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Preface

I was born into a middle-income family in Rome. My dad was a school teacher and my mom worked in a bank. When I was 13 and chasing a football into a busy street, a truck nearly squashed me. My dad, who was standing on the footpath a few meters behind me, was quick to act. He dashed towards me and pushed me towards the safety of the footpath. Unfortunately, he couldn’t save himself on time. The truck hit him and he died on the spot. Dad sacrificed his life in order to protect mine. 

From that day onwards, I ceased to regard my dad as a mere human being. He was my deity, my very exalted hero. I worshipped him and vowed to grow up to be just like him. 

At 18, I shifted to Naples to get a degree in Sales and Marketing. I was a hermit and spent much of my time alone. One of my few trips was to a nearby supermarket, where I made all my daily purchases. Daniela Rossi, the 20-year-old cashier at the supermarket, gave me a special smile every time. She was an average-looking ash blonde, but her smile brightened my day. Soon, Daniela’s smile became more precious to me than the purchases I made at the supermarket. I asked her out. We dated for a couple of months, enjoying a young, carefree life. 

When I was 19, Daniela fell pregnant. Most guys would have been freaked out at the prospect of becoming a father by 20, but I wasn’t. I looked forward to becoming one. I already loved my unborn child fiercely and vowed to do anything for him/her. I wished to be my kid’s hero the way my dad had been mine. 

Daniela and I got married at a local church. Nine months later, she gave birth to the cutest baby girl. We named our daughter Angelina, as both Daniela and I loved music. With her red hair and wide green eyes, Angelina resembled me. 

16 years passed in the batting of an eyelid. Angelina grew up to be a gorgeous, affectionate young girl. Many young guys adored Angelina, but Angelina claimed that she loved only me: her dad! I was glad to note that Angelina had as much fondness and reverence for me as I did for my deceased dad. 

I had everything I could ever have wished for. 

Chapter 1 - Caught in a Trap

Since we had become parents, the romance quotient between me and Daniela had depleted. We had been so engrossed in looking after Angelina that we’d barely had time to invest in our relationship. I worked in the sales department of Helena Ltd, a company that manufactured personal care products. My job kept me busy. Daniela was occupied in looking after the house, which she claimed was like managing “a small business”. 

Angelina wasn’t happy with the functional relationship I shared with her mom. My precocious 16-year-old daughter thought that it was time Daniela and I reignited the spark that had existed between us before she was born. 

“I’m grown and can now take care of myself” Angelina said to me sagely “it’s time you and mom invested in each other”. 

“Dear Relationship Coach” I said lightly “how do you suggest we do that?” 

“It’s simple” said Angelina shrugging “take a holiday together. I’ll stay at my friend Sienna’s place”. 


***

Daniela and I decided to holiday in Sicily. We believed in DIY, hence decided to drive our own red Fiat 500. If we took a ferry at Reggio Calabria, it would take us about 9 hours to reach Palermo. My wife and I set out for our holiday dubiously, not sure if we’d be able to enjoy ourselves without our child. Not that we had a choice. 

We left home in early morning. Daniela offered to take the wheel. I sat beside her, enjoying the drive. My wife was a slow, careful driver, who drove much below the speed limit. She’d never exceeded 90 kmph even in her early youth. When the three of us went out together, Daniela insisted that Angelina always wear her seat belt even when she sat at the back seat. 

We crossed Strait of Messina by ferry around noon and drove on SS113. We stopped at Parco dei Nebrodi for a quick lunch and were driving back to SS113, figuring out that we can arrive at the hotel in Palermo before dark. 

Presently, we were driving on a local road through a small town. Daniela drove at 40kmph although there were hardly any cars or pedestrians. The traffic light turned red and Daniela stopped. After a few moments, it turned green again. Daniela released the break and stepped on the accelerator. 

All of a sudden, a frail form on a blue bicycle sped into the middle of the road. Daniela quickly hit the brake, bringing the Fiat 500 to a screeching halt. However, it seemed like she hadn’t been able to evade the cyclist, who had clearly paid no attention to the traffic rules. With rising concern, I got off the car. My wife did the same. 

A woman lay sprawled on the road. She seemed to be about 60 years old, was thin as a rake and was currently lying motionless. My heart stopped beating. I thought she might be dead. I got off the car immediately and walked to her. As I was about to bend down to feel the woman’s pulse, her eyelids fluttered open. She sat up abruptly. 

“Are you all right, ma’am?” I anxiously enquired. 

“Oh, I am sorry! I should have stopped at the red light” the woman said

“These things happen” I said glad that the woman was alive “My wife and I shall take you to the hospital for detailed examination to make sure that you are all right. We passed one a few kilometers before”. 

“That’s not necessary” the woman reassured “I feel quite okay. Besides, my house is just a few blocks away”. 

Daniela and I felt that an examination was necessary. We tried to persuade the woman to go to the hospital but she firmly refused. We asked her to get into the back seat of our car, so that my wife could drive her home. Thankfully, the woman obliged. I climbed on and rode the woman’s bicycle and followed my wife’s car. Despite the accident, the bicycle worked fine. I was able to reach the old woman’s home just a few seconds after my wife’s car did. 

The lady invited us inside. Daniela and I obliged. We found a super elderly man sitting on a chair. His back was bent double with age and his eyes cataract-ridden. He gazed at us quizzically. 

I explained what had happened at the traffic light. The woman said “Dad, they were so kind to bring me home. I ignored the red light; it was all my fault”. 

So, the super elderly man was the woman’s father. I addressed him again. 

“We wanted to take your daughter to the hospital for inspection, but she refused”. 

“My daughter hates hospitals” the elderly man confirmed. 

“If your daughter has headache or feels sick please make sure to take her to the hospital” I told him firmly “And here’s my number. Don’t hesitate to call should you need to contact us”. 

“Can I see the copy of your automobile insurance?” the request came out of the blue. 

I was zapped by such a request coming from someone of his age. The man evidently had a sharp brain. I went back to the car to fetch a copy of automobile insurance. I glanced at it and felt the hair on my head rise. The insurance had expired three days ago. As I had changed my email address recently, I had failed to notice the expiry date. I didn’t receive the renewal request, which the insurance company should have sent me by e-mail. 

It was a blessing that the woman had not been harmed by the accident. Had she died, I would have faced a law suit for a whopping amount. 

I decided not to disclose my situation to the father. He was a shrewd one. I went into the house and breezily said, 

“It seems that I didn’t bring the copy of the insurance. But don’t worry. Please just call me if you have any problem”. 

We said good-bye to the father-daughter duo and drove to a police station which I found on the Google Map. The woman was alright, but I felt it necessary to report the accident anyway. 

We stopped in front of a huge, granite building, which happened to be the police station. Daniela and I spent about an hour at the police station to file a report. A policeman told us that he would visit the accident “victim” later to interview her. 

“You can leave now” he said. “It was good that you came here although the bicyclist was unharmed. Had you fled without reporting and had any claim been filed later, you would have been in a deep trouble”. 

“Thank you” Daniela said, heaving a visible sign of relief. When we left the police station I felt very tired. More so was my wife, apparently. Though she was officially free, we were in no mood for a holiday. The past two hours had seemed like a horrific curse. Thankfully, it has come to an end. Or so, Daniela and I thought. 

We decided to head home and spend a quiet week with our daughter. We cancelled the hotel on the smartphone and drove a long way home. I was behind the wheel all the way, as Daniela looked as absent-minded as a doll. 


***

Since I’d applied for leave for a week, I decided to spend it at home. After a breakfast of rolls and orange juice, Angelina left for school. Daniela and I were chatting over a cup of coffee, when the front door bell trilled. 

My wife and I nearly jumped out of our skins. Though we didn’t discuss the previous day’s incident, it was still the primary thing on our minds. A forbidding gut instinct told me that the incident was still not behind us. A quick glance at my wife’s blanched face told me that she felt the same panic. 

I strode to the door and opened it. A fortyish man in a double-breasted beige suit stood at the doorway. He held a briefcase and had “lawyer” written all over his face. Though he had a cherubic face and soft curly hair, his eyes were shrewd and canny. The hardness of his expression told me that this man had probably won many cases and led many people up the gallows. My heart pounded loudly in my chest. 

“Yes?” I asked, ignoring my palpitating heart. 

“I am Wade Ferri, a lawyer” said the man in a steely voice “I’m here to meet Mrs. Daniela Rossi”. 

“What is this about?” asked Daniela stepping up from behind me. 

“The matter will take some time to explain” said Ferri tersely “can we discuss it inside?” He indicated the living room where Daniela and I had been drinking coffee. 

“Okay” said my wife frowning “please come in”. She ushered Ferri into the living room and invited him to take a seat. She remained standing because of evident nervousness. I was beginning to feel very jittery myself and couldn’t bring myself to sit down. 

“Would you like some coffee?” asked Daniela, playing the perfect hostess in spite of the situation. 

“No, thanks, I am good” said Ferri smiling icily and keeping his briefcase beside him. 

There was a brief pause. 

“I have been hired by Mr. Antonio Serra” said Ferri addressing Daniela “he is the father of the elderly lady you killed yesterday”. 

“Oh, no! Are you telling me that the woman died?” I cried horrified “She was hale and hearty and also high-spirited when we left her home yesterday!”. 

“She felt sick a few hours after you left” Ferri said grimly “When the ambulance arrived, she was not breathing”. 

“Oh, no!” Daniela exclaimed. She seemed to panicking. 

“Accidents sometimes happen” Ferri shrugged and resumed glaring at Daniela. 

“Why does a lawyer have to visit us today?” I asked Ferri. 

“Mr. Serra has a reason to believe that his daughter’s killing was a negligent homicide. Hence, he hired me to represent him. Mr. Serra wants justice for his daughter and I bloody well will make sure that she gets it!” 

“Mr. Ferri, I wasn’t negligent!” cried my wife hysterically “I’m a very careful driver! It was the old woman who ignored the red light and jumped in our way. She repeatedly apologized to us for ignoring the red light. She did so in the presence of her father as well”. 

“You started the car when the traffic light was still  red” replied the lawyer gelidly “why were you so negligent, Mrs. Rossi…what had you been doing while driving…texting, changing the station of your radio, drinking, or snorting?!” 

“No sir, I was looking at the road!” my wife shrieked “the traffic light had turned green, hence I started moving!” 

“What if I insist that you moved the car when the traffic light was still red?!” yelled the lawyer. 

“That’s impossible!” cried my wife. 

“I have a witness to prove it!” bellowed the lawyer. 

My wife froze. So did I. We didn’t see anybody at the scene of the accident the previous day. 

Today, a lawyer had walked into our home, declaring that he had a witness. The witness had evidently manifested out of thin air. I got the feeling that my wife and I were becoming victims of an intricate and vicious conspiracy. 

“You’ll have hell to pay, ma’am” said Ferri glaring at Daniela “you will face a criminal charge for inflicting bodily injury resulting in death, in addition to a civil suit for a sky-high compensation amounting to € 800,000. If I build a strong case against you, you might have to spend many years in prison”. 

“Do you think you can speak through your hat and that I’ll believe you?” my wife challenged

“there is no way you’ll be able to build such a strong case”. Nevertheless, she was trembling like a leaf. My heart continued to hammer away in my chest. 

“Don’t underestimate me, ma’am” said Ferri quietly “I have won 34 out of the 35 similar cases I have fought so far”. 

I sensed that Ferri wasn’t lying. Daniela seemed to feel the same. Ferri was evidently a man who did what he claimed. In that case, we were in a tricky situation. 

“You paid for your auto-insurance for this purpose. Just cooperate with me, then I will try my best to settle the case within the upper limit of the coverage”. 

“Well, I have a problem. The insurance had expired three days ago”. 

“What! Why didn’t you tell me about it?” Daniela was panicking. 

“In that case you are in deep trouble” said Ferri sighing. 

“We could have a confidential monetary settlement, if you agree” Ferri said after a few seconds’

pause “there is no need to go to court. That's what we call "ADR" which is short for Alternative Dispute Resolution. We could settle without a trial”. 

“How much do you want us to pay?” my wife whispered breathlessly. 

“€400,000” said the lawyer coolly, as if he the amount was loose change. 

My mind was ticking fast. I had managed to purchase a picturesque 3 bed room single-house villa and a Fiat 500 car, but I wasn’t super wealthy. I could collect a maximum of €80,000 in cash and only about €160,000, if I sold the house. 

“We can’t take what you say at face value” I told the lawyer “you must allow me and my wife to meet the witness. Only after meeting him in person, we may be able to consider your proposal for monetary settlement”. 

“Very well” said Ferri giving me an insolent smile “I’ll discuss your request with Mr. Serra. 

Let’s see if he gives you the permission to meet the witness”. 

“Please discuss it with him” I said. 

“I should leave now” said the lawyer looking at his wristwatch. He picked up his briefcase, nodded at us coldly and left. 


***

“What the fuck?!” cried my wife plopping down on the sofa “I never made a mistake, the lady did! The witness is certainly not a bona fide one!” She looked defeated and much older than her 38 years. 

“I agree” I said “but we have no choice but to shell down the €400,000”. 

“Are you fucking crazy?!” Daniela screamed “why should we pay when I’m not at fault??” 

“Please understand that we are helpless” I said “Ferri seems to be as sly as a fox. If the case goes to court, you’re sure be thrown behind bars. We’ll also have to pay a colossal amount of money as compensation. €400,000 is high, but it is significantly less than €800,000. Since I can put together only €240,000 (€80,000 as cash, the rest after selling the house); we’ll be bogged down with a massive debt of say, €560,000. Since you’ll be locked up in prison, I’d  single-handedly have to work my butt off for the rest of my life trying to repay that debt!” 

“You speak as if you alone are the victim here” said my wife bridling “that’s not fucking fair. By the way, we can arrange for  only€240,000. How do you plan to pay the extra €160,000, in case of an out-of-court settlement?” 

“I don’t have a plan yet” I said holding my head in desperation “I’m not sure if I can borrow

€160,000 from a bank or anywhere”. 

“How the fuck can you even think of a monetary settlement when you have no idea as to how to finance the fucking payment?! If you had not failed to renew the insurance, we could have left the matter to the insurance company” Daniela got to her feet, loomed over me and bellowed “are you a fucking idiot or what??” 

“Yes, I’m a fucking idiot” I yelled provoked “I’m a fool for having married a woman who uses unladylike expletives so often! I’m a dolt at having let you drive that Fiat 500 at all! You shouldn’t have started the car as soon as the traffic light turned green! What was the unholy hurry??” 

“I was in no unholy hurry, you bastard!” cried Daniela breaking into tears “you know what a careful driver I am…you know”. 

She crumpled down on the sofa and sobbed like a little girl. Her tear-stained face and absolute vulnerability touched me. 

“I know, honey” I said softly, going over to my wife and giving her a hug “and I’m so sorry. 

Don’t worry, I’ll protect you. I’ll shield you and our little Angelina come what may”. 

Chapter 2 - Alternative Dispute Resolution By the time Angelina came back from school, Daniela and I were outwardly composed. We hadn’t told Angelina the actual reason for having returned home the previous day; choosing instead, to tell her that Daniela wasn’t feeling too well. Presently, Angelina put her satchel down and gave me and her mom a peck on the cheek, as she did every day. I tried my best to reciprocate my daughter’s affections, but the perceptive child evidently sensed that something was amiss. 

“Dad, mom” said Angelina turning to me and Daniela by turns “what’s wrong? Both of you returned looking dismal yesterday; today, you seem practically ill!” 

“Your mom has been feeling a bit under the weather” I said lamely “I told you yesterday…” 

“Yes, but why do you look like you’ve seen a ghost” Angelina demanded “what’s going on, dad?” 

“You don’t have to worry about anything, Angelina” I said evasively “mom and I will handle…

things”. 

“What ‘things’?” said Angelina, growing fearful by the second “you’re scaring me, dad”. 

Daniela apparently thought that telling Angelina the truth would be a better option to tormenting the child with uncertainty and suspense. Calmly, without drama, she narrated the events that had occurred yesterday and today. 

“The witness is evidently a fake one” Daniela told Angelina “we’ll go to court and win the case. 

You go to your room and study. There is no need to worry about anything”. 

Daniela’s words had a calming effect on Angelina. She hugged me and Daniela by turns and disappeared into her room. Daniela and I exchanged wary glances. 

“I wish I felt as confident as I sounded” said Daniela with a sigh. I reached out and took my wife’s cold hand. I pressed it reassuringly and released it after a minute. Daniela vanished into the kitchen to prepare the night’s dinner. 

She had forgotten all about Angelina’s evening snack. I poured a glassful of milk, cut some fruit and arranged them neatly on a tray. Just when I was about to take it into my daughter’s room, my cell phone began ringing. It was from a number I didn’t recognize. 

“Hello, am I speaking to Mr. Rossi?” a steely voice said on the other end “This is Wade Ferri. 

Your wife’s phone is switched off, hence I tried the alternate number you had provided at the police station”. 

It seemed to me that we didn’t have to tell Ferri anything. He got to know things anyway. He had got our both, our address and phone numbers directly from the police station. The tiresome

 bastard. 

“Tell me, Mr. Ferri” I said out loud. 

“Mr. Serra has agreed to let you meet the witness, Gael Greco” Ferri said tersely “Greco and I would like to meet you and Mrs. Rossi tomorrow. Is 10 am a convenient time?” 

“10 am is fine” I said and hung up. 10 am was the perfect time Angelina would be away at school. We had been forced to tell Angelina about the sticky situation we were in, but I intended to shield her from any unpleasant episode that could subsequently arise. I took the snack tray to Angelina room, renewing my vow to protect my little girl forever. 


***

After waving bye-bye to Angelina, my wife and I tensely waited for Ferri. As the minutes ticked by, I felt the knot in my stomach tighten. At 10 am sharp, the doorbell trilled. I nearly died of fright. Daniela looked as pale as a ghost. 

Ferri strode in, looking grimmer than ever in a grey suit. The “witness” followed him. He was a bearded hulk of a man, dressed in leather jeans and a Metallica t-shirt. He sported several piercings and tattoos and looked like the spawn of the devil. Going by his dress and deportment, I guessed that Greco was a felon or a pilferer--someone who obviously was on the wrong side of the law. I could swear he had been nowhere near the scene of the accident. The knot in my stomach tightened further. It was evident that Ferri and his client were fabricating a vicious claim against us. 

“This is Gael Greco” Ferri introduced tersely “he is ready to testify against Mrs. Rossi”. 

I stole a glance at my wife. She was trembling at the very sight of the witness. I wondered how she was going to hold up through the ordeal that evidently was to follow. 

This time, I ushered Ferri and Greco into the living room. They sat down on the couch. Daniela and I took separate chairs opposite the lawyer and “the witness”. 

“Okay, Gael” said Ferri, turning to Greco “please reiterate what you saw the other day…” 

Greco turned to us and spoke slowly, enunciating each word. “On the day of the accident, I was walking on the road near the traffic light. The traffic light turned red. This lady stopped. A lady on a blue bicycle passed by my side and crossed the corner when the traffic light was green. The woman here started the car when the traffic light was still red. She hit the old lady’s bicycle and nearly squashed the poor creature like a bug. She then put the lady in the back seat of a Fiat 500

and drove away. I remember the license plate number and the faces of these two people”. 

“That’s a deliberate, malicious lie!” Daniela screamed “I only moved when the traffic light turned green! My husband is my witness!” 

“The testimony of close family members doesn’t count, Mrs. Rossi” said Ferri “scream and shout all you like, but we’ll win the case”. 

“Listen” I said anger rising within me “whom do you really represent? It can’t just be Mr. Serra”. 

“Montana & Co.” said Ferri evenly “it consulted Mr. Serra, an ordinary citizen”. 

I was stultified with fear. Montana & Co. rang a bell—it was a mafia owned company. The term

“mafia” conjured up the following: vote buying, loan sharking, bid rigging, smuggling, burglary, kidnapping, murder. 

It seemed like the mafia had seen the accident as a money-extorting opportunity and had contacted Mr. Serra. They had subsequently got his proxy and assiduously prepared a witness. 

Daniela and I were singularly unlucky to have become the targets of the mafia’s vicious conspiracy. They had hired an astute lawyer for this purpose. My wife and I were sure to lose the court battle. 

Daniela and I were caught between hell and high waters. I felt that we had no other way but to agree to the monetary settlement. 

I declared my intention out loud. I also thought I’d come clean about our financial situation. 

“I can only pay €80,000 on the spot, and €160,000 after selling this house” I told Ferri “please allow me to pay the balance of €160,000 in monthly installments over a period of 5 years”. 

Ferri’s shrewd eyes absorbed the information. “Thank you for the offer” he said “I’ll convey the same to my client. Let’s see if he agrees. 


***

Ferri and Greco left. Later that evening, Ferri called me and said, “My client has accepted a delayed settlement, albeit of a different kind than the one you proposed”. 

“A different kind of a delayed settlement?” I asked flummoxed. The lawyer’s words made no sense to me whatsoever. “Can you elaborate?” I added. 

“It’s not something I can explain over the phone” said Ferri “I’ll visit you tomorrow and elaborate in person”. He cut the call before I could react. 


***

I wasn’t too thrilled about Ferri’s impending visit. Angela had a day off because of the foundation anniversary of the school. I didn’t want her to get intimidated by the exchanges between us and Ferri. Ferri, however, hadn’t given me a choice. He had literally invited himself to my house. 

At 9 am sharp, the doorbell trilled. Daniela and I exchanged weary glances. I opened the door with a palpitating heart. Daniela stood behind me. She plucked at the back of my shirt collar in a nervous, fidgety fashion. 

Two guys in jet black suits stood in front of our door. One was Ferri; the other a sleek, aquiline

featured man, sporting a beard and shades. He appeared to be in his 20s and had a cold, cruel air about him. He was obviously a mafia guy. I instinctively recoiled and took a step backwards. I felt Daniela do the same. 

Ferri barged into my house with his mate and made himself comfortable on my living room sofa. 

He crossed one leg on another in an impudent fashion and glanced around the house. 

Daniela and I stood around, not knowing how to react. “Yes, Mr. Ferri?” I enquired after a minute. 

“I’m here to discuss our client’s version of ‘a delayed settlement’” Ferri said laconically. 

“Okay” I said taking a deep breath “but why have you got… a friend along”. 

“Oh, don’t mind Sergio” said Ferri carelessly “he works with my client”. 

I felt my mouth go dry. If Sergio worked with Ferri’s client, he was a mafia guy. My head started reeling. I felt that a great catastrophe was going to befall me and my family. 

Ferri’s canny eyes scanned the living room. They appraised pictures of Angelina displayed all over the walls of the living room. There was a picture of Angelina swimming, another one of her partying with friends. The third picture showed me, Angelina and Daniela posing together as family. We had got the family portrait clicked at a studio two months back. 

Sergio, too, had taken off his shades and was feasting his cold, grey eyes on Angelina’s pictures. 

I didn’t like the way the guys ogled my child’s photos. I wish I’d had better sense than to parade my 16-year-old daughter’s pictures in the living room. However, it was too late. 

“Is that your daughter?” Ferri asked. He was grinning from ear to ear, as if he’d just won a lottery. 

“Yeah, so what?” I said defensively. 

“She’s a real beauty” said Ferri still grinning “I’ve never seen such a hot, voluptuous body in my life”. 

“Mind your tongue” I snapped “she’s only 16”. 

“Oh, 16 is old enough” said Ferri rising to his feet. He gestured to Sergio to do the same. 

Angelina’s room was close to the living room; she had probably overheard the entire conversation. I could hear her breathing noisily and unevenly out of nervousness. 

Alerted by the sound, Ferri and Sergio strode in the direction of Angelina’s room. I leapt to my feet and blocked the doorway of my daughter’s room. Daniela stood next to me, shivering from head to toe

“No, you can’t go in!” I cried. 

“Get out of the way, you bastard” Sergio said. He overpowered me and muscled his way into Angelina’s room. Ferri followed. Before Daniela or I realized what was happening, the guys had caught Angelina by the arms and were currently trying to drag her outside the room. Angelina kicked, clawed and bit them like a frightened animal, but to no avail. The guys were way stronger than her. 

“Please…please leave her alone” I pleaded, swallowing “let’s be reasonable…” 

“I’m being totally and utterly reasonable” said Ferri cockily “your daughter is my client’s

‘delayed settlement’. She is going to work for us for five years”. 

I was stupefied. Was this guy out of his mind? My daughter was only 16, a mere child. I could see raw, undiluted fear in Angelina’s eyes, too. Clearly, she hadn’t anticipated a situation even close to this one. 

I was vaguely aware of Daniela’s shocked sobs. She threw herself at Ferri’s feet and begged, 

“Have mercy. Spare my daughter and take me instead. After all, I was the one who caused the accident”. 

A look of panic crossed Angelina’s face. “No mom, please!” she cried “I’d rather go with them!” 

“No, Angelina” said Daniela “I’m the one responsible for all this. I’ll go with these guys”. 

Turning her large, haunted eyes to Ferri, she said, “Please take me, Mr. Ferri. I’m ready to go with you right now”. 

Ferri’s grip on my daughter’s arm loosened. He regarded my wife from head to toe. He didn’t look too impressed. He turned to Sergio and said, “What do you think, mate?” 

“No” said Sergio shaking his head “this skinny washed-out blonde won’t fetch us more than

€40,000. No way”. 

I glanced at Angelina’s face. She looked stupefied that she could be worth more than her mom, whom we considered the beauty of the house. To us, Angelina was a mere child, who was still too young to be regarded as a beauty. 

“It’s decided then” said Ferri decisively “we’re taking the daughter”. He renewed his grip on Angelina’s arm and gestured to Sergio to drag her out of the room. Sergio gripped Angelina’s arm and the two men tried to roughly yank her out the room. Angelina was crying softly now. 

They managed to drag Angelina out of her room. Before they could move a step further, I said, 

“Stop! Take me instead”. 

Both the men looked at each other and burst into loud guffaws. “Take you?” said Ferri mockingly “what on earth would my client do with  you?” 

“I’m ready to do  anything for your client” I said “even if it is illegal”. 

“No, dad!” Angelina protested “you’ve always been squeaky clean. I won’t let you dirty your

hands for me!” 

“Angelina, my child” I said “I am ready to give up my life in order to save you. You are the most precious gift God has given me and your mom”. 

“Enough of the soppy family drama” snapped Ferri impatiently “let’s get down to brass tacks”. 

He turned to Sergio and said, “What do you think we should do next?” 

“I’ll handle it” said Sergio stepping forward “what are your qualifications?” he asked me. 

“I have a degree in sales and marketing” I replied “I work as the manager at Helena Ltd, a company which manufactures personal care products”. 

“Do you have a resume?” Ferri enquired. 

“Sure, I have one on my smart phone” I said pulling my phone out of my pocket “I’ll send it to you”. I clicked a few buttons and sent my latest curriculum vitae to an address provided by Ferri. 

“Thank you” said Ferri and instructed Sergio to take a full-length picture of mine. I was wearing a pair of jeans, a fitted white t-shirt and a pair of sandals. Sergio clicked several pictures of mine. 

“Stay here while I talk to my client” Ferri instructed me and my family. He and Sergio disappeared into the kitchen, closed the door and apparently talked to the mafia godfather. After about fifteen minutes, they reemerged. Sergio turned to me and said, 

“We talked to  Padrino, our godfather. He has agreed to take you. You shall work for us for 5

years after which you shall be released”. 

“Alright” I said keeping a stiff upper lip “Can I say goodbye to my family in private?” 

“Go ahead” said Sergio “you could talk in your daughter’s room for precisely 5 minutes. We’ll wait here”. 

Me and my family walked into Angelina’s room and shut the door. The emotions that I had masterfully concealed in front of the mafia guy and the lawyer spilled out. Daniela and Angelina were crying as if the world had come to an end. 

“Goodbye, my dears” I said kissing my sobbing wife and daughter by turns. 

“Vittorio” cried my wife embracing me tight “this is my fault. I should never ever have driven that cursed Fiat 500. You’re now paying for my folly”. 

“Never mind, Daniela” I said patting my wife’s back in a pacifying manner “It was hardly your fault. Accidents happen”. 

“I wish they didn’t” cried Daniela, still inconsolable. 

“You have to be strong” I said mollifying Daniela “look after Angelina. Make sure she graduates from a good university”. 

“I’ll try my best” said Daniela “I shall try to get myself a job, move into a smaller house and make sure that Angelina goes to the best university in Italy. Don’t worry, Vittorio, I’ll raise our princess well”. 

I sighed and nodded. The three of us were silent for a moment. 

“I’ll have to tender my resignation to Helena Ltd.” I then said gloomily, breaking away from my wife’s embrace and signing on a blank sheet of paper lying on Angelina’s desk “will you type the letter, scan and send it to my boss, Daniela?” 

“I will do the needful” said my wife between tears. She embraced me again. 

Angelina put her arms around me and Daniela. The three of us stood hugging one another for a long time. 

“Goodbye, Angelina” I said kissing my daughter’s forehead tenderly “study hard, okay?” 

“Okay” said Angelina between sobs. 

“Time’s up” Sergio barked from outside the room. 

“Dad, dad, my dad! You are my hero! You have been my hero since I was born and will continue to be the one whatever may happen in the future!” 

This was exactly the purpose of my life. I felt that all had been rewarded. No more looking back, I followed Ferri and Sergio as the happiest man on earth. 

Chapter 3 - Lawyer's Assistant

I was escorted outside to find a huge black Rolls Royce waiting for us. Ferry sat down in the back seat. Sergio took the driver's seat and I sat next to him. Ferri got off the car when it stopped at a traffic light near Centro Direzionale. I was left alone with the mafia guy. “We’re taking you to  Padrino’s office” Sergio said from behind the wheel. The words “Padrino’s office” conjured the image of damp gloomy dungeon-like office in my mind. I closed my eyes and pretended like I was sleeping. 

I was taken aback when the Rolls Royce came to a screeching halt in front of a posh, monolithic five-storied marble building. I got off and read the company billboard. It said, “Montana & Co.”. 

I was taken inside to see suited and booted employees busily going about their work just like in any ordinary office. The assistant-level employees seemed to be only female. They wore charming pink skirt suits, with a white shirt, a red ribbon tie, beige-colored stockings and white high heels. I was pleasantly surprised to find that Montana & Co. had different departments like finance, human resources, research and development, marketing et al. just like any other office. 

My anxiety began to subside. Montana & Co. wasn’t an intimidating place at all. Working here would be just like working in any other office! 

“Padrino has his office on the top most floor” said Sergio leading me to the lift and punching a button to summon it down “I’ll take you to him”. He pressed the button, which said “5”. When the lift came to a halt on the 5th floor, Sergio said, 

“Okay, I’m going down now.  Padrino’s office is the first on the right. His name is Fabio Montana”. 

I nodded and walked towards the concerned office. After a minute, I gingerly knocked. 

“Come in” said a deep rumbling voice. 

I pushed the door and walked in. The office was a posh one with a neatly arranged desk, expensive-looking revolving chairs and a huge glass pane, which provided a view of the outdoors.  Padrino stood with his back to me. He was a tall, broad-shouldered man, wearing a granite grey suit. 

He turned as I came in.  Padrino was in his 60s, with short pepper-and-salt hair and hard black eyes. He appraised me for a minute and said, “Welcome to Montana & Co., Mr. Rossi”. 

“Thank you,    sir” I said with dignity. 

“My men have been telling me that you chose to come here instead of sending your daughter” 

said  Padrino “are they right?” 

“Absolutely, sir” I confirmed. 

“You’re ready to do anything—legal or illegal—for us, am I right?” he questioned. 

“Yes sir, I’m ready to do  anything” I said. 

“Then, I’ll need you to sign on this contract” said  Padrino pushing a sheet of paper across the desk towards me. 

I went over the Ts & Cs of the contract. It said:

“This Agreement (“Agreement”) entered into on the day above written by and between Fabio Montana, 99, Tropicana Street, Naples Prefecture, Italy and Vittorio Joseppe Rossi, 22, Olive Lane, Naples, Italy, do hereby agree to all the terms described and given below. 

Vittorio Joseppe Rossi will unquestioningly work for Fabio Montana for a period of 5 years. In case, of fleeing or dereliction of duty, Vittorio Joseppe Rossi will be replaced by his daughter, Angelina Jane Rossi, who will unquestioningly work for Fabio Montana for the rest of the 5 year period. During the contract period of 5 years, Vittorio Joseppe Rossi is prohibited from visiting or talking to his wife and daughter”. 

The feelings of panic returned. The whole affair was quite dark, after all. I had never ever been threatened so malevolently in my life. I retrieved a pen from my pocket and signed beneath the contract with a trembling hand. 

I wondered how  Padrino knew the middle names of me and my family members. But I didn’t think it was prudent to ask. The mafia probably had its ways of finding out any information it wished to. 

“I hope you’ve understood the terms of the contract clearly?” Padrino asked. 

“Yes, sir” I said, trying to control the tremulousness that had crept into my voice. 

“Do you think you can negotiate business contracts as you mentioned in your curriculum vitae?” 

 Padrino asked. 

“I think so” I said “I worked in the sales department of a manufacturing company. I routinely negotiated contracts with distributors and customers, both local and overseas. I did so with the help of employees from the legal department or directly from lawyers”. 

“Good, then you’ll work in the legal department of Montana & Co. as the assistant to our company lawyer, Sandra Bianchi” said  Padrino. 

“Thank you for the nice opportunity. It is the kind of work that I had wished to do here” I said gratefully. 

“Fine. Before I take you to the legal department, I want you to change into this uniform. Since you are starting as an assistant-level employee, it is mandatory to wear the uniform”. 

 Padrino handed me a vinyl bag. I opened it to find a pink skirt suit, with a white shirt, a red

ribbon tie, beige stockings and white high heels. It was the uniform I had seen  female assistants wearing on the ground floor! 

I was stupefied and gaped at  Padrino. “Is this some sort of a joke?” I finally asked. 

“Of course not” snapped  Padrino “all our assistant-level employees wear this uniform. It just happened that you were not female, but the rule can’t be changed so easily especially for you”. 

“I will look stupid” I said and continued feeling lost. 

“This is my order” Padrino said in a firm, no-nonsense tone. At this moment, I realized that I couldn’t refuse to wear the uniform. 

“You’ll find a changing room at the farthest end of the corridor”  Padrino said “Change into the skirt-suit asap. After you change, I’ll take you to the legal department and introduce you to Ms. 

Bianchi and the other members of the legal department”. 

I hesitantly left  Padrino’s room and walked down the corridor. My steps were unsteady, my mind unsettled. How in the world was I supposed to carry off a female employees’ uniform? 

Wouldn’t it look incongruous on my masculine frame? I found and opened the door of a room marked “Changing Room”. Albeit for a large full-length mirror, it was quite empty. 

I cursorily glanced at myself in the mirror, regretting the fact that I was only 5’5 and somewhat short for a man. My body wasn’t too muscular and I had what people would call a “soft face”. I hadn’t shaven for the past two days and had a bit of stubble. 

I kicked off my sandals and stripped off my jeans and white t-shirt. I quickly dressed in the women’s white shirt and pink skirt-suit, feeling ridiculous as I did so. The white shirt was padded, giving the impression that I had boobs. I pulled on the beige-colored stockings, cursing my hairy legs, which showed through. I slipped on the high heels, put my old clothes in the vinyl bag and unsteadily tottered towards  Padrino’s office. 

 Padrino’s expression on seeing me was inscrutable. He wordlessly escorted me to the legal department, which was on the 4th floor. When we reached our destination,  Padrino beckoned a tall, attractive woman of about 40. The woman who walked towards us seemed to be of mixed descent and had dusky skin, brown eyes and wild black locks (tied back in a ponytail). She wore a well-tailored navy-blue skirt-suit with a white shirt, red high heels and crimson lipstick. The badge on her suit said “Sandra Bianchi”. 

“Good morning,  Padrino” the woman said “do you have any particular work for me?” 

“Good morning, Ms. Bianchi” said  Padrino “no, I don’t have any particular work for you. 

Instead, I want to ease your work load by providing you with an assistant. Meet your new assistant, Vittorio Rossi”. 

Sandra was obviously flummoxed by the incongruity between my name and dressing, but desisted from making a comment. Instead, she gave me a warm, welcoming smile and said

“Pleased to meet you, Vittorio”. 

“Likewise, Ms. Bianchi” I said taking an instant liking for Sandra. 

Sandra turned to  Padrino and profusely thanked him for providing her with an assistant. 

Meanwhile, I was having a tough time. The other employees of the legal department were watching me goggle-eyed. Thanks to my grizzled chin and hairy legs, they had figured out that I was a man dressed in women’s uniform. My short bob also gave my gender identity away. Much to my embarrassment, they nudged each other and laughed.  Padrino soon left for his office. 

Sandra noticed the employees gawking and giggling and gently (but firmly) urged them to go back to work. She smiled at me and briskly explained the duties I was supposed to carry out on a day-to-day basis. 

“As you must know, Montana & Co. manufactures perfumes and fragrances” Sandra told me

“and I’m the head of the legal department. I want you to help me oversee the legal activities of the business. Your duties will include handling daily mail, distributing the mail to people within the company, taking phone, greeting clients, scheduling appointments and paying the department’s bills. At times, I may ask you to make coffee and run errands for me, is that okay?” 

“Absolutely, Ms. Bianchi” I said trying to smile. I felt miserable in a skirt-suit and stockings. I felt tremendously awkward, with employees of the legal department still staring at me. Sandra was the only positive thing in this whole wretched drama. Even though I detested wearing female clothes, I got the feeling that I would enjoy working with her. 

“At times, I may rope you in for more specialized work” Ms. Bianchi continued “you could help me in matters like business development, contract management, litigating and help resolve customer claims against the company for product damages and defects—would that be possible?” 

“I’d love to assist you, Ms. Bianchi” I said “working for you would be a great learning experience for me”. 

Sandra smiled. Both of us immediately started working on a case against one of the company’s employees. Sandra was thorough and methodical and I enjoyed working with her. The day went smoothly for the next two hours until I wished to use the restroom. 

The legal department shared its restroom with two other departments. As a man, I naturally entered the Gents’. I was waylaid by a tall, slender man dressed in a Versace suit. 

“Madam, this is the Gents’” he said in a hoity-toity tone “please use the Ladies’, which is situated at the opposite end of the corridor”. 

I wished to tell this pseudo-sophisticated guy that I belonged here, but his clothes told me that he was my superior in rank. I thought it best not to argue with him and walked to the Ladies’ at the opposite end of the corridor. 

Sandra saw me walk towards the Ladies’ and raised a quizzical eyebrow. “What happened?” she asked. 

“Nothing” I said feeling myself flush “I was advised to use the Ladies’, that’s all”. 

“Oh, I see” said Sandra and went back to her work. I was grateful to her for not asking too many questions. When I entered the Ladies’, a petite girl in a uniform similar to mine screeched as if she had seen a ghost. Employees from the legal and three other departments rushed to and assembled in the restroom. Sandra pushed her way through the crowd and came to the forefront. 

“What happened, Emilia?” she peremptorily questioned “why did you scream?” 

“This is a man, Ms. Bianchi, not a woman” said Emilia indicating me “when he entered the Ladies’, I thought he was here to assault me”. As soon as Emilia said the above words, the crowd of assembled people turned to stare at me. I felt my face go hot with shame. I was mortified beyond words. 

“That’s crazy” said Sandra firmly “did Vittorio do anything that led you to think that way?” 

“No, ma’am” said Emilia after a moment’s speculation “he just entered the restroom, that’s all”. 

“Then, let him use it” Sandra said simply. She ushered me into one of the toilets where I was finally able to relieve myself. When I reemerged, Sandra turned to the assembled crowd and said, 

“As you should know the Montana & Company cares for sexual minorities. Vittorio believes that she is a woman inside, so the president decided to treat her as a female employee. She has been allowed to dress as a female employee and shall be using the ladies’ room. None of you must create a scene like Emilia did today. Am I clear?” 

“Yes, Ms. Bianchi” said the assembled people. 

“Have you understood, Emilia?” said Sandra addressing the silly young employee “No more unnecessary hollering, okay?” 

“Yes, Ms. Bianchi” said Emilia nodding several times “I’m sorry, Ms. Bianchi”. 

“Fine, we’re good” said Sandra smiling at her. She herded the crowd out of the Ladies’. 

I was not happy about Sandra’s explanation that I was a woman inside, but I could not think of any other way to persuade the other employees to treat me with due respect. 


***

Work went smoothly until the lunch hour. Sandra and I had lunch in the cafeteria, where Sandra told me more about litigation management and the prosecution of cases in courts. After finishing our Panini sandwich and hot chocolate, Sandra and I headed straight back to the work desk. We worked for an hour, after which Sandra asked me to deliver a document to a Ms. Alma Marino, the head of the accounting department. 

The accounting department was on the third floor. I took the lift down and walked towards the work cubicle. I recognized Ms. Marino by sight. She was a plain, bespectacled woman in her mid-40s. 

Presently, Ms. Marino was typing away on her laptop. She wore a brown skirt-suit and white

high heels. Her hair was cut in a short bob and a pearl necklace adorned her neck. She saw me walking towards her, distractedly looked up and smiled. It was obvious that Ms. Marino hadn’t recognized me as a man dressed in a female uniform. 

“Good afternoon, Ms. Marino” I said handing the woman the document sent by Sandra “Ms. 

Bianchi, from the legal department, asked me to hand these over to you”. 

Ms. Marino started at the sound of my voice. She looked up and stared at me in a way that made my skin prick. The realization that I was a man in a woman’s uniform dawned on her. 

She reacted in an outrageous manner. Ms. Marino threw her head back and loudly cackled. Other employees of the department looked at her and then gawked at me. 

“By Jove!” exclaimed Ms. Marino still sniggering “I didn’t know that the company now hires lady boys!” 

I didn’t react. Instead, I curtly nodded and turned to go. Ms. Marino was evidently in the mood to give me another dose of not-so-funny humor. 

“Good to meet you, tranny” she said loudly “I hope Ms. Bianchi intends using you only as an attendant. I wouldn’t want her to organize The Alcazar Cabaret!” Ms. Marino guffawed aloud at her own distasteful joke. I walk away disgusted. When I reached the legal department, I was still scowling. Sandra noticed and asked, “Everything ok?” 

“Yes, ma’am” I said evasively, not wishing to make a mountain out of a molehill. 

“Your face looks downcast” Sandra observed “was anybody rude? You could tell me…” She gently prodded. 

Without any embellishments, I told Sandra what had just occurred. I tried not to sound complaining but didn’t spare any details. At the end of the narrative, Sandra had a disgusted look on her face. 

“That was an unprofessional way to behave” she said “I apologize on behalf of Ms. Marino”. 

“There is no need, Ms. Bianchi” I said “you are hardly to blame”. 

“Nevertheless, I’m sorry” said Sandra “I can’t believe a colleague of mine behaved in this manner. I will talk to Ms. Marino to make sure that it will not happen again. However, I could help you modulate your voice so that you sound like a female. Let me arrange voice training and therapy classes for you”. 

As promised, Sandra arranged for voice therapy classes thrice a week. At first, altering my voice seemed like a daunting task, but I eventually accomplished a certain degree of voice feminization. I learned to speak in a feminine tenor by controlling vibrations in my chest, altering speech patterns, learning to speak from the larynx and mastering intonation, so that my voice rose and fell in a more feminine fashion. 

Sandra also coaxed me to go to a clinic for laser-hair-removal. As I considered my hirsute face and body as a sign of manliness, I was reluctant. However, Sandra told me that the procedure was mandatory if I was to blend in as a female employee at Montana & Co. I recalled the embarrassing incidents I routinely went through at work and agreed to the hair removal. Sandra ordered hair removal in the following areas: face, legs, arms, underarms and the groin region. 

The session began and the laser pulse felt like the snap of a rubber band. Over the next 1-3

weeks, the treated hair began to fall magically. The process required a few sittings, and with every treatment I saw fewer hairs return. 

My face and bodily skin received a new lease of life. I enjoyed the smooth, silky texture of my skin. I savored every moment I spent in the shower, soaping and gently scrubbing every inch of my baby soft skin. I enjoyed slathering it with lotions and creams later on. With constant pampering, my skin began to glow even more. As I glanced at myself in the mirror, I marveled at how much I had begun to look like Angelina… The same soft skin, red hair, wide green eyes…

oh, how much I missed my baby! I recalled how euphoric I was when I first held Angelina as a new born, witnessed her first baby steps and watched her grow up into a pretty and intelligent young woman. The day I was parted from my family, Angelina especially, had been a heart-wrenching one. I loved Daniela too, but Angelina was my own flesh-and-blood! Angelina was one person who was genetically closest to me. But for my daughter, I had no living relatives. 

“We’ll be reunited after 5 years, my baby” I reaffirmed to myself “and I’ll make up for lost time”. I vowed to pamper my princess even more than I had during her first 16 years. 

The laser-hair-removal and voice therapy brought dramatic changes in my personality. Up to this point, the above were the two factors, which had made me an object of much ridicule. After the treatment and therapy, I could freely go to other departments without being gawked at. No one called me a “tranny” or “she-male” anymore. I handled most of the work but didn’t answer phone calls. Even though my voice passed as a woman’s in person, telephone conversations were the real deal. The low, masculine texture of my original voice came through, confusing the client at the other end. Therefore, Sandra discouraged me from receiving phone calls. She was happy with my diligent working style, but I saw the above restriction as some kind of a black mark against me. I swore to work harder at speech therapy and feminize my voice further so that I could answer the telephone confidently. That, for me, would be a victory-of-sorts even in the sticky situation I found myself in. 

Chapter 4 - Femdom

Sandra lived in a spacious three-storied, two-bedroom apartment, about 4 kms away from the office. On the first day of my job, she had given me one of her bedrooms. “Consider this your own home, Vittorio” she told me warmly “feel free to cook, watch television and even help yourself to my clothing”. 

“Thank you, ma’am” I said, feeling myself blush “you’re very kind. However, I can’t possibly wear your clothes!” 

“Why not?” asked Sandra with mock anger “do you not like my dressing sense?” 

“I love it, ma’am” I said honestly “however, how can an employee wear his boss’s clothes?! It’s highly improper”. 

“Why is it improper?” asked Sandra pouting “I’m your boss only in the office. I’m your pal at home”. 

“Okay, pal” I said feeling a surge of affection towards Sandra “will I fit into your clothes? You are about 2 inches taller than me”. 

“I think you will” said Sandra “otherwise, I could alter my clothes so that they fit you. We could also order new clothes online”. 

“I’d like to check out your wardrobe first, if that’s okay with you” I said spiritedly. I felt excited in spite of myself. Though I detested dressing as a woman per se, I liked doing so with Sandra. 

She was a fun person to work and hangout with. 

“Sure!” said Sandra leading me to her bedroom. It was painted a classic white and had a bright red cupboard. I noticed that Sandra kept her room very neat. She was as organized at home as she was in office. 

“Check these out” said Sandra energetically showing me her clothes, shoes and accessories “do you like any?” 

I appraised the items laid out in front of me. They were loud, bold clothes in bright colors, big prints and chunky designs. The shoe rack comprised mostly of sneakers or sensual high heels. 

The necklaces, earrings et al. were huge, striking statement pieces. 

They were all beautiful, but suited Sandra’s personality more than mine. My bold dark-haired boss could carry off this style, but a quieter redhead like me couldn’t. I was silent for a minute. 

“Vittorio, what do you think of them?” Sandra gently urged. 

“Can I be honest?” I asked hesitantly. 

“Absolutely” said Sandra reassuringly. 

“I think I should go in for something softer” I said “pastel shades, dainty jewelry, cute shoes and like. It would go better with my demure personality, don’t you think?” 

“I hear you” said Sandra agreeing “I must say you have great fashion sense. Really Vittorio, you should be an Image Consultant or something”. 


***

Sandra and I ordered a lot of clothes, shoes and accessories online. We selected soft tender shades, small pretty prints and silhouetted outfits to go with my not-too-big frame and low-key personality. Sandra understood my preferences and chose small pearl earrings, delicate silver chains, bracelets and anklets for me. She also ordered cute shoes like kitten heels, clogs, sandals and small sized sneakers for me. 

Sandra also taught me how to put on makeup. She understood that I didn’t have any particular inclination to dress as a woman, but explained that better dressing and makeup skills would make my life easier during the 5 years I was to work for Montana & Co. 

“Since you have no control over what happened, you might as well enjoy this phase” Sandra pointed out. I agreed with her and went with the flow, enjoying every minute I spent with her. 

Sandra taught me how to contour my face, so that my cheekbones appeared more defined. After contouring, my face appeared more heart-shaped than before, giving me a more feminine appearance. She taught me to hide the slightly rough texture of my skin by using foundation and concealer. Sandra taught me to use eye shadow, eyeliner and mascara, so that my eyes appeared more attractive. She tutored me to use lip liner and lipstick, so that my lips appeared fuller. 

Since I couldn’t pay rent, I worked as Sandra’s maid. Sandra didn’t insist, but didn’t resist either when I first offered to work as her domestic help during off hours. I cooked, cleaned and washed away happily. Since I had been parted from Daniela, I missed sex tremendously. Surprisingly, doing household chores gave me the same sort of satisfaction that sex did. 

I performed well in office too. I became an ace at sending and distributing mails, scheduling appointments and paying the department’s bills. When I greeted or brought in coffee for the clients, no one thought of me as a man dressed like a woman. I easily passed for a woman. 

Sandra started giving me jobs that were above the assistant level. She asked me to study thoroughly on a case and asked me to prepare and draft a document all by myself! My confidence improved. However, Sandra still didn’t let me answer phone calls. As much as I tried, I was identified as a male employee over the phone. 

One day, after we’d had returned home and showered freshly, Sandra asked for a cup of coffee. I promptly changed into a plain sea green dress and a pair of flip flops. I then went into the kitchen and began concocting the brew, enjoying the heady aroma of fresh coffee. When engrossed in the aroma, I felt a pair of strong, womanly arms go around me. A sensuous musky fragrance told me that Sandra was standing behind me. 

“Do you mind if I fool around a bit?” she said huskily, nuzzling my neck. The contact sent jolts of electricity down my body. 

“Not at all…” I said weakly, melting as Sandra kissed and gently bit my earlobe. She was running her shapely hands up and down my chest. My head was reeling, sending me into the zenith of heaven. Sandra’s hand moved southward and fondled my groin region. I mewled like a helpless little kitten. 

Sandra turned me around to face her. Her gaze was so intense that I couldn’t bring myself to make eye contact. Sandra tilted my face upwards and urged me to meet her gaze. I lifted my downcast eyes to meet hers. Our eyes locked. We lost sense of time. 

After what seemed like an eternity, Sandra pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me gently; she then kissed me with crushing force. Her tongue explored the sides of my mouth and my own tongue with unrivalled curiosity. Her mouth continued ravishing mine for quite a long time. 

I was hard now. My penis was clearly silhouetted against my dress. Sandra seemed aroused too. 

Her nipples were pebble hard against her soft grey t-shirt. 

She grabbed me with rough affection and half carried/half dragged me to her bedroom. She teasingly pushed me on the bed and commanded me to lie absolutely still. Sandra, subsequently, pulled my dress up, peeled my briefs off and wrapped her lips around my erect penis. 

Her mouth teased my penis head and moved up and down my shaft. I moaned and mewled, unable to lie still. My mind had reached the acme of pleasure. A small voice inside me said that I was cheating on Daniela, but I ignored it. What Sandra was now doing to me was sheer, undiluted pleasure! I hadn’t experienced anything close to it in the entire 37 years of my life, either with Daniela or any other woman. 

I tried to control myself but ended up coming all over Sandra’s face. Panic took over. I feared that my boss would be offended by what I had inadvertently done. However, Sandra smilingly wiped away my fluid off her face, using a wet tissue lying nearby. 

“You’ve been a bad boy, Vittorio; therefore, I am going to punish you” she said in a sexy, tantalizing tone. 

She took off her t-shirt, slacks and lingerie, revealing her gorgeous ripe form. I sucked in my breath. Before I could admire her fully, Sandra asked me to turn over. I promptly obliged by lying on my belly. 

I could hear Sandra walk to the wardrobe and retrieve something from it. From the sounds of Velcro straps, I guessed that she was strapping on a dildo around her toned waist. I tried to crane my neck to see, but Sandra ordered me to lie still. The next thing I felt for a searing pain in my rear orifice. Sandra was penetrating me with the dildo. 

As she began thrusting, the pain began to ease. Soon, I began enjoying the sex tremendously. 

Sandra plunged in and out with great spirit, simultaneously kissing the back of my neck. All I could do was moan incessantly due to the flood of unadulterated ecstasy. 

***

Sex between me and Sandra became a regular feature. She was the dominant, who enjoyed handcuffing, flogging and whipping me lightly. I enjoyed calling her “Goddess” or “ma’am” as I otherwise did. Sandra, sometimes, let me penetrate her. However, most of the time, I was penetrated by Sandra with a dildo. 

Ever since I’d met Daniela, I hadn’t as much as looked at any other woman. However, I was now routinely cheating on my poor wife. The extramarital affair made me feel immensely guilty, but I couldn’t resist Sandra’s overtures. She was the ideal boss and lover. My admiration for the woman grew by the day. 

Sandra and I started going out in the evenings. One evening, she took me to watch the rerun of a recent release called “The Greatest Showman”. I dressed in a light summer dress, a suede jacket and matching shoes. I was asked to wear a wig and keep my makeup light. Sandra wore a maxi with bold African prints and black boots. She used dark red lipstick, which was her trademark. 

As we walked home from the movie theatre, a group of unruly-looking youngsters starting following me and Sandra. Sandra urged me to ignore the boys and continue walking. The boys strolled along, whistling and snickering. Sandra and I walked on, ignoring the pesky youth. 

One bold specimen stepped forward and elbowed me roughly. I staggered backwards, nearly losing my balance. Sandra helped me steady myself. Incensed, she turned to the youth and demanded, 

“What is your problem? Why did you hurt my friend?” 

“She’s a shemale” the punk said, as if that explained why he elbowed me so savagely. 

“So?” Sandra asked brusquely, growing angrier. 

“We don’t like trannies” the boy murmured insolently. 

“Shut up and buzz off” Sandra said pulling out her cell phone from her purse “otherwise, I shall call the cops”. 

At the mention of cops, the young hooligans fled the scene. After they were gone, Sandra turned to me and said, “It would be better if you go in for Laryngoplastic Surgery to change your voice into a female one. I would also recommend you to start taking estrogen hormones to feminize your body”. 

“I don’t think that’s necessary” I said “people in office don’t recognize me as a man. What happened just now was a stray incident”. 

“Maybe” said Sandra “but we can’t have this happening again. Those boys must have guessed that you are a man, going by your voice and falsies. Voice therapy has its limitations. Fake boobs are also quite unreliable—they don’t have natural contours and bounce. Therefore, I strictly recommend Voice Surgery and Hormone Replacement Therapy”. 

“I certainly can’t undergo the two!” I protested “I haven’t really discussed my personal life with you, but I think  Padrino has. I have a wife and a 16-year-old daughter. I’ll have to go back to them after 5 years as husband and father respectively”. 

“I have great respect for your family” said Sandra “but let’s be reasonable. Only a month has passed since you joined Montana & Co. You will have to work with us as a female employee for a good 5 years. Do you think you can continue doing so with a therapy-altered voice and fake breasts? There is a risk of future clients recognizing you as a genetic male. Montana & Co. may run into problems because of this”. 

“You have a point” I said considering Sandra’s words “but what about my family? I have to meet them after 5 years”. 

“If they love you, they’ll accept you any which way” Sandra reassured. 

“Maybe…I don’t know” I said doubtfully. 

“Oh, come on, Vittorio” Sandra persuaded “don’t you wish to answer phone calls and do other things only female employees in Montana & Co. are allowed to? You will be able to do more work if you feminize” Sandra mysteriously bit her lip. A cryptic expression had come over her dusky face. 

Was Sandra hinting at a promotion if I feminized and underwent the Voice Surgery? It definitely seemed like that. I reflected on the 1 month I had spent working at Montana & Co. It was exciting and full of challenges; more enjoyable than working at Helena Ltd. had been. A promotion would make the job even more amazing. 

“Okay” I said finally agreeing “but where do I undergo the surgery?” 

“I’ll take you to Bangkok” replied Sandra “it’s the best and cheapest place for Laryngoplastic Surgery” 

“Great” I said “but who’ll fund the surgery?” 

“I’ll talk to  Padrino about it” replied Sandra “most probably, Montana & Co. will fund the travel and your surgery”. 


***

 Padrino agreed to sponsor the travel and my surgeries. Soon, Sandra and I had left Naples and reached Bangkok; the land of Buddhist temples, night clubs and gender change surgery. Soon, we were sitting at the office of renowned surgeon Dr. Boon Nam Yada. He was a small, good-looking man of about 55, who explained the procedure and risks of Laryngoplastic Surgery during the consultation itself. In spite of being aware of the risks, I agreed to undergo the surgery. At this juncture, being promoted at Montana & Co. meant more to me than anything else. 

On the day of the surgery, I was both nervous and excited. I was asked to dress in scrubs and

taken into the OT, after which I was put under general anesthesia. In the surgical procedure that followed over the next few hours, an incision was apparently placed in the skin crease of my neck, directly over my Adam’s apple. The front of the voice box was evidently removed, making it smaller. The vocal cords were then stretched and the front halves of the cords were removed. A small metal place was used over the voice box to hold the incised cartilage together until it completely healed. The plate also served to maintain the tension of the vocal cords. 

I chose not to get the metal plate removed; hence Sandra and I flew back to Italy two weeks after the procedure. I was prohibited from talking for two weeks after the procedure. During the third week, I spoke in monosyllables and noticed that my voice was lower than before the surgery. 

Sandra reassured me that this was a normal phenomenon that occurred due to swelling and would abate in about 6 weeks. 

A week after the surgery, whilst we were still in Bangkok, Sandra had taken me to another doctor. The doctor had examined me and prescribed 6mg of Premarin, estrogen hormones to feminize my body. About a week later, I noticed conical projections on either side of my chest. I put my hand to the area and experienced increased sensitivity. I was as excited (and nervous) as an adolescent girl at the new development but couldn’t share the thrilling news with Sandra as I was prohibited from speaking. I’d have to keep the news to myself until I was allowed to speak normally. 

I was eager to get back to office, but Sandra suggested that I rest. On my insistence, she allowed me to start cooking 4 weeks after the voice surgery. I was speaking now, but was voice was still low and hoarse. Over a meal of risotto and fruit salad one evening, I told Sandra that my body had begun feminizing. 

“That’s awesome!” Sandra cried between spoonfuls of risotto “I would love to explore you tonight!” 

I blushed, eager and excited. My appetite suddenly disappeared and I abandoned my fruit salad midway. Sandra did the same. She chased me to the bedroom, where I fell back on the bed, flushed and panting. 

Sandra urged me to sit up and helped me out of my light-blue skirt and peach-colored top. Her eyes gleamed excitedly as they beheld my budding breasts. Sandra reached out and caressed my areolas and nipples with her long, sensual fingers. The sensitivity I felt was deliciously tantalizing! 

My nipples became pebble hard. Sandra caught hold of one and squeezed lightly. The action sent jolts of pleasure all over my body. I moaned and writhed like a trapped creature at bay. When Sandra enclosed her warm mouth over one nipple and sucked lightly, I felt as if I had died and gone to heaven. 

After six weeks, my voice changed. I now spoke in a sweet, high-pitched tenor. Sandra permitted me to return to office. I was happy to wear my uniform and resume my duties. In addition to my previous work, I was also allowed to answer telephone calls. Much to my delight, the clients at the other end assumed that I was a genetic woman! 

The HRT and voice surgery had improved the quality of my life in many ways. I was of more use at the office and experienced greater pleasure in the bedroom. 

Life got better by the day. I fervently waited for the promotion Sandra had hinted at. 

Chapter 5 - Watchdog

It had been four months since I started working at Montana & Co. My body was feminizing at a rapid rate. I had developed fairly large 32(A) sized breasts, with big areolas and longer nipples. 

My body had been not-so-muscular to begin with; it was now growing more rounded near the hip and derriere region. My waist looked smaller than before, accentuating my breasts and contoured hips. My skin had become softer and smoother. I had begun to increasingly resemble my daughter Angelina, whom I missed tremendously and spent many a moment thinking about. I also thought about Daniela and wondered how she was coping single-handedly. Had she moved into a smaller apartment? Had she managed to find herself a job? Was Angelina studying as diligently as before? The above were the worries that plagued me day and night. Yet I depicted a brave, smiling face to the world and continued working away at my office and home. In many ways, I attributed the good spirits I was in to Sandra. She was unwaveringly nice to me and helped me retain my faith in humanity. 

The two of us kept busy giving legal advice to Montana & Co., its divisions and its employees on matters of law and legal protection. Sandra was impressed to note my interest in law and my grasp of legal matters. One morning, when we were preparing a protocol,  Padrino sent a memo, summoning me and Sandra to his office. We went into his office and found  Padrino looking deadly and dashing in a jet-black suit and a pair of black shades. 

“Good morning, Ms. Bianchi, Rossi” he said in his deep, rumbling voice “I have news for you two”. 

“Good morning,  Padrino” Sandra and I said in unison. We exchanged curious glances, wondering what news the godfather wished to break to us. 

“Mr. Rossi, I’m pleased with the way you’ve been working for Montana & Co.” said  Padrino in a voice devoid of emotion “your caliber is much higher than that of an assistant-level employee. 

Therefore, I promote you. You are now assigned to work as Manager at Mediterranean Resort owned by us. It is situated about 50 kms away from here. I expect you to start from tomorrow”. 

I felt my face light up with joy. Euphoria gripped my heart and spread through the rest of my being. Sandra had been right at hinting at a promotion if I underwent Voice Therapy and began HRT. The much-awaited promotion was here! 

“Thank you,  Padrino!” I cried “I’m grateful for the opportunity!” 

“You’re welcome” said Padrino, his face still inscrutable “I am personally going to take you to Mediterranean Resort. Please wait for me in Ms. Bianchi’s chamber. I’ll be with you soon”. 

“Okay, sir” I said and got up to go. Sandra got up too. Her face suddenly looked dull and lackluster. She looked as if she was developing a fever.  Padrino turned to her and said, 

“I know you’re unhappy at losing a competent assistant. However, I’ll soon arrange another good one for you. Buck up, Ms. Bianchi!” 

“Yes,  Padrino” said Sandra in a flat, defeated tone. We left  Padrino’s office and traipsed down the stairs to our department on the fourth floor. Sandra looked worried and preoccupied. She hadn’t uttered a syllable to me since we’d left  Padrino’s office. 

“Are you alright, Ms. Bianchi” I asked, concerned about Sandra “you look rather unhappy”. 

Sandra managed a small smile and said, “Oh no, I’m just a bit, tired, that’s all”. 

“That’s odd” I said “you were full of beans just an hour ago!” 

Sandra remained silent. The frown on her face became more pronounced. 

“Ms. Bianchi” I said waylaying my boss cum lover “Aren’t you happy I got a promotion? Why don’t you congratulate me??” 

“Oh, congratulations” said Sandra in a tormented tone. 

“Ms. Bianchi, you sound like you’re in pain” I observed “is everything ok? Are you really developing a fever?” 

“Please don’t press it, Vittorio” said Sandra tersely “I’m going to be alright”. Her dark eyes looked sad and vacant. Her shapely lips were tightly pressed together, like a zipper. 

We walked the rest of the way in silence. When we reached the work cubicle, I asked, “Are you depressed that we won’t see each other anymore? Don’t worry; I’ll come and meet you at the apartment every weekend”. 

“I hope  Padrino allows you to” replied Sandra smiling in a melancholy fashion. 

Before I could grill Sandra as to what she meant,  Padrino came downstairs in the lift. 

“I hope you’re ready, Rossi” he said briskly “we could start out right away”. 

“Yes, sir, we could” I said. I picked up my handbag and moved closer towards Sandra, “See you” I said giving her a peck on the cheek “I’ll visit you this weekend”. Sandra’s face was as cold as a cadaver’s. She didn’t respond. I attributed her lack of response to  Padrino’s presence. 

Sandra probably didn’t want the godfather to know that the two of us were in a physical relationship. 

I walked out with  Padrino. A white limousine waited for us outside. A chauffer in a white uniform and cap opened the door for  Padrino. The godfather got into the back seat of the limo. 

The chauffeur subsequently opened the other door of the limo, and I got in next to  Padrino. I sat quietly throughout the one-hour drive, dreaming of working in a beautiful resort, with an array of entertainment and recreational facilities. Mediterranean Resort was such a wonderful name that I imagined the place to have a beautiful white building surrounded by acres of manicured lawns. I expected the outdoor area to have a swimming pool, tennis court and a small-manmade lake for boating. I imagined the interiors to be a posh place, equipped with a spa, mini bar, a snooker table and a shopping complex. Working as Manager in a place such as this was a dream come

true. I hated being away from my family but working with the mafia wasn’t so bad after all. 

The limo came to a graceful halt in front of an unimpressive three-storied building, which didn’t look much like a resort. It also didn’t have a board. The front entrance led straight into a dingy, ill-lit office, with a decrepit desk and old-fashioned telephone. A balding, middle-aged man in a stuffy brown suit was seated at the desk. The nameplate on the desk said, “Stefano Villa, General Manager”. 

As soon as we walked in, Villa came to receive  Padrino. He wore an ingratiating smile on his flabby face.  Padrino nodded at him curtly and said, “This is Rossi. Show her around”. With the above laconic words,  Padrino left us. Soon, I heard the chauffeur start the limousine and drive away. 

I was confused by the godfather’s behavior. I had expected him to stick around for a little while longer. His abrupt departure flummoxed me. Is this how  Padrino treated newly promoted employees? 

Anyways, I was now the manager of this place and had to make the best of my position. 

“Where’s my office, Mr. Villa?” I asked the GM. 

Villa only laughed in response. He took me down a flight of stairs to a place, which looked like an underground dancing hall. It had a small stage and a number of seats. Villa walked to the end of the hall, which had a set of polythene bags lying around. He brought me one. I opened it to find a skimpy silver-colored bra, a matching mini skirt, a pair of matching high heeled sandals and makeup. 

“Get changed into these asap” Villa instructed “I’ll wait for you outside”. 

My head was reeling. I was the manager of this place and had expected to be allowed to dress like Sandra, or at least work in a uniform similar to the one I was presently wearing. Instead, I was asked to wear skimpy clothes and garish makeup like a whore. 

As I didn't want to displease my new boss, I quickly changed into the new clothes, put on some dark maroon lipstick and black eye shadow and joined Villa, who was waiting for me outside. I had put the clothes I had been wearing in the polythene bag and left it in the dancing hall. 

Villa took me to a dormitory-area on the same floor. It had nine beds, 8 of which were occupied by tall, statuesque girls aged between 19 and 25. They were all very attractive, but obviously distressed at being there. 

“Good afternoon, girls” said Villa in a mock cheerful tone “please say hello to your new manager Angela Rossi”. 

Villa introduced me as Angela, instead of Vittorio. I felt lucky about the name he picked up because it sounded very much like my daughter's name. However, I was here as the manager and Villa should have consulted with me before announcing my new name, even though Villa was my boss who decided to rename me. 

I was increasingly puzzled. Was I supposed to manage these girls? Going by the appearance of the place, I assumed they were dancers. 

“Hello” I said to the girls uneasily. They continued to look dejected and didn’t bother to respond. 

“Say hello to Madam Angela, girls” Villa threatened “otherwise, you’ll all be punished”. 

At the word “punish” escaped Villa’s lips, the girls became super alert. Pure, unadulterated fear came over their young faces. They said a quick ‘hello’, as if it was a painful, kneejerk reaction. I was shocked by their response. 

What manner of treatment did these girls endure to suffer such fear? What sort of punishment did Villa give them that they looked as panicky as animals that were about to be slaughtered? 

I wasn’t comfortable with this situation. I turned to Villa and said, “May I have a word with you?” 

“Sure” said Villa shrugging. We walked outside the dormitory and went back to the underground dancing hall. Once we were there, out of earshot of the young dancers, I said, 

“What’s going on, Mr. Villa? Am I supposed to manage those dancers?” 

“Yes” replied Villa evenly “you’re now supposed to work as the leader of the dancers. You are supposed to manage the team including yourself. Each of you must dance, entertain and provide sexual services to customers. As the manager, you are also supposed to submit a daily report—

the working record of each of all prostitutes including yourself”. 

"Are you telling me to work as a prostitute? It cannot be true. Padrino told me in person that I was promoted as the manager. Please let me talk to him on the phone". 

"It's unnecessary. This is something that has been scheduled since when you were recruited by Padrino". 

“I don’t understand” I said “if  Padrino wanted me to work as a prostitute cum manager, why didn’t he bring me here the first day itself?” 

“You’re pretty naïve, Angela” said Villa giving me a sickening smile “Padrino could hardly make you work as a prostitute when you had a male body. Hence, he got you to work at the main office until your body and behavior became suitable enough for you to work here. Had he brought you here right on day one, you would have been useless for a couple of months.  Padrino hates to see anyone’s potential being wasted”. 

I now understood. All this had been a meticulously planned ploy. Everything—right from my introduction to Sandra to my feminization and Voice Surgery—had been planned in advance by the mafia. Sandra had obediently played her role and had successfully convinced me to undergo HRT and the voice surgery. In spite of knowing what she had done to me, I wasn’t bitter towards Sandra. She was only doing her job. Had she tried to interfere, the godfather would probably have got her punished. 

I now understood why Sandra had appeared depressed in the morning. She knew what my next assignment was going to be. 


***

The prostitutes in Mediterranean “Resort” were all shemales. I wouldn’t have been sure had Villa not told me. I learnt that they were young men, who had been abducted and feminized against their will by the mafia, to cater to a niche market, which fancied shemales. From the defiant way in which the girls behaved, I gathered that they weren’t treated well. 

Since I was sailing in the same boat, I felt a deep empathy for them. Yet, the girls gave me a hard time. They ganged up against me and refused to obey. Villa insisted that I submit a daily report of the girls’ working records at the end of the day. This task turned out to be the trickiest. I was forced to report every little detail. One evening, a girl called Melissa refused to have sex with a customer because she had a nasty headache. When I mentioned the fact in her daily record, Villa summoned us both to the underground cellar. Two rough-hewn men in black waited for me and Melissa. They retrieved a whip out of their briefcase and flogged me and Melissa until we begged for mercy. The ordeal didn’t end here. The men took me and Melissa to the bathroom and held our heads under a tubful of ice cold water. I was certain I was going to pass out. When Melissa and I thought the nightmare was over, the fiends burnt the soles of our feet with lit cigarettes. 

This was the treatment meted out every time any of the girls made a mistake. I was dealt the same hand and punished along with them. Hell broke loose when a girl called Alicia tried to escape Mediterranean Resort. The two of us were taken to the cellar and beaten and raped by the same two men. 

In between these hellish episodes, I was forced to dance for the customers, who frequented the resort. As much as I detested being here, I tried to do my best. I picked songs, which I was familiar with and try to move my body in accordance with the beats. I’d swing my arms naturally with my feet, raise them above my head and play with flowing, nonlinear movements. I’d move my shoulders, back and chest, too, in sync with the music. 

At first, I didn’t know what to do with my feet. I’d pick up one foot and then another, sort of like marching. I’d bend my knees in time to the music, taking small steps forward and backward with both feet. Gradually, I became more adventurous, and let my feet carry me around the floor in small circles. I experimented by considering other ways to engage my lower body, including my hips. Throughout the ordeal, I was particular about keeping a smile on my face. I also bobbed my head up and down to the music, as if I was saying “yes”. 

I was particularly surprised by the kind of customers who visited the resort. Contrary to what I had thought, they were all not the unruly types. Genteel doctors, lawyers and academicians frequented the resort, too. Their choice of sex ranged from romantic, fetishistic to the rough. 

When a client was into sadistic sex, I really suffered. In one situation, I was bound, spanked and fucked until I bled. The episode left me so humiliated that I wished to die. However, I found succor in the fact that these horrors were being unleashed on me instead of on my daughter. 

I thought of Sandra from time-to-time. I asked Villa if I was permitted to visit her during the

weekends, but he strictly forbade me from stepping out of the resort. He also warned me against trying to sneak out, threatening that my family would be killed if I refuted mafia’s orders. 

I tried to find solace in friendships, but the other girls in the resort detested me. They thought of me as a mafia watchdog and shunned my company. On the other hand, Villa and the rest regarded me as just a common prostitute and kept me at arm’s length. I felt like the metaphorical crow dressed in peacock’s feathers, which was not accepted by the crows as well as the peacocks. 

Six months passed in this torturous fashion. One Sunday morning, I was lying in my bed in a wan, lifeless manner. Villa came in, grinning from ear to ear. 

“Dress decently and come to the office” he ordered “Padrino is here to see you”. 

I quickly got to my feet. Why was  Padrino here? Did he have news from my family? Had Sandra sent me a message? 

I changed from my nightgown into a black floral printed dress and went downstairs to the office. 

 Padrino was his usual smart, sleek self. He was wearing a white suit, matching shoes and blue shades. 

“Hello Angela, you look good” he said running an appreciative hand over my body “Villa told me that you are doing a good job, both as an entertainer and manager. I also appreciate the fact that you are taking your hormones regularly”. 

“Yes,  Padrino” I said quickly “thanks,  Padrino”. 

“I’d like to give you a bonus for working hard for Mediterranean Resort”  Padrino said giving me a secretive smile “would you like to know what your prize is?” 

“Yes!” I said eagerly, hoping that it was a meeting with my family. 

“Good girl!” said  Padrino “my limo is waiting outside. Jump in!” 

I went out and eagerly got into the backseat of the limo.  Padrino got in beside me and continued smiling in a mysterious manner. After a half an hour drive, he stopped in front of a building on the outskirts. He took me inside the deserted white building, where personnel in scrubs and white uniforms walked about. 

I was confused. What surprise could  Padrino have planned for me in a medical facility? Was my family waiting in one of the rooms? 

A woman in a white uniform emerged out of a room. She held my arm firmly and started leading me to an area marked “The Operating Theatre”. “What is this all about,  Padrino?” I cried as the woman took me away “where is she taking me?” 

“She’s taking you away to give you the promised prize” said  Padrino guffawing. His guffaws sent chills of fear down my spine. 

“What  is my prize??” I demanded hysterically. 

“Sex Reassignment Surgery” said  Padrino “say goodbye to ‘Cock’, say hello to ‘Pussy’”. 

“No!” I shrieked before more people in white uniforms injected something into me. I soon felt my world going dark…


***

I was sent back to the dormitory on the tenth day after the surgery. 

I wasn’t a husband anymore. I wasn’t a dad anymore. I wasn’t even a man anymore. Damn. 

I didn’t want to accept my reality. Yet everyone around me reminded me of it. The dancers taunted me by calling me a “castrated doggy”. Villa teased me about my pussy all the time. 

I was asked to rest for a few weeks. During this time, I only worked as manager of the girls. I was forced to dilate my new organ regularly, so that it didn’t lose its width and depth. Soon, the dilation kit was replaced by penises. Most customers and a few mafia men enjoyed penetrating me. I resisted but was raped regularly. 

After 12 weeks, I was allowed to resume dancing. I no longer put in my heart and soul into it. I danced in a dull, mechanical manner. It was almost as if I had become a living corpse. If I ever lived at all, it was for Angelina. The prospect of being reunited with my beloved daughter kept me going through this terrible phase. 

Chapter 6 - Serendipity

A year passed. My body was as voluptuous and feminine as a genetic woman’s. My breasts had burgeoned to a size 36(A) and my hips were more curvaceous than before. In spite of being 38

and older than the other girls, I was more in demand than any other girl in the resort. This led to some sort of perverse jealousy among the girls. They didn’t like the work they were forced to do, but, nevertheless, deeply resented my popularity among clients. Their hatred against me grew by the day. 

One day, a group of about 100 men in blue uniforms flooded Mediterranean Resort. They were the  Carabinieri, a special branch of army, which dealt with organized crime. They had sniffed out this particular underground mafia outlet and had raided it. Villa and the girls went into a flurry and tried to escape. Nevertheless, the men caught all of us and took us to their headquarters for investigation. 

The trans girls and I were put into a room and grilled for hours. The girls explained how they were abducted, forcibly feminized and coerced into prostitution by the mafia. They turned against me vengefully. They reported that I was the mafia watchdog, who kept track of their working record and got them punished frequently. The girls were so filled with the poison of loathing for me that they desisted from mentioning that I was punished along with them. 

It became clear to the police that the girls were mafia victims. They were released after the investigation. However, the police weren’t too sure about me. After all, I was a fortyish trans woman, who had been managing 8 prostitutes for the mafia. In spite of having been a victim of the most malicious conspiracy, I was prosecuted along with Villa. However, the police had managed to catch only the pawns; they couldn’t touch the masterminds. Fabio Montana, Sergio and other people in the main office remained safe. Whilst on trial, I didn’t tell the court that I had been forced to work with the mafia out of fear that Daniela and Angelina may be harmed by Padrino. 

I was put in the prison uniform and thrown in the women’s cell. The facilities comprised of 3

plain meals per day, a cot and a ceiling fan. The inmates and I shared a common bathroom. It felt terrible to be locked up with women who had been accused of murder, abduction and other horrific crimes. 

That evening, I was taken into the visitation room. “Your wife and daughter are here to see you” 

said the prison guard as she escorted me to the concerned room. My heart leapt with joy. I’d be seeing my family after nearly two years! My baby, Angelina, would be an 18-year-old university student by now! 

I went into the visitation room full of pleasant anticipation. Daniela was sitting with one leg crossed on another. She looked healthy and gorgeous in an expensive red branded dress. 

Angelina was sitting next to her, wearing a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She looked more grown up than I remembered her. 

Both of them stood up as I walked in. The guard left me alone with my family. I was dizzy with euphoria. I took a step forward, wanting to give my wife and daughter the biggest bear hug. 

As I advanced, Daniela recoiled. “Don’t come near me, you whore” she said, her face wrinkled with disgusted. 

I flinched as if I had been slapped. I couldn’t believe what my beloved wife was saying. 

“Weren’t you ashamed to do all this!” Daniela spluttered in rage “you look so…hideous. I feel ashamed that I ever married you. I feel sick even standing next to you. God knows what kinds of sex you have engaged in” 

“Daniela…” I said helplessly “you know our situation…I was forced to do these things. I was forcibly feminized and turned into a sex worker”. 

“Liar! Angelina and myself have read all the reports and records about you. I even went to see one of your victims, a trans girl whom you tortured every day in the whorehouse. You were not forcibly feminized. You wished to have voice therapy, laser hair removal, hormone replacement therapy because you noticed your womanhood in you and wished to be a woman. You volunteered to be transferred as a manager-cum-prostitute because you wanted to be penetrated by real penises and also domineer over poor prostitutes. Angelina and I know the truth because we read your testimonies.” 

“You know how I was taken away from home. On the first day I was told to work in skirt suits, but I had to obey them. Otherwise you would have been hurt.” 

“I know you didn’t start working in skirts willingly. It was the only thing that they forced you to do. You did everything else at your free will, including sex reassignment surgery which you requested them as a bonus.” 

By now I had realized that it was impossible to solve their misunderstanding. I had overestimated their belief in me. 

“I care two hoots” said Daniela, throwing stapled sheets of paper at my face “all I want now is freedom from you, so that I can marry my boyfriend, Mathias Conti”. 

“What are these?” I said, trying to make sense of the papers thrown at me. 

“Divorce papers” said Daniela walking away “I request you to sign them ASAP”. Angelina gave me a frosty-nosed stare and got up to leave. 

“Angelina, my darling” I said reaching out to my daughter “don’t you recognize me? I’m your dad, Vittorio Rossi. I love you more than anything else in the world”. 

“You’re a dirty slut” said Angelina condescendingly “Mathias will be my dad now. He is rich and can afford to keep me and mom in luxury. We don’t wish to have anything to do with a sick whore like you!” 

“Angelina…” I begged, fighting tears “please don’t say that. I’m your dad. Don’t you remember that I volunteered to do anything - even illegal things in order to save you? It’s exactly what I had to do. And you said that I was your hero”. 

“Shut up, you whore! Stop telling me that you did all those dirty things for my sake. Yes, my dad was my hero, but unfortunately, has transmogrified into an evil slut. Stop thinking about me as your daughter again - ever” said Angelina disgustedly. She walked out of the visitation room with her mom. As the sound of my family’s footsteps died away, I cried as if my world had come to an end. It had. The people I loved the most had rejected me. They were the least thankful for what I had done for them. I wanted to curl up and die. 


***

Two years passed. I had kept myself engaged by reading spiritual scriptures and the Buddha’s teachings. When I was finally released one Saturday morning, I stepped out in a fitted green skirt and a red cropped top. I didn’t know where to go. I didn’t know what to do. In fact, I didn’t know who I was anymore. 

Like a person in a haze, I came out of the prison gate. Much to my surprise, I saw Sandra standing outside beside her grey BMW. She looked fit and fine in her jeans and t-shirt, and was smiling at me. 

“Hello pal, how’ve you been?” she said walking towards me and giving me a tight hug. 

“I’ve survived” I said returning Sandra’s hug. 

“It must have been hard for you” said Sandra empathetically “I’m sorry I couldn’t do anything at the trial or when you were posted at Mediterranean Resort as I was still a lawyer at Montana & Co. I was informed about what was happening to you, but was helpless. I now quit my job and have opened my own office. Therefore, I can meet you without any concerns” 

“That’s so lovely!” I said happy for Sandra “congratulations”. 

“Thanks” said Sandra modestly and then said “I really love you, Angela. I’d be happy if you studied law and worked with me. I’d be elated if you married me and lived with me forever in my apartment. Is all this too much to ask?” 

“Are you kidding?” I said beaming “this is a dream come true. I love and admire you, Sandra”. 

“Likewise” said Sandra looking deep into my eyes. Both of us remained silent for a few moments. 

“You could also be my maid, personal assistant and playmate” Sandra then said winking “I know these roles delight you”. 

“You’ve read my mind like a real psychic” I replied smiling. I was so elated that I couldn’t help grinning from ear to ear. 

“Alright then, pal, get in” said Sandra opening the car door for me. I got in. Sandra took the driver’s seat. Both of us smiled lovingly at each other. Then, Sandra drove away towards our new future together. 

The End

Introduction and Character Profile

Introduction: 36-year-old Vittorio Rossi leads an ideal family life with wife, Daniela and 16-year-old daughter, Angelina. All is well until Daniela accidentally kills a woman at a crossing. 

The woman had abruptly crossed when the traffic lights had turned green. 

However, lawyer Wade Ferri claims otherwise. He represents the accident victim’s 93-year-old father, Antonio Serra. They claim that the traffic light was still red when Daniela started the car. 

Ferri and his client even have a fake witness ready. It soon becomes clear to the Rossi family that the mafia has contacted Mr. Serra. Together, they are fabricating a vicious claim against the Rossi family, so that they can extort a huge amount of money from them. 

The Rossi family agrees to an out-of-court monetary settlement. When they are unable to pay the demanded amount, the mafia threatens to take Angelina away and force her into prostitution. 

Daniela volunteers to go instead of the daughter but is rejected by the mafia guys. Instead, they agree to take Vittorio with them. 

How much money can a feminized Vittorio make for the mafia? Will he ever return to his family again? 

Character profiles:

Vittorio Rossi/Angela: is the 36-year-old protagonist of the story. He is 5’5 and has a not-so-muscular body. He is pretty, with red hair and green eyes. He loves his daughter and volunteers to be taken by the mafia guys instead of her. He diligently works in the legal department of a mafia owned company. He also works in the company lawyer’s house as her maid and playmate. 

Vittorio is feminized, renamed Angela and is forced to work as a prostitute cum manager in a mafia owned resort. 

Daniela Rossi: is Vittorio Rossi’s 38-year-old wife. She is a skinny, pale blonde who manages the house. Daniela kills a woman in a traffic accident. The mafia takes unfair advantage of the situation, hires a lawyer and fabricates a vicious claim against Daniela and her family. The mafia lawyer and the Rossi family agree on a monetary settlement. However, the Rossi family is unable to pay the demanded amount. The mafia guys threaten to take away Daniela’s daughter and force her to work as a prostitute. Daniela begs them not to and volunteers to go with them instead. 

Angelina Rossi: is Vittorio’s 16-year-old daughter. She is a beautiful girl, with red hair and green eyes like her dad’s. Angelina loves her dad very much. When the Rossi family is unable to pay the amount demanded by the mafia, the mafia guys try to take away Angelina in order to force her into prostitution. Angelina is frightened to death. When her dad decides to go instead of her, Angelina regards him as her hero. 

Wade Ferri: is the mafia-hired lawyer in his 40s. Though he has a cherubic face and soft curly hair, his eyes are shrewd and canny. Ferri ostensibly represents Antonio Serra, the accident

victim’s father, but actually represents the mafia. Wade Ferri insists that Daniela caused the accident due to negligence and even brings a fake witness to prove his point. He threatens the Rossi family and tries to extort a large sum of money from them. When the Rossi family is unable to pay the demanded amount, Ferri and his accomplice try to take Angelina away in order to force her into prostitution. 

Maria Serra: is the 60-year-old accident victim. She crosses the road on her bicycle after the traffic lights have turned green. She, subsequently, gets hit by Daniela’s car and dies later. Her father hires a lawyer as he wants justice for his deceased daughter. 

Antonio Serra: is the accident victim’s 93-year-old father. He hires Wade Ferri as he wants justice for his daughter. Antonio Serra is subsequently approached by the mafia, who use the situation to intimidate and extort money from the Rossi family. 

Gael Greco: is the fake witness prepared by mafia lawyer, Wade Ferri. Greco is a bearded hulk of a man, dressed in leather jeans and a Metallica t-shirt. He sports several and piercings tattoos and looks like the spawn of the devil. Going by his dress and deportment, it appears as if Greco is a felon, pilferer or someone who obviously is on the wrong side of the law. Greco insists that Daniela started the car and hit the woman when the traffic light was still red. 

Sergio: is one of the mafia guys who barges into the Rossi house along with Ferri. He is a sleek, aquiline featured man, sporting a beard and shades. He appeared to be in his 20s and had a cold, cruel air about him. He tries to yank away Angelina, intending to force the girl into prostitution. 

When Vittorio volunteers to go, Sergio talks to the godfather and takes Vittorio along instead of Angelina. 

Fabio Montana: is the godfather of a mafia family. He is a tall, broad-shouldered man in his 60s, with short pepper-and-salt hair and hard black eyes. He owns several offices and resorts. He makes Vittorio work in the main office until Vittorio’s body is feminized. Montana, subsequently, takes Vittorio (now Angela) to Mediterranean resort where the latter is forced to work as a prostitute cum manager. Montana gives Angela a bonus for working diligently in the resort. The bonus happens to be SRS. 

Sandra Bianchi: is the lawyer employed at Montana & Co., a mafia owned company. She is a tall, attractive woman of about 40. Sandra is of mixed descent and has dusky skin, brown eyes and wild black locks. Vittorio is made Sandra’s assistant at the office. Sandra enjoys working with Vittorio and helps him feminize. Sandra also allows Vittorio to stay in her apartment and work as her assistant, maid and playmate. 

Emilia: is a young assistant-level employee who works at Montana & Co. Emilia panics when Vittorio enters the ladies’ restroom, thinking that he intends to assault her. She subsequently screams, causing much embarrassment to Vittorio. 

Alma Marino: is the head of the accounting department at Montana & Co. Alma is a plain, bespectacled woman, who has a narrow mindset and an inappropriate sense of humor. When Vittorio goes to the HR department, Alma recognizes him as a man in woman’s clothes and insults him. Vittorio, subsequently, undergoes laser hair removal. 

Dr. Boon Nam Yada: is a renowned surgeon in Bangkok. He is a small, good-looking man of about 55. Dr. Yada performs Laryngoplasty Surgery on Vittorio and enables the latter to speak in a sweet, high-pitched voice. 

Stefano Villa: is the fat, balding, middle aged GM of Mediterranean Resort. He gives Angela a set of skimpy clothes and tells her that she is to work as a prostitute cum manager. Villa punishes Angela when she or the other girls make a mistake. When the police raid the underground whorehouse, Villa is arrested and prosecuted along with Angela. 

Melissa: is a young shemale who is forced to work at Mediterranean Resort. When she makes a small “mistake”, Angela is forced to report it to the mafia guys. Melissa and Angela are subsequently punished. 

Alicia: is another young shemale who is forced to work at Mediterranean Resort. She tries to run away but is caught and punished along with Angela. 

Mathias Conti: is Daniela’s rich boyfriend. Daniela intends marrying Mathias after divorcing Vittorio. 

The End

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]

Slippery Slope in a Reality Show: feminized by destiny

The 23-year-old protagonist is one of the contestants of Pyar Villa, a reality show in which 7

dashing guys are supposed to woo 7 lovely damsels. Though not interested in women, the protagonist, idly courts a leggy dusky beauty named Jacqueline Lobo. Prince Ash, the winner of a major model hunt, is introduced as a wild card entry on Pyar Villa. Slowly but surely, the protagonist begins to develop feelings for the ruggedly handsome Ash. Ash reciprocates his feelings and the two men begin a secret affair. Ash coaxes the protagonist to dress in women’s clothes bringing the latter’s suppressed desire for feminization to surface. 

Embarassing Punishment: a transgender romance story

Jacob King is boastful and claims that if made president of the Blue Bonnets Association, he’ll be able to extract maintenance dues from a habitual defaulter in 3 months. Jacob also says that if he fails in his self-imposed challenge, he will live the rest of his life as a woman. Jacob fails in the bet, which forces him to transition into a woman. Transitioning affects his life negatively: he loses job and his wife leaves him. 

Playmate: a transgender romance story

Ten year old Daryl has been more like an adoptive “sister” to Rupert Meadows, the young scion of a rich business family. It is customary for eleven year old Rupert to dress Daryl as a “bride” 

and playact being married to him. Disapproving of the two boys’ closeness and silly games, Rupert’s father sends Rupert away to a boarding school in Berkshire and, subsequently, to the US, far away from Daryl. When the two guys meet as adults, sparks fly.  Daryl undergoes sex change to please his lover. 

Impersonators: go out for wool and come home shorn

Haruto and Daigo are two small town 18 year old boys who shift to a university in Tokyo. They fall in love with their classmates Sara and Karen, but the girls don’t reciprocate the boys’

interest. 

In order to get closer to the girls they love, the two guys dress as young women and seek admission in the women’s dormitory. 

Missing in Nepal:forced feminization into damsel in distress

Reuben Young 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 1/8 of Japanese blood in him, which gives his face a a soft, feminine quality. 

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. 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. 

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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