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Chapter 1 - For the Love of the Mountains


The air turned cooler. The richness and variety of vegetation increased. As 
the bus turned around another bend, I caught sight of primary colored Tibetan 
flags fluttering in the air. My spirits rose. After 16 hours of strenuous 
travel, I was finally in the beautiful Himalayan kingdom of Nepal. 


It felt as if I had been trapped in Delhi for an eternity; while in reality, 
it was just for a week. It all began when I had won a photo-captioning contest 
while studying psychology in a university in Tokyo. The prize of the contest was 
a free two week holiday in Delhi, the capital of India. I had been 
super-excited. For a young man of 18, I had already seen so much of the world! I 
was born and brought up in the alpine mountains of Colorado, but opted to study 
in Japan. I saw my affinity towards Japan as a consequence of being 
1/8th Japanese (my maternal grandmother hailed from Japan). 


Initially, I was exuberant about being in Delhi. I enjoyed the rich plethora 
of sights, sounds and colors that India had to offer. As 3 or 4 days passed, I 
started feeling overwhelmed by what I perceived as the congestion, lack of 
cleanliness and good manners in India. I missed Japan: a country where 
everything was neat and structured and everyone had impeccably good manners. In 
Tokyo city, I was pleasantly surprised to find cashiers apologize before taking 
money! I also found myself yearning for the high mountains and fresh air of 
Colorado. Delhi was vibrant and culturally rich, but I felt that if I stayed 
there for a moment longer, I would be sick. Maybe this was an overreaction on my 
part—something to do with my cleanliness fetish—but I suddenly was desperate to 
get away. 


Luck was by my side. On my sixth day in Delhi, as I desultorily wandered 
around Old Delhi, I found a travel company offering a 7 day tour to Nepal for 
only 10, 000 INR! Of course, the company only covered charges for transportation 
to Kathmandu, hotel and food, but I thought it was a good enough offer. I could 
arrange for transport and make my own travel package once I reached Kathmandu. I 
knew a little about Nepal: it was a region of beautiful mountains and 
breathtaking scenic beauty. The population belonged partly to the Mongoloid race 
and resembled people of the Far East. Therefore, I felt that Nepal might be a 
suitable place for me as it seemed to have features of both Colorado and Tokyo 
(i.e. beautiful mountains and lovely people with high-cheek bones).


I purchased a visa for $25 for 15 days at border immigration and took a bus 
to Kathmandu. While seated in its air-conditioned interiors, I realized that I 
hadn’t let my friends know of my impulsive move of traveling to Nepal. They had 
known that I had won a trip to Delhi and had been really excited on my behalf. I 
meant to keep the trip to Nepal a secret until I returned to Tokyo as I was keen 
on springing it as a surprise on my friends. Some of my classmates had been to 
Nepal and spoke at length about their treks and adventure sports at Pokhara. I 
wanted to see vicarious joy register on their faces as I told them about my 
solo, unplanned adventures. My parents didn’t even know about my trip to India. 
I had hidden it from them as they had the tendency to unnecessarily worry about 
me. My parents were the least adventurous people on earth. As an only child, I 
had been fussed over, sheltered and over-protected by them until I had managed 
to get away to Tokyo a few months back. I loved my parents, but also cherished 
my independence. 


As the bus penetrated into the interiors and reached the capital city of 
Kathmandu, I was a bit disheartened. As opposed to the fresh, pristine outskirts 
of Nepal, Kathmandu city was dusty, dingy and polluted. The streets were narrow: 
pedestrians and vehicles vied with one another to reach their destination. I 
hailed a cab and asked the driver to take me to Hotel Shiva located in the 
tourist hotspot of Thamel. The driver, a plump middle-aged man, obliged. During 
our half an hour drive to the hotel, he reassured me that I’d find untainted 
beauty again if I were to move a few kilometers away from the heart of Kathmandu 
city. I was overtly relieved. Yet a vague kind of uneasiness brimmed beneath the 
surface of my consciousness. I realized that the driver had positioned the front 
mirror in such a manner that he could sneak covert glances at me. That was 
downright creepy! I had never known a man to glance at another in this manner 
unless he was gay. Nobody in the US or Japan had ever stared at me in this 
manner. I dubbed the driver to be a homosexual. 


I was ashamed of my own conclusions. I was perhaps judging this simple man 
from an underdeveloped country too harshly. He probably didn’t have too many 
foreigners riding in his cab, and was perhaps simply curious. My friends, both 
in the US and Japan, said I was blessed with “exotic” looks. Most of my 
descendents were French; hence my skin was white and hair a rare copper color. 
Yet the Japanese blood in me made itself conspicuous: I had a delicate, slightly 
feminine face, a lean and slender body and very little facial and bodily hair. 
My cheekbones were high and my tip-tilted eyes, a brownish black. 


As I was lost in reverie, the driver turned into one of the dingy side lanes 
and stopped in front of a huge orange building. With creepers growing by its 
side and Tibetan dragons at the entrance, the building was quite a pretty one. 
However, in spite of its respectable façade, I got the feeling that this hotel 
was notorious and shady. Maybe the cheap bright lights at the exterior or the 
large number of local men standing and smoking near the gate gave me that 
impression. 


I had a good mind to ask the cab driver to take me to another hotel. Then I 
remembered that this hotel had been paid for by the travel company. There was 
little I could do, without wasting my money. 


I reluctantly walked into the hotel. An expressionless young man at the 
reception confirmed my booking. As I went over the details of my booking with 
him, I was acutely conscious of a trillion eyes gawking at me. A number of 
men—touts, drivers, cooks and restaurant staff perhaps—stood in the hotel lobby 
and stared at me. I felt a flush creep up my face and disappear into the roots 
of my hair. Ignoring the ogling eyes, I continued to interact with the 
receptionist. 


My room was on the first floor. I carried my knapsack upstairs, 
congratulating myself on my decision to leave most of my belongings in Delhi and 
travel light to Nepal. As I was sprinting upstairs, I heard one of the hotel 
staff say something. It took me a second to realize that the words, spoken in 
broken English, were addressed to me. 


I reluctantly dragged myself downstairs. The speaker, a nondescript man in a 
striped shirt and black trousers, said:


“Dinner?” 


By the questioning lilt in his voice, I gathered that he was asking me if I 
had eaten dinner. 


“Yes” I lied and continued to move upstairs. Though I was hungry, the 
prospect of sitting down to dine amidst those gawking eyes unnerved me. I went 
straight into my room, locked it from the inside, took a quick shower and jumped 
straight into bed. As sleep started overtaking me, I realized that I hadn’t even 
enquired if the hotel had Wi-fi facility. 


















Chapter 2 - Strange Frissons

The next day, I woke up, dressed in jeans and a blue t-shirt and came down to 
the restaurant for breakfast. I quickly finished my fried eggs and coffee and 
approached the reception, hoping to ask the young receptionist if he could 
arrange for a car to take me sight-seeing. As I approached, the young man was 
preparing to leave. 


“Good morning” I said jauntily. 


“Good morning” the receptionist said in a bleak, expressionless way.


“I need to discuss a few things with you…” I tailed off


“I’m sorry, but my duty is finished” the young man said discouragingly “you 
could discuss your issues with Tika bhai”. I had learned in Delhi that 
“bhai” means “brother” in Hindi. It seems to be common also in Nepal to 
address a man as “bhai”. 


“Who’s Tika bhai?” I asked confused. 


“He’s the hotel manager” the youth said “here he comes”. 


I turned around to see a bald, nattily dressed little man heading towards the 
reception. He was in his late 50s and had a pair of spectacles balanced on his 
flat yellow nose. 


“Hello” he said pompously “I’m the hotel manager, Tika Chhetri. I assume you 
arrived last night? I’m sorry I wasn’t here to receive you”. 


The words were spoken in a continuous tirade. If the young receptionist stood 
out for speaking too little, Tika was conspicuous for speaking too much. The 
falsity of Tika’s tone and accent and the extravagance of his mannerisms stuck 
me. I distrusted the man instinctively. 


“Hello” I said coolly “that’s fine. I wanted to know if you could arrange for 
a vehicle to take me sight-seeing?”.


“Of course” Tika replied “where do you want to go?”


“I’d like to see a few places in Kathmandu first” I said “and then take the 
vehicle to Nagarkot”. 


“By what time will you return?” Tika asked. 


“I don’t know” I said “I’d like to roam about until 7 pm, I guess” 


“Fine, that’ll cost you 6,000 NPR” Tika said “since this is your first day; I 
shall send one of the receptionists—a young man named Vikas--with you”.


“That wouldn’t be necessary” I said “I’ll be able to manage”. 


“Vikas is a nice, friendly guy” persisted Tika “he’ll provide you with good 
orientation of the city. You will be able to make your way around Kathmandu with 
ease tomorrow onwards”. 


Before I had a chance to say a word, a young man entered the reception 
cubicle. At 5’ feet 11 inches, he was about three inches taller than me. The 
youth had a sturdy robust build, a dusky complexion (uncommon among Nepalese 
people) and a broad, child-like smile which endeared him to one instantly. I 
adjudged the youth to be in his early 20s. 


“This is Vikas Tamang” introduced Tika “He will be accompanying you today”. 


“Hi” I said congenially “I’m Reuben…Reuben Young from Colorado…currently 
studying in Tokyo”.


“Hello” said Vikas “Good to meet you”.


“Likewise” I said really meaning what I said. For the first time since I had 
arrived in Nepal, I wasn’t spooked out by someone’s manner. 


“Let me carry that for you” Vikas offered, indicating my bag “it looks 
heavy”. 


“That’s fine” I said taking an instant liking for the helpful receptionist “I 
shall be able to carry it myself”. 


“You look so very delicate” chipped in Tika unnecessarily “that’s why Vikas 
offered to carry your bag”. 


I laughed, not entirely displeased with the comment. Vikas’s gallant offer 
combined with Tika’s observation made me feel special and sheltered. 


Brushing the unwelcome thought away furiously, I got into the car. Vikas sat 
in the front seat next to the driver, while I had the entire backseat to myself. 
Vikas and I ambled around The Kathmandu Durbar Square and The Garden of Dreams 
all morning. 


We sauntered along the temples, open courts and water fountains of the 
Kathmandu Durbar Square, reading inscriptions as we walked by. By the time we 
reached The Garden of Dreams, the quiet friendship between Vikas and me had 
snowballed into some sort of a bromance. We traipsed around the charming 
neo-classical garden and clicked pictures of each other in front of pavilions, 
amphitheatres, pergolas and urns. At this juncture, I wondered about the nature 
of friendship; it, with its magical spell, could bind two guys from totally 
diverse backgrounds together. 


Vikas and I started moving towards the entrance of the garden. At this 
juncture, my new friend asked me to halt for a moment in his characteristic 
gentle manner. I stopped, puzzled. Vikas bent down and freed a blade of dried 
grass, which was trapped in between the bottom folds of my jeans. I was acutely 
aware of the moment and everything it covertly could have meant. I was deeply 
aware of the swift movement of Vikas’s powerful arm, of my own dainty white 
ankle peeking between my jeans and shoes and the implied chivalrousness of 
Vikas’s act which I perceived. The meaning I ascribed to Vikas’s act made me 
blush. It seemed almost a romantic act. But maybe I was wrong: a victim of 
cultural differences. Maybe people in this part of the world didn’t ascribe such 
fanciful meanings to the mere act of dislodging a blade of grass from the bottom 
folds of another’s pant fold. 


Throughout our journey to Nagarkot, I tried not to dwell on what had 
transpired in the park and tried to display a more “manly” camaraderie towards 
Vikas and the driver. The driver, Deepak, was an older man (married, with two 
children) with a big beer belly, but got along well with me and Vikas. As the 
two men reciprocated to my jokes by guffawing and thumping me on the back, I 
felt better. It was a special feeling that I had not experienced before and I 
was trying to look for a right word to describe the feeling. Ever since I had 
arrived in Nepal, I had been feeling “feminine”. Cracking bawdy jokes and 
roaring with laughter with the two other men restored my masculine pride. 


While returning from Nagarkot, Deepak happened to mention that we were 
passing by the ancient Newar city of Bhaktapur. I purchased a ticket in 
Bhaktapur and explored its traditional art and architecture, historical 
monuments, temples and beautiful ponds and windows for quite some time. Vikas 
stayed back in the car with Deepak. When I returned, he grinned devilishly and 
said:


“Tika bhai will charge extra for the detour”. 


I batted my eyelashes flirtatious and said: “We’ll not tell Tika bhai 
about the detour”. 


Vikas snickered and Deepak joined in. “Okay sir” he said “we’ll not tell Tika 
bhai you took the detour. But you should be willing to do whatever we 
tell you to for the rest of the evening”. 


“Why not?” I said feeling daring and adventurous “I’m a 
good sport” 


“What I have planned for the evening requires you to be in good 
spirits” Deepak said and winked. I felt excitement and a bit of 
nervousness stir in my stomach. The driver definitely had something unusual 
outlined for the evening. Nepal was turning into more of an adventure than I had 
anticipated. 















Chapter 3 - Great Spirits and Deceit

The bad roads and plethora of alluring shops told me we had reached Thamel. 
However, Deepak had no intention of stopping at Hotel Shiva. He stopped in front 
of what ostensibly appeared to be a shop selling Tanka paintings. I found myself 
staring at an inconspicuous placard next to the painting store. It contained the 
picture of a semi-clad young Nepalese woman, her body provocatively poised and 
grinning suggestively at the camera. A small sign beneath her picture said 
“Dance Bar”. The arrow beneath pointed towards a dingy, ill-lit staircase. 


“Ah! So this is how you want to put me in great spirits!” I said “by taking 
me to a dance bar!”. 


The driver grinned. “Sure” he said “but you should be willing to do more than 
just watch the girls perform”.


“Of course” I said exuberantly. This trip to Nepal was beginning to give me a 
great adrenaline rush. The driver probably wanted me to shake a leg with the 
local beautifies dancing at the bar. Nepal was definitely a young man’s idea of 
heaven. 


The driver laughed indulgently. Vikas looked as naïve and excited as me. 
“Have you ever been to one of these bars?” I asked, turning to him.


“Never” replied Vikas flushing to the roots of his thick black hair “this is 
going to be my first time”.


I wondered about my friend. He was a few years older than me, yet obviously 
bereft of sexual experience. I, on the other hand, had had some. People in this 
part of the world probably waited until they were married. Or perhaps, the 
situation differed from person to person. Vikas probably had preferred to wait 
until he had met the right person. 


This revelation/conjecture enhanced the respect for Vikas in my eyes. I took 
his arm congenially, and the two of us followed the pot-bellied driver down the 
dingy staircase. As one or two crude-looking men, who reeked of liquor passed 
us, I found myself a bit apprehensive of what I had let myself into. It, 
however, was too late to back off the situation. 


The staircase led into an ill-lit medium-sized hall. Women in garish 
figure-hugging costumes danced to what I recognized as Hindi and Nepalese songs. 
The stage on which they gyrated was a tiny one. Wild discotheque lights sparkled 
over their heads and lasers beams explored every nook and curve of their petite 
bodies. 


Spectators, mostly men, sat on the opposite seats. Deepak ushered Vikas and 
me through a row of seats, and the three of us took a seat among the patrons. 
Deepak ordered three bottles of whiskey. In the heat of the night and the 
headiness of youth, I had many undiluted pints of the hard liquor. Deepak 
ordered more whiskey. He bore the liquor costs saying that “he was the host 
treating his guest”. 


Soon, I started feeling drunk and dizzy. “Take me to the hotel” I stuttered, 
rising unsteadily to my feet “I don’t think I can hold any more drink”. 


“Not so soon” said Deepak placing a curtailing big paw on my arm “the night 
is still young”. 


“I don’t want to engage in any shenanigans please” I told him. 


“Oh come on” urged Deepak “you promised to have some fun”.


“Well, okay…” I said plopping myself on the seat again. 


The driver ushered one of the bar girls and slipped some money into her palm. 
“Take him inside and get him dressed” he said in a frivolous tone. 


“Why not?” replied the girl “he is so very pretty”. 


She took me into a small, cramped room with dull brown walls and asked me to 
take off my clothes. Drink had made me pliable and I obliged. Soon, I was 
standing naked in front of her (except for my underwear). The girl dressed me in 
a long red skirt and a skimpy blouse, revealing a vast area of my bare midriff. 
My shoulder-length hair was brushed until it shone. She made me wear a heavy 
necklace and an elaborate hair ornament. After the girl had applied make up on 
my face, which included a coat of bright red lipstick on my mouth, I could 
barely recognize myself as a man. 


When I emerged out of the green room, Vikas nervously waited outside. He 
obviously was unaware of what Deepak had planned for me. 


“Hello didi (I had learned that the word means “sister” in Hindi), he 
said addressing me….I was wondering if my friend, an American guy, is still 
inside..?”. Vikas had clearly failed to recognize me. I wasn’t surprised. I 
would have failed to recognize myself too. 


“Vikas, it’s me” I hissed.


“Oh my God!” Vikas exclaimed, his eyes widening in astonishment “Deepak 
bhai is taking this too far!”


“No, I’m not” said Deepak creeping up behind Vikas “we’re just having a bit 
of fun. BTW sir, you look ravishing”. I disliked the unpleasant emphasis 
on “sir” and the odious snigger that followed. But I was too drunk to protest. 


I followed like a subservient animal as Deepak led me up the stage through 
the side steps. Once I had climbed the stage, the driver surreptitiously 
disappeared. The laser beams flashed on my face and body. I stood immobile, like 
a frightened deer caught in the headlight. I could feel the audiences’ gaze on 
me, waiting for me to begin dancing. 


Someone switched on the music. I still stood frozen to the dance floor. The 
volume of the music was increased. The patrons started egging me on to perform. 
If I didn’t begin to dance, they would soon start throwing rotten eggs at me. I 
began making vague serpentine movements, hoping they gave the semblance of a 
dance. 


Someone—Deepak presumably—passed me more whiskey. I took a swig of it 
straight out of the bottle. My movements become freer, more uninhibited. Then, 
before I realized it, I passed out. 


***


I woke up in the familiar precincts of the hotel room, with a bad hangover. I 
recalled the events of the previous day only vaguely and didn’t remember how I 
had reached the hotel. I had passed out on stage while dancing to the racy hill 
tunes. My memory didn’t go any further than that. 


I, presently, sat up and rubbed my eyes. I was stunned to discover that I was 
still dressed in the previous evening’s skimpy red blouse and red skirt. Gosh, 
this was embarrassing! Whoever got me here should have had the sense to dress me 
in a pair of shorts and a t-shirt. I shuddered to think that I had been brought 
to the hotel dressed in drag! 


I cast a nervous glance towards the door and realized that it had merely been 
closed from the outside. Having been unconscious, I hadn’t been in a position to 
lock the door from the inside. Drat! That was a singularly unsafe situation for 
a person to have been in. Anyone could have sneaked in when I was in the throes 
of inebriated slumber and stolen my belongings!


I dialed the reception and asked Tika to come up to my room. He arrived, but 
not alone. I was stupefied to find the portly Deepak with him. Tika had a 
gloating, triumphant expression on his face. Deepak leered at me in a manner, 
which made me acutely uncomfortable. 


“Who brought me here?” I demanded to know, with an unconvincing display of 
authority. 


Tika pointed towards Deepak. The driver continued to leer at me. “Yours truly 
deserves the credit”. His manner was pseudo courteous and got on my nerves. 


“Where’s Vikas?” I questioned “I assume he helped you bring me here”. 


Tika answered on behalf of the driver. “After you passed out on the dance 
floor, Deepak called me on his smartphone. He explained the situation you had 
gotten yourself into to me. I immediately asked Vikas to go home. I came to the 
bar and helped Deepak bring you here”. 


“Don’t worry” said Deepak in mock soothing tones “we had you covered in a 
blanket. Nobody saw you dressed like a woman…”. 


“However, there is a way we can let the whole world know” said Tika. His 
bespectacled face had taken on an ominous expression. 


“What do you mean?” I asked, growing increasingly apprehensive by the minute. 



As if on cue, Deepak handed over his smartphone to Tika. Tika punched a few 
buttons on it. In a few seconds, he showed me a video clip. It was one of me 
dancing in female clothes in front of a whole bunch of hormone-over-laden men. 
My movements were so sexy and provocative that I blushed to the roots of my 
hair. The knowledge that Deepak had stealthily recorded my movements infuriated 
me and made me flush deeper. 


“How dare you?!” I demanded of Deepak “Delete this clip instantly!”


“Sorry, Mr. Young, but we have no intentions of doing so” replied Tika “in 
fact; we’ll upload it on YouTube for the whole world to watch. Your family and 
friends will know what you have been up to almost instantly! We’ll title the 
video ‘Reuben Young turns bar dancer’ so that your friends know beyond doubt 
that the ‘damsel’ in the video is you!”


“Please don’t do that!” I begged, breaking into sweat at the proposed 
prospect “it will destroy my reputation. I shall become the laughing stock in my 
university!”. 


“Okay, relax” said Tika “we won’t upload the clip if you follow our orders”. 


Tika was blackmailing me. What did blackmailers usually want? Money: the 
answer came to me in a flash. 


“How much do you want?” I asked. 


“You misunderstand me, Mr. Young” said Tika “I’m not the unscrupulous 
gold-digger you think I am”.


“Then what do you want?” I said. 


“I just want you to go site-seeing in the clothes that you are wearing” said 
Tika “the dress is to be returned to the bar tomorrow”. 


I hadn’t expected this strange instruction. I had no choice but to dub Tika 
and Deepak to be warped individuals who derived a strange kind of pleasure in 
forcing a man to dress as a woman. Anyway, it seemed as if I had no choice but 
to give in to their depraved fancy. Thankfully, I was to dress like a woman only 
for a day, since the dress had to be returned to the bar the next day. After 
that, my humiliating ordeal would be over.















Chapter 4 - A Trapped Deer at Bay




I showered and wore the female clothes with an acute feeling of 
embarrassment. I had fervently hoped for an adventure in Nepal, but hadn’t 
anticipated an unsavory situation such as this! When I emerged out of the 
bathroom, I saw a cloth bag on the bed. On top of it was a note. It read:


“Please find fake breasts and a scarf inside the bag. Please stuff the 
falsies in your blouse and cover yourself modestly with the scarf. You can’t 
possibly go outdoors with your midriff showing. Also find inside the cloth bag 
some basic make up items. Regards, Tika”. 


I found a pair of falsies and a long colorful Nepalese patterned scarf inside 
the bag. With a rising feeling of nausea, I stuffed the falsies in my blouse. In 
spite of my distaste, I couldn’t help noticing how natural the fake breasts 
looked inside my blouse. Their contour, curvature and texture were the same as 
that of real breasts. I draped the long scarf around my shoulders, so that they 
covered my bare mid-riff completely. I added finishing touches to my look by 
combing my hair and using some of the makeup Tika had sent. With a hint of 
bronze eye shadow over my lids and a bit of nude lipstick on my lips, I looked 
like any other woman. 


I carried my knapsack and went downstairs with the intention of depositing my 
key at the reception. I had expected to see Vikas at the counter, but found a 
young woman instead. She was a small bespectacled girl of about 23 or 24, with a 
serious air about her. The badge on her shirt said: “Sanchita Lama”. 


“Hello, how may I help you?” the girl asked formally when I approached the 
reception. If she had any idea that I was a guy dressed in female clothes, she 
didn’t show it.


“I want my room to be cleaned while I’m away” I told Sanchita “could you 
please pass on my key to the housekeeping department?”.


“Certainly” Sanchita replied taking the key from me and depositing it 
fastidiously in one of the reception drawers. She didn’t seem keen on making 
further conversation. Sanchita Lama appeared to be a singularly taciturn, 
business-like girl. 


Before moving away, I asked with an apparent air of casualness: “Do you know 
Vikas Tamang?”. 


“Yes. Why?” Sanchita asked. 


“I want to know where he is” I said “I had something to discuss with him”. 


“I don’t know where he is” Sanchita replied tersely “Tika bhai said 
that Vikas wouldn’t be working here anymore”. 


Vikas wouldn’t be working at the hotel anymore? The oddity of the situation 
struck me. Vikas’s transfer coincided with my being blackmailed. Mysterious 
affairs were indeed brewing at Hotel Shiva. 


After having been blackmailed by Deepak, I was in no mood to hire a hotel 
taxi. I walked around Thamel and hired a rickshaw to take me to a local zoo, the 
Narayanhiti Palace and to one of the local temples. The rickshaw driver didn’t 
find anything odd about my dress and deportment. When the zoo arrived and I gave 
him 10 NPR extra, he even said: “Thank you, Ma’am”. I hadn’t been recognized as 
a guy. I was gratified me by the rickshaw driver’s response. 


The woman at the ticket counter didn’t recognize me as a man either. As I 
ambled around the zoo, visitors didn’t stop to give me a second glance. I took a 
boat ride around a manmade pool in a small peddle boat; the boatman evidently 
didn’t see anything unusual in me as he made casual conversation in broken 
English. I didn’t alter the pitch of my voice at all, and was probably accepted 
as a husky-voiced woman.


Since the Narayanhiti Palace Museum had been the venue of mass royal massacre 
in 2001, visitors were allowed inside only after a thorough security check. I 
purchased a ticket and deposited my bag in the locker room. Before entering the 
premises of the palace museum, I was thoroughly frisked by a female security 
guard. Beads of perspiration accumulated on my forehead as the woman briskly 
felt my body, on the alert for signs of weapons. My anxiety graduated to panic 
as her hands ran over my chest region. However, my falsies didn’t budge. The 
security guard too didn’t seem to notice anything peculiar about my body or 
deportment. After what seemed like an eternity, she let me enter the premises of 
the palace. I heaved a sigh of relief. 


After exploring the museum, I walked to a nearby temple. I was directed to a 
queue meant for women and the priest even held a plate of vermillion--an 
offering made only to ladies. I clumsily dabbed some on my forehead and emerged 
out of the temple feeling blessed that I had been able to explore yet another 
fraction of Nepal in gender-inappropriate clothes, without being detected and 
laughed at. 


When I returned to the hotel, it was 7 pm. I took my key from the reception 
and opened the door of my room. I was aghast to find all my clothes gone and a 
pair of kurta-suruwal (a Nepalese women’s outfit that consists of a 
blouse combined with loose, flowing pants, which cinch at the ankles. The outfit 
is to be worn with a long scarf) on the bed. This was evidently Tika’s doing. 
The unethical man had evidently used the key I had handed over at the reception 
to sneak into my room and take away all my clothes. I dialed the reception and 
asked the receptionist (the young man who was present on the first evening; 
Sanchita had finished her shift) to send Tika over to my room. 


Tika came in and enquired if I had enjoyed my day. I was irked by his 
pseudo-solicitous tone. Brushing his questions aside, I asked him to return my 
clothes and take the women’s clothes away from my room. Tika renewed his 
“uploading-the-video clip-on-YouTube threat” and told me that I was supposed to 
go site-sightseeing in women’s clothes the next day also.


I was infuriated and no longer cared about the odious little man’s threats. I 
no longer gave a damn about his uploading the embarrassing video clip on 
YouTube. I could always tell my friends that the video was a fake one. With a 
plan of action brewing in my mind, I overtly accepted Tika’s order. 


As soon as I heard the man go down the stairs, I kept my smartphone, purse 
and passport in a small pouch and turned to the left side of the corridor. I 
planned on escaping through the emergency staircase. I tiptoed down the 
staircase. Much to my dismay, I saw Tika standing at the foot of the staircase. 


“I had anticipated this movement, you little scumbag!” he spat “do you take 
me for a fool?!”


I was too shocked to say anything. As I started retracing my steps, Tika 
stopped me. “Hand me that!” he ordered, indicating my pouch. 


“No!” I said clutching it tighter “Never!”


In one savage movement, Tika snatched the pouch away from me. He walked away 
briskly, without another glance in my direction. I was trapped in the Nepal 
without any money, identification or even a phone to contact my friends. 


I wasn’t in a mood to give up. I was going to the police or to the American 
Embassy to report Tika Chhetri. In the dead of the night, I sneaked down the 
emergency staircase. This time no one accosted me. I tiptoed down a small 
corridor before reaching the back gate of the hotel. I didn’t know for sure if 
the hotel had a gate at the back, but took my chance.


Lo! My heart leapt when I caught sight of a small iron gate. Assuming it was 
bereft of security, I tiptoed towards it. As I lay my palm on the gate latch, 
hoping to open it as noiselessly as possible, someone laid a hand on my 
shoulder. 


With a racing heart, I turned. I was face to face with a man in an olive 
green uniform. His face was grim. He carried a baton in one hand. I had never 
seen him at the front entrance; he seemed to have been posted especially to 
guide the back entrance. Whether the back entrance perennially had security or 
if the guard was posted to keep an extra vigil on me, I don’t know. The answer 
to my question was provided the very next minute.


“Trying to be over-smart, are you?” the security guard said ominously “Tika 
bhai had expected you to do something like this. You wait here, I shall 
ring him. He hasn’t gone home tonight, but decided to stay in the hotel”. 


Fright gripped my heart with its icy tentacles. “Please don’t phone Tika 
bhai” I begged the security guard “He will mete out the most stringent of 
punishments”. 


The man was unrelenting. My pleas feel on deaf ears. “I’m sorry, but you 
brought this upon yourself” he said tersely. He proceeded to make the call. 


In a moment, Tika came rushing downstairs, groggy with sleep. His striped 
pajamas gave him the look of a malevolent little pixie. His face turned red as 
soon as his eyes settled on me. I was convinced Tika was going to burst. 


“You deceitful little fucktard!” he spat “how dare you try to outsmart us? Do 
you take us for idiots?” 


“No sir” I said trembling “please excuse me”. 


“Excuse you?!” exclaimed Tika “if I were to excuse people easily, I’d be a 
poor man. You will have to endure your quota of punishment”. 


“No!” I cried. 


Unheeding of my pleas, Tika pinned me down with one arm. I was amazed at the 
strength a man of his size possessed. He ordered the security guard to hold me 
steady also. Then Tika said to the man:


“Dinesh bhai, give this bitch a dose of your medicine. This is how we 
tame errant girls!”


The security guard obliged immediately. He lifted his baton high up in the 
air and brought it down hard on my buttocks. As the sharp pain registered in my 
brain, tears sprang into my eyes. Before I could recover from the smarting pain, 
another blow followed. And yet another until I was crying and pleading the 
security guy stop. 















Chapter 5 - Payback Time

The next morning, I woke up groaning with pain. The taste of the security 
guard’s baton had been real harsh. I recalled my previous night’s punishment 
with a mixture of self-pity and humiliation. I had learnt my lesson; it was 
unwise to give Tika the slip. He was the kind of man who was two steps ahead of 
the opponent in a game. It would be dangerous to ever cross a man like that. I 
speculated that he had a lot of experience with exploiting people and severely 
punished anyone who tried to deceive him. 


I dragged myself to the bathroom, showered, dressed in the green and yellow 
kurta-suruwal with a multi-colored zigzag patterned scarf and accompanied 
Tika to the dance bar, in which I had made an inebriated fool of myself two 
nights back. As I walked the streets with the older man, nobody turned to give 
me a second glance. It was obvious that I was appeared as a female to all and 
sundry. 


Tika and I walked down the dingy staircase leading to the dance bar. A woman 
in a simple pair of jeans and a t-shirt asked us the purpose of our visit. Tika 
said something in the local language and the woman led Tika and me through the 
auditorium into an office. A fiftyish traditionally dressed man greeted us. He 
introduced himself as the owner of the bar. 


“I had borrowed these clothes two nights ago” I said handing over the cloth 
bag containing the skirt and blouse “and have come to return them”.


“They have been dry-cleaned” Tika added. 


The bar owner spread out the clothes and checked for damages. After he was 
assured that they were in good condition, he folded the clothes and put them 
back in the bag. He handed the bag to the girl, who leaned close to him and 
whispered something in his ear. 


“Apparently, you had borrowed some jewelry too” the man said “my employee 
here says so”. 


It was a statement, not a question. 


I vaguely recollected wearing jewelry that ridiculous night. The video clips 
that Tika and Deepak had blackmailed me with also confirmed my memory. However, 
when I woke up at Hotel Shiva the next morning, I didn’t have them on my person. 



“Didn’t I give them back?” I asked confusedly. 


“No” replied the girl “I was the one who dressed you the other night—you 
probably didn’t recognize me in daylight. You were led out of the bar wearing 
the jewelry. This man…” she indicated “and another were present with you”. 


I glanced at the girl and realized that she was indeed the same person who 
had dressed me up the other night. I hadn’t recognized her instantly at present 
as she was simply dressed and didn’t have any makeup on. She probably was 
telling the truth about the jewelry too. 


I looked at Tika for confirmation. “Yes, you had loads of jewelry on you that 
night” he agreed “when Deepak and I took you to the room and made you recline on 
the bed; you still had them on you”. 


“If that was the case” I said perturbed “where is the jewelry now?”


“I don’t know” Tika shrugged “it was your responsibility to take care of it”. 



I forced my mind to go back to the day I had woken up with the bar dancers’ 
dress on me. I remembered that the door hadn’t been locked on the inside. I 
hadn’t been conscious; hence, there had been no question of my locking the door 
and thereby, ensuring the safety of myself and my belongings. In all 
probability, someone—a guest or a staffer—had tiptoed in when I was deep in the 
throes of drunken slumber—and had divested me of the jewelry. 


Another possibility raised its ugly hood in my mind. It was quite possible 
that Tika and Deepak had taken the jewelry off my body, sold it and split the 
sum between themselves. However, all these were just that….possibilities and 
speculations. I didn’t have any concrete proof against Tika, Deepak or anyone 
else. I was in a pathetic situation where I could blame or accuse no one except 
myself for letting myself get terribly drunk in a foreign country. On the verge 
of tears, I said:


“I’m sorry”. 


“A sorry is not adequate, Ma’am” the bar owner said sternly “the jewelry was 
expensive. My employee here says you wore a tayo necklace, which is an 
important piece of ceremonial jewelry among the Newari tribe of Nepal. She also 
says you were adorned with a nyapu sikha, an elaborate hair ornament. 
Both pieces of jewelry were heavy and made of pure gold. You will have to 
reimburse us for our loss”. 


I recalled that the hair ornament was intricately carved and had weighed a 
ton. The necklace too was heavy, and was linked to a chain. 13 serpents stood 
majestically on the pendent. Going by their weight and design, I should have 
guessed that the ornaments must have cost the earth. I kicked myself for ever 
having assented to wear them. But Deepak had directed the bar dancer to dress me 
in them, and the girl had obliged. And now the jewelry was lost. 


“How much does the cost of both the ornaments come up to?” I asked with a 
palpitating heart. 


The hotel manager did some calculations. “50,000 NPR, Ma’am” he said after a few minutes. 


“50,000 NPR?!” I said incredulously “Oh no, it will take me a lifetime to 
earn that amount here”. 


Tears started streaming down my cheeks. Within seconds, I was crying in 
earnest. 


Taking pity on my plight, the bar owner said: “Since you seem helpless, I 
give you a year to return the amount”. 


“I’ll never be able to return it in a year” I said and continued sobbing. 


“You will be able to” Tika took me aside and hissed in my ear “if you do 
exactly as I say”.


I wiped my tears and looked at Tika. There obviously was a way out of this 
tricky situation. 


***


When we reached the hotel, Tika took me to his office and closed the door 
shut. In the event of the new situation (loss of jewelry), which had presented 
itself, Tika appeared almost like a savior to me. I dwelt on the irony of the 
situation. My current state was so pathetic that I was beginning to look at my 
persecutor for succor. 


“Well” I said looking up at Tika’s pesky little face “what solution do you 
have?”


Tika chose not to reply directly. Instead, he pulled out his smartphone, 
flashed a picture of a glamorous woman in front of me and asked: “Do you know 
who she is?”


I shook my head. 


“She’s Sirapassorn Atthayakorn the most famous model in Thailand” said Tika 
“Could you ever guess she was born a male?”


“No, I would never have guessed” I said marveling at the Thai model’s 
unbelievable transformation. A part of my mind wondered where Tika was heading 
with the conversation. 


Tika caressed my tear-streaked face with his stubby fingers “You’re also very 
pretty, Young” he said “It’s a pity you weren’t born a woman”. 


Tika’s caressing fingers were a definite violation of my personal boundaries. 
I pushed his hand away and asked point-blank: “Where are you going with all 
this?”


“Do you know of estrogen hormones?” Tika asked, his voice breathless with 
excitement. 


“I do” I said “it’s a hormone that gives women their femininity”. 


“When introduced in a man” Tika said “estrogen can have similar effects on 
the development of the body as it does in a woman”. 


“How is this conversation relevant?” I asked with a touch of impatience. 


“In many ways, Mr. Young” said Tika with a calculating gleam in his eye “you 
could take estrogen and become a woman only until you pay for the lost jewelry”. 



It was then I understood. All this was a conspiracy. I remembered the 
lecherous manner in which Nepalese men had gawked at me the day I arrived in 
Kathmandu. They obviously were smitten by my exotic looks and were fantasizing 
about how much more beautiful I’d look as a woman. The people at the hotel had 
connived to turn this fantasy into reality. The drinking, the dressing in drag, 
the video clip: none of it had been spontaneous. They were carefully planned 
maneuvers made with the intention of transforming me into a woman. However, I 
was convinced that Vikas hadn’t been a part of the conspiracy. 


“No way!” I presently said “I’m not going to fall into the trap you’ve laid 
for me!”. 


“A trap?” asked Tika incredulously “what in the world are you talking about, 
Mr. Young?! You seem to be becoming paranoid. I advise you to go to your room 
and rest for a while. Mull over the alternative I’ve given you. Tell me about 
your decision once you’ve rested”.


I considered Tika’s words. Maybe he was right. Perhaps I was becoming 
paranoid. I attributed it to the strain of being in a foreign country and being 
subjected to unusual and somewhat unnerving experiences in the past few days. On 
second thoughts, the unnerving experiences had signaled in the direction of my 
impending feminization. I was right in thinking that all this was a dirty 
scheme. However, there was little I could do to evade it. 


I went to my room and rested for a while. However, rest evaded me. Every 
muscle, sinew and cell in my body demanded to know what I intended to do about 
my current situation. O hell!


I shook myself fully awake, went down to the reception, looked Tika straight 
in the eye and said: “Okay, I’ll take estrogen tablets”. 


***


As soon as I announced my decision, I was shifted from my plush hotel room to 
the dingy quarters in which employees in the housekeeping department were 
housed. 


“Since all employees in the housekeeping department are women” said Tika “it 
would be befitting for you to dress and behave like one. I shall purchase a few 
more kurta-suruwals and give them to you; please make sure you dress in 
them every day. Also, Ruby will be a more apt name than Reuben for your new 
personality. I shall introduce you to the employees of the housekeeping 
department as Ruby”. 


I shared my room with three women: Sita, Jyoti and Nirmala. The former was 
slim and taciturn; Jyoti was plump and cheerful and Nirmala was middle-aged and 
maternal. I shared Spartan meals and bunk beds with the women. My nourishment 
was now reduced to a few pieces of toast and jam in the mornings, rice and 
watery lentil soup for lunch and chicken thukpa or momos for dinner. I worried 
that I wasn’t eating enough fruits and vegetables, but didn’t have the money to 
buy any. Tika Chhetri had taken my purse away, leaving me without a penny. 


I was given a total of 6 mg of Estradiol tablets two times a day. Tika gave 
them to me himself and didn’t leave until he was convinced that I had swallowed 
them properly. I got the queasy feeling that his beady eyes could follow the 
sojourn of my tablet right from my mouth to food pipe to my stomach. 


In the mornings, my colleagues and I cleaned all the 31 rooms in the hotel, 
scrubbed the bathrooms and made the beds. My colleagues performed what I 
regarded as menial tasks with great cheer; they were happy women who spent much 
of their leisure time singing, joking and teasing each other. There were times 
when I too yearned to be a part of the intimate circle, but language became a 
barrier. Since my colleagues spoke little or no English, there was no way I 
could communicate with them. I wished to speak to them and tell them of the 
injustice being done to me at the hotel, but couldn’t because of the language 
barrier. Even if I had been able to, I wondered if the women could have helped. 
After all, they were mere employees who were forced to follow the orders of the 
manager. They depended on this small job for survival; I don’t think they were 
in a position to risk their source of livelihood by picking up cudgels on my 
behalf. 


During the first week of forced labor, I tried to tell hotel guests of my 
plight. However, in the absence of any identification, they were disinclined to 
believe me. As frustrated as I felt, I couldn’t blame them. After all, my story 
seemed too fanciful to be believed. I put myself in the hotel guests’ shoes and 
tried to imagine how I would react if such a claim were made by another. I 
realized that I would dismiss any such tale as a cock and bull story. 


On the fifth day of my captivity, I tried telling a group of Spanish tourists 
residing at the hotel about the shocking things being done to me. One young man 
was sympathetic and seemed on the verge of believing me, when Tika barged into 
the room and told him that I was delusional. 


“Ruby, go upstairs and attend to your duties” Tika said condescendingly 
“please don’t disturb our guests anymore”. He made an elaborate show of apology 
to the tourists and told them: “Ruby doesn’t keep good mental health, you know. 
This has been her state ever since her mother died a few months ago. Since her 
mother was a loyal employee of ours, we can’t turn the daughter away. I hope you 
understand and excuse Ruby’s behavior”. 


“Of course, we understand” said the tourists “you don’t have to apologize”. 


I was on the verge of yanking my hair out in frustration and despair. Tika 
Chhetri was the most deceitful old fox I had met! After this incident, Tika had 
me severly beaten by the security guard once again. As I writhed on the floor in 
excruciating agony, Tika malevolently said:


“Stay away from our guests, do you understand? If you try to speak to any of 
them again, we’ll gang rape you. And slap you until you have a black eye and a 
swollen lip. Even you won’t be able to recognize yourself in the mirror”. 


I shirked and shivered under the barbaric threats. Something in Tika’s tone 
suggested that he and his men would indeed carry out what they had threatened to 
do. He seemed to be an old master at the aim of exploitation. I intuitively felt 
that I wasn’t the first person he had incarcerated. Many girls from villages in 
Nepal or poor countries like Bangladesh had probably fallen prey to this man’s 
machinations.


Speaking to the hotel guests was no longer an option. I would slowly find 
some other way to get out of this hell. 


Many a time, I tried to talk to Sanchita Lama, expecting a fair measure of 
sympathy for my situation from a young woman. However, the girl always brushed 
me away. She went about her duties efficiently, without giving the least 
indication that she possessed any feelings or emotions. She was brisk and 
business-like, and never soft or understanding. 


After about 10 days of living like this, I noticed a strange development when 
I was taking a shower. The area around my chest region seemed puffy…and 
protruded a bit. My chest looked like how I presumed the developing breasts of 
adolescent girls appeared. I touched them gingerly and felt a slight sensitivity 
around my nipple region. The feeling was disconcerting and I was frightened. 


It didn’t require a genius to figure out that this development was the result 
of my having been given estrogen. I, however, hadn’t expected the hormone to 
start showing its effects so soon. The realization of the potency of the female 
hormone struck me like a leash and I trembled under its onslaught. Only a little 
more than a week had passed, and the hormone had already started taking 
possession of my male body, feminizing it. 


As I stood trembling in the shower, I heard a knock on the door. “Who is it?” 
I asked in a quivering voice. 


“Sanchita” came the reply. 


Draping myself in a towel up to the chest, I opened the door. Sanchita, 
dressed in her trademark no-nonsense white shirt and blue pants, strode in.


“Lower the towel” she said peremptorily “Tika bhai has asked me to 
check on your chest development”. 


Sanchita spoke as if she was performing a routine check…one she was 
accustomed to doing every single day…like checking if the geysers were working, 
or if the lights were switched off or if the rooms had been properly cleaned. I 
had no option but to lower my towel and expose my swollen chest region to her. 
Sanchita scrutinized the new developments in a brisk, businesslike manner. As 
she dispassionately carried out the breast examination, I wondered if Sanchita 
was a woman or a robot. Did anything at all in the world make her react 
at? Did the beauty, poignancy and the horrors of the world have no effect on 
this girl at all?


After efficiently making sure that my body was feminizing the way it was 
supposed to, Sanchita left to update Tika on the latest development. If there 
was anything I envied the old fox for, it was for the diligence of this 
particular employee. 


***


Over the next six months, I noticed dramatic changes in my body and skin. The 
swollen projections on either side of my chest soon started gaining mass. My 
body became less hairy and I could also swear that my areolas were larger and 
darker than before. I was taken aback to notice tiny bumps around them, which 
made my chest look as realistic as any female’s. In addition to the above, the 
nipples that had been the cause of some agony in the first few weeks of being 
administered the estrogen hormones had started developing. They appeared 
embarrassingly long, puffy and distended to grace the chest of any 
self-respecting young male. 


Other associated changes also became apparent over a period of time. The 
muscle mass in my body decreased and the fat content increased, just like in 
females. I was not overly muscular to begin with, so the increase in the fat 
content in my body caused me some perturbation. Nature had bestowed this sort of 
a fat distribution on females so that they could, hypothetically, carry a baby 
to term and deliver it with relative ease. What function could such a pattern of 
fat redistribution serve in a man? Another change that I didn’t mind quite as 
much as the others was that my skin became smoother and velvetier than before. I 
was certain I could give any beauty contest winner a run for her money! However, 
another correlated change that did not give me as much pleasure was that my 
testicles had reduced considerably in size. It was a worrying factor for any 
male. I was only 19 years old, and had a long virile, fruitful reproductive life 
in front of me. “Could the effects of estrogen hormones be reversed?” I often 
found myself worrying. Will I be able to go back to being a footloose and 
fancy-free young man? Would I complete my degree, get a job and a girlfriend (or 
wife) with whom I would have children? Would the hormone have potentially 
hazardous long-term effects even if I stopped taking it? Would my sperm count be 
normal and would I be able to sire children? 















Chapter 6 - Ruby: The Heart-Stealer

Eight months passed in a monotonous fashion. Life had nothing to offer except 
sweeping, moping, making beds and continuing to swallow estrogen tablets. During 
this time, my tops began to become tight as a consequence of my enlarged 
breasts. My colleague, Jyoti, noticed this and was kind enough to remove a row 
of stitches along the sides of my top in an attempt to make it looser. This 
action had limited effects, yet I was touched by Jyoti’s kindness. 


During this period, my back began to hurt like hell. Jyoti perceived this and 
told me that the backache was a consequence of my breasts being bereft of 
support. I had picked up some Nepalese language by this time, hence was able to 
communicate with her and my other colleagues. Jyoti was generous enough to give 
me two of her old brassieres. Jyoti and I had the same breast size and the bras 
fit me well. I was inexpressibly grateful to Jyoti for her kindness. She may not 
have been rich, but had a large benevolent heart. 


There were times I wished to contact my friends back in Japan and the US. I 
imagined my parents would be worried sick about me. My friends who knew I had 
won a free trip to Delhi had probably told my parents about my disappearance. I 
assumed my parents had been able to trace me only up to Delhi. 


Getting in touch with my parents and friends had been impossible. Tika had 
seized my smartphone many months ago. My colleagues from the housekeeping 
department would probably have helped, but none of them owned a cell phone. Tika 
never let me go out of the hotel unassisted; hence there was no question of my 
trying to contact my family and friends from outside. Tika kept such strict 
vigil on me that it was impossible for me to even think of contacting the 
American Embassy in Nepal for help. 


One evening, I was all alone in our shared room. My colleagues had gone away 
to see a Nepali movie, but I chose to rest. I was nursing a dull headache with a 
cold cloth when I heard a peremptory rap on the door. I opened it to find 
Sanchita Lama standing outside, with a measuring tape in hand. 


I moved a bit and she strutted inside. I closed the door behind me. 


“Will you take your top off please?” she said tersely “Tika bhai has 
asked me to measure you”. 


“Measure me?” I asked baffled “why?”


“He said you required new clothes” Sanchita replied with her usual economy of 
words. 


I took off my tight kurta and stood in front of her in my bra and 
loose flowing local pants. The girl had the decency to measure me over my bra. 
Since she was only about 5’2 or 5’3, Sanchita had to stand on tiptoe to perform 
this activity. With an expression of intense concentration, she encircled the 
tape around my chest. When the measuring tape displayed 34 inches, Sanchita 
actually gasped. 


“God, you’re big!” she muttered under her breath. Her eyes glittered in awe 
behind her thick spectacles. She was probably comparing my assets to her own 
small breasts. 


She then blushed at having made an off guard comment. “You’ll have a new 
wardrobe by 11 am tomorrow” she said quickly and left. 


***


The next morning, Tika called me to his office. Handing me three huge 
shopping bags, he said: 


“Here’s your new wardrobe and a couple of other things”.


I took a peek inside and was surprised to see about a dozen stylish women’s 
dresses, shoes and make up items. The bags also contained a makeup kit and a 
tube of hair removal cream. 


“Am I supposed to mop the floors draped in this finery?” I asked 
sardonically. 


“You’re no longer required in the hotel” replied Tika unperturbed by my 
sarcasm “since you now have the body of a woman, you are to work at the dance 
bar we’d been to the other day. I’ve spoken to the owner. I gave him 15,000 NPR 
already: your wages from the housekeeping job. He has agreed to collect the 
remaining amount i.e. 35,000 NPR directly from you. You are to be there by 7pm. 
Please be ready by 6: 30 pm. I’ll escort you to the bar”. 


“No” I said not budging from the spot “I’m not going to dance in a bar”. 


“You really have no choice” said Tika “who will reimburse the bar owner for 
the lost jewelry?”


This rhetorical question nearly made me cry. In all probability, Tika and 
Deepak had stolen the jewelry, but I was being made to pay for it. As a 
starry-eyed 18 year old at Tokyo, I had envisioned an academically challenging 
future for myself. I had imagined teaching psychology and doing research in the 
field in a highly developed country. Now, at 19, I was being forced to dance in 
a bar in an underdeveloped country. Life definitely had its ironies and it 
seemed that I was becoming a victim of each one it had to offer. When would my 
nightmare end? Or had it just begun?


***


At 5 pm, I removed the excess hair from my arms, legs and armpits using the 
hair removal cream purchased for me. As I showered, I couldn’t help taking a 
perverse sort of a pride in the creamy texture of my shapely limbs. If I had 
been considered a handsome man, I had turned into a ravishingly beautiful young 
woman. Soothed by the thought, I proceeded to put on a short black dress 
embedded with golden sequins. It ended at the upper thigh, giving the spectator 
a generous view of my long, supple legs. With a feeling bordering on admiration 
for my form, I combined the dress with a pair of golden sandals. I brushed my 
now waist-length copper colored hair until it glittered and put on a bit of 
makeup. With smoky black eyes and peach-colored lips, I was the most gorgeous 
woman on earth. 


I could see the admiration reflected in Tika’s eyes as I glissaded gown the 
hotel lobby to join him. We walked the dusty, polluted streets of Kathmandu for 
about 7 minutes before we reached the dance bar. The owner greeted me 
solicitously, evidently approving of the way I had dressed. In spite of his 
courteousness, the tragedy of my situation struck me: I was a prisoner who bore 
the burden of paying back for the jewelry I had purportedly lost. I was a 
captive of a conniving, greedy man like Tika. Bereft of my passport, I was 
stripped of all identification. I had come to Nepal as a male, but was now 
female. Never had my identity crisis been stronger than it was at the present. 


“Welcome to our bar, Ruby” said the bar owner (Sunil Thapa, I learnt his name 
was) “What will you have…tea, coffee… a soft drink perhaps?”


“Nothing, thank you” I whispered certain I was going to faint. 


“There is no need to be nervous” said Thapa “all you are expected to do today 
is go on stage and mimic the movement of the other two girls. They will be 
placed ahead of you, so that the three of you make a neat triangle. I just have 
two crucial tips for you. Smile as you perform. And…” he hesitated “please be 
polite with the patron…unfailingly so. Some of them do get a bit…rambunctious at 
times…you’ll have to handle them without causing any offence”. 


“I understand” I said dreading the prospect of having to deal with situations 
like the abovementioned. 


“Good girl” said Thapa thumping me on the back as if I were his favorite dog. 
He led me on stage where the other two girls had already taken their positions. 
In their multi-colored flowing dresses, they looked like two colorful 
butterflies. As soon as I had taken my position, the music was switched on. 


The girls gyrated to the beats of folk and modern day music. I followed their 
lead and jumped, flipped and wiggled my hip. I bounced and shrugged my shoulders 
up and down. I flexed my wrists with my palms facing up. I crossed my right heel 
over my left foot and bounced my heel on the floor for two beats. 


The music changed from Nepali to Charlie Puth’s “We don’t talk anymore”. I 
continue to follow the lead dancers and placed both hands on my hips. I brought 
one hand up in a sweeping motion and placed it right above the middle of my 
head. I then spread all five fingers and twisted my wrist to the beats of the 
music. 


The other two dancers then started circling one another, one girl intent on 
outperforming her counterpart. I just stood in my place and continued mimicking 
the movements of the two. As the music stopped, the audience broke into loud 
raucous cheers and frenzied clapping. The show had been a massive success. 


***


The next day, I was informed that that the audiences had liked me. They had 
apparently left adulatory comments for “the red haired girl” in the bar 
register. Thapa asked the other two girls, Manisha and Pratibha, to train me for 
a solo performance. 


The girls, both shapely and svelte, trained me without any resentment. I 
found them to be simple and friendly like most women from the hills. They had 
learnt to dress in a sophisticated manner, but were uncomplicated village girls 
at heart. All they yearned for, I eventually learnt, was a little home, a 
husband and children. However, both of them were yet to find boyfriends. 


My first solo show was a roaring success. Following it, Thapa became overly 
ambitious. He forced me to go on stage dressed only in a skimpy bikini top and a 
tiny skirt. I was coerced to move in a shamefully provocative manner to raunchy 
Nepali film music, while water was sprayed on me from all directions using jets. 
Men from the audience were allowed to come on stage and shake a leg with me. 
Most of them were drunk; they huddled too close to me for my comfort. I was 
repulsed by their groping, their sweaty bodies and of their breaths that reeked 
of alcohol. When the show ended, I was on the verge of tears. 


I ran into my room, which was on the third floor of the bar. I flung myself 
on the bed and sobbed furiously. I had dreamed of becoming a psychologist, but 
was reduced to a cheap little entertainer thanks to the evil machinations of 
Tika. Fate was so horrendously cruel!


Manisha and Pratibha came in and consoled me. They coaxed me out of my 
drenched clothes and dressed me in a warm dressing gown. While Pratibha went 
down to the kitchen to get me a glass of warm milk, Manisha assured me that it 
was possible to keep one’s sanctity even while being amidst the crude kind of 
men girls like us were routinely exposed to. 


“I don’t deny having slept with men, Ruby” she said to me in Nepalese “but it 
happened only when I was ready. I was forced to become a bar dancer at 16, owing 
to a financial crisis in my family. I too had unwelcome attention from men. 
However, apart from the huddling and groping nothing happened….until I wanted 
it. I was able to hold my own—you too can if you have the resolve. No one had 
the guts to touch me without my permission. Develop that kind of aura around 
yourself, Ruby. It is possible”. 


“But these men…” I stuttered “they’re so uncouth…it would be impossible to 
retain my class and chastity”. 


“Trust yourself, Ruby” Manisha assured “You’ll be able to rise above all this 
much and become a goddess. Pratibha and I have succeeded. You too can”. 


By this time, Pratibha came in with a glass of hot milk. As I sipped the 
soothing beverage, I asked her:


“Does Manisha speak the truth? Is it indeed possible to continue to be a bar 
dancer without getting assaulted??”


“It absolutely is” Pratibha reaffirmed “Manisha and I have managed all these 
years. You too can”.


***


My exotic looks made me a huge success at the bar. I was now called “Ruby: 
the heart stealer” and was advertised as the chief attraction of the bar. Three 
years had passed, but two things had remained the same. One was my friendship 
with Manisha and Pratibha. Another was my chastity as a woman: I had managed to 
retain it using my friends’ words “You too can maintain your dignity” as my 
mantra. At 22, I was beginning to see myself as an immensely empowered woman. 


During this time, there was an addition to my clientele. It was a tall, 
pleasantly plump Caucasian gentleman in his 70s. He continued attending my shows 
for 2 months at a stretch. After a bit of research, I found out that his name 
was Clive Anderson, and that he ran a charity for sexually exploited children 
and young women in Nepal. 


Clive was a person I wished to get acquainted with—really and truly. 















Chapter 7 - I Loved an Angel

At 22, I had managed to keep my sexual purity as a woman. However, somebody 
was beginning to feel that such abundant beauty and charm of mine should be 
exploited to the utmost. Tika Chhetri dropped into the dance bar for “a cup of 
tea” one sunny morning. He sought a private meeting with Sunil Thapa in the 
latter’s office.


I had the uneasy feeling that the purpose of Tika’s visit had something to do 
with me. I couldn’t help pacing up and down in the corridor outside Thapa’s 
office and overhearing the conversation between the two men.


“I’ve heard Ruby has become a roaring success?” I heard Tika say. 


“Yes, she has” Thapa conceded “the guys love her”. 


“I assume you have been adequately reimbursed for your lost jewelry?” Tika 
asked.


“I’ve been more than reimbursed” replied Thapa “Ruby has earned very well for 
me”.


“Don’t you think I’m entitled to 50% of the profits you made on Ruby?” Tika 
asked “after all, I introduced her to you”. 


“50% is a massive amount to demand by way of a cut” grumbled Thapa “you’re 
too avaricious, Tika”. 


“Oh come on, don’t be stingy” Tika goaded. 


“Okay, I’ll write you a check….” said Thapa. There was silence, during which 
I assumed Thapa wrote the check. 


“Here you are” I heard him say after a while “I hope you are satisfied”. 


“More than satisfied” said Tika simpering. 


Then he said: “Thapa, I don’t think you are adequately commercial-minded. 
Ruby is so ravishingly beautiful; you could make millions off her….you just 
haven’t learnt to think of the numerous creative ways in which you could make 
money…”


“What are you suggesting?” asked Thapa suspiciously. 


“Haven’t you noticed the effect Ruby has on men” said Tika “they’d be ready 
to pay through their noses for just one night with her”. 


“Watch your words, Tika!” Thapa snapped “this is a dance bar, not a 
prostitution den. I don’t force my girls to sleep with patrons”. 


“You are so puritanical, Thapa” said Tika complainingly “anyway, why don’t 
you auction her off? That doesn’t seem as sinful, does it?”


“Why would I auction Ruby off…” said Thapa “when she is earning so well for 
me?”


“You’ll get a few lakhs at one go” said Tika “I know you need a lump sum for 
your daughter’s wedding”. 


“That’s true…I’ve require a few lakhs urgently” said Thapa, then perceptively 
asked “but how much do you expect from the auctioning?”


“I’ll settle for 20% this time” said Tika contentedly. 


***


The day of auctioning arrived. I was supposed to be sold off like cattle. My 
wardrobe for the occasion had been carefully picked: a peach-colored lacy dress, 
paired with a nude sandals and light makeup to give me a soft look. That was the 
effect Tika and Thapa had been going in for: the innocent flower. The innocent 
flower ready to be plucked, caressed and deflowered….


Manisha and Pratibha had been ordered to their rooms. I stood on stage with 
my head bowed; feeling ashamed, annihilated and frightened. I wished Thapa had 
allowed me to have my friends with me for emotional support. He would have 
assented had Tika not forbidden him too. 


“There is a chance that Ruby might get too emotional with the other girls 
around” Tika had said to Thapa “she may refuse to leave the dancer bar even 
after the auctioning”. 


With the pressures of his daughter’s wedding building on him, Thapa was a 
changed man. He didn’t exude his usual kindness and forbearance these days. 
Also, Tika’s influence on him was profound. Thapa was slowly becoming as 
money-minded as Tika.


“No Ruby” Thapa had said to me strictly “this is your auctioning. I don’t 
want the other girls to unnecessarily hang around on stage…”


Presently, the auctioning began. “This is Ruby: the heart stealer, the most 
popular dancer in this bar” Thapa introduced “today, we’ve decided to auction 
her. Anyone would be lucky to have this beautiful and charming young lady for a 
companion. Please begin bidding. Bids below 1 lakh NPR shall not be 
entertained”. (Lakh is a term used to denote 100,000 in the Indian 
subcontinent).


I looked at the crowd in front of the stage. It consisted of about 50 men. I 
spotted some regulars among the patrons. However, unsettled that I was, I 
couldn’t hold my gaze steady for long. Soon, the men’s faces blurred in my 
vision and diffused into one molten liquid sea….


“1 lakh 50 thousand!” a robust voice jerked me back to present. It belonged 
to an elderly, straight backed taxi driver who obviously had more money than 
people assumed he had. 


“2 lakh!” quipped a plump guy. In his tight brown suit and gold-rimmed 
spectacles, he looked like a prosperous banker. 


“2 lakh 50 thousand!” barked another man aggressively. Everyone turned to 
stare at him. He was a tall, swarthy specimen I hadn’t seen before. The man gave 
the impression of having no formal education, but having made a lot of money 
through clever investing or real estate or something similar….


There was a pause. 


Everyone assumed that I was going to be given to the swarthy man. He even 
stood up and walked a few steps in my direction with the intention of laying his 
claim on me. 


It was then that a cultured voice, with a British accent, spoke. It had a 
ring of finality in it. “5 lakhs” the voice said.


I focused my gaze on the man who had spoken. It was Clive Anderson. 


***


Clive Anderson had a property in Kathmandu that spread over many acres. At 
the center of the lush, forested land stood a grand three-floored marble house. 
It was fashioned in the style of houses in Victorian England and even had an 
elaborate fountain in front. I was given a room on the third floor. When I 
opened the windows, I got a splendorous view of the manicured lawns, a swimming 
pool at the back of the house and of the luxurious vegetation surrounding the 
vast property. Living in cramped, dingy rooms in the recent past had made me a 
stranger to luxuries. Now, I had a glorious mansion to live in…even if it was 
for a short period of time. Standing in one of the fashionable balconies, I felt 
like a fairy-tale princess standing atop her own high tower….


Clive Anderson hailed from Cornwall in England. He had retired as an 
accountant, after which he had spent more than a decade traveling with his wife, 
Grace. Grace, an artist, mystic and poet, had meant the world to him. Clive’s 
world had come crashing down 18 months ago when he lost Grace to a car accident. 



Instead of spending all his time brooding, Clive had started a charity to 
provide shelter to sexually exploited children and young women in Nepal. He had 
opened the charity in Grace’s memory; Clive claimed it helped keep Grace’s 
memory alive. It helped him focus his energies positively instead of endlessly 
mourning his beloved wife. 


Since a man “had his needs”, Clive often visited dance bars in Thamel. At 75, 
Clive still loved his drink and the sight of beautiful women dancing. “I became 
especially fascinated with you, Ruby” he confided in me “your beautiful brown 
eyes exuded very deep anguish. You seemed to be sailing in the same boat of 
melancholy as I was. I wanted to discover the reason for your pain, but never 
had the opportunity to speak to you…until today. Tell me, my beauty, what ails 
you?” 


Clive seemed like somebody I could trust with my eyes closed. I told him my 
tale from beginning to end. I spared no detail. Most importantly, I elaborated 
on how the avariciousness of one man—Tika Chhetri—had ruined my life forever. 


“Your life isn’t ruined, Ruby” Clive reassured “in fact, it is just 
beginning. You have a great future ahead of you. And I’m glad you haven’t 
been….interfered with. The girls I rescue aren’t half as fortunate as you”. 


“That’s true” I agreed and then dropped my voice to a beseeching plea “Clive, 
I know you are an altruistic person. Will you please help me contact my parents 
and friends? They must be immensely worried about me. In fact, by now, the last 
remnants of hope must have begun to leave them…. They must think I’m dead. I 
want to reassure them that I’m alive and well. I want to reunite with my parents 
and then return to Tokyo to resume my studies. Thanks to all this, I’ve lost 
four precious years of my life. Had life proceeded in the right direction, I 
would have graduated by now. Anyways, it’s better late than never. I would like 
to resume my studies as soon as possible”. 


“I will certainly do everything in my power” replied Clive “but it may be 
difficult because a considerable amount of time has passed since your 
‘disappearance’. Also, your passport has been seized by that Tika scoundrel. You 
practically have no identity”. 


“True” I agreed “but please try to help me. I can’t continue living in Nepal 
forever”. 


“Certainly” said Clive “but I advise you to undergo Sex Reassignment Surgery 
first. Your body seems acclimatized to being female for four years now, so why 
not opt for a complete gender change? You can lead the rest of your life 
comfortably as an intelligent, attractive woman”. 


“It’s true that I’m accustomed to being a woman” I agreed “and detest having 
male genitals. I’d feel much more confident if I underwent the SRS surgery. 
However, I’m worried about the reactions of my parents and friends. I wonder if 
they would accept me with a new gender identity…”.


“Your parents love your soul, not your gender” explained Clive “they’d accept 
you whichever way you are. After all, you are their flesh and blood. They’d be 
elated just to know you are alive and would be glad to have you back”.


“Maybe” I persisted “but what about my friends who know me as Reuben? Would 
they accept me as Ruby?”.


“Sorry to remind you of the wasted time, Ruby, but the people you knew as 
friends would have graduated and left college by now” pointed out Clive “you’ll 
make new friends who will have no idea that you were once Reuben”. 


“You may be right” I agreed “that’s a relief in many ways”. 


“Isn’t it?” said Clive and then continued “I know a good surgeon right here 
in Kathmandu. I’ll fix an appointment with him. It would be better if you 
undergo the SRS surgery as soon as possible. I’d be happy to bear the costs”. 


“Thank you, Clive” I said “you’re very kind”.


***


Ram Gurung, a Kathmandu-based doctor with a medical degree from the U.K 
conducted an exhaustive psychological analysis of me. After he had convinced 
himself that I was indeed acclimatized to my feminized body and was emotionally 
prepared to be a woman, he agreed to go ahead with a surgery. The Sex 
Reassignment Surgery was a major one, which entailed using parts of the penis to 
create a new vagina. The shaft of the penis was inverted and turned into the 
lining of the vaginal canal. The head of the penis was converted into the 
clitoris. The scrotum was turned into the labia majora and the excesses of 
urethra were utilized for creating the labia minora. . 


The surgery was a success. Immediately after the first one, I had to undergo 
another for aesthetic reasons. I wasn’t too particular about the second surgery, 
but it was important to Clive who took an almost poetic pleasure in my beauty. 
To give him credit, Clive was good at the prosaic aspects of life too and helped 
me take good care of myself after SRS. Clive reminded me to take my antibiotics 
on time and to dilate as regularly as recommended. He accompanied me on walks 
around his property, but prevented me from overexerting myself. I had put forth 
a request for a smartphone—a means through which I could stay in touch with the 
world—but Clive was yet to oblige me. So strong was his confidence regarding his 
place in my heart that he questioned the need for my wanting a mobile phone when 
I had him for company? I felt terribly cut off from the world, but entertained 
myself by watching movies shown on television. There were times when my desire 
to contact my parents and friends became a desperate need, but I forced myself 
to be patient. Clive claimed to be devoted to me and he seemed to be of a 
charitable bent of mind. I was sure that I could slowly convince him to help me 
contact my parents and assist me in returning to my university in Tokyo. I tried 
to recall my university, where I had just begun learning about Freud, Skinner 
and Pablo and of the deep workings of the human mind. University education 
seemed to be so far removed from my current reality that I’d begun to doubt if I 
had actually begun acquiring it. 


I had learnt swimming as a child and presently felt the urge to swim. 
However, Clive forbade me from entering the pool. He claimed that I wasn’t yet 
strong enough for strenuous physical exercise. Unexpended energy and limited 
channels for entertaining myself lead to idle thoughts. Sex was predominant 
among them.


Since the nerve connections remained intact, my vagina and vulva were 
deliciously sensitive. I watched romantic movies the whole day, and felt the 
need to pleasure myself. The urge to masturbate was now stronger than when I had 
a penis. I grabbed my own thighs and rubbed my new organ with my hands 
vigorously, to subdue and satiate my desire. However, I stopped short of 
thrusting my fingers into my orifice. The movies I had been watching had put 
dreamy ideas into my head. I wished to fall in love and lose my virginity to the 
object of my affections. Losing my virginity to myself didn’t seem like the most 
romantic idea to me. I, therefore, started saving myself for the lover who was 
yet to come into my life…Or had he already sneaked his way into my life without 
my knowledge?


Visions flashed in my mind’s eyes…that of a gentle voice and a broad, 
charming smile…the vision of a man bending down and releasing a blade of grass 
trapped between the folds of my jeans…


I tried hard to concentrate, but couldn’t recall anymore about the person in 
question or of the associated memory. The above was probably a false memory 
embedded in my mind: a defense mechanism against the boring, monotonous life 
that I led. Ever since I had arrived in Nepal, men had lusted after me. But no 
one had really loved me like the hazy man in my false memory did.


“This is an era of bullet trains and smartphones” I tried to convince my 
fanciful head “fairy-tale romances no longer exist”. 


Yet the vision of a young prince, who would come riding on his white horse, 
and rescue me from this lonely castle, persisted. I tried to generate feelings 
of gratitude in my heart for Clive, but found it impossible to. 13 months had 
passed since the SRS, but Clive still showed no inclination to buy me a phone to 
help me get in touch with my parents and help me return to Tokyo. It seemed he 
never had had any intention of letting me go out of his sight. I had never had a 
single minute to myself since Clive had purchased me at the auction. He followed 
me all around the house and accompanied me when I went for walks around his 
property. Clive prohibited me from stepping outside his property, claiming that 
the world outside was dirty, dusty and polluted. Therefore, there was no way I 
could get in touch with anyone from the outside world. When I escaped from Tika 
and subsequently the dance bar, I thought I had finally found freedom. But the 
truth of the matter was that I was still a prisoner: a prisoner of this 
cultured, charitable gent who wanted to keep me with him forever. I was like a 
bird that wished to soar high in the sky, but whose wings had been clipped off. 


I desperately wanted to believe Clive was in love with me. However, I would 
be deluding myself if I believed so. Clive was in love with the idea of my youth 
and beauty. The idea of rescuing a damsel in distress had appealed to him. He 
vaguely talked of marrying me and of our future life together, but I wasn’t sure 
if that would ever happen. That was because Clive was perfectly content having 
me as a companion: a companion who patiently listened to the endless stories of 
his past. And the stories were invariably about Grace: “his angel” . Grace was a 
woman Clive had never ceased to love. Grace was a woman Clive would never 
cease to love. 


Grace still meant everything to Clive. This was a truth that would never 
change. He would never love me as a person, but only as a concept. My yearning 
to be loved for what I truly was became stronger by the day. So did my ache for 
freedom. 















Chapter 8 - Princes and White Horses


My ache for freedom and true love demonstrated itself as ill-health. I lost 
my appetite and lost a bit of weight. Except for a bit of tiredness that showed 
around my eyes, my illness didn’t affect my appearance. I was still as beautiful 
as the early rays of the sun. However, my state worried Clive enough to suggest 
a change of scene. 


“What’s the matter, Ruby?” he enquired “why aren’t you eating?”


“I don’t feel hungry” I said tersely. I had reached a point when I didn’t 
feel as deeply sympathetic about Clive’s losses as I used to. I thought it was 
mighty cruel of him to release me out of captivity only to incarcerate me again. 
My heart ached at the thought that this man—a so-called charity worker—didn’t 
have the consideration to let me contact my parents and friends and inform them 
of my safety. Clive was a selfish man who just needed a companion—a willing ear 
into which he could pour out stories of his deceased wife. 


“Well, we must go away then…for a while” said Clive “maybe you need a change 
of scene”. 


“Maybe I need a change in company” I thought in my mind. “Where do you 
propose to take me?” I asked aloud. 


“There is a village called Nagarkot about 32 km away from here” replied Clive 
“going to Nagarkot is the easiest way to see Mt. Everest. You get a panoramic 
view of the Himalayas from one of the points in Nagarkot”. 


“That’s interesting” I said. I had a feeling that I had seen Nagarkot during 
my early days in Nepal, but I couldn’t be 100% sure. Even after five years of 
having been in Nepal, the names of many of the places sounded similar to me; 
therefore, there was a chance that I was still confusing one place for another. 
This wasn’t due to my lack of interest in Nepal; unfortunately, it was due to 
the lack of freedom, which had been my fate ever since I had landed in the 
country. I had seen little of Nepal in the recent years except for Hotel Shiva, 
the dance bar and Clive’s house. 


I dressed in a plain light sky blue kurta-suruwal for the drive. In 
spite of feeling low, I mustered enough enthusiasm to line my eyes with kohl and 
paint my lips with peach-colored lipstick. I brushed my hair and let it fall in 
loose waves across my shoulders. As I gazed at myself in the mirror, I observed 
that my eyes looked more intoxicating than they ever had. Contrary to what I had 
expected, they still glimmered with hope. 


Since Clive was inclined to take photographs along the way, he hired a cab to 
drive us to Nagarkot. The journey was a monotonous one, with Clive narrating an 
incident when Grace had “wowed” everyone with her singing skills. I loved Grace 
and was respectful of her memory, but felt the urge to lead my own life. I had 
been loved vicariously for 14 months now. It was time I had my very own life and 
my very own love…


As the taxi started moving up the altitudes, I felt better. The fresh country 
air breathed fresh life into my emaciated soul. The sight of the rich green 
paddy fields filled my heart with an almost delirious joy. The prayer flags that 
I passed seemed to bode love and peace. I was so suffused with a sudden dose of 
positivity that I rolled down the cab window and waved enthusiastically at a 
group of little mountain children. Immersed in his own tales, Clive failed to 
notice the change in my mood. 


When the cab stopped at Point 2, a place from which the beauty of the 
Himalayas would appear to its best advantage, Clive decided to saunter off on 
his own. He’d spotted a group of fresh-faced mountain women and was keen on 
capturing pictures of them in various moods. He told me to stay there and walked 
away to take pictures.


Not too many people were around; hence I had the scenic beauty of Nagarkot 
all to myself. The fresh mountain air was crisp against my soft cheek. I could 
see a group of trekkers far into the distance. Through a thin layer of mist, a 
peak that I was sure was the Mt Everest was visible. 


I wanted a better view of Mt Everest. I walked close to a protruding 
rock-like formation standing on which would give me a clearer view of the 
majestic peak. However, a young man was already standing in the spot I had 
coveted. Perceiving a presence, he got off the rock in order to allow me to 
climb on it. He had misjudged the distance between us. The young man and I 
collided.


“Sorry” he said “I’m terribly sorry”.


That voice. That familiar, gentle, loving voice. 


I lifted my head. My gaze met that of the young man’s. His face had gained 
more wisdom, he sported a five O’clock shadow and his eyes were glazed with a 
film of melancholy. Yet I recognized him instantly. The man who stood in front 
of me was Vikas Tamang. 


“Vikas!” the name was wrenched from my lips. 


Vikas’s eyes lit up with recognition. “Ruby!” he said with breathless 
excitement “I finally found you! I have been looking for you for an eternity 
now!”


“What?” I asked flummoxed “you knew about my gender change?”


“Yes” said Vikas “I’ll tell you what exactly happened. When you got drunk in 
the dance bar, Deepak phoned Tika. Tika asked Deepak to hand the phone over to 
me. He immediately ordered me to go home. He told me not to turn up to work the 
next morning. I was transferred to another branch of Hotel Shiva on the 
outskirts of Kathmandu. 


I had no clue why this was being done to me. Little did I guess that Tika 
meant to torture and exploit you in my absence. After a year, I accidentally met 
Jyoti who gave me the gist of what had been done to you. My blood boiled with 
rage. I asked her where I could find you, but she had no idea. 


I was a broken man. I futilely searched for you for years. I never guessed 
that you were in Thamel all the while, being forced to perform in that dingy 
dance bar. A few days after the auction, I saw your poster in the Thapagaon 
area. I visited the dance bar to find out your whereabouts, but was told that 
you had been auctioned off…like cattle. The bar owner refused to give me the 
name of the man you had been sold to. So, over a year, I have been looking for 
you. I haven’t had a moment’s peace since then. I’m so glad I found you…how you 
have been…perhaps you’d like to fill in a few gaps…?


I told Vikas the series of injustices that I had suffered in the hands of 
Tika, Deepak, Thapa and Clive for years. Vikas was shocked and pained beyond 
words to learn the shocking details. 


“I can’t believe that rascal could confiscate your phone and passport!” he 
said referring to Tika “I have a good mind to bash him up. Or report him to the 
police!”


“Never mind” I said in a placating tone “let bygones be bygones. We should 
now concentrate on moving ahead…my topmost priority is to contact my parents and 
let them know I’m safe”.


“Of course” said Vikas handing me his smartphone “please make a call straight 
away”.


I rang my parents in Colorado. My father’s number had changed, but thankfully 
my mom’s number remained the same. I can’t express the emotion I felt when I 
heard her voice for the first time in five years. She instantly recognized mine. 



“Reuben!” she said “my dear child…I knew you were alive and that you would 
contact me one of these days…call it mother’s intuition…I could feel it in my 
bones!”


“Mom” I said my voice choking with emotion “a lot has changed since we last 
met …”


“What happened?” mom asked “Your dad and I got to know that you had won a 
trip to India, but we were able to trace you only up to your hotel in 
Delhi…after that, you seemed to have just vanished into the mist!” 


I told mom my unusual story from beginning to end. She was too stupefied to 
immediately speak. After a long pause, she said “No wonder they say truth is 
stranger than fiction….but I thank God you are alive and well. Your dad and I 
will immediately make arrangements to fly to Nepal and will purchase a visa upon 
arriving there…”


“I’m really longing to see you guys” I said “but perhaps dad will hate me 
because of my gender change….”


“Don’t be silly!” chided my mom “your dad and I love you far too much to let 
shallow concerns like gender come in the way. I’m sure your dad will be as 
elated to see you as I am”. 


“Am I relieved!” I said heaving a sigh. 


***


After talking to mom for a few more minutes, I hung up and handed the 
smartphone to Vikas. 


“Thank you so very much” I said heartily “I have been trying to contact my 
parents for years now and it happened only today…thanks to you!”


“Why do you thank me, Ruby?” said Vikas earnestly “it’s my duty to help you. 
In fact, I’m kicking myself for not having taken better care of you…if only I 
had suspected something was wrong…but I didn’t imagine in my wildest dreams that 
such things could happen….until I met Jyoti, I assumed you had returned to 
Tokyo…”


“That’s fine, Vikas” I said “I’m grateful to you nevertheless…”


There was a pause. Something delicate and unspoken hung in the air. 


“Ruby, what are your future plans?” Vikas finally asked. 


“I don’t know…” I said candidly “things are moving too fast for me to make 
decisions…”


“Would I be confusing you further if I told you that I love you and want to 
marry you?” asked Vikas without beating around the bush. 


Vikas’s words produced warmth in my heart that spread throughout my being. I 
had yearned for a prince charming to rescue me from my high castle. I had found 
him. I had ached for true love. It was finally here. 


“Are you serious?” I said. I could feel my heart throbbing deliciously in my 
chest. 


“I’ve never been more serious in my life, Ruby” Vikas said “I’ve been fond of 
you since the day I met you. I eventually realized that I’m in love with 
you….that is why I desperately searched for you. My parents wanted me to marry 
another girl, but I refused hoping that I’d find you one day. And now I have…I 
love you so much, Ruby, that I have waited for you…and saved myself for you. You 
may not believe this, but I haven’t slept with anyone up to this point….


I have my own hotel here in Nagarkot now, which is doing tremendously well. I 
would be able to provide you with a reasonably good life if you married me. 
However, if my proposal has upset any plans that you might have to return to 
Tokyo or go back to Colorado, I’m truly very sorry….”


“Oh don’t worry about my plans” I said “I could complete my studies via 
correspondence. Or even choose to go back to Tokyo after spending a few years 
here with you in Nagarkot. Maybe you could also shift to Tokyo and open a 
restaurant there. Or both of us could shift to the US after spending a few years 
here in Nepal. We are both young and the possibilities are endless…”.


“So, I take all this for a ‘yes’?” asked Vikas smiling. 


“Absolutely” I said returning his smile “I too have a confession to make, 
Vikas…I have loved you since the day I met you. However, my mind chose to 
repress the fact. Yet it remained in my subconscious for a long time. Today, I 
am in touch with my innermost feelings…and know you are my truest and most 
beloved love…”


“Ruby….” said Vikas struggling to control his emotions “a chap like me is 
lucky to have a woman like you”.


“And a woman like me is lucky to have a guy like you” I said smiling into his 
honest, sincere eyes. 


“But tell me one thing” said Vikas “your parents will be here in a few days. 
Will they approve of your wedding to someone like me?”


“Of course they will” I said beaming at my beloved “mom and dad has always 
been happy with my choices. They will be over-the-moon with the most recent one 
I have made”.


The two of us stood gazing at one another when Clive returned with his 
camera. 


“Ruby!” he said “I’m sorry to have kept you waiting for so long…there were so 
many scenes begging to be shot…come on, let’s go back home!”. 


“I’m sorry, Clive” I said “but your house isn’t my ‘home’. I am a prisoner 
there and you know it. Vikas here is my home. I truly love this man and chose to 
live with him henceforth”. 


I could see Clive was heartbroken. He was silent for a whole minute. Then he 
said: 


“I suppose the young man here is a long lost love of yours?”


I nodded. 


“Well, I suppose I can’t curtail your freedom any longer, Ruby” Clive said 
“all the best to you both. I shall continue living with the memories of my 
beloved Grace”. 


Clive turned, got into the cab and left without a second glance. He was 
obviously dejected. I felt a tinge of pity for him as I saw his slouched 
shoulders through the pane of the moving cab. I fervently prayed that he found 
another person he loved as much as he adored Grace. 


Having prayed for Clive, I turned my entire attention on my beloved. Our 
hands automatically sought each other’s. Vikas and I walked off into the sunset, 
our minds suffused with the deliciousness of the present moment and the 
anticipation of the umpteen joys that we were to experience in the future. 


The End















Character Profile 


Missing in Nepal


18 year old Reuben Young, a student of psychology studying in a university in 
Tokyo, is super excited when a photo-contest wins him a 2 week trip to India. 
Sick of the pollution levels in Delhi, Reuben travels to Nepal without informing 
his family or friends. He reaches Nepal and checks into a hotel. While in the 
hotel, Reuben becomes a hapless victim of a conspiracy hatched by Tika Chhetri, 
the avaricious hotel manager. Using the threat of blackmail, Tika coerces Reuben 
to dress like a woman. Tika eventually confiscates Reuben’s purse, passport and 
smartphone. Reuben finds himself in a situation where he has no money, is 
stripped of his identity and is unable to contact his friends. He is eventually 
feminized. Reuben is now called Ruby and is forced to work in a dance bar.




Characters:












Reuben Young/Ruby: the heart stealer: is the 18 year old protagonist 
of the story. Reuben hails from Colorado, but studies in a university in Tokyo. 
He is of average height (5’8), has copper-colored hair and beautiful brown eyes. 
Though Reuben is Caucasian, he has a bit of Japanese blood in him, which gives 
his face a a soft, feminine quality. Reuben goes away to Nepal after he finds 
the pollution levels in Delhi unbearable. He gets drunk, dresses as a woman and 
dances in a bar. A video clip of this is made, and Reuben is subsequently 
blackmailed by opportunists. He is subsequently deprived of his purse, passport 
and smartphone. Reuben is thrown into a situation where he is forcibly feminized 
and coerced to work in a dance bar. 


Tika Chhetri: is the 58 year old manager of the hotel Reuben stays in. 
Tika is a bald little man with a flat nose. He has spectacles perpetually poised 
on his nose. Using a video clip to blackmail him, Tika forces Reuben to dress 
like a woman. He tricks the latter into surrendering his purse, smartphone and 
passport to him. Tika puts Reuben in a situation, in which the latter is forced 
to agree to be feminized. Tika coerces Reuben to work in the housekeeping 
department of the hotel and subsequently in a dance bar. 


Vikas Tamang: is the 21 year old receptionist at the hotel. Vikas is 
tall, well-built, dusky and has a broad, trusting smile. He is chivalrous and 
helpful. Vikas becomes a good friend of Reuben’s on the first day of the 
latter’s stay in Nepal. The two get drunk along with the driver of the cab in 
which they go site-seeing.


After the incident, Vikas is shifted to another branch of the hotel. He 
assumes Reuben has returned to Tokyo. Vikas is later shocked to find the truth 
of his friend’s feminization and subsequently embarks on a quest to find Reuben. 



Deepak: is the driver who drives Reuben and Vikas to Nagarkot. He is 
38 years old, portly and pot-bellied. After returning from Nagarkot, Deepak 
takes the boys to a bar in Thamel. He forces a drunken Reuben to dress in 
women’s clothes and makes a video clip of him dancing provocatively. Deepak (in 
association with Tika) later threatens to upload the video clip to Youtube 
unless Reuben does what he and Tika orders him to. 


Sanchita Lama: is the female receptionist who replaces Vikas Tamang. 
She is a 23 years old, petite, bespectacled young woman. Sanchita seems bereft 
of emotions, and is an efficient worker. She comes across as an uncurious person 
and doesn’t show any inquisitiveness regarding Reuben’s gender identity. She is 
also indifferent to his problems and is only focused on doing her work 
diligently. Sanchita follows Tika’s orders without questioning them however 
weird they might seem. She monitors and measure’s Ruby’s breast development at 
every stage of feminization. Sanchita’s manner is so business-like that Ruby 
often wonders if the receptionist is a young woman or a robot. 


Jyoti: is a plump, cheerful woman who works in the housekeeping 
department of the hotel. She is a simple soul who keeps herself happy by singing 
songs and joking around with her colleagues. Jyoti doesn’t understand much 
English, and is therefore able to extend only a limited amount of help to Ruby. 
However, as Ruby’s breasts begin to grow, Jyoti lends Ruby her old bras. She 
also loosens Ruby’s blouses to accommodate the latter’s growing breasts. Later 
in the story, Jyoti informs Vikas that Ruby works in a dance bar in Thamel.


Sita: is another colleague of Ruby’s. Sita is a slim and taciturn 
woman. The simple life she leads touches Ruby.


Nirmala: is yet another colleague of Ruby’s. Nirmala is a middle-aged, 
maternal woman who leads an uncomplicated life. 


Manisha and Pratibha: are Ruby’s colleagues at the dance bar. They are 
slim and svelte young women in their 20s. Though stylishly dressed, they are 
simple village girls at heart. Manisha and Prathibha teach Ruby how to dance. 
They aren’t in the least resentful when Ruby becomes a more popular dancer than 
them. The girls often offer emotional support to Ruby. They teach her to develop 
a no-nonsense personality so that men don’t take undue advantage of her. 


Sunil Thapa: is the middle-aged, traditionally dressed owner of the 
dance bar. He is generally an ethical man who treats his employees fairly. Thapa 
is clear on the fact that his is only a dance bar and not a prostitution den. 
Sunil Thapa gives Ruby ample time to reimburse him for the jewelry that she has 
“lost”. 


Later on, Thapa employs Ruby as a dancer in his bar. She is treated with 
respect by Thapa until Tika brainwashes him to auction Ruby off in order to 
raise money for his daughter’s wedding. 


Clive Anderson: is an elderly man from Cornwall who runs a charity in 
Nepal. Clive is tall, pleasantly plump and in his 70s. He “buys” Ruby at the 
auction, with no intention of setting her free. He pays for her sex reassignment 
surgery. Clive keeps Ruby a prisoner in his palatial house and prevents her from 
contacting her friends. 


Grace Anderson: is Clive Anderson’s deceased wife whom he has still 
not ceased to love. 


Ram Gurung: is a Kathmandu-based doctor, with a medical degree from 
the UK. He performs the SRS surgery on Ruby, thereby feminizing her fully. 


Dinesh: The security guard who is appointed by Tika to guard the back 
gate of the hotel to prevent Ruby from escaping. When Ruby tries to sneak away, 
Tika orders Dinesh to beat her with his baton. Ruby is battered as mercilessly 
by Dinesh when she tries to explain her plight to a few of the hotel guests. 


-----














  Books by Yu Sakurazawa



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

  


  

[Recently Published]




Feminine Desire: a monk who failed to be a nun


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




  


  Forbidden - Transgender Horror series


 



Forbidden Academy: Feminized by Hypnosis


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





 
    
      Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity
    


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

  


  
    


    
      Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever
    


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

  





Forbidden Gift


Trevor is a pretty boy born with extrasensory abilities. He has dark hair and teal blue eyes. Trevor is neglected by his parents and is ostracized by the community that believes him to be Satan. As a result, the misunderstood child becomes silent and withdrawn. Trevor’s alienation is taken advantage of by family physician and secret pedophile Dr. Jacob Fallon who manages to win Trevor’s parents’ trust and gain informal custody of the troubled child. Once he has gained systematic access to Trevor, Dr. Fallon brainwashes Trevor into believing that he is the reincarnate of the wicked biblical queen, Jezebel. Over the next few years, Trevor is forcibly feminized and is now called Tessa. Tessa suffers horrendous abuse at the hands of his guardian for ten long years.


  
    


    
      Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually
    


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

  

  


  
    Forbidden Island
  


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

  


Forbidden Memories: Feminized as a Punishment


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




  
    Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty
  


  
    
      
        A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters.
      

    


    
      


      
        Trapped in Lunatic Femininity
      


      
        A light horror transgender novella.
      


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

      

    


    Slippery Slope - Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform series


A Slippery Slope in Shakespearean Theatre


Thirty six year old Ivy Douglas is a star actress in Shakespearean theatre. She is gorgeous, rich and famous. Ivy has a secret problem: she is unable to sleep. Memories of the brutal 11 year old murder of her lover Rebecca Scott come to haunt her every night. Rebecca had been strangled—with her own underwear. Autopsy reports suggested that she had had sex only minutes prior to her murder. The evidence in the case was circumstantial; it hadn’t been enough to convict the two prime suspects: Oscar Scott, Rebecca’s jealous husband and Lydia Baker, Ivy’s hysterically envious girlfriend. The case had eventually turned cold, but is still fresh in Ivy’s mind. Following the lead of an anonymous note, Ivy goes to Dartmoor and rents the house in which Rebecca was found murdered. Apart from the murder, Ivy relives memories of her torrid love affair with Rebecca and her eventual feminization from Ivan to Ivy. Eventually, the young transsexual woman meets and falls in love with the handsome melancholy Noah Campbell: a man she later suspects to be Rebecca’s murderer…







    
      
        A Slippery Slope in an Airline
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
      


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

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Mall
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
      




































































































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


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Bank
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
      


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

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
      


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

    


    
      


      
        A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series
      


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

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Hospital
      


      
        Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”.
      

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
      


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

    


    
      


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


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
      


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

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in a School
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series
      


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

    


    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency
      


      
        "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series
      


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

    

    


    
      A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
    




































































































In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams?

    
      


      
        A Slippery Slope in Amish Life
      


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


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

    

    


    Hijra, the Third Gender series


    
      Abducted into the Third Gender
    


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

    


    
      A Dancer of the Third Gender
    


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

    


    
      A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender
    


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

    

    


    
      Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini
    


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

    

    


    
      Conspired into the 3rd Gender
    


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


    
      


      
        Dance Like a Woman
      


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

    

    


    
      Enchanted into the Third Gender
    


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


    
      


      
        Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride
      


      
        "Hijra, The Third Gender" series
      


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

    

    


    
      Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries
    


    
      This is a non-fiction book about Hijla.
    


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


    
      


      Transgender Sleuth series


      
        The Murder of a Yoga Guru
      


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

      


      
        Murdered Queen Bee of a High School
      


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

      


      
        The Murdered Heiress
      


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

    

    


    Other Books


    Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized


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

    


    
      Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization
    


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

    


    
      Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story
    


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

    


    
      Muse and Vampiress
    


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

    


    
      Feminized in the Pyrenees
    


    
      A transgender romance story.
    


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

    


    
      Everland: Beyond Gender & Species
    


    
      "Transgender Mystery" series
    


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

    


    
      Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice
    


    
      Love beyond Age & Gender
    


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

    


    
      Lilies for Ms.Tracy
    


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

    


    
      Diamond in the Rough
    


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

    


    
      Kyle's Feminine Roots
    


    
      "MTF Autobiography Story" series
    


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

    


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


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

    


    
      A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender
    


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

    


    
      The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs
    


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

    


    
      Dreams Don't Die
    


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

    


    
      Queen Lysandra
    


    
      "Spring of Reincarnation" series
    


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

    


    
      Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story
    


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

    


    
      Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance
    


    
      We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life.
    

    


    
      Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters
    


    
      "Gender-Changing Spring" series
    


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

    


    
      The Birth of Delilah
    


    
      "Gender Swap Fantasy" series
    


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

    


    
      The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans
    


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

    


    
      Underwater Escape to the Other Gender
    


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

    


    
      The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers
    


    
      "The Fatal Gender Swap" series
    


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