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"Hannah Brown, Transgender Sleuth" series Chapter 1 - “Glass Beads” 

Hotel Queen’s Court justified its name that day. It was decorated with ribbons, buntings and balloons. After all, a rich heiress didn’t celebrate her birthday every day. The décor Arlene Rainford had ordered really enhanced the stucco finish of our three star hotel building. The stairs, porches, railing posts and balconies, illuminated with low voltage lights, made the place look quaint like it was supposed to. I looked out of my window from my reception desk. The pansies, snapdragons and lilies of the valley had retired for the night. 

For a receptionist in charge of routine work, life did get a little boring. 

I had been employed at Queen’s Court for three years, starting after my transformation. I didn’t particularly like dwelling about my life before that. I was comfortable now that I had a body that matched who I truly was. And the best part is, nobody in Queen’s Court knew or suspected who I had once been. 

So, that made life peaceful. A little peaceful for my liking. No one could possibly blame me. I was only twenty-five years old at that time, and craved action and excitement. At that age, I could hardly have been like some self-contended old tabby knitting away on an easy chair. I was restless. 

I sneaked a peek into the guests’ list of Arlene Rainford’s 33rd birthday party that evening (I knew her age thanks to the gossip columns I had read in the newspapers). There was Trevor Lofthouse, who I knew was Arlene’s husband. The tabloids described the brown-haired, grey-eyed young man as “one of the remaining vestiges of royalty”. Rumor-mills said that there was much opposition from the Lofthouse family when Trevor had announced he was

marrying Arlene. Though Arlene was the daughter of Alistair Rainford, a multi millionaire who built his business empire from scratch, he wasn’t of royal lineage. People said that he was the son of a humble garage mechanic, though no one was willing to swear about the the veracity of this information or divulge the source of it. 

I returned to skimming the guest-list. There was “Bradley Rainford” 

whom I know was Arlene’s brother though I had never seen his pictures. The names “Gladys Moore” and “Meredith Larch” didn’t ring a bell. Nor did “Paul Drysdale” and “Florence Keeling”. There was

“Angus Ryne” on the guests’ list. I vaguely wondered if he was the renowned portrait artist who had painted several beautiful women. I recognized “Nitin Chopra” as a businessman of some renown. 

Drowned by monotony, I rearranged my desk and chair so that I could peek inside the party hall. The grayish marble flooring and the vintage chandeliers enhanced the quaintness of the hall. I saw a few people inside anxiously waiting for other guests to arrive. The hotel manager, Mr. McIntosh had told me Arlene’s party was going to have guests wearing masks. 

Among those I saw in the hall first was Arlene Rainford herself sitting on a chair and sipping a glass champagne. She was wearing a shimmering green evening gown and tapping her high heeled feet impatiently. With her shiny auburn hair, slim figure and impeccably beautiful skin, Arlene was undoubtedly considered good-looking by some. However, there was something about her—a hint of fiery temper around her green eyes and a tight disagreeable compression of her thin lips, which put me off. Arlene didn’t come across as a very nice person. Hypothetically speaking, she was someone I wouldn’t have particularly liked to be familiar with. 

A man of average height and squarish shoulders approached Arlene. 

I recognized him as Lord Trevor Lofthouse. As her husband appeared, Arlene jumped up like a tense spring, giving me an uninhibited view of her glorious back. Arlene raised her voice slightly. 

I was sitting too far away to hear the exact words, but was sure that Arlene was having an argument with her husband. Lofthouse’s

reactions were mild and placatory; I got the impression that he was trying to pacify his irate wife. Lofthouse’s placatory gestures seem to have an especially provocative effect on Arlene, as she yelled “Don’t try to patronize me!” and smashed her champagne glass on the marble floor. The glass smattered into tiny little pieces with a resounding clank. 

“Jesus, Arlene, look what you’ve done!” said Lord Lofthouse clutching haplessly at his thick brown hair “glass shards could be so harmful! They might pierce one of the guests if they happen to take their footwear off!”. His kindly grey eyes looked highly distressed. For a moment, I felt sorry for Lord Lofthouse. 

“If you’re so concerned about the guests” snapped his bitchy wife

“why don’t you clear up the goddamn mess yourself!”. With a haughty ill-tempered movement of the shoulders, she stomped out of the party hall and traipsed up a short flight of stairs before disappearing down the short hotel corridor to where I assumed her room was located. 

Lord Lofthouse stood looking after the sleek retreating figure of his wife. He had a weary look on his face, which I have seen only on men double his age. Lord Lofthouse seemed torn between running after his wife and remaining where he was to deal. He tiredly looked at the smashed shards of glass. At this moment, a woman descended down the same stairs Arlene had raced up. Quietly, and with obvious unquestioning devotion, she bent down and started picking up the glass pieces. The woman who had come into the room was tall, thin as a willow and quite unimpressive to look at. She was, I judged, in her early thirties. I noticed that she had a servile, timid air about her. Her pale blonde hair, blanched rabbit-like little face and washed-out peach-colored gown did nothing to accentuate her personality. The woman held the front of her drab peach-colored gown as a bag to collect the glass shards. 

“You really don’t have to do this, Meredith” said Lord Lofthouse. In spite of the highly-strung state he was in, an unmistakable tenderness had crept into his voice. 

“That’s absolutely okay, Sir” said the woman said timidly “I am here to help”. 

“You know how Arlene behaves sometimes” continued Lord Lofthouse in an apologetic manner. 

“Ms. Arlene is prone to bursts of temper” said Meredith, and then, with evident loyalty, added “but you mustn’t mind. Deep inside, she has a heart of gold”. 

“You’re very kind” said Lord Lofthouse looking at Meredith tenderly. 

“I’m not going out of my way to be, Sir” replied Meredith “it’s my duty, that’s all”. She left the party hall with a part of her dress still hitched up, presumably to empty the shards of glass into a dust bin. Lord Lofthouse sighed, poured himself champagne, and went and sat down at the far end of the hall. He sat sipping his drink broodingly. 

“The poor idiot” said a voice from immediately inside the hall, startling me “this is what happens when a man marries beneath him”. I know snooping and overhearing are unethical things to do, but I discreetly shifted my desk and chair to the opposite corner of the room, so that I could see the speaker clearly. He was a tall, skinny man dressed simply in a light blue shirt and dark navy blue trousers. He had sandy brown hair chopped into a convenient crew cut. Everything about the man reflected economy. 

“I’d like to think the opposite” said the man sitting next to him “I think Arlene married beneath her”. The speaker was a romantic-looking man with intoxicated melancholy black eyes and a mop of thick black wavy hair on his head. I noticed that his lips were full and a rich red. 

Though he had deliberately tried to present an appearance of stylish carelessness, I noticed that the man wore quite an expensive Dolce and Gabbana suit. Upon closer scrutiny, I recognized him to be portrait artist Angus Ryne. 

“Excuse me?” said the first man “but Lord Lofthouse is royalty. 

Arlene is nobody but the daughter of a man who got rich by screwing

everyone else. He stayed rich by screwing everyone else  even harder. And I must say” he gave a short, cynical laugh “that Ms. 

Rainford is carrying the legacy forward brilliantly. When it comes to business, the dame doesn’t mind tweaking a few rules”. 

Angus Ryne laughed gently. “I must say the socialist in you is very strong, Mr. Drysdale” he said. 

“Yes” said his companion passionately “I despise rich, selfish leeches. They suck the lifeblood of the hoi polloi to live in lavish homes and to sponsor their expensive whims. If I was to have my way, I would personally murder each and every one of them and redistribute their wealth among people!” 

“So, we have our very own version of Robin Hood here” sniggered Angus Ryne “steal from the rich, and give to the poor, eh?” 

“Exactly” said Drysdale with utmost seriousness. 

I didn’t have a chance to enjoy the rest of their conversation, as guests started pouring in. They weren’t too many, but were substantial enough to fill a small hall. Among the guests, I noticed an elderly lady being wheeled in by a pretty frail wisp of a girl. Lord Lofthouse put himself together and received all of the guests warmly. 

Arlene, who had regained her composure, also came down and greeted all the guests in bright albeit slightly uppity manner. 

Champagne and good music flowed. The deck lights were made dimmer. Waiters from the hotel walked around, carrying trays of eats. 

Soon the guests disappeared into inner chambers and emerged wearing identical black masks. They selected their partners and started waltzing to the slow retro music. 

I noticed that Arlene was unmasked. She had evidently made up with Lord Lofthouse, for she danced with him. I noticed Arlene put her white cheek against her husband’s clean-shaven one and gently close her eyes. At the position at which they were dancing, Lord Lofthouse’s face was turned towards me. The expression that came over his face startled me. His handsome face was distorted with

undiluted hate and grey-eyes ablaze with a furious, murderous rage I had not seen on any human face. Lord Lofthouse’s lips were pulled back from his teeth in an unsightly manner, making him resemble a vicious wild animal. Then in a moment, his face was mild and placid again. So drastic was the change in Lord Lofthouse’s expression that I found myself wondering if I had imagined his hatred. 

At one end of the room, I caught sight of a masked Angus Ryne standing in a corner and sipping his champagne dreamily. He was gazing at the dancing Lord and Lady Lofthouse wistfully. I vaguely wondered if he was in love with Arlene. 

I didn’t pay much attention to other guests, but caught sight of Paul Drysdale dancing with a skinny woman in a white evening dress. The woman’s dress was well-tailored, but no doubt inexpensive. This masked woman (whoever she was) obviously didn’t believe in splurging money. Drysdale seemed to be dancing with a partner on a similar mental wavelength as him. 

Someone tapped me on the shoulder, distracting me from my observations. It was the kindly-faced, avuncular manager of Queen’s Court. “Hannah” he requested “could you please chug down to the left wing of first floor and switch on the deck lights? We are terribly short-staffed today”. 

“Oh, Mr. McIntosh…” I protested “Queen’s Court rules say I have to be at my desk all the time. What if we receive an important phone call? What if an important guest walks in?” The hotel rules were just incidental to my reluctance to leave my desk. The reason I wanted stay there was because I wanted to observe the glittering, glamorous people of high society. Considering I am from an ordinary middle-class Anglo-Indian family, no one could blame me. 

I walked through the masked dancers across the party hall. At this moment, something happened. The heel of Arlene Rainford’s left stiletto broke suddenly . “Damn!” Arlene cursed out loud. She took off both her shoes, excused herself from her husband, and started moving in the same direction as I—towards the staircase. 

While moving upwards, Arlene crossed me. At this moment, I was acutely aware of how different I was from this rich socialite. Even in bare feet, Arlene was a good four or five inches taller than my petite 5 feet 4 inches. The expensive fabric of her gorgeous green gown was a total foil to my own practical brown tweed skirt and pink cardigan. The fragrance that emanated from Arlene was an expensive one, unlike the affordable functional deodorant I used. 

Both of us reached the top of the staircase at the same time. I moved towards the left of the corridor to accomplish the mission Mr. 

McIntosh had asked me to. Arlene wafted off in the opposite direction, presumably to her room. I vaguely wondered how she intended repairing the broken heel of her shoe. 

I went about the job assigned to me. It was a difficult thing to do, considering I didn’t really know where the light switches were. I finally succeed in finding them and illuminated the left side of the corridor. Just then, a few indoor plants caught my eye. I felt that the pots they were grown in were arranged in a haphazard manner. 

Now, I have a secret problem I never discuss with anyone. It’s a mild OCD. I can’t bear anything being out of order. This, doctors say, is an aftermath of the intensive identity crisis that I suffered throughout my life until… until I decided to transform. During the post operative care, my OCD had reached such ridiculous heights that it was the stuff dark comedy is typically made of. 

As I was rearranging the potted plants to adhere to the order in my mind, I heard a cry. 

To call it a cry would be an understatement. It sounded more like the baying of a mortal whose lifeblood was being squeezed out of them. 

Disabling numbness seized me. The cry had been so bloodcurdling, that I temporarily lost the movement of my limbs. 

A second later, I realized I could move my arms and legs again. At this moment, my brain also started working. The blood-chilling cry seemed to have emanated from the right side of the corridor. And it seemed to have come from a woman. 

A second cry followed. It was even chilling and bloodcurdling than the first. 

Suddenly, it was as if my previously frozen limbs were propelled into serious action. I rushed towards the source at lightning speed. I was vaguely aware of two other people following a few paces behind me. 

Guests in the party-hall below stirred uneasily. The retro music in the background played on serenely, undisturbed by the cry. 

I stopped in front of a room the door of which had been thrown ajar. 

As I prepared to go inside, a figure in a black leather raincoat pushed me violently and ran out of the room. Since the person had the costume party mask on, I couldn’t see his face. The impact of his (I wasn’t sure if it was a man or a woman) push was such that it sent me flying to the ground. I caught hold of one of the legs of the bed to prevent my head from hitting the ground. 

When I lifted my head, I was in for the most terrible shock of my life. 

Arlene Rainford lay on the bed , drenched in her own blood. A long knife had been plunged into her stomach. A brief flicker of eyelashes told me Arlene was still alive. 

My first concern was the knife that Arlene had been stabbed with. I was confused as to whether I should pull it out or let it remain. At the moment, my concern was to keep Arlene alive. I rushed out to the corridor. I spotted Mr. McIntosh below looking rather confused. He clearly had no idea where the cry had emanated from. “Mr. 

McIntosh!” I cried on top of my lungs “the ambulance—please call the ambulance!”. Mr. McIntosh looked up at me in a dazed manner. 

Then the import of my words seemed to dawn on him. He picked up his mobile phone and started dialing. 

Comforted by the thought that help would soon arrive, I went back to Arlene’s room. Not knowing what to do, I sat on the bed next to her. 

At the moment, a weak gesture from the victim caught my attention. 

Arlene reached out a bloodstained hand and weakly tugged at the

rim of my cardigan. It was almost as if she was beckoning me close, wanting to tell me something….. 

I moved my ear close to the dying woman’s mouth, hoping she would tell me the murderer’s name. Arlene murmured something incomprehensible. 

“Ms. Rainford” my voice was an urgent plea “I know it is difficult. But please try to speak louder”. 

This time I heard. The dying woman said “Glass beads”. 

I wanted to make sure I had heard right. “What?” I said putting my ear to Arlene’s mouth again. 

“Glass beads” said Arlene again. I withdrew my ear from her mouth and peered into her face. She jerked once, convulsively. Remnants of light faded from her green eyes. Arlene Rainford was dead. 

Chapter 2 - Is Gladys Moore Lying? 

Lord Lofthouse burst into the room. His eyes seemed riveted on the horrifying sight. For a moment, he seemed to have lost the movement of his limbs. Then, all of a sudden, he rushed towards the four poster bed. Lord Lofthouse fell on his knees and held his handsome brown head in his hands. “Oh no, Arlene!” he moaned “oh my God, this is terrible!”. He continued to sit in the same posture beside his wife’s dead body. At the moment, Lord Lofthouse looked as if the sky had fallen on his head. 

The skinny lady in the white dress, whom I had seen dancing with Paul Drysdale, came in next. “Heavens!” she exclaimed tracing the sign of the cross on her lithe frame “this is awful. On her birthday too…”. She had the decency to divest herself of the mask. Her austere face was writ with worry. I adjudged the woman to be in her mid to late 40s. 

A whole lot of guests had come into the room. Apart from Angus Ryne and Paul Dysdale, a fair-haired good-looking youth in his 20s and a short squat man who appeared to be hundred percent Indian, had also come in. Angus Ryne looked positively devastated, while the other three men looked simply bewildered. 

The lady in the wheelchair hadn’t come up. I guessed that her young companion had decided to stay behind too. Ms. McIntosh, with three waiters in tow, came in briefly. His benign face took on a grim expression “Nasty business—this” he said, and went downstairs, no doubt, to telephone the police. The three stupefied waiters followed him. 

Just when we were waiting for the police to arrive, the young woman I knew as Meredith Darch burst into the room. As soon as she saw the dead body of her mistress, Meredith became hysterical. “Oh my God, Ms. Arlene!” she wailed “wake up Ms. Arlene!”. I noticed that

Meredith’s hands clutched her pale blonde hair deliriously. Her knuckles had gone a deathly white. 

“Calm down, Meredith!” said Lord Lofthouse, casting aside his own shock and grief “It’s all going to be okay”. His voice didn’t sound convinced in the very least. 

“How could I possibly calm down?!” cried the maid “I have known Ms. Arlene since we were kids! We are more or less the same age. I was more of a companion, and less of a maid to her. Oh! I can’t think of living without Ms. Arlene!” 

Quick as a flash, the woman made a dash for the window, with the obvious intention of flinging herself out of it. Lord Lofthouse and the fair-haired youth curtailed her. The young man supported Meredith and assisted her sit to a chair. I noticed that the man and the maid had hair that was of the same hue. I wondered if the youth was a relative of Meredith’s. The young man then rushed downstairs and fetched Meredith some brandy. “Drink this” he said to her peremptorily “It will steady your nerves a bit”. Meredith obliged like an obedient child. 

It was then I saw the window. It was big enough for a human adult to get in. The person who had pushed me (who must be, clearly, the murderer) had no doubt gained entrance into Arlene’s room through it. I noticed a faint trail of muddy footsteps leading to Arlene’s body. 

The rain coat of the murderer was dry when he pushed me, so I was convinced that it wasn’t raining when he had come in. However, the boot prints proved that the murderer had walked in slush. I concluded that it had drizzled slightly earlier in the night. Since I had been ensconced indoors, I hadn’t come to know. 

Since the first floor was at least seven feet high from the ground, I wondered how the murderer had got access to the window. Putting a ladder up against the wall and climbing it seemed to be the most plausible explanation. I walked over to the window and looked down. 

Sure enough, there was a vintage ebony ladder leading up to the room. 

The police siren screeched, breaking my line of thought. Presently, two men in khaki uniforms walked into the room, prompting the assembled party to reverentially make space for them. One of the uniformed men was a fiftyish heavy set man with three stars on his shoulder plate. The other was a fit man in his twenties with two stars on his shoulder plate. I covertly read the badges pinned on the policemen’s shirts. The first one was “Inspector Rajeev”. The younger man was “Sub Inspector Sanjay”. 

As the sub inspector moved around the room, taking photographs of the corpse from different angles, Inspector Rajeev apprised all of us. 

“Who is the person who discovered Ms. Rainford’s body?” he asked. 

“I did, Inspector” I said stepping forward “Ms. Rainford was still alive when I reached”. 

“Let’s go to the next room, young lady” the Inspector said “I need to have a word with you”. 

In spite of the grimness of the situation, I was elated at being addressed as “young lady”. It meant my “transformation” had been a total and complete success. 

Snapping out of my own personal ruminations, I followed Inspector Rajeev to the next room. Once both of us were inside, Inspector Rajeev shut the door and locked it. 

“Let’s start with the basics” he said rubbing his large hands together

“what’s your name and what are you doing in Queen’s Court?” 

“My name is Hannah Brown and I work as a receptionist in the hotel” 

I replied “I have been employed here for three years now”. 

“During the time you’ve worked in Queen’s Court” asked Inspector Rajeev “has Ms. Rainford ever held a party here before?” 

“No, Sir” I said “I believe this was the first time”. 

“So all the guests here are strangers to you?” asked the inspector. 

“Not quite” I said “I recognize a few from the newspapers. Angus Ryne, for instance. Lord Lofthouse as well. Arlene Rainford herself, for that matter. This is the first time I have seen her in person”. 

“What took you to her room?” questioned Inspector Rajeev. 

I told him about the horrendous cry. 

“I see” said the inspector sympathetically “You say Ms. Rainford was still alive when you reached the room. Were you at the reception desk at the time you heard the cry?” 

“No, Sir” I replied “I was on the left end of the first floor switching on deck lights as the hotel manager, Mr. McIntosh had requested me to.” I told the inspector about the previous series of events when I had seen Arlene move towards her room after breaking a heel of her stiletto. I went on to tell him how stultified I was when I heard the first cry, about my subsequent rushing to Arlene Rainford’s room and my very real brush with the hooded figure. 

“Was the hooded figure a man or a woman?” asked Inspector Rajeev. 

“It’s difficult to say, Sir” I said “It could have been a man of average height or a tall woman. The person was 5’8 or so”. 

“So you didn’t see his face….” the inspector observed. 

“No, Sir” I said “the murderer was masked just like everyone else in the party” 

“I see” said Inspector Rajeev “did you notice which side he ran?” 

“I really can’t say, Sir” I replied truthfully “I was so intent on recovering from my fall that I didn’t notice”. 

“Hmm…” said the inspector reflectively “when you reached Ms. 

Rainford’s room, you say she was still alive?” 

“Yes, Sir” I said “though I could see she didn’t have much time left. 

She beckoned me close to her and whispered two words. I believe they contain a clue as to who the murderer is”. 

“What were Ms. Rainford’s last words?” asked the inspector. I could sense that his curiosity was piqued. 

“Glass beads” I said. 

“Glass beads” said the inspector obviously puzzled “it just doesn’t make sense. Sounds like the delirious babble of a dying woman”. 

“I wouldn’t be too sure of that” I said “Ms. Rainford said it twice and quite clearly. I’m certain it’s a clue that could lead us to the murderer”. 

“Really Ms. Brown” said the inspector with indulgent condescension

“you behave as if you are a detective. You read too many murder mysteries, no doubt”. 

“Yes, I do” I admitted “and would really like to help out with this case. 

Would you grant me permission to do my own little investigating, independently?”. 

The inspector pondered for a moment. “I see no harm in it” he said after a while “as long as you don’t get yourself into trouble. If you face any problem, don’t hesitate to contact either me or Sub Inspector Sanjay (that’s the guy who accompanied me). Here are our contact numbers”. 

“Thank you” I said carefully folding the piece of paper Inspector Rajeev had given me and putting it in my purse “I’ll definitely contact you if there is trouble”. 

“Alright, then, all the best” the inspector said and left. 

“Glass beads” I said reflectively to myself “maybe I’m way off the mark, but it bears an indubitable resemblance to ‘Gladys’. I remember that was the name of one of the guests on Arlene’s party list. I have to make sure I talk to this ‘Gladys’ person”. 


***

The hotel register had phone numbers of all the guests who had been present at Queen’s Court on the night of Arlene’s murder. I picked up the receiver and telephoned Gladys Moore. A tremulous, elderly voice came on line. Going by her voice, I adjudged Gladys Moore to be the aged lady who had arrived to the party in a wheelchair. “Hello, Ms. Moore” I said “I’m a private detective investigating Ms. Arlene Rainford’s case. Could I come over and meet you?” 

“A private detective?” said Ms. Moore suspiciously “Who do you work for?” 

“Can’t say” I admitted “but I have received permission from the Bangalore Police Department to investigate the case”. 

At the mention of the police department, Ms. Moore’s suspition seem to alleviate. 

“You can come in anytime” she said invitingly “I seldom leave the house. Poor Arlene’s party was an exception”. 

“How would 11 am suit you?” I asked. 

“Perfectly I should say” said Ms. Moore “that is the time I have my mid-morning tea. Perhaps I could offer you a cup?” 


***

I proceeded to take down Gladys Moore’s address. Unlike most Anglo-Indians (including myself) who lived in the Cantonment Area, Ms. Moore lived in JP Nagar, a traditional local bastion located in the

south of Bangalore. I was dressed in my trademark tweed skirt and a pale yellow cardigan. A string of pearls around my neck completed my soft feminine look. I soon succeeded in locating Ms. Moore’s house. It was a typical south Indian one with a wide courtyard. The sacred  tulsi (basil) plant stood on one the side of it. The house itself was a simple one, painted in an even ivory color. I reached the red door and gently tapped on it. 

It was opened by the pretty, fragile girl whom I recognized as Ms. 

Moore’s companion from the other evening. I adjudged her to be about my age. I introduced myself and asked if Ms. Moore was in. 

“Gr…Grandma is in the living room” stuttered the girl not meeting my eye “she receives visitors in there”. As Ms. Moore’s granddaughter led me in, I noticed that the girl’s gait was a bit stiff, as if she had had a fall. I tried to remember if this was how she had walked when she had wheeled her grandmother in on the night of Arlene’s murder. 

Much as I tried to, I couldn’t recall. 

Gladys Moore sat in the wheelchair in a well-furnished living room. In front of her stood a wooden table which accommodated two kettles and a tray with two porcelain tea cups and a bowl filled with sugar cubes. The paintings, furniture and the other artifacts in the living room were quite tasteful. I got the impression that though Gladys Moore may not have been rich, she certainly was quite well off. 

“Welcome, young lady” Ms. Moore said when I entered the room “It’s so nice to have company sometimes. My granddaughter, Emily and I live here all by ourselves. Though we have each other, it sometimes gets a bit dull”. 

“Thank you so much for the hearty welcome” I warmly said as I made myself comfortable on the couch opposite Ms. Moore. At the same time, I covertly appraised her from head to toe. Though Ms. 

Moore was elderly (about 75, I guessed) and an invalid, she had a robust frame. Though she was sitting, I could see that Gladys Moore was a tall woman. I estimated her height to be about 5’7 or 5’8 (I unconsciously had a vision of the figure in the rain coat pushing past me after murdering Arlene). Though Ms. Moore’s hair was white and

face wrinkled, her deep blue eyes were alive and active as ever. I got the feeling that when it came to speed and mental sharpness, Gladys Moore could give any younger person a run for their money. 

Ms. Moore appraised me with her shrewd blue eyes. For a moment I wondered if she knew my personal secret. “Don’t be ridiculous, Hannah!” I reprimanded myself “your surgeons have done a perfect job. No one will ever know that you were once a….Besides, this investigation isn’t about  you!”. I firmly forced myself to forget my past and concentrate on the case at hand. Ms. Moore made two cups of tea, one of which I accepted. 

“The other night was an awful one” I said conversationally in between sips of tea. 

“Oh yes, it was” agreed Ms. Moore energetically “very very sad. I never thought Scarlett Wilkinson’s daughter would meet such a brutal end. I’m glad poor Scarlett is not in the world anymore to witness all this. Or that bastard of her husband, for that matter. 

Arlene’s brutal murder would have caused them both unbearable agonies. They loved their daughter to bits, you see!”. 

“You knew Arlene Rainford’s mother?” I asked surprised. 

“Oh very well indeed” replied Gladys Moore “she and a niece of mine went to the same school. Scarlett and I struck a friendship in spite of her being 17 years younger than me. It lasted for many years….” 

Gladys Moore looked reflectively into a distance “In fact, it’s only because of Scarlett that I keep in touch with the Rainford family. 

Otherwise, I don’t particularly care for them very much”. A sour, disagreeable expression had come over Ms. Moore’s lined face. 

“Why Ms. Moore” I gently asked “Is it because you didn’t like the senior Mr. Rainford?” 

“Oh yes, I detested him” replied Gladys Moore quite frankly “I dare say, he had some pretty unique ideas which made him what he was. 

But on his way to success, he trampled on many a person and

tweaked many rules. He was not what one would call a scrupulous fellow”. 

This was the second time someone had made a mention of Mr. 

Alistair Rainford’s intrinsic dishonesty. I tried to remember from whom I had heard (or overheard) it from first. The vision of Paul Drysdale and Angus Ryne talking flashed in front of my mind. Yes, of course, it was Paul Drysdale who had remarked on the late Mr. 

Rainford’s mendaciousness. He had also expressed that Arlene Rainford was the chip of the old block”. 

“However, now that his business has been passed over to his children” I said to Ms. Moore carefully “I am sure they are running it more honestly”. 

“May I correct you there, young lady” said Ms. Moore “Alistair didn’t pass on his business to both his children. When on his deathbed, he authorized  only Arlene to run it. He cut Bradley off it totally. Just because a boy makes a few mistakes in his early youth doesn’t mean you oust him out totally!” Gladys Moore sounded indignant. 

I found that Ms. Moore was going too fast for me. ‘Er…Ms. Moore” I asked “who is Bradley?”. 

“He’s the Rainfords’ second child, younger than Arlene by six years” 

said Ms. Moore “Bradley got his dad’s pale blonde hair, but none of his brains, poor chap. When in his late teens, he fell into bad company. He did a lot of terrible things: alcohol, gambling, drugs, whores. He had sobered up much by the time he was 24, which is around the time his poor mother passed away. Since Bradley had always been crazy about horses, he eventually started betting on them. However, an unwise wager cost the Rainfords crores of rupees. It was then that Old Alistair (who was dying of TB) decided that the boy had no business sense. He passed on his entire business empire to Arlene. Poor Bradley was devastated. He was especially cut up when his mean old father gave away his prized stallion Eastern Star to Arlene”. 

Things were making a bit of sense to me now. I recalled a fair-haired, good-looking youth who had come into Arlene’s room. He, along with Lord Lofthouse, had prevented Meredith from throwing herself off from the window. The fair-haired young man had also rushed downstairs to fetch Meredith brandy. 

So that was Bradley Rainford. Far from being a relation of Meredith’s, he was her mistress’s brother. Bradley was attractive like Arlene, albeit in a different way. He was obviously a nice young man, who was very different from his snobbish sister. Had their roles been reversed, I couldn’t imagine Arlene running downstairs to fetch a glass of brandy for the maid. She might have asked a waiter to get it or, more likely still, asked Meredith to go downstairs and get her own drink. 

“Oh yes, I think I who Bradley Rainford is” I said out aloud “he was the young man who rushed downstairs to fetch brandy to revive Arlene’s maid. I happened to be at Queen’s Court at that time, so I know”. 

“You’re right, I met Bradley downstairs” confirmed Ms. Moore

“helping people is so like Bradley. He’s a sweet, amiable boy. So unlike his horrible, bitchy sister….oh I’m sorry, I guess it’s not good to speak ill of the dead” Gladys Moore stopped abruptly. 

At this juncture, I was beginning to feel rather sorry for the victim. Up to this point, she seemed to have been no one’s particular favorite. 

Only her maid and husband had mourned for her. But I suppose that was a different matter. They were people who had been especially close to her. 

“Wasn’t Arlene Rainford a good person?” I asked Ms. Moore cautiously. 

“Oh she was the spawn of the devil!” said Ms. Moore passionately

“had inherited Scarlett’s auburn hair and good looks, but her dad’s twisted brain! Like Alistair, Arlene didn’t think twice about using people to get what she wanted! But she was an achiever alright; I

suppose it’s possible if one is as ambitious and go-getting as her. I dare say, Alistair saw a whole lot of himself in his daughter, thus he handed his business to her and made her the heiress of three-fourths of his fortune. Bradley, who is soft like his mom, had to be content with just one-forth!” 

I appraised Ms. Moore carefully. She was breathing heavily with rage. It surprised me as to how furious she was. It was almost as if she had something personal against Arlene Rainford. I wondered if Ms. Moore had been one of the numerous people Arlene had used to get what she wanted. 

I finished my cup of tea, and told Ms. Moore I was leaving. As I was leaving the living room, something in a corner caught my eye. It was a neat pair of elbow crutches. I wondered if it belonged to Ms. 

Moore. If it did, it meant Gladys Moore was capable of some amount of walking. Was her mobility enough to make her climb a ladder to a window, get inside, murder Arlene Rainford and then run past me? I evaluated her strong build. Gladys Moore definitely seemed capable of giving someone of my petite build a firm push. 

My line of thinking was highly improbable, but not impossible. In my mind’s eye, I saw the dying Arlene reach out for me and say, “Glass Beads”. 

Had she instead been saying “Gladys??”. 

Chapter 3 - A Duo of Charming Gentlemen After my visit to Gladys Moore, I called Inspector Rajeev up and told him all that I had learnt from and about Ms. Moore. I asked him how the police were proceeding with their work. 

“Quite as usual” replied Inspector Rajeev unenthusiastically “SI Sanjay has converted photographic documents and two-dimensional drawings into 3D images and is trying to recreate the crime scene. I, meanwhile, have been going around interviewing people present at the crime scene. Hypothetically speaking, all the guests present at the party are suspects”. 

“Including me?” I asked in mock surprise. 

“A few people, including waiters, saw you fly across the corridor when they heard the second cry” said Inspector Rajeev, laughing

“they are ready to swear under oath. You have many alibis. So, I guess, we could safely rule you out”. 

“I am glad” I said and laughed before turning serious “have you learnt much from those you have interviewed?” I asked. 

“Not much, I’m afraid” said Inspector Rajeev “the moment people see the police uniform, they clamp shut. Even if they are innocent, they are too tense to talk. I guess they are more likely to talk to someone like you: young, seemingly innocuous and excuse me, pretty commonplace! You come across as the typical girl-next-door people would feel comfortable confiding in! They don’t feel threatened by a little female creature like you!”. 

As offensive as it may have sounded, there was some truth in what the inspector said. There wasn’t (much to my relief!) anything striking or distinguishing about my appearance. I am of average height, slim and have commonplace freckled face. Even though I am an Anglo-Indian, I have the typical coloring Indians have: mousy brownish black hair and plain black eyes. If somebody happens to see me

somewhere, there is little chance that they would remember me. This phenomenon proves how unnecessary my pre-op fears had been. I had put myself in expert hands, who had succeed in removing traces of the Adam’s apple even. Even the post-op name that I had chosen for myself “Hannah” is quite run-of-the-mill. It blends perfectly with my already unimpressive surname “Brown”. 

There were times when I had wished I had chosen a more glamorous name for myself: Arianna, Delilah or Natasha, for instance. But in the situation I found myself in, investing an especially ruthless murder of a young woman, I felt relieved, even happy to have chosen a commonplace, inconspicuous name like

“Hannah”. 

“You’re making fun of me, Inspector, nevertheless I’m flattered” I said lightly. Then, getting down to brass tacks, I said: “Sir, I was thinking of speaking to Ms. Rainford’s husband. Any idea where he lives?” 

“Lord Lofthouse apparently owns a beautiful ancestral home in Derbyshire in England” replied Inspector Rajeev “when in India, he lives in the Rainford Mansion. It’s located on the outskirts of Bangalore, in Whitefield. If you’ll hold on for a minute, I’ll give you the address” 

“I’ll be right here, Sir” I said. 

In a minute, Inspector Rajeev’s deep voice came on line again. “I found it” he said “take it down: 42, Lincoln Lane, Edgware Road…..” 


***

Whitefield, which is on the northern outskirts of Bangalore, is a good two hour drive away from Queen’s Court. As soon as I alighted from the bus, I asked people for directions to Rainford Mansion. It seemed to be a building of some renown, for almost everyone on the road was in a position to direct me to it. After taking a few turns and walking for about a mile in a forested area, I succeed in reaching the premises of the mansion. 

Much to my surprise, I found the impressive wrought-iron gate thrown wide open and the security guard’s seat empty. I was usually not in the habit of sneaking into people’s personal property without seeking permission, but was forced to on this occasion. A good ten minutes passed, but security guard, who, I presumed had gone on a brief errand, didn’t return at all. Assuming that Rainford Mansion might currently not have a security guard, I barged into the premises. 

Once inside, I could see how glorious the little gated world around me was. Rainford Mansion was located where the woodlands ceased. It was a large magnificent stone building, standing erect on rising ground, and was backed by a ridge of densely forested hillocks. A few feet beyond the gate, an evidently natural stream flowed. Its waters were green and crystal clear, with natural banks apparently not much interfered with by humans. 

I crossed the stream and walked on the lush lawns leading to the mansion. On one side of the lawn, I beheld a barn which accommodated the most exquisite animal I had seen up to date. It was a thoroughbred stallion, in the prime of its life, with a mane that shone like black gold in the sun. I was fascinated by the way the horse’s long regal neck curved into a splendorous back and joined the loin. Its hooves, which made contact with the lush green grass, appeared like black velvet. Entranced by its beauty, I stood gazing at the beautiful animal for a long time. 

“Hey there!” a voice behind me made nearly made me jump out of my skin “I can see you like Eastern Star!” 

I turned around holding a hand to my palpitating heart. Behind me, a young man dressed in breeches, a form-fitting white t-shirt, riding boots and a black riding helmet had ridden up on bay-colored horse. 

As the rider took his helmet off and ran a hand through his fair hair, I recognized him to be Bradley Rainford. Bradley alighted from his horse and smiled amiably at me. I had expected him to be indignant, angry even at me for having trespassed into his property without permission, but Bradley seemed to be in pretty good humor. Not that I mean to flatter myself, but he looked quite pleased to see me. 

“Yes, I like Eastern Star” I replied flashing (what I hoped was) a dazzling smile at him “He’s quite a beauty”. 

“He is, isn’t he?” a wistful look had crept into Bradley’s beautiful hazel-colored eyes “given my love for horses, I expected to inherit Eastern Star. Instead, my dad chose to leave him to Arlene. I always felt that was a bit unfair of dad”. 

“However, now that your sister has passed on, I suppose you inherit the horse?” I cautiously asked. 

“I suppose so—I don’t know” said the young man doubtfully. A faraway look came over his handsome face. Bradley seemed to go on some immensely personal trip down the memory lane. Suddenly, a resentful look marred his comely features. I wondered if he was thinking of the injustice meted out to him by his father. I suppose Bradley had had every reason to be rancorous towards his beautiful, competent sister. She had inherited three-fourths of their father’s property, his entire business and even his prized stallion. I wonder if Bradley had resented Arlene enough to murder her in cold blood. 

The chilling look soon left Bradley’s face, and he became his usual self again. “Who are you, BTW?” he asked in a charming enough manner “It’s not every day that we have a pretty young lady saunter into our grounds”. 

I blushed. I know it was extremely unprofessional for me to do so under the circumstances, but I just couldn’t help it. Ever since I had

“transformed”, I had concentrated on getting myself a job to re-earn all the money I had spent on my surgeries. Since my work took up all my time, I hadn’t really had the opportunity to interact with men socially. It’s ironic, considering men were the primary reason I had transformed into a complete woman in the first place. 

A casual friendly remark by the handsome young Bradley Rainford made me feel good. I was glad I had swapped my trademark tweeds and a cardigan for a floral feminine dress. The strapless outfit, I felt, accentuated my best features: my long swan-like neck and exquisite

collar-bones. I felt excitement stirring within just thinking of all the surprises life, as a woman, might have in store for me in the future. I started fantasizing about dressing in glamorous clothes, having sex, getting married…..I then abruptly put a firm stop to my uncontrolled flight of fantasy and forced myself to concentrate on the case at hand. 

“I’m Hannah Brown, a private detective who has been authorized by the Bangalore Police Department to investigate the murder of your sister” I said in a somber professional tone “while we are on the topic, please accept my condolences: I’m truly very sorry about Ms. 

Rainford. And do excuse me for straying into your property without seeking permission. You see, the security guard’s seat was empty, I waited for him for about ten minutes, at the end of which I decided to come in”. 

“Thank you for the condolences, Ms. Brown” said Bradley “and it’s really nice to meet you, though I wish it was under different circumstances. Besides, you hardly have to worry about

“trespassing”. That was just a little joke I made. After all, only one-fourth of the property belongs to me, the rest was inherited by Arlene”. 

“Any idea as to whom her property will be transferred to now?” I asked. 

“Probably to Arlene’s husband: Lord Trevor Lofthouse” said Bradley without a trace of bitterness in his voice “unless Arlene has made a will to the contrary. Which I don’t think she has”. 

“I hope you don’t mind my asking, Mr. Rainford” I said in a low discreet voice “but how much is your sister’s property worth?”. 

Bradley screwed his eyes up while he did some complex mental arithmetic. He finally said: “It’s difficult to tell precisely, but I’d say Arlene was worth about 5,500 crores”. 

I know it wasn’t a very well-mannered thing to do, but I whistled. 

“That’s quite a sum” I said “I must say, your sister’s tragic demise has left your brother-in-law a very rich man”. 

“Sure” said Bradley vaguely, concentrating on picking a flea off his horse’s mane “money will do old Trevor some good. He has never had much of it”. 

“What?” I asked unsure if I had heard him correctly “but I thought Lord Lofthouse was from a royal family!”. 

“All royal families aren’t rich, Ms. Brown” Bradley chortled “the Lofthouses are particularly poor, though they succeed in keeping up appearances very well. Trevor is especially good at playing his part; he dresses and behaves like a proper duke. But he didn’t have a penny up till now. In fact, Trevor could barely afford to maintain his ancestral home in Derbyshire. It was falling to pieces. Just when he was thinking of selling it, Arlene gave him the money to renovate it and convert it into a magnificent hotel. I hear it is doing very well now”. 

What I’d just heard from Bradley Rainford was news to me. Like a typical ordinary middle class person, I had made the mistake of presuming that Trevor Lofthouse was a rich man. However, I now realized that all members hailing from the royal families need not be rich. In fact, there were numerous accounts of many an illustrious royal family having run into ruin. For that matter, even Queen Elizabeth’s disposable wealth is considered to be Pound 360 million, which certainly makes her much poorer in comparison with many entrepreneurs and industrialists. It dawned upon me that apart from my own misconceptions, Lord Trevor Lofthouse’s manner had also played a great role in making me believe that he was wealthy. To paraphrase Bradley Rainford: Trevor played his part really well. 

I wondered if Lord Trevor Lofthouse had really loved Arlene Rainford. Or had he just married her to save his ancestral home? 

Had Lord Lofthouse known how much Arlene’s property was worth? 

Was he aware that in case of Arlene’s demise, he would be the sole owner of her whopping 5,500 crore property? 

Lofthouse had seemed devastated by his wife’s death. I wondered if his grief had been real or if it had been a well acted performance. 

Was the mild-looking Lord Lofthouse capable of murdering his wife for money and then playing the part of the bereaved husband to perfection? 

Preoccupied with my thoughts I asked Bradley if I could meet Lord Lofthouse. “Trevor has gone out hunting” said Bradley “he claims it’ll distract him from his grief. Please go inside and make yourself comfortable. Our housekeeper Ms. Katherine Plath will wait on you. 

I’ll ride into the woods and send Trevor over to the mansion”. 

“That is so nice of you” I said gratefully. 

“Anytime” said Bradley touching the tip of his riding helmet that he’d put on. He then mounted on his bay-colored horse and galloped away towards the wooded area where Lord Lofthouse was apparently hunting. 

I gingerly walked up to the Rainford Mansion. It seemed to look large and even more impressive than before when seen from close quarters. With a feeling bordering on hesitation, I knocked on the elaborately designed wrought-iron door. It was opened by a sensible-looking, bespectacled housekeeper of about 75. The comfortable-looking apron that she was wearing above her dress made her fit the description of the typical housekeeper I had read about in books. 

The reassuring air around the woman made me feel comfortable and confident. 

“Ms. Katherine Plath?” I asked. 

“Yes, that would be me” Ms. Plath said in a hearty voice. 

“I’m Hannah Brown, a private investigator” I said “I’m here to meet Lord Lofthouse. I met Mr. Bradley Rainford out in the yard. He told

me Lord Lofthouse has gone hunting. Mr. Rainford was kind enough to offer to fetch Lord Lofthouse; meanwhile, he asked me to make myself comfortable inside the mansion”. 

“A most sensible idea” said Ms. Plath approvingly “please do come in Ms. Brown”. 

I stepped inside into a world that overwhelmed me. The interior of Rainford Mansion was quite dramatic with ionic pilasters, a heavy entablature and balustrades. The living room, into which I was led, was teeming with priceless paintings, old master drawings, old hardbound books and other artifacts. But what caught my attention was a life-sized portrait of the late Mr. Alistair Rainford. He was a tall, royal-looking man with a long haughty face. Though his features couldn’t strictly be called “handsome”, the contours of Alistair Rainford’s face, the bend of his hooked nose and the curve of his sneering lips radiated a powerful kind of charm, which Arlene had inherited. In spite of having acquired her father’s features and personality, Arlene hadn’t inherited his coloring. Alistair Rainford had had blond hair and piercing blue eyes. 

An elegant curved staircase at the left of the living hall led upstairs. 

The brocade draperies that hung from the curtain rods were a little too opulent for my tastes. On the whole, I found Rainford Mansion to be rather too overwhelming. The only reassuring thing about it was its solid, old housekeeper. I got the impression that even if Rainford Mansion crumbled into ash dust, and all its residents collapsed and suffered a nervous breakdown, Ms. Katherine Plath would remain, as unchanged and supportive as ever. It now occurred to me that Ms. Plath might be the one helping Bradley Rainford hold up so well during the tragedy (unless, of course, he himself was the murderer). 

Once I was comfortably seated on an intricate ornamental chair, I conversationally remarked:

“So I take it that Lord Lofthouse goes game-hunting pretty frequently?” 

“Oh yes, he does” said Ms. Plath a tad disapprovingly “it has been a tradition among royal families that has been passed on for generations. I don’t know how the police here permit it. Or perhaps, hunting is legal in the outskirts of Bangalore—I really don’t know”. 

“Mr. Rainford told me hunting helps Lord Lofthouse distract himself from his recent loss” I said. 

“Nonsense!” replied Ms. Plath “there are other ways in which a young man can keep himself from brooding. He can stay at home and read, do some gardening or try and talk to other people who have undergone similar trauma”. 

I was of the opinion that being cooped inside a huge daunting mansion like Rainford and reading would exacerbate a person’s tendency to brood, but I didn’t express my opinion out aloud. Ms. 

Plath’s second suggestion, gardening, seemed more appealing under the circumstances. The third option didn’t sound like a bad idea either. 

“Yes, Lord Lofthouse could spend some time talking to Bradley Rainford” I said “the latter has suffered as much of a loss as Lord Lofthouse. After all, Bradley had grown up with Arlene Rainford”. 

“Oh Mr. Bradley is an outdoorsy young man” replied Ms. Plath “he has been affected, but will get over the tragedy soon. What I meant was, Lord Lofthouse could talk to Meredith. This whole thing has come as a tremendous blow to her, poor girl”. 

The tall, washed-out figure of Meredith Darch flashed in front of my vision. I remembered the devotion with which she had cleared bits of glass after her fiery-tempered mistress had smashed her champagne glass on the floor. In contrast to Arlene’s bratty behavior, Meredith’s composure had been that of a saint’s. I also remember how crushed the young woman had been when she discovered Arlene was dead. In this day and age, when even one’s own blood relatives don’t grieve much, Meredith Darch’s loyalty to her mistress was touching. 

“How’s Ms. Darch doing?” I asked sympathetically “is she in a position to receive visitors. If so, I’d like to talk to her”. 

“Oh no, she’s in a bad shape, the poor girl” replied Ms. Plath “this whole thing has caused her a tremendous shock. She was very attached to Ms. Arlene, you see. Arlene was a few months older than her; Meredith saw her as an elder sister. She has been put on tranquilizers, and is resting in her room right now (Ms. Plath indicated the second room that came into view on top of the curved staircase) It would be unwise to disturb her”. 

“Of course”, I said quickly “I wouldn’t dream of disturbing Ms. Darch when she is in such a state”. 

Ms. Plath and I proceeded to talk about general things. At this moment, Lord Lofthouse strode in confidently. He was dressed casually today, in a pair of camouflage trousers, a white t-shirt and a thick hunting vest. An impressive looking hunting rifle rested against his left shoulder and a dead gander was flung against his right. He looked much younger than on the night of the tragedy and was almost cheerful. 

“I shot quite a fat gander, Ms. Plath” he said handing Katherine Plath the game “I advise you to cook it for dinner tonight” 

“Not a bad idea at all, Sir” replied Ms. Plath taking the gander from him. She retreated from the living hall into the deep recesses of the house. Lord Lofthouse and I were alone in the room. 

“Hey there!” said Lord Lofthouse pleasantly “Bradley told me you were waiting for--” he stopped midsentence and said “wait a minute. 

Aren’t you the girl who first…reached my wife?” The look of tension and bewilderment of the night of the murder came back into Trevor Lofthouse’s grey eyes. Either Lord Lofthouse was genuinely distressed at being reminded of his wife’s murder, or else, he was an excellent actor”. 

“Yes, I am, Sir” I admitted “I work as a receptionist at Queen’s Court” 

“Alright” said Lord Lofthouse coming straight to the point “what are you doing here then?” 

I told him about my having been authorized as a private detective by the Bangalore Police Department. “If you have a few minutes to spare, Lord Lofthouse” I said “I’d like to talk to you”. 

“Certainly” said Lord Lofthouse “but it’s time for my brunch. May I invite you to join me at the dining table?” 

Even though Lord Lofthouse had regained his composure, his spontaneity was lost. As he led me out of the living hall into the dining room, I noticed that his footsteps were measured and guarded. I remembered the look of intense hatred that had crossed his face when he was dancing with his wife. 

Thankfully, things changed for the better. As Lord Lofthouse’s breakfast tray came in, he became his chatty self again. As he tucked into his sausages, eggs and bacon, I looked around the room. An especially striking portrait of the late Arlene Rainford caught my eye. She was painted lying supine on a body of water, singing songs. Arlene’s pose reminded me much of Shakespearean character Ophelia (from the play Hamlet) as painted by John Everett Millias. The 3x4 oil on canvas painting in Rainford Mansion seemed to be a recreation of Millas’s painting. It was nearly the same, except the face of the fictitious Ophelia had been replaced by that of Arlene’s. Arlene’s was portrayed with open arms and a dreamy upward gaze, which I found erotic as well as chilling. (On hindsight, I think her dreamy gaze reminded me of the vague look that had come into her eyes when she was dying). The painting suggested that Arlene had fallen into a river from a tree overhanging it, while gathering poppies and other wild flowers. She was singing songs, as if unaware of her own danger. Her bright, detailed dress billowed, making her look like a water nymphet. I had read Hamlet, and knew what came next. Ophelia’s skirts, which eventually became heavy with water, weighed her down and gradually drowned her. Ophelia represented the quintessence of a woman who had lived a life awaiting happiness, only to find her destiny from the verge of death. 

But we weren’t talking about the young and innocent Ophelia here. 

We were talking about the ambitious, hardboiled Arlene Rainford, who had evidently not thought twice before using people to meet her own selfish goals. Arlene Rainford, who had resorted to lowly dishonest means to get what she wanted. A thought struck me at this point. The painting had obviously been completed much before Arlene Rainford’s murder. Yet the artist had depicted Arlene as a victim, not as the tyrant that she evidently had been. Had the artist had a premonition, in which he had foreseen Arlene’s death? Was there a chance that he had orchestrated her death? Had he been the masked figure in a raincoat who had run, pushing past me, after murdering Arlene? 

“That’s a brilliant work of art” I observed out aloud “any idea who painted it?” 

“Oh that Angus Ryne fellow” Lord Lofthouse snorted “which other fool would get it into his head to depict Arlene as Ophelia? Arlene was a strong woman, not a stupid feeble-minded little fool like Ophelia. My wife was a granite-headed woman; she’d never have gone barmy like Ophelia”. 

I was amused by Lord Lofthouse’s remarks. Yet, I found that I agreed with them totally. Losing her sanity and going berserk didn’t at all sound like Arlene at all. She sounded liked a woman who remained in control, no matter how trying the circumstances were. 

“So I gather you’re not a great fan of Angus Ryne?” I said. 

“Pooh! I detest that fellow!” Lord Lofthouse replied condescendingly

“he was terribly sweet on my wife—I could see that. Always looking at her with his soppy sheep’s eyes! Oh he was in love with her, alright. He would always look for an excuse to meet Arlene and paint her in keeping with his ludicrous imaginings! But Arlene would sit for him alright; she was a very vain woman” Lord Lofthouse paused self-consciously for a moment and said “I suppose she had every reason to be”. 

“Yes” I admitted “Ms. Rainford was a very beautiful woman”. After a brief pause, I asked:

“Lord Lofthouse, do you think Angus Ryne had any motive for killing your wife?”. 

“How would I know?” said Lord Lofthouse evasively “I don’t even know the chap very well”. 

“But did he have any overt motive?” I persisted. 

“No” said Lord Lofthouse reluctantly “not that I can think of”. 

“Okay, I think I should be making a move now” I said getting up

“Before departing, I’d like to clear one matter that has been haranguing me since the night of your wife’s murder”. 

“Go ahead” said Lord Lofthouse. 

“Were you aware that your friend Paul Drysdale disliked your wife?” I asked. 

“Yes, I did” admitted Lord Lofthouse “but I don’t think his loathing for Arlene was personal. It was more the concept of the “filthy rich leeching on the poor” that infuriated him. Paul generally dislikes people who live in multi-million pound homes, drive luxury cars and wear jewelry that cost a fortune. He isn’t ever ready to believe that rich people got wealthy because they worked hard. He likes to think that they got rich by exploiting people. Dysdale is what you’d call a typical socialist”. 

“I think I get that” I said “So, are you hundred percent sure that Mr. 

Drysdale’s animosity for your wife wasn’t personal?” 

“Of course not” replied Lord Lofthouse firmly “why the doubt?” 

I told him about the conversation I had overheard between Angus Ryne and Paul Drysdale on the night of Arlene’s murder. Paul Drysdale said something like: ‘If I had my way, I would personally

murder every rich person and redistribute their wealth among all’. 

Barely an hour later, your wife was murdered”. 

“That was just a coincidence; believe me” Lord Lofthouse hastened to assure me “an uncanny, unfortunate coincidence. I know Drysdale since we were boys. He abhorred hunting. I don’t believe my old chum would hurt a fly”. 

“I hope you’re right, Lord Lofthouse” I said pensively walking out of the dining room. I sure hope so”. 

Chapter 4 - A Tete-a-tete with Miscellaneous Suspects Since Angus Ryne also lived in Whitefield, I decided to pay him a visit as well. In contrast with the rich, overly opulent Rainford Mansion, Angus lived in a tastefully done up little cottage. I noticed that it had a brick pathway, front steps and patios and a door that was seemingly retrieved from some ancient ruins. After the reeling opulence of Rainford Mansion, Angus’s cottage was a source of great comfort. 

The artist himself opened the door. He was dressed in denim overalls besmirched with paints of all hues. Like most others, he didn’t recognize me from the night of Arlene’s murder. I introduced myself in a way that was becoming customary with me off late. 

Angus Ryne let me in without much hesitation. “You’ve caught me in the middle of work” he said in his low sensual drawl “why don’t we talk in the studio?”. Angus led me into a room with a daylight roof and windows that could be closed with moveable shutters. The day I went in, shutters of the windows were down and, fluorescent lights illuminated the room. The smell of paint, linseed oil and turpentine hung in the air. As my eyes got used to the fluorescent light, I could see that Angus’s studio was teeming with a number of portraits, strewn around haphazardly. I couldn’t help noticing that most of them were of Arlene Rainford’s. She had been portrayed in different ways: as a fresh English country girl, a mysterious gypsy and the tragic Lady of Shallot. My eye travelled from the array of portraits to the one Angus was adding finishing touches to. It was a nude of Arlene, standing behind a curtain panel, coyly trying to cover herself with the draperies. The boldness of the subject’s demeanor and the artist’s long fearless strokes struck me powerfully. I let out an involuntary gasp. Angus Ryne sniggered and said:

“A bit of a prude, are you, Ms. Brown?” 

“I can’t say I am not surprised” I said slowly. 

“If you want to know, I fucked Arlene before that Lofthouse ass” said Angus quite brazenly. His fine eyes had suddenly turned cold and callous. 

The crass remark made by Angus Ryne was discordant with his classical appearance and refined personality. It struck me as being cheap, rather than artistic. I wondered why a generally civilized man would resort to such tasteless language. 

“Was Ms. Rainford in love with you?” I asked carefully. 

Angus Ryne’s liquid melancholy eyes turned dreamy and abstracted again. “Yes” he affirmed “I can guarantee that. Arlene was definitely in love with me. Ours was a beautiful idyllic love like Romeo and Juliet’s. Or Anthony and Cleopatra’s. Arlene meant everything to me: my muse, inspiration, friend, lover, wife—everything” 

“She was Lord Lofthouse’s wife, Mr. Ryne” I gently reminded. 

“No, she wasn’t!” retorted the dreamy Angus in a vehement denial of reality “Lofthouse was a trickster who brainwashed my sweetheart and took her away from me!” 

I realized that Angus’s opinions were too warped for logic. There was no way I could reason with him. Besides, I definitely didn’t hold the same views as him vis-à-vis the late Lady Lofthouse. She didn’t at all sound like a woman who could be brainwashed. I thought it more likely that when she was in the throes of an amorous affair with Angus, the titled Trevor Lofthouse had come into her life. Being the kind of a person she was, Arlene had had no second thoughts about dropping the artist to marry the titled personage. 

However, Angus’s reaction doused my theories quite a bit. After Lord Lofthouse had claimed that the artist had been in love with Arlene, I had come to visit Angus, expecting to find a motive for Arlene’s murder. I had expected Angus to be enraged at his muse for having discarded him like a used rag and marrying another man. But after I met Angus Ryne, I discovered that he still saw Arlene as an innocent

woman who had been “snatched away” by another man. If anything, Angus seemed to have a motive for murdering Trevor Lofthouse, not his wife. 

Unless the artist was deliberately putting on an act to deceive me. 

Perhaps, in reality, he had been infuriated at Arlene’s betrayal, and had murdered her in cold blood. I tried to replay my encounter with the murderer in my mind, once again. The masked figure in a dry rain coat had given me a forceful push before fleeing out of the room. I had estimated his (her?) height to be about 5’8. Angus was not a very tall man; I adjudged his height to be 5’6 or so. Unless he had deliberately worn shoes with insoles in an attempt to misguide possible eyewitnesses, he couldn’t have been the murderer. 

I took a few deep breaths. Nothing was as it seemed. I had been working on the case for quite a few days, but all I met with were dead ends. My mind just didn’t seem to make the necessary connections required to solve the case. I received regular updates from Inspector Rajeev as well. The Police Department was bombarded with so many cases that they hadn’t moved beyond analyzing Arlene’s blood splatters. This had yielded no conclusion. If the police moved at this pace, the case would drag on for years. And I believed in the popular saying that said: “Justice delayed is justice denied”. 

When counting her few breaths, Arlene Rainford had placed all her faith in me: a stranger. She had given me a clue to the murderer’s identity, hoping that he/she would be caught. I felt I owed the deceased woman justice. Arlene may not have been the kindest person on earth, but I felt it was unfair on any human beings’ part to take another’s life. In short, I didn’t approve of murder. As far as I am concerned, no motives, reasons or provocations justify the horrendous act. Since the raincoat, knife and ladder had been arranged for in advance, I was convinced that that the murder had carefully been planned in cold blood. It had obviously been the intention of the murderer to make it appear as if the assailant was an outsider, but the carefully arranged ladder leading up to the window

of Arlene’s room had voided any such conclusion. Also, I had seen the murderer wearing the mask that only guests at Arlene’s party had been given. The police hadn’t been fooled nor had I. We had instantly suspected Arlene’s murder to have been an inside job. The guests at the party had immediately become the murder suspects. 

The rich Arlene had had many an expensive piece of jewelry on her, which hadn’t been touched! Why would an outsider—presumably a burglar—murder a strange woman and flee without as much as touching the diamond earring on her?! The murderer had made a deliberate, slip shod attempt to pass himself off as a common burglar and had failed miserably in his mission. 

I appraised Angus Ryne. Seeing that he was busy adding finishing touches to what I presumed to be the final portrait of Arlene, I decided to leave. Before exiting, I vaguely asked:

“Mr. Ryne, do you know of any enemies Ms. Rainford might have made? Somebody who is likely to have a motive for her murder?”. 

Angus was pensive for a moment. Then he said, “Certainly. Arlene was a very pleasant person, but she was also beautiful, intelligent and rich. You know how jealous people can get. Yes, there were certainly a few who begrudged Arlene”. 

“Can you remember names one or two people who might have had reasons to dislike Arlene?” I pressed. 

“Hmm….let me see” said Angus Ryne, screwing his eyes in an attempt to dig into the past “there was a woman called Florence Keeling, the head of a school for the differently able called “Special”, who had had a spat with Arlene once. However, I guess they made up after that because Florence was present at Arlene’s birthday party the other night. However, while it lasted, the exchange was a bitter one. I believe, Ms. Keeling had even expressed murderous intentions towards Arlene”. 

Since the only other lady guest at the party, apart from Meredith Darch, Gladys Moore and her granddaughter Emily, had been the

skinny woman who had come running into Arlene’s room after Lord Lofthouse, I concluded that she was Florence Keeling. “Do you have any idea what the spat was about?” I asked Angus. 

Angus screwed his eyes again and tried to think, his blending rag suspended in mid air. He finally gave up. “I can’t remember” he said, gingerly dabbing parts of the portrait with the rag “It was three of four years ago”. 

“Can you recall any other person who might have wanted to kill Ms. 

Rainford?” I persisted “perhaps a business competitor or a business rival?” 

“Oh yes” said Angus “Now that you mention it, I remember. A few years ago ARCL (i.e. Arlene’s company, the full form of it being Alistair Rainford Corporation Limited) had made a partnership with the company owned by a businessman called Nitin Chopra. He and Arlene had teamed up with the intention of combining their core competencies. However, for reasons unknown to me, the partnership failed. Chopra was, I believe, pretty furious about it. He blamed Arlene for the debacle. However, Arlene seemed to have patched things with Chopra, for I saw him, too, at her birthday party. He’s a stout, dusky Indian chap: hard to miss in a predominantly Caucasian/Anglo-Indian set up”. 

I remembered Nitin Chopra. As Angus said, he was hard to miss. 

Nitin Chopra had been the only person who was of 100% Indian blood in a party full of Caucasians and Anglo-Indians. I vaguely wondered why Chopra’s partnership with ARCL had failed. 

In any case, my plan of action for the next two days was set. I had decided to go and see Florence Keeling and Nitin Chopra. Since

“Special” was quite a renowned school, I could easily find its address on the internet. Now that I knew Nitin Chopra had once been in partnership with the especially renowned ARCL, I was confident that I could trace the address to Mr. Chopra’s office. 

“Thank you for your time, Mr. Ryne” making a final move to exit the studio “you’ve been very helpful”. 

“The pleasure was mine” said Angus vaguely, before getting back to the painting of his many-layered muse. 


***

“Special” was located on a piece of land on the outskirts of Bangalore. Florence Keeling, who had apparently purchased it ten years earlier, had succeeded in converting the once desolate piece of land into a lovely, cheerful school for children suffering from cerebral palsy. When I asked to meet Ms. Keeling, the receptionist guided me to a classroom inside the building. The classroom was painted a sunny shade of yellow and was equipped with upbeat-looking pink and blue benches. Florence Keeling sat amidst the students, demonstrating the art of making paper flowers. When amongst the children, the woman had transformed from an ordinary-looking woman I had seen at Arlene’s party to a beautiful, radiant being. A sort of inner light seemed to emanate from within Florence, making her glow. At the moment I realized how much Florence loved her job. 

Though she was disappointed at being interrupted in the middle of the “SUPW Class”, Florence was fully cooperative. She led me down a corridor into her office. She had recognized me from the night of the murder, and had sensed that the matters I wished to discuss were grim. I told her that I had been authorized by the police to assist in the murder investigation. 

Once we were in the office, Florence and I found it difficult to start talking about the gristly murder straight away. I decided to put Florence at ease first, and started talking about her job. 

“It seems like you really love what you do!” I remarked. 

“Yes, indeed” said Florence with obvious pride “it’s not just a job, but my calling”. 

“That’s so heartening to hear” I said “very few of us get to do what we really like”. 

“I didn’t realize teaching was my calling until” Florence paused delicately “my own son was born with cerebral palsy fifteen years ago. When no mainstream school would take him in, I decided to fly to England and do a special educator’s course. Once I got back to India, I started “Special” for children like him. My son is now a well-adjusted young man, studying in the tenth grade here!” 

“That’s so nice to hear” I said, then asked “how did you know Arlene Rainford?” 

At the mention of Arlene, Florence’s face transformed. The warm glow that had emanated from her face was replaced by an ashen, deathly pallor. For a moment I thought Florence would refuse to reply. I kicked myself for having popped the question so abruptly. 

“Well” Florence eventually said in a hard voice “Four years ago, Arlene’s company ARCL decided to sponsor an international beauty pageant. I understand ‘the business’ around beauty pageants is good with top media houses gathering enough sponsorship money and local fashion designers gaining an international platform, but these beauty contests certainly do not do anything concrete to be satisfying to my own understanding…”. 

I listened patiently. But I failed to understand what Florence had to do with the beauty pageant. 

“It was around that time that Arlene Rainford got in touch with me” 

said Florence Keeling “she said she wanted to donate ten lakhs to

‘Special’. In return, she wished ‘Special’ to be covered by the electronic media as a part of the pageant telecast…” 

“I see” I said. 

“Though I was against exposing my students to inquisitive media glare, I allowed them to come in” said Florence in a quiet voice “after

all; ten lakhs would have benefitted my organization tremendously. 

That kind of a donation would have given my students access to amenities we wouldn’t otherwise have dreamed of….” 

I nodded my head encouragingly. 

“They all bombarded ‘Special’” Florence’s tone grew cynical “the media persons, Arlene and the participants of the beauty pageant. 

The participants put up a great show for the media: picking up, hugging and kissing my students. All in all, their antics were too goody-goody for my tastes. I was uncomfortable with this kind of a drama and so were parents of many of my students, but we put up with it for the hefty donation that ARCL was supposed to give us”. 

Florence paused. 

“I understand” I said “please go on”. 

“After the entire charade, can you believe what happened?!” 

Florence’s voice was incredulous “Arlene claimed that ARCL had gone bankrupt, and didn’t give us a single penny!” 

“Oh no!” I uttered in genuine dismay. 

“And you know what the worst part is” went on Florence “I don’t really believe ARCL had really gone bankrupt. At almost the same time, Arlene bought a rare, expensive blue diamond, took numerous exotic holidays and even bought a new private jet. Her extravagances were all over the tabloids! Arlene had, all along, masqueraded as a do-gooder to falsely earn the goodwill of the people! I felt she had used me and my students to meet her own selfish ends!” 

“You must have been so terribly angry!” I exclaimed. 

“Not angry enough to murder her four years thence, if that’s what you’re driving at” said Florence cagily. 

“Yet you had apparently been enraged enough to express murderous intentions towards Arlene” I ventured. 

“Well, I was really mad at that time” replied Florence “I picked up the phone and blasted Arlene. But I assure you that my violence was only verbal”. 

“Tell me one thing, Ms. Keeling” I said “After all that Arlene had done to you, why were you at Queen’s Court the other night at her birthday party?” 

“Well, greed again, I guess” said Florence Keeling a bit sheepishly

“not personal avarice, but greed for my students’ advancement….” 

I waited with bated breath to hear the rest. All this was getting very interesting. 

“Arlene came back to ‘Special’ last year at around the same time of the year and apologized profusely for what had ‘happened’ in the aftermath of the beauty pageant” said Florence “she said she wished to celebrate her 32nd birthday with the children here. Arlene also promised to do something to enable the admission of a few of our students here into mainstream schools. Since Arlene was the trustee of a chain of schools started by the Rainford family, I was led into temptation once more. I let her celebrate her birthday at ‘Special’”. 

I made encouraging sounds. 

“After that I didn’t hear from Arlene for a long time” Florence continued “ I thought she had forgotten about her promise to get a few of my students admitted to mainstream schools. However, two weeks ago, I received a call from her inviting me to her 33rd birthday party at Queen’s Court. Arlene also hinted that she had ‘good news’

about my students’ admissions. That’s the reason I attended her party with much enthusiasm”. 

“Did you…did you get to hear the ‘good news’ at all?” I asked hesitantly. 

“No” Florence shook her head “before the time the party had even started in full swing, Arlene was murdered”. 


***

Nitin Chopra was another person with whom Arlene had apparently had some kind of a friction. I went straight to one of main offices of his company CML, located on MG Road, hoping to find Mr. Chopra there. The office was a huge glass building, which was extremely impressive to look at. As I walked inside, I saw spacious individual cubicles, capacious lounges and adequate space for supportive activities. Each employee had been given a PC and all the required conveniences for working. CML provided a gym, canteen and even a

“Siesta Room” for its employees. A cursory look at the CML main office told me that Chopra was doing quite well. 

When I asked to meet Chopra at the reception, his secretary asked me if I had an appointment. I admitted I didn’t. The secretary asked me to give my name and purpose of meeting and then, asked me to wait in the lobby. Since the lounge table didn’t have a variety of reads to offer me, I picked up “The Financial Times”. From above its pages, I could see the secretary making a call, indubitably to Chopra. 

“Excuse me” she called out a moment later “apparently Mr. Chopra is quite free now. He asked me to send you up to his office. It’s on the first floor: the first room to your right”. 

I thanked the secretary and took the lift to the first floor. The lift stopped and I stepped into a long corridor. To the left side of the corridor, I saw a whole lot of employees in spacious cubicles. They had headphones attached to their ears and were staring into their PCs. Going by their heavily American accented English, I assumed they were BPO employees. Evidently, Chopra had put his employees on call to cater to the queries of his customers. 

I reached the first room to the right and knocked. Chopra asked me to come in in a friendly enough voice. He had dressed his portly

frame in a business suit, which was more formal than the one he was wearing on the night of Arlene’s murder. Like most guests who hadn’t seen me at close quarters, Chopra didn’t recognize me from Queen’s Court. 

Since I didn’t want to eat into too much of his working time, I came straight to the point. “I am a private detective who is investigating Arlene Rainford’s murder” I said succinctly “if you don’t mind; I’d like to ask you a few questions”. 

“My secretary told me who you are” said Chopra “please go ahead and ask your questions”. 

“I understand, Mr. Chopra, that you and Ms. Rainford were once business partners?” I asked. 

“That’s right” said Chopra “ARCL and CML once had a partnership. 

Since CML produced only engines at that time, I thought an alliance with ARCL would benefit both me and Arlene. Even though ARCL

manufactured great cars, their engines were not up to the mark. 

That’s why Arlene and I decided to combine our core competencies”. 

“Did it work well?” I asked feigning innocence even though I knew very well that the partnership had failed. 

“I am afraid not” said Chopra evasively. 

“May I ask why?” I ventured. 

“Well, let’s just say Arlene and I weren’t on the same wavelength” 

said Chopra dismissively. I got the impression that Chopra wasn’t particularly keen on discussing the matter. 

“Why was that?” I persisted. 

“Since Arlene is dead” said Chopra “I don’t think I want to point fingers at her. After all, she can no longer defend herself. 

“You’re not hurling accusations at her in public, Mr. Chopra” I reassured the man “what you tell me will remain private”. 

“In that case I’ll tell you” said Chopra “I’m the kind of man who takes my share of blame, but the partnership failure, in this case, was entirely Arlene Rainford’s fault”. 

“I’m listening” I said patiently. 

“To begin with, she was too overoptimistic about the whole thing” 

said Chopra disapprovingly “her mismanaged expectations prevented us from reassessing our priorities periodically. Secondly, Arlene had her fingers in too many pies. Apart from Rainford motors, she was juggling Rainford Petrochemicals, Rainford Chain of Schools and Rainford Fertilizers, to name a few. Owing to her division of attention, we couldn’t keep in touch on a regular basis. 

And you know how things can go awry when the right hand doesn’t know what the left is doing…” 

“Yes” I agreed “regular, constructive communication is the key to personal and business relationships”. 

“Exactly” said Chopra “but Arlene just didn’t seem to get that. I wanted to share many things with her, but she just wasn’t open to exchange of ideas! I did everything I could to make the partnership work: lent her a patient ear, read her company blog and got a feel of her press releases, but Arlene was just not cooperative at all!” 

“I’m sorry to hear that” I said. 

“In the end, we had quite a fight” Chopra said openly “I told Arlene I wanted ‘out’. To give her credit, Arlene didn’t resist. However, even getting out of the partnership was extremely tough as we didn’t have a proper contract in place. At the end of it all, I had lost a lot of time and of course, some money”. 

“However, you evidently patched up things with Ms. Rainford at some point of time” I said “for you were there at her party last week”. 

“How did you know that, Ms. Brown?” asked Chopra in genuine astonishment. 

“Let’s say I have my sources” I smiled self-importantly. 

“I must say I’m impressed” said Chopra “you come across as too unassuming a person to be this smart”. 

“You didn’t answer my question, Mr. Chopra” I reminded him. 

“Oh yes, after a while my business started picking up” replied Chopra “I graduated from manufacturing car engine to making entire automobiles. It was then that I decided to let bygones be bygones. 

Arlene and I made up at a common friend’s party. It was then that she invited me to her birthday party that was due to be held the next week….” Chopra reclined in his chair and rested his head on his arms that were crisscrossed at the back of his head “I’m glad I patched up things with her” he said dreamily “if I hadn’t, I would really have felt bad, considering what happened to Arlene….” 

Chopra shuddered and closed his eyes. “Terrible” he said “It really was a most terrible thing”. 

“It indeed was, Mr. Chopra” I agreed “and I intend finding out who did that to Arlene”. 


***

Throughout my day at the workplace, I was preoccupied. It had been ten days since Arlene Rainford had been murdered, yet I wasn’t closer to unraveling the mystery of “Glass Beads” than I had on the first day. A whole bunch of people had been interviewed, unknown facts and motives had emerged, yet I hadn’t the haziest idea as to who the killer was. I took a break from work and had a refreshing cup of almond-flavored milk. As I enjoyed the hot beverage, I browsed the internet for some inspirational quotes hoping they would cheer me up. Instead of an inspirational one, I found a highly mystic one. It said:

“Don’t rely on just what you see, instead rely beyond of what you see….because the illusion is always outside and reality definitely is inside – anon”. 

I admit I didn’t understand the second part of the quote (it seemed to contradict the first part), but the first part led me to pursue a new line of thought. Perhaps I just relied on the facts and facades presented to me, and didn’t acknowledge truths beyond it. In other words, I had relied totally on what my five earthly senses had registered and had chosen to ignore the sixth sense—intuition—entirely. It dawned on me now: the unmistakable resemblances, the scandalous family secret and the marvelous playacting….For quite a long time, the murderer had had me fooled. 

I lost no time in rushing to the Rainford Mansion. I spent a long time talking to Ms. Plath. For the sake of truth, she let me go upstairs to the room. There I found everything: the pictures and a private diary that provided insight into the murderer’s mind. Now that I knew who the murderer was, all I needed was proof. And I had a mighty good idea of where I would find it. 

I opened the door of the attached bathroom and stepped inside. The marble tiles that comprised the flooring were cool against my bare feet. Gingerly, almost fearfully, I closed the door so that the hangers behind it came into view. From one of them hung the very same leather rain coat Arlene’s murderer was wearing. I opened one of the lower drawers of the bathroom. Inside it was stacked slush slathered boots and the mask distributed at Arlene’s birthday party…. 

I salvaged my mobile phone from my pocket and immediately dialed Inspector Rajeev’s number. His deep no-nonsense voice answered the call. “Hello Inspector” I started off “I think we may have found the murderer. And yes, I have found the raincoat, boots and the mask as well……” 

Chapter 5 - Hannah Speaks Queen’s Court was as it had been on the fateful night of Arlene’s murder. Its quaint stucco-finished building looked as charming as ever. Low voltage deck lights illuminated the stairs, porches, railing posts and balconies. However, as on that night, the party hall wasn’t adorned with ribbons, balloons and buntings. 

All the guests of the grisly night of two weeks back were assembled at the party hall of Queen’s Court, at the behest of Inspector Rajeev. 

I saw the faces which I had become very familiar with in the recent past. Gladys Moore, accompanied by her delicate granddaughter Emily, was present. Florence Keeling and Nitin Chopra sat side by side. Paul Drysdale waited with an aggressive thrust of his chin. His long arms were defiantly crossed against his frail chest. Angus Ryne stood in a corner, sipping a glass of champagne. Since they lived under the same roof, Trevor Lofthouse, Bradley Rainford and Meredith Darch had driven down to Queen’s Court together. They took their seats next to one another. I had requested another person from Rainford Mansion to be present at the hotel also; it was the old, dependable housekeeper, Katherine Plath. Though Ms. Plath wasn’t present at Queen’s Court on the night of the murder, I needed her here today to substantiate my story. The other inmates of Rainford Mansion were, no doubt, taken aback to see Ms. Plath. 

Inspector Rajeev and Sub Inspector Sanjay were inconspicuously seated at one end of the hall. They had discreetly brought with them their service revolvers and a pair of handcuffs. 

The setting was the same as the night of Arlene Rainford’s party. 

Except the guests had assembled here today, not to celebrate Arlene birthday, but to hear the verdict on her brutal murder. The two policemen and a housekeeper were additions to the party. 

As Inspector Rajeev gave me a subtle signal, I started to speak. 

“Hello everyone” I said looking each and every person in the eye

“When Arlene Rainford whispered the words ‘Glass Beads’ in my ears-- words, which were no doubt a clue to the identity of the murderer, a mission had begun in my subconscious. A mission to find out the truth. The mission to get the murdered woman justice. 

Though Arlene was a practical stranger to me, I had, in her final moments, formed an unbreakable bond with her. I felt immensely touched that, when in the throes of death, Arlene had invested all her faith in me: a total stranger. Arlene had mustered all the strength she had in her expiring body to give me a hint, which would eventually lead me to the murderer. This act of hers strengthened my resolve to ferret out the murderer, come what may. I felt I owed Arlene that much. After acquiring permission from Inspector Rajeev here, I was all set to carry out my little private investigation”. 

The gathered guests listened intently. One or two people gave me benevolent nods, encouraging me to carry on. 

“Owing to the uncanny resemblance between the speech sounds

“Glass Beads” and the name “Gladys”, I went to see Ms. Gladys Moore first”. 

Gladys Moore nodded. 

“After my interview with her culminated, I noticed something in her room that set my suspicions rising. It was a pair of elbow crutches that stood in a corner. I wondered if Ms. Gladys Moore was capable of more mobility than she pretended to have. Had she the strength, agility and guile to chug down to the back of the hotel, climb a ladder, let herself in through a window, murder Arlene Rainford and run past me, giving me a heavy push in the process?” 

I saw the gathered crowed appraise the old lady. They too obviously wondered if Ms. Moore was physically capable of the required levels of nimbleness and agility. 

“But apart from a general dislike for the victim, Gladys Moore had no apparent motive. Disapproving of Arlene’s devious ways and behavior couldn’t have been enough incitement for an elderly lady to

have gone through all these rigorous gymnastic feats and kill Arlene. 

Therefore, I tried to enquire if she had any another motive: had Arlene used Gladys Moore in any way for her own selfish gains? The answer was a resounding “No”…..” 

“I am glad” said Gladys Moore. Her voice was laced with sarcasm. I ignored her and continued. 

“Then it struck me: the truth which explained the mystery of the elbow crutches. Gladys’s granddaughter Emily’s peculiar gait and social anxiety helped me see the connection. Emily Moore had, in the past, obviously gone through a situation that had forced her to seek the assistance of disability aids. And I am guessing it wasn’t a simple fracture of the legs either, am I right Emily?” I gently asked the girl. 

Emily nodded and gently sobbed into her handkerchief. 

“You’re right, Ms. Brown” her grandmother answered “As a child, Emily had been afflicted with polio meningitis. My son, a water supply engineer, was posted in all sorts of places like Kandahar, Nigeria etc. We suspected the child had picked up the infection in one of these places. Emily ran a high fever and lost control of her lower limbs. During her childhood, she was forced to use calipers and elbow-crutches. Though frequent physiotherapy, her limbs eventually grew stronger rendering disability aids unnecessary. But Emily was scarred by the way people treated her during her formative years. Her polio meningitis is a sensitive issue with us”. 

“I can understand” I said softly. I meant what I said. It was difficult to live in this world, if you were perceived as ‘different’ on the basis of race, ability or gender. The personal experiences I myself had had were testimony to the fact. 

“Next I went to the Rainford Mansion to see Lord Lofthouse” I continued “where I happened to meet his brother-in-law, Bradley Rainford first. Bradley didn’t seem to have been very close to his sister, but he didn’t hate her either. Besides, he didn’t stand to profit

by her death. Even the stallion Eastern Star that Bradley had been coveting, would, as per Arlene’s will, go to Lord Lofthouse. I couldn’t imagine a bright, cheerful (and very likeable) young man going through the tedious motions of murdering his sister because of some vague repressed anger. In his case, there just wasn’t enough motive”. 

“Thank you, Madam, you’re indeed very kind” said Bradley in a pseudo formal fashion. Without acknowledging his flippant remark, I continued. 

“Next, I went to meet Lord Trevor Lofthouse” I said “since he stood to inherit a whopping fortune of 5,500 crore rupees in the event of his wife’s demise, Lord Lofthouse definitely had a very strong motive. 

Also, he seemed rather irked by Arlene’s friendship with Angus Ryne. On the night of Arlene’s murder, I saw an inexplicable look of sheer hatred cross Lord Lofthouse’s face when he was waltzing with his wife. I later realized that his rage wasn’t directed at Arlene, but at Angus Ryne who was wistfully watching the waltzing Lord and Lady Lofthouse from a corner of the hall. 

Still, Lord Lofthouse was a very strong suspect. But I wasn’t happy. I suppose, he was too obvious a suspect to have actually committed the murder. And I was convinced that this murder went beyond what met the eye” I said. 

“Does that mean I am off the hook?” asked Lord Lofthouse flippantly. 

He, like his brother-in-law, seemed to have been infected by the bug of frivolousness. 

“Perhaps, perhaps not” I said cryptically and moved on. “Then I went to see Angus Ryne” I said “I found him to be a very interesting personality. He viewed Arlene differently than everyone else did. 

Instead of as the ruthless businesswoman she was, Angus Ryne viewed Arlene as an innocent tragic maiden: he portrayed her as Ophelia, Tess of the D’Urbervilles and the Lady of Shallot. Though Lord Lofthouse wasn’t aware of the fact, Arlene was in a serious relationship with Angus Ryne when she met him. Subsequently, she

discarded Angus like a used rag to marry the titled Lord Lofthouse. 

Since Arlene’s murder was a crime of passion, I suspected it to have been committed by a spurred lover. Angus Ryne fit the description perfectly. However, after meeting Angus, this theory of mine took a beating. Angus had convinced that Lord Lofthouse had, to use his exact words, ‘brainwashed and stolen’ Arlene away from him. 

Considering this was how he perceived the issue, I could hardly imagine him murdering Arlene”. 

There was some murmuring in the room. Lord Lofthouse glared at Angus Ryne. Angus stared back, undaunted. The tension between the two was evident to everyone else. 

Following the leads Angus Ryne had given me, I meet up with Florence Keeling and Nitin Chopra: two individuals with whom the late Arlene Rainford seemed to have had friction with in the past. 

When Arlene had gone back on her promise to make a sizeable donation to Ms. Keeling’s organization ‘Special’ (that caters to children suffering from cerebral palsy), Ms. Keeling had been left fuming. She felt that she and her students had been used by Arlene for the sake of publicity. She resented Arlene for having made exhibits of her students and exposing them to inquisitive media glare for nothing. Since Ms. Keeling seemed zealously passionate about her calling, I wondered if she had been irked enough to murder Arlene. No offense to Ms. Keeling, but I found it perfectly possible. I could imagine Ms. Keeling systematically and methodically planning the whole thing: arriving at Queen’s Court a few hours earlier than the scheduled time of the party, poising a ladder below Arlene’s room, observing Arlene moving towards her room to fix her broken heel, promptly chugging to the backyard, quickly throwing on a raincoat, climbing the short ladder, squeezing in through the window, stabbing Arlene twice and running out. Yes, Florence Keeling definitely had the temperament, motive and the physical stamina!”. 

“Really, Ms. Brown!” said Florence looking quite astonished “the other day you gave me the impression that I was in the clear!” 

“However, I had to rule out Ms. Keeling with much dismay” I smiled and continued my monologue “when I found out that her faith in Arlene had been rekindled by the amends the latter had promised to make last year. Arlene had promised to help Ms. Keeling in getting a few of her students admitted to mainstream schools. In fact, she had invited Ms. Keeling to attend the birthday party, hoping to inform the latter about some kind of positive news regarding the admissions. 

That’s the reason Ms. Keeling was here at the party, though she had been much cheesed off with Arlene in the past. Ms. Keeling is an altruistic being; she was ready to push personal dislikes and grudges aside for the good of her students”. 

Everyone in the crowd clapped admiring. Florence thanked them all humbly. “Thank you, Hannah” she said sincerely. 

I nodded at Florence and continued. “I went to meet Nitin Chopra, next, as he was also a man Arlene had had friction with” I said

“Angus Ryne had led me to understand that Arlene and Ms. Chopra had got into a partnership a few years back, hoping to strengthen their core competencies. However, due to myriad reasons, most of which Mr. Chopra blamed Arlene for (“Sorry Mr. Chopra, I had to make this public!”), the ARCL-CML partnership was a real disaster. 

Since the two partners didn’t have a contract in place, getting out of the partnership turned out to be a cumbersome affair. Mr. Chopra lost much time and money in the process. Mr. Chopra was sore as hell at Arlene! His rage towards her was murderous!” 

Many pairs of eyes in the room turned towards Chopra. However, he didn’t bat an eyelid. He sat as stolidly and placidly as a well-fed herbivore. 

“However, Mr. Chopra’s rage towards Arlene abetted when his business began to flourish” I continued “he took the partnership debacle as a learning experience and decided to use it to learn and grow. He put his animosity for Arlene behind him. He and Arlene made up at a mutual friends party. They were on good terms again”. 

“Another suspect ruled out” remarked Bradley “if things proceed this way, Ms. Brown, you’ll soon be declaring everyone in the room innocent!”. 

“No, Mr. Rainford” I said grimly “there is a person in this room who brutally murdered your sister. Somebody who hated the “rich bitch” 

enough to do away with her”. 

By association of ideas, most eyes travelled and settled on the socialistic Paul Drysdale. “Hey, I may not exactly love the likes of Arlene Rainford” Drysdale protested “but I hardly go about killing them!” 

“On the night of Arlene Rainford’s murder, Mr. Drydale” I addressed the Scotsman “I overheard you tell Mr. Ryne that you would personally murder rich people like Arlene and redistribute their wealth. You don’t deny that, do you?” 

“Maybe I said that” shrugged Paul Drysdale “I don’t remember. In any case, I might have said it in the heat of the moment. I don’t actually fancy sneaking into a woman’s room and stabbing her. 

Besides, I can’t stand the sight of blood. It makes my head reel”. 

“Your friend, Lord Lofthouse confirmed that” I said “He said you refused to accompany him on his hunting trips”. 

“I usually don’t admit my phobia for blood” said Paul Drysdale “we Scots are supposed to be fond of hunting. Besides, we  love our haggis, which is pretty gory stuff! My countrymen would tease me to death if they knew I faint at the sight of blood!”. 

There were chuckles from the crowd. Yet, the tension in the room remained intact. The thought that there was a coldblooded murderer amidst them, sitting in the very same room, set them on the edge. 

“I was reaching a dead end everywhere” I admitted “I was pulling every hair on my head out in frustration. I felt I had let myself and Arlene Rainford down….” 

The chuckles had abated. Everyone in the hall listened with rapt attention. At the moment, Queen’s Court was so silent that you could even hear a pin drop. 

“From the depths of despair arises invincible enlightenment” I said

“when I had hit the nadir of my despondency, I found a quote on the internet which put me on the right track. The first part of it said: ‘Don’t rely on just what you see, instead rely beyond of what you see…..’. It was then that I realized the mistake I had been making all the while. I had been so focused on concentrating on the obvious, that I was totally fooled by the murderer. 

The crowd stirred uneasily. I know this is a preposterous feeling, but I felt as if all the people in the hall were possessed by a sort of collective guilt. Everyone was looking at each other in a nervous, shifty eyed sort of a manner. 

“When Meredith Darch broke down after Arlene was discovered to be dead” I continued “I only saw the obvious. I saw a loyal maid who wept for her mistress. I saw a childhood companion who mourned for her friend. That was a master touch employed by Meredith in the otherwise beautifully orchestrated murder. She succeeded in putting me off track totally”. 

“Are you out of your mind, woman!” Meredith had risen to her feet

“what do you mean by your insane comments?!”. I noticed that Meredith’s face had gone a ghastly grey. She cracked her knuckles convulsively. 

“However, the quote I mentioned earlier made me see connections I had earlier overlooked” I went on, unperturbed by the interruption “it made me remember the first impression I got when I saw Bradley and Meredith together in the room in which Arlene had been murdered. They, (especially the color of their hair), looked so alike to me that I mistook them to be relatives: probably a brother and a sister. I totally forgot about my first impression after I learnt that Bradley was Arlene’s brother, not Meredith’s. Much later, I saw a portrait of the late Mr. Alistair Rainford in the living room of his

mansion. Though Arlene looked a lot like him, she hadn’t inherited her father’s blonde hair and blue eyes. These were features Mr. 

Alistair Rainford had passed on to his two other children: Bradley and….Meredith” I paused “So the first impression I had had been true, after all: Bradley was Meredith’s brother as well, though he was totally unaware of the fact”. 

“How is that possible?” asked Bradley in a hoarse whisper “how could Meredith be my sister? My mother had only two children: Arlene and me. Our family doctor will guarantee you that”. 

“Yes, your mother Scarlett Wilkinson, Alistair Rainford’s legally wedded wife, bore him only two children” I continued “however, Alistair Rainford committed an indiscretion. After he was happily married to Ms. Wilkinson, he had a brief casual fling with the parlor maid, Beatrice Darch, who was employed in Rainford Mansion at that time. He just treated Beatrice as an object of amusement, without taking the matters seriously. However, one day Beatrice dropped a bombshell: she was pregnant with Alistair’s child. She threatened to tell everyone of their secret affair….”. 

There were scandalized whispers among the audience. Bradley looked bewildered. Meredith sat stony faced on the chair. Her knuckles, which tightly gripped the arms of the chair, were a deathly white. 

“Alistair pleaded with her not to” I went on “his own wife was eight months pregnant at that time; he didn’t want anything to shock Scarlett in the delicate condition she was in. He also loved Scarlett to distraction; Alistair couldn’t bear the prospect of any kind of scandal breaking his marriage. Beatrice took full advantage of Alistair’s vulnerability. She asked him to adopt her child and give her all the advantages his legitimate children got. She made him sign a contract that said that he would provide the still unborn child food, shelter and an education. Beatrice made Alistair promise that he would keep her child in his mansion forever, unless he/she willingly offered to leave. 

Alistair agreed, but made it clear to Beatrice that though his unborn illegitimate child would get every privilege his legitimate children

would get; he/she would never inherit his property after he passed away. That, he made clear, was only for his legitimate children. 

Beatrice didn’t like Alistair’s proposal very much, but she finally gave in with a degree of reluctance” 

“This is too bad” murmured Bradley “I’d never have dreamed dad was unfaithful to my mother”. 

“These things happen” I said and continued with my narration

“Though Alistair couldn’t possibly speak of this arrangement to anybody, he confided in Ms. Katherine Plath: the family’s solid, trusted housekeeper. Ms. Plath had been like an elder sister to him, proving to be his emotional anchor many times in the past. Though Ms. Plath was empathetic of Alistair’s situation, she also felt he should do justice by Beatrice’s unborn child. Alistair agreed. A month later, Arlene was born. A few months later, Beatrice gave birth to Meredith. Alistair adopted Meredith a year later and gave her all the privileges he had given Arlene (Bradley was yet to be born). 

However, since he probably was scared that Scarlett might guess that Meredith is also his daughter, he made sure that he told the child that she was a common parlor maid’s daughter. Meredith was to address his two legitimate children as Ms. Arlene and Mr. Bradley respectively. Ms. Plath didn’t particularly approve of Alistair’s discriminatory strategy, but maintained a stoic silence on the issue”. 

When I paused, Bradley turned to Katherine Plath “Is this true, Ms. 

Plath?” he asked incredulous “did you know all this all along?!” 

“Yes, Mr. Bradley, I did” replied Ms. Plath stoically “but since I was sworn to secrecy, I couldn’t tell anyone. It was only after Ms. Arlene was murdered did I feel the need to come out and tell the truth. Ms. 

Brown here had guessed most of it anyway”. 

The guests had begun to get rather restless. “But what is the motive of the murder?” asked Paul Drysdale with barely concealed impatience. 

“I am coming to that” I said patiently “Since Arlene and Meredith were nearly the same age, they provided each other company. It wouldn’t be wrong to say that they lived in each other’s pockets. 

They ate, slept, studied and played together. However, Meredith noticed that no matter how hard she tried, Arlene was always better than her: she was prettier, luckier and also more intelligent”. 

I glanced at Meredith. She sat still like a motionless statue. 

“It all began when the girls played a board game called ‘Solitaire’. It is played with glass beads or green marbles. The aim of the game is to make shrewd, calculated moves so that you succeed in leaving only one glass bead on the board….Having inherited her father’s brains, Arlene played astutely. She succeeded in accomplishing the aim of the game. However, poor Meredith wasn’t as lucky or as smart. Her clumsy moves led her to leave numerous marbles on the board, leading her saucy half-sister to mock her cruelly. This was the inception point of Meredith’s antagonism towards Arlene”. 

“Meredith was allowed to visit her mother once every year. On the girl’s tenth birthday, Beatrice (who was, by the way, married to a small time gangster by now) told Meredith that she was Alistair Rainford’s daughter. However, Beatrice warned Meredith not to divulge the fact to anyone as it would result in Alistair’s withdrawing his privileges to her. Meredith agreed and kept her lips sealed for years. However, deep inside, bitter animosity against the Rainford family, especially its scion, Arlene, began to swell in her. For a long time, Meredith harbored a murderous passive hatred towards Arlene”. 

“Moreover, Arlene was a perverse sort of a person. She took especial pleasure in taking away what other people were interested in. If Meredith happened to express her fondness for a particular dress, Arlene would step inside the store and promptly buy the dress--  for herself. If she showed interest in art, Arlene would take part in the same competition and bag a prize, by hook or by crook. 

Meredith’s carefully cultivated self-control finally broke when Arlene

barged into the scene and married the man Meredith had thought of as her own….” 

“What the hell are you insinuating?” Lord Lofthouse had stood up. 

His face was flushed with rage. 

“Is it not true, Lord Lofthouse” I addressed him directly “that when both the sisters were in England on a trip, Meredith caught your eye first? That both of you exchanged several sweet kisses and made undying proclamations of love towards each other?” 

Lord Lofthouse maintained an obstinate silence. 

“Speak up, you bastard!” Meredith turned her wrathful face towards Lord Lofthouse “isn’t it true that you loved me, but married her only for her money?! And the worst part is she knew I loved you, the bitch! She took you deliberately to spite me! She wanted to deprive me of the one thing I had!” 

“Well, Arlene said she would help save my ancestral home” said Lord Lofthouse looking quite defeated “a man was helpless against such an offer”. 

“You’re right, Ms. Brown!” Meredith was screaming hysterically by now “I killed that bitch! I had planned the murder in advance and had arranged the ladder, the raincoat  and the knife. The man my mother is married to helped me get a razor sharp one. When that horrible minx broke her heel, I saw my chance. I dashed to the backyard, wore the rain coat that I had made ready, got into the window through the ladder and stabbed the bitch—once, twice! Though I was masked, I took the mask off for a minute in front of her. I wanted Arlene to see the anger in my eyes!” 

“Then” Meredith continued “I rushed to my own room that was further down the corridor. I stuffed the raincoat and muddy boots into a plastic bag and emerged after a while, and pretended to be heartbroken by Arlene’s death. After the excitement the murder had created had abated, I made the foolish mistake of taking the plastic

bag with me to Rainford Mansion and keeping its contents in my bathroom. For me, they were souvenirs of pride, reminding me of what I had accomplished so beautifully! On second thoughts, I should have chucked the things out! When on your snooping trip, you no doubt found them in my bathroom and zeroed in on me totally and completely!” 

After the outburst, Meredith broke into pathetic little sobs. Inspector Rajeev and Sub Inspector Sanjay clasped the handcuffs around her white wrists and gently led Meredith away, after reading her the mandatory Miranda rights. 

The crowd was in a daze. No one spoke for a moment. Then finally, Paul Drysdale asked:

“But why did Arlene say ‘Glass Beads?’ Wouldn’t it have been easier to have mentioned Meredith’s name instead?” 

“That’s a good question, Mr. Drysdale” I said “I have been wondering about it myself. I suppose Arlene was only semi-conscious by the time I reached her. She was hovering between life and death. I don’t think she was fully in control of her senses. In her condition, Arlene recalled nothing but the rancor in Meredith’s eyes when she, Arlene, won her first “Glass Bead” (Solitaire) game against her. It was a precursor to many ‘games’ in life she was to win over Meredith. 

Hence the words, “Glass Beads” were wrenched out of her mouth, giving away a cryptic clue to who her murderer was”. 

Apparently satisfied by my explanation, Paul Drysdale left the party hall of Queen’s Court. The other guests also left one by one. Lord Lofthouse was one of the last to leave. He looked sad and defeated. 

Just when I was going to get myself a drink, Bradley came over to me. “Thank you for finding out the truth about Arlene’s death” he said grimly “It’s all very sad. However, I’ll see to it that the best lawyer is arranged for Meredith. I feel my father has wronged her. I sort of feel that all of us are responsible for what she did”. 

“Don’t be so harsh on yourself” I said sincerely “You had nothing to do with all this”. 

Bradley gazed at me with gratitude. I was convinced that what he (and other people) saw now was a healthy young woman, not who I once was. They no longer saw the Adam’s apple, coarse facial hair or my once flat chest. I was glad my operation had been a success. 

After thanking me once again, Bradley left. I walked towards and perched myself on a bar stool, and poured myself a well deserved drink. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Title: The Murdered Heiress

Series: Hannah Brown, Transgender Sleuth

Introduction: 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? 

Characters:

Hannah Brown: is the detective of the series. She is 25 year old, is 5 feet 4 inches tall, thin and has a commonplace freckled face. 

Hannah comes across as a nice sympathetic girl-next-door with whom people feel comfortable talking to and confiding in. This is a quality Hannah takes full advantage of while solving her cases. 

Behind Hannah’s ordinary exterior lie a razor-sharp brain, brilliant observation skills and a deep insight into human personality. 

Hannah speaks of a past in which she had a “different identity”. She also speaks of how “transforming” has made her a happier person. 

After Arlene Rainford is stabbed, Hannah is the first to reach her. 

Hannah sees in the dying woman’s last words a clue to the identity of her murderer. 

Arlene Rainford: is a rich 33 year old heiress who becomes a murder victim. Arlene Rainford is 5’8 and has a slim figure. In spite of having attractive features, beautiful auburn hair and green eyes, there is something unpleasant about Arlene. Arlene is haughty, snobbish and unscrupulous. She mindlessly uses people to reach her personal goals. 

Lord Trevor Lofthouse: is Arlene Rainford’s husband. He is 37

years old, is of average height and has a squarish build. Lord Lofthouse is handsome with thick brown hair and kindly grey eyes. 

He comes across as a humble person in spite of his royal lineage. 

Bradley Rainford: is Arlene’s 27 year old tall fair-haired brother. 

Bradley commits a few mistakes in his early youth, which leads his father to judge him as incompetent and authorize his sister to run the business. Bradley inherits only one-fourth of his father’s property. In contrast to his sister, Bradley comes across as down-to-earth, friendly, helpful and good-natured. He is immensely interested in horses and in riding them. 

Angus Ryne: is a renowned portrait artist. He is 5’6, has soulful black eyes, thick black hair and full-lips. Angus finds a muse in Arlene and paints many portraits of her. Angus is in love with his Arlene. Unlike other people, Angus views Arlene as innocent and guileless. 

Paul Drysdale: is a socialist who dislikes the rich and believes in redistribution of wealth in society. Paul is 37 years old and is tall and

skinny with sandy brown hair. On the night of Arlene’s murder, Hannah overhears Paul express his dislike for the rich, haughty Arlene. Paul also expresses a desire to murder the rich. 

Meredith Darch: is Arlene Rainford’s loyal maid cum companion. 

Meredith is 32 years old, tall, willowy and generally quite unattractive. She has pale blonde hair and a timid face. When Arlene dies, Meredith is devastated. She finds the prospect of living without her childhood companion unbearable. 

Florence Keeling: is the head of a school for children with cerebral palsy called “Special”. 48 year old Florence is skinny and has short curly copper colored hair. Florence is unselfish, but is zealously passionate about her organization/cause. She would do anything to ensure that her students had access to more facilities. In spite of not being too fond of Arlene, Florence attends her birthday party hoping that the latter will broach the topic of her students’ admission into mainstream schools. 

Nitin Chopra: is a short, squat Indian business man of about forty. 

He has previously had a business partnership with Arlene which has failed because of Arlene’s personal weaknesses. Due to the lack of a proper contract, Chopra has a hard time extricating himself from the partnership, causing him loss of much time and money. As a result, Chopra is furious with Arlene. 

Gladys Moore: is a friend of Arlene’s deceased mother. She is 75

years old, is tall and has a healthy robust frame for her age. Even though Gladys is elderly and wheelchair bound, her eyes are bright and active. She expresses dislike for the murdered Arlene and fondness for her brother, Bradley. 

Emily Moore: is the 25 year old granddaughter of Gladys. Emily is pretty in a fragile kind of a way. She is a socially shy person who speaks with a stammer and in unable to make eye contact with people. 

Inspector Rajeev: is the fiftyish, heavy set inspector who is assigned Arlene’s case. He encourages Hannah to carry out private investigations as he feels that the murder suspects are more likely to talk to a naïve-looking young woman like her rather than the police. 

Inspector Sanjay: is the sub inspector who has been assigned Arlene’s case. Sanjay is a fit man in his 20s. 

Mr. McIntosh: is the kindly-faced, avuncular manager of Queen’s Court Hotel. 

Beatrice Darch: is Meredith’s mother who has worked as a maid at Rainford mansion before her daughter takes over. 

Katherine Plath: is the 75 year old housekeeper at Rainford mansion. Katherine is a sensible, bespectacled lady who is offers solid support to the Rainford family after the tragedy of Arlene’s murder. 

Scarlett Wilkinson: is Arlene’s deceased mother. Scarlett is remembered as someone who was beautiful, benevolent and good-natured. 

Alistair Rainford: is Arlene’s deceased multi-millionaire father. His portrait shows that he was a tall man with a long haughty face, a hooked nose, fair hair and piercing blue eyes. He had a magnetic personality and ruthless ambition that he passes on to his daughter, Arlene. 

------
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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. 
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