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Murdered Queen Bee of a High School Prologue

It was a full moon summer night. Camellia Davies made her way through the thick wooded area. She now regretted her idea of sauntering away from the group. She never knew the forests of Riverdale could become so convoluted, so long-winding and tortuous. 

As she took a step forward, Camellia heard a rustling sound behind her. She tried reassuring herself that it was just the sound of leaves swishing in the wind. Camellia shivered in spite of the heat. She hurried through the secluded forests and climbed a hill in haste. The vegetation grew sparser. 

Camellia’s fears dissipated when she reached the top of the hill. The place had its own stark beauty. All around stood boulders and beneath Camellia’s sneakered feet was whitish land. Camellia took a few steps forward and drank into the beauty of the sight that confronted her. 

River Glassmere shimmered like emerald gold in the moonlight. 

Above it rose hills and dales, which were even more wooded than the one Camellia had climbed. As she admired the beauty of the scenery in front of her, Camellia heard a footfall. They were extremely faint at first, like in the forest. Soon they grew closer, until Camellia was convinced that her stalker was standing just a foot away. 

She turned, and her face crumpled into angry recognition. She said:

“It’s you! Why did you follow me here?” 

The stalker merely smiled. 

“Listen” said Camellia impatiently “get out of here before I lose my cool”. 

The stalker only got closer. Camellia could feel the person’s distinctive breath on her face. She, suddenly, found herself perspiring. The stalker’s intent didn’t seem innocuous. Camellia was right. The stalker slapped her—hard. The sharp zipper of the assailant’s jacket cut through Camellia’s soft cheek, causing a deep vertical scratch. Camellia recoiled in shock. She put one hand to her bruised cheek and discovered it was wet. She was bleeding. The stalker placed one hand on Camellia flat belly and gave her the most powerful push ever. Shock registered on Camellia’s pretty face as she stumbled backwards, eventually falling into River Glassmere. 

The stalker turned, heading off in the direction of the woods. The fact that Camellia couldn’t swim came as a great relief. The little bitch would soon be dead. 

From a few feet away, someone had seen the murder. As the murderer got closer to the woods, the eyewitness froze. If a person had the gall to murder one individual, killing another would be a piece of cake. The eyewitness ran at lightning speed, in the opposite direction. 

Chapter 1 - Hannah Gets a Call I had just woken up after a long, satisfying sleep when the telephone rang. Since it was only 8 am, I was tempted to ignore the ringing. 

The previous day (my last day before a 3 week holiday) had been a long one, starting with work at the reception of elite Queen’s Court hotel and had rounded off very nicely with a date with my boyfriend, Bradley Rainford. I had started dating Bradley shortly after I solved the murder of his sister, heiress Arlene Rainford. Bradley’s good looks, wacky sense of humor and easygoing nature had attracted me to him. 

The telephone continued to ring. I thought the caller would soon get tired of not receiving a response and would hang-up. However, the telephone trilled on and on. The ring had a kind of overwhelming urgency that I just couldn’t ignore. I walked to the telephone and picked up the receiver. Inspector Rajeev’s deep voice came on line. 

He sounded grim and tense. I realized I hadn’t heard from him since I had solved Arlene’s murder case three weeks ago. Though I still continued working as a receptionist at Queen’s Court, I had promised Inspector Rajeev that I would be available whenever he needed me. 

“Hannah” said Inspector Rajeev currently “could you please come down to Riverdale trekking area near ‘Mini England’?” 

“Immediately?” I asked wearily. ‘Mini England’ was one hour drive away from Cantonment Area where I lived. I wasn’t particularly keen on driving a long distance on a languid Saturday morning. 

“I’d appreciate it if you come as soon as possible” persisted Inspector Rajeev “a 17 year old school girl drowned in River Glassmere in Riverdale Forest Area. We suspect foul play” 

At the mention of the words “foul play”, my antennae went up. “What makes you think I can solve the case?” I asked the inspector” 

“Don’t get me wrong, Hannah, but I feel a transsexual woman like you is ideal for solving crimes” said Inspector Rajeev “You can see things from the male as well as from the female perspective”. At the time of Arlene’s murder, I didn’t think the inspector had recognized me as a male-to-female transgender. However, I was now astonished that he knew. I now wondered if my slightly larger than average hands and feet had given me away. 

“I may be a transsexual, Inspector” I told Inspector Rajeev “but I believe I see things only from the female perspective”. 

“If you say so” said the Inspector “In any case, you have experienced being both: a male and a female. I feel that makes your viewpoint unique and better-rounded than most of us. I’d appreciate your help in solving this case” 

“I’ll be there as soon as it is humanly possible” I said and hung up. 

I was as good as my word. I had a quick shower, wore a chintz-printed skirt and a plain red top that flattered my figure. Even though the time was critical, I couldn’t help feeling a thrill of pride noticing how wonderfully my artificially implanted breasts swelled beneath my top. Who says Mother Nature’s word is final? I believe gynecologists and surgeons could give you the gender that nature failed to provide. 

Nature could sometimes go horribly wrong and clothe a beautiful female spirit with an ugly male body. 

Soon, I was driving down the wide shady lanes of Bangalore to the outskirts where “Mini England” was located. It is a society of expats from England who loved India well-enough to settle here permanently. They are purely Caucasian and born in England, unlike people like me who are of mixed descent and born in India. I identify with the Britons as much as I do with Indians. That’s the charm of being an Anglo-Indian. 

The heavy-set yet handsome Inspector Rajeev greeted me at the entrance of Riverdale trekking area. Sub-inspector Sanjay had also

accompanied him. I ambled towards them, enjoying the additional height my red high heels gave me. 

“Thanks for making it” said Inspector Rajeev upon seeing me. 

“I gave you my word” I said earnestly. 

“Let me take you to the crime scene” said Inspector Rajeev. We passed a heavily forested area, climbed a hill and were soon looking down approximately 90 meters at River Glassmere. A supine figure on a stretcher, covered by a white shroud, prevented me from admiring the beauty of the scenery in front of me. It was obviously the body of the dead girl. A woman in a white coat, obviously a doctor, stood next to it. There were a few other people standing next to the doctor. I particularly noticed a pretty, blonde woman in her 40s weeping copiously, while a tall well-built man of roughly the same age tried to console her. I assumed the couple was the victim’s parents. 

At Inspector Rajeev’s behest, the doctor removed the shroud from the body. What met my eyes was the most disturbing sight I had seen in my entire life. The young girl’s body, which had obviously absorbed a lot of water, was bloated beyond normal proportions. The victim’s face had turned an unidentifiable ghastly blue: a result of reduced oxygen supply to the bloodstream. On her left cheek was a long sickle-shaped scar, laced with dried coagulated blood. I noticed that the victim had been blonde. 

In cases of drowning, it is very difficult to say if the victim committed suicide, died of misadventure or was murdered. However, the obviously freshly acquired sickle-shaped scar on the girl’s cheek raised questions of foul play. It was possible that the girl had been bruised by a thorny creeper or shrub, while maneuvering her way through the woods. However, I noticed that the thorny creepers had not been higher than three feet. It’s difficult to say, but I adjudged the victim’s height to be about 5’7. Had one of the thorns in the forest caused the bruise, it would have injured the girl’s shin or, at the most, calf, not her face. 

Finally, when he was convinced that I had registered all the necessary information, Inspector Rajeev said: “Dr. Anita Jones here has established the time of the victim’s death at about 1: 30 am. This victim is 17 year old Camellia Davies. She was a student of ‘Ivory Public School’ in ‘Mini England’. School faculty Ms. Samantha Evans and Prof. Augustine Gibbs (he indicated two people standing beside Camellia’s body) had taken a handful of their students on an all-night trek to Riverdale yesterday. The group had apparently started out at 10 pm. Until 12 am, Ms. Evans remembers that Camellia was with the entourage. However, at 12:30 am, Prof. Gibbs went away on a separate route with young Damien Doyle here (he indicated a teenage boy standing beside us). Ms. Evans and the two girls, Camellia Davies and Alice Parmer here (the inspector gestured towards a young girl standing with us) took a less steep path. Then apparently, Ms. Evans and Alice (the inspector coughed delicately) went a discreet distance away to attend nature’s call. Camellia promised to wait for them where they had stopped. Evidently, when Ms. Evans and Alice emerged out of the bushes, Camellia had vanished!” 

“Alice and I searched high and low, but couldn’t find Camellia” 

interjected Ms. Evans. I noticed that she was a petite, ginger-haired woman in her early 20s. Ms. Evans’s voice was soft, and she came across as a very mild person. Since Ms. Evans seemed too young to be teaching grown-up students like the ones she had accompanied on the trek, I assumed that she was an elementary school teacher or something. 

“Soon Ms. Evans and Alice caught up with me” Augustine Gibbs took over the narration from Ms. Evans “they told me what happened. 

After that, we looked for Camellia for what seemed like hours!”. 

I evaluated Mr. Gibbs. He was a non-descript, bearded man of about forty-five. He very much looked the part of the professor. 

“Where was Damien at that time?” I asked suddenly. 

My abrupt question seemed to startle young Damien. “I was….” he stuttered “I had gone to refill my water bottle at a little spring in the forest”. I scrutinized Damien. He was a skinny, awkward teenage boy with long, rather silky brown hair and a prominent Adam’s apple. In spite of his gangling body, I couldn’t help noticing how sinewy and muscular Damien’s arms and thighs (visible below his khaki shorts) were. Right now, his face was blanched. Damien was trembling like a leaf. 

The next question was a slightly difficult one to ask in front of the victim’s parents. Yet it had to be asked. “When was the body discovered?” I asked. 

“After Ms. Evans, the kids and I combed the entire woods; we decided to trek down to the banks of River Glassmere via the less steep hill next to the one we’re standing on. Since the bank of River Glassmere is 90 meters beneath, it took us almost an hour to climb down. We scoured the entire expanse of the banks looking for Camellia. She was nowhere to be seen….” Mr. Gibbs hesitated for a moment, and then said “at about 3 am we found her body. It had been brought upstream by a current and was floating on the surface of the river. We tried our best to contact the emergency services, but knew it was a case for the police. The ambulance arrived, but it naturally couldn’t be brought down to the banks. The police then arrived and managed to hoist Camellia’s body above the hill….” 

“I see” I said “who saw the body first?” 

“Damien here did” answered Ms. Evans succinctly, her large grey eyes earnest. 

I cast a glance at Damien. His face had gone deathly pale. I noticed his muscular arms and legs quivering. 

Discovering his schoolmate’s dead body had obviously come as a shock to the boy. Or was there any other reason Damien had to be nervous of the police and a private detective? 

Chapter 2 - A Surprise Visit Since I evidently sounded extremely upset in the aftermath of having seen Camellia Davis’s body, Bradley came to see me at my apartment all the way from Whitefield. He commented on how much more he preferred the saddle backed roofs, arched windows, trellised porticos of Anglo-Indian houses to the stone-made, overly-opulent Rainford Mansion he lived in. Bradley also remarked that I looked very sexy in my peach negligee. 

“Would you like to move in with me, baby?” I said in a sensual drawl that made Bradley melt. Soon, our rendezvous turned into action between the sheets. Barely half an hour later, the door bell trilled. 

“Drat!” I said smoothening my mussed up hair and throwing on a robe over my negligee “why did someone have to come in  now?” 

Bradley had straightened his clothes, combed his beautiful golden blonde hair and was currently making an evident move to leave. 

Spewing another expletive, I walked to the front door and opened it. 

Outside it stood a teenage girl with dark raven-black hair and black eyes. She was tall, pale and had the slightly gawky manner of an adolescent. The girl was extremely pretty, but didn’t have the

“woman of the world” look about her yet. It took me a whole (post-coital) moment to recognize the girl as Alice Palmer, Camellia’s schoolmate who had gone on the trek with her. Since Alice was wearing the school uniform which comprised of a white shirt, navy blue skirt, shoes and socks, I hadn’t recognized her immediately. 

Alice had been wearing slacks and a top the previous day. 

“Ms. Hannah Brown!” Alice’s said in a nervous whisper “may I have a word with you please?” 

“Certainly” I said leading the girl inside into the living hall “make yourself comfortable, honey”. Alice seemed very uncomfortable, even frightened. At this moment, Bradley walked into the living hall. 

“Okay, see you later, sweetheart” he said, boldly pressing his lips on

mine in a farewell greeting. Young Alice Palmer was momentarily distracted. She gaped at Bradley. She expressed the same non-verbal wondrousness that most people do, at the reality of an average-looking, middle-class woman like me dating a drop-dead gorgeous, obviously wealthy man. 

“Is that your boyfriend, Ms. Brown?” asked the girl in an awestruck tone as Bradley hurried out, started his Ferrari and drove away. 

“Yes” I said tersely, before asking “what did you want to discuss with me?” 

The girl’s previous nervousness returned. “Well, I felt like confiding a few things” she said haltingly “after Camellia’s death yesterday, so many mixed feelings have been bubbling within me. I just thought I had to speak to  somebody. You seemed like the ideal person”. 

“Go on” I said “I’m listening”. 

“Yesterday, after Camellia’s body was discovered” said Alice uneasily “I was  petrified that people would think it was I who pushed her….” 

“Nonsense” I said reassuringly “why would anyone think that?” 

“You see Camellia and I have a recent history: of a nasty spat” said Alice “I thought I’d tell you about it myself before you heard about it from someone else”. 

“It must have been very trivial” I said soothingly “the kind of spats school girls have”. Even though I had been a “school boy” and not a girl, I had identified with and had felt the way teenage girls did. From personal experience, I could say that girls didn’t engage in anything more serious than catfights”. 

“It was actually quite serious” said Alice “and the worst part is, nearly the  entire school heard us!” 

“What was the spat about?” I asked. 

“About a fortnight ago, the school held a beauty pageant” said Alice

“Camellia and I were shortlisted for the finals. When I had gone to use the restroom down the corridor, Camellia had sneaked into the green room. I don’t wish to speak ill of the dead, Ms. Brown, but Camellia was a very mean girl. She was the type who snooped on others, found out their secrets out and either hurt or blackmailed them, using what she knew. Camellia also had a tendency to be dishonest, to cheat and to rebuff others. She was, of course, very beautiful, but had earned admirers as well as enemies--” 

I had begun to get a clear picture of the deceased girl’s character. 

She had been the mean, manipulative queen bee of the school. It wasn’t very charitable on my part to think this way. 

“Okay, what happened in the green room?” I asked, bringing my mind back on track. 

“Well” said Alice “I really didn’t know at that time. Camellia claimed that she was passing by the green room and had stopped to admire my gown. At first I had my doubts as to the sincerity of her assertion, but soon found my suspicions melting away. After all, my white taffeta gown was indeed very pretty. I let my suspicions turn into simpering gratitude. I was immensely flattered that the queen bee of the school liked  my dress”. 

“I was an adolescent myself, not too long ago” I told Alice “I understand how you must have felt”. I desisted from mentioning to Alice that I had been an adolescent “boy”, not a girl. 

“Evidently, I had been very foolish” Alice went on not paying the slightest heed to my comments “for Camellia had tampered with my dress. She had loosened the stitches at the straps, so when I was on stage, the dress came right off! I was brazenly exposed in full public view, wearing nothing but panties and an inadequate slip. It was the most distressing experience of my life--” the girl paused. 

Having gone through a similar experience in my adolescence, when a couple of male school bullies had stripped me on the football field, to ascertain if I had a penis or a pussy, I totally understood how Alice must have felt. Ten years had passed since the incident, but the trauma of the humiliation I had suffered that day was still fresh in my mind. I could totally empathize and identify with Alice. 

“Yes, I’m sure it was terrible” I said quietly. I reached out and patted Alice’s dark head. 

My empathy seemed to move the girl to tears. “Yes Ms. Brown, it was terrible!” she sobbed “I had nightmares about the incident for days after that… I was too upset to eat…. The worst part was that the public and judges of the pageant viewed the incident as just a wardrobe malfunction. They never imagined anybody could have tampered with my dress. How could they possibly? To think that way would require a fantastic leap of imagination. Not surprisingly, Camellia was crowned the winner. I was left with nothing, but trauma and resentment”. 

“You said nothing to no one?” I asked. 

“No” replied Alice “I couldn’t possibly accuse Camellia of tampering with my dress because I didn’t have any proof. But deep inside, I knew. I hadn’t been that dead certain of anything in my life. Camellia had played dirty with me and won the crown. The scumbag had cheated, yet I couldn’t tell anyone. The rancor against Camellia was killing me and--” Alice hesitated. 

“And?” I prompted gently. 

“Please promise not to judge me on the basis of what I just told you, Ms. Brown” said Alice timidly “I didn’t murder Camellia Davies”. 

“I transcend all judgment, Alice” I reassured the frightened girl “I myself have been judged negatively and too often to make the same mistake”. 

“I am glad” said Alice uncorking her water bottle and having a swig out of it “I accosted Camellia on the playground. I originally intended having it out with her verbally, but when I stood face to face with the smirking bitch, words refused to come out of my mouth. Instead, I felt my hand bunch into a fist and punched Camellia straight in the face”. 

“Oh my God!” I said genuinely taken aback. I hadn’t dubbed a pretty female creature like Alice Palmer capable of physical violence. 

“The school authorities suspended me for 3 days, but life came back to normal soon after that” replied Alice “Strangely, the blow I had delivered on Camellia was therapeutic. I felt at peace. I realized that I was no longer angry with Camellia. I could carry out my day-to-day activities, without being plagued by animosity. By the time I opted to go on an all-night trek, I had nearly forgotten about the incident. So had Camellia, apparently, for she didn’t harangue me in any manner during the trek”. 

“But now that she is dead, the memory of your fight has resurfaced, right?” I interjected “you think people are going to remember what you did a fortnight ago, think you still begrudged Camellia and suspect you of pushing her off the hill?” 

Alice nodded. Her eyes had begun to grow moist again. 

“Don’t cry, little sis” I said stroking Alice’s head again “things are going to be okay. No one is going to accuse you of something you didn’t do”. 

“Thank you for your understanding, Ms. Brown” said Alice “I feel much better now”. She stood up uncertainly. I instinctively knew Alice had another unresolved issue on her mind. 

“Out with it!” my tone was affectionate, yet not lacking in authority. 

“What I say is strictly off the record” said Alice guardedly. 

“I understand” I said “I won’t say a word about it to the police”. 

“You know Damien Doyle; the guy had also come on the night trek?” 

asked Alice cagily. 

I nodded. 

“Well, Camellia was especially mean to him too” said Alice “Damien is shy, introverted and has a low self-esteem. He also has a stammering problem. Camellia used to taunt Damien and mockingly imitate his stutter. I believe that caused a lot of repressed rage in him”. 

“I see” I said. 

“I am not accusing Damien of murdering Camellia” Alice said hastily

“all I’m saying is that he had a motive. I thought I should let you know”. 

The image of Damien’s blanched face and trembling gangling form flashed in front of my vision. In spite of his otherwise skinny body, Damien’s arms and thighs had looked especially muscular. I believed he had the strength to push a girl off the cliff. 

Alice’s statement today had reinforced the suspicions I already had about Damien. Up to this point at least, he definitely was suspect No. 

1. 

Chapter 3 - A Visit to Ivory Public School Since Alice Palmer was late for school, I decided to drop her to Ivory Public School located in ‘Mini England’. Throughout the drive in my two-seater Reva, Alice cheerily prattled on about school, homework, classmates and teachers. Through her talk, I learnt that Samantha Evans was indeed a junior teacher who taught children studying in the 1st and 2nd grade. Prof. Augustine Gibbs was an English Literature professor who taught only the senior grades. Alice said that Prof. Gibbs was an “alright enough person”, but evidently some of the literary criticisms he taught were too complicated for Alice to follow. . 

Though Alice had come to me and made a clean breast of her spat with Camellia and asserted her innocence in the latter’s murder, I still hadn’t ruled her out as a suspect. No one could refute the fact that Alice had very much been in Riverdale Forest Area when Camellia had been pushed into her watery grave. From my experience of human nature from the male perspective until I was about 12 years old, and the female point of view from then onwards, I knew that people were very much capable of guile and deceit—even young people like Alice Palmer. For a moment I wondered if Alice had come to meet me with the especial purpose of misguiding me. 

I stopped the car as Ivory Public School came into view. It was a handsome brick building built in the typical Tudor style, with pointed arches, square-headed windows, decoratively shaped gables and a large ornate gate. At the gate, Alice turned to me. 

“Ms. Brown” she said “could you please tell my class teacher Mr. 

Port that I got delayed due to ‘unavoidable issues’? A respectable adult’s words is likely to have more credibility than a mere school girl’s” 

I stepped out of my two-seater Reva, hoping that my tweed skirt, shell pink cardigan and kitten heels were “respectable” enough for

the purpose. I also hoped that my gender identity wouldn’t become a barrier to respectability. Over the years, I often find that even though I work hard and am of good moral character, people who are canny enough to realize that I am an MTF transsexual often disrespect me. 

I find it unfair that I am sometimes negatively judged and humiliated only on the basis of my gender-identity. As I followed Alice into the school building, I hoped Mr. Port wasn’t one of those transsexual phobic people I meet fairly often. 

As I walked towards Alice’s classroom, I noticed a cute little girl of about six in Ivory Public School uniform, moving in our direction. She had small doll-like features, large grey eyes and unusual ginger-colored hair. She reminded me of a grown up person I had seen quite recently, but I couldn’t for the world remember who it was. As the little girl rushed past us and ran into the outspread arms of Samantha Evans, I realized who she had reminded me of. The child looked like a miniature version of Samantha Evans. 

Samantha hugged the child. It seems like she had eyes only for the little girl. “Beloved Gerda!”, she said hugging the child fiercely close and planting tender kisses on her soft ginger-colored hair “have you had breakfast, my pet?!”. I couldn’t hear what Gerda said. She seemed to whisper some precious juvenile secret into Samantha’s ear. Samantha threw her head back and burst into a volley of carefree giggles. At the moment, she looked like a very young girl herself. 

“Is little Gerda Ms. Evans’s daughter?” I conversationally asked Alice as we walked on. 

“Oh no!” replied Alice “Ms. Evans isn’t yet married. Besides, she is only 22 years old”. 

“Then is Gerda her niece?” I ventured. 

“Gerda Firth is no relative of Ms. Evans” said Alice “even though Camellia was sure she was. Camellia often passed loud comments about how much Gerda Firth resembled Ms. Evans and how the

latter gave Gerda special treatment. Nasty creature that Camellia was, she always made sure to say these things within the ear shot of Ms. Evans. Camellia’s words used to enrage Ms. Evans. She used to assert that she treated all students of the 1st and 2nd grade with as much affection as she showed Gerda. Camellia used to merely roll her eyes. Her comments and reactions used to upset Ms. Evans tremendously. I swear I’d seen tears of anger in her eyes a few times” 

“I see” I said. Samantha Evans had come across as such a soft-spoken, mild-mannered creature, that I had a hard time envisaging her with tears of anger in her eyes. But people often had multi-layered personalities and chose to present only a facet of it to the public. This had been the case with me for many years. Even though I was a soft and mushy woman on the inside, I had tried to present myself as a boyish boy until I was 14 years old. 

“Ms. Evans is now engaged to be married to a hotshot called Daniel Powel” went on Alice conversationally “he’s a London-based millionaire. He’s very handsome too. And also very lucky. As a teenager, Mr. Powel started a couple of sandwich outlets in the outskirts of London. He then apparently made some brilliant business moves, for Powel Sandwiches soon established a chain all over the world. Before he knew it, Daniel Powel was rolling in money”. 

“Where did Mr. Powel and Ms. Evans meet?” I asked. 

“Mr. Powel had personally arrived to inaugurate a Powel Sandwich outlet in ‘Mini England’” said Alice “he usually doesn’t make public appearances, but made an exception in this case as we are a group of Britons settled here. It was during the opening night of Powel Sandwiches that Mr. Powel and Ms. Evans first met. They are to be married next month”. 

I digested this piece of news. I didn’t know marriage to a big shot was on the cards for Ms. Evans. Her manner, as I had observed, 

was still humble and very unassuming. Ms. Evans pretended to be nothing more than the junior school teacher she was. 

I, presently, met Mr. Port and requested him to excuse Alice’s delay. I walked down the school corridor, my mind still preoccupied with the touching endearing scene that I had witnessed between Samantha Evans and Gerda Firth. If the young woman treated all her students with as much maternal affection as she did with Gerda, then Samantha Evans was indeed a true angel. 

As I was reflecting on Samantha’s nature, I caught sight of the young teacher in one of the classrooms. She was still fussing over Gerda Firth. Samantha raised her head for a moment. Our eyes met. As reorganization dawned in her wide grey eyes, Samantha abruptly withdrew from Gerda. Then she gave me a self-conscious little smile. 

On my drive back home, I found myself pondering deeper and deeper over Samantha. Her evident attachment to one single pupil seemed a little strange. Why did Samantha single out Girda Firth and no other child in class? Also, the little girl’s resemblance to Samantha was uncanny. Of course, Alice had said that Samantha and the child weren’t related, but then Alice had just been stating what was common knowledge. 

A slightly scandalous question raised it hood in my mind. Had the nosy, bitchy Camellia Davies hit the nail on the head? Had she, deliberately or by accident, discovered a truth about Samantha Evans, which could have ruined Samantha’s relationship with her big cheese fiancé, Daniel Powel? The future Mrs. Powel was no doubt is young, but teenage pregnancies weren’t unheard of. 

Abandonment and adoption were also quite common. I could say this from personal experience. When, as a teenager, I confided my gender-noncompliance to my mother, she couldn’t face the truth. 

With my father having long been dead, my single mother couldn’t bear the prospect of keeping a transgendered child at home. She had practically abandoned me. I had been brought up by my paternal aunt Ella. 

Was Gerda Firth, the apple of Samantha’s eye, her own illegitimate daughter? Had Camellia Davies stumbled on this fact somehow and blackmailed Samantha with it? 

If my little conjecture was true, the mild-mannered, soft-spoken Samantha Evans had more than one reason to kill Camellia Davis. 

Chapter 4 - “Dr.” and Mrs. Knight Since I was in “Mini England” anyway, I decided to pay an ostensibly condoling visit to Camellia’s parents. They lived in a pretty British-style cottage with a first floor, lower story bed rooms and a roof space. As soon as I entered, I saw a doddering old gardener pottering around the flower beds with his spade and shovel. I’d noticed that the gardener had done a spectacular job with the piece of land, leading it to sprout all kinds of rich splendorous flowers like roses, daisies, irises and cornflowers. I was impressed to note that fruits, vegetables and herbs had also been grown in the garden. 

As I walked towards the door, I noticed that a part of the spacious garage had been converted into a surgical supply store. The board

“Knight Surgical Supply Store”, painted in striking red and white colors, caught my eye. I went closer, curious to know what exactly this particular surgical store was selling. It had everything I had imagined. I identified a few of the things as surgical masks, catheter trays, face masks, gauze sponges and dressings. Knight Surgical Store had an especially good supply of surgical gloves. 

As I was appraising the items, a gruff, rather ill-tempered voice made me jump out of my skin. “How may I help you?” asked Camellia’s father. He had stepped out of the shadowy interiors of the garage. I had seen Ronald Knight on the day Camellia’s body had been fished out of water, but had only noted that he was a tall well-built man. 

Today, I noticed Ronald Knight particularly. He was a six foot six inch tall giant, with closely-cropped sandy brown hair and icy blue eyes. 

He was square of jaw, had a thick sturdy neck and hands huge enough to strangulate another human being effortlessly….. 

…..Or push a girl to her death. I didn’t particularly like the direction my thoughts were taking, but I wondered what Ronald Knight had been doing on the night his daughter had gone for a trek. It was extremely unusual, but there have been cases where parents murdered their own offspring

“Oh nothing, I was just looking” I presently said, and backed away. 

Ronald Knight studied me from head to toe. His glare was a singularly cold, hostile one. I shuddered involuntarily. Mr. Knight wasn’t one of those people whose path I would have particularly liked to cross. 

If he remembered me from the other day, Ronald Knight didn’t give any indication. I realized that I had been more glamorously dressed and had much makeup on, unlike today, on which I wore my trademark tweed skirt and a simple cardigan. 

“Is your wife at home?” I asked the man hesitantly. 

“Yes Dorothy is at home” said Ronald Knight in a clipped, unpleasant way. 

Ruminating on what an unpleasant man he was, I walked to the front door and knocked on it. Dorothy Knight opened it. The morning had turned into early afternoon, but Mrs. Knight was still in her pajamas. 

Her beautiful blonde hair was piled into a messy knot on top of her head. Tendrils of it fell on her vulnerable, makeup-free face. Mrs. 

Knight’s eyes were blood-shot and her fine straight nose red. It was obvious that she had spent a sleepless night, crying. 

“Hello Mrs. Knight” I said empathetically “I’m Hannah Brown, a private investigator. I don’t know if you remember me from the other day at Riverdale Forest Area….If you don’t mind, may I come in for a few moments? I had a few questions to ask”. 

“Oh yes, I remember you” said Mrs. Knight dabbing her face with her handkerchief “please come inside”. Unlike her husband, Mrs. Knight was only too ready to welcome me. She almost seemed glad to have someone to talk to. I guess people had different ways of dealing with grief. 

“I’m really sorry about your daughter” I said sincerely “please accept my heartfelt condolences”. 

“Thank you” said Mrs. Knight sadly. 

I stepped into the front hall. It was decked with pictures of Camellia as a child, toddler, a little girl and finally as a teenager. With spirited cornflower blue eyes, a pert upturned nose and full sensual-looking lips, Camellia had been quite attractive. Though she was quite tall, her body was as thin and underdeveloped as a child’s. Camellia had an impish, impertinent beauty about her that evoked mixed feelings within me. If I put myself in the shoes of a high school girl, Camellia would have been the type of girl I would have loved to hate. Yet I felt ineffably regretful that such an obviously vivacious, high-spirited young life had been cut short so soon. 

In most pictures, Camellia was seen with her mom. A few pictures, in which Camellia as a child, showed her with a dark haired man with a moustache. Ronald Knight was seen only in a few later pictures. 

“If you don’t mind my asking” I said to Mrs. Knight “who is the gentleman in the older pictures with Camellia?” 

“That’s my first husband, Benjamin” said Mrs. Knight “Camellia’s father. He passed away when Camellia was ten. Four years later, I married Dr. Ronald Knight”. 

Mrs. Knight’s words caught me by surprise. I had assumed that Ronald Knight was Camellia’s biological father. As a self-respecting detective, I shouldn’t have. Camellia’s surname had been “Davies”, not “Knight”. 

My self-esteem suffered a blow as a result of the oversight. Yet it strengthened my resolve to be more alert in the future. Then a thought struck me and I asked:

“Does Dr. Knight have a medical clinic somewhere nearby? I noticed that he runs a surgical store….”. 

Mrs. Knight’s face fell. I could almost hear her wishing that she hadn’t prefixed “Doctor” in front of Ronald Knight’s name. She

reluctantly said: “Well, Ronald used to work as a surgeon at Ascesco Hospital in Mini England. He was very well-respected until he made a small mistake….” Mrs. Knight trailed off. 

“And what may I ask was this ‘small mistake’?” I asked. 

“Well, after 15 years of having worked as a reputed surgeon, Roland erred” said Mrs. Knight hesitantly “In order to remove a clot; he operated on the left side of the patient’s brain instead of the right. 

The patient died a few days later. Ronald was booked for negligence and his medical license was taken away. Thankfully, since we had hired a particularly good lawyer, Roland escaped going to prison”. 

“It must have been hard for all of you” I said sympathetically. 

“Oh yes, it was” admitted Mrs. Knight “Roland was very depressed at… this fall from grace. He even attempted suicide. Slowly, he got his act together and opened a surgical supply store. Though the business fetches a comfortable income, Ronald is very touchy about his deterioration in social status. He flies off the handle if anyone as much as mentions Asceso Hospital”. 

“That’s but natural” I said, and then asked “Mrs. Knight, if you don’t mind my asking, did anyone stand to financially profit from your daughter’s death?” 

“What sort of a question is that?” asked Mrs. Knight confused

“Camellia was just a school girl”. 

“I know my question sounds ridiculous when taken at face value” I said “but think hard, Mrs. Knight. Does Camellia have a rich relative who might have left Camellia a legacy had Camellia been alive?” 

Mrs. Knight screwed her face in concentration. “Yes there’s my mother-in-law Mrs. Margret Davies” she said “I believe the old girl was rather fond of Camellia. She saw a lot of her own youthful self in Camellia: both appearance and spirit-wise. The last time Camellia went to visit her grandma; Margret had proclaimed that she’d leave

her property to Camellia. Margret is not exactly a millionaire, but she is quite well off. Besides, the house she lives in is worth quite a sum”. 

“Does Mrs. Davies live alone?” I enquired. 

“No, her grandson Toby lives with her in her house in Murphy Town Area of Mini England” replied Mrs. Knight “Toby is the son of Benjamin’s elder brother, George. Both George and his wife were killed in a car crash when Toby was 14 years old. Since then, Toby has lived with Margret. He’s now 29 and a medical transcriptionist. 

Since Margret had her knee replacement 8 years ago, Toby has worked from home so that he is around if his grandma needs help”. 

“I see” I said “but doesn’t he inherit Margret’s property?” 

“That’s what I would have thought” said Mrs. Knight “but Margret is whimsical. She does as she likes and doesn’t go strictly by the rules. 

Anyhow” she said “Toby will inherit Margret’s property now. Margret has no other grandchildren other than Toby and Camellia”. 

Mrs. Knight’s information had given me a new lead. And a new suspect. 

For now, I had nothing more to ask of Dorothy Knight. “Thank you, Mrs. Knight” I said arising “You have been very cooperative”. 

“The pleasure is mine, Ms. Brown” said Mrs. Knight “I hope you catch Camellia’s killer. The child didn’t deserve to die like that…”. A fresh wave of grief apparently passed over Mrs. Knight, for she broke down and cried openly. 

“I’ll do my best, Madam” I said trying to placate the bereaved mother

“please have faith. Your daughter will get justice. As someone wise had once said: “The mills of the God grind slowly, but they grind exceedingly fine”. 

I picked my handbag up and stepped outside the cottage. I noticed that the shutter of “Knight Surgical Supply Store” had been tightly pulled down. Either Ronald Knight had gone out or cocooned himself in the deep abyss of the garage. I felt an involuntary shudder of fear pass through me. 

As I passed the garden, I saw the elderly gardener still toiling away on the little green piece of paradise. He paused and turned towards me. For a moment, I thought he was going to say something, but the gardener turned away and got back to work. 

I stepped out of the gate, got into my little Reva car and was about to rev up the engine, when I became aware of somebody tapping against the car window. I lowered the pane to see that it was the gardener. 

“Hello, Miss” he said, casting a nervous glance in all directions “I couldn’t help overhearing snatches of your conversation with Mrs. 

Knight. I got the impression that you are a private investigator”. 

“Yes, I am” I confirmed. 

“I am Fisher, the Knights’ gardener” said the man in a voice, which was barely above a whisper “I have worked for the Knights for six years now. In the morning of Miss Camellia’s death, I overheard something. It may or may not be related to her murder, nevertheless I thought I should let you know….”. 

I instantly became alert. “Yes Mr. Fisher, please tell me” I said “any little detail would help”. 

Fisher lowered his voice further and said “Well, Miss Camellia was a bit of a sadist” he said “you must have heard how Dr. Knight lost his medical license. Camellia wouldn’t let him alone after that. She used to keep taking mean stealthy little digs at Dr. Knight’s deterioration in social status. Dr. Knight used to get mad as hell, but ignored her most of the time. In the morning of Miss Camellia’s death, when her mother had packed gone over to stay at a friends’ place for a few

days, Camellia evidently harassed her stepfather again. This time, Dr. Knight retaliated in a pretty violent manner. The two were caught up in a smoldering war of words, during which I heard Dr. Knight say-

-” Fisher stopped, unsure of whether to go on. 

“What did Dr. Knight say Mr. Fisher?” I pressed. 

“Well, he threatened to kill Camellia” replied Fisher finally. 

Chapter 5 - Pretty Toby gets Dolled-up The moment I had learnt about the shocking statement Dr. Knight had allegedly made in the morning of Camellia’s murder, I telephoned Inspector Rajeev and enquired about Dr. Knight’s movements on the night of the murder. 

“He was apparently at home, sleeping” replied inspector Rajeev. 

“Is there anyone who can confirm that he was indeed at home?” I asked. 

“No, we only have Dr. Knight’s word” said the inspector “his wife had stayed over at a female friend’s house that night”. 

“While you’re at it, Inspector” I said “Could you please check up on Camellia’s grandmother Mrs. Margret Davies’s and her grandson Toby Davies’s movements on the night of the murder?” 

“Sure” said Inspector Rajeev “where do they live?” 

“In Murphy Town Area in Mini England” I said succinctly. 

“Alright” said the inspector and hung up. 

An hour later, I heard from Inspector Rajeev. “I visited Margret Davies. Incidentally, she was at home alone. She was asleep at the time of her granddaughter’s murder. Tobias Davies had apparently gone to watch a midnight movie show at Veneer Cinemas” he said. 

“A midnight movie show…” I said. I had never heard of a show held at such an unearthly hour. But probably, that was Mini England’s specialty: all-night treks, midnight movie shows. In any case, I felt the need to confirm. I called up Veneer Cinemas and enquired if they had a midnight show. 

“Of course not, Madam!” the receptionist sounded incredulous “we’d be crazy to have a show at that sort of an hour!” 

I clearly owed Tobias Davies a visit. 


***

I saw the undulating sway of his hips as he walked. The steady staccato beats of his high heeled shoes was the only discernible sound in the dead of the night. He was dressed in male trousers, but the top he had on was a tad too girly for a man. His chestnut brown hair was cut short like a man’s. Yet the dramatic eye makeup he wore was that of a woman’s. 

Toby Davies sashayed into his grandmother’s house in Murphy Town of Mini England. The house was a beautiful Victorian one, made of bricks and slate roofs, characterized by pointed projecting porches, bay windows and grey slate. As Toby was about to let himself in with his own key, I sauntered in, stood in front of him and gave him a sensual smile. 

Today, I wasn’t dressed as a woman or a transgender woman, but as a drag queen. I was dressed in an over-the-top frilly sequined black and pink gown, which made me look like a rather grotesque birthday cake from one of the local bakeries. The closefitting gown had high slits that revealed my firm hip bone. I saw Toby steal a glance at it. 

He shivered at the effect. 

The fishnet stockings I had on revealed the shapely contours of my legs, and the six inch high heels I was wearing gave my long feet a sensual look that I don’t think they otherwise have. I had poised my legs at a sexy angle, which didn’t go beyond the notice of Toby. He leaned back against the door, closed his eyes and sighed longingly. I noticed the delicate thinness of his face, the fine straight nose and the quivering of his bow-shaped lips. Toby indeed was beautiful. 

His eyelids suddenly fluttered open. His yearning glance lingered on my large hands that were encased in pretty frilly gloves. I had got my

hair styled into an elaborate curly coiffure and had slathered on oodles of make up on my freckled face. The makeup had transformed me from an ordinary-looking transsexual girl into someone rather glamorous, even if in an overly-dramatic way. Toby was evidently smitten. 

“Hi, I’m Hannah” I said in dulcet sweet tones “I noticed you on the road and couldn’t resist following you. I was drawn to you the way a bee is to a lovely flower. Am I much to blame?” 

“I suppose you are” replied Toby his voice thick with longing “yet I find that I’m flattered. It’s not every day that I am stalked by someone so gorgeous. Today is apparently my lucky night”. 

“So also mine” I replied in honeyed estrogen-enhanced tones “It’s not every day I come across someone who looks like he has stepped straight out of a beautiful painting….Oh! I stand corrected…perhaps

“he” was a misnomer”. 

“Who cares about gender appropriate pronouns” replied Toby dreamily “we are just two gorgeous people whom destiny has brought together. Why don’t you come inside? Perhaps we could celebrate our meeting with champagne. Or would you rather prefer a swig of wine?” 

“If I am with you, even plain water would taste like nectar” I said prettily, following Toby into the hall, with my bag hung over one shoulder. I let out an inward squeal of victory. I had gained access into Margret Davis’s house without having to announce that I was a private investigator. I noticed that Mrs. Davis’s house was an especially well-furnished one. Apart from the rooms and facilities that all other houses have, Mrs. Davis’s house had a study, a library, a game room and also a music room. 

As we passed through the drawing room, Toby shushed me. “Tread especially lightly here” he whispered “my grandma is sleeping”. I looked towards the sofa and noticed Mrs. Davies snoozing on it, with blankets drawn right up to her neck. Even though Mrs. Davies was

about eighty years old, I traced some of Camellia’s features in her. 

Margret Davies had the same pert upturned nose and full lips as Camellia, even at her age. A lacquered cane that stood next to the sofa told me that Margret Davies’s mobility levels were limited. 

I went straight into Toby’s room. It was rather minimalistic. A transcription machine, with a cassette player and foot controls to one side, stood in a corner. A single bed with a beige bed sheet was pushed against the wall, just below a mullioned window. The walls were bare and lacking in personality. They were not adorned with posters, proverbs or anything that could give anyone an insight into Toby’s innermost personality. 

I made Toby sit on the bed. Then I stealthily switched on the spy camera, concealed in a pen, hooked to the front of my dress. In my mind’s eye, I could see the amber light getting switched on, indicating that the device was on standby mode and ready for recording. 

I languidly helped Toby out of his trousers and lacy top. My hand surreptitiously returned to the pen camera again and pressed its top button. I imagined the amber light turning blue. The camera had started recording. 

With a little bit of coaxing, I got Toby out of his vest and briefs. As his throbbing shaft came into view, I took it in my hand and started stroking it gently. Toby moaned audibly. In a sweet, ambrosial voice I said “This must be soothing, after the trauma you’ve recently had….” 

“What trauma?” asked Toby, immersed in throes of pleasure. 

“The trauma of losing your cousin, Camellia Davis” I said gently, continuing to stroke Toby’s penis. 

“How could you possibly know?” said Toby still concentrating on his burgeoning shaft. 

“The news that the police were here is all over mini-England” I said retrieving a special bra, customized for pre op transsexuals, from my bag and making Toby wear it “you know how such news gets around”. 

“Camellia meant nothing to me” said Toby delirious with pleasure as the soft feminine garment kissed and caressed his skin “To be honest, I hated her guts”. 

“May I know why?” I asked slipping customized TG panties into Toby’s legs and pulling them up. I noticed with profound personal satisfaction that the panties tucked, held and smoothed Toby’s penis, flattering his body with the perfect seamless look. 

“Camellia was a manipulative one” said Toby easily “sucked up to grandma the moment she was old enough to realize that the old lady was quite loaded. Camellia had started visiting grandma frequently ever since she turned sixteen last year. Grandma developed an attachment for that little minx, and started ignoring (and even insulting) me: the loyal grandson who had sacrificed his youth to look after her and cater to her every whim”. 

“Why do you feel you sacrificed your youth?” I asked tenderly. By this time, I had got Toby to wear a strappy pink dress with an ornamental rose on its bodice. In spite of the professional nature of my visit, I couldn’t help noticing that the color of the dress suited Toby’s pale skin perfectly. 

“I was 21 when grandma had a knee replacement surgery that eventually failed” said Toby, admiring himself in the mirror “grandma sort of emotionally blackmailed me into staying with her 24x7. She could very well afford to keep a nurse, but was insistent on having me care for her. Since grandma had let me stay in her house ever since my parents had passed away, I obliged. I explained the situation to my boss and requested her to grant me permission to work from home. My boss was kind enough to oblige. After that, I only had time for work and for serving grandma. I practically had no social life, until…well I still have no social life” he quickly said. 

“It was very dutiful of you to serve your grandmother” I said fitting a brown-colored wig over Toby’s chestnut-colored hair. 

“Yes, and she was duly thankful for a while. I was the apple of grandma’s eye” said Toby running his slender fingers through the strands of the wig “Until… (He spluttered with rage) until that little bitch Camellia started hanging around here frequently and misleading grandma with her pseudo-charming ways. I must say Camellia succeeded in brainwashing grandma. The old lady took an obvious fancy to Camellia. She often remarked on how Camellia’s

‘beauty and spirit’ reminded her of her own old youthful self. To make it all worse, I started appearing quiet, dull and listless to grandma when compared to my ‘vivacious cousin’. Grandma made comments like ‘why can’t you be more like Camellia?: she’s so bubbly and cheerful’ etc. That little scumbag had who had not taken care of grandma for even a single day had made a steady permanent place for herself in the old lady’s heart, where as I, the dutiful grandson, had been cast aside like a used rag”. 

“That’s too bad” I said outlining Toby’s bow-shaped lips with a pink lip pencil “your cousin definitely sounded like a scheming piece of goods!”. I put the lip pencil back into the makeup kit I had in my bag and salvaged a lipstick out of it. I filled color into Toby’s lips. 

“Yes, and could you believed what happened the last time Camellia was here?!” burst out Toby angrily “grandma told Camellia that she would transfer all her property to Camellia the day Camellia turned 18! She made absolutely no mention of me!” 

My antenna went up. A week after Margret Davies had pronounced that she was going to leave all her property to Camellia, the latter was dead. And she had just been a few months shy of her 18th birthday. Inspector Rajeev had reported that Toby had evidently gone to a midnight movie show at the time Camellia was murdered. 

However, Veneer Cinemas had confirmed that they had no shows at that unearthly hour. 

“Now that your cousin is dead” I said carefully applying another coat of eyeliner to Toby’s already decorated eyes “I suppose your grandmother’s property is all yours?” 

Toby’s body grew stiff with tension. He sprang to his feet suddenly, usurping the bottle of eyeliner. It crashed hard the marble floor, spilling forth its liquid contents. Toby gripped me by my frail shoulders and shook me hard. I was taken aback by the strength of his limbs. 

“Tell me who you are” Toby demanded nervously “and why you are here! I don’t believe you followed me in here just on a whim”. 

“I am Transgender Sleuth, Hannah Brown” I said proudly, in spite of my palpitating heart “investigating the murder of your cousin, Camellia Davies” 

“I’m going to finish you off right here and right now” Toby’s voice was a low, menacing growl. 

“By all means” I said, forcing myself to remain calm “but be forewarned that the police know I’m here. If you murder me, you’re sure to be jailed”. 

My lie worked. Toby’s grip on my shoulders relaxed and he let me wrench free. “What do you want from me?” he finally asked. He looked like a trapped animal at bay. 

“I want you to tell me where you really were at the time Camellia was murdered” I said. 

“I’ve already told the police that I was at Veneer Cinemas watching a midnight show!” bellowed Toby Davies. 

“I put a call across to Veneer Cinemas” I replied “they confirmed they don’t have a midnight show, and that they  never have had one!” I yelled in my turn. 

Our raised voices woke Mrs. Davies up. “What’s going on?” she called out from the drawing room “Toby, is everything okay?” 

“Yes grandma” Toby hurriedly shouted across the room. Then he turned to me and put a finger on his lips, evidently asking me to be quiet. 

“If you don’t tell me where you really were on the night Camellia Davies was murdered” I said flashing my pen camera in front of Toby’s eyes “I’ll show your female avatar to your grandmother right now. I’m sure she wouldn’t want a pansy grandson to inherit her wealth”. I know this was a cheap, little under-the-belt tactic to employ, but I believe all is fair in love and justice. 

“Jesus!” cried Toby “is that a hidden camera?!” 

“It is” I smirked “and I am going to attach it to a laptop and show the visual clips to your grandmother straight away” 

“Please don’t do that!” Toby pleaded “I’ll….I’ll tell you where I really was”. 

“I’m all ears” I said. 

“I was at Mini England Queer Club fucking a man named Barney” 

replied Toby. 

Chapter 6 - A Few Chilling Developments I decided to forget about the case for a while and buy myself some pretty clothes. I visited my favorite shopping haunt named “Show Off” that stocked fabulous clothes from Japan, Hong Kong, Thailand and a few other countries, at prices that were affordable by a humble hotel receptionist like me. Thanks to being associated with the Police Department, I also got a bit of money as honorarium. It was a modest sum, but made a substantial difference to a young transsexual woman like me. 

After shopping, I decided to return home. Since taking the main road was a bit circuitous, I decided to cut across through a slum to reach my destination faster. As I made my way through the filthy lanes teeming with small cramped huts, unwashed little children running amok with leaking noses and uncombed hair and emaciated vacant-eyed women, I empathized for the umpteenth time with a sizeable population my country, which lived below the poverty line. I noticed that a number of well-dressed people like me used the slum as a short cut to reach their respective destinations. As a man in a two-piece suit passed ahead of me, a dusky little girl in a traditional Indian  ghagra-choli (Skirt and blouse) asked him in a timid voice:

“Would you care for some honey, Sir?” 

“No thank you” said the man in an empathetic voice “besides, you’re too young to be selling ‘honey’!” 

I was usually not in the habit of talking to strangers, but curiosity made me address the man. 

“Sir” I asked “may I know why ‘honey’ had to be in quotes?”. 

“Madam, you’re too innocent” the man said “Don’t you know ‘honey’

is a double entendre for “sex” in these parts?” 

“You must be kidding, Sir!” I cried aghast “that girl is not more than nine years old!” 

“It’s a cruel world, Madam” said the man as he walked on

“impoverished girls as young as seven are sold off by their parents or abducted by pimps and forced to work as prostitutes!” 

What the man said was true. Thanks to the overprotected childhood I had when living with my prudish mother and protective Aunt Ella, I hadn’t been approached by a pimp like many transgendered people living in India are. While I had experienced bullying, unbearable humiliation and even an incident of sexual assault when I was 16, I realized that my state wasn’t as bad as that of other transsexual women living in India. Many genetic women living below the poverty line and transsexual women in the country had no choice but to beg and sexually offer themselves to male customers for a living. Thanks to my education, I was in a way better place than many born females and transgendered females. 

Just as I was absorbed in my personal ruminations, I noticed a nondescript, bearded man emerge out of one of the seedy alleys. I noticed that he was holding a little girl, wearing a  ghagri-choli just like the young prostitute I had seen a few meters behind, in his arms. 

Though there was nothing distinctive about the man, I could swear I had seen him before. I studied his brown corduroy trousers and red and white check shirt carefully, while trying to remember why he seemed familiar. It suddenly occurred to me. The man was none other than the amiable, mild-mannered Prof. Augustine Gibbs. 

I was shocked to see him emerging out of what was obviously a red-light area. I presumed the worst. I expected Augustine Gibbs to do what most people would in the circumstances: bow his head down in embarrassment and vacate the place as soon as possible, without meeting my eye. Much to my surprise, Augustine Gibbs walked up to me, smiled congenially and said: “Is it Ms. Brown?” 

“Yes it is” I said cagily, then said “Hello, Prof. Gibbs”. I let my gaze travel to and settle on the little girl in his arms. 

“I didn’t recognize you at first!” said Prof. Gibbs amiably “You’re dressed differently today!” 

“Tweed skirts and cardigans are clothes that I usually wear” I said “I was more dolled up than usual the other day”. 

“Well, I must say you carry off both the styles with panache” said Prof. Gibbs affably “You’re a real clothes’ horse Ms. Brown. I notice a great resemblance between you and my sister’s daughter. She’s also very pretty”. 

“Thank you for the compliments, Prof. Gibbs” I replied sincerely. 

“The pleasure is mine” said Prof. Gibbs gallantly “if you’ll allow me, may I recite a stanza from Lord Alfred’s Tennyson’s poem “Beauty” in your honor?” he asked. 

“I’m no beauty, but would certainly be flattered to hear a verse recited in my honor” I giggled. 

“Oh, Beauty, passing beauty! Sweetest sweet” recited Prof. Gibbs in his gentle, expressive voice “How canst thou let me waste my youth in sighs; /I only ask to sit beside thy feet./ Thou knowest I dare not look into thine eyes,/Might I kiss thy hand! I dare not fold/My arms about thee—scarcely dare to speak/And nothing seems to me so wild and bold,/As with one kiss to touch thy blessed cheek…” 

“I better stop right here” said Prof. Gibbs bowing suddenly “the rest would be too personal”. 

“Thank you so much, Prof. Gibbs” I said also bowing “I must say you’ve made my day” . After a moment, I asked Prof Gibbs the question I had been waiting to ask:

“May I ask what are you doing here?”. 

“I teach slum children in my free time” replied Prof. Gibbs “Little Dolly here (he indicated the over-made up child in his arms) is one of my

students”. 

“Do you charge tuitions?” I asked. 

“Of course, not!” said Prof. Gibbs “I feel I owe these underprivileged children a free education”. 

“That’s very noble of you Prof. Gibbs” I said sincerely. 

“Thank you, Ms. Brown” said Prof. Gibbs graciously “Now if you’ll excuse little Dolly and me, we have to get back to our studies. We were here for just a breath of fresh air”. Prof. Gibbs gently swirled, round and round, playfully with the child before disappearing into the lane the two had emerged from. 

As I walked on ahead, a wave of guilt assailed me. I had suspected an obvious do-gooder of the worst of sins. But then, I was to be excused. As a detective, it was my mandatory duty to be suspicious. 

I emerged out of the slum and took a right turn to reach the main road. I walked a little distance and turned right into the lane I lived in. 

The avenue was shady, peaceful and deserted unlike the clamorous, filthy slum I had just emerged out of. I looked skywards and thanked the good God for what I had. 

I started walking down the avenue in the direction of my house. 

Suddenly, I had this creepy, uncanny feeling that I was being watched. A voyeur lurked somewhere in the dark, ominous shadows, waiting to pounce on me. The peace of the previous moment had been shattered. All I could feel now were my clammy hands and a racing heart. 

My intuition seldom ever failed me. It had been the basis of my entire life, guiding and dictating me at every step. It hadn’t failed me when I had realized that I was really and actually a woman trapped in a male body; it had been the guiding star which had led me to Arlene Rainford’s murderer. 

Which brought a crucial question to the forefront. Was the person following me right now Camellia Davis’s murderer? Was he/she the one who had pushed Camellia to her watery grave? Was it the very same monster that had nipped a young life in the bud? 

While I was dwelling on these thoughts, a big huge man jumped out of the shadows. A ray of the sun revealed the livid square-jawed face of Dr. Ronald Knight. His icy blue eyes were afire with a kind of a murderous rage. At this moment, he looked capable of anything: including murder. 

Dr. Knight gripped me by the shoulders and shook me the way Toby had done a few days ago. Since Knight was a bigger man than Toby, every bone in my delicate body rattled. “Keep away from me and my wife, you goddamn transsexual!” Knight swore angrily “stop prying around in people’s private affairs, you meddlesome MTF!” 

I was astounded. In the cursory meeting we had had, how had Dr. 

Knight realized that I was an MTF transsexual? I didn’t have to contain my curiosity for too long. Dr. Knight’s next statement answered my question. 

“You’re wondering how I came to know that you’re a boy with a pussy right?” hissed Knight banefully “well, don’t forget, Madam, that I am a qualified doctor. A fleeting glance at your behemoth hands and feet and I knew you were born a man”. 

“I might have been born in a male body” I answered bravely, in spite of fear of what Dr. Knight would do to me “but I have always been a female… much before I had a vagina constructed. So, I’m certainly not ‘a boy with a pussy’. I am a woman and am proud to be one”. 

“Okay, feel free to be whoever you like” barked Dr. Knight “Only stop prying into peoples’ private affairs. It raises ghosts from the past. It’s better to let Camellia’s soul rest in peace”. 

“Her soul shall rest in peace only after her murderer is caught!” I hissed with fervor that matched Knight’s own. At this moment, a

group of nuns turned into the street and started walking down the avenue. Dr. Knight let go off my shoulders and walked away in the direction he had come from. 

I had barely recovered from the unsettling encounter with the big thug of a man, when there was a knock on my front door. I opened it gingerly, hoping against hope that it wasn’t Dr. Knight again; coming fully prepared this time to garrote and strangle me. I was taken by surprise to see Samantha Evans standing outside my door. 

She was dressed in a simple white dress that brought out the beauty of her ginger-colored hair and large grey eyes. I realized Samantha had been crying, when she daubed her eyes with a handkerchief. 

“I’m so glad to find you, Ms. Brown!” she said with obvious relief “I have wanted to talk to you since the day you saw me with Gerda Firth”. 

“She is your daughter, isn’t she?” I gently said. 

Samantha’s grey eyes opened wide in astonishment. “How could you possibly know?” she asked in a wonderstruck whisper. 

“It’s not difficult to guess” I said humbly. I invited Samantha to make herself comfortable and made her a cup of tea. After the disturbing encounter I had had a few minutes ago, I felt I myself needed a strong cup of the beverage. . 

“It all happened when I was fifteen years old” said Samantha in between sips of tea “Gerald Bingley, a 17 year old school boy from Coventry, was on a holiday to India with his parents. Gerald and I met by chance, got talking and had an ice-cream or two. One thing led to another and before we knew it, we had had sex on the loft of my house when my parents were away. By the time I realized I was pregnant with Gerda, Gerald had gone back to Coventry…”. 

“It must have been a difficult time for you” I observed tenderly. 

“Oh yes, it was” said Samantha “I couldn’t muster the courage to tell my parents about it. But before my condition became obvious, I was forced to. My father, a clergyman, was shocked at my having engaged in premarital sex, but my mother persuaded him to forgive me. It had been the only ‘blemish’ in my otherwise virginal life. This scene took place in the presence of our housekeeper Mrs. 

Beresford”. 

“What did you do next?” I asked. 

“My parents packed me off to Coventry where, coincidentally, my maternal grandmother lived” said Samantha “once in Coventry; I took the opportunity to enquire about Gerald, and was shocked to learn that Gerald had permanently shifted to the US with his parents. 

Little Gerda was born a few months later in my maternal grandma’s house. A few months later, I returned to India with my baby. My parents and Mrs. Beresford received us at the airport” 

“Yes, please go on” I said encouragingly. 

“My parents put Gerda up for adoption before the neighbors got to know about her existence” said Samantha, her voice cracking with emotion “since Mini England is a small place, the whole community was likely to get to know that I was an unwed mother. I loved my child, but didn’t have the guts to bring her up single-handedly. 

Neither did I have the courage to face any negative gossip about my unwed motherhood. So, we gave Gerda away to a couple named

“Firth” and let them bring Gerda up as their own child. The couple swore to be absolutely discreet about the issue and I trusted them. 

The Firths were also kind enough to shift to a house close to my own, so that I could see Gerda grow up. Oh! What a pleasure it was to witness every step of her development, even if it was from a distance. Four years after, I started teaching little children in Ivory Public School. My joy knew no bounds when I discovered that my daughter was one of my pupils! Maybe it was imprudent on my part, but there were instances in which I often forgot that I was Gerda’s teacher and behaved instead like what I really was: her mother!”. 

“That’s but natural” I remarked soothingly. 

“Yes, but it was silly of me” said Samantha “as a teacher I ought to be more professional. But I just couldn’t help it!” 

“You’re human first, a professional next” I reminded Samantha. Then I carefully said “Camellia Davies somehow knew or guessed, didn’t she?” 

“Why, you’re no less than an oracle, Ms. Brown!” said an awestruck Samantha “Yes, Camellia somehow knew. Or guessed. It’s difficult to say how. Perhaps the Firths had been indiscreet. Or Mrs. Beresford, who was employed at the Knights’ house after she quit ours, told Camellia. Anyhow, Camellia gave me a nightmarish time after that. 

She would make mean little snide comments on how much Gerda resembled me and how I gave Gerda ‘special treatment’. Once, Camellia even went to the extent of accosting me in the deserted school corridor and saying some cryptic thing about ‘how shameful secrets of the past could negatively affect one’s future’. I was convinced she was covertly blackmailing me that she’d tell my fiancé, Daniel Powel, about Gerda. I don’t know what Camellia wanted in return: probably extra marks in her extracurricular activities--which I was in a position to allot. I certainly wouldn’t compromise with my professional ethics like that. But nor could I risk Camellia jeopardizing my personal life--” 

“And so, did you decide to push her off the hill when on the trekking expedition?” I said abruptly. 

Samantha jumped to her feet. “No!” he cried, obviously upset “It is true that I was angry with the girl, but I certainly didn’t murder her!” 

“But you harbored murderous thoughts about her?” I asked calmly

“Camellia death, no doubt, removed a nagging little obstacle from your life”. 

“That’s a different thing entirely! Whether you believe it or not, Ms. 

Brown, I am much saddened by Camellia’s death” said Samantha

regaining her composure “Camellia may have been a nasty girl, but I don’t approve of a young life being cut short like that--”. 

“Those are my thoughts exactly, Ms. Evans” I said reflectively “and I truly hope you mean what you say”. 


***

The week had been an extremely eventful one, to say the very least. 

Alice Palmer had come to meet me and had reported the spat she had with Camellia, evidently in order to feel better. I had visited the Knights to discover that Dr. Knight, Camellia’s stepfather, had threatened to kill Camellia in the morning before her death. I had stalked Toby Davies and had discovered in him rancor for his mean, yet vivacious cousin. Toby had feared that the grandmother he had spent his youth serving was going to leave all her property to Camellia. I had met Prof. Gibbs in a slum and had experienced secret shame at having suspected the noble philanthropist of vile deeds. Dr. Knight had ferreted me out and had warned me off

“prying” and “acting meddlesome”. Samantha Evans had come to meet me and had told me about her secret before I had a chance to find out the entire truth on my own. 

Twice in the same week, I was physically harassed by two different men: Dr. Knight and Toby Davies. The younger man’s anger against me had been as vicious as Ronald Knight’s. 

According to Alice, another man had reasons to feel a secretive animosity towards Camellia. Damien Doyle’s pale, wraith-like personality flashed in front of my vision. Damien had routinely been picked on, harassed and humiliated by Camellia. With my vast knowledge of human nature, I knew that repressed anger was the most rancorous. 

I had six major suspects, yet wasn’t any closer to finding out who the culprit was any more than the first day. 


***


I was dozing off the overwhelming series of events during the past week, when the telephone trilled. Inspector Rajeev’s grim and worried voice came on line. 

“Hannah” he said “I have some bad news” 

My antennae went up. The remnants of drowsiness were lifted off me, as I sharply asked:

“What’s up, Inspector Rajeev? What’s wrong?” 

“I’m afraid Damien Doyle has been murdered” said Inspector Rajeev grimly “He’s been found stabbed to death on a by-lane of King’s Alley in Mini England”. 

“Oh my God!” I muttered “when did this happen?!” 

“The body was discovered by a newspaper delivery boy at 6 am this morning” replied Inspector Rajeev “the pathologist confirms that Damien was murdered last night. She places the time of his murder as somewhere between 11 and 12 pm. I hear Damien was returning after meeting both Prof. Gibbs and Ms. Evans before the tragedy. 

Damien apparently had a few doubts apropos academics that he wanted to get cleared”. 

“I didn’t know Samantha Evans taught high school students” I said surprised. 

“Apparently, she did” said the inspector “Not in Ivory Public School though, but personally. She tutored them in subjects they were lagging behind in: mathematics, for instance. It helped the young lady supplement her income as a junior teacher” 

“I see” I said “I think I should go and speak to both Ms. Evans and Mr. Gibbs about this. Damien’s death must have come as a real shock to them, considering they had seen the boy alive barely a few hours before his murder….” 

“That’s really kind of you, Hannah” replied Inspector Rajeev “you’re a warm person”. 

“Not really” I said “I feel terrible. All along; Damien had been a prime suspect in the murder of Camellia Davies—at least, as far as I was concerned” 

“So did I suspect the boy” the Inspector confessed “he had seemed so awfully frightened the day Camellia’s body was discovered. From what I’d heard, Damien wasn’t a great friend of Camellia’s either, so it wasn’t grief that shook him. I had managed to convince myself that it was Damien who had pushed Camellia off the hill”. 

“It is clear now” I said slowly “that Damien was frightened to death not because he was the murderer. It is because, he had  seen the murderer”. 

Chapter 7 – Life or Death I tapped on the door of the cottage Samantha Evans lived in. A kindly-faced ginger haired woman in her late 40s opened it. I didn’t have to ask to confirm that she was Samantha Evans’s mother. Mrs. 

Evans told me that Samantha had gone out for her daily late evening walk and would return about an hour later. She invited me to come inside and wait for Samantha. However, I decided to go and see Prof. Gibbs first and then come back and talk to Samantha. 

Prof. Augustine Gibb’s house caught me by surprise. In total contrast to his light, sunny, friendly personality, the house was a dark cold gothic one made of stone. A gargoyle perched in front of the building spewed forth waste water, while flying buttresses took the weight off walls and transferred the force directly to the ground. 

I opened the creaking rusty gate of the forbidding house, and stepped in. A loud thunder cap sounded in the sky, forecasting rain. I stepped forward into a cracked stoned path and hesitantly walked down the long pathway leading to the door of the corridor. All around me were dead trees with long and spindly branches that waved in the air. 

The place smelt musty, as if it hadn’t been inhabited for years. Yet somebody as light and pleasant as Prof. Augustine Gibbs lived in it. 

Really, life seemed to be a series of the most astounding of contradictions. 

A large oak tree grew by the side of the entrance, almost like a sentry. I stepped towards the door and gingerly knocked on it. There was no response. “Prof. Gibbs” I called out gently. The place was as quiet as a graveyard. “Prof. Augustine Gibbs!” I called out, a tad louder this time. 

I placed my palm on the wooden door. It creaked eerily and opened an inch. Discovering that it wasn’t bolted, I pushed it open. The movement had probably disturbed a bat or some other creature of

the night resting overhead, for it flew past me with a raucous screech. The creature’s abrupt flight startled me. 

With one hand on my palpitating heart, I stepped into a dimly lit corridor. The house was dank, with cobwebs in all corners, giving me the impression that it hadn’t been cleaned in a century. I turned right and entered what I presumed was the drawing room. It had high vaulted ceilings that seemed to touch the sky. The room itself accommodated some depressing looking furniture, stuffed heads of animals that had once been alive and other paraphernalia. The smell of stale cigarette smoke hung in the air. 

“Prof. Gibbs!” I called out once more, walking deeper into the abyss of the house. “Prof. Augustine Gibbs!”. I was convinced that Prof. 

Gibbs was in the house. India was exactly the safest country; people seldom walked off without locking their doors. At one point, I came across something that looked like a bedroom. I stepped inside, hoping Prof. Gibbs was resting on the bed. 

However, the room was empty. All it possessed was a wrought-iron bed, a wooden table and a gigantic cupboard. I gaped awestruck at the huge cupboard, wondering what marvels or horrors it accommodated. 

My attention was diverted by a charging laptop on the wooden table. 

Some mysterious forced drew me to it. Before I knew it, I was browsing its contents. There was the usual stuff: poems, literary essays and criticism. I gave them a short shrift and proceeded further. Then I froze in my tracks. 

There were several video clips. Of the pornographic variety. What shocked me was not the fact that it was porn. It was the fact that what Augustine Gibbs had downloaded (and obviously watched) was child porn. 

Watching child porn was illegal. It was criminal. Studies had proven that there was a direct correlation between watching child porn and pedophilia. 

The vision of Augustine Gibbs emerging out of a seedy lane in a red light area flashed in front of my eyes. He had been carrying a young over made-up little girl wearing a  ghagra-choli in his arms. Gibbs had effortlessly claimed that the little girl was his student. I had blindly believed him. 

I now believed otherwise. Augustine Gibbs was a pedophile who frequented red-light areas and routinely raped little child prostitutes. 

It was alarming. I suppose it was a demand and supply thing. 

Thanks to the demand for naïve children’s’ bodies, pimps ensured a steady supply was available to customers like Gibbs. It was disturbing, to say the least. 

Yet there was more to this than what met the eye. I knew I was seeking something, yet I didn’t know what it was. Then I knew. I was seeking the truth. 

The gigantic cupboard exerted a powerful magnetic force and drew me towards it. I opened it like a woman in a dream. I was immediately showered by bits and pieces of what felt like oversized confetti. And what looked like pieces of cardboard. 

I bent down and appraised the numerous little pieces. They were stray pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. There was a piece that looked like an eye, another that resembled a woman’s lips, a third that looked like a cascade of blonde tresses and so on. Without being totally conscious of what I was doing, I started putting the pieces together. 

In the absence of the original blueprint of the picture, it was an immensely challenging task. Yet I wasn’t disheartened. In spite of many a failure, I proceeded to put the jigsaw pieces together. I finally succeeded in putting together a face: a human face. 

It was none other than Camellia Davies’s. 

I sat immobile with shock for a long time. I then hauled myself up violently, dashed to the wooden table and switched on the laptop once again. I browsed the list of poems in Augustine Gibbs’s folder

until I found the one I was looking for. It was none other than Lord Alfred Tennyson’s “Beauty” that Gibbs’s had recited in my honor. 

I read parts of it that Gibbs had claimed was too personal to recite. 

From the point Gibbs had stopped, it read:

“Methinks if I should kiss thee, no control/within the thrilling brain could keep afloat/ The subtle spirit. Even while I spoke,/The bare word KISS hath made my inner soul/To tremble like a lute string. Ere the note/Hath melted in the silence it broke”. 

The jigsaw puzzle pieces that I had so assiduously put together to discover Camellia Davies’s face lead me to believe that Prof. Gibbs had originally memorized the verse to recite to Camellia. That he was in love with—no, morbidly obsessed with Camellia, was clear. 

The obsession of a pedophile with a nearly grown up young woman was ostensibly contradictory, but when analyzed from a psychologist’s point of view, not very surprising. 

The day I had visited the Knights’ house, what I had noticed apart from Camellia’s pert, spirited face was her smooth child-like skin and flat underdeveloped body. Camellia had no breasts, broad hips or buttocks to speak of unlike most girls approaching 18. She had the body of a child. 

That had made Camellia the perfect subject of a pedophile’s fantasy. 

And obviously, the pinup girl for a perfect murder. 

Well, a near perfect one. Because I intended to expose Augustine Gibbs. I would let the whole world know that the amiable, open façade that Gibbs presented to the world was just a mask. Strip him of it, and you would find a man who abused children sexually. And a man who had murdered a young person. 

No, two young persons. Damien Doyle had also been killed. 

Just when I was pondering on these lines, I heard the creak of a door and the sound of an approaching footfall. It was light, very light, 

almost to qualify an illusion. But I knew it wasn’t. 

I had to act fast. I picked up my mobile and frantically searched for Inspector Rajeev’s number. Having found it, I messaged: “Hi, I’m in great trouble. I believe I’m trapped in Camellia’s murderer’s house. 

He is--” 

“Ah ha! Look what the cat has dragged in!” Augustine Gibbs, who had come into the room before I could complete the message, leered at me. I just had time to hit the “Send” button, before Gibbs snatched my mobile phone away from me and smashed it on the floor. My precious expensive Samsung Smartphone split into three pathetic pieces. I was stuck in a deep dark house, alone, with a ruthless murderer. Gibbs’s face had lost its original affability and had acquired cold, hostile contours. His appearance finally reflected what he was inside: a snarling, salivating predator. The face I saw was Prof. Gibbs, yet that of a stranger’s. 

“You did that to her, didn’t you?” I boldly demanded ignoring my galloping heartbeat “you pushed Camellia Davies to her death”. 

“I had to” replied Augustine Gibbs with a distant faraway look in his eyes “I loved her, my sweet little nymphet, to distraction, yet I had to do what I had to do”. 

“What do you mean by ‘sweet little nymphet’?” I asked. It was an inane question, but I was buying time. My phone message had perhaps been long enough to be traced, so the police would be here in a while. Until then, I had to protect myself from being murdered. I could only manage that if I kept Gibbs talking. That was the only way I could keep him distracted. 

Of course, I knew that tracing a call or a message wasn’t really as easy as they made it appear in films. It was governed by a variety of factors, apart from the location of the cell tower closest to Gibbs’s house. Yet I had to keep my fingers crossed. I had to hope for a miracle. I had to keep Augustine Gibbs talking. 

“Camellia was my sweet little nymphet” answered Gibbs “because, even at 17, her body was as slender as a child’s. She had neither ugly jiggling breasts nor the horrible woman’s bush. Her nipples were still a nascent pink and pubis sweet and naked. Also, her skin still had the transparent smoothness of a child and hadn’t coarsened into a young woman’s hide. I loved her: I loved the little fair hairs at the nape of her neck, the child-like swell of her belly and the babyish softness of her feet” 

“You mean to say you had sex with Camellia?” I asked with barely concealed disgust. 

“Yes, a few times” replied the mad man “but sex was just a small part of the affair. The major thing was that I had succeeded in unleashing the powerful magic hidden inside the child-woman. If I could have had my way, I would have turned my sweet mistress inside out and made love to her lungs, liver and heart, her sweet sweet heart!” 

“How did you manage to seduce her?” I asked appraising Prof. 

Gibbs’s soft flabby body, unprepossessing beard and coarse hairs that emanated out of his ears. As a transsexual woman attracted to men, I couldn’t understand where Prof. Gibbs’s charm lay. 

“It wasn’t difficult” replied Gibbs “Camellia was an easy piece of goods. I believe she’d hop into bed with anyone who offered her a candy. And I was giving her extra marks in English literature in exchange. So, she had no problems fucking with me” Gibbs smirked. 

Overcoming a bout of nausea, I asked, “If Camellia was so cooperative, why did you kill her?” 

“She was cooperative for only the first six months of our relationship” 

said Gibbs reminiscing “then she lost interest. Camellia was the least bothered if I gave her extra marks or not. She had started sleeping with young Mark Curzon from her class. God knows what the cheap little slut saw in that young ape-like bastard--” Augustine Gibbs spoke as if he was the last word in masculine beauty. Then he said “I was jealous. Smolderingly so, yes. That my little mistress should

make love someone other than me, made me furious. Yet I kept my calm. For a long time, yes. After all, my sweetheart still slept with me. Even if she didn’t talk dirty anymore or make cute orgasmic little sounds like before. She just lay there with a bored look on her face, while I did all the work. This arrangement lasted for a while—until Camellia began denying me even this little pleasure”. 

I swallowed bile that had risen in my throat and threatened to spill out. 

“On the day of the night trek, while Damien had gone to refill his water bottle at the fountain, I saw Camellia loitering all by herself in the woods” went on Augustine Gibbs “the independent spirit that she was, she had obviously broken away from Ms. Evans and Alice Palmer and had decided to explore Riverdale on her own. I couldn’t help following her: Oh! She looked ever so beautiful in the moonlight. 

Yet I didn’t call out to her. I didn’t want to come in the way of her unusual solitary beauty…..” 

The man was raving mad. Yet I listened with avid interest. It was in my best interest to keep Augustine Gibbs preoccupied. 

“Then Camellia climbed a hill and so did I” continued Gibbs “my young sweetheart then turned to face me. I beg and beseeched her to return to me. Camellia flew into a rage and called me “an old man”. She asked me to “go to hell and fuck yourself”. I lost control. I slapped the little bitch right across her smooth face. Then before I knew it, my hand was pressed against her belly. I gave her a little push. Camellia staggered backwards, tumbling straight into River Glassmere”. 

“What did you do next?” I asked pretending to be impressed. I had heard of a theory that claimed that murderers were very vain people. 

They loved to talk about the crime they committed and felt flattered if someone complimented them on how neatly they had executed a crime. 

“Oh, I returned to the woods and pretended as if nothing had happened” replied Prof. Gibbs “I found Damien Doyle near the fountain and we joined Ms. Evans and Alice Palmer. We then searched the entire place for Camellia. You know the story from then onwards--” Gibbs said with an almost kind inflection of his voice. 

“But Damien Doyle was nervous” continued Gibbs “at first; I thought it was just the shock of seeing a dead body. But later, I began to suspect that Damien had seen me push Camellia off the hill. To confirm, I asked him to come to my house to submit his latest English literature assignment. I wanted a chance to study the boy’s body language closely. Damien’s hands trembled. He wouldn’t meet my eye. I knew I had to act fast. I picked up the razor sharp knife that I used to slice meat and followed Damien through King’s Alley. Of course, I kept a safe distance behind. Then, when he turned into a by lane, I worked to reduce the physical distance between the two of us. At the first chance, I plunged the knife into the snooping little bastard’s back. The knife went in as easily as it would into butter. I bent down and carefully wiped my fingerprints off the knife. Then I went home as if nothing had happened. The next day I expressed shock over the boy’s murder”. 

I calculated the time. I estimated that the police was almost here. 

Therefore, I decided to take a calculated risk. 

“What you’ve done is terrible!” I burst out “You’ve taken not one, but two young lives!” 

“And now I’m going to take a third” said Augustine Gibbs advancing towards me menacingly “get ready to die, you meddlesome neuter!”. 

Gibbs’s large hands closed around my fragile neck. He pressed hard. I just had time to hear the police barge in and hear Inspector Rajeev’s voice say: “Hands up, Gibbs!” before my world went black. 


***

My eyelids slowly fluttered open. The sterile white walls around told me I was in a hospital. I saw Inspector Rajeev, SI Sanjay, and the

doctor on duty standing around me. 

“How’re you feeling?” asked the doctor. 

“Quite well, thank you” I whispered. 

My eyes then sought Inspector Rajeev out. “Gibbs?” I asked questioningly. 

“He’s behind bars” replied Inspector Rajeev “meanwhile, we need to record your statement vis-à-vis the attack. It’s just a formality. The case is solved. We only need to know, in detail, how you solved the case!” 

Before Inspector could say another word, Bradley rushed in to the hospital and embraced me: “Darling!” he exclaimed kissing me tenderly “I’m so glad you’re okay!” 

“And I’m so glad you’re here!” I burst out returning his kiss. 

“Ahem…Hannah” chipped in Inspector Rajeev embarrassed “I think we’ll come in after five minutes”. 

Noting that Bradley and I had no intention of breaking our kiss anytime soon, Inspector Rajeev said “Okay dear girl, I’ll see you in 10!”. From the periphery of my vision I noticed him, SI Sanjay and the doctor leave the room, while Bradley and I kissed on for what seemed like forever. 

 The End
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Sub Inspector Sanjay: is a tall, fit man in his 20s. 

Bradley Rainford: is the brother of the heiress whose murder Hannah has solved in the past. Bradley is very fond of transsexual women and falls in love with Hannah. Bradley also admires Hannah’s astute mind, compassionate nature and great presence of mind. Bradley and Hannah eventually start dating. 

Mark Curzon: A boy Camellia Davies dated. 

-----

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa Visit Yu's website at http://hekireki.net/en/  to see the latest publications and samples (about the first 10% content of the book). 



Obsessed by Noble Resemblance 

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

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

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



A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

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



The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

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

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



Mudered 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 

The first episode of "Hannah Brown, Transgendered Sleuth" series. 

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

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

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange

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



A Slippery Slope in a School 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

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



Dance Like a Woman 

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its

share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina— with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority 

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

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



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to

transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

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



Trapped in Circus 

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

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

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

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

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

 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

Leon Thomas/Lynette: is the 20 year old protagonist of the story. He is 5’8, has sandy brown hair, kindly grey eyes and a sexily askew mouth. Leon is a ‘regular’ guy who likes his drink, soccer and revels in robust male company. As a man of science, he is skeptical of the paranormal. However, a recurring dream harangues him enough to seek the help of a psychic called Chiyomi. Drawn to Chiyomi’s physical and spiritual beauty, Leon falls in love. 



Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story of a Boy

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic 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. Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. 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. 



A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a

BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as

‘Arianna’ to customers who call. ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear a saree on the ethnic day held in the office. 



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t

accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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. 



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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



Diamond in the Rough 

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

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

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. 

Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. 

The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect – rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 



Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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



How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers 

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

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His

father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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 Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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? 



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender 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: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their

son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies

every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. 

Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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



The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa



Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing

transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)-

-soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 

 This e-book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent publisher. 
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