
“
they said as he didn’t even speak yet. Tired and 
annoyed he would walk up to the shop above 
Hearing laugher through the door the young man 
would hesitate then open the door. So many col-
ors and people were together at once, having fun 
and drinking. Looking around he was confused on 
where to go and who to speak to. Watching every-
thing happen around him the young man would be 
pulled by a drunk. “Hey Cutie! What’s your name?” 
With an eye twitch the young man would clench 
his fist, luckily for the drunk a beautiful woman 
would stop by and safe the young man from this 
drunk. Staring at the young man the woman took 
him to her office, she seemed to be the owner. 
Entering her office he would sit as he was in 
shock as the woman would undress before him. 
First her dress then her wig and soon the young 
man was ill. It was a Man! Placing on a robe the 
male would speak to him. “You’re a cutie. You 
should work here.” Shaking his head the boy 
would try to be nice though he was disgusted. 
“I’m sorry but I’m not gay.” Tilting he’s head the 
male would frown. “You don’t have to be gay to 
work here. Look.” Sitting down on his desk the 
male would continue. “You have the face and the 
parts men like. You need a job, since you’re not 
here for my beauty. So just think about it.” Shak-
ing his head the young man would protest. “No 
thank you! I’m not a gay for pay. No matter who 
much money I can make. I could never be with 
a guy.” Chuckling the male would smile. “I’m not 

telling you to sleep 
with anyone. This 
is just an escort 
service. You go 
out on dates with 
the man, speak 
with him, keep him 
company and then 
go home.” Sighing 
as the young man 

didn’t budge the male continued. “You were born 
different, Hun. Beautiful skin, cute face, nice body. 
It’s time you used it for you and not against 
you.” She would give him a card and let him 
leave from a different entrance. “Think about it.” 

Giving Up To Win
Going back to the dorm after such a night the 
young man would find more and more letters at 
his door. Opening the door to his room was a 
mess and missing clothes as well as pictures of 
him. It was enough! He had to leave! He would 
make them pay! The next day after school he 
would begin packing as he would start a new 
job and be moving. He was tired of being treat-
ed like a freak. He just wanted to be normal. 
Working at the shop he would have to wear 
dresses and make up. He didn’t mind it. At work 
he had to deal with homosexuals and transgen-
der. He didn’t care, they grew on him as friends. 
He had to speak to men and flirt. He didn’t mind 
it, he was getting paid. However he hated the 
touchy men! The ones wanting more! He would 
have to keep his temper. However, all and all he 
was happy with his new friends and new home. o 

It all started in August. It was the first day of 
school for his young boy. Mirza Devanand was 
excited to meet new people, in a new place, 
on his own. All his life the young boy was 
homeschooled, with strict parents that never 

let him do anything. This moment was a big step 
for Mirza and he would never look back. Entering 
the school all eyes were on him as he entered 
the room. About to talk his seat the homeroom 
teacher would stop him. “What are you doing 
here, young woman?” And then he’s social life 
died. He’s now the center of attention of the 
school. This All Boy Boarding School! The hor-
rors! He would be treated different because of 
his looks. Now to add to the embarrassment he 
was alone. After sometime he let it go and would 
just try to leave a normal life. Normal, if you call 
opening her locker to love letters, being stared at 
in the showers, and having awkward love confes-
sions day to day normal then it was normal. It 
was soon becoming to much and he would want 
to leave the dorm. However his parents was un-
able to afford a place for him to leave so he 
would have to find a job. 

The Idea
London was a different place then India or 
France. People were different and spoke differ-
ently as well. Looking all around he was having 
trouble looking for a job. He would be turned 
down for being too short, for looking like a girl, 
for, for them thinking he was gay, ect... It was 
truly a pain. As the day turned to night he would 
find himself in a back ally. There was a bar and 
above that was The Madam Misfit’s Shop. Enter-
ing the bar he was too young to work there, 

Personality within Society
Mirza may look like an innocent 
bishônen on the surface; his sweet 
face, his body feminine curves ,and 
his lovable attitude. However, he is 
actually quite calculative and cruel if 
he needs to, or is angered. 

Personality in the Workplace
Sweet and kind. The boy is true 
to his face as he is respectful and 
does all that his company ask of 
him. However, hates it with all his 
being and wishes that everyone of 
the perverts would die. 

Personality with Woman
With him looks are truly deceiving as 
he is a lecherous young man that 
loves nothing more than a busty 
older woman with curves to match. 
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“It was enough! 
He had to 
leave! He 
would make 
them pay!
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