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A Slippery Slope in a Bank


                 


                Chapter 1 - Countdown to Femininity


                I waited outside with my palms sweating. Besides me, there were three other candidates for the interview: one nerdy bespectacled man pouring over a leaflet, a seemingly confident young woman and a middle-aged man who seemed to be desperately in need of a job, after perhaps a layoff. The first two seemed my age, the third indubitably older. ‘Don’t underestimate him, Vicky’ I told myself ‘Experience sometimes wins over raw confidence’.


                As for me, Vicky Pereira, I had neither—neither confidence nor sweeping experience. I was 26 years old and had been employed for four years at the relatively newly established Prosperity Bank. I had started off as a clerk, but was currently the senior manager. Four years in a fledgling bank could hardly count as ‘stupendous experience’. Besides, I had to admit with supreme embarrassment, that the pay I got in received in Prosperity Bank was lower than even that of the lowest-level clerk in Trust Bank. Performance bonus was unheard of.


                The self-appraisal of my own worth made me even more nervous. I tried to calm down by reminding myself that I had an MBA degree from one of the top business colleges in Bangalore, and that, my in depth study of accounting, marketing, communication, entrepreneurship, human resource management, international management and internet marketing would definitely work in my favor. Then I pinched myself and said ‘Take a reality check, Vicky Pereira. So many people in India seem to have an MBA degree. How can be sure that your competitors don’t?’.


                Desperation overtook idle evaluation as the face of Edwina floated in front of me. Edwina, with her high-cheek bones, smoldering bespectacled charcoal-on-fire eyes and sulky red pout. The woman who had grown up with me, yet had come to mean infinitely more in the recent years….Edwina had given an ultimatum; I quote her verbatim “either marry me this year, else go about your business. I can’t indefinitely wait”.


                If I didn’t marry her this year, Edwina would get hitched to someone else. She was twenty-seven, an age at which girls here are immensely and invariably pressurized to get married. If Edwina didn’t do it by choice, her parents would force her into an arranged marriage. Edwina was an independent, highly ambitious accountant earning her own living, but when it came to personal decisions, the parents still had hegemony….


                Edwina had told me that she didn’t mind taking on the role of the main bread winner and support me even if I decided not to work for even a single day. While I thought this a sweet and generous offer, I couldn’t dream of taking it up. I, as the man, was expected to provide for my wife, not the other way around. If I didn’t work, people would label me a loser.


                They already did, I sometimes felt. Or at least, they didn’t take me seriously enough. Perhaps it had something to do with my symmetrical face which was more feminine than masculine, the natural arch of my shapely eyebrows or the fair comely dough-like body that graced my 5’4 frame. In an attempt to gain height, I had tried wadding the insoles of my shoes with rubber, but that hadn’t helped much. I still appeared shorter than the average man. Edwina didn’t approve of my artificial attempts at looking taller. She wanted people to be themselves, even at the cost of my appearing like a stunted dwarf when I stood beside her lanky 5’8 frame. To appear more masculine, I had tried growing a goatee, but Edwina had issued strict orders to shave it off, saying it irritated her skin when we kissed. ‘You are prettier than a doll, Vicky’ she had breathed in a moment of touching intimacy ‘why would you want to spoil your features with that obnoxious facial hair?’. ‘Pretty’ is a rather unusual adjective to describe a man. But I suppose, with my calf-like eyes, upturned button nose and a small shapely naturally pink mouth, it could apply to me. Pretty, not handsome. Strange. But the adjective didn’t bother me because I was obviously manly enough to have girlfriend—a girlfriend with personality.


                Presently, I noticed the female interview candidate appear from the conference room. She was looking as cool as a cucumber. From her expression, it was impossible to speculate as to how the interview had transpired. The middle aged guy went in next. He was sweating profusely. In barely five minutes, the look of a hunted creature on his face was more pronounced. I held my breath. My turn was next.


                No, it was a false alarm. The bespectacled man was ushered in. I took the chance to appraise myself in the mirror. The two-piece beige suit I had chosen for the D-day was two sizes too big for me. It sat bulky and awkward over my shoulders. Stealthily avoiding my eye, some of my morning’s coffee had spilt forth from my mug and had decided to settle on the fabric on the trouser fabric corresponding with my left thigh. On hindsight, I should have selected with a darker color; the grey suit Edwina was urging me to wear. Instead of my ridiculously pink bow tie, a navy blue or a dark purple would have been more in sync with power dressing. The shoes I had on hadn’t been evenly polished; it had dark brown splotchy patches on it, interspersed with areas that hadn’t been touched at all by polish. All in all, I was a mess.


                ‘Vicky Pereira!’ from beneath the film of daydreaming, I recognized the name that was called out as my own. I was being ushered in to the conference room to be grilled, interrogated and questioned. My nerves were so much on the edge that I wished I hadn’t passed the written interview at all. Had I failed then, I wouldn’t have reached this stage at all. Anyway, here I was. In no way could I evade the situation, unless I took to my heels and ran. And wasn’t a very graceful thing to do.


                I crossed over from the area I seated in and walked into the conference room where the interviews were being conducted. I felt that it was the solemn duty of the interviewers to hold an interview in surroundings less intimidating than this one. I walked in with butterflies in my stomach. I found three people: two ladies and a gentleman on the interview panel. One was a dame in her mid-fifties. She was dressed in a saree and had a short curly mop of hair on her head. The second was a man of indeterminate age, wearing a non-descript, but evidently expensive two-piece navy blue suit. The third was a stern forbidding-looking woman in her 40s. She was dressed in a mustard-colored skirt, with a cream shirt and a matching jacket. Her straight hair had been left loose and sharp face adorned with a pair of black-rimmed glasses. From beneath the desk, I could see her glistening long legs and powerful ‘I’ll-stab-you’ stilettos. She looked forbidding, to say the least. Incidentally, it was she who spoke first.


                ‘Have a seat, Mr. Pereira’ she said in a gelid voice, as if she was reading out my death sentence. The chilly blue walls of the uncompromisingly intimidating conference room were closing in on me. The knots in my stomach got tighter. I had to take a deep, almost vengeful breath to release it.


                Then they started shooting questions. Some seemed innocuous enough at the beginning, but fool I was not to realize they had a hidden agenda interwoven within them. The first question, thrown by the senior lady recruiter, was a real bender:


                ‘What are your hobbies?’ she asked in a mild matter-of-fact manner. Apart from work, my only real hobby in life was romancing my girlfriend, Edwina, but I could hardly mention that to an interviewer. ‘None’ I grinned from ear to ear like a real dope ‘I believe in giving 100% focus to my work’. Later on, while reviewing the mistakes I’d made at the interview, Edwina told me that I should have mentioned something I was fairly interested in, cricket for instance, for not having interests outside of work indicated a lack of growth potential which would be (and was) viewed negatively by the recruiters.


                ‘What are your strengths?’ Ms. Formidable asked. I had rehearsed for this one and recited the answer like a ready parrot—‘I am a quick learner, a socially sensitive person, a good organizer and these things totally work in my favor’. ‘Fool’ Edwina chided me later, ‘you fool of an ass. It’s not enough if you just enlist qualities. The recruiters would want to know the instances during which you used them. You should have given examples to explain the above!’ Too bad, just when I had thought I had clinched this one, at least.


                ‘Why do you wish to join our organization?’ Mr. Non-descript asked in not too petrifying a manner ‘Well, Sir’ I simpered like an idiot ‘who wouldn’t want to join Trust Bank?’. ‘Dolt’ Edwina later slapped her forehead with her bony fingers ‘Vicky, that was the most asinine thing one could say. Such an answer was committing career suicide’. ‘Then what should I have said?’ I said without the least bit of ego. I knew Edwina was quite superior to me, intellect and capability-wise, and didn’t mind taking a leaf or two out off her rather prudent notebook. ‘Well’ began Edwina pushing her frameless glasses higher up her nose ‘before you apply for a job, it is basic good manners to have knowledge of the organization you’re interested in. Go through their websites, do thorough research. You should have told the recruiters that the job of a manager in Trust Bank matches your skills and values. That it provides an opportunity to contribute through your skills. That you appreciate the creativity, enthusiasm and the steady growth of the bank. If I were you, I would have lauded the transparency and openness of Trust Bank.


                I could currently feel Ms. Formidable appraising me closely. It was clear that she was extremely skeptical about my occupying the position of Senior Manager at Prosperity Bank.


                ‘Hmm Mr. Pereira…’ she asked clearing her throat ‘Do you see yourself as a team player? Would you be able to lead a group?’


                ‘From my previous experience, Ma’am, I have found that working in a group is useless. Humans are so full of chaos, squabbles and disharmony; leading a herd of buffaloes would be easier. I’d rather be the proverbial lone wolf’. Edwina’s reaction to this bit of idiocy was the most extreme. She gnashed her rather predatory incisors together and said ‘I’m sorry to say, but your two years experience as a clerk and manager and two as a senior manager has taught you nothing! Such careers thrive on team work. You are meant to work closely with the marketing team and other managers to guide the junior staff! Tell me, did you disburse loans without consultation, advice customers without prior discussion with your colleagues? If you had to define yourself as the ‘proverbial lone wolf’ then you should have been an artist, hermit, drifter, not a goddamn banker!’


                I found I couldn’t think of anything by way of defense. I had used the proverbial axe to chop off my own feet.


                ‘What do you like to read? Have you done any courses, joined any programmes for self development?’ Mr. Non-descript asked. The truth was I read very little. Any little time I had, I used to browse the newspaper headlines. The rest I used to read erotica. I could hardly admit that in front of a recruiter. Instead I said, ‘No. I think reading is overrated and so is this so-called self-development. These are pretentious concepts that have only evolved off late. My father hardly read the newspapers, never as much as touched a magazine, yet managed to provide for us all’. The mild-looking recruiter looked slightly aghast. The ladies exchanged flabbergasted glances. Later, when I mentioned my response to Edwina, she shrieked ‘Vicky, that’s the worst answer anyone could’ve given! Without reading, you’re as good as dead! You could, at least, have told them you read ‘The Financial Times or something!’ ‘But that’s a lie’ I said ‘I don’t read the financial times. The last thing I read was ‘The Many Flames of Rose Red—real steamy romance novel it was’. ‘Really’ Edwina rolled her eyes ‘I don’t know if I have a boyfriend or a girlfriend’. ‘Any doubts?’ I asked flashing my 5 inch cock at her.


                ‘Describe emergencies in some of your jobs where you had to reschedule your timings?’ Ms. Short Hair’s question brought me back to earth.


                ‘A rescheduling of timings, no way!’ I blubbered having become quite comfortable by now ‘the bank has an eight hour schedule and I adhere to it’. ‘Oh no, Vicky’ Edwina’s bespectacled eyes were serenely grave now ‘your answer must have given the recruiters the impression that you are not a flexible, committed person. They may have felt that you may not be willing to put in longer hours in case there is an emergency’. ‘That is true enough’ I replied kissing her ruby lips ‘I wouldn’t stretch myself out for a mere job. Any free time, I’d spend with you, my sweet!’. ‘I don’t know whether to be flattered or angry’ said Edwina looking at me despondently.


                Presently, the recruiters dismissed me and asked to be seated in the waiting area. The other candidates had left. The waiting area was quite comfortable, albeit a bit over lit. Presently, Ms. Forbidding came strutting towards me. I screwed my eyes up in the bright light in order to read her expression, but failed. I stood up reverentially.


                ‘Good news or bad?’ I allowed myself to ask.


                ‘Depends on your ambition quotient’ Ms. Forbidding said ‘but let’s start with introductions: I know your name, but you don’t know mine. I am Sheba Phillips, chief recruiter and general manager of Trust Bank’.


                ‘Pleased to meet you, Ma’am’ I waited with bated breath wanting to know what fate had in store for me.


                ‘I am sorry to inform you, Mr. Vicky Pereira that you’ve lost the position of Senior Manager. In fact, going by your rather poor performance at the interview, we ruled you out for the post of manager as well’.


                ‘The good news?’ I asked, turning my face to a side like a boxer evading a blow.


                ‘Is that you still get to be with Trust Bank’ Sheba said ‘albeit as a clerk’.


                














Chapter 2 - Flurry over a Uniform


                ‘It doesn’t matter’ said Edwina making sweet placating noises, helping me pick my suit the next morning ‘Clerks in Trust Bank are probably paid more than Senior Managers in Prosperity Bank’. She had freshly had a shower which made her dusky skin glow. She was just dressed in a long t-shirt, giving me an uninhibited view of her splendorous brown legs. Her curly frizzled locks were perched on top of her head like a crazy bird’s nest. Her frameless glasses were warily balanced on top of her fine, slightly oversized nose.


                ‘Absolutely, right’ I said trying to select from a wide array of clothes ‘that’s why I didn’t refuse Sheba. Finally, we picked out a black full-sleeved black suit, with a pin-striped blue shirt, a blue lapel, a neck-tie with intricate designs and a breast pocket where a striped blue handkerchief was displayed. I paired them off with a clean pair of socks and black well-polished loafers. I applied gel over my freshly washed hair and parted it side-ways in my customary style. In the meantime, Edwina had had a quick shower, had dressed in a form-fitting sea green skirt, a light pistachio colored shirt and trademark black clogs. She had collected all the wild frizzy hair on top of her head in a neat, contained bun. She picked her briefcase up, gave me a quick peck on the cheek and rushed out to get into her office car that was hooting impatiently. ‘I would have loved to stay, longer and give you a pep-talk, darling’ she called out as she rushed out of the ‘but I am real busy with auditing. You know how it is at the end of the financial year’.


                ‘I understand, hon’ I smiled and waved ‘and thanks for helping me pick out the suit!’


                ‘Anytime, sweets!’ Edwina yelled as she traipsed down the steps and then yelled something indecipherable that sounded like ‘All the best!’.


                I flagged an autorickshaw down and proudly directed him to drive me to Trust Bank. ‘Are you the manager, Sir?’ asked the driver visibly impressed, but then became abruptly silent when I told him I was a clerk. The exchange did bother me a little, but I decided not to let trifles spoil my day. After all, being associated with Trust Bank itself was worthy of great respect and honor.


                I passed the gate and noticed an armed security guard standing at the entrance. ‘Golly!’ I thought to myself. ‘This is such a definite improvement over Prosperity Bank. Sure, we had CCTVs there, but no armed guards!’. As I went in, I did a quick reconnaissance of the surroundings. As I walked ahead, climbed a flight of stairs and reached the inside of the building, the waiting section with multi-hued chairs came on my left. This is where I had spent many a nail-biting moment the previous day, while waiting for my chance at the interview. I had spent some time there after the interview as well, at the behest of recruiters. To my right was a cubicle that dispersed challans (a local word for official forms).  As I ambled on a few steps ahead, I noticed the conference room where I had been interviewed. The manager’s cubicle, with a round table surrounded by chairs, was located at the extreme left. I could see that that it was still unoccupied.


                At this juncture, Sheba happened to be in vicinity, personally came to meet me. She was dressed in a grey two- piece suit and a very becoming string of black pearls around her neck. She gave me a short, formal smile and introduced me to one of the other clerks. The clerk, Maya, was a petite young woman in her early twenties. Her compact body was packed in a knee-length red skirt and a buttoned top of the same hue. She wore black stockings and black 3 cm high heeled clogs. Her hair was tied up in a bun and secured neatly in a net. I noticed that Maya wore plenty of make-up: layers of foundation, generous slathering of blue eye-shadow, many strokes of black eyeliner and mascara and a lavish coating of dark crimson lipstick. She gave me a slightly wider smile than Sheba had and led me through a corridor. I felt slightly embarrassed at having had to traverse the distance with a clerk: I mean, I knew I was given the same designation, but would have felt way better if Sheba had accompanied me the first time around. That way, other employees would have given me the benefit of doubt for, at least for a few hours. Now, all of them knew, straight-away, that I was a clerk. At the end of the corridor, directly opposite, I saw suited-booted (alternately, Sareed-sandaled) customer executives (or relationship managers as they were more prominently called) sitting in rows, intently gazing at their computer systems. One or two of them had customers and were immersed in explaining what seemed to be convoluted financial schemes to them. Among the customer executives, I saw Mr. Bespectacled and the girl who had given the interview with me. So, they had been selected for posts which were higher than mine. For the first time since having failed the interview, did I experience serious regret at not having performed better.


                I broke out of my reverie when my colleague Maya ushered me into a cubicle that clearly had cashier/clerk written on it. It was only now that the pathetic nature of my situation hit me in full blast. Mine was a mere “front office” position. The different cubicles were marked as current deposits, term deposits, savings account, retail loans, agricultural loans and cash credit sections. Sheba had told me that I was a general clerk. That means my duties included elementary jobs like data entry, making pass book entries, preparing demand drafts, Banker’s checks, pay orders; passing checks issued by customers, crediting customers’ account with the amount mentioned in a check, preparing check return memos, issuing tokens for cash payment and preparing fixed deposit receipts. In addition, I also had to handle foreign currency transactions and assist employers in applying for credit cards. In addition, I was also in charge of issuing loans, hence had to do all the vetting required before applying for one. ‘Sheba Ma’am asked me to tell you’ a middle aged clerk told me ‘that apart from the duties you have been informed about, you also have to do chores for seniors as and when they arise’.


                I nodded while, I stealthily studied my colleges. All of them, incidentally women, were dressed in the same red uniform, with black stockings and high-heeled clogs and had their hair tied in the same meshed bun. I took my seat, feeling slightly embarrassed of the fact that I was the only male in a female dominated section. But then, these things did happen. One had no choice but to take them in one’s stride.


                Just then, an elderly man leaning on a lacquered stick came in. He wanted to apply for a loan for purchasing a new house. I talked courteously to him and patiently examined his personal and financial details. His credit history was rather good, the other banks in which he claimed to have accounts clarified that he indeed had them and would be in a position to pay the Trust Bank back in two years. The government office in which he had been working in as a junior geologist also clarified that the customer had retired from service ten years back and was drawing a steady pension of Rs. 30, 000 for the past ten years and would be capable of returning the loan within the stipulated time period.


                Just then, Sheba saw us talking together and came and spoke sharply to the man. ‘Mr. Sharma’ she said authoritatively ‘Going by some discrepancy one of our clerks had previously found, Trust Bank had rejected your request for a loan. I think it’s improper on your part to come again and waste our time’.


                Mr. Sharma was obviously of a generation who did not see women as equal to men. Since Sheba was a woman, he just assumed that I, a man, was her superior. With a malevolent gleam in his beady eyes, he told Sheba ‘I do not need your permission anymore, woman. The kind manager here took my details and has verified my credit worthiness. He has ensured that I am eligible for the loan. Who you are, may I ask, to dispute his decision?’.


                ‘First of all, Sir’ said Sheba trying to control her obviously mercurially rising temper ‘I would like to request you to keep a civil tongue in your mouth. Secondly, I would like to request you to desist from being sexist. Just because I am a woman doesn’t mean I am in a position inferior to that of this man’s. For your kind information, I am several rungs above him. I am the bank GM where as he is just a clerk’.


                Too haughty to render an apology, the elderly man spat contemptuously on the floor and went off in a huff, hobbling on his lacquered cane. Sheba was obviously very upset by his very unceremonious exit. She decided to vent her ire on me.


                ‘Vicky’ she said assuming the most stentorian tone I could imagine ‘I think your very classy suit is the primary cause for this sort of confusion. It’s not fair to me or, for that matter, on any of the other clerks here. May I request you to wear a jacket just like the ladies here?’


                ‘Sure, Ma’am, that shouldn’t be a problem’ I said humbly ‘Do I have to get it specially tailored?’


                ‘No, jackets are available in the shopping complex just opposite’ Sheba informed me ‘they sell all sizes. It’s just the skirts that we get specially tailored’. I wondered if I had to pay for the jacket with my own pocket. Sheba seemed to read my mind for she said ‘Don’t worry; the bank will reimburse the amount within two days. The security guard will give you a badge bearing the bank logo. Please pin it on your jacket’. She called Maya over and asked her to accompany me to the shopping complex. Maya got up with an obliging smile and gesticulated to me to come out with her. As I walked through the corridor, I could see the new relationship managers evaluating me. I felt embarrassed of being seen with a clerk. Or rather, it was highly humiliating for me to be a clerk. We walked over to the complex and bought a jacket in no time. However, wearing it embarrassed me a bit because the jacket had obviously been stitched for a female. The contours at the sides were tapering so as to flatter a woman’s curves and the tailor had gone a step ahead to ensure total femininity for the wearer by equipping the front of the jacket with an amply padded in-built bra. Buttoning the jacket up made me look like some kind of a freaky man with boobs, so I walked into the office with the buttons open. The wind flapped against my red jacket, revealing my royal-looking suit and tie. Sheba, who was standing in the doorway, wasn’t too happy with this. ‘Button the jacket up, Vicky’ she ordered. I reluctantly did as instructed, disconcerted by the prominent mounds at the front of my chest and the nubile tapering of the waistline. As Maya and I walked down the corridor, I heard a relationship manage titter. I couldn’t help thinking that my shape and silhouette were a reason for her amusement. I took my seat, highly uncomfortable in my upper garment.


                The security guard came in with the badge bearing the bank logo. He ogled my padded jacket in a rather lewd manner. I pinned the badge on the front of my jacket, and then dismissed the security guard rather sharply.


                A few weeks passed by.  Thanks to a charted accountancy bank she was preparing for, Edwina was quite busy. In between, we managed to steal a few kisses and have a quickie. For someone whose life depended on love, I was flagrantly unhappy with how little time I got to spend with my girlfriend. I wished Edwina’s exams were out of the way so that I could rejoice in her company. Meanwhile, I tried to draw on stored memory: the touch of her fingers on my cheek, the feel of her palm on mine and the heat of those pulsating ruby lips as they achingly closed in on mine….


                One morning, a young girl who had turned eighteen a few months ago walked into the bank seeking assistance. She had, with the help of her parents, opened an independent bank account, but wasn’t very sure as to how to go about with basic day-to-day transactions like making withdrawals, deposits, loan payments etc. Since in spite of being in the finance sector, I had more of an inclination towards arts, music, literature etc, I could empathize with the young girl’s ignorance. I willingly and patiently explained the transactions to her and even helped her make a withdrawal. As the girl was going out, a middle-aged colleague of mine, named Rani, happened to be coming towards the clerk’s wing. She evidently knew our young customer for she said ‘Hey Sheena! May I assist you?’. ‘No, Aunty’ said the girl said cheerily pointing towards me ‘the head clerk there taught me everything’. Before her shocked aunt could put her niece in the right, young Sheena had walked away. Rani was left boiling, fuming and nearly exploding with fury. ‘Why’ she loudly mumbled under her breath ‘I have been employed here for a good twenty years and have still not been promoted! Thanks to a jacket a new employee gets, he is thought of as the head clerk overnight!’ Sheba, who happened to be standing in the corridor, overheard Rani. She disappeared indoors and presently arrived with an entourage I recognized as the HR team. Indicating me, she told the HR team: ‘Take his measurements. Get a pair of pants stitched for him. It should be red: the same shade as the one female clerks wear’.


                ‘But Ma’am that’s quite unnecessary’ I tried to object ‘I could wear one of my own red trousers’.


                ‘Please Mr. Pereira. We can’t have disgruntled employees here just to make you happy’ Sheba said strictly (she used my surname only when she was particularly mad) ‘so, don’t dictate to me’ before turning her back and strutting off on her high heels.


                ‘Yes, Ma’am’ I said and patiently waited for the fateful pair of red trousers which I was sure would make me look like a circus clown. They arrived in two days time. I tried them on in my girlfriend’s flat. The fabric was comfortable and so was the fitting. However, I wished the color was a more masculine one: blue, black, grey, even white, but not red. Edwina, who had her nose deeply buried in her books, took a break to snicker at me. ‘Why Vicky, you look like--’


                 ‘--An acrobat?’ I completed the sentence for her.


                 ‘I was going to say tomato—a smooth red tomato’ Edwina laughed.


                I spent the next few weeks reporting at work looking like a ‘smooth red tomato’. The feminine colors, combined with the womanish contoured jacket did draw a few comments and chortles from the other sections. However, my colleagues, the clerks, seemed to be a glum lot. They kept to themselves and didn’t even reply to my chirpy “Good Mornings”, “Good Evenings” and other well-mannered greetings. I was at the receiving end of flashing angry eyes and ice cold glares. Even Maya, who usually grinned if our eyes happened to meet, gave me a hostile, frosty nosed stare. In the beginning I didn’t understand why they were unhappy with me, but noticed a few days later that they also wished to be given the pair of trousers and the option to wear either skirt or trousers; they were unhappy that only I was getting a special treatment. All around, there were hushed whispers that suddenly stopped when I stepped into the clerks’ cubicle. I could feel resentful glares prying my back while I was working. Something was bubbling under the surface like an unfriendly cold war. Fuck office politics!


                One morning, as soon as Sheba came in, all my fellow clerks barged into her office in a herd. Their jaws were set in determination; resolve writ large on their faces. After about ten minutes, all of them arrived with Sheba following a status-conscious distance behind. She reminded me of the Holy Shepherd guiding and navigating His herd. The allusion made me giggle.


                ‘I didn’t get the joke, Vicky’ she said banefully.  


                ‘Oh, it’s nothing. I just…’ I stammered and stood up.


                Sheba glared at me. Then a torrent of words gushed forth from her. ‘Well, we have been having much unrest since you’ve joined’ she said ‘the ladies here feel that I pander to all your whims and fancies. Since they have been here for a longer time than you and work equally hard, they demand equality. They feel that I am being partial to you by getting a pair of trousers stitched especially for you. To put an end to this ‘discrimination’ they demand that I get trousers stitched for them too. Now, that is out of the question. I can’t waste bank funds by investing in such wasteful expenditure. Therefore, I have an order. Please wear the same red skirt as the other clerks from tomorrow’.


                ‘Madam’ I said doubling up with laughter ‘I am a man. You’re joking, right?’


                ‘You might be in a mood for gags, Mr. Pereira, but I am not’ Sheba snapped ‘please do as told; else we’ll have to fire you’. She walked off with her bottom moving rhythmically to the staccato beats of her heels, before I could voice another protestation.


                I looked around. The other clerks had taken their places in the cubicles, with a naive guileless look on their faces. I was indignant at this pretence of innocence when all of them had just been responsible for putting me in the kind of peculiar quandary I found myself in. ‘Maya’ I addressed my old friend a bit testily ‘where do I purchase a skirt?’ Since the so-called problem of ‘discrimination on the basis of gender’ was resolved, Maya was willing to speak to me. ‘You could enquire at the same shopping complex we bought your jacket from’ she said ‘all of us purchased our skirts from there. The bank will reimburse the costs’.


                On my way back home, I stopped at the shopping complex, and after some dilly-dallying, asked for a red skirt. While the shop assistant displayed the designs, I pretended to be buying the feminine garment for my girlfriend. Thankfully, another customer walked in and the shop assistant was momentarily distracted. I used the opportunity to sneak into the changing room and slipped the skirt on.


                 Since my waist was naturally quite small, the skirt did fit. But the trouble that I had anticipated arose. The garment hung loosely over my hip and rear; regions where the ladies are naturally better endowed than males. Still, I thought a size 28 would be a worthwhile purchase and had it packed by the shop assistant.


                As I made my way back, Edwina flung her books in the air and rushed to hug me. ‘I am a free bird now!’ she said kissing me on the lips ‘My exams are finished!’


                ‘Mine are just beginning’ I said with a doleful expression on my face and narrated the strange nature of orders that I had received that day. I also told Edwina that I had problems with the skirt-fitting, considering the different nature of male and female anatomies. ‘That should be no problem’ said Edwina shrugging ‘the local tailor would set it right in a jiffy!’. We sauntered down to the tailor’s shop. To avoid rousing the tailor’s suspicious, we fabricated that our wedding was coming up and that I needed the skirt for a pantomime at my bachelor’s party. The tailor amusedly obliged and handed me the altered skirt in a few minutes.


                The next day, I gingerly wore the skirt beneath my mortifyingly padded coat. I appraised myself in the mirror. My reflection blushed a deeper shade of crimson than my uniform. At this point, I was supremely embarrassed to note that my legs, emerging from beneath the skirt, stood out like two sturdy, hirsute monsters. I kicked myself for not having brought a pair of black stockings and clogs like the ones female employees in my division wore. I forlornly combed my hair and opted for the usual side parting. I appraised by chin and was disheartened to note that it was covered by stubble that was about half an inch long. So preoccupied had I been in my effeminate escapades, that—shaving—the inconvenient yet mandatory necessity of every man with a functioning reproductive system had entirely skipped my mind!


                Just when I was going to salvage the shaving kit from my cupboard, the clock struck 9 am. I was late by thirty minutes! Sheba had already given me a stringent warning, she’d definitely fire me if she realized that I was walking in at any given time, without paying due heed to the bank timings. My sandwich was yet in the microwave. I grabbed it, made a dash for my briefcase and rushed out into the roads, desperately flagging down an autorickshaw. The rickshaw driver regarded me with a mixture of perplexity and amusement. However, perhaps because I seemed harried, he didn’t think it appropriate to bother me with questions.


                I stopped in front of the bank and paid the driver. I must have presented quite a spectacle for the security guard’s jaw nearly dropped down to the floor. Then he became sentient of Sheba’s glare on his back. The security guard quickly recovered himself and raised his hand in a lukewarm salute. As it is, the esteemed man didn’t accord too much respect to clerks; in my current ignominious avatar, I could barely expect any more.


                I walked in through the corridors and occupied my wing. The customers were yet to come. The staff didn’t even raise their eyes towards me, lest they lost control and sniggered. The draconian Sheba had probably warned them against any such impudence towards a co-worker. One had to probably thank the good God for small mercies.


                Just when I was marveling at my luck, an event that transpired reminded me as to how crossed my stars were. The president, CEO and the general manager of a fairly well-known industrial unit known as Sehegals Ltd. came in to ask for a loan to diversify their business to include petroleum and pesticides also. Since it was my duty to check their credit history and assess their creditworthiness, the two suited booted gentlemen and a distinguished looking lady in dignified grey cotton saree sauntered directly towards me. Trying to maintain a natural demeanor, I asked for the financial details of the bank. The president, a stringent-looking middle aged man, gave them to me promptly. However, I could see he was regarding the incongruous elements of my person: the grizzled beard, succeeded by the ribald padded boobs, the reprehensibly short skirt and my obscenely hairy legs with a marked look of disapproval and distaste. As I followed the routine procedure of phoning other financial institutions to check and verify facts, I noticed the unsavory look on the CEO’s and the general manager’s faces also. Just when I had picked the phone up to contact a third bank, the three got up abruptly and made a movement to leave. Sheba accosted them at the entrance and asked them what was wrong.


                ‘Really, Ms. Phillips’ snorted the CEO ‘You keep a man dressed in drag in your front office and then ask us what is wrong? It’s truly scandalous! We never expected this from Trust Bank!’.


                All entreaties of Sheba fell on deaf ears. Under the assumption that the whole parody had been staged as a ploy to deliberately insult them, the three left in a huff. A disgraced Sheba walked towards me and said ‘Listen, thanks to you, we’ve lost a major patron today. A bank of our reputation and standing can’t afford to be disgraced because of only one employee. It’s a matter of pride. Losing any more customers is definitely unimaginable…. When I asked you to wear a skirt, I meant to ask you to feminize the entire package: get a tracheal shave and an electrolysis done, take that stubble off, and for heaven’s sake, get yourself a decent wig! Your short crew cut appears so mismatched with your outfit. And I expect you to follow the same make-up pattern as the other clerks. I give you a week for the entire process’.


                ‘Really Ms. Sheba, all this is reprehensible. It’s beneath my dignity. I absolutely refuse to do it!’


                ‘Then you’re fired, Mr. Pereira’ said Sheba in a glassy, unwavering tone ‘a week for feminization, else you are fired’.


                














Chapter 3 - Reversal is the Name of the Game


                ‘Maybe we should address the concern of a head-piece first’ my girlfriend Edwina said ‘your boyish crop is definitely incongruous with the dress code!’. I accompanied her to a store called ‘Bhavana Kangan’ which sold jewelry, make-up and other items for women. Edwina herself used very few accessories, but Bhavana Kangan was apparently the favorite hub of her girl pals. ‘But would they have a wig?’ I dubiously asked Edwina on our way to the store. ‘They certainly will’ replied my girlfriend. Her conviction proved right for the salesperson displayed a plethora of wigs on the counter. ‘I think we should go with straight hair’ said Edwina ‘it goes best with the natural texture and tendency of your hair’. At first, I was apprehensive of trying on a wig. ‘Go ahead’ Edwina encouraged me ‘It’s just like wearing a cap: a cap with hair’. As I fit the ‘cap’ with long straight tresses attached to it on my head, I felt it was the perfect fit. It settled comfortably over my crown and came right down to the temples, ending just behind the ears. The salesgirl gave me a mirror to appraise myself. I noticed that the wig didn’t puff up in the ridiculous artificial manner other wigs did, but stood leveled and natural on top of my head. It was the most amazing head-piece I’d ever come across.


                ‘You could hardly leave it loose like this’ said my girlfriend cutting into my thoughts ‘the girls in your office tie their hair in a bun right?’


                ‘We could scrunch up the wig and tie it in a bun’ I said getting more and more immersed in the process of my feminization. Then I became aware of the salesgirl regarding me queerly. ‘My colleagues and I are staging a play at the office: I am playing the role of a girl’ I said offering clarification for my questionable taste in shopping. The girl nodded, but didn’t look half convinced.


                We left Bhavana Kangan and walked into a hair removal clinic. The personnel there were more professional than the semi-literate salesgirl at Bhavana Kangan, therefore I was spared the arduous task of explaining myself. They cut my body hair to a few millimeters, and then ran a laser through my entire body: my face, arms, legs, chest and groin region were free of all traces of the ugly follicle. My head was currently the only part that could boast of hair.


                I was supposed to return a week later for my second session of laser treatment; the technician informed me that owing to the thickness and coarseness of my hair, I’d require a total of seven sessions. I was to avoid exposing myself to the sun during the course of the treatment.


                Electrolysis was a liberating yet susceptible experience. On one hand, I felt really great to be rid of all hair follicles. Yet, in the middle of the night, I woke up feeling extremely vulnerable. With the sheath of hairy protection I had had all my life stripped, I felt naked in spite of wearing a full-sleeved pajama suit. However, I found sex during this time to be an especially pleasurably experience; without the barrier of my public hair, I was able to feel my sweetheart more intimately than before. There were times, when I would wake up in the middle of the night, to discover that I was aroused beyond words; the rubbing of my hairless groin region against the fabric of my underwear proved stimulating enough for an orgasm.


                ‘Sleep well, darling’ Edwina phoned to remind me during one of these amorous nights ‘we have your tracheal shave scheduled for 10 am tomorrow’.


                ‘The removal of the Adam’s apple?’ I said uneasily.


                ‘Yes, darling’.


                ‘Thanks for reminding me’ I nervously said before hanging up.


                The next day, I underwent the minor surgical procedure, in which a small surgical incision was made at the precincts of my windpipe and my Adam’s apple extracted. It took negligible time for the scar to heal, and within a week, it was just a small thin white line. I decided that I had taken considerable days off work and called Sheba up to tell her that I’d be returning the next day. ‘That’s good, we’re grossly short-staffed here’ Sheba replied in her typical hard-boiled manner. She paused for a minute before demanding ‘Have you done the needful?’


                ‘Yes Ma’am, I have’ I said before hanging up.


                Edwina came over the next morning. She dabbed foundation that was closest to my skin tone all over my face. It spread smoothly over my hairless, velvety peach-like skin. Edwina then neatly outlined my lips and filled them with a rich crimson lip-color. She took her time over my eyes; outlining them, curling my lashes and applying mascara to make them look longer. Once she was done, Edwina ejaculated an ‘Ah!’, like a master chef delighted with her own delectable cooking ‘but you look good enough to eat!’


                I looked at myself in the mirror. I indeed looked good. To the ostensible eye, I could pass off as a genetic female. My naturally feminine face was rendered prettier after laser hair removal and application of make-up. Gathered into a neat bun and covered with a net, my wig looked more natural than ever. My padded uniform made me look more feminine than I otherwise would have. It’s true that I appeared top-heavy, with relatively narrower hips than an average female’s, but this was a flaw only a hyper-critical eye would discern. Bereft of hair, my bare legs looked stunning and shapely. With a feeling almost bordering on reluctance, I drew the black stockings over them and encased my feet in a newly purchased pair of black clogs.


                The whole process was agony. Yet it had a pleasurable quality to it comparable maybe to the torturous process of having salt rubbed on open skin. Agony, yet not without a quality of erotic pleasure to it. This is perhaps what the poets referred to as ‘sweet torture’.


                I picked my briefcase up and tried to take slow, measured steps that were more in sync with the gender I was trying to represent. I flagged down a rickshaw and got in. The rickshaw driver spoke to me quite naturally and even addressed me as ‘Madam’. I breathed a sigh of relief. If the rickshaw driver hadn’t noticed anything out of the ordinary, the customers wouldn’t.


                I walked into the bank and noticed that the security guard saluted much as usual. All my colleagues behaved in a natural manner as if nothing was amiss. They had probably received strict instructions from Sheba to the effect. I was addressed as ‘Vicky’ just like before; I guess the fact that ‘Vicky’ could either be a boy or a girl proved to be especially convenient right now. I didn’t have to go through the further opprobrium of having to choose a female moniker for myself.


                Life continued in the same predictable pattern. Sheba had somehow managed to woo Sehegal Ltd back into taking a loan from Trust Bank, so there weren’t any hard feelings between us. Since we worked under an especially iron-fisted boss, none of my colleagues had the guts to chortle at or mock me. The customers who came in noticed nothing out of the ordinary while interacting with me. To them, I was a female bank employee just like any other.


                My life turned upside down the day Elena D’souza walked in. Elena D’souza had been one of the managers at Prosperity Bank. As the senior manager, I had been in a position to issue a few instructions to her, but man! did Elena turn out to be a difficult piece of goods! She invariably bossed over the junior staff and had frequent skirmishes with the marketing team. Pushed to desperation, these people would come to me and request me to ‘advise’ Elena to be more cooperative. I hadn’t encountered a harder job than that. Elena thought she was superior to everyone, including me. In keeping with that, all my attempts to ‘advise’ her had been unceremoniously rebuffed. It wouldn’t be wrong to say that Elena D’souza was was 5 feet 2 inches of acutely intense bossiness and bitchiness! On the brighter side, I had to admit that she was an intelligent girl with creative, innovative ideas for banking, but she definitely was not an easygoing person.


                Presently, I saw Elena come in with Sheba, dressed to the nines in a crisp peach formal shirt teamed with dark brown trousers. She had formal brown stiletto pumps on and carried a briefcase of the same hue. After taking with Sheba for a few minutes, Elena disappeared into the manager’s cubicle diagonally opposite the clerk’s wing! The girl who had been my underling was now my boss! So, the fact that another round of recruitments had been made the previous day was true. I tried to get my queasy head around a particularly unpleasant subordinate having now become my boss. ‘It all fits in, you ninny’ I chided myself ‘She was the manager at Prosperity; she is the manager at Trust Bank. People are usually not demoted like you. If they are, it’s never ever as extreme. That’s because they don’t fuck up their interviews like you did’. For the second time after having joined Trust Bank did I feel acute regret at my terrible performance in the interview.


                After a while, I recovered and decided to immerse myself in work. For half a day I kept myself busy preparing travel checks, saving bonds and money orders for customers. During the lunch break, I stretched my limbs a bit. I wasn’t very hungry, but at the behest of Maya, headed towards the bank canteen. Elena was there too, with a cup of coffee in hand. She happened to look in my direction. Probably struck by some familiarity: in the way I held my head, the angles at which I moved or the manner in which I laughed, rang a bell. Elena fixed a particularly riveted stare on me. ‘Oh God, dear God, please’ I prayed fervently ‘Let her not recognize me. I’d be dead meat if she did’. God apparently didn’t listen to my prayers for I saw Elena walking towards me. Her dark face, short podgy form and canny bulging eyes drew closer. In a moment, she was just a yard away from me.


                ‘Vicky Pereira’ it was a statement, not a question. Of course, the terrible piece of work had recognized me. Could there be mistaking my idiotic black calf-like eyes, ‘cute’ button of a nose and small rosebud of a mouth? Never.


                ‘Hello, Elena’ I tried to smile, but ended up grimacing instead. I was terribly uneasy. I was wearing the clerk’s uniform, so my designation was now no secret from Elena.


                ‘Look at you!’ she said in genuine surprise ‘Well, I never!’.


                ‘Life is unpredictable, isn’t it?’ I pretended to be very sportive, but wasn’t feeling as great inside. Needs of humiliation pricked me all over.


                ‘You can say that again!’ said Elena regarding my wig, ribald padded jacket and stocking-encased legs. The corners of her thin mouth curled in a contemptuous, mocking smile.


                After the lunch break, I returned to the clerk’s wing. A regular customer called Mrs. Pai slowed walked over towards me. She was dressed in a white saree of mourning and was sniffling slightly. Her cherubic face had lost its characteristic chubbiness. Her usual cheer was replaced by a melancholy expression. The corners of her perennially smiling mouth drooped down.


                ‘Hello, Mrs. Pai’ I greeted, before asking ‘Is everything alright?’


                ‘Not at all, Vicky’ Mrs. Pai said wiping tears off her cheeks ‘My husband passed away three weeks ago. He was returning home after a rather long business trip to the US, when the plane he was in crashed’.


                ‘So, Mr. Pai was in the recent Boeing 801 crash?’ I asked ‘This is terrible news, Madam. Please accept my heart-felt condolences’. I was more than stunned by the news. Mr. Pai, a kind, cheerful gentleman of not more than 45, dead? It was impossible to believe that such a lively person was no more.


                ‘Thank you, Vicky’ said Mrs. Pai regaining her composure ‘terrible things do happen sometimes. I have to now get a grip on myself. After all, I have two minor children to bring up…..that’s why I came to you for assistance’.


                ‘I’d be glad to be of use’ I said sincerely.


                ‘Vicky, Mr. Pai and I have an “Either or survivor” account in Trust Bank” said Mrs. Pai ‘I am the second account holder (Mr. Pai was the first). Could I operate it? What do the policies of your bank say?’


                ‘Sure, Ma’am’ I said ‘As far as I know, you certainly can operate it’.


                ‘Why you son-of-a-bitch, why are you misleading customers?!’ the booming voice that had emanated from behind startled both me and the bereaved Mrs. Pereira. I turned in the direction of the sound to take in Elena in all her bossy, rotund glory, flashing her bulbous eyes at me fiercely ‘why are you misleading the poor lady when you know very well that the second account holder can’t operant an “Either or survivor account”? Do you get some kind of a sadistic pleasure out of all this?’


                ‘No, definitely not, Ms. D’souza’ I said taken aback ‘I didn’t know the policy had changed’.


                ‘Then you are mighty incompetent-- an incompetent airhead who does keep herself updated with crucial changes!’  Elena yelled at me so loudly that every single soul present in the bank—my colleagues, customers and janitors—stood still and stared.


                 ‘Well, the policy must have been changed very recently’ I feebly said, my cheeks going hot with shame.


                ‘It’s been a good two days and you still don’t know?!’ Elena said outraged ‘I joined today, yet I do! Wastrels remain wastrels: be they be at Prosperity or in Trust Bank!’ she insinuated and strutted back to her chamber, leaving me all alone to deal with the stares, nudges and whispers the scene had created.


                I went home in a glum mood, hoping to find solace in Edwina’s vibrant company. However, I was shell-shocked to find my usually composed girlfriend in a mess. Edwina had crumpled into a sorry heap on the floor and was crying inconsolably. My encounter with Mrs. Pai made me fear the worst. ‘Edwina’ I enquired, my heart beating wildly against my chest ‘is everything okay? Are your parents alright?’


                ‘Of course, they are’ Edwina said, momentarily distracted ‘Why wouldn’t they be?’


                ‘I am glad’ I said ‘but then why are you so upset?’


                ‘Vicky’ Edwina cried, regaining a fresh grip over her woe ‘my firm ran into losses. They had to downsize considerably. I lost my job’.


                ‘That’s okay, darling’ I said pressing her head to my chest ‘you’re highly competent: anyone else will hire you’.


                ‘I had a particularly good record. People who are not of as high a caliber have been retained. Just because they are men. It’s a fucking biased world. The unfairness of it all is killing me’ she continued to cry.


                ‘Let them go to hell, darling’ I consoled ‘they are unlucky to lose such a good employee as you’. Subsequently, I had a brainwave and suggested ‘Why don’t you join Trust Bank? The second round of recruitments is going on. I know banking isn’t exactly the same field, but, after all, it’s finance. Accountants may be required in the back office. Or maybe, you’ll be chosen for some other post. After all, you can learn on the job. I am sure Sheba Phillips will welcome you. Besides, Trust Bank is particularly encouraging of female employees’.


                ‘Thank you, sweetheart’ said Edwina gratefully ‘I’ll apply straightaway’.


                Edwina passed the interview in flying colors and was directly recruited as senior manager. Since the cubicle awarded to Edwina was located far beyond Elena’s office, and also because she wasn’t my direct superior, Edwina and I didn’t get to see much of each other during work hours. We caught up during lunch breaks, but with tremendous responsibilities heaped on her all of a sudden, Edwina had to invariably rush back to her office less than 15 minutes later. However, I got to see a lot of Elena. And my nightmare continued. She would pick on me over small things: If I as much as opened my mouth, I was slated as ‘over-talkative and underproductive’ and asked to shut up, I was tricked into giving customers wrong information and was afterwards reprimanded in public, the heels of my clogs made ‘too much noise’ and I applied for ‘too much make-up’ for a front office worker. I bore the unfair insinuations with laudable equanimity and stoicism.


                I was over the telephone, performing my mandatory duty of calling the enlisted numbers in the directory and urging customers to take an unsecured personal loan ‘The rate of interest is rather low, Sir’ I presently told a customer ‘it’s just 5%, so you really wouldn’t feel the pressure while returning it’.


                ‘No, I am really not interested’ the gentleman at the other end said.


                ‘Think about it, Sir’ I said in my most persuasive manner ‘It’s a most attractive offer’.


                ‘Hmm….okay’ I could sense the party at the other end softening a bit ‘I have to renovate my house. So, perhaps…’


                Suddenly, a question that I should have asked beforehand occurred to me. I kicked myself for not having asked earlier. While handing me the list, Elena hadn’t thought it necessary to warn me. ‘Anyway, better late than never’ I told myself and asked ‘Sir, may I ask what your annual income is?’


                ‘4 lakhs’ the voice at the other end quipped. I felt an immediate surge of regret sweeping through me. Trust Bank didn’t issue this particular loan to people with an annual income of less than 5 lakhs per annum. Therefore, the gentleman I was speaking to and had managed to convince was, after all, not eligible for the loan. I had been such a bonehead that I wanted to slap myself. I had let Elena trick me into a position where I had embarrassed myself and the bank. I owned up to my mistake and let the man know the truth. I also apologized profusely. The guy, thankfully, was even-tempered. ‘No worries, buddy’ he reassured me before disconnecting the receiver. I heaved a sigh of relief. After a minute, I was to realize that I had heaved it prematurely. Elena was standing in front of the clerk’s wing, spewing fire like the fabled dragon.


                ‘Vicky Pereira’ she spat malevolently ‘Don’t you know that you ought to call only after confirming that a customer qualifies for the loan?’.


                ‘I was just asked to ring up the numbers on this list, Ma’am’ I said evenly ‘in fact; they have been handed over by yourself this morning. It didn’t vaguely cross my mind that the people I was going to phone were not eligible for the loan’.


                ‘Don’t you point fingers at me, Vicky Pereira’ Elena snapped viciously ‘when you point a finger at another, there are three pointing back at you. I had just given you a random list. It was your duty to find out if the customers were eligible for the loan or not’.


                ‘I am sorry, Ms. D’souza’ I said, wanting to evade an argument ‘I shall be careful in the future’.


                ‘Sorry?’ she cried aghast ‘Do you think you could get away with a mere “sorry”, you dolt?! Imagine how the customer must feel….how would you feel if your privileges were taken away…if your lover was taken away?’


                ‘There is no need to get personal, Ms. D’souza’ I said with dignity.


                ‘Well, you need to realize the brand damage you’ve caused today’ Elena continued heaping torrents of criticism on me ‘you’ve besmirched the image of Trust Bank. You pursued the customer like mad before dropping him like a hot potato!’


                The earful I got had the whole office as witness. Elena’s castigation had been so bitter and resounding, that the even relationship managers had left their seats, and had rushed to the clerk’s wing in alarm. My coworkers had stopped working: they were frozen into immobility by Elena’s censorious booming reprimand. The janitors, who had been moping the floor, stopped midway and stood and gaped at me. The customers were staring at me as if I was the most incompetent specimen they had seen in their entire life. The commotion had attracted everyone to the scene except Edwina and thankfully, Sheba. Had Sheba witnessed the episode, I would have been given marching orders without a second thought.


                Since Edwina already had much on her mind, I didn’t mention Elena’s harassment to her. I continued working on my job, bearing Elena’s persecution the best I could. One day, a mother and son walked in. They wanted details about the Public Provident Fund (PPF) Account. Elena had informed me that very morning that the rate of interests has become higher and the lock-in period of the investment had been reduced from nine to five years. I repeated the same information to the customers. Elena barged into the clerks’ wing and gave me the worst jolt ever. ‘How could you misguide the customers, Vicky Pereira?’ she bellowed loud enough to bring the skies down ‘I had clearly told you this very morning that the rate of interests have decreased and the lock-in period has been increased from 5 to 9 long years! This is the worst time for anyone to invest in PPF accounts. Were you planning on getting these people into soup or what?!’


                ‘But, Ms. D’souza’ I stammered shocked at the extent to which Elena could turncoat just to satiate her petty urge to show me down in public. I knew she was a bitch, but hadn’t dubbed her capable of lying through her teeth. Evidently, she was.  ‘I thought you said that the rate of interest has become higher and the lock-in period decreased to just 5 years. You even remarked that this could be the best season ever to invest in government bonds and the PPF!’


                ‘Are you insinuating, Vicky Pereira’ Elena spluttered angrily ‘that I am telling a lie? The audacity you have to make accusations against a senior!’.


                ‘No Madam, I was just suggesting that you might have got a bit mixed up’ I replied wearily. It was another matter that I thought that she had lied brazenly and blatantly, but the decent person that I was, I couldn’t bring myself to cast aspersions to the effect in public.


                ‘Take this from me, Vicky Pereira’ said Elena her face just a few inches away from mine ‘Elena D’souza never makes mistakes. Vicky Pereira does. That’s exactly why he has been demoted to the position of a clerk from a senior manager’.


                So that was that. Elena had used the one triumph card—my goof up at the Trust Bank interview—to her maximum advantage. I was so frustrated I wanted to die.


                That evening, Edwina came home a bit late to find me in tears. ‘Hey! What happened?!’ she asked concerned. It was obvious that the horrors Elena had inflicting upon me hadn’t reached Edwina’s ears. I told her everything from beginning to end. Then announcing my decision to quit Trust Bank, I said:


                ‘And she used to be my subordinate at prosperity bank, can you imagine?’


                ‘That’s another thing, Vicky’ said Edwina calmly ‘you should be prepared for such reversals. Elena has obviously performed better than you in the interview’.


                ‘I have no qualms about admitting that’ I said sincerely ‘I am a person without false pride or ego issues. However, I just can’t bear the unjust harassment anymore. Therefore, I’ve decided to quit Trust Bank.


                ‘I don’t think you should, Vicky’ said Edwina earnestly ‘you’ve been working diligently and everyone knows that. If you quit, it will be like admitting you’ve made all the mistakes Elena says you have. Please stay back and continue doing your work. There is light at the end of the tunnel’.


                The next day, as we walked into the office hand in hand, Edwina and I came across Sheba. Edwina disengaged her arm abruptly and moved towards Sheba.


                ‘Sheba’ I heard her whisper urgently ‘Could I have a word with you?’


                Perhaps Sheba had an innate sixth sense, for she seemed to realize that the topic Edwina wanted to broach was confidential. ‘Let’s talk in my chamber’ she said tersely. Both the ladies disappeared into deep interiors beyond Elena and Edwina’s offices to Sheba’s capacious chamber. As the resolute clack of their stilettos ceased, I guessed that Sheba had shut the door of her office.


                Ten minutes later, I saw a peon approach Elena. ‘Madam, the GM wants to see you’ he informed her. I vaguely wondered why Elena had been summoned. Fifteen minutes later, I saw her traipse back to her cubicle. Her face was flushed a deep red.


                Elena didn’t pick on me that day. I heaved a sigh of relief.


                The same evening, I happened to mention to my girlfriend that Elena hadn’t harassed me that day. ‘I saw you talk to Sheba’ I said ‘Did you wave a magic wand or what?’


                ‘Oh no, nothing as dramatic as that’ Edwina laughed ‘I just told Sheba that I happened to see Elena bossing over her subordinates. I pointed out that such behavior could be harmful to the employees’ morale. Sheba agreed whole-heartedly. She summoned Elena to her office and warned her against engaging in such petty power show. Sheba also told Elena that she would be keeping a close watch on her. That’s why Elena backed off’.


                ‘Thanks, honey’ I said gratefully ‘I owe you one!’


                ‘And I’ll definitely extract my due’ said my girlfriend seductively before pulling me down towards her pulsating core.


                With Sheba’s increased vigilance,  things did improve considerably. However, while my professional life improved, I noticed Edwina drifting farther and farther away from me. She wasn’t the same lively, vibrant girl that she had been until recently. I wondered if I had inadvertently done something wrong. I was elated when Edwina called a day before New Year’s Eve and proposed that I take her out somewhere.


                














Chapter 4 - Love Triumphs over Gender


                The movie that we had gone to see on New Year’s Eve was ‘Ugly’. Literally; with seedy dingy lanes, indifference and harassment at police stations, heinous wastage of time, mucky personal dynamics between the characters, their own inner demons, all cumulating into one sorry ending: the sad death of an innocent abducted child. Edwina seemed moody and spaced out throughout the movie; I attributed my girlfriend’s gloomy demeanor to the rather grim content showcased on celluloid. After the movie, we went to the food court and ordered a pizza. I noticed that Edwina, who otherwise had a very healthy appetite, ate very little. I tried to coax little pieces of food into my girlfriend’s mouth, cursing myself for spoiling her New Year’s Eve by bringing her to the mall to see such a depressing movie. After dinner, I decided to drop my girlfriend off to her flat on BG road and then take a cab to my place in Electronic City. I thought it incredible that in spite of five straight years of being in love and being monogamously devoted to each other, our respective landlords still didn’t permit us, a legally unwed couple, to live together. The situation strengthened my resolve to marry Edwina and take her away to Electronic City soon.


                I was on my own mental trip, totally oblivious to the thoughts that were currently spinning in my partner’s mind. We walked on the ill-lit, dusty roads, hoping that the vehicular traffic would soon thin down so that we could walk free of air and sound pollution. If wishes were horses…with the weekend revelers in an obvious rush to get back to their homes after a fun-packed day, the cavalcade of vehicles was persistent, ceaseless trickle. Edwina and I walked among a seemingly never-ending hodgepodge of cars, motorcycles, jeeps and many more bikes, blinking their headlights and blowing their horns out to maddening distraction. Finally, as we took a turning around the SOS Village, there was a reprieve. We could, at least, breathe. I brushed Edwina’s hand with my own, but she withdrew it. She shirked and recoiled as if touched by hot iron. Then Edwina walked on a few paces ahead, wordlessly. I was dumbstruck. Never had Edwina behaved in this manner before. She was a kinesthetic person. She expressed love by touching and enjoyed being touched. In fact, very often she had complained to me that I wasn’t physically affectionate outside of sex. It had really hurt her when I’d rolled off her and fallen asleep right after intercourse without engaging in our customary cuddle.


                ‘Edwina’ I presently said my voice a shocked whisper ‘what’s the matter?’


                ‘Vicky’ she said her dusky face set into granite rigidness ‘I am breaking up with you’.


                The world around me started spinning. The ground beneath my feet seemed to give away, challenging my balance for a minute. The statement, rather declaration, had shocked me so much that I might have been struck by a lightning. Struck, scorched and burned down by one.


                ‘Is it me?’ I ventured when I felt I could trust my voice ‘my overt feminization to cater to Sheba’s orders?’ My voice came out in a hoarse whisper.


                ‘No’ Edwina said choking back tears ‘On the contrary, it’s me’.


                A terrible suspicion crossed my mind as I asked ‘Have you…have you met anyone else?’


                Edwina shook her head. Then, cryptically, she said ‘People change, Vicky. I have changed’.


                ‘Changed?’ I said enclosing her in a hug and looking deep into those charming eyes shimmering behind her glasses ‘why, you’re the same pretty Edwina to me: the one with mocha skin, smoldering black eyes and red ruby lips’. She tried to wrestle herself free from my embrace, but I held on tight. Finally, seeing no way out, she blurted out the truth point blank.


                ‘Vicky’ she said ‘I am suffering some gender dysphoria….GID or Gender Identity Disorder, my psychologist has analyzed it as. I am unhappy being a woman. I want to take on a man’s role and make love to a woman’.


                ‘What?’ I cried aghast ‘I’ve known you almost all my life, babe, yet you didn’t exhibit any such signs….sure, you were always go-getting and ambitious, but never masculine or domineering’.


                ‘I don’t know when this part of my personality took over’ said Edwina in an agonized voice ‘Ever since these feelings started, I’ve started binding my breasts with spandex and have been packing in private. You know what ‘packing’ is: stuffing my crotch area with a silicon toy shaped rather like a penis. My new short hair-cut wasn’t a ‘fashion statement’ as you interpreted it. It was a profound expression of my gender dysphoria’.


                ‘Do you have the urge to be like this all the time?’ I asked patiently.


                ‘No, it’s a passing feeling. Frequents me only in the nights’ she said ‘I don’t mind presenting myself as a woman to the outside world. However, the urge to be with a woman partner is more persistent. Don’t take it personal, Vicky, but a man just doesn’t arouse me any more’.


                ‘So, we’re through’ I blankly said, not believing what was happening ‘Vicky-Edwina, Edwina-Vicky sounded so right together. How could my soul-mate want to break up with me?’


                ‘There could be one option’ said Edwina in a tremulous voice. Her long reedy hands and legs were quivering. Never had I seen her tremble like this.


                ‘What?’ I asked.


                ‘You’re going to judge me negatively’ Edwina said suddenly sounding paranoid ‘You’re going to say I am a crazy, over-sexed pervert’.


                ‘Spill it out, Ed’ I said, not unkindly.


                ‘Vicky, I want you to undergo HRT: Hormone Replacement Therapy, you know’ she said ‘so that you could become a woman. A perfect dream lover with whom I can satiate any fantasy or dream after a hard day at work. And I want to be the ‘man’ in this relationship’.


                ‘Thanks for giving me a chance, Edwina’ I said kissing her hand ‘I’d do anything for you’.


                ‘Are you sure you’re comfortable with the roles being reversed’ asked Edwina ‘with my becoming the master and you the comparatively submissive, passive sexual partner?’


                ‘Absolutely’ I said.


                ‘This doesn’t extend only to the bedroom, Vicky’ Edwina said grimly ‘I want this to be our lifestyle, not just a role-play. I do the principal earning; you cook, clean and keep the house. You dress, behave and generally lead the kind of life I order you to lead. If I say wear revealing clothes, you bare yourself; if I ask you to be coy, you blush; if I want sexual pleasure, you provide it irrespective of what time of the day or night it is’.


                ‘Yes, Edwina’ I said meaning every word ‘Once I start on HRT, you will be my master. I’d be your woman in every sense of the word. I’d be a chef in your kitchen, a whore in your bed, your arm candy in public, your slave in private. Your word shall be my command, my entire happiness in your hands…..’.


                ‘Vicky!’ Edwina said, seizing my mouth with her own and nearly ravishing it in the middle of the street on the new moon night.


                 


                The next day, both of us decided to take leave from work. I thought Edwina would straightaway be leading me to her gynecologist to start HRT, but she dragged me to another place first. It was rather like a mini version of a hospital with white corridors smelling of disinfectant, green screens put for privacy’s sake, people in surgeon-like masks roaming about and also a nurse at the counter. A small inconspicuous board by the side of a wall read ‘Benison’s Fertility Clinic’.


                ‘You’ll become sterile within 6 months of starting HRT’ Edwina said by way of explanation ‘by extracting, freezing and storing your sperm, we can ensure that I have your baby whenever I want to. I’d hate the changes pregnancy would cause in me, but there’s no way I am going to let a surrogate carry your baby!’


                ‘That’s so sweet, honey’ I said touched ‘I love you’


                ‘I love you’ Edwina echoed.


                Soon, I was screened for HIV, Hepatitis B & C and other infections. The clinic had a written consent form that I was supposed to go through and sign. Apart from seeking my permission for extracting and freezing sperm, the form sought directions in case hypothetic situations like my dying arose. Finally, the doctor gave me a cup and asked me to fill it up with my seed. Strangely, the very thought of Edwina having total control over me made me ejaculate. Subsequently, my sperm was frozen and then stored in a tank comprising of liquid nitrogen.


                ‘All the best’ said the doctor as we were going out ‘just contact me when you want that baby’.


                Next, it was my turn to visit Dr. Serena Pal, Edwina’s gynecologist for HRT. ‘Gender dysphoria, overpowering desire to be female, depression—which among the three reasons are you doing this for?’ she asked.


                ‘Neither’ I smiled as I planted a kiss on Edwina’s cheek ‘I am doing this for love’.


                ‘Love’ said Dr. Pal ‘isn’t that the reason life exists?’ she said.


                A combination of estrogen and progesterone, a hormone responsible for inducing menstrual cycle in genetic females, was injected into me. Then Edwina and I waited with bated breath for the seed of implanted female hormone to reap harvest. During the time it took to weave its magic, we went about our work: I, with entering data, filling up pass-books, helping people with everyday transactions and assessing customers’ creditworthiness; while Edwina managed the list of implementations of accounts and the whole accounting process in general. In between, ogling my body hungrily, Edwina managed to report to shareholders, the local authorities, oversee cost control and budgeting. I was just a clerk, the major part of my job was mechanical and I coped fine. However, I wondered how Edwina could concentrate on so many convoluted tasks while fervently waiting for our personal red-letter period.


                A week passed restively. At the end of it, Edwina tore open the front of my night gown (that she had coaxed me to wear) to inspect my chest. ‘Sorry’ she said ‘that wasn’t very ladylike. But my sexy darling, I just couldn’t resist you!’. Her acutely ravenous words aroused me. If I had a pussy, I am sure its damp moist petals would be glistening with desire right now. Edwina ripped my night gown open to observe rose-tipped engorged tips. I was surprised to notice that my chest had burst forth into a charming conical bud and had a quivering, swollen, sensuously distended nipple on it. ‘These are so beautiful’ said Edwina pinching one turgid tip ‘the color of pink tea roses’. She bent her head to one, as if smelling a flower, brought her red, rather warm tongue out and flicked it around one of my hardened peaks. The action sent such an intense judder down my spine that I thought I’d pass out. Edwina had now moved to the other nipple. She curled her now hot tongue around it, wetting one lush rosy nipple and then went on to suckle it in full force. The sensation the sucking created was so erotic, that I moaned noisily in pleasure. ‘Yes, girl, yes!’ I screamed ‘take me, nibble and knead!’. Taking a cue from my frenzied words, Edwina lashed my aching peaks into hardness. She then nibbled on them, while I erupted in a series of dazzling undulations.


                ‘Just a few months more and you’ll be fully developed’ Edwina said tantalizingly ‘If the flower is so sweet, can’t imagine what the fruit will be like!’


                Sure enough, the ‘fruit’ burgeoned in just a few months of preparing demand drafts, Banker’s checks and pay orders. What had been lovely little buds within a week of taking estrogen were now creamy, beautiful, honey soft fruits with large pendant-like areolas on them. What had been a ‘pale pink tea rose color’ had now darkened into a rich lush plum, with such a soft and velvety texture, that they would have put the actual fruit to shame. Thankfully, my burgeoning breasts weren’t too conspicuous to my colleagues owing to the already padded jacket that I wore. The only joy of seeing the exposed concave beauties was mine and my darling Edwina’s.


                Edwina took as much pleasure in observing the shape and form my still blossoming breasts took. ‘The process is so exciting, Vicky’ she’d often tell me ‘It’s almost like reliving adolescence through your body!’. And I would proffer her my fruits, topped by delectable plum-colored peaks, with utmost generosity. The swollen bounties would be scooped, stroked, tasted and taunted by my lover to her heart’s content. My body would sensuously arch in response and I would cry out her name. As for Edwina, she would melt into a series of uncontrollable, shuddering convulsions. And then, both of us would lie in each other’s arms cuddling in the aftermath of orgasmic breast stimulation.  


                Even though our love life improved considerably, it became immensely tiring to manage with our jobs. Since Edwina’s shift ended later than mine, she would drive across her BG Road apartment and come to mine in Electronic City. Our conversation and amorous escapades occupied a considerable time, so by the time Edwina returned to her apartment, the clock often struck 1 am. It was an unearthly hour and untoward incidents which involved crimes against women were on rise in the city. I would have loved to have Edwina stay over and leave for office at the same time as me or, better still, to have her shift to my apartment permanently. But Mr. Tills, my landlord, who knew I was a genetic male would never entertain my having a lady friend over unless we were married. Unfortunately, marriage was now out of the question with my having undergone HRT. The law criminalizes same sex unions.


                Edwina had a prospect. ‘Vicky, my flat is spacious enough to effortlessly accommodate two, if not three people’ she said ‘why don’t you shift there permanently? I could introduce you to my landlady, Mrs. Peters, as a friend. With your HRT having been a tremendous success, she will definitely assume you are a girl pal. Mrs. Peters has always been encouraging of young working women living in groups. She feels the option offers more safety than a young woman living all alone’.


                I thought about it. Yes, Edwina’s flat was much more spacious than mine. On many an evenings, I had enjoyed cooking pasta and cheesy potatoes for her while gazing at the splendorous sunset through the window adjoining the kitchen. The bathrooms were also much better and had huge luxurious bathtubs. The thrifty Mr. Tills had merely given me a small shower cubicle, no tub. Also, Edwina’s apartment block had a covered car park, which proved to be the greatest blessing when it rained. My apartment block lacked the facility of a covered car park. Therefore, when it rained, water seeped into my girlfriend’s car and ruined the seats.


                Within a week, I had shifted into Edwina’s apartment. I found profound satisfaction in preparing her early morning coffee and breakfast and dinner at nights. There was much to be said about the delight proffered by washing your loved one’s clothes in the machine, along with your own and hand-washing her delicates. If one was as deeply in love as I was, servitude and submission were the greatest aphrodisiacs.  


                My career improved significantly since I became Edwina’s female partner. I found myself doing work efficiently and with more briskness than before. With Elena off my back, it was easier for me to improvise on the quality of my word. During this time, Edwina was in was also undergoing an especially good spell. Her resume on one of the internet job forums had been viewed by the HR team of a European retail bank known as the Glasgow Scottish Bank. They contacted Edwina asking her if she would be interested in working as the senior manager in their Indian division. They pay was considerably more than that of Trust Bank’s and the performance bonus high too. ‘Congratulations darling’ I said planting a loving kiss on Ed’s dark forehead ‘You’re going high places!’.


                ‘That’s because I now have support’ said Edwina happily ‘with your having taken over most of the household duties and looking after me as carefully as I was a baby bird, I can give 100% concentration to my work’


                ‘It’s my pleasure, darling’ I told her sincerely ‘I derive the greatest pleasure in serving you. Housework gives me a high’.


                ‘That’s sweet’ said Edwina ‘I am truly fortunate to have you, Vicky’. She then paused for a minute and asked ‘Do you think Sheba would be disappointed?’


                ‘Anybody would be at losing such a good employee as yourself’ I said.


                ‘Then maybe, I ought to reject the Glasgow Scottish offer and continue with Trust Bank’ said Edwina conscientiously.


                ‘Oh no, I didn’t mean that at all!’ I said biting my tongue ‘Maybe you should consult with Sheba’.


                Edwina talked to Sheba at the bank canteen the next day. Except for the three of us, not too many employees were present. Nuggets of the conversation reached my ear.


                ‘Sure Edwina, please go ahead with my blessings’ I heard Sheba tell my girlfriend ‘Trust Bank has a good relationship with Glasgow Scottish. If you take the job and are promoted in due course, we could strengthen the relationship between the two banks. Who knows, there may be a partnership in the future or even a merger!’


                ‘Thanks a ton, Sheba’ I heard Edwina say after which she came and rejoined me ‘Great news, honey!’ she excitedly said ‘I could join the Indian branch of Glasgow Scottish right from tomorrow!’


                ‘That’s great, Ed!’ I beamed ‘I am sure you’ll do brilliantly’.


                Edwina’s responsibility now was the management of staff and resources of Glasgow Scottish, acting as a business and finance advisor (which she was great at thanks to her educational background), authorizing loans and overdrafts within the bank’s guidelines and develop contact with other businesses. Owing to her congenial personality, Edwina was able to network with a number of people and build numerous contacts, along with promoting the services of Glasgow Scottish. Since Edwina was a natural leader, she managed the HR and managing teams well. Her work was so good; she was soon appointed the director of the Indian division of Glasgow Scottish. At this time, my girlfriend’s salary went up to a whopping one and a half lakhs per month.


                One day, when I walked into Trust Bank, Sheba called all the employees to her chamber. ‘I have two announcements to make today’ she told us all ‘Vicky Pereira’s work record has been admirably good. He has managed to get around personal ego issues and single-mindedly work for the progress of the bank by ensuring 100% customer satisfaction. A steady clientele has been established thanks to Vicky’s affability, patience and a genuine interest in customer welfare. Therefore, I promote him to the post of manager’.


                ‘Are you sure, Madam?’ I asked, unable to believe the stroke of good luck ‘Are you certain, you didn’t mean to say that I am the head of the clerks or anything’.


                ‘No’ said Sheba smiling ‘Ms. Rani, our senior-most clerk, has been appointed as the head clerk. I made the announcement yesterday, shortly after you left for home, 15 minutes earlier than your usual schedule. You are the new manager’.


                ‘But Ma’am’ I hesitantly said, unsure of whether or not I should ask the question ‘what about Ms. D’souza? Isn’t she the current manager?’


                ‘Well, I hate saying this in front of all, but Elena has been demoted’ Sheba paused and continued ‘Her arrogance and overconfidence cost us two high profile clients and many a lakh rupees. Anyway, I wouldn’t want this information to influence your interactions with her. You must behave naturally with her, just like before’.


                So the roles had, once more, been reversed. I was the boss and Elena the subordinate. I didn’t want to gloat, but I couldn’t help feeling triumphant as I went and occupied the manager’s chamber opposite the clerk’s wing in which Elena now sat, in a red uniform, not once lifting her head to meet anybody’s eye.


                














Chapter 5 - Great Things Come in Wee Packages


                Since I was no longer a clerk, I was exempted from wearing the uniform. I was also at liberty to choose my own shoes and follow the make-up and hair pattern that I preferred. In fact, now that the uniform wasn’t necessary, I had the liberty to present myself as a member of either gender. Since it pleased Edwina, I decided to continue being a female in my professional life as I did in my personal. I dressed in formal skirts, shirts and jackets of my choice, and abandoned my old clogs in favor of tan-colored black block heel pumps. Since my hip, thighs and buttocks had filled in considerably after having undergone HRT, the skirts clung admirably to every curve and dip in my body.


                I was now in charge of guiding the junior staff and overseeing their operations. Since I thought of myself as a kind, decent person, I didn’t ride the high horse when I came across Elena. I didn’t think it necessary to rub salt on her wounds as she had done on mine. I was a staunch believer in Mahatma Gandhi’s philosophy that ‘an eye for an eye, tooth for a tooth, would make the entire world blind’. A ‘tit for tat’ attitude definitely didn’t work for me. I wasn’t one to thirst for vendetta.


                I spent my energies instead on introducing creativity in marketing strategies. The banking world could sometimes get rather mechanical and monotonous; reluctant to be caught in the trap of repetitive thinking, I encouraged and introduced innovative schemes in the sector. I was all for brainstorming and depicting ideas through illustrations. Within a week, our team had come up with some great slogans, catchy lyrics to market our schemes and had even invented a new deposit product! Sheba personally came to my chamber to congratulate me: I couldn’t think of a mightier honor. From the days of infamy when I’d freshly joined Trust Bank a year and a half back, I had come a long way.


                However, being a manager was fraught with more responsibilities than being a clerk. I’d return home late to find Edwina waiting in our BG apartment all alone, counting every second. I would rush home apologetically and start on dinner preparations immediately. On other days, I got so late that I had to get food parceled on the way home. Edwina didn’t complain; she accepted whatever I bought graciously, but I could sense that she was bitterly disappointed with my long working hours. She preferred food that had been personally cooked by me and was, therefore much, dissatisfied. Also, by the time, both of us finished dinner; I was so exhausted that we couldn’t have sex. The lack of this ingredient certainly made our relationship bland.


                The next day, I made an irrevocable decision. With my jaw set in resolution, I walked into Sheba’s office with a letter encased in an envelope. I placed it on her desk and said ‘Madam, I offer my resignation’.


                Sheba was visibly bewildered. ‘Why Vicky?’ she asked aghast ‘you are such a good worker: you’ve recently come up with such innovative ideas! May I know the reason behind your decision? If somebody is troubling or harassing you, I’ll give them a piece of my mind’.


                ‘It’s nothing like that, Madam’ I said ‘I am quitting because my personal life has begun to suffer ever since I have been promoted the manager. With my old job, I enjoyed much more leisure’.


                ‘Then would you like to have your old job back?’ she asked ‘Or would you view the alternative as a comedown after having been manager’.


                I considered, then said- ‘I think having a job would be much better than quitting. There wouldn’t be enough work at home to keep me occupied the entire day. Hence, I request you to appoint me as a clerk again. I’ll discharge my duties as conscientiously as I did before’.


                ‘That’s the spirit, Vicky!’ Sheba applauded ‘I wish Trust Bank had more employees like you…!’


                ‘Thank you, Ma’am’.


                I wore my uniform, stockings and black clogs the next day and went back to the clerk’s wing happily. Knowing that I had voluntarily opted for a lower post enhanced my colleagues’ respect for me. ‘I think it is very commendable, Vicky’ congratulated Rani, the newly appointed head clerk ‘all of us should learn to be less egoistic’. A very strong sense of solidarity that had previously been missing among the clerks, developed now. I would help out all my colleagues, including Elena. Moved by my gestures, Elena apologized to me: an apology that I accepted graciously. Soon, we became very good friends.


                One night, as I was preparing dinner for Edwina she walked up to me. Encircling her slender arms around my waist, she said ‘Darling, I have made two decisions’


                ‘Tell me, honey’ I said rejoicing in the warmth of her embrace.


                ‘The first is that you go in for a sex reassignment surgery’ she said.


                ‘Why honey, aren’t you satisfied?’ I enquired.


                ‘I am’ she said tightening her arms around me ‘but I want you to enjoy sex too. After you get a vagina and labia instated, I could give you pleasure using a double dildo…with your current state of genitals, a penetration would be impossible’.


                I considered. Owing to HRT, my penis had shrunk to the size of a lemon. However, there was no slit into which my beloved could insert her dildo. ‘Okay darling’ I said before asking ‘What’s your second decision?’


                ‘My second decision is’ said Edwina, her voice dreamy and far-away ‘is to contact the sperm back and have a baby. I am ready to carry it’.


                ‘Are you serious, honey?’ I asked unable to believe my ears.


                ‘I absolutely am’ said Edwina smiling into my eyes.


                We started off with the first procedure. Edwina and I consulted a reputed surgeon and I underwent SRS under her. In a few weeks, I had glistening new petals of womanhood in place of my shrunken penis. During the first few weeks of instating the vagina and the labia, I was advised careful post operative care lest I caught infections. Since I wanted to present a brand-new world-class vagina to my girlfriend, I looked after myself with especial care during this period. The first time I went for dilation, a process that entails insertion of a rod-like apparatus into the newly constructed vagina to maintain its tension and elasticity, the pleasure I felt in my body was so immense that I came explosively and uttered an orgasmic cry of deliverance. Much embarrassed in its aftermath, I profusely apologized to the doctor. ‘I am so sorry’ I said ‘it was an involuntary reaction’.


                ‘Relax, Vicky’ replied the doctor smiling ‘It’s a natural biological reaction. It shows how well you have adjusted to the SRS: both physically and psychologically. In due time, you will be able to have sex just like any other woman. I am sure there will come a day in the history of medical research, when we will be able to make transsexual women ovulate and produce babies too’.


                ‘Amen to that’ I said.


                ‘Really, this has to be the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen!’ said my partner surveying the moist entrance of my newly acquired femininity. She was standing up, naked, with a double dildo strapped around her slender waist. The nipples on her boyish breasts were erect, like hard little pebbles. It was obvious that she was tremendously aroused.


                Edwina inserted a finger into me, savoring my inner heat. She then started massaging the lips of my vulva slowly, teasingly. I felt immensely excited. Sensing my reaction, Edwina proceeded to insert two fingers into me. She rubbed my walls and clitoris gently. Then suddenly, without any warning, she increased the speed of her massaging. The feeling that came over me was ineffable: I was near blinded by multiple orgasms. The room around me, Edwina and even the bed I was lying on became the haziest blur before turning almost unrealistically vivid.


                Convinced that I was ready, Edwina slid the artificial double shaft into two major orifices of my body simultaneously. She didn’t thrust herself roughly like a man might have done, but guided herself slowly, inch by inch, inside me. Snugly sheathed inside, she began a gentle lady-like two and fro movement. All barriers gone, our bodies had finally melded. I was ineffably aroused to know that we were one flesh. I threw up my legs to accommodate Edwina between me. Each progressive thrust made me yearn and ache for more. I arched my body towards Edwina. She ground her slender hips into my broad womanly one. I clenched and shuddered. Edwina increased the pace of her rhythm. She delved deeper and deeper into me with every cadence—the primal cadence of love. A series of staccato spasms made me convulse. At one point, my lips contracted so lightly over the dildo that Edwina feared, as she revealed later, that she wouldn’t be able to pull out of me at all. But soon my arched body had relaxed and I had passed out of pleasure, still crying out her name from the depths of my heart…..


                 


                The morning after, I caught Edwina looking at my creamy breasts with a distant, wistful expression on her face. ‘They’re beautiful’ she said ‘but a compact little A-cup’.


                ‘Well you’re an A-cup too’ I pointed out ‘A “32 A”’


                ‘Thank Heavens for that!’ Edwina heaved an exaggerated sigh of relief ‘but you could be different….’.


                ‘Hey!’ I demanded scandalized ‘what do you mean?!’


                Edwina’s ruby red lips curved into a mischievous, slightly wicked smile ‘Vicky, I want you to get silicone implants’ she said.


                ‘A boob job!’ I cried aghast ‘No way!’


                ‘Come on, Vicky’ coaxed Edwina without losing her good humor, ‘You promised you’d do anything I said’.


                ‘Okay, what size do you want me to be?’ I said in jocose resignation.


                ‘A DD-cup’ my girlfriend smirked ’


                ’A DD-cup!’ I protested ‘Never! It would be highly embarrassing for me to have such humongous boobs!’


                ‘Vicky, I’ve decided, Edwina’s voice was unwavering.


                I underwent the cosmetic surgery. The surgeon made cuts beneath my surging peaks and inserted the implants. Initially, it felt strange: carrying such massive bodacious burgeoned apices in front of my chest. I couldn’t do a single task without the jiggling mounds polarizing all my attention. And it was distracting to say the least. It is not usual for a man who had a flat board chest just until two years back to so drastically have two swollen bounties on him! And man, did it draw stares! I observed two teenage boys who passed me at the mall, nudge and wink at each other. ‘Dude, ain’t she stacked!’ I heard one whisper to the other in awe-struck tones. Since such huge breasts on so small a frame was unusual, they drew everyone’s attention: I caught men and women of all age groups gaping at them—on the streets, at the supermarket and of course, at work. The padded red clerk’s coat only accentuated the enormity of my domes. The eyes of my colleagues and customers would settle, flit away and then inadvertently return to settle on my swollen flesh. In the beginning, I was very much distressed by all the attention. However, time is a panacea for everything. I eventually became accustomed to the stares and at one point, even started enjoying the attention my breasts were getting. Besides, their shape and size gave my beloved Edwina such unrivalled pleasure, that I would have endured anything in the world to have those colossal boobs on me.


                 


                ‘I’ve kept my side of the promise’ I said to Edwina ‘now it’s time for you to deliver—literally and metaphorically’.


                ‘Gladly’, said Edwina her dusky face shining with joy ‘Less than a year from now you will have a baby in your arms’.


                We contacted Benison Fertility and requested them to arrange for artificial insemination. They advised Edwina to go in for Intrauterine Insemination. A substance was given to induce ovulation so as to increase the chances of her getting pregnant. Edwina’s physical health and ovaries were monitored regularly.


                On the D-day, my frozen sperm was prepared and inserted into Edwina through a catheter and a syringe. A sponge was kept in front of her sacred orifice to keep my liquid close to her cervix. Edwina was asked to lie down for about half an hour, during which I crooned gentle love songs into her ear to help her relax. Soon I realized that it was unnecessary. Edwina had relaxed into a deep slumber, with a dreamy smile on her lips. 


                Work and life progressed as usual. One day, Edwina fainted. Flustered beyond words, I rushed to fetch a doctor. Mrs. Peter, who had come to collect the rent, watched over Edwina. I made a dash for the nearest clinic and got a young nerdy looking medico. He checked Edwina who had regained consciousness. ‘I have good news, Madam’ he told her ‘You’re pregnant’.


                ‘Who is the father?’ Mrs. Peters demanded to know. She knew Edwina wasn’t married. To Mrs. Peters’ knowledge, Edwina wasn’t in a relationship either. Many people in India don’t know about same sex relationships, so Mrs. Peters regarded me as just a friend of Edwina’s. We didn’t think it necessary to enlighten her.


                ‘I don’t know, Mrs. Peters’ Edwina unconscientiously fibbed ‘I went to the fertility clinic…the sperm was an anonymous donor’s’.


                ‘Are you going to have that baby all by yourself?’ cried Mrs. Peter aghast ‘It’s impossible, girl….you should find someone….’


                ‘I already have’ said Edwina taking my hand and stroking it gently ‘Vicky is going to help me bring the baby up’.


                ‘By “Someone” I obviously meant a man’ said Mrs. Peter severely ‘A child needs a family’.


                ‘Vicky, I and the baby will be family’ said Edwina steadily. Her grip on my hand strengthened.


                ‘Young people nowadays’ muttered Mrs. Peters under their breath as she walked away ‘they have their own strange ideas. If only they listened to their elders and betters….’


                Edwina and I looked at each other and giggled like a couple schoolgirls.


                Nine months later, Sienna Joseph Pereira came into the world. She had acquired my calf-like eyes and her mother’s lovely dusky pallor. In fact, her smooth chocolate skin became the inspiration for her moniker.


                Edwina returned to Glasgow Scottish after a three month maternity leave. This time, I had a concrete reason for quitting Trust Bank for good. I spent all my time looking after my partner and our baby. As I cooed to Sienna and cradled her little head in my palm, I could see the succeeding years unfold before me. Sienna as a toddler, as a child, a teenager, then as a grownup young lady. ‘Whom will she grow up to resemble’ I wondered ‘me or her mother?’


                ‘She’ll look like both her mothers’ I realized I have spoken out aloud, when Edwina, who had just come back from work, replied to my question. I handed the baby to her and watched as Edwina tenderly gazed at Sienna and stroked her soft little head. My mind took another forward leap as I envisaged Edwina in different stages of life—as a middle aged woman, as an ageing woman and finally as a graceful elderly person. I was convinced that she would be as beautiful then as she was now.


                ‘Isn’t it so?’ I playfully asked Sienna as I took her from Edwina’s arms and cradled her in my own.


                Sienna’s calf-like eyes twinkled as if she was indeed in total and complete compliance with my unarticulated futuristic theory.


                 


                The End


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                 


                
                 
                 
                 
                 


                 

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
    
  


  
  
  

  Introduction and Character Profile


  A Slippery Slope in a Bank


   


  Introduction: 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.


  



  Characters


  Vicky Pereira: Vicky Pereira is the 26 year old protagonist of the story. He is compact (5’4) and has a soft dough-like body. He is pretty-faced with large black calf-like eyes, a cute button nose and a small pink mouth.


  In order to earn enough to be able to afford to marry his girlfriend, Vicky takes up the post of a clerk in a top bank called Trust Bank. Incidentally, all the other clerks in the bank happen to be female. They wear a uniform comprising of a red jacket and a matching skirt. In order to avoid designation-related confusion and allegations of discrimination, Vicky is ordered to dress in the same uniform as the ladies. Since the customers are uncomfortable interacting with a male employee dressed in drag, Vicky is directed to remove his facial hair and Adam’s apple. Vicky undergoes surface feminization for professional reasons, but there is a twist in his personal life that demands that Vicky become fully and completely female.


  Edwina Joseph: is the 27 year of girlfriend of Vicky. She is tall (5’8), dusky, has long legs, fine black eyes, a prominent nose and curly unruly locks. Edwina is an ambitious girl who does better than her boyfriend, professionally. She is a charted accountant in a reputed firm. After the firm downsizes, Edwina loses her job and joins Trust Bank as the Senior Manager.


  At this stage, Edwina develops gender dysphoria and an altered sexual orientation. She desires to be the dominant in the relationship and make love to a girl. Since Vicky loves Edwina to distraction, he is willing to feminize himself to the extent Edwina desires and surrender himself completely to her.


  Sheba Phillips: is the 42 year old General Manager of Trust Bank. She is stern-looking, has straight hair and wears black-framed glasses. Sheba and the two other recruiters on the team underestimate Vicky’s potential and appoint him as a clerk in Trust Bank. All other clerks in Trust Bank happen to be female and wear a uniform consisting of a jacket and a skirt. Since the customers are confused as to Vicky’s designation, Sheba eventually orders Vicky to wear the same uniform as the female clerks. She also instructs him to remove his facial hair and Adam’s apple so as not to freak customers out. Later on, Sheba is impressed enough with Vicky’s performance to promote him to the post of manager. Sheba also encourages Edwina to take up a job in Glasgow Scottish bank so that good relations with the two banks could further be strengthened.


  Elena D’souza: is the 25 year old ex-colleague of Vicky. She is small (5’2), dark, squat, has beady bulging eyes and thin lips. In the previous bank, when Elena was the manager and Vicky the senior manager, Elena proved difficult to instruct. She was egoistic and was incapable of being a good team player. Elena is recruited by the Trust Bank team as the manager. Catching Vicky dressed in drag and in a lowly clerk’s position brings out the sadist in Elena. She unnecessarily highlights trivial mistakes and goes to the extent of misinforming him so that he appears in a poor light in front of customers and colleagues. Elena reprimands Vicky in front of the entire bank which he finds immensely humiliating. Eventually, Elena makes glaring mistakes at work which lead to her being demoted to the position of a clerk.


  Maya: is a petite good-natured 22 year old colleague of Vicky’s. Under the instructions of Sheba, Maya leads Vicky to the clerk’s wing. She accompanies him to a shopping complex and helps him buy a red jacket with serves as a part of the uniform of Trust Bank. Maya also gives Vicky information about where they got their skirts.


  Mr. Sharma: is an elderly sexist customer who misjudges Vicky to be Sheba’s boss just because he is male and also because he isn’t wearing the clerk’s uniform.


  Rani: is a middle-aged clerk with more than 20 years experience in Trust Bank. She is disgruntled when her young niece confuses Vicky to be the head clerk just because he is dressed differently from the other clerks. Rani’s reaction influences Sheba to order Vicky to wear the clerk’s uniform. Later on, Rani is promoted as the head clerk of Trust Bank.


  Mrs. Peters: is Edwina’s ignorant old-fashioned landlady who doesn’t understand the concept of same sex relationships. Mrs. Peters is under the impression that the relationship between Edwina and the feminized Vicky is platonic. Mrs. Peters is scandalized when Edwina becomes pregnant via IVF and declares her intentions to bring the baby up with Vicky. Mrs. Peters feels that Edwina ought to get married and raise her child with a man.


  Mr. Tills: is Vicky’s conservative landlord who doesn’t allow Vicky’s girlfriend Edwina to shift to Vicky’s flat just because the couple isn’t married.


  Dr. Serena Pal: is Edwina’s gynecologist who starts HRT on Vicky.


  Sienna Joseph Pereira: is Vicky and Edwina’s child born through IVF.


  -----------------


  
    
      
        
          
            
              
                
              

            

          

        

      

    

  



  Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa

A Slippery Slope in a School


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her.






Dance Like a Woman


Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into “Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer.







A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina— with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield.







None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority


"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series



Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5 feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them.




  
     
       
         


        
 

        


        
           
 A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

          


          
            "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
          

        


        
           
            In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams?
          

        


        
 

        


        
 Trapped in Circus

        


        
          "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

        


        
           
            Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’ clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 
          

        


        
 

        


        
 Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

        


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


          



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

        


        
 Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride.
        


        
 

        


        
 Muse and Vampiress

        


        
 Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two.
        


        
 

        


        
 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
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        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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