ended up going the whole way each time. 

Eventually, I started noticing other changes in my body. I noticed that my porcelain skin had become smoother and fairer, as if I subsisted only on peaches and cream. My now ear-length auburn tresses had become twice as luxuriant and glossy: the way I had, with secret pleasure, noticed women’s tresses becoming when they were pregnant. My pale bloodless lips had turned plumper and richer in natural color, so that they provided a striking contrast to my dark eyebrows and glimmering reddish golden hair. And though I hadn’t expected any significant changes in the first 10-15 weeks, I noticed that my hips had become more rounded and that my once flat ass was turning big, curvy and luscious as any woman’s. 

But my breasts, two progressively burgeoning, creamy pink-tipped mounds, were the most attractive part of me. They were porcelain colored and fairer than the rest of me, and the tea-rose nipples on them became puffier by the day. My burgeoning apices often throbbed in need for an unknown soul mate. They heaved and rose with yearning for her … or him. They swelled, ebbed, tingled and puckered in anticipation of that special person who would rescue me from the prison and take me away to a lovely castle. 

However, reality was as diametrically opposed to my fantasies as chalk from cheese. Imogene wasn’t my soul mate and her attentions could in no way be labeled as “soft” or “romantic”. It was during this

time that I discovered that apart from being obsessed with sex, Imogene was into flagrant exhibitionism too. She would take me in her arms and kiss, suck and hump me, with all four of her voyeuristic sisters gawking at our coupling forms. As both Imogene and I simultaneously climaxed, I would see the sisters’ eyes glazed with desire too. At this point, their congenitally huge hands would stealthily slip into their panties and would vigorously start rubbing their moist cores, which was dribbling, aching and pulsating with need. There would be times when my beautiful face, luscious body and dreamy hair would become irresistible to the other sisters too, but Imogene didn’t like sharing me—her favorite sex toy—with her younger sisters. Once, when a monstrously lustful desire overwhelmed Libby, she reached out a podgy paw and tried to touch a lock of my strawberry blonde hair. But her hand was slapped away by the possessive Imogene who viciously snapped: “Adele is mine, Libby. So keep your grubby paws to yourself”. The fury in Imogene’s hazel eyes had been so intense that none of the sisters dared to come within a meter of me after that. They would gape at my ethereally beautiful face and openly covet my luscious body, but none of them dared to as much touch a strand of my hair. Imogene had made me her personal property and I was to remain that way for some time…

One weekend, Imogene came scuttling to me, worry writ large on her sensual face and her limbs trembling with tension. 

“Adele” she said, her eerily sweet voice subdued, “It would no longer be prudent for you to continue living here”. 

“Why?” I asked, even though my heart leapt at prospect of freedom from this hellish prison “what’s wrong?” 

“It’s Shakira” continued Imogene, her face contorted with tension

“she had taken a cable car from Windermere to Coniston, when she caught sight of you from several feet above. You were apparently on the terrace, hanging freshly washed clothes on the clothing line”. 

“Yes, I am often sent to the terrace to hang the clothes in the sun” I agreed “but how did Shakira know that it was me?” It seemed like I’d left my brains behind, for I had asked a painfully stupid question. 

“Your hair, of course” Imogene snapped “It has grown lush and thick again, remember? The shade is so unusual; one wouldn’t find it anywhere else in the world. Shakira would recognize it anywhere and she did. Insecurity seized her once again, and she summoned me to her. Once I was there, Shakira became hysterical and demanded to know why I hadn’t tonsured you as soon as your hair had grown back again. I remained silent. I possibly couldn’t tell her that I intended making  you the most beautiful  woman in the world. 

Shakira would have garroted me there and then. Shakira eventually regained her composure and ordered me to shave your head once again and bring her your hair”. 

“So do it!” I cried, becoming hysterical in my turn “shave off my hair

—my only earthly link to my dear, deceased mother. Tonsure me right now and take my tresses to Shakira!”. 

“Adele” whispered Imogene, gripping my shoulders and burying her face in my luxuriant locks “I can’t do it…doing it once was agonizing enough, I can’t bear to tonsure you once again”. 

“So, what’s the solution?” I demanded, close to tears “are you going to challenge your boss’s orders?” 

“I am in no position to do that” Imogene replied “I still have huge debts to pay off and can’t afford to quit a well-paying job. That’s why I’ve charted out a plan to you. I am going to send you to my friend Samuel, who lives in India. You will have to work as a maid in his house, and Samuel will give you a sum of Rs. 3000 per month, in addition to food and accommodation”. 

“To India?” I cried, not believing my ears “that dirty filthy country full of slums? Eew. There’s no way I am going there”. 

“Slums are just a facet of the country, Adele” reasoned Imogene

“India is also country rich in color and culture. Besides, I am in no way saying that this will be a permanent arrangement. I request you to stay there only until I get the next plan of action ready. I’ll think of a way to get you back to the UK and also to throw this bloodhound of a Shakira off scent”. 

“Okay” I said reluctantly “if it is only for a short duration, I’ll go”. 


***

I was taken by Imogene to the Manchester international airport in a hijab (so that I wouldn’t be recognized) and put on a plane to Mumbai. Imogene gave me a passport that she had stolen from a girl called Cecilia: a girl that Imogene had insanely been jealous of for having done much better than herself in her modeling career. Thanks to the veil that concealed my face, I wasn’t recognized as being a different person than the original passport holder. After a long continuous eleven hour flight, I reached a noisy airport teeming with people. A portly middle-aged man of medium height, with dark hair, a dusky complexion and a huge dark mustache approached me surreptitiously and enquired:

“Are you Adele?”. 

I nodded, swallowing in discomfort. 

“Hi. I am Samuel” said the man in a strained, phlegm-oppressed voice. As he moved in closer to me to help me with my hand baggage, I caught a reek of sweat mingled with alcohol. I shirked away from Samuel in disgust. Apart from his obvious proclivity towards body odor and alcoholism, other aspects of Samuel made me ineffably uneasy. I hated the sight of his tacky, star-motif-printed polyester shirt. I developed an almost neurotic fear of Samuel opening his mouth, lest I caught a glimpse of his rotting, tobacco-stained teeth. The man’s sly habit of covertly looking over his shoulder, and to his right and left, gave me the creeps. The way Samuel’s beady eyes meandered all over my body, swathed in a

sleeveless pink low-necked top and figure hugging beige skirt, made the bile rise in my throat. 

So, was I to live in a noisy, crowded country with this lecherous bugger for a few months? Dear God. I mentally cussed and swore at my fate. Working as a maid for the Mater and daughters would have infinitely been a better option. 

As we collected my main baggage, Samuel and I made our way through the exit gate. As I stepped out in open air, I was nearly blinded by the hot tropical sun. I had heard India was way hotter than Britain, but didn’t expect it to be so swelteringly sultry! The country, as I adjudged it as soon as I stepped out of the airport, was quite crazy! Crowds jostled along, pushing and shoving each other to get to their cars and other vehicles. Vendors ambled along, noisily hawking their wares; while beggars, clad in the most pathetic tatters, stretched their palms out for alms. Crowds spat right in the middle of the road and the whole place reeked of stale urine. People generally dressed in vibrant clothes, so the country was a riot of sound, smells, color and crowds! Samuel sensed that I was growing overwhelmed, and led me to a waiting cab. The cab was black and yellow, quite unlike the brighter ones I had seen in the UK. Samuel and the driver shoved my luggage into the dickey, after which the door of the back seat was held open for me. As I got in, I saw Samuel get in beside the driver. 

“Where to?” asked the driver. 

“Kamathipura” replied Samuel in low, hushed tones. 

Much to my astonishment, the driver got out. He held the back door open for me and said:

“Please get off, Madam. I am not driving you guys there”. 

“Listen, Sir” Samuel pleaded “the lady has just had a long journey and needs to rest. Please take us to our destination”. 

“I am sorry, but I am not going there” the driver repeated. 

Samuel wordlessly retrieved a hundred rupee note from his pocket and pressed it into the driver’s palms. “This is in addition to the cab fare” he quietly said “please buy your children ice- creams”. 

The driver climbed in and drove through crowded jam-packed streets. As it was getting dark, commuters were in a rush to get home from their offices to the comfort of their families. As the driver skillfully weaved his way through the congested roads, I appraised myself in my hand mirror. My skin glowed with health and vigor, and my hair looked as ethereal as ever. I realized that my voice had become as sweet as any girl’s. As I pulled my brown knee-length boots higher, I ruminated on my gender status. Thanks to Cecelia’s passport, the emigration officer “processed” me as a female. Nobody on the plane—the pilot, passengers or the cabin crew—ever acknowledged me as anything but female. Samuel and the cab driver too addressed me as “Madam” and treated me as they would a young woman. In spite of having been given hormones for a good three months, I still retained a penis. However, in spite of having a penis, I, for all intents and purposes, passed off as a genetic female to the world. 

The taxi came to an abrupt halt in a dingy side lane. While I had expected to see a modest-sized house, with a garden and possibly a garage, I just saw rows and rows of little pigeon-hole like rooms set above each other in three-storied apartments. The little cubbyholes were devoid of any recognizable color, but the doors and windows were painted a ghastly bright blue. As Samuel collected my luggage, and led me up a flight of stairs, I noticed that the railings were rusted. 

The walls by the side were a dirty brown, with paint chipping off in at least a million places. 

When we reached the second floor, Samuel led me into a cramped little room with three little beds, a stove and a miniscule television set. I looked around the room to see that it had the same drab brown walls, with ghastly blue doors and windows. I saw little shelves laden with bottles of small poisonous- looking sweets and hangers from

which cheap, gaudy, shimmering clothes were hung. Currently, two other people entered the room. They looked like men, but wore garish elaborate costumes, jewelry and makeup like women. When I involuntarily recoiled from these girls, they gave me gummy grins and said:

“There’s no need to act coy, honey. We know you too have a cock….just like us (one of them hitched her skirt up and showed me her male genitals). That’s why you have been brought to the “hijra gully” or the exclusive street of the transgendered”. 

I looked at Samuel incredulously. He nodded, apparently agreeing with the transsexual girls. “Yes, Imogene told me that you are a transgendered person” he said. 

“What does that have to do with anything?” I asked “My gender shouldn’t matter considering the work I am supposed to do. I am supposed to work as a maidservant in your house, right?” 

Samuel sniggered partly in pity, half in scorn “It seems like Imogene has played a trick on you” he said “You were sent here to work as a prostitute, not as a maid”. 

“What?!” I exclaimed flabbergasted. Shock and disbelief washed over me in waves. My already overtaxed knees turned to jelly, and I slumped down on one of the beds “why would Imogene lie to me?” 

“That’s because she sold you to me for a good amount of money” 

replied Samuel candidly “when Imogene was in financial trouble, I had made her an offer to come here and work as a sex worker, but she had refused. Nevertheless, we kept in touch. I told her that she could come here whenever she wished, as white-skinned prostitutes are very popular in this part of the world. She chose not to be a sex worker…. However, she got in touch a few days back and offered me an alternative. Since you too are a Caucasian I accepted”. 

I couldn’t believe that Imogene had also betrayed me. Was no one worthy of being trusted at all? Was my beauty such a fatal gift that it

got me into trouble every time? 

I had no energy for anything, but to put my head on my lap and sob. 

“Crying is of no use, Adele” replied Samuel half-sympathetically, partly in irritation “you might as well accept the situation that you are in. It’s not too bad a life, you’ll eventually get accustomed to it like these girls (he glanced towards the two other transsexuals, and they nodded in assent). It is degrading at first, but you will soon start enjoying it. Even the humiliation will start seeming like fun to you”. 

Samuel’s words offered little consolation, but I pulled myself together. “Come on now” cajoled Samuel “the girls will help you get dressed like a beautiful bride. You are to have a distinguished customer tonight. Ivor Rhind, the only son of business tycoon, Rupert Rhind. Ivor is known to be very generous with the prostitutes. 

If you’re lucky, he’ll shower you with gifts”. 

Rupert Rhind. The name rang a bell in the deep recesses of my memory. Rupert Rhind was a top industrialist and a major competitor of my father’s. I had vaguely heard that a few businesses of Rhind Ltd. were based in India. So tonight I would be offering my services to Rupert Rhind’s son…. Traveling all the way from the UK to India to suck the cock of your father’s business rival’s son. What an irony. 

“Come on, honey, over thinking is of no use” said the transsexual girls as they led me to the bathroom. They made me strip to my skin and washed me with soap and water. They subsequently took away my modest brassiere and panties and gave me sexy ones made of silk and satin. As the dark peacock-blue lacey bra and panties hugged and rubbed against my creamy curves, I found myself getting aroused in spite of my despair. When the girls went out for a minute to ferret out suitable clothes for my big night, I couldn’t resist cupping my breasts with my shapely hands and giving them a firm squeeze. I found them all melting away--the tiredness brought on by the journey, the memory of my past replete with jealousy, treachery, torture and humiliation. I squeezed my breasts again, and felt my cock twitch beneath my panties. I pinched one of my nipples and

wondered if it would feel the same when my customer squeezed them. 

I hastily lowered my hands from my breasts when my colleagues entered the bathroom. They dressed me in a blue cropped top and a flared skirt embellished with beads and sequins. They brushed my long auburn hair until it glimmered like orange gold. They salvaged some jewelry and decked me with hoop earrings, bangles and delicate silver anklets. My almond-shaped grey green eyes were highlighted with a double coat of dramatic black eyeliner and my eyelashes were darkened with a coat of mascara. When the girls had fastened a tiny diamond stud on my belly button, Samuel came in to announce that Ivor Rhind had arrived. 

I was led down a dingy corridor, into an evil-smelling little room. The walls were painted a bile-rising blue, and the doors and windows were painted a gaudier shade of the same color. A tall, burly light-haired man lay spread-eagled on the bed, awaiting me. Since he seemed closer to 40 than 25, I began to have doubts if he was indeed the achingly young Ivor Rhind, the scion of Rhind Ltd. I asked Samuel the same and said:

“Actually, Ivor will be a wee bit late. You first start of with Mr. Bill”. 

Samuel shut the door leaving me alone with Bill and went away. I stood in my wretched little cropped blouse and embroidered skirt, facing an obviously leering Bill. The man seemed to be an uncompromisingly blue collared worker—a plumber, electrician or a mechanic—rather than an “elite” client as Samuel had proclaimed. 

Bill unzipped his pants and let his organ swing free. The shape and size of him terrified me. Is he going to fuck me with  that one? God, his penis was way huger than Imogene’s dildo. And Bill was about five to six inches taller than Imogene….there was no way I could escape his sexual onslaughts. 

My heart thud painfully in my bosom as Bill walked towards me. He planted a rough kiss on my cheek and then moved to my lips. His

lips were coarse, unlike Imogene’s. Bill pulled me closer to him, pressing his body close against mine. His manhood pressed urgently against my jewel-encrusted abdomen, accentuating my feelings of terror. As one reptilian tongue swirled the sides of my mouth, I lost my nerve, latched the door open and ran down the entire length of the urine-reeking corridors. Bill came chasing after me, a towel draped around his massive middle. I could almost feel his hot rancid breath on my neck. 

Much to my distress, Samuel was headed towards me from the other side, smoking a cheap-looking cigarette. Dear me, I was caught between the devil and the deep blue sea! Against my better judgment, I continued tottering towards Samuel. He caught me by the arms, pinning both behind my back and hissed in my ear:

“Where’re you going, you little pansy?” 

“Please, let me go” I screamed hysterically “that…that man is no elite client. He seems a pimp like you. I don’t want to service him!” 

“Your language is foul” Samuel hissed in my ear “but can’t say you’re wrong. We have a rule in Kamathipura. The girls and transsexuals are first raped by us pimps, before you are offered to customers. 

That way, we make sure that you are meek and docile when you’re handed over to the clients”. 

“Let me go” I said, struggling to wrench myself free from the man’s powerful grasp “I am from a sophisticated, high-class family. I certainly will not sleep with any dirty pimps. I don’t want to end up with hepatitis or, worse, HIV!” 

“You rude pussy” yelled Samuel. His dark face had clouded over with fury and he was breathing fire like a dragon. He took a deep puff of his cigarette and threatened to burn me with its edge. As the cigarette butt’s smoldering surface came closer to my creamy skin, I asked him for mercy. Samuel took advantage of my vulnerability and bodily carried me into Bill’s room. 

***

I was given a quick bite to eat and hurried into the suite Ivor Rhind was waiting in. Samuel led me into a fairly posh room with a huge double bed in the center. A tall young man in a grey suit stood with his back to me. Samuel withdrew, closed and latched the door behind him. I was trapped all alone in the room enriched with the tantalizing fragrance of rose petals, a huge chandelier hanging from the ceiling, and a tall stranger standing with his back turned towards me. 

Ivor Rhind turned. My heart thrummed within my breast. He was young: about 25 or so and was good-looking in a rugged kind of a way. Ivor’s sandy hair was thick on top but shorter near the ears, eyes a mysterious chocolate-brown and features pleasant even if uncompromisingly masculine. With a cursory nod at me, he flung off his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a tanned, well-toned torso. Ivor sat down on the edge of the bed and gestured towards his lap. As I sat down on his hard muscular thigh, Ivor asked:

“what’s your name?” 

His voice was gruff, but not unpleasant. 

“Adele” I answered, desisted from mentioning my surname. 

“Well Adele, you have the most beautiful hair” said Ivor, caressing my shimmering tresses. 

I couldn’t help smiling. “I’ve inherited it from my mother” I said. Ivor and I looked into each other’s eyes for a long time, before Ivor spoke. 

“Kiss me” he ordered gruffly. 

I humbly obeyed, placing one hand on his shoulder and another on the side of his masculine jaw. As my soft buttery lips made contact with his coarse weather-beaten ones, I felt a sort of reluctant warmth

building in my loins. I was getting turned on against my will as I used to with Imogene. In order to distract myself, I held on more fiercely to Ivor’s face and gazed into those enigmatic chocolate-brown eyes that simultaneously teased and bore into the depths of my soul. 

Barely three minutes had passed, yet I felt as if an eternity had gone by. Suddenly, Ivor’s strong, determined lips were pressed on mine. 

His kiss was intense, passionate and demanding. At this moment I felt the nubs on my breasts go pebble-hard. In spite of the terrible experience I had had with the pimps, I truly wanted to have sex with the man. 

I flung my arms around Ivor, fondling his broad robust shoulders and strong back as he leaned into me. His lips forced mine to part and soon his tongue tussled with mine. With the sudden tense coiling of my body, I felt I was standing at the edge of a cliff, looking down at the depths below. Ivor’s lips continued ravaging my soft mouth and his manly hands started loitering all over my curves. At this point, I took initiative. I raised my hands and clutched at his sandy brown hair. God, it was so thick, I thought I’d lose my fingers in the dense mass! Ivor salvaged his hands from my body and gently caressed my cheekbones with his fingers. His kiss became so intense that I thought I’d swoon with sheer pleasure. 

Ivor supported my back with his huge hands, so that my body arched forward slightly. Taking advantage of my innocently provocative posture, Ivor pressed his shapely nose to my neck and nuzzled it. 

His touch tickled and I giggled like a schoolgirl. Ivor proceeded to kiss the delicate flesh of my neck, savoring its creaminess. I held on to his torso like a vice, so that I wouldn’t fall off in my ecstasy. Ivor circled my slender waist with his strong arm and held me steady. His mouth found the base of my throat, the inviting hollow between my exquisite clavicles. His kiss lingered on the throbbing, pulsating spot. 

The moment ceased to be a mere physical one for me anymore; it became spiritual. I felt as though my heart was stuck in the area between my collarbones and that Ivor had pinned it down with his lips. 

When Ivor raised his melting chocolate brown eyes to meet mine, I knew he felt it too: the spiritual connection. I had never felt this way before in my life; neither had Ivor. One look at his honest brown eyes and I could tell. 

I got off Ivor’s lap and kneeled down in front of him. I gently parted his legs, and wedged myself right in between them. I reached out for his belt and opened it. I undid the zipper of Ivor’s classy grey trousers and slid them down in one graceful fluid movement. Much to my delight, his white boxer shorts came down along with his trousers too. I’d caught two birds with one stone. Good. 

I turned my attention to Ivor’s cock that had sprung free. Its size and girth made my own organ twitch within my peacock blue satin panties. I wrapped my dainty fingers around it, reveling in the contrast my creamy skin provided against the coarse texture of his cock. Quite a few girls had given me oral pleasure while in high school, so I knew what I had to do to please a man. I ran my tongue along the length of Ivor’s cock, from the base to the tip. Ivor closed his eyes. “Sweet Jesus”, he murmured, letting out a long exhalation. 

Gratified with his response, I wrapped my tongue around his cock and licked and sucked it for all I was worth. The look of unrivalled pleasure that came over Ivor’s face was the greatest gift I had hitherto received. 

I proceeded to his balls, and gently sucked them. Ivor gratefully reached out for my reddish golden hair and stroked it tenderly. I continued alternately sucking Ivor’s balls and cock, until I heard his breathing quicken. He grew hard and massive under my touch. 

Excusing himself like a true gentleman, Ivor disappeared into a small adjoining room, which I presumed was the bathroom. He came back a minute later, with a crooked devilish smile on his face. Ivor was, no doubt, playing the details of the last few moments in his head. 

He gently eased me out of my cropped top and lacy bra. As my huge pink-tipped globules came into view, I could hear Ivor gasp. He gently traced a line from my right breast to my jeweled belly button and then to my left breast in a neat erotic triangle. Ivor’s mouth

lingered on my left nipple and he sucked gently, while his hand fondled my right breast. I was so overcome with a plethora of feelings that I couldn’t think right. I found myself wishing that I had a pretty pussy instead of a hideous cock, so that it stained me with its juices. I fervently prayed for a vagina, so that I could invite this wonderful man into my body. 

Suddenly, Ivor abandoned the upper part of my body. He urged me to stand up and pulled off my embellished skirt and panties. As Ivor stood surveying my naked shemale form, I felt no shame. I searched Ivor’s eyes for mockery, but found none. All I could see on his was admiration and desire. 

Ivor gently lay me prone on the bed, and spread my legs. He moved between them and gently parted my butt cheeks. He laid his cock in between, and rubbed up and down between my fleshes. Slowly, Ivor guided his thick cock head into my entrance and then sank the entire organ in with a masculine groan. I slightly raised my derriere to ease the intercourse. Then slowly, but surely, both Ivor and I started moving in tandem. As Ivor increased the speed and intensity of his thrusts, I came with a loud high-pitched moan of satisfaction. As Ivor pulled out of me, he rolled me over and fell into my arms with a look of immense gratitude. 

“Thank you, lovely Adele” Ivor said kissing my dark eyebrow “I’ve never felt such an intense spiritual connection with anyone before”. 

“Thank you, Mr. Rhind” I replied kissing Ivor’s rugged cheek “for making me feel the same way”. 


***

Ivor Rhind visited every day after that. “When I used to visit earlier” 

he confessed, during a post-coital conversation one night “I just sought to satisfy my sexual appetite. Ever since my mother died when I was sixteen, I felt a strange sort of emptiness within me. I soon discovered that sex sort of remedied that. It wasn’t a cure, 

more of a stop gap arrangement. However, with you, it isn’t just about sex. I feel a deep bond with you”. 

“I am glad you feel that way about me” I said stroking Ivor’s thick sandy brown hair “and I can very much relate to the pain you must have felt when you lost your mother. My own mother passed away when I was 12”. I paused abruptly, not wanting to delve into darker details about Shakira, the old storehouse or the forbidden mirror. I didn’t want to think about the Mater or her terrible daughters. My experiences had been horrific and I shuddered to raise ghosts of the past. 

Eventually, with each passing visit, Ivor grew closer to me. He had fallen deeply in love with me and had no qualms expressing his feelings. When Ivor made love to me, he gave me his entire soul, not just his body. And as for me…. 

I don’t quite know what I felt. Sure, I liked Ivor: his eyes, voice, and his smile. There were certain stirrings of tenderness I felt when Ivor’s lips met mine and when our bodies conjoined. But beyond that I couldn’t trust my feelings. I had trusted my feelings when I had loved Shakira nearly as much as I had loved my own mother, only to be betrayed by her. I had taken her assistant Imogene at her word, only to later discover that Imgene had sold me into flesh trade as if I was a piece of meat. I’d always thought feelings and intuitions were the best guides, but they had failed me miserably each time. It was only wise that I refrain from trusting Ivor no matter how much I liked him. 

Along with Ivor, I had another regular customer named Sean. Sean was about thirty years old, lean and had dark brown hair. Sean’s coarseness with my body was in striking contrast with Ivor’s respectful treatment of me. While Ivor worshipped my body and lovingly fondled and caressed its every curve and dip, Sean treated me like a mere sex object. He’d come in late at night and rip the clothes off my body in the most disrespectful way. He’d then pounce on me like a tiger, and maul—nip, claw, bite—whichever part of my body caught his fancy. He’d roughly throw me on my stomach and would penetrate my rear with such force and intensity that it hurt like

hell. In the morning, I’d feel too sore to walk and would limp around the entire place. No number of scarves and veils that I wore concealed the numerous bite and scratch marks that the animal left on my creamy flesh. 

A concerned Ivor would ask me as to who treated me so roughly, but according to the rules of the brothel I wasn’t supposed to tell. “I’ll whack you and skin you alive if you tell on one customer to another” 

Samuel had warned me. One look at his mean, portly face, and I could tell Samuel hadn’t been joking. Besides, there was the issue of trust. Ever since I had been betrayed, first by Shakira and then by Imogene, I found that I couldn’t confide in anyone including my darling Ivor. 

However, every human being has a saturation point, beyond which they can’t suffer. One night after Sean had raped me, I ran away from Kamathipura. It was as simple as checking to see if my roommates were in deep throes of sleep . And tiptoeing along the co rridor and peeking into the room in which Samuel slept. I saw Samuel lying on his cot like a beached whale, snoring loudly. Then I niftily traipsed down two flights of stairs and removed the front bolt, noiselessly. Before I knew it, I had stepped into open air, out of the brothel—into freedom. 

Chapter 7 - The Perfect Ending? 

In a hurry to get away, I had just walked out wearing my white cotton nightgown over basic underwear. Such had been my haste to get away that I hadn’t bothered wearing shoes. The road under my soft feet was hard, coarse and rough. I found myself wishing that I had stopped to put on a pair of slippers, at least. 

But I found the taste of freedom intoxicating. Having the wind in hair after so long was an experience. The road beneath my feet was rough, yet I found the walk liberating. I didn’t have a flashlight or a single other source of artificial light; the rays of the full moon was my only guide through the narrow, dingy side lanes of Kamathipura. I got some more help after I hit the main road. The streetlights, which stood at every turning like obedient sentinels, illuminated my path. I walked on, clueless as to where my bare feet were taking me. But to be honest, I was just content to keep on walking. 

Hey what is the small rectangular box-like structure at the turning? I walk a few more meters, so that I can see the booth clearly. It’s a PCO. God be blessed, I never imagined PCOs existed in this day and age. They have been obsolete in the UK for ages. But they seemingly aren’t so in India. Well, there are  some advantages of living in a developing country. 

I cross the road and let myself into the heartening rectangular booth. 

I insert the area code, and then dial the only too familiar number—

my father’s. Dad doesn’t answer immediately. “Please dad, pick up the phone” I pray softly under my breath “I am living on borrowed time”. The phone rings, umpteen times. After an eternity, my father’s crisp no-nonsense voice comes on the other end of the line. 

“Hello. Who’s this?” he says. 

So overwhelmed am I by the sound of that familiar voice that I don’t speak for one whole minute. How much my father must miss me. I

can’t even imagine the extent of trauma he must have endured after I went missing. 

“Dad” I say, my voice breaking with emotion “It’s me, Aaron”. 

My voice has changed, turned into a woman’s, but my father isn’t fooled. Sure, he’s surprised at the change in my voice, but doesn’t suspect the call is a hoax. My father believes in the caller is me alright. 

“Jesus, Aaron” he asks “you sound just like Bryony….what happened? Where are you right now? We have been searching for you like hounds for the past two years”. 

“It’s a long story, dad” I say, and inhale sharply as I hear Shakira moving in the background, shouting out orders to the servants “I’ll explain in detail when I have the time. Right now I am in--” I let my sentence hang mid-air and hastily keep the receiver back on the cradle. I’ve spotted a dark, portly figure by the side of the road. 

Samuel has realized that I have escaped the brothel. He’s hot on my heels now. 

My heart drumming in my ears, I duck and scuttle into the side line. I find a deserted shed and hide, keeping a watch on the main road the whole time. The portly figure moves on ahead of the main road. I heave a sigh of relief. 

I look around me. It seems like I am in a deserted shoe repair shop. 

A tattered soot-smeared jacket hangs in the shop and I put it on. 

White is too conspicuous a color for an absconder to be wearing; I am sure I’d be spotted soon if I continue sauntering around in my night gown. 

My reddish golden hair is another thing that draws a lot of attention. 

Its hue is so rare, especially in these parts, that anyone would recognize me from meters away. It would have to be concealed in some way or the other. I try drawing the hood of the jacket over my head, but tassels of hair escape, cascading down the sides of my

face. No, the jacket hood is a very poor disguise. I need to do something more dramatic. 

I spot a bottle of shoe polish on a dilapidated shelf. Wow, it’s a perfect answer to my prayers! I slather my hands with the liquid and apply layers of it in my hair, looking at my reflection in the shop window pane. Once my hair is dyed an even raven black, I pick up a stray shoelace and scrunch my hair on top of my head in a messy top knot. I daub the remaining shoe polish on my face and on the exposed part of my legs and arms. I slip my bare feet into a pair of discarded old brown sneakers abandoned in the shop and appraise myself in the window pane. I am satisfied with my aptly disheveled appearance. I truly look the part I intend playing for the next few days—that of a beggar’s. 

Confident that I won’t be recognized, I hang around the Kamathipura area for the next two days. Thankfully, with my beautiful hair dyed and concealed beneath the hideous hood and my attractive figure hidden under the shapeless jacket, I am spared the roving eye of lechers. They just give me a fleeting glance, dismiss me as an ugly girl and look for other conquests. This is the first time that I have been spared negative attention due to my beauty, which, as my life has proven, is an indubitably a fatal gift. Apart from the brief respite of Ivor’s love, my beauty has brought me nothing but misery and woe. Yet I can’t get myself to chop off my auburn locks and roam freely as males would. I am  never voluntarily going to cut the only tangible link that I have with my deceased mother. So if my hair brings me misery, so be it. It is here for keeps. 

I discover that I am fairly good at panhandling. I hang around outside local shops and restaurants and ask the customers for money. I keep my manner as unobtrusive and solicitous as ever. Even though I have made myself unattractive, there is something—perhaps the innocence in my grey-green eyes and the vulnerability of my sweet feminine voice—that makes people dig into their wallets and hand me some loose change. One woman, a middle aged maternal being, 

is moved enough to give me a hundred rupee note. I am so elated that I give her my best smile. 

My stomach starts rumbling. I realize that its 11 am and I have had nothing for breakfast. I move towards the nearest tea stall and buy myself a tea and a bun. As I settle down on the makeshift wooden bench to enjoy my snacks in peace, I hear voices. A couple is heading in my direction, evidently to have a beverage at the tea stall. 

I glance casually at them. My heart skips a beat. The man is Samuel, dressed in his best, most blaring polyester shirt and a pair of mucky brown trousers. The new clothes have obviously been worn to please his female companion: a white Caucasian lady. If my heart skips a beat at beholding Samuel, it nearly stops as I recognize the lady. It’s none other than the lethal Imogene Tetlow. She is dressed informally, in a pair of white slacks and a sleeveless grey top, but I know it is Imogene. I know it is her as definitely as I know that my hair is auburn. 

“God, how did this happen?! “ I wonder as I quietly get up and start walking away, holding my half-eaten bun and disposable tea cup in my hands. I then rerun the events of the past three days in my mind. 

When my father picked up his cell phone, I heard Shakira in the background. She probably guessed that it was me at the other end of the line. I was sure Imogene had told Shakira about my having been sold to a pimp and sent far away to India to work as a prostitute. My surmise is that after my call to my father, a suspicious Shakira phoned Imogene and asked her to check up on me. 

Imogene probably got in touch with Samuel who told her that I had absconded Kamathipura and was roaming free on the streets of Mumbai. Imogene possibly couldn’t let that happen. If I happened to go to the nearest police station and tipped off the police, she would be in big trouble for having sold me to Samuel. Samuel and his brothel would probably also have been in soup. There would probably be a raid and the sex workers would be rescued. Both Imogene and Samuel couldn’t bear the prospect of an arrest. 

Imogene probably came to India to help Samuel look for me, so that

I could be nabbed and dragged into that cubbyhole of a brothel again. 

I play some smart moves; I have to give myself credit for that. I move out of Kamathipura area and roam around the entire city, taking care never to linger in one place for more than one or two hours. Loitering would evoke suspicion and draw people’s attention towards me. I spend the next few days at subway stations, truck stops, the campus of St. Xavier’s’ and other colleges and at the shopping areas in Cuff Parade and Santa Cruz. I place myself directly opposite the entrance of the subway station so that it is easier for people to see me. Over a period of time, I become more enterprising and fish a piece of cardboard out from a recycle bin. I borrow a marker from a passerby and write “Starving: please give money for food” and hold it over at the entrance of the subway. 

Most people are kind. They are moved by the sight of a young white girl standing all alone on the mean streets of Mumbai, begging. They drop more loose change into my outstretched palm than they probably would into a local beggar’s. However, I also have my share of negative incidents. I approach a well-dressed middle aged man in an expensive Armani suit at Cuff Parade and ask for some money. 

The man, who is probably at the beach brooding over a failed business move or a broken relationship, is irked by the intrusion. 

“Get away from me” he snaps, shooing me away as if I was nothing more than an annoying common mosquito “scoot, before I call the cops!” 

Cops. I wonder why I haven’t approached them yet. I have every conceivable reason to. I have been abducted and kept captive in England. Subsequently, I have been sold to a pimp and forced to work as a prostitute in the red light area of Mumbai. The police are likely to take a serious view of the matter. They will most probably believe me and contact my father immediately. My father would promptly come to fetch me and I could go back to England. The true colors of my hypocritical stepmother would be revealed. I would report Imogene and her family to the UK police and they would be

arrested and tried for various charges including abduction, rape and torture among other things. 

Yes, the police would believe me. But what if they don’t? What if they treat me like a common little beggar who is wasting their time by weaving an impossible tale? What if  the cops  strip and rape me? 

(This has been known to happen in India). 

If there is a defect that I suffer from, it may be lack of trust. Lack of trust prevented me from confiding in Ivor about the rapes perpetuated by Sean. Lack of faith prevents me from seeking help from the police and getting in touch with my father. Lack of trust is something that I can’t get over. And I suffer as a consequence of that. 

I keep an eye open for PCOs in the area. There are none, except for the one in Kamathipura. And going back to Kamathipura is out of the question. It is too dangerous a territory for me to venture into. 

In the mornings, I follow a pre-planned circuit. At night, I find myself a park and sleep on a bench, hoping against hope that the police won’t find and fine me. I fervently pray that I am not found and sexually assaulted by any ruffian roaming the streets. 


***

One night, as I lay sprawled on the bed, I heard the distant rumbling of thunder. The rumbling grew closer and dark, menacing clouds obscured the moon. The cold night air turned a tad chillier. I hugged myself for warmth. The tattered jacket that I had picked up from the deserted shoe repair shop had worn out so completely that I had been forced to discard it. I had managed to buy another pair of clothes, a cheap yellow t-shirt and a pair of women’s jeans, but they were now lying dirty and unwashed in the secondhand rucksack that I had purchased from a footpath hawker. All I now had to cover my body with was the very flimsy sleeveless white nightgown I had absconded from the brothel in. 

I had another misfortune to deal with. While I had been sleeping at the railway station one night, rats, or some other nocturnal creatures, had chewed up my sturdy brown sneakers, leaving me barefooted and vulnerable. As the thunder rumbled louder and I saw a streak of lightening in the sky, I fervently yearned for the thick old jacket and the sturdy brown sneakers. 

It slowly started, with one drop, then another. Soon I could feel a light drizzle on my arms. Before I could look for shelter, it had started raining quite heavily. As the rain washed away the black shoe polish off my hair, I desperately looked around for a tree or some other sort of a canopy. In a trice, the heavy rain intensified into a torrential downpour accompanied by lethal winds and biting cold. Lightening grinned maliciously from in between the clouds, as hailstones and sleet crashed on the ground. I never ever thought it would get so cold in Mumbai, but you never know nowadays…. Nature has its unpredictable mood swings. I, a frail ghostly figure in white, was tossed to and fro by the winds. In spite of the perpetual, vicious onslaught of the elements of nature, I walked on. I ran into the nearest building, a huge white mansion with wrought iron gate, and rang the doorbell. Since no one answered immediately, I rang the bell once again. 

A portly woman appeared at the door. She was about 55 years old, and wore an apron above her floral-printed dress. Though not superbly rich, the woman had a solid aura of old world respectability about her. The kitchen ladle in her hand and peremptory air about her told me that the woman was probably the cook cum housekeeper of the mansion. 

She looked at me, from head to toe, with disdain and scornfully asked: “Yes, what do you want?” I could see her continuing to appraise my wet unkempt locks, tattered white night gown, faded old rucksack and bare feet. The woman clearly wasn’t impressed. 

“It’s raining heavily outside and I have nowhere to go” I said humbly

“I was wondering if I could get shelter in this house”. 

“I am sorry, but that’s not possible” said the woman curtly “this is a private mansion, not a home for destitute women”. 

As I continued to plead with the woman to let me in, a gentleman of about fifty manifested from inside the posh interiors of the house. He was tall, had sandy brown hair touched by a hint of pepper and salt, and, all in all, looked very distinguished. 

“Is there a problem, Mrs. D’Souza?” he asked the housekeeper

“what’s the commotion all about?” 

“This beggar girl asks for shelter for the night, Mr. Rhind” replied the woman “and I put my foot down saying that this is not a home for the destitute. However, the girl continues to argue”. 

Mr. Rhind. I couldn’t believe my ears. I was standing at the altar of Ivor Rhind’s father’s (and my father’s old business rival’s) house. 

This couldn’t be mere chance. For reasons unknown to me, destiny was playing weird little tricks on me. 

“Mr. Rupert Rhind?” I asked to confirm. 

“Yes, that’s my name” said the man, raising his hair surprisingly “how do you know?” 

“I know because I am the son…ahem, daughter of your old business rival, Giles Grieg” I replied. 

Much to my relief, Mr. Rhind didn’t dismiss my claim immediately. He gave me the benefit of doubt and, in measured tones asked, “but why would the daughter of Giles Grieg walk the streets of Mumbai in tattered clothes on a forlorn deserted night?” 

“It’s a long story” I said tersely “let’s just say I was a victim of deceit”. 

I saw Mr. Rhind regarding me pensively. I could see him appraise me

—my command over English and my manners—and make deductions and calculations in his head. Mr. Rhind obviously came to some sort of an inward decision, for he said. 

“Okay, I do believe you are the daughter of Giles Grieg. But suppose I gave you shelter for the night and even let you stay in my mansion for a couple of days, what would I get in return?” 

“Perhaps a partnership with Grieg Industries Ltd?” I said “I’ll talk to my father in a few days time”. 

“Deal” said Mr. Rhind and let me inside. 


***

The Rhind Mansion was sparsely but tastefully decorated. The walls were white and the flooring was made of marble. The furniture that graced the room was elegant and understated. A huge painting of modern art adorned one of the walls of the room. 

Mr. Rhind sent Mrs. D’Souza to accompany me to the guest room. 

Just as we were passing the kitchen, Ivor came out, munching on an apple. The expression of astonishment that crossed his face on seeing me in his house was worth a million bucks! 

“Darling Adele!” he said throwing his arms around me “where were you all these days? And how did you land here?” 

“Patience, my darling” I said kissing him (much to the embarrassment of Mrs. D’Souza) “I’ll tell you everything from beginning to end after I’ve had a shower”. 


***

I sat, in a borrowed pair of men’s shirt and pajamas, drying my hair by the snug fireplace. Ivor lay prone on the bed opposite mine, looking deep into my grey-green eyes with his own fathomless chocolate-brown ones. 

“Now tell me, Adele” he said “why did you run away without telling me? Don’t you like me enough to confide in me?” 

“Oh, I do like you” I said taking Ivor’s huge manly hands in my own petite ones “it’s just that…I have a problem trusting people”. 

“Why dear?” asked Ivor, concern reflected in his gruff voice “why is that so?” 

I hesitated for a moment and told him. From beginning to end. My story of loving Shakira and her subsequent deceit, and the horrors that I had had to endure after being abducted from home. I also told Ivor about Imogene’s lie and her ruthlessness in selling me off to Samuel like a mere chunk of meat. Not a detail was left out, about the feminization or the rapes. However, I kept the knowledge of the old storehouse and the forbidden mirror to myself. That was a secret that was best left buried in one’s bosom, best left un-whispered in any human ear. 

“I understand you now; darling Adele” replied Ivor gently “life has been terrible for you. However, I’d like to make it beautiful for you now” Ivor jumped off the bed, got down on one knee and asked “will you marry me, love?” 

My world stopped for a moment. I felt a delicious thrumming in my heart. I looked deep into Ivor’s chocolate-brown eyes and said “Yes, I’d be honored to….but there is something I’d like to do before that, if finances permit”. 

“Anything, dear” replied Ivor “and don’t worry about money. I have plenty of it”. 

“I’d like to transform into a complete woman” I said “by undergoing sex reassignment surgery”. 


***

The next day, I was admitted to a hospital belonging to the Rhind family. I was asked to wear a dark blue hospital Johnny and undergo a surgical procedure. I believe it entailed using raw material from the penis to create female genitals. The shaft of the penis is inverted and

becomes the lining of my vaginal canal. The fleshy head of the penis becomes the clitoris. The scrotum is transformed into a perfect labia. 

Ivor asked me to stay in the nursing home for a few weeks during the recuperation period. That’s because he didn’t want Mr. Rhind to know that I was born a man. “Dad thinks you’re the  daughter of Mr. 

Giles Grieg” Ivor explained “and I see no reason to break the illusion”. Though I thought it is wrong to continue keeping my gender identity a secret from Mr. Rhind, I didn’t argue with Ivor. I concentrated on recovering and exploring my new genitals. 

A vagina was a wonderland. It was bestowed with such wonderful sensitivity that I could work myself into an orgasm, merely by rubbing my clitoris. The orgasms that I experienced now were sexier and much more intense than the ones I used to have as a male. I was asked to dilate my vagina frequently. But after four weeks, Ivor and I resumed our sex life, reducing the frequency of dilation. Sex as a woman was divine. I was happy that I now had a female organ to please my man. 

On the seventh week after my bottom surgery, Ivor got me a white wedding dress. It fit well….embraced my every curve and dip. I brushed my hair until it glittered like reddish gold. Ivor wore a traditional black suit and slicked his sandy hair back with hair gel. He and I went to the registrar’s office and registered our marriage. Ivor and I were man and wife now. Initially, I was concerned as to how I could marry a man (since I was born a male myself). This was when Cecelia‘s passport came in handy! Since Cecelia and I shared a distinct resemblance (she too had red hair and gray-green eyes), no one suspected anything. Of course, Cecelia’s hair was a more common red than mine and not as lush (If I may humbly say so myself), but the authorities in India weren’t so discerning. They probably thought that my hair faded in the bright tropical sun of their country! 

Ivor and I drove straight to the Rhind Mansion after our wedding. Mr. 

Rhind was surprised to see me in a wedding dress and his son in a traditional black suit. Though he was taken aback at our sudden

marriage, Mr. Rhind wasn’t unhappy. After all, I was the great Giles Grieg’s “daughter”. I didn’t want to keep Mr. Rhind under an illusion. I didn’t want to begin my new life with a lie. 

“Mr. Rhind, I have something to tell you…” I said, and told him about my previous gender identity. 


***

The next day, I wake up humming a tune to myself. Mr. Rhind was so broad-minded and understanding about the whole gender identity thing! Now that I have been accepted as Ivor’s wife by his father, I am ecstatic. I walk to the front door and pick up the newspaper. The headline makes me freeze. 

“Business Tycoon Giles Grieg’s Second Wife Suffers a Fatal Fall from the Horse” it says. 

Dear God, even Shakira is dead. In an uncanny coincidence, she has died much the same way my mother did. My heart clenches with sorrow as I remember the good times Shakira and I had. However, considering the troubles I had in life due to Shakira, I also experience a sense of….relief. 

Nobody can come in the way of my happiness now. I can live my life happily ever after. But first, I want to meet dad and seek his blessings. 


***

The journey was a tiring one. Yet I felt refreshed as I beheld the lovely lakes, mountains, tall grasses and cobblestones of Windermere. Mr. Rhind sat in the front seat beside the cab driver. 

Ivor sat beside me in the back seat, holding my hand. Ivor and I made a lovely couple, with Ivor dressed in dashing brown corduroy trousers and a checked red and white shirt and me swathed in a black and white polka dotted dress, red high heels and a fascinator. I couldn’t wait to see my father and give him a long overdue tight hug. 

Mixed feelings churned in my bosom as the familiar white building, with a grey triangular roof, came into view. My house. I felt delight mingled with…nervousness. I was the same person, yet my gender has changed. Would my father accept me in my new body? 

My new family and I walked across the garden. My father was sitting in front of the house, relaxing on an easy chair. “Hello, dad” I said as I approached him. My father squinted at me for a minute, before recognition dawns in his blue eyes. 

“Aaron!” he said and gave me a hug “I don’t know how you became a woman, but I know it is you. You are a spitting image of my darling Bryony!”. 

“It’s a long story dad” I said “we have plenty of catching up to do”. I paused for a minute and then said “I am sorry about Shakira”. 

“Yes, that was a tragedy” said my father in a subdued tone “we lost her much in the same way as we lost your mother, can you believe it?” 

“Fate is uncanny” I admitted in sober tones “it indeed plays the strangest of tricks”. 

“It certainly does” my father said “and you are testimony of that. I still can’t believe that you have…changed. Tell me…was it forced?” 

“It was” I said soberly “Imogene and her family were involved”. 

Shakira’s name was at the tip of my tongue, but I didn’t say it. 

“Imogene?!” my father’s blue eyes opened wide in astonishment

“Whatever for?” 

“She sold me for prostitution” I said, bending my head down in humiliation. 

“Poor child” said my father sympathetically “how you must have suffered. It’s a good thing you told me about her. I am going to make

that evil woman and her family pay!” 

“Never mind about that now, dad” I said trying to placate my father

“things have turned out to be all right, after all”. I partially turned towards Ivor and Mr. Rhind. My father noticed the two gentlemen standing behind me. He gazed intently at Rupert Rhind, before recognition dawned on him “Well, I never!” my father said slapping his knee “it’s my old business rival, Rupert Rhind!”. 

“Not anymore” I replied beaming “he’s my father-in-law and, if you agree, your new business partner!” 

Astonishment was writ large on my father’s face. “You mean?” he said indicating Ivor. 

“Meet my husband Ivor, dad” I said, beckoning Ivor to step closer to me and my father “Mr. Rupert Rhind’s son”. 

“Well I must say you’ve made a good match, child…congratulations!” 

said my father embracing me and Ivor in a tight hug. He released us, and extended a congenial hand towards my father-in-law, which the latter amiably took. As the two men discussed their prospective partnership, Ivor and I walked around the estate hand in hand. 

Nostalgia engulfed me as I walked through the familiar roses and azaleas along with my husband. The last time I had roamed around here was with Shakira. I felt a pang of pity at losing her, but relief was the predominant feeling. The evil witch was forever gone. I could forever be beautiful and joyous. Nobody would resent my beauty now. No one would try to steal my happiness. 

Ivor and I reached the stables. While Ivor stopped to admire the horses, I wrenched my hand free and wandered off on my own. Ivor was good company, but I felt the desire to be by myself for some time. Against my better judgment, I wandered towards the old storehouse. Its solid rectangular structure beckoned me. I didn’t want to go, but it pulled me towards it against my will. 

Before I knew it, I was at the door. With trembling fingers, I opened the latch. As I walked in, I was greeted by the same oppressive air, eerie stillness and…the sight of the forbidden mirror. 

The forbidden mirror was not clearly visible. A part of its foggy surface and the sea-shell frame could be seen, but it was mostly obscured by a tall, statuesque female form in a beige bridal dress. 

Curls of thick auburn hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall. 

Shakira turned and gave me her trademark wolfish smile. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Introduction : Aaron Grieg is the only son of high-flying British business tycoon. After Aaron’s mother passes away in a riding accident, his father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. Shakira is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's  estate, Aaron and his stepmother enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, Aaron and Shakira 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 person on earth a few years later. Shakira also comes to know of the mirror’s prophecy. 

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. 

Aaron finds that he is eventually transforming into a woman. How are these changes occurring in his body? Are his captors mixing something in his food? What do they wish to accomplish by feminizing him? 

Characters:

Aaron/Adele Grieg: is the 18 year old son of a business tycoon. He is a most attractive young man, with a desirable wiry body and a classically beautiful face. Aaron’s most outstanding feature is his long, luxuriant auburn hair that he has inherited from his now deceased mother. Apart from beautiful hair, Aaron is blessed with almond-shaped grey-green eyes, a sharp nose and a shapely mouth. 

Aaron is very friendly with his stepmom, Shakira. One day he is abducted from home. He subsequently wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. 

The members of the house order him to wear female clothes and force him to toil away like a maidservant. Aaron is subsequently feminized and sold into prostitution. He is now a curvaceous young woman called Adele. 

Shakira: is the lovely exotic woman Aaron’s father marries after his first wife passes away. Shakira is tall and statuesque and has a beautiful, voluptuous body. She has dark hair, smoky eyes and a heart-shaped mouth. Shakira is initially kind to Aaron and takes him everywhere she goes. However, after the forbidden mirror tells her that Aaron is going to be the most beautiful person on earth in the future, Shakira becomes insanely jealous and asks her assistant to take Aaron away from her sight. Shakira also asks her assistant to shave off Aaron lush, beautiful hair and bring it to her. 

Imogene: is Shakira’s assistant. She is a woman in her mid-thirties with a petite desirable body, straight blonde hair and hazel-colored eyes. Imogene thinks Aaron is too beautiful to remain a man and helps him metamorphose into a young woman. She and Aaron get into a sexual relationship, in which Imogene is the dominant. 

Ivor Rhind: is the 25 year old son of Giles’s business rival, Rupert Rhind. Ivor is of average height, has a well-toned body, sandy brown hair and enigmatic chocolate-brown eyes. Ivor has a gruff voice and is handsome in a rugged kind of a way. In spite of his outward coarseness, he has a soft, sensitive heart. Ivor is Adele’s regular customer at the prostitution den, and eventually falls in love with her. 

He is open with Adele and desires to marry her, but Adele has problems trusting any human being. 

Rupert Rhind: is the 50 year old business rival of Giles Grieg. Rhind is of average height and possesses a distinguished appearance. His sandy brown hair is tinged with salt and pepper. Rhind is an shrewd businessman and also a broad-minded person. Rupert Rhind believes Adele when she tells him that she is the daughter of high-flying business tycoon, Giles Grieg. He accepts Adele’s marriage to his son, even when he is told that Adele was born a male. 

Giles Grieg: is the loving, dependable father of Aaron. Giles Grieg is a stout man with honest blue eyes. He loves his deceased wife, but gets remarried two years after her death. He is also very committed to his second wife and to Aaron. 

Bryony Grieg: is the mother of Aaron. She is the most beautiful woman in England, until she falls of a horse, suffers a head injury and passes away. Bryony’s most outstanding feature is her long, lush auburn hair that her son inherits. 

The Mater/Mrs. Tetlow: is the mother of the house Aaron is imprisoned in. She is an ugly, fat, vicious-looking woman of about sixty. The Mater has a big paunch and a double chin. She is as ugly on the inside as she is on the outside and treats Aaron atrociously. 

The Mater feeds Aaron with only leftovers and raps him on the knuckles with the handle of her umbrella whenever she is enraged. 

Freya Tetlow: is Mrs. Tetlow’s youngest daughter. She is about 18

years old, is painfully skinny and has limp unhealthy-looking blonde hair. Freya Tetlow is assigned the task of giving Aaron a bath, cleaning his sanitation bucket and acting as an emissary between him and her mother. 

Libby Tetlow: is one of Mrs. Tetlow’s daughters. She is short, stout and has unhealthy blotchy skin. Libby’s eyes are tiny and mean-looking. Libby has the strength of a male and abducts Aaron easily

with the help of two of her sisters. She treats Aaron shoddily while he is a prisoner in their house. 

The two other unnamed Tetlow sisters: are sturdy-looking women of average height, who help Libby abduct Aaron. 

Samuel: is the pimp Aaron is sold to. He is a portly middle aged man with dark hair, dusky skin and a moustache. Samuel has black restless looking beady eyes. He has a penchant for singularly cheap-looking polyester shirts and wears them all the time. After Samuel buys Adele for $10,000, he offers her to customers, including Ivor Rhind. 

Sean: is thirtyish, lean, dark-haired customer who rapes Adele every night, prompting Adele to run away from the brothel. 

Mrs. D’Souza: is the Rhinds’ middle-aged, respectable-looking housekeeper who denies Adele admission into the Rhine Mansion because she is dressed in tatters. 

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

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. 

Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

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

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

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

the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia

Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

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

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

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

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. 

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

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

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

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. 

Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. 

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

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

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her.? They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about

a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

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

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

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

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a

spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer ? 

a temple prostitute. 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of

“Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” 

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

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

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. 

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying

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

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: Dreams Don't Die

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars

obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? 

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other

side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed

anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was

deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cell performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with

a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cell on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

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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