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               Chapter 1 - In a “Dream”


              It was literally like being in a dream. Thailand, with its beaches, magnificent Buddhist temples and go-go bars, was an entirely different world from New Orleans. Its eastern magic, combined with the surreally beautiful women, was just what the doctor ordered for a burnt-out lyricist like me. At 19, I had penned a song, which had struck a chord with the audience and had made me an instant success. Over the years, I had worked with top artistes and had written songs that had generated herculean amount of royalties. Now, at 35, I no longer had the same magic. With composers and recording artistes breathing down my neck like hyperactive collies, I desperately needed a hit.


              Slice of Life, an offbeat Moulin Rouge-styled cabaret, was my refuge. It was an intimate little setting, with thick cream curtains, little maroon toadstool shaped seats and flamboyant pistachio-colored walls. A hypersexual emcee, flit in and out of the little wooden stage like a restless butterfly, wearing nothing but a pair of tight pants that clearly outlined his huge cock. Ron was a slender, pixyish man of about my own age whose penis was in total shocking contrast with his waif-thin body. This, combined with his red-varnish painted nipples, created an ineffably provocative effect.


              The French-styled Thai cabaret was owned by a huge, big-bosomed woman called Nong. Apart from being the owner, Nong also participated in the cabaret. She personally appeared in front of each of the men (Slice of Life was mostly frequented by men), bent her knees a little bit and rocked her ample hips from side to side in a comic-raunchy manner. The way in which Nong’s large, pendulous breasts jiggled under the flimsy fabric of her top was even more provocative than the sight of Ron’s trousers. Once in a while, Nong would walk up to unsuspecting guests and would perch her ample weight on their laps, wriggling her disconcertingly large buttocks on their lean, muscular thighs. Much to my embarrassment, Nong had once walked up to me, placed both my tanned palms on her twin peaks and forced me to squeeze them. The comedic, orgasmic faces and sounds that Nong made afterwards drew hoots of laughter from other guests, and brought a beet-red flush to my face.


              In spite of these disconcerting experiences, I continued frequenting Slice of Life. The reason I did was the young Thai dancers, wearing exotic shimmering costumes, elaborate headgears and exaggerated plumage, swaying away to tantalizing Arabic, Chinese, Japanese and Indian tunes. There was something about their youthful creamy skins, nubile delicate bodies and sweet dazzling smiles, which kept me going back to Slice of Life. The seductive way in which the girls’ thick-lashed eyes teased, tantalized and beckoned, caused me many sleepless nights. But the primary reason I frequented Slice of Life was….Dream.


              Dream came on stage sometime midway during the 65 minute show. She was, sometimes, dressed in a red sampot (which is a traditional Thai cloth that is worn by wrapping around the waist, stretching and twisting the ends together before pulling the twisted fabric between the legs) and a little golden blouse. She would bend her shapely knees a little bit; rock her rounded hips from side to side, swinging her elegant derriere towards the floor as she swayed. Dream would then send me into a tizzy, by rotating her pelvis in a circle as she sensually swung her hips from side to side. Just then Ron would come on stage and beckon Dream towards him. Dream would move towards the emcee like a gazelle, turn her back on him, bend a bit forward and grind her shapely buttocks against his very noticeable groin region. Dream’s raised sculpted arms, creamy cleavage peeking above her tiny golden blouse and the suggestiveness of her movements would mesmerize me beyond words. As I watched the irresistible Thai beauty in a trance, Dream would turn to face Ron, run her lovely arms along the contours of his body and drape one shapely leg around the side of the hypersexual emcee’s leg. At this moment, I desired to be Ron, so that I could look at Dream’s sweet heart-shaped face and run my fingers through her lush midnight black hair. I fervently ached to be Ron, so that I could look deep into Dream’s smoky eyes and caress her lovely oxbow lips. Yet I had to stay glued to my toadstool, my burgeoning manhood twitching in my pants. Many a night in my dreams, I long to touch her, but Dream would give me a sweet seductive smile and would elude my touch like the mythical chimera. Oh, but I would go mad!


              Dream, incidentally, had a great singing voice too. As she poised the microphone in front of her and parted her lips, rich vibrant notes of music filled the cabaret hall. The husky lush notes alternated with an enrapturing falsetto that sounded like the siren call of mermaids. As the delightful drops of pure music fell on each jaded ear, people regained their energy and ached to be close to Dream.


              One night, Dream stood on the wooden makeshift stage, dressed in a simple blue Thai tube skirt (called the Sinh) and sheer silver top, unbelievably still, except for the gyrating of her gently rounded hips. The fast hip hop beats of the background music slowed down to a languid, sensual lull. Dream’s smoky black eyes, under the pair of finely arched brows and languid droopy eyelashes, looked straight at me. An amused smile tugged the corners of her oxbow lips, as she slowly, seductively ran her hands over her perfectly spherical breasts, curvilinear waist and rounded hips. The mischievous succubus knew very well that she was tormenting me—that she had been for the last fortnight. And it was clear that the sadist in her took pleasure in my plight. As Dream bent over and caressed her perfectly shaped calves showing through the slit of her sinh, I lost control. I dashed to the stage, caught hold of Dream’s slender arm and coaxed her off stage. At first, Dream gently resisted, and looked towards the big fat Nong as if for guidance. Upon receiving a firm nod from the latter, Dream smiled (a dazzling smile) at me and followed me out of Slice of Life into the fresh salty air of Pattaya.


              We walked for some time in silence, quietly looking at the liquor shops, massage parlors and tuk-tuks as we passed. I reveled in the perfection of Dream; her height (she was quite tall for a Thai woman—about 5’7 in her bare feet), her flawless figure and perfect face. Dream glanced up towards me, the suggestiveness in her eyes replaced by shyness. She smiled again. The little crowfeet that formed at the corner of her eyes told me that Dream wasn’t as young as I had first thought her to be. I estimated her to be about the same age as myself. The fact that Dream was older than I had previously thought increased my attraction towards her, for I always believed women developed a good personality only after thirty.


              As I inhaled the briny sea air commingled with the musky scent of womanhood of my companion, I began to feel a bit strange. The aura of femininity around Dream was a bit too overpowering. It was almost as if Dream was standing on top of the rooftops and hollering “Look at me, I am a woman!” quite unnecessarily, when the fact was more than conspicuous to the onlooker.


              “So, are you a local?” I asked kicking my own sandals off and reclining on the beach.


              “Not quite” Dream answered in perfect English “I’m from Ko Samet Island, located on the Eastern Gulf Coast”. Dream’s voice, which had sounded haunting and siren-like as she had sung, sounded a tad unnatural to me now. It was high pitched, yet I felt subtle masculinity lurking beneath the carefully cultivated surface. To be more apt, Dream’s speaking voice sounded like someone caricaturing a female voice. Now this was a crazy line of thought to pursue, considering I had been fantasizing about this woman—body, mind and soul—for over a fortnight. However, these seemingly irrational thoughts flooded my brain, almost against my will. They felt insane, disrupting and nearly delusional. Was I finally losing it? Was the fact that I was losing my creativity making me go mad?

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               Chapter 2 - The Secret


              Dream touched my lips with her own lilac soft ones, muting the thoughts whirring in my head. She placed one huge palm on the side of my neck and kissed me deeply. Her curious tongue explored the sides of my mouth before greedily plundering it. A slow heat built-up in my loins and I pulled Dream fiercely on top of me. Her dark, soft tresses brushed my tanned cheek and ripe, firm breasts pressed against my wiry chest. Dream let go of my neck and grabbed a handful of my thick, sandy hair while still kissing me. My hands wandered to her back and caressed it.


              I could feel the sheer fabric of the silver top, but no bra beneath. This was definitely unusual among Thai women. My experience with them had taught me that Thai woman compulsorily wore a bra, irrespective of whether they had big or small tits. Dream, who I guessed was a D-cup, went without one. This was certainly unusual unless she was like American feminists of the second wave (or was it the third wave?), who believed in equality of sexes and burnt their bras to prove the point.


              “What’s your name?” Dream asked, as she broke the kiss for breath “and which part of the US are you from?” Dream’s voice had the strange unrealistic quality I’d noticed before, but I ignored it. I instead appreciated the fact that she had recognized me as an American. I hadn’t expected a local girl, who performed in a cabaret, to be so discerning.


              “My name is Jay Armstrong” I replied “and I hail from New Orleans”.


              “Jay…” Dream repeated in her weird, unnatural voice “A lovely name”. Jay was a common enough name in the US, but the way Dream pronounced it, it seemed like it was the rarest, most invaluable moniker on earth.


              “So what do you do, Jay?” Dream’s next question jerked me out of my trance.


              “I’m a lyricist, deserted by his muse” I laughed quite gaily “in fact, I came to Thailand looking for her”.


              “And would you say you found her?” Dream asked meaningfully, looking deep into my “spaniel-brown” eyes.


              “It’s hard to say” I said looking at the beautiful performer intensely “I might if she’s honest with me”.


              “Ha! I’m only a humble cabaret dancer!” said Dream trying to sound light “what deep-seated secrets could I possibly have?”


              “You’re presumptuous” I said, flipping Dream over and kissing the side of her neck “whoever said I was talking about you?”


              “Presumptuous? That I am” murmured Dream breathlessly. Flames of desire emanated from every pore of her body as I explored it. Dream tasted of rosewater, wood smoke and every other flavor that I had associated with the east. I opened the front buttons of her blouse, uncovering her firm spherical breasts. I interpreted her swollen nipples as a sure sign of desire for me. For a moment, I detached myself from my desires and surveyed the woman in front of me. Dream’s graceful, swan-like neck and exquisite collarbones were an artist’s delight. They seemed to have been sculpted, with much love and care, by the mystic artist called nature. The woman was indeed beautiful.


              My head dropped low and explored the hollow at the base of Dream’s throat. The warm skin stretched tightly over the region pulsated faintly and sporadically, to some distant staccato beat. The smoothness of Dream’s skin made me feel manlier. I could feel my cock twitch beneath my khaki trousers. I thrust and swirled my tongue deep into Dream’s ear, making her entire body shudder with ecstasy.


              A low moan was wrenched from Dream’s mouth, as my kisses tasted the delicate flesh of her breasts, lingering over the firm nipples. Dream furiously dug her nails into my back. My restless fingers found her pulsating core and parted her nether lips. Dream let out probably the longest, loudest sigh of her life. I inserted my tongue and artfully worked on her vulva, labia and clitoris. As my tongue flicked and sucked on the lovely clitoris, Dreams entire body broke into a series of staccato spasms. I thrust a finger into her womanhood, and felt, in Dream’s moistness, her desire for me. I inserted two of my fingers into her welcoming womb and pleasured her for a while. After a minute or two, when my fingers were dribbling with her juices, I unzipped my trousers, let out my stuff and impaled Dream with it. As the two of us were locked in a rhythmic two and fro motion and I increased the speed and intensity of my thrusts, Dream’s womb clenched around my organ like a glove. Both of us came simultaneously; me with a groan of masculine satisfaction and she with an ineffably long sigh.


              In spite of our passionate lovemaking, one thing was clear. Dream was playing her cards close to her chest. She didn’t share the secret hidden in her bosom as easily as she had parted her legs and shared her body with me.


              ***


              Over the next few days, Dream and I became inseparable. Since I paid Dream a substantial sum for her services, of which Nong took the lion’s share, Dream was allowed to frequent me as many times a day as I desired. Apart from making love, Dream and I actually talked. I found that I could talk to Dream about anything: the relaxed “Caribbean” feel of my hometown New Orleans, the locals’ love for music and different kinds of cuisine and our unique way of looking at culture, the government and other things. And the most surprising thing was, this humble cabaret performer cum prostitute actually understood everything I said. What came as a soothing balm to me was that Dream listened for the sake of understanding, not reacting like most other people did. I could dribble on about my musical experimentations, when I had written rather horrible poetry instead of lyrics and had set them to music, learnt how to play the guitar and a bit of the piano, and had, at 19, written a song that had catapulted me to success. I also told Dream about my recent burnout and the agony of having to see young, fresh lyricists get ahead of me. “I know I am a pig to feel that way” I told her, half laughing “at my age, I should be encouraging young upcoming talents”.


              “Don’t judge yourself so harshly, Jay” said Dream softly “remember you’re human, not a divinity”. Dream’s voice was gentle, her expression concerned. Something above my belt just stirred: my heart. I was, slowly but steadily, falling in love with this woman. Her sweetness was touching, sympathy overwhelming.


              Dream also seemed to like me. She was attracted to the usual things women found appealing: my tanned sinewy body, open boyish face and “charming” smile. I also believe Dream appreciated my “spaniel-like” light brown eyes and deep yet gentle voice. Dream confessed that she appreciated little gentlemanly things that I did for her like holding doors open for her to pass, pulling out chairs for her to sit on and pay compliments (that wasn’t difficult!) irrespective of the fact that she was a prostitute. When I told Dream that I really wasn’t going out of my way, she sighed sadly and said “Other men are seldom like you. They often mistreat people like me just because they have paid for us”.


              My ears cocked up. Dream had referred to herself as “a person”. This I found rather strange. How could someone so suffused with estrogen not refer to herself as “a woman”? Well, this girl was strange.


              One look at Dream’s languid tip-tilted eyes and I got that feeling again. That Dream was keeping a crucial secret from me. Since our courtship, I had noticed that though I openly discussed my innermost desires and the most deep-seated of fears, she seldom opened up to me. For all my inquisitiveness and gentle probing, the only answers I got were mundane accounts of Dream’s daily life: as to how many young dancers she trained that day, which costumes she had sewn and what she intended singing that night. Not a word was uttered about her past, her background or her future plans. I also noticed that while Dream made a passing mention of Nong and Ron (that too in unavoidable circumstances), she avoided discussing them as much as possible. The memory of Dream grinding her bottom against Ron’s groin flooded my vision, and a terrible paranoid suspicion passed my mind.


              “Dream!” I burst out agitatedly “you and Ron aren’t lovers, are you?”


              “No!” said Dream empathetically “we are colleagues, that’s all!”. Considering I had found Dream to be a gentle and evasive person, the energy with which she denied the allegation caught me by surprise. I glimpsed at her face. It had gone red with denial. Dream seemed really upset. It was almost as if the girl had a physical kind of horror of being associated with the hypersexual emcee. So, I had her stirred inner demons. Dream was hiding much more from me than I had imagined.


              “What’s it, hon?” I said, cupping the face I had come to love so much in my palms “why are you freaking out?”


              “Oh, I am just a tad sensitive today” replied Dream dismissively “it’s work stress, I guess”.


              I stood up and crossed my arm around my chest. “Dream, l love you” I said in a firm, no-nonsense tone “I don’t want us to keep any secrets from each other”.


              “You love me?!” Dream spat with sarcasm and self-deprecation “you, a great lyrics-writer, love a common whore?!”


              “Believe it or not, I do” I said, kneeling down so that my face was at the same level as hers “and I don’t appreciate you keeping your past locked away from me!”


              “Let bygones be bygones, Jay!” Dream pleaded, sounding like a woman who was physically hurt “please let sleeping dogs lie!”.


              “That will not do” I said “if you want me to stay; we’ll have to begin on a clean slate. Otherwise, I’ll go fly back to New Orleans tomorrow”.


              Dream was obviously startled. She stood up and said “I thought you were here on a six month visa, which means you are going to be in Thailand for three months more!”


              “That was my intent” I said setting my jaw determinedly “but I’ll leave tomorrow since nothing here interests me anymore…”


              “Please don’t leave, Jay” said Dream, falling on to her knees “I like…adore you”.


              “You’re lying” I said shrugging with feigned nonchalance “if you really did like me, you wouldn’t hide things from me”.


              Dream remained silent. A moment or two later, she asked in a quiet voice “What do you want to know?”.


              “Your real name” I said “and surname”.


              “Dream is my real name” replied Dream turning pink. It was obvious that she was lying.


              “Don’t fib” I said “I know 80% of the Thais have a nickname. “Dream” sounds more like a nickname rather than a traditional Thai name”.


              “So you really want to know my real name?” asked Dream. Her delicate features had suddenly hardened, and her voice sounded choked—as if she was holding back some very powerful emotion.


              “Yes” I said obstinately.


              “I wonder if you’ll love me in spite of what I tell you” said Dream. The ends of Dream’s oxbow lips curled in a sardonic smile.


              “I swear I will no matter what” I said sincerely.


              “Very well then” said Dream, trying hard to fight back tears “My original name is Deng….Deng Wattana”.

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               Chapter 3 - Life in Ko Samet


              My first reaction to Dream’s declaration was one of humor. I had been to Thailand before, this was my second time and I knew enough of its history, culture and etymology to realize that “Deng” was a male moniker. I held my stomach and had a hearty guffaw, but stopped as I glanced at Dream. Her lovely heart-shaped face was grave. It was obvious that Dream wasn’t joking.


              Then a theory struck me. Dream’s folks had perhaps wanted a male child, and were probably disappointed when she was born a girl. That’s how she probably ended up with the name “Deng” that was uncompromisingly male. Since this obviously was a touchy topic with Dream, I broached it cautiously.


              “It doesn’t matter” I said “plenty of women back in America have male names. Glenn Close, for example. I know another girl called “Max”. That’s no issue, you don’t have to worry!”


              “Jay” Dream’s manner had turned beseeching again “what I’m going to tell you might drastically change the way you feel about me! Even if you are unable to love me afterwards, promise not to loathe me!”


              “I promise” I replied, patting Dream’s shoulder reassuringly “Nothing you divulge today will change the way I feel for you”.


              “I’m not one of those women who had been given a male name” replied Dream, stony-faced “I am a person, who was originally born in a perfectly healthy, functional male body”.


              Even though I had made a silent vow not to overreact no matter what Dream told me, I involuntarily took a step or two backwards. What was Dream saying? That she was born with a penis?? I took a good, objective look at the woman standing in front of me (like an outsider might). It was tremendously hard to believe that this lithe feminine creature, dressed in a flaring black evening gown, had not been born female.


              Yet was it all that surprising. Hadn’t I suspected deviousness in Dream’s overpowering femininity? Hadn’t I perceived factors such as certain unnaturalness of Dream’s speaking voice and her habit of never wearing a bra as unusual? Hadn’t I, in my subconscious, registered that Dream’s elbows were just a little bit squarer than average Thai women’s?


              Dream carefully studied my face for signs of loathing or disgust. I was particular on keeping my facial expression neutral even though what I had just learnt about my romantic interest had come as a great shock to me. I walked up to Dream and gave her a supportive hug.


              “How did this…” I indicated her body with my eyes “how did this come to happen?”


              “It’s a long tale that will take away the entire night and perhaps a major part of the next day as well to narrate” warned Dream with a sad half-smile.


              “I’m ready to listen” I said energetically “anyway; I’ve booked you for the entire night. Nong will have no complaints”.


              “Very well then” replied Dream and settled down on the white Pattaya beach sands. She crossed her long legs in a meditative position and started “I was born, 34 years ago, in the T-shaped island of Ko Samet. I had one older brother and another younger one. My parents weren’t well-off, but we had enough for food, shelter and education. My father was a macho mustached man who drove a taxi for living and my mother was a receptionist at a local massage parlor”.


              Dream uncorked the lid of a soda can, took a sip of the fizzy drink and went on. “I was evidently a beautiful baby. My mother was so carried away by my creamy skin, dark hair and lovely feminine features, that she chose the female nickname “Dream” for me. My father wasn’t too thrilled at the choice, but seeing that it made my mother happy, he let her have her way. I grew up to be such a beautiful child that even mothers of female children envied my mother”.


              “I can well imagine” I said earnestly, pushing a stray lock of hair behind Dream’s ear.


              “I was good in studies too and that made me even more popular” continued Dream “I spent all my free time studying, while my brothers learnt Muay Thai (martial arts). I stood first in class and earned the respect of my peers until I hit puberty”


              Dream stopped. A distant, far-away look had come into her smoky eyes.


              “What happened at puberty?” I subtly asked “didn’t you, you know….ejaculate?”


              “Oh, I did ejaculate, had my wet dreams and all” replied Dream “my cock grew, I developed hair in the arm pit and groin region, but my face remained relatively smoother than that of the other boys. I didn’t need to shave as often as them. My voice cracked, but I didn’t sound as gruff as my brothers”.


              “You’re so luckly!” I spoke to Dream as if she was a male pal, not girlfriend “at puberty I looked and sounded like a bear!”


              “I would have preferred a bearish appearance to my girlish skin and deeper voice” replied Dream wistfully “my feminine features caused a lot of problems”.


              “Problems?!” I asked incredulous “what kind of problems could they have possibly caused? There probably isn’t anything like too much beauty!”


              “Oh, there is!” replied Dream “especially when it is coupled with effeminate mannerisms. The local boys, including my brothers, were most unkind. They teased me by calling me kathoey (which means “transsexual” in Thailand). I wouldn’t have minded their jibes if I was indeed a kathoey, for lady boys in Thailand are treated with a greater degree of tolerance than in other cultures. Since Thai people view that a kathoey is born as a result of transgressions one might have committed in one’s previous birth, they are usually treated with pity. However, I wasn’t a transgender. I was a regular boy interested in studying and earning well for himself. Therefore, these names upset me. And the boys’ bullying wasn’t restricted to name calling either….” Dream paused delicately, unsure of whether or not to continue.


              “What is the matter?” I said tenderly “please feel free to tell me as I’ll never judge you”.


              “Well, when I had gone to use the school restroom, a few senior boys waylaid me” went on Dream “they called me a ‘pretty boy’, pulled my pants down and tried to sodomize me. I yelled out aloud, but no one heard as the students and faculty were assembled in the conference hall to listen to a guest speaker. Just as one of my seniors tried to ram his cock into me, the janitor arrived. He rescued me in time. The rowdy senior boys threatened to harm the janitor’s children if he breathed a word about the incident to anyone. They threatened to kill me if I told the school principal. Boys of that sort would commit any vile deed, so I didn’t complain to the school authorities. However, I did narrate the incident at home, but no one took me seriously. My brothers and even my parents had a hearty laugh at my expense. Twenty years ago and in a small island, no one seriously believed that rape could be attempted on a boy”.


              “It must have hurt not to be believed” I said gravely.


              “Yes, it did” agreed Dream “that was the time I started feeling I was all alone in the world. The senior boys tried to attack me many times subsequently, but they never got an opportunity to actually commit the vile deed. I evaded assault somehow or the other. Since reporting these incidents to anyone elicited only laughter, I stopped confiding in my family. I channelized all my energies into studies and topped the class every year. Soon I completed high school and started studying psychology at a university in Ko Samet. When in the final year, I started doing my TEFL/TESOL course side by side as I desired to be an English teacher”.


              “Your academic achievements must have earned you rightful respect among friends and family, right?” I ventured hopefully, wanting to see the glass as half full.


              “To an extent, yes” agreed Dream “the school faculty and my friends started respecting me. However (Dream’s lovely oxbow mouth drooped slightly), it didn’t change the attitude of my brothers or my parents. My parents were obviously partial to my cigarette-smoking, sports-oriented brothers than me: their ‘pretty’ nerd of a son. I tried my best to change my mannerisms to suit my gender better, but my parents were never satisfied. They constantly criticized everything about me: be it my taste in clothes (which, BTW, was staid), mannerisms or way of speaking. Yet I continued to concentrate on my getting my degree and progressing in my TEFL course”.


              “Good” I said encouragingly “we must all learn to keep our cool from you”.


              “Oh, but I too lost my cool” replied Dream “and then began the story of my ruin”.


              Dream’s eyes welled up with tears as she recalled the unpleasant memory. “It was a dark, dreary afternoon. I had come home after having my Graduation Day. Much to my disappointment, no one from home had turned up at the university. I returned home with my graduation degree, to find my two indolent brothers lolling on the living room sofas. My father was seated on his easy chair, watching a football match on TV. My mother sat on the high- backed chair, painting her nails. Leave alone congratulate me, no one of them even bothered to look up from what they were doing. Disappointed, I headed towards my room. It was then that they started ridiculing me” Dream close her eyes shut abruptly. The memory of the afternoon of about 12-13 years ago evidently still stung her.


              “What did they say?” I gently prodded.


              “A number of things” Dream said, her beautiful heart-shaped face contorted in pain “apparently in ‘humor’. My elder brother said ‘Congrats, kathoey. You have accomplished much in spite of being transgendered’ (or something to that effect). The younger one said that now that I had completed my graduation, it was their responsibility to start looking for a bridegroom for me. My father’s coarse, hearty guffaw, in response to what my boorish brothers said, rings loud in my ears even today. Even my mother looked up from her drying nails and giggled. This was the utmost insult and humiliation. It was then that I got angry—for the first time in my life. I retaliated and yelled at my parents and brothers. I told them that they were crumby; low-class folks, with little or no culture, and were likely to remain that way all their lives. My father retorted by saying that I was born and raised in the same ‘low-class Company’ and hadn’t even turned out to be ‘normal’ like my brothers. What my mother said was the last straw. She said that I, with my pretty face and effeminate mannerisms, had become more of an embarrassment rather than an asset to the family. Shell-shocked by her statement, I walked out of the house in jeans and a checked shirt.


              I took a bus to Pattaya and wandered the streets aimlessly for a long time. The evening was merging into night. Discontent with walking on the main streets, I turned into one of the side lanes. It was a tattered, dingy lane that didn’t elevate my mood any. It was then that I came across Slice of Life. The unusual décor, visible through the transparent glass panes, caught my fancy. I liked the compact little pistachio-green-painted rooms, layered creamy curtains and maroon toadstool-shaped seats. From the outside, I saw silhouettes of glorious young women wearing elaborate shimmering costumes, eye-catching headgear and dramatic plumage. Naturally, being a young man, I was attracted”.


              Dream paused and looked dreamily into a distance. Her smoky eyes were glazed with a feeling of desire. All of a sudden, I caught a glimpse of the gangling young man of 12 years ago in the lovely, curvaceous beauty who sat next to me.


              “What happened next?” I asked with bated breath. Dream’s story was so riveting that I was getting more and more absorbed in it.


              “I walked in and took a seat on one of the toadstools. A big, burly fortyish woman, dressed only in garter and hose and a tight corset, walked up to me and smiled amiably. She seemed too tall and hefty to be completely Thai, so I surmised that she must partly be a Caucasian white person. She introduced herself as Nong Suttikul, the owner of Slice of Life, and urged me to make myself comfortable in her cabaret. I returned Nong’s smile and replied that I would. After the terrible episode at home, it felt good to be spoken to courteously. Nong indicated a small bar to the right and asked me if I wanted anything. ‘A whiskey would be great’ I answered with a smile. Instead of asking one of the waiters to fetch the drink, Nong got it herself. I told her I’d get the drink myself, but she gestured to me to sit down. In a trice, Nong brought me a glass filled with more than a pint of whiskey. I accepted the drink gratefully and sloshed it down. The dancers serenaded on stage gracefully. In my whiskey-induced haze, they looked like elegant young butterflies. I was transfixed. The ambience—light, mood and music—was beginning to have its effect on me….I suddenly felt as light as a cloud. The vitriolic domestic quarrel of the afternoon began to appear very trivial. I walked to the bar and got myself another drink. Before I knew it, I had sloshed down a few others. I had not been much of a drinker up to that point, so the whiskey went straight to my head. I felt a delicious shudder pass through my entire body. I was tipsy and could barely walk straight, but had never felt happier in my life. I ordered another pink of whiskey against my better judgment. Suddenly, it seemed as if I weighed nothing. I wondered why I hadn’t gotten drunk before”.


              “It’s the way we all feel” I laughed “but there’s nothing more hazardous to health than drinking. Anyway, let me stop sermonizing and listen to what happened to you next”.


              “Ron came on stage” continued Dream “he was also in his early twenties and much slimmer than he is now if you can believe it. He wasn’t conventionally good-looking, but had a good complexion and a nice thick head of hair. For someone like me who was from a small town, Ron’s hypersexual style of dressing and risqué speech caused some shock. But soon, I began to find some charm in his tight trousers, painted nipples, and most of all, in the eloquence of his speech! Ron was so very fluent in Thai as well as English. The guy could code-mix and code-switch so easily! I was impressed. Since I too was good at languages, I aspired to be an emcee like Ron. I reasoned that getting a job like Ron’s would immediately ensure my financial independence, so I wouldn’t have to go back home to my critical parents and mean brothers. I was so besotted with the idea of becoming an emcee that I was ready to wear those hideous vulgar pants and paint my nipples red, if need be, to become one”.


              “Oh, don’t tell me!” I said slapping my thigh hard and laughing until tears poured down my cheeks “don’t tell me you were so impressed by that buffoon that you wanted to become like him!”.


              “Ron seems like a buffoon to me now” Dream laughed ruefully “but remember that this was twelve years ago. I was young and barely knew the world outside of the sheltered Ko Samet. I was so blinded by the glamour and otherworldliness of Slice of Life that I couldn’t see the evil behind it. The immorality of consuming liquor, watching semi-clad ladies (and a gentleman, if one included Ron) and frittering precious time away doing nothing productive, was totally lost on me. With stars in my eyes and an appeal in my voice, I walked up to Nong and asked her if she would give me a chance to co-host the cabaret show with Ron. ‘Just give me one chance, Ma’am’ I pleaded ‘if I am not up to the mark, you can drive me away’”.


              Nong’s flabby face melted into an indulgent smile. “There is no need to beg so much, boy” she said pleasantly “I was, anyway, looking for another emcee to co-host the show with Ron. As soon as I saw you (and heard you speak), I thought you would be the perfect candidate. You’re physically attractive and also articulate”.


              Nong’s words were music to my ears. For someone who had been shamed for being ‘too pretty to be a man’ and mocked for his “gender-inappropriate” body language, such appreciation was overwhelming. I was so happy that I wanted to give the big fat woman a bear hug. However, I controlled myself and asked: “So, do I audition?”


              “Oh, there is no need to!” said Nong cheerfully “I have already gauged your caliber. All you will now have to do is sign the contract I have already drawn up. “Just fill in your name and sign on it” she urged.


              “Nong spoke with a kind of ease that I hadn’t anticipated. She had actually agreed to give me a job. I couldn’t believe my ears. Had getting away from the narrow confines of Ko Samet been so easy? I should have come to Pattaya earlier. Even if I hadn’t been old enough to drink, I might have landed a job as a waiter or something, which would have enabled to let me lead a life of independence and dignity.


              Nong held a printed page in front of me. I couldn’t believe she had already drawn up the contract. But that is what she had said, right? That she was looking for a person to co-emcee the cabaret show with Ron. So it was only natural that Nong had a contract ready.


              I looked at the paper. It was printed, but the light was too dim. Nong led me to one of the inner rooms, which comprised a writing desk, chair and a narrow bed. A fancy orange wardrobe, with a huge full-length mirror, stood to one corner of the room.


              Nong switched the light on. It shone in my face, blinding me. I tried to read, but the words in the contract blurred in front of my vision. I felt that this was because I had had a little too much to drink, but Nong begged to differ. She said another pint would “sharpen” my brain and bring it into focus. She lumbered towards the bar to get me another drink.


              I obediently guzzled down another pint that Nong had brought me. The whisky hit my brain like a rapacious shard. For a moment it was sharp, but then started becoming progressively woozy. I could see dilute, amorphous shapes floating all around me.


              The print on the pages of the contract became bigger, tinnier and then, progressively bigger. I tried to focus on it, but the letters evaded me. I was able to make out that the script was in English, but couldn’t read the terms and conditions of the contract.


              “Too stoned to read, are you?” said Nong, smiling sweetly “but that’s okay, young man. It just says that you have agreed to emcee the cabaret show along with Ron for 9000 baht a month. Just tell me your name, I’ll write it down”.


              “Deng Wattana” I murmured, vaguely conscious of my slurred speech.


              “Nong caught it and wrote it down. She thrust the pen that she was holding into my hand and asked me to sign on the dotted line. I barely had time to scrawl my signature, before I passed out”’.

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               Chapter 4 - The Betrayal


              “What happened after that?” I asked breathlessly “did you get the job as the co-emcee?”


              “Ha!” replied Dream smiling sardonically “Judas betrayed Jesus Christ for thirty pieces of silver. The much trusted Brutus was the one who stabbed Julius Caesar in the back. History has proven that friends and disciples could prove treacherous. Nong was but a stranger to me”.


              “You speak cryptically, Dream” I said “would you please tell me what happened after you passed out?”.


              “I woke up in the same tiny room of the cabaret, on the narrow bed” said Dream, continuing with her narrative “I had a splitting handover. Apart from that, I felt… different. Lighter. Something about me had changed. I looked down at my body to find my jeans and checked shirt gone! I had also been divested of my briefs and vest. However, I wasn’t wholly naked. My upper body had been covered with a flimsy turquoise chemise worn by females. I noticed that falsies had been stuffed into the front cups of the chemise to give me a full, female-like figure. I looked down south of my body. I had been made to wear a woman’s frilled knickers. Freaked beyond words, I ran towards the wardrobe mirror. The stranger who stared back at me wore a grotesque wig of pink curls. Its (I don’t know whether to call it him or her!) face had been made up in a dramatic manner: the eyes had been overly-darkened with kohl, lavish blue eye shadow had been smeared on the lids and two or three coats of mascara seemed to have been applied on the eyelashes. The nose had been powdered a little too much and lips generously painted a deadly dark shade of maroon. I recognized the face as mine. Yet it wasn’t mine! The body beneath belonged to me, yet was swathed in strange garments. The spectacle presented by the mirror bothered me so much that I shrieked, probably at the top of my voice. My screams brought Nong and Ron to the spot instantly.


              Nong stepped in front of me and put her hand over her ample hips: “No noise allowed, Miss” she said peremptorily “please try and curtain your vocal chords!”


              “I’m not ‘miss’, but a ‘mister’” I said empathically “and what do you mean by forcing me into this insane get-up? Are you out of your goddamn mind?!”


              “Mind your tongue, miss!” threatened Nong ominously “you have been dressed in keeping with the T&Cs of the contract that you signed yesterday!”


              “The contract?” I said trying to recall the previous day, through the haze of my clouded mind “I remembered that I signed it without reading it. It said I had agreed to co-emcee the cabaret show with Ron for 9000 baht a month”.


              “That is not what it said” Nong’s thin lips curled into a sly smile “it said quite something else”. She salvaged a rolled up sheet of paper from the folds of her multi-layered dress and waved it in front of my face in a provocative manner.


              “I seized it from the woman’s large paw and unrolled it. The wordings of the contract caused me more bewilderment than I ever had faced in my life”.


              Dream had come to an abrupt halt. The stupefaction she must have felt 12 years ago manifested on her face at the moment.


              “What did the contract say, my sweet?” I asked, tenderly stroking a lock of my beloved’s hair with the back of my palm.


              “It said” Dream stuttered, as if she was having immense difficulty getting the words out of her mouth “It read as follows:


              “The Agreement entered on the 9th day of July, 2012 by and between Slice of Life Cabaret and Deng Wattana, do hereby agree to all the terms described below:


              1) The owner of the cabaret is free to entrust any sort of a task to her employee Deng Wattana.


              2) Deng Wattana is expected to dress as a female dancer, learn relevant movements of dance and perform in front of the cabaret guests in the evenings.


              3) Deng Wattana is expected to dress and live as a female even at times he is not working.


              4) Deng Wattana is expected to provide sexual services to visiting clientele as and when the demand crops up.


              5) Deng Wattana will comply with other requests for feminization as and when they crop up.


              ‘“This is insane!” I said “I never signed any such ridiculous contract!”


              “Oh, but you did” replied Nong throwing me a gloating glance “look closely, isn’t this signature yours?”


              I peered into the sheet to take a closer look at the contract. The signature, obviously scrawled in a drunken stupor, was inelegant and untidy. Yet I couldn’t deny that it is mine. It could withstand any cross examination and could be presented as evidence in any court of law.


              The truth had to be accepted. I had been deceived by Nong. Ron’s presence and the devious smile on his monkey-like face showed that he too had been privy to the dirty trick Nong had played on me.


              “Did you really think you could co-emcee the show with me, you stupid little kathoey!” Ron spat condescendingly “all you are fit to do is dress prettily and please the guests!”


              “Right said, Ron” said the formidable Nong, before throwing me a final supercilious gaze and walking off.


              ***


              “Nong returned a little while later with rice and a salad of deep fried banana blossom. As I refused to eat it, Nong turned enraged and snapped “Listen, you have a long arduous task ahead of you! I expect you to make as much money for the cabaret as you can! It wouldn’t do for you to make a fuss of little things!” Nong’s doughy, flabby face had grown crimson and she spat at me in contempt.


              ‘“That wasn’t the contract I had signed” I said slowly, wiping the blob of spit off my overly-made up cheeks, “you tricked me”. How nice and maternal the big fat Nong had appeared yesterday. Right now, her entire manner had undergone a herculean change. Really, it seemed like people could change according to situations like chameleons. But then, Nong had changed her hue only once—the previous day. Once I had walked into her carefully constructed web, Nong had shown her true colors—that of nastiness.


              Tears were slowly beginning to dribble down my cheeks at having suffered deceit and being forced to dress in skimpy female cabaret dancer’s clothes. I was such a modest boy that I scarcely ever stepped out my room without being fully dressed. The prospect of having to perform in front of an entire audience, in a state of partial undress, unnerved me. The contract also said I was supposed “to service customers as and when the demand arose”; the phrase filled my mind with the most disturbing of images imaginable.


              “Now don’t play the sob queen in front of me!” Nong commanded, pinching my bare upper arm so hard that I cried out aloud with the pain “eat quickly because Ron will be here to teach you a few basic dance moves. Nong picked up a spoon and tried to force food into my mouth.


              I obstinately kept my mouth shut. After a few more attempts at trying to force-feed me, Nong lumbered off to fetch Ron. Presently, Ron sashayed in, with a sinuous sway of his slim hips. He was wearing white skin-tight jeans and a vest of dangerous-red. The bulge between his legs was as conspicuous as ever. I could barely keep my eyes off them. I know that it is rude to stare, but it seemed like Ron’s groin beckoned and forced my eyes to settle on it against their will.


              “Hey kathoey, my eyes are up here” Ron spoke fiercely gesturing towards his eyes “any more of that infernal staring and I’ll stick my thing in your ass”.


              So terrified was I by Ron’s threat that I quickly averted my eyes from his manhood. Since I didn’t know where else to look, I settled my eyes on the floor.


              “Eat!” Ron commanded me as if I was a dog. He had retrieved a mean-looking whip from his pocket and was threateningly swishing it around in the air. I was frightened enough to take a few quick mouthfuls that I gulped down with a glass of water Nong had just brought in. After my tormentors decided that I had eaten enough to be able carry out the activities they had in mind, I was ordered to stand. I did so pathetically, straightening the strap of the chemise and adjusting the uncompromisingly feminine knickers. After Nong readjusted the wig on my head, Ron began to prepare me for the moves for the evening, clasping the whip in his hand all the time. I got the impression that I was like an animal in the circus, which was going to be trained by a particularly inhuman trainer.


              Nong kept the bed upright to make more space for Ron and me. Ron stepped right, and then brought his right foot together with the left. He then stepped left and brought his left foot together with the right.


              “Do the same” he barked at me. I obliged like a scared little rabbit. I felt like a trapped creature at bay. Ron stepped ahead and placed his right hip so that it was glued to the corresponding part of my own body. He then wedged his right leg right beneath my legs. “Wrap your hand around my neck”, he hissed in my ear. I did so slowly and reluctantly. Ron’s neck felt wet and slimy, like snake-skin. Contact with it disgusted me, but there I couldn’t afford to disobey. To my utter disgust, Ron placed a bony hand over my waist and the two of us moved in tandem with some strange trance music Nong had switched on. I was utterly uncomfortable to be dressed in women’s clothes and dancing groin-to-groin with another man. My discomfort might have showed in the caginess with which I moved, for Ron took a step or two backwards and lashed my left arm with his whip. As I looked up at him in shock and dismay, Ron gnashed his teeth and said “Don’t fuss so much, kathoey, I could do so much more with you than just beat you…. thank your lucky stars that I am only whipping you; other kathoeys often suffer a sorrier fate!”


              “But will you please tell me what mistake I committed?” I asked flummoxed. The whip had left an angry welt on my upper arm and I rubbed it in pain.


              “I know you’re disgusted at being in close quarters with me!” Ron bellowed “that’s why you are shirking away from my touch! It shows in your goddamn body language! When you dance in a goddamn cabaret like you are, you don’t shy away from your partner’s touch. You let yourself free. Respond to his touch. Touch yourself. Become the whore audiences pay extravagant amounts to come here to watch!”


              Ron lashed me again with the whip, as if to drive in his point more forcefully. I yelled out aloud, and Ron barked “Enough! You can scream as much as you want and lick your goddamn wounds later. Right now, I want you to learn how to perform cabaret dance!”.


              I straightened up, controlling my tears. The next one hour was an ordeal, which entailed learning how to provocatively grind my ass into Ron’s groin and wriggle it around when seated on his lap. Ron ran his hands up and down my body and ordered that I do the same. Every pore in my body protested. “I’m not a faggot!” I wanted to scream out aloud “why the hell am I doing this?!”. However, the herculean threat of violence snuffs out the miniscule voice of reason. I did everything that Ron ordered me to do, wondering what else fate had in store for me during the course of my imprisonment in the hellhole.


              ‘“That evening, Nong ordered me to take a long shower with a fragrant bathing gel. She dressed me in a pink Thai tube skirt with long slits and a matching tiny little brassiere. The distance between the bra and the skirt was considerable; I felt immensely uncomfortable with such a vast expanse of my belly showing. Nong salvaged the falsies that she had put in my chemise in the morning and stuffed them into my brassiere. Thankfully, she allowed me to wear male briefs.


              With garish foundation, lipstick and eye shadow applied on my face, I was declared “ready”. Nong fit a rather realistic-looking black wig on my head and asked me to stand in front of the wardrobe mirror. The result I saw was breathtaking. A far-cry from the ugly drag-queen I had been dressed up as in the morning, I looked almost like a woman now. My creamy skin glowed, my eyes appeared smoky and my body looked passable.


              “You’re beautiful, aren’t you?” Nong whispered as she led me on stage “from today, we shall call you ‘Dream’. Deng is unsuitable to you now”.


              We had arrived at the side of the stage. Nong literally pushed me onstage. I staggered and literally fell on the floor. The warm spot light made my skin shimmer. I heard hoots and gasps from the audience members, who mostly sounded male. I tried to squint into their faces, but the blinding arch lights prevented me from seeing clearly. I roused myself up with spirit and started moving my hips two and fro, while continuing to remain standing in one position. The hoots and the whistles from the audience told me that my movements were a complete hit. I proceeded to, slowly and provocatively; touch my body while knocking my knees, sending the guests into a tizzy. As Ron, swathed in his trademark tight trousers and flashing his red nipples, wafted on stage, I reluctantly went through the torturous routine of grinding my ass against his groin. I could feel Ron’s manhood go hard against my buttocks. I continued grinding my derriere against his erection. Debasing myself like this caused me great agony, yet I kept the act up with a fake smile plastered on my face. Catcalls from the audience told me that they enjoyed the show. From the side of the stage, Nong shot a thumbs up sign at me and Ron and made gestures encouraging us to continue with the moves. I personally didn’t care which moves were popular, but persisted with the filthy movement to avoid being flogged by Ron after the show. After what seemed like an eternity, I was finally allowed to turn and run my hands over the sides of Ron’s body. I wrapped my right leg against the side of Ron’s body and arched my own body backwards. The dance was concluded. The small intimate cabaret was filled with the sound of thunderous applause.


              “Thank God, that’s it!” I thought when the cream curtains fell and Ron led me off stage with his palm on the small of my back. Nong who waited for us at the side of the stage with glasses of water, turned to me and reluctantly said: “you did well”. As I reached out for a glass of water, Nong firmly grasped my palm with her own fat hand and said “Not yet, there is still work to be done”. As I wondered as to what the “important work” was, Nong led me into a chamber, slightly bigger than mine, with a double bed instead of a single one.


              Two guys were standing by the side of it. The first one, I noticed, was a white Caucasian male in his mid twenties, 6 feet tall, with a solid football player’s build and ash blonde hair and blue eyes. He was dressed quite casually, in a three-forth length khaki pant and a florescent green t-shirt.


              The other was a local Thai guy, with a thick head of black hair and bright black eyes. I estimated him to be in his early thirties. He was dressed rather formally, in a pair of formal grey trousers and a blue shirt; I estimated that the guy had come directly to the cabaret after work. He wasn’t as tall as the American guy, but was rather tall for a Thai.


              “Guys, meet Dream” Nong introduced, with a coy smile on her face “she will be servicing you tonight. She turned to me and said “Dream, this is Mark and Art. You will have to give them utmost pleasure. Before, I had the chance to say: “Wait, I don’t want to have sex with men!” Nong had left, closing the door behind her. I was left all by myself, facing two strange guys.


              “Wai” I said awkwardly, folding my hands together and inclining my head slightly in the traditional Thai greeting.


              “Hi beautiful” said the white guy (Mark) walking over to me and groping my falsies “we’re not here for niceties, but for hard core sex”. With the following words, the British guy (I could tell by his accent) planted a coarse kiss on my mouth. His lips were hard and leathery against my own soft ones. I had never kissed another man before, and it felt practically weird. Yet according to the contract I had been made to sign by deceit, I couldn’t decline granting sexual favors to the customers.


              Mark gave me an embarrassingly intense kiss. He let out a low moan and dropped his khaki pants. I froze at the sight of his organ. This man was big.


              The Thai guy (Art) unzipped his pants and let his cock out. I had been presumptuous enough to assume that since this guy was slightly shorter than the Brit, his organ would be smaller. I was wrong. If the Brit was big, the Thai was huge.


              Art walked over to me with the easy confidence of a local and thrust his cock into my mouth. He thrust it in and out, fucking my mouth as if it was a body orifice. As Art increased the speed and intensity of his thrusts, I was convinced I was going to choke on his organ. I made pathetic protesting sounds, but` Art didn’t stop. He went on and on until he was exhausted, cumming all over my face. I made a dash towards a small side washbasin and tried to erase his cum from my face. Yet the smell and stain wouldn’t go.


              When I turned around, Art was leering at me. “Enjoyed the lollypop did you, pretty kathoey?” he asked and winked lewdly at me.


              I slumped down on the bed trying to come to terms with the humiliation that I had just experienced. However, my customers were in no mood to let me rest. Mark turned me around and hitched my tube skirt up. He yanked my briefs down. My heart hammered with fear in my chest. Was this guy going to ass fuck me? Good God.


              It seems like this was precisely what Mark had in mind, for he took his dick in one hand, and I felt him slide it up and down my hole a few times. With his free hand, he stuck two huge fingers into me and fingered me for a while. When he put three fingers and pumped in and out, I screamed in pain and agony. After Mark thought that I was ready enough, I could feel him line his cock up on my rear orifice.


              “Please, no” I begged with a dry mouth “don’t do this. I’ll give you also a blowjob if you like”.


              “I don’t want a blowjob” Mark said curtly “I have paid for a fuck and that is what I am going to get from you, you whore”.


              Mark was like an uncontrolled wild beast. No amount of pleading could make him stop. I cried in distress as I could feel Mark’s pre-cum drip down my hole, sucking it down greedily. Mark pushed very slowly until his entire cock was sucked by my hole.


              Heavens, this was agony. Mark was so huge and hard that I felt he’d tear me into half. I cried out in pain, yet Mark kept the violent in-and-out movement going like a ruthless caveman. Finally, I could feel his hard cock jerk. Mark shot a whole load of cum into my body. When he pulled out, I found my cheek wet with tears.


              I had thought the ordeal was over. However, it soon began once again. Art walked over and thrust his huge cock into the hole his buddy had just vacated. History repeated, this time with a huger organ. There was more pain, cum, tears and humiliation. And all this while, I wasn’t even aware that my whole hellish ordeal was being filmed”.

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               Chapter 5 - The Diva


              “This was to be my life during the rest of stay at Slice of Life. In accordance with the contract that I had guilelessly signed, I had to dress in the most grotesque of female clothes and provocatively dance in front of the guests. Later on, much to my distress, I was forced to service customers who wanted to have sex with me. During my stay in Slice of Life, I was surprised as to how many seemingly normal men—the kind you see hurrying to work, at the supermarket or the chemists’—desired to engage in sex with a drag queen. I’m not implying that these guys are homosexuals; all I’m trying to say is that vanilla sex wasn’t the norm as I had thought, in Thailand as well as the rest of the world.


              About three months after I had arrived at Slice of Life, I got a rare day off. I spent it sleeping, wearing a gauzy synthetic night gown provided by my tormentors. Just as I had dozed off, I felt a crushing weight on my chest. I woke up choking and gasping for breath to see Nong’s gargantuan frame hovering over me. She, with all of her massive 75 kgs, was perched on top of my slender hips. When my eyelids fluttered open, Nong unlaced the front ribbon of my night gown and languidly helped me out of it. I was naked underneath the nightgown, and felt extremely uncomfortable as Nong’s beady eyes moved over my body. She reached a huge paw out and touched one of my nipples. Much to my surprise, I felt some sensitivity there. I looked down to see that my breasts were raised just a little, like small cones. I put my hand to the right breast and felt a funny nodule-like formation behind the nipple.


              My first reaction was one of panic. What in the world was happening to me? What were these mosquito-bites doing on my chest? Dear God, ever since I had been tricked into performing and prostituting myself in Slice of Life as a female dancer, life indeed was taking the weirdest of turns.


              I looked up at Nong suspiciously. She met my gaze evenly, even impertinently. A glance at her knowing, gloating eyes told me she had something to do with the strange twin developments on my chest.


              “What is it, you witch?” I demanded to know “what have you been doing to me?”


              “I haven’t been doing anything” Nong shrugged carelessly “it’s you who have been imbibing liquor every night”.


              “You mean…?” I tailed off, incredulous.


              “That’s right” Nong confirmed “I have been crushing estrogen tablets and mixing them in your drink”.


              “Drat!” I said slapping myself on the thigh. The wine had tasted funny. I suspected that it had been tampered with. However, I had been so keen on getting a high, that I sloshed down 300 ml every night, irrespective of the fact that the drink had tasted a bit different.


              In spite of needing it badly to cope with the humiliation and assaults that I had to suffer, I stopped drinking wine after dinner. This is because in addition to breast development, I had noticed a lower libido and reduced erections. In spite of my girlish feminine appearance, I had always had a high sex drive. In spite of being a bit shy, I enjoyed talking to girls and had often fantasized about making love to them. During these times, I would notice that my manhood would burgeon and become brick hard. Since I was too reclusive to seek a girlfriend, I would wrap my hands around my penis and would jerk off. However, off late, I didn’t think about girls. Three months had passed in Slice of Life, and I had had fleeting contact with the most attractive girls who worked in the cabaret (though Nong usually discouraged interaction between dancers in the cabaret), but I never ever dreamed of touching, kissing or having sex with any of them. This state of affairs was perhaps due to the fact that I was under immense stress, or the fact that estrogen tablets had been administered to me in my glass of wine.


              During the course of my life at Slice of Life (12 years seems like a lifetime), I encountered different kinds of customers. There were ones who perpetually hung out in cabarets, the soul-searchers who, after failing to find their salvation in Buddhist temples, arrived at Slice of Life to claim it; the gym-obsessed young men who came to cabarets just to show their bodies off to the whores and foreign romantics who thought that soaking up Thai culture amounted to having sex with Thai girls (or transsexuals as the case might be). And then of course, there were the genuine cabaret-lovers who frequented Slice of Life for the sole purpose of enjoying the cabaret. This category reveled in watching the flamboyant larger-than-life costumes of the dancers, our exaggerated feathers, the surreal interplay of laser beams, the lovely assortment of music, our sinuous gyrating bodies and the risqué yet vibrant cabaret culture!”


              At this juncture, I had a question. I stopped Dream in the middle of her narrative and asked: “The other dancers in Slice of Life…are they genetic women or…?


              “I really don’t know” Dream replied with a mystified expression on her sweet heart-shaped face “since the contact between me and the other girls was only passing, I didn’t have enough time to find out. I personally feel that they are genetic females. Their voices seem natural enough and they have smaller hands and feet than I do. Besides, I think it would be prohibitively expensive for Nong to conduct mass feminization, irrespective of the amount of income she earns from the girls later on. So,” Dream took a deep breath “I guess I am the only odd one out. The metaphorical cat among the pigeons. The only MTF in a cabaret replete with genetically born females”. The expression on Dream’s face was one of dismay. She probably felt that she was a freak; an aberration in a world that only recognized the binary of sexes. Remorseful at having upset my sweet-natured beloved, I made a hasty attempt to distract Dream with another question.


              “So after you stopped consuming alcohol” I asked “did your breasts stop growing?” It was a silly question, considering the fully feminized version of Dream stood in front of me, but I just had to keep on talking to distract Dream. I loved Dream so much that I couldn’t bear to see her downcast.


              “No, unfortunately” Dream replied “Nong probably continued to crush and mix the tablets in my food. My breasts continued to grow. In about six months, they were significantly larger than they had been at three months. I also noticed that my areole had darkened and that my nipples had grown more turgid”.


              “Wow” I let out a soft whistle “even though I knew what had been done with Dream was wrong, I, a male in his prime, couldn’t help feeling aroused at the images Dream’s descriptions evoked. Commanding my subconscious to control itself, I asked Dream to continue with her narrative. “My interrupting so frequently must be distracting for you” I earnestly apologized “please continue. I won’t butt in as much”.


              “Around the sixth month” Dream picked up the thread of her narrative where she had left it “I started noticing other changes in my body too. Along with a decreased libido and virtually non-existent erections, I was terrified to notice that my testicles had shrunken significantly. I also noticed certain other changes. Though it was too early to say with certainty, I could swear that my hips had become more rounded and that my derriere had acquired gentle woman-like contours. I noticed that my belly had become flatter and waistline more curvilinear. I couldn’t believe that my body was reshaping itself like a females’. I felt immensely disturbed, yet couldn’t help taking a bit of pleasure in the smooth, translucent texture my skin had acquired. Over the next year or two, I noticed a reduction of hair on my body. Not that I was very hairy to begin with, but being continually fed with hormones significantly reduced even the hair that I had. However, I still had to shave once in a while. Nong, who evidently enjoyed the process of my feminization, took me to a clinic and forced me to undergo laser hair removal. After that, my smooth face and body could give any genetic chick a run for her money. My breasts continued to grow, however I stopped at a B cup.”.


              “Then how come…?” I said somewhat embarrassedly, indicating Dreams D-cup breasts.


              “After two years of persistent HRT, Nong decided that my twin assets ‘weren’t big enough’” Dream said, giving a mournful laugh “she opined that big breasts would make my showy cabaret clothes look much better. Nong thought that just like Ron’s huge organ magnetized a lot of attention, my big breasts would also help draw crowds. She took me to the best plastic surgeon in Pattaya and got silicone implants in my breasts. Nong’s ploy was a tremendous hit. Along with my raunchy moves, people came to Slice of Life to see my pendulous boobs jiggle with every suggestive movement I made. My demand as a prostitute also increased. Customers enjoyed the idea of having sex with a big-breasted transsexual. They would grab, grope and painfully squeeze my assets. A few taught me to hold my huge, soft mounds together so that they could slide their penis in between and treat the valley between my breasts like the vagina that I never had. I experienced mixed feelings about my breasts. A part of me enjoyed watching its shape and size (as a detached male observer would), but when it dawned on me that the mammoth-sized mounds were attached to my own body, the agony and embarrassment of it all was so much that I wished to pick up a sword and cut off the loathsome creamy domes from my body”.


              As much as I had vowed not to ask Dream probing questions, curiosity got the better of me and asked: “What about your voice? Had it always been as rich, soothing and sensual or did it turn that way after you started SRS?” I desisted from mentioning that Dream’s speaking voice sounded unnatural to my ears.


              Dream placed a shapely finger on her lips, pondering for a moment. “It was so many years ago that I can barely remember” she said “but I think the pitch and resonance of my voice remained unaffected by the hormones. Nong came into my room every afternoon and taught me to train my voice. Apparently, when in her 20s, she had taught people the art of voice modulation. Nong said that the inflection and manner of speech in a transsexual are well-suited to change. She taught me to strengthen my voice through breathing and breath placement. In a matter of a few months, I had managed to raise the pitch of my voice through persistent vocal practice. At first, upset over the prospect of losing my fairly deep baritone of a voice, I vehemently resisted the voice training sessions. However, it wasn’t easy to evade the sessions. Whenever I refused to raise my pitch and speak in a voice that was more congruent with the appearance that I had acquired, Nong raised her voice and called out to Ron. Ron would come by, swishing his deadly whip, and would bring it down on my tender flesh mercilessly. The constant execution of this barbaric method to “tame me” left angry welts on my creamy skin. My bruised flesh would sear and burn if I happened to bring it in contact with hot water or soap with excessive detergent while bathing. Thus, in order to avoid being whipped like a poor trapped animal, I started cooperating with Nong every time she arrived to help me raise the pitch of my voice.


              I started out with pronouncing vowels clearly and overemphasizing them by making exaggerated movements of my mouth. This exercise helped me relax my clenched jaw muscles and enabled me to achieve the clear enunciation and modulation of a female voice. Nong taught me that since women naturally spoke with an upward intonation, I should add an extra syllable at the end of each word in order to sound more feminine. Under her forced but capable tutelage, I learnt to say “Hi—ee” instead of “Hi” and “Hello—w”, in lieu of the plain, flat “Hello” I was accustomed to saying. I gargled frequently with salt water and learnt to move my body freely while speaking so that my voice wouldn’t “freeze-up” due to nervousness or fear of my tormentors. I practiced frequently, and developed a greater dynamic range than before. There were lapses, but I persisted in practicing for years without giving up. Eventually, to my tormentors’ delight and my greatest distress, I could pass off as a female. However, to keep my mind off my near complete feminization, I developed an interest in singing. I initially chose Cher for she had a deep singing voice, and practiced along with her. As I practiced, Nong decided that I had a good enough voice to perform in public. She let me sing a song or two on stage. Since the audience was as captivated by my singing as they were by the sinuous movements of my curvaceous body, I was allowed to perform on a regular basis. I experimented between a feminine husky voice and a siren-like falsetto to keep the audiences engaged. Even though I felt that I was sufficiently trained to manage by myself, Nong insisted on coming over and tormenting me with further lessons.


              One day, on the pretext of helping me locate my laryngeal cartilage, Nong placed her big paw on my neck. She let it remain there even after having succeeded in locating the cartilage, and caressed the translucent skin around the area. She gazed lustily into my eyes with her narrow slits as she continued fondling my neck. Nong’s hands slid down and she squeezed my breasts hard. When she bent forward and kissed me sloppily on the mouth, I realized that I had grown to detest the feminine touch. Even though I had been a straight male before my feminization, with the perpetual ingestion of female hormone and continued sex with men, I realized that I had started feeling more and more attracted towards men and lesser towards women. Since I still identified with the male gender, the feelings that I categorized as “homosexual” caused me great guilt and shame. Though I had initially found giving myself to male customers tormenting, I had, by and by, started enjoying their amorous attentions with a kind of guilty pleasure. This gradual change in me caused great distress as I tried to visualize how my family would react to my changed sexual orientation.


              As much as I tried to keep myself from Nong, it was a hard job. The woman, who was much taller and heavier than me, would force herself on me quite obstinately. I hated Nong’s wet, dribbling kisses on my lips and body and the feel of her huge paws on my curves, but tried as I did, I couldn’t fight the hefty woman off. Many a times, Nong would part her legs and get me to pleasure her between her legs. I found giving her oral pleasure as demeaning as sucking men’s cocks, yet I did it. What I loathed the most was being penetrated in the ass by Nong’s dildo. As much as I requested Nong to keep the terrible sex toy away from me, the odious woman insisted on using it. This repeated abuse by Nong, combined with having to surrender myself to male customers at night, made me feel like a worthless piece of meat. I had to distract myself and keep my intellectual side alive. Whenever, I had a few moments to myself, I started watching the news on the tiny TV in the lobby, and reading newspapers that were delivered to Slice of Life, in order to keep myself updated with current affairs.


              After my shows, I started performing political satire on stage. With a bit of hard work, I mastered the art of bringing to the attention of the audience, a particular problem, fault or issue by blending criticism and cynicism with my own sarcastic brand of humor. I chose current events that were popular and only satirized issues that I felt very strongly about so that it struck a chord with the audience. I studied the workings of Yingluck Shinawatra’s new democratic government and looked for inconsistencies, hypocrisies, cover-ups and inappropriate words or actions on the part of her ministers as potential topics. I not only poked fun, but also tried to provide solutions to the issues that I was commenting on in my satires. I did sometimes resort to exaggeration within permissible limits, but took good care no to deliberately inflame racial, religious or social tensions. And since it is unacceptable in Thailand to criticize monarchy, I kept my satire free of references to the royal family.


              When the customers realized that I had intellect as well apart from beauty, they grew even captivated by me. After my shows, men would offer to buy me a drink so that they could discuss politics with me. These debates and discussions stimulated my brain and restored some of the self esteem that I had lost after being feminized and made to do things that I considered shameful. It made me feel that I could still hold my own where intellect was concerned and wasn’t just a sex object.


              My happiness was Nong’s tragedy. Since the male customers started discussing politics with me, nobody paid her to have sex with me. Since Slice of Life made 45-50% of its profits off me alone, the cabaret started running at a loss. By applying some skewed psychology, Nong reasoned that if I was transformed into a “total woman” complete with a vulva, clitoris and labia, I would stop dribbling on about “masculine topics” (she meant politics), which, in turn, would restore the interests of the customers in my body. In order to accomplish this, the vile woman made me sit in her Nissan Teana car and took me all the way to see a surgeon in Bangkok. Nong and Dr. Nattapong, the skinny middle-aged surgeon, seemed to share some sort of a solid life-standing camaraderie. I tried to beg and appeal to Dr. Nattapong that I didn’t want to undergo Sex Reassignment Surgery, but he wouldn’t hear me out. I was stripped bare of my skirt, top and underwear and forced to wear a hospital Johnny. While being wheeled into the Operation Theatre, I had a sudden adrenaline rush. I couldn’t afford to lose the final dregs of what remained of my masculinity. Losing my penis could mean that I couldn’t ever have an erection or masturbate. I would be trapped in the body of Dream beyond the point of no return.


              I thrashed my legs and arms frantically and jumped off the stretcher. I ran along the length of the hospital corridor before the orderlies could catch me. Nong and Dr. Nattapong called out to them to catch me, but I was too fast for them. Finally, two orderlies emerging from the opposite direction caught hold of me, pinned my arms behind my back and dragged me towards Nong and Dr. Nattapong.


              Dr. Nattapong turned towards Nong with a stern expression on his face and said: “This won’t do, Nong. We expect the patient to be in consent. I can’t perform SRS on Dream if she continues to behave like this”.


              “Behave yourself, Dream” Nong turned towards me and barked “else you will regret the trouble you are giving us”.


              “How?” I demanded to know “what will you do?”


              “I can do many things” Nong said with a devious, crooked smile on her flabby face. She rummaged into her handbag and salvaged her Smartphone out of it “For example, I could circulate this on YouTube”.


              I had a close look at what Nong was showing me. It showed a masculine-looking woman, in a black wig, sucking a man’s cock. The scene changed, and the chick was lying on her stomach now, being ass-fucked by a white dude. After that, a Thai guy took his turn with her.


              The faces in the video were familiar. They guys were Mark and Art, my first customers. And the masculine-looking “woman” was me”’.

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               Chapter 6 - The Crucial Choice


              I fell to my knees and caught hold of Nong’s feet. ”Please” I begged with a dry mouth “Don’t circulate this on the internet. My parents and brothers may see it. They will have a worse impression of me that they already did. I can’t make them more ashamed of me than they already were. I can’t afford to lose face in front of them”.


              “Well, if you don’t want this to go viral” said Nong severely “you’ll have to cooperate. You will have to be a good little girl and undergo SRS without fussing”.


              I nodded mutely. My hands and feet had gone cold at the prospect of losing the final vestige of my masculinity, but there was little I could do in the face of the blatant blackmail I was being subjected to. I mechanically lay on the stretcher and let the hospital orderlies wheel me into the Operation Theatre. After the mask came on and I inhaled the cloying sweet scent of anesthesia, my world went dark.


              When I woke up, I found my genital area plastered. I was told that two surgeries had been conducted on me: one to create a vagina from the raw materials of my penis, another to give it a more aesthetic appeal (since I was in the sex industry, Nong thought that this aspect was especially important). I soon learnt that the skin of the penis was inverted and became the lining of my vaginal canal. The head of the penis became the clitoris. The scrotum was transformed into lovely-looking labia majora.


              The post-op period required constant care and I found it difficult to cope with it. Nong let me recuperate for several weeks, during which I had to dilate my vagina frequently to prevent it from closing completely (the vagina, I was told, was like any other wound). Slowly, in spite of suffering great mental stress due to the forced gender change, I discovered some pleasure in touching myself. Since all the nerve connections remained intact, my vagina and vulva were sensitive in ineffably delectable ways! Even when I was still healing, I found my vulva to be the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. The emotional effects were profound as well. It was sort of miraculous to have had the “bottom surgery”, since it complied with my feminine face and the rest of the body. I could now wear revealing panties, thongs and chemises without worrying about “spilling out” from the bottom. I could wear skin-tight clothes, without worrying about my penis being silhouetted against them.


              If I found pleasuring myself enjoyable, I loved having penetrative sex with the male customers. However, I was still not happy at being treated as a mere sex object and longed to have some sort of a soul-to-soul connection with a special someone. I yearned for a man who would appreciate my soul and mind, as much as he did my body and live with him forever.


              Dream stopped mid-sentence. Her tip-tilted smoky eyes locked with my own. I searched them and found more than an evidence of what she felt for me: love.


              I didn’t care if the timing was appropriate. I didn’t care if I had an engagement ring with me or not. At the moment, I just knelt on the white sands of Pattaya and proposed to my lady love.


              “Dream” I asked boring into her soul “I find you physically attractive, but you certainly mean much more to me than a mere sex object. I love you deeply and wish to spend the rest of my life with you. Will you marry me, my dear?”


              “Jay” asked Dream, her voice reflecting the doubt that she felt inside “how could you want to marry me after knowing everything about me…I’m a transsexual and a prostitute!”


              Dream’s self-abasement hurt me. I put my arm around her and tenderly said “Do you think such things make a difference? No, my darling. I like you no matter who you are (and were) and whatever you might have done. I know that you are more sinned against than sinning!”


              “Jay….” Said Dream in a husky, emotion-choked voice. Excessive feeling prevented her saying any more.


              “Now tell me, my love” I said, obstinately adhering to my kneeling position “will you marry me?”


              “Yes” replied Dream smiling through her tears “I will marry you, Jay!”


              “Hurrah!” I said rising to my feet and giving Dream a tight hug “thank you…thank you so much for accepting me, Dream!”


              “The pleasure was mine, Jay” replied Dream. Doubt crept into her voice a moment later and she asked: “but what about the contract I signed with Nong and Ron? I have inadvertently given my word to work in Slice of Life for as long as the cabaret exists!”


              “That’s a non-issue, Dream” I said laughing “first of all, the labor contract that you have signed has various illegal factors, so the contract is not binding. Secondly contracts without term or termination clauses can be easily terminated with appropriate prenotices. Nong and Ron have the right to bring the matter to the court, but any lawyer would discourage them from doing so, because their chance of winning is extremely slim and they will face the risk of getting prosecuted under the criminal law. Just relax and leave the matter to me.”


              “I will” Dream agreed.


              “Let’s get moving” I said “pack your things. With my clout, I could get a visit visa to the US arranged for you in 24 hours flat”.


              ***


              Dream and I barged into Slice of Life with determination. A sense of purpose motivated the two of us as we barged in, pushing through crowds. As Dream had warned, her narrative had taken the entire night and a major portion of the next morning. Throwing decorum to the winds, I followed Dream right down to her room. I stood guarding the door as my fiancée packed her things. Making best use of time, I even sent a message to my friend Jack and requested him to arrange for a tourist visa for Dream. Jack worked in the immigration department and owed me a favor. The thumbs up that he sent over SMS showed that Jack was ready to oblige me.


              “Hey! Where had you been?” Nong lumbered towards Dream’s boudoir door and demanded “and why have you (she addressed me) followed Dream all the way up to her boudoir, mister? It’s most inappropriate”.


              “You don’t try to teach him the difference between what is appropriate or inappropriate” Dream turned around enraged and shouted “people like you and Ron, who commit heinous crimes, could hardly know the difference!”


              “Don’t talk to her that way, you whore!” said Ron sidling up from behind “anger doesn’t behoove a person. According to Thai culture, you lose face when you get angry!”


              “You lose face too when you use expletives!” Dream retorted “and so also when you whip other living creatures!”


              “You whipped Dream ruthlessly, as if she was some inanimate object” I said furiously to Ron “a chap like you deserves to roast in hell!”.


              “You keep out of this okay?!” Nong yelled at me “this contract was between us and Dream”.


              “Yes it is” I said “however, the contract has certain illegal factors and Dream has delegated me and my lawyers to bring the matter to the court. My lawyers have the opinion that both of you may face serious prosecution if the police becomes interested. I would suggest that you forget about ‘the contract’ and allow Dream leave in peace.”


              Nong and Ron exchanged glances. My point was a relevant one. It seems it had crossed the minds of the two damnable people.


              Dream emerged out of the boudoir with a packed suitcase. I took the suitcase from Dream, grabbed her hand and started making my way with her towards the exit. Nong and Ron stared after us, at an obvious loss as to what to do.


              We were barely at the exit when two men in policemen’s’ uniforms’ enquired: “Dream Wattana?” They flashed their IDs at Dream.


              “Yes” confirmed Dream in a baffled tone “could you please tell me what the matter is?”


              “You are under arrest Mr….er… Miss Wattana” said one of the policemen “Cabinet Minister Kanchana Aromdee has slapped a defamation suit against you for allegedly making a personal attack on her in the cabaret show two days ago”.


              “How did she come to know?!” Dream exclaimed incredulous.


              “Even the walls have ears, Ms. Wattana” said the policeman “you should be a bit more careful”


              “Is it true?” I asked turning to my fiancée “did you poke fun at a local politician?”


              “I didn’t make fun as much as satirize” Dream replied “however, I feel I might have pushed the boundary a bit. And I used Ms. Aromdee’s real name. I should have at least had the sense to use a fictitious moniker”.


              “Don’t worry” I said “all of us make mistakes. However, your arrest does mess our elopement plans a little bit. While you were packing, I already SMSed my friend Jack to arrange a visit visa for you. Obviously we can’t immediately leave because of your arrest. However, there must be some way out…” I tailed off, weighing various other alternatives in my mind.


              “Officer” I said using my most placating tone ever “I am Ms. Wattana’s fiancé, Jay Armstrong, a citizen of the United States of America. Could you please let us meet Ms. Aromdee once before arresting Ms. Wattana?”


              The impassive-faced policeman considered my words. He then said: “I’ll ring up the police headquarters and see if that’s possible”. He salvaged his cell phone from his pocket, rang his superior up and explained the situation stressing that the suspect is with her fiancée who is an American citizen. When the superior spoke, the policeman just nodded and gave monosyllabic answers.


              “Well?” I asked hopefully as he disconnected the phone. Dream stood beside me, equally eager to hear of the developments.


              “The chief has agreed to allow you and Ms. Wattana meet Ms. Aromdee for just 15 minutes” he said “if you arrive at a compromise and get Ms. Aromdee to drop the case, we’d no longer have to arrest Ms. Wattana”.


              “Great” I said “where does Ms. Aromdee live?”


              “Quite close by” the second policeman said in clipped tones “we’ll take you”.


              A minute later, my beautiful fiancée and I were seated in the police car that drove a brief distance before stopping in front of a huge white mansion with high wrought-iron gates. I had no idea major politicians lived so close to Slice of Life. I got off the police car and helped Dream out. The security guard of the mansion saw us and opened the gate. Before we knew it, the two policemen were escorting me and Dream to the door of the mansion. An elderly, well-dressed butler opened the door. The first policeman explained why we were at Ms. Aromdee’s residence. The butler showed no ostensible emotion, and led us upstairs to Ms. Aromdee’s study.


              Ms. Aromdee was a svelte, well-maintained woman who looked 45, but was actually 62. When she turned around to face me, I noticed that she was wearing a white well-cut business suit and high heels. Ms. Aromdee’s bobbed hair bounced as she smiled at me. The string of pearls around her neck dazzled my eyes. Even though the minister was charming, I noticed that it took her great effort to smile. Ms. Aromdee definitely took Botox injections and used other age-defying techniques to maintain a youthful appearance. She appraised Dream as she walked in. Ms. Aromdee’s face froze as she recognized Dream.


              The two policemen came in next and briefed Ms. Aromdee about the situation. Ms. Aromdee listened patiently, while throwing accusing glances at Dream. After the policemen had finished speaking, she turned to me and said:


              “I understand you are engaged to Ms. Wattana, sir, and are therefore very protective of her. However, I can’t excuse her transgression”.


              “Dream’s behavior was most improper” I agreed “however, Ms. Aromdee, was my fiancée telling a lie when she said you have recently undergone a facelift surgery?”.


              “That is of no consequence, sir” said Ms. Aromdee severely.


              “Please answer in either ‘yes’ or ‘no’, Madam” I said “I request you”.


              “Well, yes…” the honorable minister agreed reluctantly “I did have a facelift”.


              “Then Dream Wattana has spoken the truth” I said “you can’t file a defamation suit when the accused has merely stated a fact.”.


              “Well, maybe” said Ms. Aromdee crisply “but your fiancée’s words have caused me personal damage”


              “Did you lose your position in the cabinet as a result of Dream’s satire?” I asked pointedly.


              “No…I am still a cabinet minister” Ms. Aromdee admitted reluctantly “I head the Budget Bureau”.


              “Since your position in the cabinet is intact, Madam, you can’t file a defamation suit” I pointed out.


              “Heck” said Ms. Aromdee “I’ll settle for an apology”.


              ***


              After Dream sincerely apologized for having crossed the boundary between the funny and offensive, Ms. Aromdee was gracious enough to forgive her. “Apology accepted, dear” she said giving Dream a strained smile “and congratulations on your engagement. Have a good life”.


              And so, with Ms. Aromdee’s blessings, Dream and I flew to New Orleans. I took Dream straight to my flat in French Quarter. Dream eventually settled down and loved everything about New Orleans. She loved the relaxed pace of the city, so different from the hustle bustle of other Metropolitan cities all over the world. She loved the French influence on the state, the cuisine and, of course, the music. After all, be it jazz, blues or rock n’ roll, New Orleans was the place to be!


              Soon after reaching the US, I started the process of applying for a fiancée visa for Dream. To qualify for a fiancée visa, Dream had to prove that she intended to marry me (a US citizen) and that she wasn’t previously married. Dream and I proved our intention to marry by issuing a simple signed statement and by providing copies of photos of the time the two of us had spent at Pattaya beach as testimony to our mutual affection. The process set in motion; Dream and I spent a few years waiting for the visa.


              Dream slowly got accustomed to New Orleans. She was not shy about showing off her legs and wore shorts and mini-skirts all the time. I got her colorful scarves, which Dream loved mixing and matching with her shorts and skirts. I took her out to dinner and to meet my friends. None of them suspected that Dream was anything but a woman. Of all the victories Dream had earned off late, passing off as a genetic female was the biggest. Though Dream had been feminized forcibly and under distressing circumstances, she found it quite comfortable to live in the US as a woman. The satisfaction she felt on the inside showed on her face. Dream positively glowed.


              One day, Dream wore a sequined sea green gown that I had bought her. The costume made her look like such a diva that a sudden idea struck me. Of course! Why hadn’t I thought of it before?! Dream had such a rich, velvety and soothing voice that she deserved to be on stage!


              “Come, dear” I said taking her by the hand and coaxing her into our Cadillac “I want you to meet a friend”.


              “Which friend, darling?” asked Dream flummoxed “what plans do you have up your sleeve?”


              I remained silent as we drove to Garden District. As Gunter’s French-style chateau came into view, I helped my fiancée off the car and took her inside my best friend’s house. Gunter Washington, a tall black guy with dreadlocks, was seated at his studio, experimenting with his synthesizers. Apart from synthesizers, Gunter’s room contained a few chairs and a variety of convoluted recording equipment.


              At the sound of footsteps, Gunter stood up. A broad smile spread over his face as he recognized me. “Hey buddy, you’re finally here!” he said giving me the tightest bear hug “and with a very beautiful woman too!”. Gunter nodded politely at Dream.


              “Gunter, meet my fiancée, Dream” I said. Then turning to Dream I said “Dream, meet my friend Gunter Washington, the biggest music composer in New Orleans”.


              Both parties grinned at each other and said “A pleasure”.


              “Gunter” I said coming straight to the point “Dream has a lovely voice. I request you to listen to her and give her a chance to perform wherever you deem fit”.


              “Sure, bro” Gunter said. Then turning to Dream, he said “Please sing a few lines of your favorite song”.


              Dream seemed reluctant to sing at first, but later obliged. She sang a few lines from the song “Don’t Cry for me Argentina”. As the silky strains of Dream’s voice filled the room, I could perceive that Gunter was impressed. After she stopped, he said.


              “Wow, that wasn’t a mere performance. It actually sounded like an earnest musical plea made by Eva Peron, the first lady of Argentina, to her people. You didn’t merely sing the song, you lived it”.


              Receiving a compliment from one of the biggest music composers was no joke, but Dream remained stoic. She murmured a modest “thank you” and smiled politely. I wondered why she didn’t seem excited. But perhaps that was just her manner. Maybe Dream just wasn’t the kind to be over-exuberant.


              “You’re good, but we also need to gauge audience’s reaction to you” Gunter said “I wish you would perform at this evening’s charity concert at Preservation Hall. Since Preservation Hall is located in French Quarter, you wouldn’t have to travel too far”


              “Well, I really don’t know…” Dream tailed off.


              “Oh please Dream, be a sport!” I urged.


              “Okay” Dream finally said. I could hear her let out a long exhalation as if she had been holding her breath for a long time.


              ***


              Preservation Hall was teeming with people. Before Dream’s turn, a number of people exhibited their unique talents. A young man displayed his impressive martial arts skills. An elderly lady showed-off her skills with the hula hoop. A little girl performed magic tricks. After what seemed like an eternity, Dream was called on stage. She walked on it, tall and poised, in a figure-hugging blue gown. As Dream sang the song she had sung at Gunter’s studio, a hush fell over the auditorium. A minute after my fiancée concluded, no one in the audience breathed. I could see Dream’s face contort with worry, and subsequently relax as the crowd broke into thunderous applause.


              “You were great, Dream” said Gunter giving my fiancée a peck on the cheek as she descended down the stage “the crowd here loved you. You helped us rake in quite a lot of money to help homeless people”. I came and stood beside Dream and put my arm around her. I had never been prouder to be her fiancée than at the moment.


              “I am glad I could help” said Dream humbly.


              “Since I noticed that you are popular with the masses” Gunter went on “I have decided to give you a one year contract with my label Apollo Records. Would you consider the offer please?”


              “Wow!” I said, reacting before my fiancée could say “this is awesome, man! You are a real star, Gunter”.


              “Your fiancée is the real star” Gunter grinned. I gazed lovingly at my talented fiancée. Apart from a courteous smile on her face, I gauged no emotion in Dream.


              “Okay Dream, will you consider my offer?” Gunter repeated his question.


              “I’ll think about it” said Dream politely.


              “Please do more than think about it” said Gunter amiably, before he spotted another friend in the crowd and moved away towards him.


              ***


              Dream was silent on her way back home. She sat with her head turned towards the window, obviously lost in deep thought. I left her undisturbed for a long time before asking:


              “What are you thinking about, honey?”


              “Nothing” said Dream giving me a small smile.


              “What’s wrong, Dream?” I asked without beating around the bush further “you didn’t seem excited at all when Gunter offered you the contract”.


              “Oh, I was excited” replied Dream evasively.


              “Don’t lie; dear” I said gently “you didn’t seem excited. Why is that so? Landing a one year contract with the biggest recording label in New Orleans is everything any aspiring singer could dream of!”


              “But I am not an aspiring singer, dear” replied Dream almost apologetically “I am a wannabe teacher”.


              “Dream?” I said “but you sing so well! You can’t throw your chance to be a diva away”


              “I never wanted to be a diva” replied Dream calmly “I was pushed into becoming a cheap version of one due to circumstances. Sure, I enjoy singing, but that isn’t my foremost love. I always believed in getting good education and of being in the academic line. My biggest regret in life is not having been able to complete my TEFL/TESOL course”.


              “You need not live with that regret” I said gently stroking Dream’s oxbow lips “you can complete your TEFL course even now”.


              Dream threw her arms around me. We hugged each other for a long time until the driver of a massive bus at the back honked, urging me to move.


              “So you will have to disappoint Gunter now?” I said making a tragic-comic face.


              “I’m afraid I will have to” Dream said and laughed.


              ***


              With her steady dedication and perseverance, my fiancée succeeded in completing the teacher’s training course she had begun years ago. Sheer, undiluted joy radiated from her face the day she received her TEFL certificate. Dream was now eligible to teach English as a foreign language at any level. In spite of having performed meritoriously, even by American standards, Dream had difficulty finding a job as an English teacher. This is because most language schools in New Orleans had the “Native Speakers Only” policy and discouraged non-native speakers of English from applying for the post of a teacher.


              However, Dream didn’t let disappointment get in the way. She determinedly persevered to look for a job, until one school was open-minded enough to employ her! Dream was a good teacher, patient and methodical in her approach, and was very popular among her students. Facts have a way of getting around, and some people discovered that Dream was a transsexual. The fact, however, didn’t change their behavior towards her. There may have been a couple of hostile reactions, but most people were open and accepting.


              After a couple of years of waiting, Dream’s fiancée visa came through. She could now live legally as a US immigrant. Since Dream and I believed trust is more important than monogamy, we were in no hurry to get married. We maintained our betrothed status for many years.


              The biggest attraction of living in the US was that the transgendered have a legal status. After Dream received her fiancée visa, we succeed in getting her a “Female” ID. I don’t know what this meant to Dream, but the fact that my fiancée was acknowledged as a woman meant a lot to me.


              Dream and I didn’t exactly tom-tom the fact that she was transsexual, but did tell a few of our close friends. Since we socialized only with decent people, they treated Dream kindly as they would my fiancée. Dream spent the rest of her days with me living a balanced life, teaching, socializing and doing household chores. My fiancée finally got to live the way I presumed she always wanted to, albeit as a woman. Deng, the pretty boy from Ko Samet Island made something of himself, albeit as Dream.


              The End



            

          

        


        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               Introduction and Character Profile


              Title: Slippery Slope in a Cabaret


              Series: Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform



              



              Introduction: 35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the hotel made him sign by deceit.


              Characters:


              Deng/Dream Wattana: is the 34 year old protagonist of the story. She is a beautiful MTF with smoky tip-tilted eyes, an elegant nose and oxbow lips. Dream’s complexion is creamy and hair midnight black. Dream has silicone implant enhanced D-cup breasts and an hourglass figure.


              Before becoming a cabaret dancer cum prostitute in Slice of Life, “Dream” used to be Deng Wattana, a humble, hardworking Thai boy who aspired to be a teacher. Deng’s pretty looks and effeminate mannerisms lead his friends and family to insult him. Enraged by a taunt by his family on the day of his graduation, Deng leaves home and travels to Pattaya. He steps into a cabaret called Slice of Life and sloshes down a few drinks. The owner of the cabaret makes Deng sign a strange contract as a result of which he ends up becoming Dream, a cabaret performer cum prostitute. 


              Jay Armstrong: is the 35 year old narrator of the story. He is a wiry young man, with boyish looks and a charming smile. Jay’s brown eyes radiate compassion and understanding. When on a vacation to Thailand, Jay, incidentally a renowned lyricist falls in love with gorgeous cabaret dancer, Dream. Jay and Dream start an affair, but Jay feels that his lady love is hiding something important from him. Since Jay doesn’t like secrets, he threatens to leave Dream and return to New Orleans unless she tells him what’s on her mind. Dream breaks down and confesses that she is actually a man who has become a woman. 


              Nong Suttikul: is the tall, large fiftyish owner of Slice of Life. Nong is big-breasted and has small mean eyes. She pretends to offer Deng a job as an emcee, but tricks him into signing another contract. The conditions of the strange contract state that Deng has to undergo feminization and perform as a female dancer in Slice of Life. Nong eventually forces Deng into prostitution, tapes his sex acts and blackmails Deng with the video clips later on. Nong traps Deng in the web of blackmails and coerces him to undergo SRS. 


              Ron: is the slender, pixyish, hypersexual emcee of the cabaret show in Slice of Life. Ron is in his mid 30s, is average-looking and has a waif-thin body. He is in the habit of wearing skin-tight jeans that provocatively outlines his huge manhood and painting his nipples red. Ron trains Dream to dirty dance and ruthlessly whips her when she doesn’t perform properly. He is a sidekick of Nong’s and sides with her in all her evil conspiracies. 


              Kanchana Aromdee: is a svelte, well-maintained 62 year old politician. Kanchana is in the habit of frequently taking Botox injections and getting facelifts on public money. When Dream satirizes this fact in one of her shows, Kanchana takes offence and files a slander suit against Dream. However, since Dream’s allegations are true and her satire hasn’t affected Kanchana’s position in the cabinet ministry, Kanchana drops the slander suit (which she wasn’t eligible to file in the first place) and settles for an apology from Dream. 


              Gunter Washington: is a tall, African-American renowned New Orleans based music composer. Gunter is handsome, has an amiable smile and sports dreadlocks. On Jay’s request, Gunter lets Dream perform an audition. He discovers that Dream is musically gifted and offers her a one year contract with his recording company Apollo Records. 


              Jack: is a friend of Jay’s who works in the US immigration department. Jack succeeds in arranging an emergency visit visa for Dream because he owes Jay a favor. 


              Mark: is one of Dream’s first customers. He is a white Caucasian male in his mid 20s, 6 feet tall, with a solid football players build, ash blonde hair and blue eyes. 


              Art: is also one of Dream’s first customers. He is a tall Thai guy in his early thirties, with a thick head of black hair and bright black eyes. Art takes full service from dream. 


              Dr. Nattapong: is the skinny, middle-aged Bangkok based surgeon who performs SRS on Dream. Since Dr. Nattapong is an old friend of Nong’s, he sides with her and performs SRS on Dream without her consent. 


              Policemen 1 and 2: are the ones who bring an arrest warrant against Dream. On their superior’s instructions, they escort Dream and Jay to Minister Kanchana Aromdee’s mansion, where the two parties arrive at a compromise. 


                 


              ---- 



            

          

        



      

    

  


  
     
       
 
      

    

  


Books by Yu Sakurazawa


  
    Please click the title to see detailed introduction of each story. You can also visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/     for trial reading.

  


  


  SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM series


  
     
 A Slippery Slope in an Airline
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series
    


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

  


  
     


    
 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.
    

  


  
     


    
 A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series
    


    
      The protagonist is a pretty-faced boy living in a rural town. He was forced into a situation to perform a feminine dance on a college stage. It creates a scandal in the social circles. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Barbara asks him to identify himself as Arianna to customers who call. His life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes in the office.
    

  


  
     


    
 A Slippery Slope in a Hospital
    


    
      Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”.
    

  


  
     


    
 A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series
    


    
      A retired businessman visits a hotspring in the high mountains of Japan and meets a young hotspring keeper. The two men get into interesting conversation. The hotspring keeper takes him deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where he 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.
    

  


  
     


    
 A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery: where none of the nuns may dress improperly
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" 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 a School
    


    
      "Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series
    


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

  


  
     


    
 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.
    

  


  


  
 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?
        
     


    
 A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community
    


    
      A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man.
    


    
      Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity.
    

  


  


  FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR series


  
     
 Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity
    


    
      A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum.
    

  


  
     


    
 Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever
    


    
      A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape.
    

  


  
     


    
 Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually
    


    
      A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband.
    

  


  


  
 Forbidden Island
  


  
    A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him.
  


  


  
 Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty
  


  
     
       
        A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters.
      

    


    


    
 Trapped in Lunatic Femininity
    


    
      A light horror transgender novella.
    


    
      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.
    


    


    HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER series


    
 Abducted into 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.
    


    


    
 A Dancer of the Third Gender
    


    
      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.
    


    


    
 A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender
    


    
      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.

    


    


    
 Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini
    


    
      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.

    


    


    
 Conspired into the 3rd Gender
    


    
      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.
    


    
       


      
 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.
      

    


    


    
 Enchanted into the Third Gender
    


    
      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.
    


    
       


      
 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".
      

    


    


    
 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.
    


    
       


      TRANSGENDER SLEUTH series


      
 The Murder of a Yoga Guru
      


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


      


      
 Murdered Queen Bee of a High School
      


      
        While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17 year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life?
      


      


      
 The Murdered Heiress
      


      
        On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case?
      

    


    


    OTHER BOOKS


    Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized


    Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240 and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier.


    


    
 Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization
    


    
      Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female.
    


    


    
 Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story
    


    
      Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffice 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. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. 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.
    


    


    
 Feminized in the Pyrenees
    


    
      A transgender romance story.
    


    
      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.
    


    


    
 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?
    


    


    
 Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice
    


    
      Love beyond Age & Gender
    


    
      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.
    


    


    
 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.
    


    


    
 Kyle's Feminine Roots
    


    
      "MTF Autobiography Story" series
    


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


    


    
 How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young Readers
    


    
      Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of “trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica.
    


    


    
 A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender
    


    
      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 Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs
    


    
      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
    


    
      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?
    


    


    
 Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop 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: Time Travel Transgender Romance
    


    
      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.
    


    


    
 Feminized in Himalayas: 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?
    


    


    
 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.
    


    


    
 The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans
    


    
      In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful.
    


    


    
 Underwater Escape to the Other Gender
    


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


    


    
 The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers
    


    
      "The Fatal Gender Swap" series
    


    
      This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150 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.
    


    


    



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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