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  Chapter 1


  An Unusual Contract


  Hello, my name is Rishabh Tiwari. At the time all this started, I was 29 years old and already the CEO of Sunrise Textiles, which as the name suggests is a textile manufacturing company. Okay, you’ve got me there—the company belonged to my late father and I had inherited it, which explains the meteoric rise. However, this was by no means a reflection of my capabilities. I was a man with a vision and had the capacity to make my business a success from the long-term perspective.


  Or so I had thought.


  It all started in the name of Bacchus, the Greek God of liquor. While on a business trip to London many years ago, I had had a drink or two at the famous Red Lion. Since then, I was hooked to spirits and went to the pubs with the good old guys every week. While my friends could slosh two bottles of whiskey and still remain as sober as pallbearers, I got high on a single bottle. Also owing to my gene structure, I got addicted to drink sooner than any one of them.


  My alcohol addiction got my family which, by the way, is a Marwari one, unnerved. We were traditional businesspeople who married early, consumed only vegetarian food and kept away from vices. ‘Oh come on, Papa’ I told my father when he expressed concern over my habit ‘drink doesn’t affect my productivity in the least!’. My father had to admit that was true, but he still wasn’t too thrilled. He shared his distress with my mom who suggested that they get me married. ‘No way, I am only 24!’ I squawked in protest to which my father calmly replied that he was 21 when he married my mom and that it was customary in our community to settle down early. So, they got me hitched to Prerna, the company president’s tall, fair, slim, beautiful daughter. Prerna had just completed graduation and was as fresh as a newly-blossomed rose. Soon we’d ecstatically celebrated our fifth wedding anniversary, but (much to the chagrin of our relatives) didn’t have any children yet. Childlessness didn’t bother me, in the least, because Prerna and I had a very passionate sex life. We just couldn’t keep our hands off each other; friends’ remarked that we were on a ‘perpetual honeymoon’. I took their comments as an ode to my virility and my wife’s femininity.


  All this talk of sexuality got me thinking of the sexual minorities. Of the Indian hijra community, in particular. I read, researched and reflected much on them. I had also been invited as the VIP guest speaker at seminars organized by NGOs working for the welfare of the transgender community.


  Once, at a booze party, my friend Sunil Jain, acquaintance Mudit Bohra and I started discussing the state of transsexuals in India. ‘The hijra is as good as a male or female’ I started off ‘It’s just a question of their not being employed by corporate houses and government offices. If they got equal employment opportunities as anyone else, they can be as good (if not better) than anybody else. In the absence of respectable work, they are forced to resort to begging and prostitution’.


  ‘Do you think it is only that?’ Mudit Bohra laughed contemptuously ‘must say you capitalists have uni-faceted thinking pattern’.


  His tone enraged me. ‘Could you please elaborate?’ I asked icily.


  ‘You guys think only money rules the world’ Bohra expostulated ‘Whereas, the success of a unit (region, state, nation et al) is an aggregate of many factors—economic, most definitely, but also cultural and social’.


  ‘The pseudo ‘human rights activists’ sermon again’ I thought in my mind ‘These socialist bastards, saale. Guess that’s the motto Bohra uses to run his company’. I inwardly showed him the middle finger.


  However, it would never do to show how furious you were outwardly. People would presume you were insecure. ‘I still didn’t get you, Mr. Bohra’ I showed my pearly white teeth in a fake grin.


  ‘You know very well what I mean, Mr. Tiwari’ Bohra grinned ‘It’s the social and cultural stigma attached to being a hijra that leads to their cataclysm. Giving them jobs is not the solution. The whole set-up needs to be revamped. Attitudes have to change for the better’.


  Now, one thing about me was that I couldn’t handle anyone opposing my theories. I was a self-opinionated, domineering male and the slightest sign of dissent or argument roused my ire. In addition to this, I had tippled 2 entire bottles of whiskey. That was enough to bring out the old warhorse in me.


  ‘Suppose I was a hijra’ I said the tenor of my voice rising ‘I am sure I’d continue being the capable and respected CEO of Sunrise Textiles and persevere to elicit the respect of my employees and the loyalty of my clients’


  ‘Ha ha’ Bohra laughed in a singularly annoying fashion ‘your employees will leave you in spite of incentives and the clients will scoot no matter how much you lower the costs. The mighty Sunrise Textiles will be bankrupt in no time!’


  ‘Bastard!’ I realized I had bellowed the expletive out aloud’ ‘Are you contesting my words?’ I could hazily remember standing up erect. My body language had turned belligerent.


  ‘Calm down, Rishab’ my friend Sunil Jain tried to placate me. Dear Sunil Jain. My bosom buddy. He was the vice-president of Sunrise Textiles at that time. After my father-in-law retired, I intended giving Sunil a promotion and making him the vice-president.


  However, at that time, I was having none of his mollifying. ‘Chood bey!’ I pushed him aside roughly ‘Leave me alone!’.


  ‘Mr. Tiwari, is the so-called CEO of an eminent company’ Bohra gibed ‘And he can’t handle a simple difference in opinion’.


  “It’s not a ‘simple difference in opinion!’” I roared. ‘My word is the gospel truth!’


  ‘Ha! What arrogance!’ Bohra said.


  His words provoked me; it seems, beyond the point of no return. ‘You have the gall to sneer at me!’ I roared’ ‘Okay, let’s have a bet. I will dress and behave like a hijra for a year to prove that my business will continue to grow. If I win, I get to keep your goddamn factory. If I lose (thought there is no possibility of that!), I will emasculate myself and become a bona fide hijra—for life!. Capiche’


  ‘Capiche’ Bohra said calmly ‘Now let’s put that down in a contract’.


  ‘Where’s my pen?’ I said, my speech garbled with too much booze ‘Sunil, give me a pen!’


  ‘Are you out of your mind, Rishabh?’ Sunil hissed in my ear ‘Can’t you see this man (he meant Bohra) is trying to trap you?’


  I was in no state to listen to Sunil’s well-meaning advice. At this point, my fury had reached such pinnacles that I was ready to go to any lengths to prove my point. ‘Just give me a pen, yaar!’ I yelled.


  Sunil had no option but to produce a pen. After all, I was his boss and he had to follow my instructions. I didn’t give him any special powers or privileges just because he happened to be my best friend. Slick as a sorcerer, Bohra had manifested a sheet of paper out of nowhere. He held it in front of me.


  I scribbled something in my drunken state.


  Bohra had a look at it. ‘It’s fine’ he nodded ‘All it requires is your signature, Mr. Tiwari’. I scrawled my signature at the designated place. Bohra put his too. He went to the nearest Xerox shop and kept the Xerox copy for himself. I took the original and went home to my pretty wife.


  I was all over her as soon as I reached. She smelt of peaches, milk and honey…’Get off me you booze-hound’, she laughingly pushed me away ‘Go and take a shower’.


  ‘Aye Aye, Madam!’ I said disappearing into the shower cubicle ‘Your wish is my command’. I realized I had left the contract lying on the table.


  What I’d totally missed thinking of was the possibility of my wife getting her curious little paws on it. She went through the contract and got all panicky. The reason, I learnt much later, was more deeply rooted than the obvious fear of humiliation and losing Sunrise Textiles. My darling wife had been in a lovey-dovey relationship with Bohra when in college. Then, I suppose, she got sick of all the goody-goody idealist socialist crap the bugger was full of and broke up with him-- to have an arranged marriage with me: the promising young scion of Sunrise Textiles, an unapologetically uncompromisingly capitalistic venture. Since, we expect our women to be vestal virgins before they marry us, Prerna hadn’t told me about her past. In fact, she’d played the part of the inexperienced young bride to perfection on our wedding night.


  The fear that her ex-boyfriend was doing this to get back at her and me, the man who had won her, gripped her now. ‘Rish’ she said as soon as I emerged from the shower ‘Phone this Bohra fellow and ask him to cancel the contract immediately’. I had never seen her lovely face look so grim.


  ‘But why’ I started to say ‘I am 100% confident of…..’


  ‘Rishab’ her eyes held a fervent plea ‘Please’


  ‘Alright, Madam’ I said and dialed Bohra’s number. ‘I’ve become a real joru ka gulam’ I thought as I waited for Bohra to pick the phone up ‘An indentured slave of the wifey-lady’. Bohra’s deep voice resounded the other end ‘Yes, Mr. Tiwari?’ his tone was supercilious.


  ‘Ha ha, Bohra-saab,’, I said somewhat sheepishly ‘I apologize for my behavior tonight…you know I was not in my senses….. ‘I paused too ashamed to continue. Finally, I worked up some pluck and said ‘would you consider cancelling the contract, Sir?’


  ‘So you admit defeat already, Tiwari’ the ass sounded bemused ‘In that case Sunrise Textiles is mine!’


  ‘No, no’ I said my forehead breaking into a sweat ‘I didn’t mean that….’


  ‘In that case, the contract is still very much valid. You will have to carry out the terms of the agreement’ Bohra disconnected the phone abruptly.


  I knew I was in some sort of a treacle, but was still too drunk to figure out of what sort. I hit the bed and was soon dead to the world.


  I rose the next morning with a major hangover, and a hazy memory of the crazy night: the drinking, my ridiculous claim and even having gone to the extent of getting into a contract to prove my point. I made myself some strong coffee to get rid the headache and the cobwebs of smog that were still clouding my mind. ‘Now let’s see what the fuss is all about’ I thought settling down on the sofa with the contract.


  I was taken about to see the following written in my own, elegant scrawl:


  



  ‘This Contract entered into on this 13th day of June, 2014 by and between Rishab Krishanlal Tiwari., Owner and CEO of Sunrise Textiles Limited, Utility Street, Indranagar and Mudit Makhanlal Bohra, Owner of Bohra Handlooms, Fleet Street, Koramangala, do hereby agree to all the terms described and given below.


  1) I, Rishab Tiwari, do agree to dress as a hijra and behave like one starting today. I shall be garbed in the same during my professional and recreational hours, and shall behave in a manner that is typical of the members of the third gender.


  2) I, Rishab Tiwari, do agree to continue the cross-dressing and burlesque for at least a year failing to do which, I will have to hand over my company Sunrise Textiles Limited to the other person in the contract, Mudit Makhanlal Bohra……’


  



  So these were the terms and conditions I had agreed to put down in the form of a contract after my drunken brawl with Mudit Bohra yesterday. The terms of the contract were solid, indubitable and irrefutable. This was incredible, considering I was in an inebriated state. It would certainly be considered binding by anyone: an individual, a company or even the court of law. Clearly, I had got myself into a spot.


  I went to the bedroom and shook my wife awake. ‘Honey, there’s no escaping this devil’ I said half-humorously. ‘That goddamn contract is as solid as a law decree. And Bohra refused to void it’.


  ‘Oh no!’ my wife slapped her forehead in dismay ‘What have you got yourself into, Rishab?’


  Prerna was clearly very upset. She fidgeted with the off-white lace on her night-down. Yet upon some coaxing and cajoling, she agreed to help me dress as a transsexual.


  After breakfast, we got straight into action (Ahem…not the kind of action you are thinking). I stripped down to my banyan and underwear. Prerna fished out a sober brown Salwaar Kameez from her cupboard and put it over my head. ‘Now, gently slip in your arms into the sleeves’, she urged. With my profusion of brawn and muscle, it was impossible to do as the better- half directed. I gingerly tried to insert one arm into a sleeve, but soon forced my way through the fabric tunnel. My barbaric onslaught was a little too much for the delicate garment. It tore with a flamboyant ripping sound, drawing moans of shock and disappointment from my wife. ‘This is what happens if a big-built male tries to force his way through a sylph-like woman’s dress!’ she lamented. I couldn’t dispute the veracity of her point. I was tall, broad-shouldered and big-boned; and my wife, though also tall, was delicate and fine-boned. How had I ever considered wearing a dress tailored for her? I kicked myself inwardly. This was the second blunder I had committed in the past two days.


  ‘Sweetu, lend me one of your Sarees, no?’ I used my best wheedling tone. The expression on my wife’s face was worth a million crore.


  ‘Yesterday, you were stoned’ she reprimanded like a cantankerous school-teacher ‘Today morning, I thought you were horsing around and decided to humor you by lending my Salwaar Kameez (which you, fool of an ass, tore). I think you have reached the obelisk of lunacy now!’


  ‘Honey, but the contract…’ I reminded her ‘We could lose Sunrise Textiles!’


  No wife could bear the prospect of losing her husband’s company to a rejected lover. ‘Which one?’ she asked opening the door of her cupboard resignedly.


  ‘The red one’ I declared gallantly. I was suddenly feeling very confident and decided to meet the challenge head-on.


  ‘Okay’ my wife heaved a sigh. ‘We’ll have to arrange a blouse and petticoat for you first’. She rummaged through her cupboard and continued ‘All my blouses will be way too tiny for you—I can’t risk them go the Salwaar Kameez way. Ah wait now….there is a blouse of mommy’s that may be the perfect fit for you’.


  By ‘mommy’ Prerna was referring to her huge pachyderm of a mother. The woman was so tall, sturdy and blubbery that it surprised me as to how she had brought forth an elfin beauty like my wife into the world. Nature sure has its unresolved mysteries.


  Sliding one’s head and arms into ‘mommy’s’ blouse was a cakewalk. However, when Prerna was hooking the blouse in front, an unforeseen issue cropped up. The blouse cups in which ‘mommy’s’ gigantic breasts snugly fit looked saggy and woebegone on my washboard chest. ‘I’ll fix this’ my wife said and inserted two neon green tennis balls inside. Yet they couldn’t utterly fill the gargantuan cups. I looked dolefully at my wife. ‘Oh cheer up!’ she said and disappeared into the deep abyss of the house. A minute later, she returned with two massive-sized oranges and inserted them inside the blouse cups. They were the perfect fit. ‘There!’ she said regarding me as an artist appraising her work of art would ‘And they are warm and cushiony also, I am sure!’


  Since Saree petticoats are more flexible and can be customized to size, I didn’t have much of a problem donning one. However, I met my water-loo while trying to wear the Saree. Prerna’s directions seemed so convoluted that I had my head in knots. Finally, she decided to step in and help me. ‘Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine’ she said in baleful tragic-comic tones ‘that one day, I’d be draping a Saree around my testosterone-charged husband!’


  ‘There is no predicting the future’ I shrugged ‘whatever will be will be’.


  ‘But frankly, this is a little too much’ Prerna grumbled while trying to maneuver the slithery garment around my masculine body. She was having it real hard, I could see. The Saree was created to grace a woman’s hour-glass figure; not help a man pander to the rules of some insane bet. The garment obstinately refused to hug my huge waist. It screamed in protest when pleated around my attenuated male hips. It kept glissading down in protest, like a dissentious employee. Poor Prerna was sweating by now. She switched on the AC and went ahead with her mission with a renewed zest. This time, she secured the rebellious Saree on my body with safety pins, so that it wouldn’t escape. She assiduously pleated it and pinned it in front, which I am embarrassed to say was right above my rather prominent cock. Then she neatly pleated the front and covered my fruity (literally!) breasts demurely with the pallu* (see endnote#1). She fastened a Saree brooch over my right shoulder and let the Pallu hang free at the back.


  ‘When is this going to end, yaar?!’ I exclaimed growing impatient ‘For a businessman like me, time is money!’


  Prerna beamed. I think she was relieved to note that I still identified with the hardcore businessman that I was, this very effeminate ordeal notwithstanding. ‘Just a touch of make-up, some minimal classy jewelry and we’re done’, she said. A ‘touch’ of make-up was a euphemism for what Prerna proceeded to do. She spent what seemed like hours doing up my face and neck. I got the feeling that she was beginning to enjoy this rather freaky exercise. Clip-on earrings and a bracelet completed my coutre.


  I looked at the watch. It was 11 am—two hours later than I was supposed to report at work! The ludicrous exercise had flagrantly eaten into my precious working hours. Like the conscientious businessman I was, I rushed to the parking lot without even appraising myself in the mirror. The goddamn Duster wouldn’t start and my other car had been taken by the mechanic for servicing. I had no choice but to take the Harley Davidson to my office.


  Riding a bike in a Saree was no mean feat. I had to hitch it obscenely high (revealing, in the process, my gross hairy thighs) to be able to mount the bike. The process was a singularly trying one. I finally perched on top of it, started the bike and rode off into the Bangalore roads.


  Since this particular bike model didn’t have a Saree-guard*(see endnote#2), my (rather, my wife’s) Saree started getting stuck to the machine causing a near accident. People on the roads ran helter-skelter. From a safe distance, they turned their peepers in my direction and stared at me. I can imagine why—I must have looked a real spectacle! However, they desisted from saying anything. Finally, I maneuvered my way through the crowds and potholed roads, and managed to reach my company’s gate.


  I expected the security-guard to spring from his seat and open the gate with his usual promptness. However, much to my annoyance, he just stood there with his mouth hanging open.


  ‘Shut that trap, Bahadur, else a mosquito will get in’ I said with authority ‘and don’t you know you have to open the gate for the company’s CEO?’


  Bahadur started cackling like a madman. ‘Arey Chakka (hijra), some gall you have to claim to be the company CEO!’


  ‘Don’t waste my time, Bahadur’ I said, my tone dead serious ‘As it is I am very late’


  ‘Shoo, Chakka!’ Bahadur waved his hands in a singularly vexing fashion ‘Go back to your dhanda and don’t taint our sacred company by your filthy presence and dubious claims!’. He seemed really and truly enraged now. ‘If Tiwari-Saab comes in, I’ll get an earful!’.


  ‘Arey, I am your Tiwari-Saab’ I said reaching the end of my harness now ‘I’ve just crossed-dressed for a bet’. I was irked, that was true enough, but couldn’t help marveling at my wife’s make-up application skills. This man didn’t know me from Adam (or rather Eve).


  Bahadur started getting aggressive. ‘Get your dirty ass out of here’ he said in a malefic voice ‘Else I’ll call the police!


  Sunil happened to notice the commotion from the boardroom window and hurried downstairs. Since he knew about the bet, he didn’t have any problems recognizing me. ‘This is indeed Tiwari-Saab, Bahadur’ he explained to the incredulous security-guard ‘please let him in…and do apologize for being so rude’.


  ‘Sorry, Saab’, Bahadur apologized reluctantly, as if the words had been wrenched out of his mouth. It’s funny’; I thought in my mind ‘He seemed like such a nice person all these years’. Then I attributed his quixotic behavior to ‘family problems’ and dismissed the episode from my mind.


  ‘Sunil’ I addressed my friend cum subordinate ‘I want to have an emergency conference meeting at 2 pm sharp. Please send the board of directors a notice’.


  ‘Yes, Sir’ Sunil went about the task in his typical professional manner.


  When I walked in at 2pm the directors were already seated around the round table. I saw them exchange quizzical glances. Clearly, they were flummoxed by my apparel.


  ‘Good afternoon, ladies and gentleman’, I said in my most powerful voice ‘You must be wondering about my appearance and also about the agenda of the meeting. I must tell you that the two aren’t mutually exclusive!’


  “In this social jungle of human existence, there’s no feeling of being alive without a sense of identity’ I quoted some wise person ‘but dear friends, doesn’t the identity of all, hijras included, need to be accepted?’


  The anecdote which was meant to impress, confused the board more. They shot puzzled glances at each other.


  Sunil came up to me and whispered in my ear. ‘Stop being cryptic, yaar, and come straight to the point’


  Sunil was right. There was no time to waste. I told the board of directors about the bet.


  ‘Can we have a look at the contract, Sir?’, a director, who also acted as our legal manager, asked.


  ‘Definitely’. I placed the contract on the screen with a camera on it to be transferred to the white board, so that all the directors could see the document. All the members scrutinized it carefully.


  Finally the legal manager spoke ‘It’s a fool-proof contract, Sir. Absolutely no holes in it. Did you say you’ve written it?’


  ‘Absolutely. I tried to renegotiate the contract, but the other party wouldn’t agree. So, I’ll have to dress and behave in this manner for one whole year’.


  I could hear my board of directors sign inwardly. One by one, they left the room.


  Chapter 2


  The Downslide


  
 

  


  Up to this point, Sunrise Textile Ltd. had dealt only with textiles. I now planned to diversify it into handlooms and pottery as well. For this purpose, I went to all the nearby villages and contacted tribals who were traditional weavers or potters and invited them to join Sunrise Textile Ltd. These independent workmen labored like donkeys; very often for peanuts. My offer was evidently a Godsend and they eagerly accepted it. I looked at the gratitude in their eyes and felt good about generating lucrative employment for them.


  For the diversification, I needed money. Hence a term loan was promptly applied for. Though I had stated the purpose of the loan quite clearly while applying for it, the new bank manager wished to meet me before approving the loan.


  I dressed in a very dignified-looking grey Saree for the meeting. With Prerna refusing to help anymore, putting on makeup was a nightmare. Since I had not taken any female hormone to soften my skin nor gone to any laser clinic to get my profuse facial hair removed, applying foundation was an arduous task. Smoothing the viscous liquid over hard stubble was the biggest challenge I had faced to date. Finally, I managed to spread the fluid foundation on my face and neck. In spite of applying numerous layers, the stubble still showed.


  Since I was getting late, I hurried out. Assuming my professional-looking Saree would be my saving grace, I didn’t spend too much time thinking of my imperfect foundation. By the time I reached the company, the bank manager had already arrived. Sunil had shown him into my office and requested him to wait there.


  I scrambled inside and apologized for my delay. The new bank manager, a stern-looking man in his mid 40s, looked askance at me. ‘I am sorry, but I wanted to meet Mr. Rishab Tiwari’ he said.


  ‘I am Rishab Tiwari’ I pronounced grandiloquently.


  ‘Please don’t joke with me, Madam’ the bank manager said tersely ‘I have no time to fritter away’


  At this point, Sunil came to my rescue. ‘He’s telling the truth, Sir’ he said in a most sincere manner ‘the person in front of you is indeed Mr. Tiwari’. The bank manager’s hawkish eyes appraised both Sunil and me. ‘Both these people seem to be deranged’ was what he was undoubtedly thinking.


  ‘Sorry Ms…..er Mr. Tiwari’ he said with finality, ‘I can’t approve your loan’


  ‘But why, Sir?!’ I asked aghast ‘I have produced all financial statements, am willing to make a sizeable down payment. Besides, the past financial record of Sunrise Textiles Ltd is very sound. Yet why are you rejecting the loan request?’


  The bank manager hesitated. ‘We have laws…against providing loans to companies where the CEO himself is of an…excuse me, unsound mind’.


  ‘Oh, you mean--this’ I laughed, indicating my attire ‘Please don’t take it seriously, Sir. I am dressed like this for a bet’.


  ‘Whatever, Mr. Tiwari’ he said getting up and walking out ‘But we can’t give you the loan’


  Not one to be demoralized easily, I turned to Sunil. ‘We could apply to financial institutions’ I told him ‘Why don’t you contact FinCorp?’


  ‘Okay, Sir’ Sunil said and walked out.


  Half an hour later, he was back again. ‘Sir, I made the call’ he informed ‘They said they’d get back. And, by the way, the operation-level manager wants to have a word with you’.


  ‘Send him in’ I said.


  The operational-level manager, a woeful-looking young man in his mid-twenties, came in. Today, he seemed to look even more depressed than usual.


  ‘What’s up, Naveen?’ I asked ‘All good?’


  Naveen shook his head. ‘No Sir. I came to tell you I am quitting’


  ‘Quitting?!’ I said overwhelmed ‘Who’ll manage the workers and supervisors?’


  ‘There aren’t many left, Sir’ Naveen replied ‘All supervisors have left. The workers are leaving in drones. The few who are left are threatening to leave’.


  ‘Oh my God!’ I said shocked ‘How come no one informed me? Anyway, why are they leaving? Aren’t they happy with the wages? The working conditions? What’s the reason?’


  ‘I don’t know, Sir’ replied Naveen, not meeting my eye ‘You’ll have to ask them’.


  I ushered the remaining factory workers to my office. ‘Now tell me, my good men’ I asked ‘Why are you thinking of leaving? Aren’t you happy with the pay? I could hike it if you aren’t satisfied’.


  The workers remained silent for some time. Then the boldest among them spoke. ‘Even if you double the pay, we cannot stay’.


  ‘What?!’ I exclaimed not believing my ears.


  ‘You heard him right, Sir’ said another, going red with some sort of a suppressed emotion. I took a while to realize he was being indignant. And so also, the others. They behaved as if even standing in my cabin defiled them.


  ‘What’s the reason?’ I asked in sober tones ‘Is it because I have taken to dressing this way?’


  ‘It’s all very well for you, Sir’ said one of them in a sort of injured manner. ‘To follow your fancy and dress, and behave as you want .However, the rest of us have to live in a civil society where rules are of significance’


  ‘I don’t understand’ I said genuinely flummoxed.


  ‘Our lives have become hellish ever since you started dressing this way, Sir’ they said ‘thanks to the press, the word has got around our entire community. Relatives and friends have stopped visiting us—they say we work for a hijra’s company. The neighbors scoff at us whenever our paths cross. Our own wives have started shunning us. They threaten to leave for their parents’ house and take the children with them. We’re hoi polloi, Sir, not a sophisticated class like yours. The level of tolerance among those of our class is very low. I hope you understand and respect our decision to quit Sunrise Textiles Ltd.’


  They handed their resignations and left. I sat motionless for a while, then called Sunil into the office.


  ‘Sunil, I want to call another emergency meeting’ I told him ‘Please call all the managers’.


  The managers trickled in one by one. They had a bored, jaded look on their faces. ‘Hey guys and girls!’ I said trying to sound jovial ‘Not got any kip last night?’ They glared at me. Clearly, my attempts to joke and bond hadn’t gone down well with them. ‘Could we please come to the point, Sir?’ one of them said.


  ‘Yes, Sure’ I said recovering from the confrontational tone he had used. None of them had spoken to me in this manner before. I put his edginess down to lack of sleep.


  ‘The agenda of the meeting is keeping employees and clients happy’ I started explaining ‘To keep our employees happy we could offer a 20% hike in their salaries. Incentives like gym facilities at the office, a free meal on Fridays, crèche for children of female employees etc can be introduced…Any more ideas? I paused.


  Nobody cared to contribute. ‘Oh come on!’ I tried to goad them ‘team collaboration has been our biggest USP until now. Please pitch your ideas’. There was still no response.


  ‘Alright’ I continued ‘Our next priority is warding off competition by keeping the clients content. For this, I propose we lower our prices (by a reasonable amount), offer a handicraft free per a certain bale of textile purchased (i.e. when the loan for diversification is approved by FinCorp) and offer the clients around-the-clock services’.


  ‘So, you’re sure that FinCorp will issue diversification loan?’ one of the managers fleered.


  ‘One can always hope for the best’ I said, ignoring his offensive tone. I noticed that he had omitted to use the ‘Sir’ sobriquet like he usually did.


  ‘Sir, we’ll need to hire new employees if we intend offering 24x7 services to clients’ another manager observed. ‘Do you think people will be willing to join Sunrise Textiles at this point?’ she sounded skeptical.


  ‘Why the doubt, Neeta?’ I asked.


  ‘No offence, Sir’ she replied politely enough ‘but the company image has taken a bit of a beating due to bad media publicity’.


  ‘I am sure everything will go well!’ I beamed at everyone. A dozen faces looked back at me. They looked far from convinced.


  * * *


  ‘Rishab, I need to talk to you’ Sunil came in, one day, without knocking. ‘It’s urgent’.


  ‘What’s up?’ I asked.


  ‘Well, Bohra & Sons, KPP Ltd. and many other Indian rival firms have been sending e-mails to all our international clients, cautioning them about the so-called tarnished image of our company. They have been sending links of negative local newspaper reports to corroborate their warning’.


  ‘Competitors are bound to do that’ I said lightly ‘Call KPP Ltd. and offer co-opetation. Maybe we could get together and work amazingly well’.


  ‘Yes, Sir’. Sunil dialed KPP Ltd. right in front of me. The head of the company agreed to spare a moment for him. At the end of a brief conversation, Sunil disconnected the phone. ‘She refused’ he said in a dejected manner.


  I felt an iota of disappointment as well. ‘That’s a shame’ I said ‘Okay, did FinCorp approve the diversification loan?’


  Sunil heaved a sigh and plopped down on one of the chairs. He looked old and defeated. ‘Brace yourself for some more bad news, Rishab’ he said gently ‘they too turned down the loan’.


  * * *


  In the course of just a few months, we had lost all clients except one. Catastrophe struck when the last of our clients called to complain about low product quality. They said that all our textiles, incidentally spun of natural fibers, had failed to maintain quality consistency this year. ‘They especially have problems with the brocades’ Sunil reported ‘It’s their claim that the textile weighs very little on the Momme count and that the thread count is just 250. That makes the brocade substandard’.


  ‘Let us check for ourselves’ I suggested. Sunil and I got the quality of our brocade tested and found that it was indeed of low durability. ‘Don’t get me wrong, Rishab’ Sunil told me somewhat apologetically ‘But thanks to your dressing like a drag queen, the raw material suppliers have developed a low opinion of our company and are, therefore, supplying inferior quality raw materials’


  I couldn’t dispute the truth in Sunil’s words. This was the first time I started to regret the bet.


  Chapter 3


  A Shift in Focus


  
 

  


  I thought things started looking up when Asharekha, an NGO that worked for the welfare of differently able children got in touch. They invited me and my wife to be the chief guests at a fund-raising function. Incidentally, they organized the event at this time every year. My father used to be their favorite VIP guest until he passed away three years back. Asharekha continued the tradition by inviting me—his heir and the successor to Sunrise Textile Ltd, from the last two years. My company and I had received considerable negative publicity this year—I was glad Asharekha was benevolent enough to overlook all that and continue inviting me.


  I went home and requested Prerna to accompany me that evening. At this juncture, I have to update you about the state our relationship had come to. A far-cry from the friendly-amorous wife she used to be, Prerna didn’t let me as much as touch her nowadays. Not wanting to sleep next to a man who behaved like ‘an aberration’, Prerna now used the guest bedroom. She didn’t talk to me except to nag or chastise, both of which weren’t very pleasant. The only reason she didn’t go back to her parent’s house was, she stated, ‘a sense of reverence and commitment to the institution of marriage’.


  It was this sense of commitment perhaps that made her agree to accompany me to Asharekha. I dressed in an orange Kanjivaram saree and my wife chose a pale pink chiffon for herself. During the course of the one hour car drive, we sat side by side in the back-seat of the car without exchanging a single word. The inquisitive bastard of a driver adjusted his mirror time and again to get a glimpse of us. ‘Prerna’ I hissed in my wife’s ear ‘Do let’s make small-talk please. I wouldn’t want people (I meant the driver) to start gossiping about our strained marital relations’. ‘Ha! What’s so new about that?!’ she hissed back angrily ‘You have given the whole city plenty of reasons to gossip over the past few months!’. In spite of her barbed words, Prerna was kind enough to oblige me. We discussed the weather, the pathetic state of the city roads and suchlike.


  We reached the venue talking in a contrived manner. Never in my life had I been as strained at keeping up appearances as I was today. However, my wife was indisputably better at it than I was (women are incredible creatures, I’ve always maintained). She walked into Asharekha with me, smiled brightly and shook a few hands cordially. ‘Pleased to have you here Mrs. Tiwari’ the head of the NGO, a Mr. Mehra, received Prerna respectfully ‘I suppose Mr. Tiwari was too busy to make it?’. I was caught by surprise. This was clearly an (anomaly of) an NGO that didn’t read the newspapers or watch television. They obviously had no idea of the recent developments i.e. the fact that I had started dressing as a hijra and that my company was on the verge of bankruptcy. This explained the gracious invite.


  I noticed my wife’s face go beet-red. ‘He’s right here next to me, Sir’ she managed to say. Mehra’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. ‘Tiwari-Saab’ he said, incredulous, ‘What manner of a pantomime is this?’


  ‘This is no pantomime, Mr. Mehra’, I replied with as much dignity as I could gather under the circumstances. ‘I have taken to dressing in this manner to win a bet’. Mr.Mehra seemed to be at a loss for words. He murmured some stock phrases for formality’s sake, and went up to and consulted fellow NGO members. They seemed to be engaged in some grave discussion. I heard phrases like ‘Seriously, I had no idea!’ and things to that effect. Evidently, Prerna had heard them too.


  Then Mr. Mehra lumbered towards us. ‘Don’t get me wrong, Mr.Tiwari’ he said ‘We use this occasion to convince the public to contribute to the worthy cause. The image we present to the world is crucial. Keeping that in mind, we invite people with an honorable reputation. That’s the reason your late father (and you too, until quite recently) were one among our most esteemed guests. Now, however, things’, he paused delicately ‘seem to have changed. Don’t take this personal, Mr. Tiwari, but we can’t afford to become a laughing stock in front of the public’.


  My wife’s head was bowed with mortification. ‘Sorry, bhabhi-ji* (see endnote#3)’, the man apologized to her. Prerna gave a hint of a nod. Mehta’s eyes trailed her in sympathy as she walked towards the car and got in. I hurried after her and jumped in myself.


  ‘I’ve never felt so humiliated in my life’ she pronounced, hot tears stinging her eyes. I tried to pat her hand to mollify her, but she angrily withdrew it. She refused to come down to dinner that night and didn’t eat a morsel.


  By the time I woke up the next day, the sun was blaring in. I realized that it was already 8 am and that I had risen late. ‘Prerna’, I called out with my habitual cheer ‘Did you have your green tea, love?’ (Her not talking to me didn’t inhibit my persevering efforts at conversation). Most of the time I got no reply, but this time it was different. There was no chafted rustling of her silk nightgown or the furious clanking of crockery. The silence was unsettling.


  ‘Where’s Prerna, Ramu kaka?’ I enquired of our elderly manservant. ‘She’s nowhere to be seen’.


  ‘How would I know?’ Ramu kaka shrugged carelessly and continued washing the vessels. This man, who had been in my employ for the past 5 years, had never behaved so curtly before.


  ‘Oh, you must know something’ I persuaded.


  ‘Well, she went off to her parents’ house--with bag and baggage’ the man said rather tartly ‘She also didn’t want you to take your hijra face there and coax her to comeback’


  ‘Is that anyway to speak your master and the CEO of a company?’ I demanded authoritatively.


  ‘As far as I am concerned, you are a hijra’ the ill-mannered servant retorted ‘and this is how we speak to hijras. And by the way, I am quitting. I can’t risk any more embarrassment being your employee’. The other servants—the cook the maid and the driver—followed suit. I was left to manage the entire house and its operations by myself. It was as difficult as running a mini-factory.


  In addition to home, I had my company to manage and save. Employees were quitting or threatening to quit, and I shelled down wages and perks from my own pockets in an attempt to keep them. Yet they spoke to me in a derogatory manner and left.


  Doomsday arrived, turning prophesies of bankruptcy true. The minute the company went out of my hands, I would have to to castrate myself. There would be no escape. I had given Bohra my word. And he would not let go until he had taken my pound of flesh. Or rather, my penis.


  A company worth 50 crore (approx. US$7.8 million) is not easy to salvage. I paid nearly every penny I had. In addition, I sold my house and lands to raise the required amount. Finally, I managed to retain Sunrise Textiles Ltd. The only catch was that it now existed only on paper.


  Sunil let me live in his house. His wife repined initially, but then gave in. ‘I am letting him stay only because he’s your close pal’ I over-heard her telling her husband ‘However, he’ll have to make other arrangements in a few days time’


  One night, I got a call from Bohra. ‘Close shave, wasn’t it?’ he gloated ‘you managed to save your company and your… you-know-what, in the nick of time’. I was unable to come up with a suitable repartee.


  I packed my bags and tried to flee in the dead of the same night. I planned on going away to some obscure village where no one would recognize me. This seemed to be the only way to extricate myself from Bohra’s clutches. However, Bohra had been keeping close tabs on me. He and a dangerous-looking hired thug intimidated me into returning to Sunil’s house.


  ‘Just a week more, bhai-saab’ Sunil’s wife gave me the ultimatum. ‘Okay, Madam’ I replied in genuine gratitude. ‘It’s indeed kind of you to accommodate me until then’. I decided to start looking for a job the next day.


  After breakfast the next day, I went out with my resume. ‘My qualifications and credentials are impeccable’ I thought in my mind. ‘Anybody would be lucky to hire me’.


  I searched, for days at a stretch, until the sun scorched my back and rendered my tongue parched. However, no one was ready to hire a ‘filthy hijra’ like me. No, not even as a sweeper, janitor or peon. Now I was one among the marginalized sections of the population, with a chance only at a periphery. I had heard or hijra jamaats or communities, but didn’t have an idea as to where to look for one.


  I stood on the footpath, feeling sad and dejected. I lit a cigarette and started taking deep drags of it.


  ‘Good morning, Sir’, I heard a voice behind me. I turned to recognize Ramprasad, one of my former operational-level workers. ‘Good morning, Ramprasad, I greeted him “It’s nice of you to still address me as “Sir”’.


  ‘Oh come on, Sir’ said Ramprasad in a humble manner ‘All of us once had food on our plates thanks to you’.


  ‘Very kind of you to acknowledge that’ I said, then asked ‘BTW, Ramprasad, do you know of any jamaat?’


  ‘Of course, Sir’ he replied ‘I am on good terms with a jamaat guru (or leader) in Silk Board’.


  ‘Oh great, will you take me to her?’


  ‘Why not?’ he replied ‘Rukmini would be very pleased to meet you’.


  We went a distance in an auto, and then got off at a point. Ramprasad lead me through a series of twisting and turning dingy little alleys. He indicated a hideous, tasteless building painted garish shades of orange and purple. ‘That’s the jamaat, Sir’.


  We rang the bell. A big, fair, pleasant-looking woman in her mid 40s emerged from inside. Her skin shone like polished gold and her dark hair carried in it the deep secrets of the night. The stud on her nose caught a beam of the sun and sparkled. This tall, well-built woman was beautiful enough to activate the dormant poet in me.


  ‘Hello Rukmini-akka’ Ramprasad greeted ‘This is my ex-boss, Mr. Rishab Tiwari. He is keen on joining your jamaat’.


  I couldn’t believe my ears. Was this gorgeous woman, Rukmini, the hijra jamaat leader? She could give any born-woman some very solid competition.


  ‘We’ll be glad to have you with us, Rishab’ Rukmini flashed a dazzling smile at me, ‘however, only on one condition’.


  ‘What is it, Ma’am?’ I asked with trepidation. Did she expect a deposit? An advance or sorts?


  “That you change your name to ‘Reena’” she laughed, allaying all my unnecessary fears.


  * * *


  I found Rukmini to be different from all the jamaat leaders I had read about. Unlike the others who brainwashed their chelas (disciples) into Nirvan or the emasculation ceremony to meet their own mercenary ends, Rukmini let Nirvan be a solely personal, informed decision. She got in touch with the dai ma or mid-wife only when the chela in question expressed a fervent desire to undergo the Nirvan. Most of my jamaat-sisters had willingly undergone it and hence were eligible to perform for a badhai or tip at marriages and child-births. According to jamaat rules, it was only after Nirvan that they were considered legitimate hijras, qualified to practice prostitution. While other hijra gurus confiscated most of their chelas earnings, Rukmini took only 60%. This wasn’t a bad deal for the chelas as they were already being provided with boarding and lodging by Rukmini.


  I wanted to retain my manhood and confided the same to Rukmini. She accepted my choice without questioning my loyalty to the jamaat. However, I was strictly forbidden from badhai performances and sex-work, but helped Rukmini run the dhanda. My skills as a businessman came handy when running the prostitution dhanda. With Rukmini’s consent, I totally revamped the flesh-trade business and saw it from both, the long-term as well as the short-term perspective. I introduced innovations like the usage of dildos, feathers and sex-toys to attract more clients and guarantee 100% customer satisfaction. Rukmini and I had a board-room style meeting in one of the jamaat rooms where in we taught the jamaat-hijras the concept of strip-tease, pole-dancing, role-play and sex moves, that I am sure, Vatsyayana (the writer of Indian sex manual, Kamasutra) wasn’t aware of. The result of this was that we put all the other jamaats out of business. Their chelas came to us and beseeched to be absorbed. We included them and ensured that soon Rukmini was rolling in money!


  Apart from helping rake in profits for the jamaat, I did all the domestic work around it. I did an array of jobs such as cooking (which I had learnt after Prerna and all the servants left me), cleaning, scrubbing, sweeping and moping. A staunch believer in the theory of ‘Dignity of Labour’, I didn’t consider the above tasks menial and beneath me. I took as much pride in washing the jamaat inmates clothes as I had done in running my business. My dedication to the job assigned to me earned me plaudits in the jamaat. ‘He’s the CEO of a big company, yet doesn’t consider performing these tasks as being beneath his dignity’ I overheard one of my jamaat-sisters say. ‘You are right, Seema’ another inmate agreed with her ‘I’ve never come across anyone as humble’. Living among these people was an enriching experience for me as well. I had always felt deeply empathetic towards hijras and the bet had made me even sensitive towards the problems they face. I realized now that my arch enemy, Bohra, had been right: the sorry plight of the hijras was owing to the stigma and prejudices deeply embedded in Indian minds against people belonging to the third gender. Merely giving transsexuals jobs wouldn’t guarantee inclusion, equal rights and participation and respect for them. Along with helping them become economically independent, we also had the onus of educating people and uprooting the subterranean negative cultural stereotypes and bias against the hijra community. Living in close association with these people gave me a first-hand perspective of their lives and the problems they faced.


  Months went past quite harmoniously. One night, I sat erect in my bed. The bet would come to an end in a few days: the realization dawned on me suddenly. I had failed to prove that I could prosper and thrive while living as a person of the third gender. Conversely, I had failed miserably; losing my employees, clients, servants, company, wife and above all, my standing in society owing to my over-confidence and flawed theories. Fear clasped its icy hands around my throat, making it difficult to breathe. Bohra would claim my genitals in a few days. I broke into a heavy sweat and found it impossible to sleep.


  Chapter 4


  An Unexpected Twist


  
 

  


  Early next morning, I started doing the dirty dishes as usual. Every once in a while, I gazed out of the window in an attempt to relax my sleep-deprived eyes. When I glanced the third time, I saw Sunil hurrying towards the jamaat. ‘But why would Sunil come here?’ a skeptical voice inside my head sounded ‘to sacrifice the final dregs of respectability in his social goblet?’. ‘Lack of sleep is making you hallucinate’ I told myself firmly ‘Concentrate on the scrubbing’.


  However, I had to believe my eyes when Sunil stood in the entrance of the kitchen. I turned an astounded gaze at him. ‘Blood-shot eyes’ he observed kindly ‘Not getting enough sleep, Sir?’.


  ‘Dear Sunil!’ I burst out ‘What brings you here?’


  ‘I have some excellent news, Rishab’ Sunil said grinning from ear to ear. ‘Do you remember we a have patent to two types of textiles made of Sisal*(see endnote#4)?’


  ‘Yeah, sure’ I said ‘One was of low-grade, the other of high-grade Sisal’


  ‘Well, a leading American company has found that both our textiles meet their abrasion and durability standards’ Sunil reported ‘and they are keen on getting a license.’


  ‘Which American company is this?’ I asked scouring a steel ladle.


  ‘Wilson & Co.’ he said.


  ‘What?!’, the ladle fell off my hand and hit the ground clamorously ‘THE Wilson & Co.?’


  ‘Incredible, isn’t it?’ Sunil smiled.


  He opened his brief case and handed me a printout of the notice sent by Wilson & Co. It stated the date, time and venue of the meeting. I had to meet them tomorrow at ‘The Star of Bangalore’, a local luxury hotel at 10 am sharp. Sunil also gave me the company director’s card which had the gentleman’s e-mail ID, his contact number as well as the company telephone number. ‘If you need anything, don’t hesitate to call’ Sunil said and left.


  I went to an internet café in the evening and thoroughly researched Wilson and Co.: their motto, policies et al. I returned and brushed through my own company’s reports. I also reviewed facts about the Sisal textiles we had a patent for. During the course of the review, I realized that I didn’t have comprehensive information about the project. I phoned Sunil and requested him to put me in touch with Kiran, the manager who had supervised the project. Kiran agreed to take my call with a degree of hesitation. After a ten minute conversation with him, I was equipped with all facts required to seal the deal in a profitable manner.


  I dressed with especial care the next morning. Instincts (and corporate etiquette) advised that I wear a suit, but I had to remain loyal to the bet. Hence, I chose a brown Saree which was the most sober one available in the garish wardrobe. I put on some light make-up and wore my now shoulder-length hair in a bouncy pony-tail. I collected my brief case and left for the meeting.


  I reached ‘The Star of Bangalore’ about 15 minutes before the scheduled time. The guard in the doorway took one look at me and decided that I wasn’t worthy of being admitted within the posh confines of the hotel. I tried to explain that I was here to attend a meeting that was of great significance to me and my company. However, the guard thought I was pulling his leg. ‘Hijras don’t get decent employment and you claim to own a company’ he proclaimed ‘Get out! I am sure you have come here to create mischief!’. I tried to force my way inside. There was a good wrestle between me and the guard. The manager of ‘The Star of Bangalore heard the pandemonium. He came out to check out what the matter was. The guard told him the ‘nonsense’ that I was ‘blabbering’. I now strived to convince the manager. ‘Look’ he said brusquely ‘I don’t care if you are telling the truth or not. Whichever way, we can’t risk admitting a hijra inside. It would be detrimental to our reputation. We can’t afford to offend our high-flying guests’.


  I couldn’t do anything to overturn such a severely unjust decree. I picked my brief case up and moved out of the hotel premises. Somewhat disillusioned, I sat down at a small chai (tea) stall and ordered a cuppa. Over the refreshing brew, an idea occurred to me. The card Sunil had given me had Wilson and Co.’s director’s contact number. I went to a PCO and put a call across to him. I gave him directions to the chai stall I was at and requested him to meet me there. In about ten minutes, I saw two Caucasian gentlemen in pinstripe suits walking towards the chai stall.


  ‘Hello’ I stood up and gave them a firm, professional handshake. ‘I am Rishab Tiwari, the CEO of Sunrise Textiles Ltd’ I spoke crisply and confidently. The duo were obviously a bit taken aback to see a male dressed in female clothing, but didn’t bother unduly about such details. The dark haired man introduced himself as Ben Kilpatrick and his blonde colleague as Alexander Jones.


  ‘Mr. Tiwari’, Kilpatrick started ‘As you know, we are extremely interested in getting a license for both your Sisal textiles’.


  ‘That’s right’ I nodded energetically.


  ‘You see’ Kilpatrick explained ‘we want the high-grade Sisal to produce durable and aesthetic carpets that Wilson and Co. intends exporting to Turkey and the middle-east…


  ‘And the low-grade Sisal’ Jones took over ‘to make inexpensive paper which we, incidentally, want to export to India. We are ready to give you a down payment equivalent to 60 crores in US dollars and 10% of the sales for the next ten years.


  ‘The down payment is good’ I replied ‘but I expect 30% of the sales’.


  ‘20%’ Kilpatrick said.


  ‘Done’, I agreed


  Jones typed an agreement on the spot, got a print-out and asked me to sign. ‘Thanks’ he said ‘The agreement will become active once our GM countersigns it’.


  The meeting was over. The twosome shook hands again and left. I returned to the jamaat and told my jamaat- sisters about the agreement. They were thrilled to bits for me.


  The date that day was March, the 22nd. I was certain that the down payment given by Wilson & Co. would be in my company’s bank account by the 31st of March, the end of a financial year in India. Hence I prepared the annual financial report showing that the profits earned by Sunrise Textiles Ltd had outnumbered the previous year’s. Upon internal authorization from Wilson & Co., I could approach Bohra with my head held high and tell him I had won the bet. Sunrise Textile Ltd.’s profits could serve as evidence of my stupendous success even as a hijra.


  Over the next 2 or 3 days, there was no communication from Wilson & Co. Sending an e-mail and waiting for a response would be time-consuming; therefore, I put a call across to their office in San Francisco from a nearby PCO. International calls are expensive and I had to pay through my nose, yet I thought I’d feel better if I spoke to either Jones or Kilpatrick directly.


  I ask for either of them. Kilpatrick came on line. ‘How’s everything going?’ I asked without trying to sound too desperate or nervous. ‘I have some bad news, Mr. Tiwari’ Kilpatrick said ‘the GM of the legal department is on leave up to April the 2nd . The license agreement will become active only after his approval. You’ll be receiving the down payment a day after internal authorization i.e. on the 3rd of April’


  ‘Bad news’ was a euphemism for what I had just learnt. The absence of their GM seemed to bring my personal doom closer. If the approval came on April 2nd, the profits of my company could be shown only as a part of the next fiscal year. That would mean that the records would show that Sunrise Textiles Ltd.’s annual profits were much lower than last year’s. Which would mean that I had lost my bet. And soon would lose my genitals.


  I rushed to Bohra and Sons. Bohra was standing right at the entrance of his company. He took me to his office and kicked the door shut. I briefed him about what had transpired in the last few days. ‘Listen’, I told him ‘Internal authorization from Wilson & Co.’ is just a formality. The contract is as good as active. Therefore, I think it would be fair to show the down payment as a part of this financial year’s profits’.


  ‘Very smart, buddy’ Bohra sniggered nastily ‘However, I don’t think you can show the profits as a part of this financial year’.


  ‘You would say that, you blood-sucking leech!’ I cried agitatedly ‘because you want me to lose the bet and get your filthy paws on my company!’


  ‘I may be a nasty guy’ replied Bohra ‘but I play by the rules. If you aren’t convinced we could consult a third party’.


  ‘Fair enough’ I said ‘Call your attorney’.


  Bohra obliged by dialing a number. In two minutes, a smartly-dressed lady walked in. Bohra explained the situation to her.


  ‘That’s right, Ma’am …er, Sir’ she said, addressing me ‘Profits can only be reported after Wilson & Co. signs, irrespective of whether they have actually transferred the money or not. If their GM signs on April the 2nd, the profits of Sunrise Textiles Ltd. could only be shown as a part of next fiscal year’.


  ‘Thank you, Ms. Das’ Bohra said ‘That would be all’. The attorney walked out of the office and closed the door behind her.


  


  Chapter 5


  The Transmutation


  
 

  


  The moment Ms. Das’s back turned; I was at Bohra’s feet. ‘Have mercy, my friend!’ I begged him fanatically and ‘please void the contract…’.


  Bohra turned the full gaze of his lean, austere face on me. He was looking at me, yet at something else—the past, a memory,… a face. ‘I was madly in love with her’ he said in a distant, far-away voice ‘She meant the world to me…’. I had no clue as to what he was on about, but thought it best not to interrupt. ‘I loved the dulcet sweet tones of her voice…the way her skin trembled under my touch…’. At this point, I was sure that Bohra has lost his marbles, but still kept silent. ‘And one day’ the seemingly possessed man continued ‘she left me—to marry you’.


  Truth struck me like a leash. He was talking about Prerna. My wife. Evidently his ex-girlfriend.


  ‘And that was the day’ the tenor of Bohra surreal voice rose ‘I vowed to either kill or emasculate the man she had married. And you, Tiwari, provided me an excellent opportunity to connive the latter. I couldn’t believe such good fortune that had fallen into my lap’.


  ‘You planned my doom’ I said, in a daze.’ I didn’t have to plan’ Bohra laughed. ‘You destroyed yourself with your own pompous statements. All I had to do was coax you to write and sign the contract. It was child’s play’


  ‘But I am the innocent party in all this’ I said, indignantly. ‘Ideally, I should want to castrate you for having taken my wife’s virginity’.


  ‘Your wife?!’ the deranged man’s voice roared ‘No, she was mine! Prerna belonged to me: mind, body, spirit and soul’.


  ‘Was it a legal union?’ I asked, skeptically.


  ‘Love such as ours needed no legal approval’ Bohra’s eyes glinted like a madman’s ‘a meeting of souls is far loftier than ceremonies or registration’.


  Rebuffed love had rendered many a good man insane. I realized that trying to reason with Bohra would be of no use. The man had obviously lost the ability to be rational.


  Yet, I put my plea forward just once. ‘Bohra, can’t you forget the past? After all, Prerna has left me too…’


  ‘She’ll come rushing into your arms the moment you start dressing like a man’ Bohra reasoned shrewdly ‘There is no way I am going to void the contract’.


  This man wasn’t as irrational as I had presumed. A very clever schemer co-habited with his crazy mind. As Polonius had observed about Prince Hamlet ‘Though this be madness, yet there is method in it’. Yes, Bohra’s madness was constructive, focused, and lethal.


  Sunrise Textiles Ltd. went to Bohra. I felt terrible as I transferred my late father’s beloved company to Bohra’s name. Noticing tears glinting in my eyes, the scoundrel crooned ‘you take my girl, I take your company and wee-wee’


  Thankfully, he was kind enough to spare me the traditional Nirvaan ceremony, during which a man’s penis and scrotum are tied with a string, and ruthlessly cut off without anesthesia. He took me to a good cosmetic surgeon instead, who removed my penis and constructed a vagina and labia in its place. In order to give it a more aesthetic appearance, the surgeon grafted skin from the thigh on my genital area. Over a couple of weeks, I was instructed to take good care of it. I also attended regular dilation sessions at the hospital. Dilation, by the way, is a procedure in which stints are periodically inserted into the newly constructed vagina to keep it open and flexible. It is also believed to increase vaginal depth. My jamaat-sisters accompanied me during these periodic check-ups.


  However, in spite of having female genitals, I was like the proverbial washerman’s dog: neither belonging to a home, not the streets. My frame was broad and ungainly, my face hirsute and voice rather deep. The fact that I had a vagina, but no breasts had a singularly detrimental psychological effect on me. Up to this point, I was a physiological male garbed in female attire and displaying effeminate mannerisms just for public show. Now, the situation had reversed. I had an organ that was unmistakably and unapologetically female. And it yearned for the company of its other female counterparts.


  I consulted a doctor and started taking female hormones in the form of pills. She said that since I was 30 years old and had gone through puberty many years back, the significant results of the female hormones would be conspicuous only after 2 or 3 years of continually taking the pills. I’ve always been a fan of the ‘natural’: natural foods, natural fibers, hence it probably was no surprise that I opted for a natural form of estrogen made of soya extracts. In addition to estrogen, the doctor also recommended progesterone, a ‘steroid’ hormone which was apparently associated with pregnancy and the menstrual cycle of the ‘real’ ladies. However, there was no way in which a transwoman could be induced to menstruate, though I personally experienced terrible symptoms of PMS, a while after having started to take the tablets. I also started on electrolysis and laser treatment to get rid of my rough stubble and traces of a moustache that still remained even after a thorough shave.


  I received the enviable down payment from Wilson & Co. However, something in me (call it the Good Samaritan or what you like), propelled me to use it for a larger good than just buying my company back from Bohra. I didn’t even want to purchase a house. Instead, I wanted to start a company—with a difference.


  For the purpose, I purchased a huge old dilapidated mansion and got it renovated. I hired an experienced tailor to tutor my jamaat guru and sisters in the art of sewing i.e. measuring, sewing per se, and introducing modification and alterations. They were also imparted training in embroidery and stitching bows, beads and sequins on the garments. Soon, my jamaat-sisters became proficient in handling different kinds of fabrics (I, personally, encouraged natural fabrics as much as possible) and customize their stitching to any size and shape. I registered the company under the name ‘Rise & Shine’ and had no problems acquiring a license for it. After getting the license, I requested my friend Sunil to spread the word about it among our old employees and his own acquaintances. I placed ads in local, national and international newspapers, and created a website called ‘Rise and Shine: A Company with a Difference’ to advertised it.


  The Goddess of good fortune was with us, for soon we were bombarded with orders from boutiques, major cloth brands and wholesale garment sellers. My jamaat-sisters, whom I constantly motivated by giving inspiring speeches, worked around the clock to meet the major demand. They possessed admirable work ethics and were proud to be doing something respectable rather than begging, dancing for badhai (a tip) at weddings and selling their bodies for money.


  As the orders soared, ‘Rise & Shine’ became renowned. In fact, a newspaper journalist also came and interviewed me and my jamaat-sisters. The scribe and her boss were further impressed by the fact that the very successful company was being run by transsexuals alone. ‘More power to you!’ she said, while leaving and wrote a very positive, lauding article about ‘Rise & Shine’ and the people behind it. It was a matter of time before it was recognized as a company with a difference. An increasing number of fashion houses wanted to be associated with a company started for a good cause i.e. with the intention of providing employment to transsexuals and alleviating their poverty. I was so happy at being able to help the transsexuals economically, that I almost started feeling grateful to Bohra and the bet.


  Three years passed in a flash and, at last, I started noticing anticipated changes to my body. Finally, I had the breasts of a woman. However, I noted with chagrin that they weren’t as big or sensual-looking as my wife’s (it’s ironical that I, who had once lusted after her body, now became her competitor!) .It could be because I had a broader frame and had started hormone therapy as a fully grown adult. I was also unhappy that to note that my hip-waist ratio wasn’t as tantalizing as a natural woman’s. Thus, I got silicone implants and at my doctor’s recommendation, started taking a drug called ‘Metaformin’ to achieve fat distribution like a female’s. Over a period of time, I managed to develop rounded thighs and an enviable cushiony rear like a woman’s. Even though my skeletal frame remained broad like a man’s, there was a definite melting away of hard muscle into sexy, desirable fat. My contours now appeared softer and more feminine. The frequent laser treatment and electrolysis had reduced hair considerably on my face and body, making it appear smoother than before.


  One midnight, I stripped down to nothing and appraised myself in front of the mirror. Granted that my jaw bone was slightly bigger than the average female’s. I had huge hands and sausage-like feet. And a prominent Adam’s apple.


  In spite of the abovementioned drawbacks, I was beautiful. The benevolent aura around me, made me more radiant and winsome than the average woman on the street.


  Chapter 6


  It’s Spring Again


  
 

  


  One day, after a boardroom meeting with the jamaat-sisters, a guest was announced. I was astounded to see my wife Prerna standing in the corridor. She had lost a bit of weight since I had seen her last, but looked as lovely as ever. Her manner was contrite and apologetic.


  


  ‘Dear, sweet Prerna!’ I burst out, giving her a warm hug ‘How very lovely to see you! You’ve become too thin, my love—haven’t you been eating properly?’. ‘I have been, Rishab, thanks for asking’ said Prerna, giving me a ghost of a smile. Subsequently, there was an awkward pause that occurs when neither of the two people involved in a conversation don’t know what to say. ‘Let’s go to the office and chat’ I finally broke the Voodoo. I took Prerna inside and offered her a seat. I shut the door behind me and took a seat opposite hers. ‘So, shall I order green tea—for you?’ I asked her affectionately. Much to my surprise, I found that my sexual attraction towards my wife had vanished completely. Instead, I got the feeling that I was meeting my little sister after a long time. My previous comment elicited an intense emotional reaction from Prerna.


  ‘You still remember, don’t you, that I like green tea?’ she said with tears in her eyes.


  ‘I am sorry, Prerna!’ I cried aghast ‘I didn’t mean to make you cry!’


  ‘I am the one who should be apologizing, Rishab’ she said taking both my hands ‘For everything!’


  ‘Oh come on!’ I said ‘It was hardly your fault. I was the one who’d made the bet’


  ‘Whatever’ murmured my guilt-ridden wife ‘I should have told you about Mudit….that way you would have been warned about his conniving ways…However, I was too scared to admit that I had been in a relationship before marriage…you know how conservative our country is about girls having pre-marital sex….’


  ‘That’s alright’ I replied soothingly ‘and anyway, I had no business knowing about your past’.


  ‘At least, I should have stood by you throughout the ordeal’ she said ‘Instead, I ditched you midway and went off to my parents’ house’.


  ‘Dear Prerna, you provided as much support as you could’ I reassured her ‘what you did was only human. I am truly sorry about the humiliation you had to suffer because of me’.


  ‘No’ Prerna corrected, fire gleaming in her eyes ‘we suffered because of that bastard’. She, of course, meant Bohra.


  ‘Let’s leave the past behind!’ I said robustly ‘We have the present to seize—Carpe diem!’


  ‘Carpe diem!’ echoed Prerna, laughing in between her tears.


  In a strange irony, my wife became my BFF. We now bonded at an entirely new, loftier level. Prerna also displayed an interest in helping sexual minorities and we started a rehabilitation centre called Karuna (meaning: empathy). We helped transsexuals fight for their rights to education, employment et al, among other things. Prerna also began taking a keen interest in ‘Rise & Shine’ and oversaw its operation when I was busy with Karuna.


  



  * * *


  



  Ostensibly, I had everything now--a company that was reaching zeniths of height and a sweet, understanding best friend in Prerna. However, in spite of my professional success, I was dismayed to find that I did not get the kind of social respect I deserved. Yes, there were a few upper and upper-middle class people who extolled my achievements and the social work I did for sexual minorities. However, the crème de la crème constitute just a percentage or two of India’s population. The other 98-99%, which comprised of the lower class and a very sizeable middle-class, were strata to be dealt with. Immersed in their linear mundane existences, these people weren’t familiar with nor care about the larger, loftier picture. They hadn’t heard about gender equality, Karuna or ‘Rise & Shine’; and treated me as just another hijra. I was often shown contempt, and inadvertently mocked at every step. For instance, the middle-aged woman who saw me at a shop and invited to me dance for badhai (a tip) at her grand-son’s naming ceremony had no idea that I was the CEO of a major company. The cashier at the hotel I had breakfast in tried to pick me up just like he would any transsexual woman. True to preconceived notions, he assumed that I sold my body for bread just like the other hijras. The children in a neighboring locality, who taunted me by throwing stones and calling me ‘Chakka’ and other abominable names, cared half a dime about my professional position. Their parents who dropped pennies in my palm just like they would in any beggars’ didn’t know any better. I tried to lose my ego and ignore the above behavior which could be categorized as ‘insulting’, as much as I could. However, after a while it all became too much. I was so frustrated that I often wanted to slash my wrists. Still I hung on…


  One day, a long blond haired man, in skinny jeans and a trendy T-shirt, came to meet me at my office. It took a whole minute for me to recognize that this was Alexander Jones, one of the staff of Wilson & Co. with whom I had had a meeting at the Chai stall. At the time he had come to negotiate the license, his clothes had been formal; his hair cropped short. I was mildly surprised at his make-over, but didn’t show it.


  ‘Hello, Mr. Jones’, I said rather formally ‘Trust everything’s well?’


  ‘Absolutely, Ms. Tiwari’ Jones’s tone was jovial ‘However, I am not here in the capacity of patent attorney of Wilson & Co. as you may think’.


  ‘Then’, I allowed my tone to match his ‘May I ask what brings you here?’


  ‘Rise & Shine’ he smiled a dazzling smile ‘Or rather the different kinds of embroidery you girls offer’. The skin around his eyes crinkled in a most charming manner. His eyes were a deep cryptic blue. It’s funny I hadn’t noticed them before.


  I realized I had been day dreaming when Jones snapped his fingers in front of my face. ‘A penny for your thoughts’ he said.


  ‘Oh, it’s nothing’ I quickly recovered ‘So, you’re not with Wilson & Co. anymore?’


  ‘I quit this year, and relocated to NYC’ Jones said. He went on to explain that after 15 years in the corporate, he had started to regret not having pursued his boyhood dream—that of becoming a fashion designer. He had always been interested in creating, but his father had pushed him towards a more ‘solid’ career. However, Jones’s need for creative expression became stronger by the year. He started attending evening college and finally managed to get a diploma in Fashion Designing rather recently. For his first upcoming show in New York Fashion week, Jones had chosen to depict his vision through Indian fabrics. “I plan on calling the collection ‘Exotic India’”, he explained.


  After being shown an array of embroidery from different parts of the country, Jones settled on the gypsy ‘Lambada’. He said the mirrors and bead-work had drawn him to it.


  ‘So, back to the US now?’ I asked after he’d ordered bales of the embroidered fabric.


  ‘No, actually’ Jones said in a slow attractive drawl ‘I thought I’d spend a few more days here to get a feel of the country’.


  There was a silence.


  ‘Will you have dinner with me tonight?’ Jones asked suddenly, without prelude.


  ‘Yes’ I said and felt a slow blush creeping up my face.


  



  * * *


  



  Dinner was, incidentally, at ‘The Star of Bangalore’. I am not certain if the staff recognized me for they had no issues allowing me inside this time. They may have been well-mannered because I was with a foreigner—my compatriots are often on their best behavior in front of people from other countries. I felt a sense of triumph walking into the interiors which had considered me too impure to be accommodated just about one and a half years back.


  My host was an interesting guy. The more we talked and shared views, the less guarded I became around him. Slowly, the cloak of the professional started lifting off our camaraderie. The excellent wine that Jones had ordered had started making me a little woozy.


  ‘So, fashion-designing, ha?’ I said languid with drink ‘I assume you are gay’


  ‘I am sorry, Miss’, Jones said in mock-offended tones ‘but you are being rather clichéd’


  ‘Perhaps’, I rolled my eyes flirtatiously.


  ‘You’re not too off the mark’ Jones said ‘I swing both ways’


  After the meal, Jones invited me up to his room for a nightcap. As I sipped my beverage, he kept his mug aside and came and licked the milk moustache off my upper lip. His virile mouth sought my own relatively delicate one. Soon his tongue was inside mine; hungry, exploring and asking a numerous queries. My own tongue rose to the challenge and provided umpteen passionate answers.


  Before I knew it, I was stripped: my Saree had glissaded off me and the blouse, petticoat and lingerie lay in a careless heap on the floor. Jones was himself naked and I couldn’t help noticing that his manhood was hard and erect. However, he took his own sweet time; tasting my shoulders, breasts, stomach and thigh region with the finesse of a world-class connoisseur. ‘You taste of the earth’ he whispered, locking his mouth on mine fiercely again. ‘And you feel like the sky’ I murmured when I could finally breathe.


  Jones put a steady confident hand between my legs, and decided that I was ready to receive him. He put his unit inside my body and gently started gliding back and forth. What had started off in slow motion, quickly gained momentum and Jones and I were locked in the sensual, rhythmic dance of amour. After what seemed like infinity, he exploded inside me and lay exhausted and spent in my arms.


  ‘Reena’ he said, lovingly pushing a tassel away from my face ‘will you marry me?’


  I didn’t reply straightaway. ‘I hope you know I am a transwoman’ I said after a while.


  ‘It doesn’t matter’, Alex Jones’s arms clasped around me in a tight embrace ‘What matters is I love you’


  My ears became erect at the magical three words. ‘You do?’ I asked looking deep into his blue eyes.


  He nodded earnestly. ‘From the moment I met you, I think’ he said reflectively ‘but it took me some time to sort my feelings out….’


  ‘Are you sure now?’ I asked.


  ‘Never been more certain’ Alex replied steadily.


  



  * * *


  



  I told Prerna of the recent development. She and I agreed to get a divorce by mutual consent. A petition signed by both of us was presented to the court. The honorable judge asked us to come back after six months.


  I transferred ‘Rise & Shine’ to Prerna. Sunil and Rukmini were also roped in to help my wife. Both of them expressed gladness at the prospect of being of use.


  Prerna promised to run the company and Karuna effectively in my absence. ‘I always wanted to work’ admitted Prerna ‘but was too scared to express my desire openly…you know girls in our community are traditionally prohibited from working…Thank you, Reena’ she said laying a grateful peck on my forehead ‘for giving an opportunity to make my dream come true’.


  ‘The pleasure is mine, sweetu’ I said stroking her mane in a filial manner ‘I wish you’d told me earlier—I would have never prevented you from working’.


  ‘I didn’t know my mind then’ Prerna said ‘I was very young’


  ‘We both were…’ I said with a whiff of nostalgia.


  



  * * *


  



  After six months, the court granted Prerna and I the divorce. We parted on very amicable terms. I wished her luck and invited her to visit me in America sometime.


  Alex and I got married in a civil ceremony in Manhattan. I was grateful for the recent American law that allows same sex marriages, as I was still registered as a male in all my legal documents. We had a lavish wedding party in one of New York’s beauteous parks. I wore the customary white gown (though I was by no means trying to pass myself off as a virgin!) and my knight-in-shining-armor looked dashing in a black suit. Though adventurous with couture otherwise, Alex chose to go with the traditional black for the occasion. After a series of ceremonies, we exchanged vows in front of a hundred guests. The union was sealed with rings and a rather long public kiss.


  Post marriage, I converted to Christianity, my husband’s religion. I formally changed my name to ‘Reena Jones’.


  I began enjoying everything about my new life: New York, my new gender identity, my husband’s love and the friendship of liberal minded New Yorkers. Alex had a swanky apartment in one of those towering skyscrapers and we entertained often. I made friends with people of different nationalities in this sweet-scented potpourri. All of us were held together by the common strand of being New Yorkers; with our own unique rules, lingo and culture.


  In a bid to feminize myself more fully and completely; I got my Adam’s apple removed, my jaw-line softened, eye brows lifted in a dramatic arch, and fillers to make my lips appear more luscious. I also went to the extent of getting excess fat around my waist removed through liposuction in order to achieve a more feminine figure. My husband loved me as I was, that was true enough, but I needed the above procedures to feel better about myself.


  Alex’s career as a fashion designer grew and he went to all fashion capitals to showcase his work. I got a job in the New York branch of Wilson & Co. and thanks to my vast repertoire of experience, I was immediately made the Vice President. Along with my job, I also liked looking after the house. The best thing about marrying Alex was that he shared domestic chores.


  I had applied for a green card as soon as I was marriaged and was informed that permanent citizenship would be granted after about six and a half years. During this period, I tried desperately to ‘Un-Indianize’ myself—I didn’t care to hold on to an identity that didn’t treat me as a human being worthy of respect. I wore only jeans, t-shirts, skirts, slacks and dresses. I never even cast an eye on a Saree or a Salwaar Kameez again. Some of my friends said I was over-reacting; I probably was, but found that this was the only way I could snuff out the past. If I could, I would gladly have scoured the Indian-ness off my facial features and sloshed my veins to drain the Indian-ness out of my blood (I never confided the last two thoughts in anybody, lest they drew the conclusion that I was a raving lunatic).


  Prerna and I kept in touch on a social networking site. She was rather pleased to receive updates about my new life. I was happy to learn that company and rehabilitation work were keeping her rather busy. However, it caused me immense pain and guilt to learn that she was still single and lived by herself.


  I concocted a plan. Alex and I invited Prerna to come and spend a few weeks with us in America. I made sure that one of our very nice single American friends, Zack Ramos, would be present in NYC at the time Prerna was scheduled to arrive.


  I received Prerna at Downtown Manhattan Heliport. Prerna had regained her lost pounds, and looked as young as the day I married her. ‘Look at you, forever 21!’ I teased her.


  “’21’ going on 31…’ she laughed. ‘How have you been?’ she asked as we made our way to the baggage reclaim area.


  I shrugged. It suddenly seemed so surreal, meeting your ex-wife as a married woman yourself.


  Prerna seemed to sense how I was feeling. ‘It’s incredible, isn’t it?’ she said ‘the things that have happened to us…’.


  ‘Yes’ I inhaled sharply ‘It requires a certain suspension of disbelief’


  ‘Yet, it hasn’t been a dream’ she observed.


  ‘No’ I said ‘It has all been real’.


  ‘Truth is stranger than fiction’ Prerna said, her voice far-away.


  



  * * *


  



  I made Prerna comfortable in my home. She and my hubby met for the first time. Prerna came into the kitchen as I was making fruit juice for her.



  ‘Alex seems nice….’ She said, ‘I am happy for you’.


  ‘Thank you’, I couldn’t help beaming.


  She hung around in the kitchen for a while, surprised at the expertise with which I cooked.


  ‘Probably you were always a woman inside and I failed to notice’ she subsequently teased.


  ‘Ha ha, perhaps’, I said lightly.


  We all had a nice dinner. I settled Prerna in the guest bed-room and tucked her in like a child. She was probably very tired for she fell asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. ‘Sleep well, Princess’ I whispered in her sleeping ear ‘Your Prince Charming will be here tomorrow’.


  * * *


  Zack Ramos, a handsome young man in his late 20s, was a friend of mine and Alex’s. He was a techie and worked in one of the local IT firms. All of us knew him to be a good-natured, cheerful and a compassionate guy. He was an ardent animal lover and had four cats in bachelor’s pad. This was probably to ward off loneliness he experienced from time to time. You see, Zack never seemed to meet Ms. Right.


  Alex and I threw a little party. A few friends, including Zack, came over. I introduced Prerna to all of them and made sure she and Zack bumped into each other often. For example, I’d say something like ‘Prerna, could you please check on the pizza in the microwave?’ and, in turn, ask Zack to check up on Prerna. ‘Could you do that for me please, Zack? I am not sure Prerna knows where the microwave is’.


  Cupid was kind and the two fell in love. I was proud of my little ploy. However, I vowed to keep it a secret until my last breath. ‘I won’t tell anyone’ I swore to myself ‘No, not even Alex’.


  Currently, I am sitting at my bedroom window, watching the two love-birds on the balcony. Prerna’s silvery tinker of a laugh reaches my ear. It brings back memories of another time, another era, another life. Yet in the earthy tangible world, it has been only a few years since she and I shared moments like that. I pour myself a glass of champagne and reflect on all the things that have changed. The countless things I have lost. The infinite things that I’ve gained. ‘It was all in the game of a bet’ I smile philosophically.’ Or rather’, I correct myself, taking another swig of the champagne, ‘All in the name of Bacchus’.


  


  The End


  



  


  


  



  Endnotes - Glossary


  #1. Pallu: the part of the Saree, that covers the upper front of the body, goes over one shoulder and flows at the back like a veil.


  #2. Saree-guard: A local safety mesh put over wheels of two-wheelers to prevent the Saree from getting entangled in the wheels. A proven anti-accident measure.


  #3. Bhabhi-ji: Literally means ‘Madam Sister-in-law’. Used as a polite form of addressal to a married woman. Similarly, Bhai-Saab (which can be literally translated as ‘Brother-Sir’) is a common form of addressal to a man.


  #4. Sisal: A type of leaf, originating from South America, from which textiles and a few other things are made.


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  


  




  Character Profile





  
 Losing Bet into the 3rd Gender
  


  
 

  


  Rishab Tiwari/Reena- is the tall, manly, 29 year old CEO of a top textile manufacturing company. In an inebriated state, Rishab agrees to a bet, which requires him to live as a member of the third gender for one whole year. On winning the bet, Rishab gets the opponent’s company; on losing it, he is supposed to transfer his own to the opponent. In addition, he must also castrate himself. ‘All in the Name of Bacchus’ traces Rishab’s bitter-sweet journey post-bet after he loses his company, status, wife, property and manhood. In return, he gains a brand-new gender identity, the opportunity to work for a noble social cause, the good-will of the hijra (transsexual) community, and last but not the least, new overseas love.



  Prerna- is Rishab’s tall, fair, slim, beautiful wife. Prerna loves her husband, but is unable to stand by him through the entire ordeal of humiliation both of them have to undergo owing to the nature of Rishab’s bet. After Rishab has a gender-change operation and has started a new company comprising only of transsexuals, Prerna meets up with him and apologizes for leaving him during difficult times. A new platonic friendship begins and the two start a rehabilitation centre for transsexuals. Prerna grants divorce by mutual consent to allow Rishab (now Reena) to marry her boyfriend, Alexander Jones. She later visits them in America.


  Mudit Bohra- is the owner of a company called ‘Bohra & Sons’ and the man who tricks Rishab into writing and signing the fateful contract. The reason behind Bohra’s conspiracy is vendetta. He has, in the past, had a love affair with Prerna and wants to avenge her leaving him to marry Rishab. Bohra wins the bet and ruthlessly takes Rishab’s company and manhood. He pays for Rishab’s gender reassignment surgery and sees to it that he transforms into a woman so that heterosexual Prerna never has sex with him again.


  Sunil Jain- He is Rishab’s bosom buddy and the vice-president of his company Sunrise Textiles Ltd. Sunil is a fair-complexioned young man of medium height. He tries his best to prevent a drunken Rishab from signing the tricky contract in the pub. However, Sunil is unable to prevent the cataclysm Rishab brings upon himself. Subsequently, he stands by Rishab through all the tribulations he goes through. In many ways, Sunil is more loyal to Rishab than his wife, Prerna, is.


  Alexander Jones- is a blonde, blue-eyed, bisexual American man in his late 30s. When Rishab first meets Alex, the latter is a patent attorney at Wilson & Co., a leading American company. After 15 years of corporate experience, Alex quits the company to pursue his boyhood dreams of becoming a fashion designer. He is strongly attracted to Rishab/Reena and proposes to her after a passionate session of love-making. Reena accepts and the two are married in a civil ceremony in Manhattan.


  Rukmini- She is a big, golden-skinned, extremely beautiful hijra in her mid 40s. Rukmini is the guru or leader of the Jamaat (transsexual community) Rishab joins. Rukmini is kind to Rishab (now known as ‘Reena) and her other Chelas (disciples). Rukmini is not avaricious, and unlike most other Jamaat gurus, takes only 60% of her Chelas’s earnings (the others take about 85%). She also provides free boarding and lodging to her Chelas. Nirvan (emasculation) is never forced on the Chelas, and is seen as a solely personal, informed decision. Rukmini takes Reena’s help to improve the dhanda. Later on, she is trained in the art of sewing and becomes an employee of ‘Rise & Shine’, which is a company started by Reena with the intention of providing dignified employment to transsexuals. Before Reena relocates to the US, she requests Rukmini to help Prerna run the company.


  Zack Ramos- is Alex’s and Reena’s friend in New York. Zack is a handsome young man in his late 20s. He is a techie by profession and an ardent animal lover. Zack is seen as good-natured, cheerful and compassionate. When Prerna comes to visit Reena in the US, the latter plans things in such a way that Zack and Prerna fall in love.


  Ben Kilpatrick- is a dark-haired man of about 40. He is Alex’s colleague in Wilson & Co. and comes down to India with him to negotiate the license for the two types of textiles Rishab’s company has a patent for. When Rishab contacts the company a few days later, Kilpatrick is the one who explains that the company GM is on leave.


  Mr. Mehra- is the fat, middle-aged head of Ashakiran, an NGO working for the needs of the differently able. He isn’t aware that Rishab has started dressing as a hijra and invites him to a fundraiser. When Rishab and Prerna arrive on the venue, Mehta asks them to leave, claiming Rishab’s dressing style and mannerisms would reflect badly on the NGO and limit their chances of raising funds. Prerna is so mortified by the incident that she leaves Rishab and goes and lives in her parents’ house.


  



  Minor Characters


  Ramprasad- He is Rishab’s kind operational-level ex-employee who introduces the latter to Jamaat guru, Rukmini. Thanks to Ramprasad’s help, Rishab is able to survive after he’s lost almost everything to the bet.


  Neeta- is one of the managers in Sunrise Textiles Ltd. Neeta asks Rishab a skeptical question at a meeting.


  Seema- is one of Reena’s Jamaat-sisters who marvels at her humility.


  Ms. Das- Bohra’s attorney who confirms that Sunrise Textile Ltd’s profits could be shown only as a part of the next fiscal year.


  Bahadur- The security guard at Rishab’s Sunrise Textiles Ltd. When Rishab arrives dressed in drag for the first time, Bahadur fails to recognize him. He tries to shoo Rishab away and even threatens to call the police if he doesn’t leave.


  Ramu Kaka- The rude, elderly manservant who insults Rishab before leaving his employ.


  Naveen- He is the manager of the operational-level employees in Sunrise Textiles Ltd. Naveen is a depressed-looking young man of about 26. He comes into Rishab’s cabin and tells him that the workers are quitting in drones.


  Kiran- An ex-employee of Sunrise Textiles Ltd. who had supervised the weaving of the two types of textiles the company has a patent for. Before Rishab’s meeting with the Americans, Kiran goes over the project details over the phone with Rishab, thus helping the latter finalize the deal.




  Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa


  
     
       
         


        
 

        


        
           
 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.
        


        
 

        


        
 Unusual Romance at 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?

        


        
 

        


        
 Medusa Locks: Feminized in Misery

        


        
 Adrian Davis, a handsome young man, 25 year old badminton champion, husband of Dr.Lauren Wood is abducted and brought to an Island called Medusa’s Locks. He is put into a cage in a big facility where 6 other men were similarly detained. They were all abducted for clinical experiment.

        


        
 

        


        
 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
        


        
 

        


        
 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: An Escape to the Other Gender

        


        
          "The Fatal Gender Swap" series
        


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

        


        
 

        


        
 

        


        
 The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

        


        
          "The Fatal Gender Swap" series
        


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

        


        
 

        


        
 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


        [image: YuSakurazawa_120x120]



        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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