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A Slippery Slope in a Call Center

 

Chapter 1 - Pansy Boy

 

My name is Ajay and I live in a rural town called Patiala. It is a beautiful place with forts, complexes, gardens and even a palace of mirrors. The land is very fertile. The summers are sultry and the winters extremely chilling. Education is given considerable importance and there are a number of good schools and colleges in my town. There are also many playgrounds to play cricket, polo, skating etc, but Patiala could hardly be called exciting for a youngster like me. 

At 18, I am very much a youngster. I am 5 feet 6 inches tall, have a slender waif-like body and what people call ‘a pretty face’. Its fair, creamy texture often lead relatives to heave wistful signs and tell my mother: ‘Mira, your color has been passed on to your boy, not to your girl’. 

‘I had saffron with milk when I was pregnant with him’ my mother says nostalgically. 

‘Well, you should have had the same when you were expecting your daughter too’. The gossipy old cows of Patiala don’t mince words. 

My sister, Poonam, is dark-complexioned: a factor that causes much stigmatization in India. That is, second to being born a girl. To counteract factors stacked against her, Poonam rebels by cutting her hair short, wearing boys’ clothes and getting into unnecessary fights with people. I am her complete antithesis; a fact that has got the tongues of gossipmongers of Patiala wagging. 

I still haven’t attained puberty. As mentioned before, my skin is still as smooth as girls’ and my voice sweet, high-pitched and clear. My chest and groin regions are hairless. I wasn’t born ‘a eunuch’ or intesexed though; my penis was pretty much ‘male’ at birth. 

However, at 13 or 14, when that of an average boy’s genitals starts functioning and manufacturing sperm, mine did not. During my early teens, when my friends suddenly started shooting up like bamboo poles, had voices that started cracking and faces that began sprouting hair, I started feeling like an aberration. Also, upon the onset of teens, I noticed a very strange phenomenon in boys and girls my age. I didn’t understand this for a long time. They, who had been behaving quite normally with each other until the seventh grade, suddenly started behaving weirdly with the opposite sex: the girls would blush and giggle when the boys were in vicinity, the boys would start straightening their hair and preening themselves and generally try and make themselves bigger and more attractive. The girls would flutter their eyelashes, speak alternately in sweet and saucy tones and generally sit and stand suggestively, positioning their tits and buttocks to best advantage. 

I was totally confused. What was happening around me? Why had my classmates, who had been together since kindergarten, suddenly started behaving in such a strange fashion? One evening, I was to understand. A tall athletic boy named Vikram, who was the head boy of our school and the captain of the football team, winked at me. I had walked to him across the football court in the midst of wildly cheering crowds, had extended a slender milky hand and said:

‘Congratulations’. 

Vikram took it in his own strong one and held it for a moment longer than necessary. Then he said ‘thank you’ in his deep baritone and winked. I felt my heart race and the area around my groins tingle. My head started reeling and I went into a tizzy. So, this is what had been happening to my classmates of late! It was the ardor of first flush of youth expressing itself! 

From that day onwards, I started feeling very shy and self-conscious around young males. Every time I passed the corridors, I could feel the boys’ eyes linger lustily on me and seek out hypothetical breasts and a pussy. I could see that they savored my slender shape and the sway in my walk. It was almost as if they were undressing me with their eyes. When I talked, these boys noticed the fluty lilt in my voice and the effeminate gestures of my body. Every once in a while, a homophobe flung the word ‘hijra’ or ‘chakka’ at me. That hurt, to say the least. 

Since I felt so coy in the presence of members of my own gender, I started hanging out with the girls. They were kinder than the boys, and not as predatory. They’d call me ‘a eunuch’ at times, but in an affectionate manner. We’d spend our school-breaks discussing fashion, latest girly pulp or features covered in magazines like Cosmopolitan, Femina and Women’s Era. Like the girls, I tried out recipes and drooled over male film or sport heroes. Being a part of the gabfest made me feel I belonged. 

After my tenth grade, my father started suffering losses in his business. His textbook store ‘Wisdom Books’ used to be quite popular until the internet became a rage. Classified ads and private websites, with their savvy ways of conducting research, buying and selling was the reason for ‘Wisdom Books’ running at a loss. Tried as I did, I couldn’t convince my dad to use the internet. Instead, I was forced to discontinue my education and join his sinking business. 

Working in my father’s shop cut me off from my usual girlish clique. I spent all my hours at the shop, got home late to have dinner and sleep. On weekends, I helped my mother cook meals and do household work—something that gave me such pleasure that I was unable to break away from it. My girl pals, who were now in the eleventh grade, stayed in school up to 5 pm and then went off to attend tuitions. They hardly had time to visit or phone me. My sister Poonam, the quintessential tomboy, wasn’t appropriate company for me. I was lonely and miserable. 

Two years passed in an uneventful manner. One morning, my father assigned a job to me. ‘Visit all the colleges in Bijlinagar and post flyers on the community bulletin board’ he instructed ‘and don’t forget to include the e-mail address and phone number of Wisdom Books’. 

I dutifully went to all the colleges in the area and did as told. It was nearly noon by the time I went to St Carmel’s. My heart leapt as I saw the girls from my school in the campus! True to ‘vows of sisterhood’, they had all joined the same college. I felt a stab of envy that was quelled by a deluge of pleasure at the reunion. My friends were all decked up in  kurtis (a tight-fitting long India shirt, with slits at the sides), Patiala  salwaars (long roomy pants, stitched in Patiala), colorful bouncy  parandas (an ornamental tasseled tag for braiding hair) and  jutis (flat Punjabi shoes made of leather and intricately embroidered in gold and silver thread). Apparently they had a cultural fest in which all of them were taking part. It was apparent that they were preparing for the  gidda or the traditional Punjabi ladies’ dance. 

‘Hi Ajay’ screeching my best friend, a well-endowed, eternally cheerful girl called Manpreet ‘Long time, no see!’

‘Been busy with business’ I muttered sulkily ‘old man never lets me go out of sight’. I noticed that Manpreet was wearing the  gidda costume. 

‘Well that’s too bad’ said another sweet slip of a girl ‘we’re having a great time here’. Her slight figure was also swathed in the dance attire. 

‘I can see that’ I said ‘and admit I am envious, but in a good way’. 

My friends smiled. ‘Ajay’ Manpreet said ‘we’re short of a  gidda dancer. Would you like to try?’

‘How can I?’ I said ‘I am not from your college’

‘That doesn’t matter’ Manpreet reassured me ‘we told the principal that we’re short of dancer and she permitted us to include an outsider’. 

‘Fine then’ I said and allowed myself to be guided down a corridor, apparently leading to the green room. On the way, a sudden, slightly frightening doubt gripped me. ‘I am to dress as a boy, right?’ I asked Manpreet. 

‘No’ said Manpreet ‘I told you we were performing  gidda, the traditional women’s’ dance. You’ll have to dress as a girl’. 

‘I can’t, you know…actually, I was on an errand’ I said a beginning to stammer ‘my father expects me back home soon’. 

‘This is treachery!’ said Manpreet accusingly ‘you’ve given us your word. Besides, you never mentioned any errand when you arrived’. 

It was my word against my own. I was trapped. I let myself be led into the green room and took off my pants and shirt. I let my friends put a red  kurti over me, but since belonged to the heftily-built Manpreet, the  kurti hung loosely over me. One of the girls, an ace seamstress, got it off me and drew in the fabric a few inches inwards, so that the  kurti clung snugly to the contours of my slender body. The rice paddy green  lehanga or long skirt fit perfectly, its roomy pleats arranging themselves in neat rows across my long legs. Somebody procured a braided black wig with a red  paranda from somewhere and fit it over my closely cropped hair. A pair of rich green  jutis was salvaged from somewhere; Manpreet asked me to wriggle my well-shaped feet into them. With a hint kohl, powder and lipstick, I looked as pretty as either one of them. My lack of breasts and a derriere was the only indicator that I was a male. 

The college emcee announced our  gidda dance. A group of four girls and I took our positions on stage. The evening, still young, was quietly merging into dark. The makeshift college stage was resplendent with beams of various colors bombarding us from all directions. From where I was positioned, which, unfortunately

happened to be the center of the stage, I could recognize faces in the audience. Most of them were familiar ones, of parents and siblings of the girls I was dancing with. At first, they seemed a bit taken aback to see someone, who was clearly not a girl, among their daughters. As a malevolent gleam settled in their eyes, I realized they had recognized me in my ludicrous drag avatar. ‘Look, that’s Ajay Singh!’ their whispers were loud enough for me to hear ‘the pansy boy who runs his father’s book store!’. 

‘I don’t know if you remember’ remarked another parent ‘but he used to be in our daughters’ school. Nina had told me that Ajay Singh was effeminate. But I never thought he’d stoop to the extent of dressing in a ladies’ costume and performing the  gidda!’

‘His father pretends to be one of these macho alpha male types’ said lady Number One ‘must be disappointed to have a son who’d rather have a pussy than a cock!’. 

The brazen ladies tittered. It was now that I saw a figure behind them: a hefty, mountainous and glowering figure. The flames of his anger were clearly directed at me. Dad!! I very nearly jumped out of my skin. My father was speaking to a policeman whom he presently sent away. Then he resumed glaring at me. I surmised that since I hadn’t returned by 3 pm as I had promised, my worried father had combed the town, finally sought the aid of a local police man who had traced me to St. Carmel’s. I was certain that dad wasn’t pleased with what he saw and heard. 

My first impulse was to flee. But by that time, the loud music of Sirdhool Sikandar urging us to dance started blaring. It was impossible to stop dancing as the following lyrics, admiring the beauty of Punjabi women, reverberated through the room. 

 Hase naal se jalaava phul mariya 

 Gore gal utte neel piya 

 Jiven surma sindhoor vich khilariya 

 Gore gal utte neel piya

It literally meant: “In jest I threw a flower it made a bruise on her fair cheek 

like kohl spread in red powder 

it made a bruise on her fair cheek” 

As I gamboled on stage with the beauty, femininity and fluidity expected of the  gidda, I could feel my father progressively burgeoning with anger at such top speed that I feared he’d explode. 

Or have a heart attack. At the very least, I was certain he was intent on making a bruise on my fair cheek, not with a flower, but with a slap from his powerful hand. I went ahead with my capering, but was cowering with fear on the inside. 

Catastrophe was waiting as soon as I reached home. My father, who had returned much earlier, was trembling with rage. My mother, who had apparently been making  rotis (wheat bread) in the kitchen, stood furiously at the entrance, rolling pin in hand. She made an impatient gesture of flicking back a strand of hair, and ended up smearing wheat flour on her forehead. The little accident made her angrier. 

Even Poonam looked indignant. 

‘Come inside’ my father said ominously. I followed like a submissive dog, with the two ladies in tow. Once inside, the three sat down on the sofa. I didn’t have the courage to sit down and nobody invited me to. I suddenly felt very lonely and alienated. 

‘What did you mean by that tomfoolery?’ my father thundered ‘I had sent you to post flyers, not romp about like a goddamn female!’

‘Actually, I…’ I bleated like a helpless lamb ‘I didn’t want to, but Manpreet insisted’. 

‘Would you jump into the well if she asked you to, you cocksucker?!’

dad swore. 

I was shocked at the expletive. My father was a hot-tempered man, he got angry very often, but he never used swear words. I guess he was  really furious. 

‘Answer me!’ my father bellowed, further incensed by my silence. 

‘No’ I said with dignity ‘I wouldn’t’. 

‘Do you know how much I have had to endure’ my father blared

‘because of you? Tongues have already been wagging because you haven’t yet sprouted a beard, and you go a step further to give them a reason for malicious gossip!’

I opened my mouth to say something, but words got wedged in my throat. I realized I was trembling like a leaf. 

‘You should have heard those women, Mira’ my father said addressing my mother ‘they were calling him a  hijra. Raising doubts about his manhood and mine. Our family name was besmirched today. Never have I been so humiliated in my life!’. 

‘I agree’ said my mother indignantly ‘he spends  hours in the kitchen, when he should be playing outdoors. He shows no penchant for sports or mixing with other boys. So, when other people’s sons are kicking footballs, ours wears bangles’. 

Mom meant it metaphorically, of course, but Poonam took the expression literally. She milked this opportunity to snitch on me. ‘Yes, he  does wear bangles’ she said in her coarse, aggressive voice

‘when you’re not home, mom, I’ve seen him sneak up to your dressing table and slide one bangle after another into his wrists. I’ve also seen him use your anklets and  jhumkas (earrings). He thinks no one is watching, but I have!’

Great. This was what I needed. A footnote from my sister that would push me further into quagmire. I’d noticed that however sweet I tried to be to my sister, she unfailingly found ways to antagonize me. 

‘Not only that’ Poonam continued her finking marathon ‘when in school, I’d seen him hang out only with girls. Tittering, gossiping and reading girlie magazines’. 

Mom and dad were silent for what seemed like centuries. Finally, dad spoke. His voice was grave. 

‘At this rate, Ajay’ he said ‘Our family honor will be mingled in mud. 

We’ll reach such a state that we’ll not be able to hold our heads high in public. So, please do us a favor--and leave’. 

‘But where do I go?’ I cried aghast. The prospect of leaving the cocooning shelter of home and going off elsewhere frightened me. 

‘You’re a grown male of 18’ my father said evenly ‘for all intents and purposes, a man. Get a job elsewhere. It’s obvious your heart is not in the family business’. 

‘You mean, you want me to quit Wisdom Books?’ I asked. 

‘ Beta (son), I am suggesting you leave Patiala’ said my father, not meeting my eye. 

‘Leave Patiala?!’ I cried horrified ‘but this is my home. I haven’t been elsewhere. Where do I go?’

‘There are plenty of cities’ said my father half-apologetically ‘Delhi, Mumbai, Kolkata. I am sure a change of air would do you good’. 

The stance of my family was clear. I was an embarrassment to them; a shame that they wanted to fling as far as possible from them. So that I wouldn’t linger around their home with my pansy-faggot self and besmirch their family name further. I was saddened instead of angered. Large teardrops started rolling down my cheeks. 

Unable to see the son of the house cry, my mom and sister strutted out of the room. My father remained sitting on the sofa, gelid and heartless as a rock. 

‘I give you a week’ he finally sounded the ultimatum. 

I spent the next four days fanatically browsing the internet, sending my resume to recruiters of every job I was qualified for. Since I was

only a tenth grade pass, there weren’t too many white-collared jobs for me. Most demanded a graduation or, at least, an intermediate degree. I was at a loss as to what to do. Then suddenly, I recalled a new trend that had started in India: that of BPOs or call center jobs, outsourced from first world countries to less developed ones for reasons such as cost-cutting. A neighbor of mine had got a job in a Delhi-based call center and was earning reasonably well. She, like me, had studied only up to the 10th grade. That meant I still had a chance to make a respectable living with my limited qualifications. 

I applied at several places. I had given up hope when a Bangalore Based BPO called Ursa Major phoned; inviting me to attend an interview scheduled a week later. Bangalore was a good 2408.6 kms from my home town. Besides, there were no direct buses from Patiala to Bangalore. I travelled to Chandigarh from where I caught a bus to Dehradun, which, in turn, took me to Bangalore. When I finally reached, to that I was dropping and enervated, would be an understatement. 





Chapter 2 - The White Lady

Even in my weary state, I could see how tremendously different Bangalore was from Patiala. It was much more urbanized, well-developed and had better infrastructure. The roads were swankier, the shopping complexes glossier and the crowd much more chic. 

The city was teeming with pubs, IT companies and gardens. Coming from a smaller town, I felt lost. The idea that I was rustic, foolish and badly-dressed started gnawing at me. It wouldn’t settle down until I had gone to a mall and splurged on branded trousers, shirts and shoes with the little money my father had given me. My subconscious tugged me towards the ladies’ apparel section; I refrained myself with great difficulty. 

I had checked myself into a medium budget lodge that had a decent enough corridor leading to a room with a single bed, an attached bath, a television and telephone. Room service was available in case I wanted something. I showered and dressed in a striped shirt, black pants and polished gleaming shoes. I decided to brush up my knowledge on the company, a call center of which I had applied for. 

The interview was due in an hour. 

Ursa Major was a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company by the same name. Ursa Major was an inbound call center that was operated by the company in order to provide information. 

As it had outsourced most of its jobs to the Philippines, Ursa Major had a limited presence in India. It had a center only in Bangalore and no other city in India. 

As I stepped into the interview room, I saw three people. One was a young man, the other two women. The man introduced himself as Rahul, the HR manager and the young Indian woman as Priya, the assistant manager. However, it was the third recruiter who caught my eye. She was Barbara Turner, one of the board of directors at the main branch in San Francisco. Barbara was currently posted in India as the director of training; she was responsible for developing

various models and strategies to impart training to new employees. 

Barbara Turner was about 33 years old and was 5 feet 9 inches tall. 

She had luxuriant brown shoulder-length hair that framed her heart shaped face. As her sensual violet eyes met my own black (innocent and childlike, I’d been told) ones, I felt myself evanescing into an amorphous, wooly-wooly mass. This woman evoked in me a feeling of intense devotion that I had hitherto never felt towards anyone. Her beauty reminded me of the mythological  apsara or celestial maiden, Menaka, who had apparently been successful in distracting sages from the throes of deepest meditation. Barbara’s evident prosperity was reminiscent of Lakshmi, the Goddess of wealth. Her qualifications made me think of Saraswati, the Goddess of learning and knowledge. In the split second that I was here, I had turned this woman—a virtual stranger--into a veritable Goddess, complete with a halo around her neck, a trident in hand and no doubt, the powers of a sorceress. At the moment, I had an overwhelming, slightly absurd desire to bend down at her feet and pay obeisance like a devotee. 

‘Tell us about yourself’ Rahul said, breaking into my reverie. I could feel the Goddess’s warm gaze on me, as the recruiters waited for an answer. 

‘I am a businessman who completed matriculation two years ago’ I said, all the while conscious of Barbara’s tantalizing gaze ‘I was interested in studies, but financial troubles forced me to quit after the 10 grade after which I joined my father’s textbook business. I am deeply interested in customer service, hence would like to start with Ursa Major from the bottom and then, hopefully, work my way up….’. 

‘Why are you specifically interested in this position?’ I was half aware of Priya’s soft voice asking me. I was vaguely sentient of answering her, but was more intent on focusing on Barbara’s mannish suede jacket worn over a red polo necked t-shirt, the tan rexine trousers that encased her endless legs and the boots that came up to the ankles. She crossed and uncrossed her fine legs and leaned back in her swivel chair. She crossed her arms behind her head and rested

her glorious head on it. She watched me from behind those magnificent violet eyes, with the languid grace of a cat. 

The satisfied look on the recruiters’ faces proved I’d answered coherently enough to make sense. The third question was asked by the Goddess herself in a warm, torpid, sexy drawl:

‘What unique skills do you bring to this position? I noted that, unlike Indians, who, due to vernacular influence, enunciate every word in a sentence, Barbara wafted over words in an airy, breezy manner. She also moved her erotic frosty-pink painted mouth differently, sort of moving it up and down and desisting for pressing her tongue too hard on the palate. It was fascinating. 

I blushed, yet answered in a decipherable manner. ‘Patience, diligence, the ability to work long hours and the desire to please my employers’ I replied. 

‘The desire to please your employers’ repeated Barbara, latching on to my Freudian slip ‘a most admirable quality’. I blushed a deeper crimson, but nobody apparently noticed. I was hired right there and then. 

Barbara took upon herself the task of orientation. ‘You’re new here, so I’ll show you around’ she said standing up and holding the glass door open for me to pass. All the time, her eyes lingered over me longingly. I, in my turn, appraised her further. Barbara was so lean that she practically had no breasts and buttocks. Her hips were slim and slender as a boy’s. Her pretty face and deep arches along the sides of the waist were the only, very subtle indicators that she was female. Had Barbara been a mannequin, with her head cast away elsewhere, I wouldn’t have been a hundred percent sure if she was female. 

When we walked out of the door, Barbara gave me a reality check

‘Listen Ajay’ she told me in her fluty voice ‘You aren’t the ideal employee. I mean, you aren’t well-qualified, have a marked

vernacular accent and hail from too small a city to be completely familiar with western culture’ she paused. 

I was flummoxed. I had just landed a job, only to be subsequently told I wasn’t an ideal candidate. I couldn’t figure out what was going on. I decided to try the direct approach. I looked into those mysterious violet pools and asked ‘Then why did you hire me?’

Barbara knew the answer, but pretended to pause a moment to think. ‘Your honesty, sincerity, willingness to work hard and contribute to the company impressed us’ she said. Then looking at me in a way that sent me into a tizzy (the way I’d felt when Vikram had flirted with me), Barbara mouthed ‘You have  so much to offer, Ajay’. 

My head was reeling in such a manner that I barely had control over my thoughts. ‘This is unusual’ I thought ‘I had slated myself for a faggot’. Was Barbara’s boyish figure responsible for my atypical reaction? Or did I swing both ways? If I did, this was the first indication that I was bisexual. I had lived 18 long years and had never felt attracted to a woman before. Feeling obligated to explain my feelings to myself; I attributed the infatuation to the age difference between me and Barbara. It wasn’t uncommon for youngsters to be smitten by older people as they appeared so much more learned and poised. 

As we walked out of the interview room, Barbara and I passed the cafeteria and a room marked “Training Department”. 

‘Here is where they train you to neutralize your accent’ Barbara explained as we passed ‘we don’t necessarily expect you to acquire an American or British accent, but you should be free of the influence of your first language so that people in faraway lands can understand you even over distorted phone lines’. 

I nodded and said: ‘I’d like to speak like you. You’ve got a soothing, well-modulated voice’. 

‘Thank you!’ Barbara smiled displaying her milky white teeth ‘than maybe I could throw in my personal touch in your training!’. 

‘That would be an honor’ I said blushing again. We passed the HR

and IT departments and breezed by Barbara’s personal chamber next to the operational department. Barbara led me to the customer service center, which was the most stifling set-up that I had seen in my life. The 30x40 hall had been divided into many pigeon-holes like little cubicles, separated by an oblong shaped partition. In each of these partitions sat a sharply-dressed human entity, gazing into the computer screen in front of them. I noticed that they had head-sets around their ears through which, I assumed, they fielded calls. All the faces in Ursa Major were Indian, yet going by their accents and mannerisms, the average observer would have assumed that they had arrived straight from the Big Apple. 

‘Here we are’ said Barbara leading me to a cubicle and easing me into one of the bright red seats. As the people around me: a thirtyish guy, a young girl and a middle aged woman looked on curiously, Barbara firmly clamped the headphones around my head, discreetly caressing the nub of my ear in the process. I was conscious of titters around me, but no one said anything. 

A microphone was held in front of my mouth by the aid of a stiff wire. 

‘Umpteen times in the night’ Barbara whispered in my ear ‘will you hear a beep sound: an indication that yet another American needs help from Ursa Major. As soon as you fix a problem, you’ll probably hear another beep in barely few seconds. In all probability, you’ll have a stupendous backlog of calls.’

‘How do I manage to hold the calls?’ I asked nervously. Apart from the sexual tension between me and Barbara, the nature of the yet unknown job was intimidating me as well. 

‘Press that button’ chipped in the thirtyish guy pointing to an ‘AEW’

button on the monitor. Barbara was clearly quite unhappy with his interrupting the conversation that was solely between me and her. 

She slightly frowned, leading the guy to swivel his chair and turn back to his monitor. 

Once she was assured that I was solely hers, Barbara regained her spirits ‘You need not actively accept each call every time’ she said ‘It would simply go live and the account information would flash on the screen in front of you’. 

I nodded in comprehension. I was getting hooked to the job as much as I was getting addicted to my boss’s tantalizing perfume. Barbara smelt of wooded smoke combined with rose water: a potentially lethal combination. 

‘And hey, we give everyone Western names here’ she said ‘so that the customers from the west can relate. So every time a caller calls, please identify yourself as “Arianna”. Not Ajay, but Arianna’. 

‘I think Aaron or Adam would me more suitable, Madam’ I said

‘Arianna is a female name’. 

‘Don’t get me wrong’ Barbara explained ‘but your voice is silky and soft textured. More like a girl’s than a man’s. Customers are bound to get confused. Hence, the female moniker would be apt’. 

As much as I detested the prospect of being called ‘Arianna’, I knew Barbara had a point. Every time I’d picked up the receiver at home, the caller would assume that I was either my mother or sister. My voice was clearly perceived and interpreted as one belonging to a female. I nodded my head in quiet, slightly embarrassed acquiescence. 

Barbara’s decision created a bit of a stir. Employees put their calls on hold and turned to gawk at me. A few of them removed their head-sets, curious to hear me speak. Barbara wasn’t mad this time, for she looked around and gave them an indulgent look. They smiled, conspiratorially, turning back to their monitors before their mercurial boss had the chance to change her mind and lash out at them. 

Next, I was lead into the training department of the call center which was a class room like set up. It had a white board, chalk and a voice and accent trainer. As I entered the class, the trainer, a tall Kashmiri youth, looking rather sharp in an immaculately ironed two piece black suit, gesticulated me to sit down. ‘You’re the only fresher, so the teaching will be one-to-one’ he said in a voice heavily-laced with an American accent. 

‘Okay, my name is Zahid’ he said ‘Let’s start on our lesson’. Zahid started out by saying that the most crucial elements in acquiring an American accent are intonations, liaisons and pronunciation. The Americans’ rise and fall was different from that of the Indians’ and the words never lost contact with one another. After trying out different speech sounds, we came to the ‘R’ sound. 

‘R as you may know is a consonant, but it acts like a vowel because the tip of the tongue doesn’t touch anywhere in the mouth’. 

I was flummoxed. To a person who had spent all his life emphasizing on Rs as if his existence depended on them, not enunciating them the way I was accustomed to was a cause of much frustration. 

‘/ka:/’ Zahid prompted. 

‘Carr’ I said in my hilly-billy rustic way, overemphasizing the ‘R’. 

‘/fa: /’

‘Farr’

‘/pa:k’ said Zahid getting increasingly exasperated. 

‘Parrk’ I said miserably, unable to help myself. 

Zahid was on the brink of losing his temper and unleashing it on me, when Barbara wafted into the training department, carrying the scent of wood smoke and rose petals along with her. 

‘Arianna’s new, Zahid’ she said patting my shoulder in an empathetic manner ‘and needs extra attention. However, I’d be making an unfair demand on you by asking you to give him extra time. Therefore, I take the task upon myself’. 

‘Are you sure, Barbara?’ asked Zahid skeptically ‘his tongue is yet too untamed’. 

‘I know how to tame the coarsest of tongues’ said Barbara coquettishly. She beckoned me towards her chamber with one little finger. I followed like a little puppy. Once there, she took her seat. 

She asked me to sit on the chair opposite her. 

‘R is a problem with most freshers’ she said ‘Please don’t worry. I’ll teach you a technique that will help you master your Rs. Holds your arms with your palms up as if you are holding a gift parceled for me’. 

I didn’t know where Barbara was heading with this, but I followed her anyway. 

‘Now drop your hand a bit down and say ‘ah’ like you do when a doctor comes to check your sore throat’. 

This was getting more and more ludicrous, but I did as directed. 

‘Now, curl your fingers up a little and say “R”’ Barbara said crisply

‘your tongue should feel in the same position as your hand’. 

I did what Barbara asked me to without a hint of incredulity or skepticism. Soon, to my utter surprise, I was using R as a vowel, with such tremendous ease, that I might as well have been born American. 

‘Really Madam!’ I exclaimed getting carried away ‘You’re a genius!’. 

‘Not so fast, baby boy’ said Barbara affectionately ‘Your “Aw” sounds are not up to the mark. I observed through the training department window’. 

I was astounded as to how observant she was. 

‘Now come closer so that you can see how my mouth moves’ she said. 

I inched closer to Barbara. 

‘That’s not enough’ she said huskily ‘come to my side of the desk’. 

I crossed over and stood next to her chair. 

‘Sit’ Barbara softly ordered. 

I awkwardly perched myself on the armrest of her chair, apprehensive that I’d fall off and come crashing on the floor, or worse, land on Barbara. 

‘You’d be able to observe better if you sat on my lap’. Barbara’s matter-of-fact tone counteracted the immense shock I felt at the statement. Feeling acutely self-conscious, I swiveled the chair a bit and lowered myself on Barbara’s lap. It felt soft as well as hard, as if I was sitting on a cushioned boulder. 

‘Look at me closely’ said Barbara holding my face and turning it towards her ‘and repeat’. 

I nodded, sentient of a delectable thumping in my heart. Beads of sweat glistened on my upper-lip. 

‘W “aw”ter’ Barbara’s erotic mouth arched. I repeated. 

‘tawl’ she sensually said. I followed suit. 

‘fawl’ she said. I struggled. 

Barbara’s head arched upwards until her lips touched my pink mouth. She kissed me gently, and then crushed her lips against mine with a force I’d never thought a woman capable of. Her sharp tongue

barged into my mouth and raped it. Then suddenly, without warning, she withdrew. 

‘Now try saying “fawl” she softly urged. 

I said ‘fawl’ with such little effort that I found it impossible to believe that I had struggled saying it a moment ago. My astonishment was apparent to Barbara, for she smiled and whispered. 

‘Didn’t I say I could train the coarsest of tongues?’





Chapter 3 - Arianna Dresses to Kill Life on the floor was uneventful for quite a few weeks. In order to cater to American customers during their waking hours, Asian call center employees have to work the graveyard shift, which was 11 pm to 10 am in my case. For a person who complied with ‘the early to bed, early to rise’ motto, this was difficult. I had to gulp down gallons of coffee to keep myself awake throughout the night. My body clock was such that that I couldn’t grab much sleep in the morning hours either. So, after a morning spent trying to catch up with sleep and doing grocery shopping for the week, I went back to work listless and groggy with sleep. The job, which entailed twisting my mouth and tongue in all conceivable directions, took its toll. As the days passed by, I yearned to speak in my native tongue instead of the pseudo American I spent most of the night speaking in. Though I hadn’t had a negative encounter up to the point, I was taken aback by the nonchalance with which the American customers used words like

‘fuck’ and ‘shit’. It wasn’t as if they meant any offence; their vocabulary was wired that way. It gave me, a boy from a conservative background, a bit of a cultural shock. Also, Barbara encouraged me to watch many western movies and sitcoms and become better acquainted with western culture. This had detrimental effects. Semi-immersion in western culture took me away from my ethnic roots, yet I wasn’t fully Americanized yet. I was like the proverbial washer man’s dog, which neither belonged to the home nor the streets. Also, it had been quite a long time since I had spoken to my parents and sister. I missed home tremendously. 

I had become acquainted with a few people who occupied the cubicles around me, and the relations between us, like life in a call center itself, was bitter-sweet. The man who flanked me to the right was called Ritvik and had been instructed by the call-center staff to identify himself to the callers as ‘Ricky’. He was a disillusioned 30

year old who did the tedious task of balancing work and studies. 

Ricky attended Law College during the day and worked as a

customer service executive by night. The stress of his life-style had made him bitter, rude and cynical. 

The girl who flanked me to the left was a 23 year called Jyoti-- ‘Joy’

to the Americans. At 18, she had committed the ‘unforgivable sin’ of marrying a man outside her caste that had led her conservative parents to disown her. Tragedy struck two years after marriage, when her husband passed away in a car accident. Since then, Joy had worked at Ursa Major to support herself. Joy was generally sweet, but was prone to becoming irritable and snappy at times. 

The woman who sat directly behind me was Mamta: ‘Mindy’ to American callers. She was in her mid-forties and had two children aged 10 and 8. Mindy had been married for 15 years, yet her husband and in-laws hadn’t stopped pestering her for dowry (bride price). Since Mindy was too embarrassed to ask her ageing parents for any more money, she had started working at Ursa Major to ‘pay’

her conjugal family. Naturally, she wasn’t a happy woman. Perhaps Mindy had once been a good-natured girl, but her life had been so full of misfortunes that she had started taking a perverse, sadistic joy in other people’s ill-luck. 

Filling her coffee mug for the hundredth time, Joy walked towards me and said: ‘Barbara Madam has summoned you. She wants to see you in her chamber’. 

‘What for?’ I asked surprised. 

‘What do I know?’ said Joy peevishly ‘I am a customer service executive, not an oracle’. 

Ignoring my colleague’s temper tantrums, I made my way to Barbara’s office. Work stress had temporarily made me forget the amorous encounter that had transpired between the two of us a few weeks ago. It barged into my memory with renewed force--the way Barbara had enticed me into sitting on her soft-hard lap, placed her gentle-savage lips on my own soft ones and then entered me with her tongue…at the erotic memory, my manhood began to harden

and grow erect; making a tent in the slightly loose trousers I was wearing. I waited for the arousal to abate and then knocked on her door. 

‘Come in’ the husky, enticing voice beckoned from within. 

I went in to see Barbara perched on top of her desk, dangling her endless legs in front of her. She was wearing a pinstripe suit, a pearl necklace and stilettos that seemed sharp enough to fatally stab a living being. Her brown hair had been severely pulled back from her forehead and tied, so her violet eyes looked more enormous than ever. Right now, they were surveying me with interest. 

‘How are you doing, Arianna?’ she asked as a matter of courtesy. 

‘Very well, Ma’am, thank you’ I replied. 

‘That’s very good, Arianna’ she said ‘but I have been getting a lot of complaints because of you’. 

‘Complaints?’ I asked astounded. As far as I knew, I had kept a low profile, had worked diligently and had not bothered anyone. Apart from little everyday frictions with Ricky, Joy and Mindy, I couldn’t recall any major fights. 

‘Yes, complaints’ Barbara confirmed ‘from the shift manager, the quality assurance manager, the director of training, sales trainer, process trainer, not to mention the HR director!’

‘Really?’ my eyes widened in shock ‘I had no idea I had offended so many people!’. 

‘Well, not so much offense as confusion’ clarified Barbara ‘When the staff hear “Arianna” they expect a female to manifest, but are terribly spooked out when you do’. 

‘So should I call myself Aaron, Adrian or some other male moniker?’

I asked perplexed. 

‘No’ drawled Barbara etching deliberately circles with her frosty pink nails on the varnished table ‘Please appear to work in women’s clothing from tomorrow’. 

‘Barbara’ I laughed taking the liberty of calling her by her first name ‘I am a guy! You’ve got to be kidding!’. 

‘I am not’ said Barbara, her warm voice suddenly turning gelid ‘and please don’t call me by my first name. In the call center hierarchy, I am much senior to you’. 

‘Well than,  Madam’ I laid a slightly cocky emphasis on “Madam” ‘I am not dressing as a woman’. 

Barbara didn’t look up at me. She continued etching circles on the table with the same slow deliberation. 

‘You know, Arianna’ Barbara said in a contrived fashion ‘India is not the preferred destination for Ursa Major. As you may well be aware, we have a center only in Bangalore, nowhere else in India. Where outsourcing is concerned, we prefer the Far East to India….’. 

I nodded at periodic intervals wondering where Barbara’s spiel was leading. 

‘Ursa Major, and for that matter all American companies, are cutting down work in India’ Barbara continued in the same rehearsed fashion ‘You must have heard that in a few other call centers, employees are being forced to leave in hoards’. 

‘Yes Ma’am, it’s truly unfortunate’ I said still not getting where Barbara was headed. 

‘Yeah it’s unfortunate’ Barbara agreed ‘so, as I said we are having to downsize considerably. I have to decide which employees to fire and those we get to keep. And naturally, I’d retain those who oblige me and show the rest the way out of the door’

She stopped to smirk at me meaningfully. I finally understood the implication of Barbara’s rather lengthy sermon. It was a veiled threat-

-a masked way of saying ‘Dress in drag, else I’ll fire you’. 

‘Okay, Ma’am’ I said rolling my eyes ‘this job is important to me. I’ll come dressed like a female employee tomorrow onwards’. 

‘I will have the cake and eat it to, my Goddess!’ I thought to myself spiritedly as I entered a shopping complex. I bought a pair of overalls and a pink t-shirt which could be worn by either men or woman. I also threw in some more cash and brought myself a pair of Nike shoes. My considerable disposable income made these extravagant purchases possible. 

Ethnic day was in full blast the next day. The ladies, dressed in Kanjeevaram, Mysore Silk and chiffon sarees, flitted around like colorful butterflies. Most used the occasion as an opportunity to adorn themselves with heavy gold jewelry that had been lying idle in their lockers. The younger women wore artificial, oxidized jewelry. 

The men had dressed in  dhotis (Meters of loose, usually white cloth that is winded around the waist before being passed between the legs and fastened at the waist) and  kurtas (long loose shirts with slits at the side). Barbara stood to a side, dressed in blue denim bell bottoms, a checked shirt and boots. A cowgirl hat sat on top of her head and a Concho belt was clasped around her slim waist. She seemed to be in an especially congenial mood that day, laughing and talking light-heartedly with the employees. 

‘Ma’am, you aren’t dressed in an ethnic costume!’ Joy insinuated politely. 

‘Remember, Joy, that I grew up in Texas’ Barbara replied chortling

‘so a cowgirl’s costume is as ethnic as it could get for me!’ Barbara’s tinkering laughter brought back the magic I had felt on the first day. 

The power of the bewitching spell the exquisite creature could cast hit me in a potent blast. The hypothetical halo engulfed Barbara’s head again. I envisioned her with a divine trident in hand. I was once again seized with the overwhelming desire to kneel at the feet of the

Goddess and pay obeisance like devotees do. If Barbara was a Goddess, I was indubitably her most ardent devotee. 

As I walked in wearing my unisex costume and sneakers, a hush fell over the customer service center. The raillery and revelry, the festive mood that had enveloped the call center a minute ago, evanesced. 

Everyone turned to stare at me gravely, in an almost hostile manner. 

Then a rankled Joy turned to Barbara and shrieked: ‘This isn’t fair, Ma’am!’

‘What isn’t fair, Joy?’ asked Barbara genuinely taken aback. 

‘Your allowing Arianna to dress in casuals when the rest of us took the trouble of wearing sarees today! When I requested you to permit me to wear a salwaar-kameez, you refused. You said that only the saree represented the true spirit of India. Then how come you’ve allowed Arianna to arrive to work dressed like this? Are you giving him special treatment or what?’

In the face of such barbaric onslaught, Barbara lost her usual composure ‘No, of…of course not’ she stuttered ‘How could you even think that way, Joy?’

‘Well Ma’am, I agree with Joy’ said Ricky adding his spark to fuel the fire ‘when I asked you if I could wear a  kurta with a pajama (loose Indian trousers), you didn’t permit. You insisted that only the  dhoti represented the true essence of India. Now tell me, do overalls represent the essence of India?’ asked Ricky viciously. Lack of sleep and impending law exams had made him extremely aggressive. 

‘Well, I guess not’ admitted Barbara ‘I apologize’. 

‘We don’t need an apology, Ma’am, we need amends’. This was the sadistic Mindy. 

‘What do you suggest I do?’ asked Barbara looking like a trapped creature at bay. 

‘Why, ask him to dress in a  dhoti-kurta, of course!’ said Ricky trenchantly. 

‘Well, asking him to go home and change into a  dhoti-kurta would eat into productive time’ said Barbara ‘I have a better idea. I’d need help to execute it though. Mindy, come with me’ she said walking towards her chamber before turning back and saying ‘Arianna, please follow us’. 

Curiosity piqued, I entered Barbara’s chamber. Much to my surprise, she was handing over a peach-colored chiffon saree, underskirt and a low cut blouse to Mindy. ‘Actually, I had bought these for myself’

she said by way of explanation to Mindy ‘but going by how nasty the employees are getting I have no option but to get Arianna dressed in it. I couldn’t possibly force him to go out and buy a  dhoti-kurta, that would be too time-consuming, but I could sacrifice the saree I had bought for myself to prove that I am not partial’. Barbara had suddenly acquired a long-suffering martyr-like air. 

‘But this guy’s a male, Ma’am’ remarked Mindy, trying to smother her snickers ‘would a saree behoove him?’

‘Well, I don’t know’ replied Barbara sniffling ‘all I know is that you guys demanded I get him to wear Indian ethnic wear, and I am getting him to wear Indian ethnic wear’. She abandoned her injured manner to sudden grin and say ‘It wouldn’t look too misplaced on him, would it?’

‘I wouldn’t say, it would’ replied Mindy snickering openly now. 

I blushed to the roots of my hair as the ladies asked me to slip out of my overalls and t-shirt. Mindy put the underskirt around me and slid my arms into the arm holes of the blouse. Just when she was about to fasten the hook in front, she reported to Barbara ‘Well Ma’am, I can’t clasp the hook since he’s flat in front. The cups of the blouse will sag, making it impossible to arrange the pleats of the saree over his chest. 

‘Well, I have do something to save the situation!’ said Barbara salvaging a pair of falsies from one of the office drawers ‘you see, I am in need of these too’; she patted the front of her rather flat chest ruefully and flushed. 

Mindy received the falsies without comment and inserted them into my blouse, forming two protruding hillocks in front of my body. 

Standing there in an underskirt, a vast expanse of naked belly and a humongous chest reminded me of the Indian heroines of the 1990s: such as a raunchy Madhuri Dixit strutting her stuff in the ‘Dhak dhak’

song or a sensual Sridevi gyrating away to the ‘Kante nahi katate’

number. The suspicion that I looked like these leading ladies was corroborated as one of two of my colleagues, who had traipsed up to the translucent window of Barbara’s room, leered and whistled before yelling ‘Oye Madhuri Dixit! You look super-sexy!’. 

My embarrassment intensified when Mindy started winding the saree around my waist. She arranged the loose hanging cloth in front into pleats and tucked them firmly into my inner skirt. She pleated the upper part of the garment, covered my mid-riff and upper torso with a part of it and let the rest hang at the back like a loose flowing veil. I noticed Barbara taking in the whole procedure in a mesmerized manner. Her enigmatic violet eyes flit from my falsely thrust-out chest, to the exposed creamy midriff region before returning to the falsies again. I felt slow electricity creeping up from the heart to my ear. 

Apparently, Barbara had purchased a wig of straight black flowing hair (she had wanted to look completely Indian) for herself which proved convenient. Mindy fit it on top of my head. The wig was an excellent head piece, for it didn’t puff up unnaturally on top like bad wigs usually do. It sat flat and obedient the way real hair does. The look was completed when Barbara added silver filigree clip-on earrings, a delicate silver necklace and bangles on my person. 

When they were done, the ladies fell into a hush in honor of my beauty. ‘Well, I have never seen anyone as lovely!’ murmured Mindy forgetting her cattiness and cynicism. ‘Yes, he looks like a real

peach’ said Barbara in that characteristic torpid drawl that made me blush ‘do you think a beauty like him needs make-up at all?’. 

‘A trace of lip-gloss and kohl should do’ said Mindy already proceeding to outline my eyes with an eye pencil. She quickly ran a peach flavored chap-stick over my lips. They continued to ogle me for a few more seconds before Barbara caught sight of my sneakers sticking out from beneath my saree. 

‘Take them off please’ she instructed ‘they spoil the elegance of the garment’. 

‘I could hardly walk barefoot, can I?’ I said archly. Inside, however, I was quivering like jelly. 

‘I promise to buy you women’s’ shoes during the mid-night break’

said Barbara. 

‘Done!’ I said trying to sound sportive. 

As Mindy led me from Barbara’s chamber to the call service center, I felt acutely self-conscious, like a bride being led to the altar. My demure down cast eyes and coy body language made my colleagues whistle and tease me some more. 

‘Oh darling’ yelled a middle aged employee grabbing me in his portly arms ‘had I set eyes on you before I did on my wife, you would have been my  bride by now!’. 

‘Hush!’ I said blushing and giggling. For a reason that I couldn’t rationalize, I was titillated by the prospect of being a virgin bride, wrenched open and taken on the wedding night. Goose bumps formed on my arms at the thought. I felt the fine hairs on my body stand up. 

‘Are you okay?’ Mindy asked concerned ‘You’re actually behaving like a nervous young bride on her wedding night’. 

‘Yes, I absolutely am’ I replied slipping into my seat and firmly clasping the head-set around my ears, hoping that professional gravity would restore in me an equilibrium personal fantasies had disrupted. 

Barbara was true to her word. During the mid-night break, I saw her come in with a shoe box inside which lay the most heavenly pair of peach-colored sandals. In a move I hadn’t expected, the sexy Texan cowgirl actually went down on her knees and slid the exquisite pair of sandals, one by one, into my delicate feet. This gesture, which was interpreted as ‘romantic’ by onlookers, brought on hoots and catcalls. Barbara was flushing a deep red as was I. 

The first rays of the sun ushered in morning. I worked until 10 am. 

When my shift ended, I went to the cafeteria to grab a bite. Barbara who was hovering there walked up to me. ‘Listen’ she whispered urgently ‘Your dressing as a woman has dissipated a lot of tension in the office. The employees of Ursa Major are a stressed lot; I am grateful for…’ she paused looking for a suitable word ‘….for the touch of levity you’ve introduced in the otherwise tension-charged work ambience….’. Barbara had freshly scrubbed her face, making her look younger than her 33 years. Seeing her so vulnerable and suffused with gratitude tugged at the strings of my heart. 

‘Anything for you, Madam’ I said. Over eyes were locked in an intimate kiss, before Barbara said: ‘Well, I request you to continue dressing like this for a while’ she said ‘a touch of elegant femininity would be a real stress-buster for your colleagues. It could improve their mood and increase their physical productivity. You know how important that is for the company….’ She said fluttering her eyelashes. 

‘I can understand, Ma’am’ I said meaning every word I said ‘I’d definitely go out of my way for the company. I am as devoted to it as you are. Dressing as a female for a few weeks shouldn’t be a problem’. 

‘Thank you, Arianna’ said Barbara taking my effeminate hands into her slightly bigger ones ‘you don’t have to wear a saree every day, of course. A salwaar-kameez will do. And yes, they will be sponsored by me’ she said. 

‘That’s very nice of you, Ma’am’ I said ‘thank you’. 

‘That’s the only fair thing to do’ she said in a level manner ‘after all; I am the one who is making such a demand of you’. 

‘I don’t see it as a demand’ I replied ‘it’s my duty’. 

‘Well then, will you do something else for me?’ Barbara’s manner was plaintive. 

‘Anything’ I replied steadily. 

‘Before Mindy put the underskirt on you, I noticed that your legs were a bit hairy’ Barbara said ‘I’d like you to get it permanently removed with a laser—we don’t want to gross the other employees out, in case you decide to wear a skirt some day. If you agree, may I fix up an appointment with a specialist?’

‘Sure thing!’ I replied. I was so accustomed to being relatively hair free than other males that the prospect of getting hair permanently removed from my legs didn’t creep me out. In fact, I thought it would provide a welcome change from looking at hirsute legs: the only anomaly in my otherwise hairless body. 

‘There is another thing’ said Barbara hesitantly. 

‘Yes, Ma’am?’ I looked askance at her. 

‘Post the laser treatment, I’ll be taking you to my gynecologist’ she said, then paused, carefully choosing her words ‘she’ll give you an injection…which will…which would mould your body in such a way that it will be more in sync with the way I expect you to dress’. 

I didn’t get the import of what Barbara was trying to say. After all, I was only a little over eighteen, naïve and hailed from a small town. 

‘Anything you say, Ma’am’ I said investing all dregs of my eighteen and a half year old faith in Barbara. 

‘Good’ said Barbara with a conspiratorial air ‘Please don’t go back on your word’

‘Of course not’ I reassured her. 

That evening Barbara took me to a specialist and got the hair on my legs removed. As I was still reveling in the satiny smoothness of my marmoreal limbs, she took me to her gynecologist who retrieved a syringe and injected unknown contents in me. Little did I know at this point that I had been given estrogen hormone, one that would convert me into a woman, by and by. 





Chapter 4 - Tits, Woes and Sexual Bliss A week after having been given the hormone, I experienced a tingling sensation in my nipples. It felt as though somebody had put a clamp on them and was tugging gently. Since I was very busy with my work and had to rush through shower and dressing feminine dresses Barbara had brought me, I didn’t really think about stripping and examining the region. While bathing, I was aware of a slight swelling on either side of the chest, of puffier nipples and darker-than-before aureole. I put the occurrence down to some allergy I might have acquired: either by eating peanuts, sniffing pollen or a because of a bee-sting. However, over the months, the mounds continued to burgeon at an alarming rate. This prompted me to strip down to my underwear and examine myself in the mirror. 

I had indubitably filled out. My breasts were now were of such classic proportions, that they were “gargantuan” in every sense of the term. 

The area around, which I had vaguely heard was referred to as the

“aureole”, was a rich reddish brown. They provided a delectable contrast to the creamy flesh of the rest of my breast. The nipples on them, peaked and turgid, would have put the rosiest of cherries to shame. My breasts, I concluded, would put American singer and songwriter Dolly Parton, who was famous for her 40DD breasts that she had insured for $300,000 each, a complex. I was dead certain my boobs were more humongous than hers. 

My poor back, which had until recently been accustomed to a flat chest, couldn’t cope with the pendulous mounds that swung on it all of a sudden. I developed such a nagging back ache from their hanging from my slender frame that I had to buy a bra to support them. Since Lacy Cabaret ones that were my subconscious fancy wasn’t available in my size, I had to settle for a basic cup bra that had to be clasped at the back. I felt tremendously mortified to have burgeoned in a way that made me look like a cheap, easy little hooker. I rued the day I agreed to accompany Barbara to the gynecologists’ clinic. 

Another offshoot, indubitably of the estrogen I had been injected with, was the way in which the fat in my body was redistributed. I was top-heavy, that was true enough, but I also noticed a marked broadening of the hips. They weren’t the straight, slender parallel lines that they used to be, and had, instead, taken on the glorious shape of an hour glass. My waist, which had always been petite, had tapered down into such a tiny little circle that anyone—even a child—

could easily encircle it with one arm. I turned around and discovered that my buttocks were not the hard, flat rocks that they used to be; they were now soft and cushiony as a duck’s crest, but indubitably firmer. 

The  salwaar-kameez sets that Barbara had purchased for me proved to be a real boon at this point in time. When I removed the  dupatta (concealing veil), I noticed how well the attire traced the swelling of my luscious breasts tapering into a small waist before rising in gentle undulation at the hip region. The evaluation of my posterior revealed that the fabric sat snug on my slender well-toned back before it gently arched to accommodate the sensual swelling of my creamy buttocks. Even though I attended work every single day wearing a salwaar kameez, nobody really noticed my figure as I made it a point to properly cover and camouflage it with the  dupatta and, on some occasions, even a shawl. Joy once remarked that I had got ‘fatter’, but she made no comments vis-à-vis the shape and curvature of my body. 

There was one person who had complete knowledge of the conspiracy staged by my body in the past few months. As I walked passed her chamber, Barbara undressed me with her cryptic violet eyes leading me to believe that she had, in private, re-experienced her puberty with me: the exciting tingling ache of the nipples, the burgeoning of the chest (though in her case it wasn’t as conspicuous as mine), the slimming of the waist, the widening of the hips and the filling in of the butt-cheeks. I knew that though she never talked to me about it, didn’t made references to my changed body, she knew all its secrets and also the fact that my penis had shrunk to the size of a table tennis ball and was on the verge of disappearing. And I

knew was that Barbara waited, like an eager and impatient hawk, to pounce on me and partake of all the pleasures my body had to offer when the time was ripe. And like an ardent devotee, I couldn’t wait for the time to come when I could offer myself--mind, body, heart, soul, youth and beauty-- to my Goddess. 

The other employees at the call center knew that my dressing as a girl was just a pantomime Barbara and I had staged to cheer them up and keep them in an upbeat mood. However, sometimes they couldn’t help teasing and taking jibes at my expense. It became a common experience to hear myself being referred to as ‘Barbara’s toy boy’ or ‘Madam’s pansy babe’, but I must admit that these sobriquets evoked pleasure in me rather than distress. 

One day, as I was getting ready for work in a high-waisted “Anarkali” 

 salwaar-kameez Barbara had gifted for my nineteenth birthday, the phone rang. So immersed was I in putting on matching  jhumkas (earrings), necklace and a hair ornament that I let it ring for a while. 

The ringing reached a crescendo and became more persistent and ominous. I finally abandoned the hair ornament that I had been futilely trying to clasp and picked the phone up with a weary sign. It was my mom. The nostalgic scent of her talcum powder, mango pickles and hand-knitted sweaters suddenly hit me, and I found tears suddenly pricking behind my kohl-lined eyes. Swallowing a lump that had formed in my throat, I asked:

‘Hello ma, how’re you?’

‘I am doing okay, Ajay beta (son)’ she said in a voice that held obvious undercurrents of tension ‘how have you been?’

‘I am doing okay’ I said tersely. The memory of having been hounded out of the house suddenly came alive and stung me. Had I had a son who was effeminate, I would have nurtured him no matter what other people said. I’d never have asked him to leave the house the way my parents had done. 

‘I can see you have still not forgiven us’ my mother’s voice was heart-rending. She suddenly sounded very weak and frail. I couldn’t see her face, but could imagine worry lines on her face—the face that had been smooth when I had left home. 

‘That’s okay’ I finally said charitably ‘tell me what the matter is’. 

‘Your father has suffered a stroke,  beta’ my mother said in a tremulous voice. Finally, the cat was out of the bag. And it turned out to be a ferocious, vicious one. 

‘Oh my God!’ I burst out ‘Is he going to be okay?’

‘I am afraid not’ said my mother sounding like a centenarian ‘he has been paralyzed neck down. The doctors say he’ll never be able to move his finger tips even. The bookstore has been lying unattended for a week. Your sister is busy preparing for her tenth grade exams’

mom paused only to start crying. In between racking sobs, she said:

‘Your father was our only bread-winner. I don’t know what will become of Poonam and me’. 

‘Don’t say that, ma’ I said empathetically ‘what am I here for? I’ll provide for you. Tell me, do you want me to come back to Patiala and manage the book store?’

‘No!’ mom’s stentorian, authoritative cry reverberated through the telephone. Then clearly realizing that she had made her age old prejudice become evident, my mother hastened to explain herself

‘Please understand,  beta.  With your father having suffered a stroke, we have been receiving a lot of negative attention in the form of unwanted pity, lately. If you come—it will be worse’. 

‘I understand’ I said trying not to sound bitter. But to be candid, I was immensely hurt by the fact that in spite of having been separated for a year, my mother didn’t nurture any desire to see me. I had become such an embarrassment to her that she didn’t want me around even during a critical time like this. 

‘If such is the rancor just because I was effeminate’ I thought ‘I can’t imagine how my folks will react if they come to know about the HRT. 

They have already almost disowned me; if they come to know I have traded my original body for a female one, they will refuse to even acknowledge me as a living, breathing human being’. 

‘Don’t worry, ma’ I said out aloud ‘I’ll send three-fourths of my salary across to Patiala every month. That way, you’ll have enough food on your plate, have adequate money to buy dad’s medicines and also pay Poonam’s school fees’. 

‘That’s nice of you’ my mother said in a business-like voice before disconnecting the phone. 

I crumpled down in a defeated heap on the couch. ‘Perhaps I made premature promises to ma’ I thought in my mind ‘I get 20,000 rupees a month, three-fourths of which I have sworn to send home. Will all their expenses be covered with the amount? Surely, they have savings? Or have they used it up for father’s treatment? Will I be able to survive in an expensive city like Bangalore with only one-fourth of my salary? The dear God Almighty was pouring too much rain on someone who was only nineteen years old. 

I reported at the call center with an aching head. As soon as I put my head-set on, a beep indicating an incoming call sounded in my ear. 

‘Hello, my name is Arianna’ I said following call-center etiquette ‘how may I help you?’

‘Hello’ an impatient male voice said from the other end ‘I got an Ursa Major 4G data pack installed two months ago and it  isn’t working properly’. 

‘I see’ I said ‘May I have your name please?’

‘Josh Reynolds’. 

‘Okay, Mr. Reynolds. I will have to ask you a few details for authentication. May I know your phone number?’

‘773-338-7786’ said Josh Reynolds hurriedly. 

‘Right’ I said ‘what’s your registered email ID?’

‘josh.reynolds1971@gmail.com’

‘Thank you. And your date of birth?’

‘2nd February 1971’ Josh Reynolds nearly barked. 

‘Right Sir. What’s the problem?’

‘I told you’ said the irate customer ‘my connection is not working properly. Can’t you comprehend simple English?’

‘Could you please define “properly”?’

‘Well’ he said ‘It’s sometimes slow, then picks up speed, and then becomes slow again’. 

‘Maybe your plan isn’t suiting your needs. Would you like to upgrade?’

‘No, thank you’ the man said curtly. 

‘Okay maybe you’re reaching the end of your data plan’ I said trying to sound lively ‘would you like to get a smartbyte?’

‘I am asking you to help me and you’re thinking of ways and means to wheedle more money from me!’ the man snapped. 

‘Okay Sir, I’ll write down your complaint and pass it on to the concerned authorities’. 

‘I called Ursa Major the other day’ the man burst out angrily ‘and one of your colleagues said the same thing. How many times do I have to keep making the same complaint, you inefficient dolts?!’. 

‘Please calm down, Sir’ I said evenly ‘all of us here are trying to help you’. 

‘No you aren’t’ the man exploded ‘You don’t care a darn about your customers. Once you get them to subscribe to one of your plans, you become indifferent!’

‘I am sorry you feel that way, Sir’

‘You aren’t sorry, you bitch’ the man spat ‘You are just content to sit there, let your ass grow to the size of a boulder and collect a cushy pay at the end of the month’. 

‘There is no need to get personal, Sir’ I said getting upset in my turn

‘Could I connect you to my manager? Maybe she’d be able to help you’. 

‘Talk to  another bitch who just sits there and lets her ass grow to the size of a boulder?’ the evident misogynist snapped ‘No thanks’. He disconnected the phone with an enraged click. 

I put my head down on the desk, suddenly enervated. The incidents that had transpired since the morning had sapped me of my strength and will. All of a sudden, I felt the pressure of large, somewhat bony hands on my shoulders. I turned back to see Barbara behind me. 

Her violet eyes were large pools of empathy. 

‘It happens’ her voice was a reassuring murmur ‘Don’t take it personal. The guy was probably having a rotten day’. 

‘Still’ I said beginning to tear up ‘He could have desisted from making personal comments’. 

‘I agree’ said Barbara kindly, and then said ‘Sweetheart, I wasn’t born one of the directors of Ursa Major. Like you, even I started off as a customer services executive. So, I know how it feels like for you’. 

I nodded. What Barbara had just said was a revelation to me. I had always imagined her as this high-flying super-achiever born with a silver spoon in her mouth, but the fact that she had started off like myself and worked her way up the ladder enhanced my respect for her. Barbara was indeed a Goddess. 

After the slight distraction, the news of my father’s paralysis leading to increased financial pressure on me, gnawed anew. I was launched into another inconsolable bout of sobs. 

‘What happened?’ asked Barbara ‘Is there anything else that’s bothering you?’

‘Yes, there is’ I said and narrated the telephone conversation with my mom verbatim. 

‘That’s too bad, Arianna’ said Barbara genuinely meaning every word ‘Vis-à-vis finances, I may be able to help you. Will you come and see me at my house in the evening?’

‘I don’t know your address’ I said wiping away my tears. 

Barbara gave it to me. 

Cantonment area in Bangalore was where the moneyed people lived. The roads were broader, the houses near palatial and side walk flanked by shady trees. Barbara had told me that she lived in house number 99, a modest English style white cottage with morning glory growing all around. I didn’t have a hard time finding it. It was probably the smallest house in Cantonment. But it was also the most tasteful one. 

Barbara had apparently seen me from the window for she emerged outdoors with a welcoming smile on her lips. She was wearing a casual striped pajama suit and her brown locks lay in an adorable tousled mess around her face. Since I was accustomed to seeing her only in formal wear, her new homely look caught me by surprise. 

However, it served to enhance my comfort levels with her. 

‘Please don’t mind, the house is a mess’ Barbara said as she took me inside. The small verandah which housed the shoe rack gave way to the dining room with a round table stacked with all kinds of jams and jellies imaginable. A corner of the dining room accommodated a cushy stuffed couch. 

‘Please make yourself comfortable’ said Barbara indicating the couch ‘because we’re going to be here for a  very long time’. If there was a hint of double entendre in her words, I didn’t notice. 

‘I don’t mean to digress’ she said ‘but that’s a pretty  salwaar-kameez you’re wearing. Didn’t any of the roadside Romeos whistle at you? 

She added humorously. 

‘Thank you. And no’ I laughed ‘the veil acts as a real savior. Hides the figure, you know’. I suddenly became cognizant of what I had just said and bit my tongue. I didn’t mean to let Barbara know that the female hormone had wielded its magic over my body. 

Thankfully Barbara didn’t react. Her manner became professional as she said ‘You know, the most effective way to handle an especially abusive caller is to go into the computer mode….by reacting in a non-human way you disarm the caller of his anger and….’

As she went on giving me tips as to how to handle an irate caller, Barbara had gently divested me of my  dupatta. Her expressive violet eyes were regarding the enormous moulds in front of my chest with a sense of awe. She caressed their undersides as if by accident and went on speaking. Her fingers also brushed against my voluptuous thighs. I started going hot and cold all over and began trembling like a leaf. The touch of her fingertips sent jolts of electric current through my body. Beads of sweat began to accumulate on my forehead. 

Barbara noticed the perspiration and said ‘the weather is becoming quite sultry. Perhaps you’d be comfortable if you take the  kurti off’. I sat absolutely motionless as she undid the zipper at the back of my dress and pulled it off from the top. I was sitting in front of her in my

red cup-bra and  salwaar, which looked rather like harem pants. It was embarrassing. I’d never felt as exposed in my life. 

‘Hey, I love the bra you’re wearing!’ exclaimed Barbara, diluting my shyness a little ‘red goes perfectly with your skin tone!’. 

I was flattered beyond words and said: ‘Well, I’ve got matching knickers too’. 

‘Could I have a look?’ asked Barbara ‘I’d like to purchase a lingerie-set just like yours’. 

‘Sure’. Bereft of all self-consciousness by now, I stripped off my salwaar and stood in front of Barbara in my bra and panties. I could see Barbara’s eye taking in my newly developed body, the wonderland she had gifted me. ‘The HRT’s really worked, right?’ she said quietly. I could discern hot and writhing desire beneath her somber manner. 

‘It has’ I said pensively. My thoughts were on being taken in the Goddess’s splendorous arms and caressed, kneaded and nibbled on. The desire that I had pent up since our kiss during the accent training session came on surface forcefully. 

Barbara didn’t disappoint me. She gently unclasped my bra and slid my underwear down. Then she gently made me lie supine over the couch. Languidly divesting herself of her pajama top and bottoms, she bent over me provocatively without actually making physical contact. The move was so tantalizing that a small involuntary moan was wrenched out of my mouth. My breast tissues started swelling in front of my eyes and were flushed like a tomato. I noticed that my reddish brown areolas had grown darker and nipples more turgid. 

Barbara started by caressing me gently and slowly. She brushed her slightly rough palms across the sides and bottom of the breasts and worked her way up to the nipples. However, she didn’t actually touch them. Then she bent down and kissed my entire flesh without paying any attention to the inviting swollen nipples. One of her hands

slipped under my buttocks and squeezed a butt-cheek hard. She continued the exercise of kissing my breasts but avoiding the nipples for a while, until I was writhing with frenzied desire. I begged Barbara to take a nipple in my mouth. As her warm mouth closed on one pointed peak, I was in heaven. Barbara’s slightly spongy tongue circled, flicked and nibbled. Her slender bony hips ground into mine with an urgency I hadn’t ever known. Soon, as both of us climaxed and fell into each other arms, united in the frenzy of simultaneous explosions. 





Chapter 5 - A New Woman

Barbara was true to her promise. She increased my wages so that I was able to send a substantial portion of my salary home as well as live comfortably. After the night we’d slept together, all awkwardness between us had vanished. I unabashedly declared myself Barbara’s devotee and spent my after-office hours trying to please her. Barbara now decided what I should eat, the kind of clothes that I should wear, how I should think and act. Since she was a vegetarian, she advocated vegetarianism to me too. Though I was allowed to wear a formal  salwaar-kameez or a  saree to work, I was expected to wear a transparent negligee at home, ideally without underwear, so that Barbara could take me in her arms and make love to me whenever she wished. On weekends, I’d often wake up in the wee hours of the night to find her lips pressed on mine or be woken up at the crack of dawn by her urgent caresses. Barbara wanted me to speak in a lilting voice, train my bodily movements into following a more graceful pattern, think in an uncompromisingly feminine way and limit my interactions with outsiders. As a result, my interaction with Joy, Ricky and Mindy became very functional. Since they had never been bosom buddies of mine, I didn’t mind tremendously. After coming back from office, I would devote myself to household tasks like cooking, cleaning, doing laundry and ironing Barbara’s office wear with the greatest of affection and devotion. To save on my rent and also to increase my proximity to her, Barbara had long ago proposed that I move into her Cantonment cottage. I had happily obliged. This arrangement further eased my financial burden, since I left for and returned from Ursa Major with Barbara in her car. I sent the money saved on rent and transport to Patiala. My mother seemed more than happy. She even telephoned once in a while to give me updates apropos my father’s health, my sister’s studies and so on. 

In the middle of one Sunday night, when Barbara and I were immersed in throes of passion, the phone rang. It was the same malevolent, baneful ringing that I had heard when my mother had phoned to inform me that my father had suffered a stroke. I excused

myself and detangled myself from Barbara’s arms. I approached the landline with slow, apprehensive steps. My heart was palpitating loudly. If intuition is to be believed, I was in for some dreadful news. 

After what seemed like centuries, I picked the phone up. My mother, on the other end, sounded robotic, as if she had gone numb after expending all reserves of emotion. This was unusual because mom was usually a very expressive person, with a warm, effusive voice. 

Something was very wrong. 

I was right. After a pause lasting an epoch my mother said ‘Your father is no more. He died of a massive heart attack an hour ago’. 

Since Hindu rites say that a departed person has to be buried within a day, I couldn’t possibly choose to travel by train. Patiala was a good 2408.6 kms from Bangalore and travelling by train would take over thirty hours. By the time I reached, the mourners would have taken my father’s body away for burial. That wasn’t acceptable, because as the eldest son of the family, the traditional duty of cremating my father was mine. 

Barbara understood. She was kind enough to say that she would sponsor my flight. However, there were no direct flights between Bangalore and Patiala. I was supposed to travel by Jet Konnect, an airway from Bangalore to Chandigarh, the capital of Punjab. After alighting there, I had the option of either hiring a private taxi to take me to Patiala or choose between either bus or train service. Since buses didn’t often follow a predictable pattern, I decided to take the KLK BME express train from Chandigarh to Patiala. I didn’t want to splurge more money than necessary, therefore decided against hiring a private taxi to take me home. 

Since going home wearing female clothes was out of the question, I salvaged some of the old shirts and trousers that I had purchased soon after coming to Bangalore from a forgotten trunk. As I tried on a pair of trousers, I found that they refused to rise above my knees. 

Little had they anticipated that my hips and buttocks would expand and burgeon like a woman’s in a span of two years. I patiently took

them off, retrieved a stitch-remover from my sewing kit and removed a few of the stitches corresponding with the thigh region on the inside of my trousers. To my dismay, the trousers still wouldn’t fit. I removed the stitches off all my trousers, until one, a beige specimen obliged, by shimmying up my ample thighs with a lot of effort. As I zipped my pants, I felt as stiff as a scarecrow and was barely able to breathe. I evaluated myself in the mirror and was much embarrassed to see that the trouser fabric clung to every nook and cranny of the lower region of the body, clearly contouring the curve of the hip, the shape of the genital area and my rounded buttocks, disappearing with vengeance into the crack in between my butt cheeks. 

I tried on my shirt and noticed that while the fabric hung loose over the sleeves and my waist region, it just wouldn’t meet in the front! 

After many amendments and modifications, I finally succeeded in buttoning a checked shirt across the chest. However, I wasn’t able to accomplish this triumph with the panache that I had desired. The fabric stretched in an obscene manner over my bosom, making me look buxom and ungainly. In between the forcibly fastened buttons, lay gaping chasms providing more than a sneak peek into the creamy flesh beneath. 

The men’s shoes thankfully fit. HRT, by God’s grace, hadn’t done anything to modify the size of my feet. I encased my feet into a pair of polished brown loafers and jumped into a rickshaw headed towards the airport before giving Barbara a quick peck on the cheek. 

The rickshaw driver gawked at me, but desisted from saying anything. As I checked into the waiting area of the airport, people stole curious subtle glances at me. They, however, were too polite to stare. I was glad Barbara had sent me by air, for in India most people who fly are from the upper echelons of society and hence, have good manners. The cabin crew and co-passengers in the flight were also unfailingly polite. 

My troubles began when I entered the railway station at Chandigarh. 

The platforms were dirty and unkempt. Crowds of people and coolies, luggage in hand and on heads, pushed past me in an

uncouth manner. Vendors drew attention to the edibles that they were selling in a raucous, high-pitched voice. Beggars, swathed in the most pitiable rags, asked for alms. Homeless people slept on benches. The whole hellish place reeked of sweat and urine. 

After spending an indefinite period of time in the waiting room, I finally boarded the train. As I put my modest suitcase on the luggage rack, I became conscious of a wee little girl staring at me with curiosity. She, yet too small to clearly discern the difference between male and female anatomy, used the Barbie doll she had in hand as her yardstick. She looked at my short cropped hair and compared it to the long dark tresses of her doll. Totally devoid of self-consciousness as only children can be, the little girl undressed her Barbie doll and studied her boobs intently. 

‘Mom, why does she have these?’ the child asked her mother indicating the doll’s breasts. Her voice, loud and clear as a temple bell, drew the attention of everyone in the compartment. 

The mother flushed a deep crimson. Yet she felt it her beholden duty to educate the child on human anatomy. ‘She has them because she is a woman’ she tried to sound edifying and matter-of-fact. 

‘Is that a man or a woman?’ the little girl asked pointing towards me. 

Co-passengers, who were immersed in their own humdrum daily conversations, books and newspapers, turned to gape at me. 

‘He’s a man’ said the much flustered mother ‘and please don’t talk so loudly. How many times have I told you to keep your voice low?’

‘Then why does  he have boobies?’ the child, unheeding the mother’s warnings, questioned loudly. 

There were guffaws and snickers all around. The mother maintained a diplomatic silence. As for me, I wished the earth would crack up and swallow me alive. I was so embarrassed that I wanted to die. 

I was relieved when nature called and I had to make my way to the bathroom. At least, the privacy of the closed interiors would give me a reprieve from the continuous unremitting gawking I had been subject to ever since the little girl expressed her confusion regarding my gender. As I made my way through the rocking bogey, carefully avoiding ticketless passengers sprawled and snoozing on the narrow pathway, a man edged past me. As I was just about to step into the ladies room, a man accosted me. He was swarthy, rough, and uncouth and reeked of cheap liquor and cigarette smoke. I recognized him as one of the co-passengers who had been sitting in the same apartment as me. 

‘Would you please let me pass?’ I asked acerbically. 

‘Not until you answer me’ the man leered at me. I felt his lewd glance travel south of my face and settle on each humongous breast in turn. 

After he had grabbed an eyeful of the bodacious glories, the man’s impudent gaze travelled further south and appraised my hip and pubis region. As he went ahead with his appraisal, I noticed that a little tent had formed on the front of his  dhoti,  indicating an erect cock. Evidently, the man was aroused beyond description. 

‘What’s your question?’ I asked feigning impatience. Deep inside, my heart was galloping away like a wild horse. The man looked like a rapist and possibly even a murder. I was petrified. 

‘The same as the little girls’’ he said with brazen impudence ‘what are those pair of tits doing on you?’

‘Well, that’s my personal business’ I said attempting to pass. 

The scoundrel blocked my way again. ‘When “personal business” is as much on public display as yours is, it becomes a public concern’. 

‘What do you want?’ I asked, trembling. 

‘To negotiate’ he said point blank ‘Listen, I am a pimp who is scouting for prostitutes. Would you like to be one? I can assure you

that you’d making a whopping amount each night’. 

‘No, thank you’ my voice was a shocked whisper ‘I already have a job—a respectable one. And a partner, FYI. Besides, why would anyone want to splurge on me?’ I asked curious. 

‘Well, MTF transgenders are of great demand in flesh trade’ the man said ‘that’s because men find that the transgendered take more pride in their femininity than ordinary woman and are more willing to go out of their way to please customers. This is not the case with genetic women. The goddamn bitches are full of  lafdas and  nakhras (fights and fusses)’. 

‘Thanks for the offer’ I said caustically ‘but I am not interested. 

‘As you wish’ the man said as he edged past ‘but I must say you’re throwing away an opportunity’. 

‘So be it’ I said bristling. I quickly used the restroom and got back to my compartment. The unsavory incident continued to haunt me throughout my journey back home and for long afterwards. 

Coming back to Patiala was a briefly refreshing experience. 

Nostalgia inundated me as the rickshaw I was sitting in passed the familiar forts, gardens and palaces. As I passed the solid brick structure that had been my school, I felt I was reliving my childhood and formative years which were a mixed bag of good and the bad. 

The playgrounds the rickshaw passed also soothed me. I had never been interested in sports, I admit, but when one has been away for as long as I have, little familiar things start having a comforting effect. 

I asked the rickshaw driver to drop me off at the corner of the street, so that I could have the pleasure of walking down the familiar avenue that led to my house. From a distance, I could see visitors dressed in white, the color of mourning in India, swarming towards my house. Grief hit me in a renewed bout. The man who was responsible for my existence, the one who had fed and reared me

until I was 18 years old, was dead. I was semi-orphaned. It was a terrible, pathetic state to be in, even for a grown person of 20. 

As I got closer to the house, I saw a lone figure standing on the terrace. It recognized it to be my younger sister, Poonam. She had grown taller and had filled out a bit, but it was the same bold, tomboyish Poonam for sure. It was another matter that she had grown her hair long and had braided it, no doubt, on mom’s insistence. I felt a lump in my throat pondering on what a blow dad’s death must have been on my 17 year old sister. 

Presently, Poonam came down. She caught hold of my arm and surreptitiously whisked me away to the back corridor. ‘Why, dear, why are you leading me through this way?’ I asked baffled ‘As the son of the family and the first born of the deceased, I have every right to come in through the front door’. 

‘Who would think you’re the  son’ my sister angrily hissed ‘going by the way you look?!’ She gave my figure a curious look through her puffy eyes and asked ‘what  the hell have you done to yourself?’

‘It’s a long story’ I said as my sister guided me inside the house through the back door ‘I had to take female hormone injections to keep my job’

‘Female hormone injections?’ my sister looked up at me sharply

‘what manner of a job demands that? Tell me frankly, Ajay, what sort of a profession are you in?’

‘I told you folks I am in a BPO!’ I said getting irritable because of Poonam’s interrogation ‘I am a customer service executive’. 

‘You seem more like a commercial sex worker to me’ my sister muttered under her breath. 

Once inside, she made me sit in the bedroom. ‘You stayed glued to this seat and don’t dare come out’ she said sternly ‘I’ll go and fetch mom’. 

Under such staunch instructions, I didn’t dare to move. Presently, mom came in wearing a white saree. Her hair was disheveled and face streaked with tears. Her anguish increased at the sight of my feminized body. 

‘Oh my God,  beta’ she cried aghast ‘what a spectacle have you made of yourself?’

‘I did it for a living, ma’ I said earnestly ‘I did it for you people’. 

‘God curse the money you earn through such filthy means!’ mom spat. 

‘It’s not what you think, ma’ I said plaintively ‘I have a highly respectable job’

There was a stony silence. Mother glared at me. Poonam looked at me with incensed eyes. 

Finally I mustered the guts to ask: ‘Could I pay my last respects to dad?’

‘Don’t you dare go near his body!’ my mother yelled. 

‘I will have to’ I insisted ‘as the son of the family and the first born, it is my duty to light dad’s funeral pyre’. 

‘Well, you hardly seem like a son with those enormous breasts and rounded hips!’ shrieked my mother hysterically ‘I’ll get Ashok, your father’s nephew, to cremate him’. 

‘Stop being unreasonable, ma!’ I cried in agitation. 

‘You stop being unreasonable,  beta’ my mother said calming down a little before saying ‘Listen son, your sister is growing up. We’ll have to get her married in a few years. If people see you, they will talk negatively. If the ignominy of the family spreads, no one will bring an alliance for your sister. She’ll be forced to remain single even if she doesn’t want to. You wouldn’t want that for her, would you?’

I shook my head slowly and sadly. ‘No, I wouldn’t want that for her’ I said. 

‘Okay, now I have an idea’ my mom said ‘I’ll tell the visitors in the living room that Poonam and I want a private moment with your dad’s body. At that time, you’ll sneak in and pay your respects. After exactly three minutes, you will leave this house never to return. 

Understood?’

‘Understood’ I said and entered the deserted living room after my mother requested the visitors to temporarily vacate it. Dad’s body, serene and sheathed in white, had been placed on a cot. A  tilak (A vertical line traced with vermillion) adorned his now tranquil forehead. I barely had time to kiss his feet and pay my respects, when mom said: ‘Okay Ajay, your time is up. People are already beginning to get suspicious. Therefore, I beseech you with folded hands to take mercy on us and leave’. 

Throughout my journey home, I was melancholy. My family had cheated me out of my right to cremate my father’s body and had given it to my cousin. Besides, they had even taken away from me, the privilege of going to Varanasi and immersing father’s ashes in the holy Ganges three days thence. I had worked hard for my family and provided for them after my father’s stroke. Alienation was what I got in return. The realization that my family didn’t care for me as much as I loved them struck me like a leash. 

I finally reached Bangalore. My demeanor as I entered the cottage was a depressed one. Since I’d reached in the morning, Barbara was very much at home, brewing a cup of mid-morning coffee for herself. Seeing that my spirits were drooped, she made a cup for me as well. 

‘Thank you, Ma’am’ I said gratefully ‘You’re indeed kind’. 

‘My pleasure’ Barbara allowed herself a tight smile before asking

‘Arianna, what happened?’

I recounted the entire miserable journey of being approached by a pimp and spurned by my family members. ‘I love mom and sis so much, yet they rejected me’ I said weeping. 

Barbara stretched out a lissome hand and tenderly said: ‘That’s because you’re neither a man nor a woman. If you become a complete woman, everyone will love, accept and respect you’. 

‘How do I become a complete woman?’ I asked naively. 

‘SRS’ said Barbara her violet eyes looking especially mysterious. 





Chapter 6 - All’s Well that Ends Well

‘SRS?’ I asked flummoxed ‘Please enlighten me’. 

‘Sex Reassignment Surgery’ my partner told me ‘You will be briefly advised to stop hormone treatment and resume it a few weeks after surgery’. 

‘I thought female hormones were injected into me only once?’ I asked astounded. 

‘Well, no’ Barbara grinned devilishly ‘what do you think is in the chocolate I give you every day after lunch?’. 

‘That’s a naughty trick!’ I said impressed by Barbara’s genius ‘when I was a child, we used to use the same trick to administer medication to our sick dog. The pill used to be concealed within a cupcake and given to the unsuspecting animal’. 

‘You’ve got to be cruel to be kind’ smirked Barbara. 

‘How exactly do they create a female organ?’ I asked my partner cum mentor. 

‘They graft the skin from your penis and testicles’ replied Barbara. 

‘But you know the state of my male organs’ I said flushing deeply ‘my penis is now the size of a small table tennis ball’. 

‘In that case, they’re going to graft the skin from your thigh’ replied Barbara ‘or from your colon. The mucous-like texture of your colon will make it easier for you to…for us to, you know….’ Barbara trailed off. 

‘Well, I hope they use the colon graft to enhance your pleasure as well as mine’ I beamed. 

The vaginoplasty was conducted successfully. The surgeons said that even though I had a fully operational vagina, it wasn’t aesthetically appealing. Since I had undergone the procedure mainly to please Barbara, the aesthetic aspect of the newly created organ was of ineffable importance to me. Immediately after vaginoplasty, I underwent a more minor surgery, performed under local anesthesia to give my vagina and labia stupendous finishing touches. In the privacy of the bathroom, I appraised the newly constructed organ for a long time. Gingerly parting the entrance to my newly acquired femininity, I explored the area inside. It was pink, with flower-like whorls surrounding it and was extremely susceptible. I noticed that while my vagina was as realistic-looking as a genetic woman’s, it wasn’t as moist. ‘In all possibility’ I thought ‘I’ll need to use lubrication every time Barbara and I have sex’. While pondering over the future, my fingertip accidentally hit the clitoris. The judders and electric jolts that it sent all over my body was something I had never experienced in my life. It was a highly delectable feeling, portentous of the joys that were to further arrive in my life. 

Since the body evidently treats the newly instated vagina as a wound that could close down anytime, Barbara took me to the clinic for frequent dilation sessions. During dilations, a penis- like rod was deeply inserted into the newly formed vagina to maintain its shape and elasticity. Since both Barbara and I had been working night shifts, we frequented the clinic during morning hours. My SRS was kept a secret from the other BPO employees, as was my HRT. 

Thanks to the all-concealing veil, carefully spread over my bosom and allowed to trail near the buttocks region, my colleagues, busy with their share of irate callers, didn’t even suspect that I had undergone HRT. They just thought I was an effeminate male employee who was asked to identify himself as ‘Arianna’ because of the silky, feminine nature of his voice. It was assumed that I dressed in female clothing to dissipate tension in the workplace. Our colleagues knew that Barbara and I were in a relationship and lived together, but this was quite acceptable in Indian society because I was still recognized as a man. My birth certificate, passport, ration card, Aadhar card and drivers’ license still stated that I was male. 

Hence, though homosexuality is criminalized under the Indian laws, Barbara and I didn’t face any problems since we were seen as a man and woman living together. And Indian society had progressed enough to allow an unmarried man and woman to cohabit. 

One mid-morning, when I was getting ready to open the dilation kit, , Barbara pulled me back into bed. She commanded me to take off the pretty floral printed dress that she had gifted me and asked me lie down beside her. To my pleasant surprise, she was naked under the bed sheet. As the warmth of her slender body cocooned me, I felt that I’d regained the love that I had lost from my family. Barbara was my family now, and also my friend, philosopher, mentor and guide. 

Superseding all of the above, she was my Goddess, complete with a halo around her neck and a hypothetical trident in one arm. I was her devotee, whose principal duty was to please the Goddess and find bliss in her pleasure. 

‘ Hey it’s time for dilation!’ I whispered softly in her ear. 

‘I have a better idea’ Barbara said tenderly biting the nub of my ear. 

With a knowing smirk, she divested me of my undergarments. She then asked me to keep my legs spread-eagled and bent down at my pulsating core. She began to explore the area with the expertise of an ace adventurer, alternately making her spongy tongue pointy, soft and rigid. I was riding on the pinnacles of pleasure. Barbara was apparently pleased with my reaction. She pulled back and blew cool area over my overheated labia. The blast of chilly air coming from her cool mouth made me tingle. Subsequently, Barbara swirled her tongue around my clitoris in small circles, moving it clockwise and anti-clockwise. She alternately sucked and nibbled on it gently, making me moan in ecstasy. Finally, when she decided that the time was right, Barbara thrust two fingers inside and started stimulating the pussy lips, labia and clitoris in swift, pleasurable strokes. 

Leaving me aching and writhing on the bed, Barbara disappeared inside. Presently, she emerged with a skin-colored double dildo fastened to her slender waist. She spat on her fingers and gently

applied the saliva inside me instead of official lube. ‘This will hopefully make intercourse a comfortable and enjoyable experience for you’ she said indulgently. 

Slowly, Barbara glissaded into both my orifices simultaneously. She didn’t roughly push her way through, but came in slowly and harmoniously, as if I was a delicate flower that was to be treated with care. I was touched by the affection and consideration my kindly boss had for me. I knew quite a bit had gone wrong in my life, but at this precise moment, I couldn’t ask for more. 

As Barbara began to move back and forth, I arched and tipped my ample hips towards her. The age old primeval rhythm began, with the much endorsed bucking, arching and colliding. Barbara delved deeper and deeper within me with each rhythmic thrust. We eventually established a regular, pulsating cadence. I threw my knees up in the air to accommodate Barbara. My hands were gripped tightly around her head and slowly slid down her naked back. As the speed of Barbara’s pounding increased, I broke into a series of wild, uncontrollable staccato spasms. 

It wasn’t just about sex. I had, over a period of time, developed profound, incomparable feelings for Barbara. She was so amazing and unique that I felt doubtful if I’d ever be able to feel the same way for anyone else in my life. I loved the fact that this woman was diligent, committed and trustworthy, be it in her professional or personal life. My days were brimming with thoughts of Barbara, every sleeping and waking moment fragrant with the knowledge of her presence. Everything—my dresses, accessories and even my feminized body that was her benediction—reminded me of my lover and master. Most of the time, I felt elated and euphoric, albeit slightly panicky at the mere thought of losing her. 

I caught myself feeling a basal emotion—jealousy, when I saw Barbara talking in a light-hearted manner to other people, both men and women. However, conscious as to what Barbara would think if she knew I harbored such petty feelings, I never ever articulated them to her. I desired an eternal, irrevocable union with her and

spent most of my time fantasizing about our future together. 

Alternately, I’d stay awake during the day (call center employees’

sleeping hours) worrying about a breakup or separation from her. 

Sleeplessness gave me dark circles under my eyes—horrendous purplish bags that would spook kids out on Halloween night. 

Concerned about the deteriorating state of my health, Barbara took me to a doctor who prescribed sleeping pills for me. They were white little tablets that came in a translucent brown bottle and were always kept by the side of my bed. Taking a sleeping tablet everyday enhanced the length and quality of my sleep. 

One leisurely Sunday, I was making fried eggs as Barbara was checking her mails in the dining room. When I arrived with the tray, I noticed that her usually composed face was flushed. I noticed two pink rosy spots on either side of her cheek. Barbara’s erotic lips were slightly open as if she was in the throes of immense excitement or shock. 

‘Arianna!’ she finally breathed ‘I have been recalled to the main office to reassume my position as one of the board of directors’. 

My head reeled. The ground beneath my feet quaked. ‘”Main office” 

as in San Francisco?’ I asked in a tremulous voice. 

Barbara nodded. I went numb all over. I was vaguely aware of the tray having disassociated itself from my trembling hands and falling on the floor with a crash. The breakfast that I had prepared with such fastidious care lay scattered in a gooey mess on the floor. 

‘I’ll clean it’ I said automatically. My voice sounded disembodied and far-away. 

‘Don’t bother, I will’ said Barbara. Presently, she disappeared into the bathroom and reappeared with a mop. 

‘Don’t worry’ Barbara beamed at me ‘I’ll continue to give you extra wages so that you can look after your family. Also, I offer you a promotion’. 

‘A promotion?’ the question formulated on my lips was a mechanical one. 

‘Yes’, replied Barbara ‘Zahid is leaving Ursa Major next week. He is returning to Kashmir and joining his family business. The post of the voice and accent trainer is vacant. Since your accent is better than anyone else’s on the floor, I am offering the position to you’. 

I smiled like a zombie. Then, without being fully aware as to what I was doing, I reached out for the brown opaque box of sleeping pills on the refrigerator. I took one, then two; before I knew it I had swallowed the entire contents of the bottle. I was conscious of sweet sleep overtaking me before my world became completely dark. 

I woke up to find myself staring at a ceiling. I became cognizant of an IV stand standing beside me. Then I became aware of a tube inserted in my mouth and being given drips intravenously. I heard voices besides me. A face in a blue mask hovered over me. 

‘She’s coming around’ the masked doctor shouted out to one of her colleagues ‘Please summon her friend inside’. 

Barbara was ushered into the ICU. Worry lines were writ large over her heart-shaped face and her usually pert mouth drooped. She looked tired and worn out. I noticed dark circles under her eyes. 

She visibly brightened when she saw the glint of recognition in my eyes. ‘Thank God’ she wept kneeling beside my bed and kissing my IV pierced hand ‘Thank God you’re safe!’ Then she paused for a subtle moment before asking ‘why did you do this?’

‘I couldn’t bear the prospect of parting from you’ I said in a voice thick with emotion. 

‘Nor can I, silly’ Barbara said laughing between her tears ‘Did you think I’d leave you behind and fly off to San Francisco?’

‘That’s the idea you conveyed’ I pointed out. 

‘Oh God, you’re such a child!’ said Barbara indulgently ‘I was just testing you….testing the strength of love you have for me’. 

‘And did I pass?’ I asked elatedly. 

‘With 100% marks!’ Barbara laughed before saying ‘but I never imagined you’d inflict self harm’. 

‘Well, at least you got to know I love you’ I said. 

‘I have always known’ said Barbara salvaging something out of her bag. I peered in to see that it was a classy leather box containing a huge diamond ring inside. Going by its size, I estimated it to be about three carats! 

‘Arianna’ said Barbara ‘since I am already on my knees, I might as well ask now. Will you marry me?’

‘Yes!’ I burst out, my heart leaping. Then a shard of doubt pierced my heart and I said ‘Since I am a woman now, I doubt if Indian laws will permit. Homosexual unions are not allowed here’. 

‘But they are fully and completely legal in America’ replied Barbara

‘we’ll go to San Francisco, get married and settle down there’. 

‘Are you serious?’ I said unable to believe my luck. My heart was making unfamiliar flip-flips. A gush of warmth suddenly suffused my body. 

‘Dead serious’ said Barbara slipping the splendorous diamond ring on my left ring finger. 

An applause broke out from the hospital staff as Barbara and I embraced and kissed as if there was no tomorrow. 



 The End

Introduction and Character Profile Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. 

Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. 

Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as ‘Arianna’ to customers who call. ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear a saree on the ethnic day held in the office. 



Characters:

Ajay Singh/Arianna: is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. He is 5 feet 6 inches tall, is slender, and has a creamy complexion and lovely black eyes. He is effeminate and loves hanging out with girls and reading women’s magazines. Ajay becomes a social embarrassment to his parents owing to which he is asked to leave Patiala. Subsequently, he moves to the urban, metropolitan city of Bangalore and joins a BPO called Ursa Major as a customer service representative. Ajay experiences an ineffable fascination for his boss, Barbara Turner. He sees her as a Goddess and envisions himself as her devote. One night, Barbara comes up with an unusual request. She wants Ajay to identify himself as ‘Arianna’ to callers. 

She justifies the unusual request by saying that since Ajay has an effeminate voice, she wouldn’t want customers to be confused. 

Slowly and against his will, Ajay finds himself metamorphosing into Arianna. 

Barbara Turner: is Ajay’s bold, beautiful and powerful boss at the call center. Barbara is 33 years old, is 5 feet 9 inches tall and has a heart faced shaped framed with dark hair. Her violet eyes are mysterious and hard to read. Barbara takes a fascination for Ajay from the moment he joins the job. She takes a personal interest in his voice and accent training and dressing. Eventually, she and Ajay (now ‘Arianna) get into an unusual, exciting relationship that survives all ordeals. 

Poonam Singh: is Ajay’s tall, dark, tomboyish younger sister. She detests Ajay and is always looking for a chance to snitch on him. 

Thanks to a few complaints she makes, Ajay’s parents banish him from Patiala. Following their father’s stroke, Ajay sponsors Poonam’s studies. When Ajay returns to Patiala for their father’s funeral, Poona takes him inside the house through the back corridor so that no one notices the feminized version of him. 

Mira Singh: is Ajay’s fair and beautiful mom. Mira is disappointed with her son’s effeminate ways and supports her husband’s decision of sending Ajay away from Patiala. Following her husband’s stroke, Mira phones Ajay and requests financial help. After the death of her husband, the family becomes totally dependent on Ajay. Yet Mira doesn’t have the humility and open-mindedness to accept Ajay in his feminized form and turns him away when he comes to attend his father’s funeral. 

Vikram: is a tall, athletic, manly boy who flirts with Ajay in school leading the latter to realize that he is gay. 

Rahul: is the HR manager of Ursa Major who interviews Ajay for the post of a customer service representative. 

Priya: is the assistant HR manager of Ursa Major who also interviews Ajay. 

Ritvik/Ricky: is a 30 year old cynical guy who works as a customer service representative in Ursa Major. Ricky is a law student by day and dreams of becoming a lawyer. Even though he is supposed to be a friend of Ajay’s, Ajay finds that Ricky could be moody and unpredictable. On the office ethnic day, Ricky is one of the few people who complains about Ajay’s casual attire to the boss and insists that he must be ordered to wear ethnic clothes. 

Jyoti/Joy: is a 23 year old girl who also works as a customer service representative in Ursa Major. Following the untimely death of her husband, Joy is forced to work to support herself. Though ostensibly Ajay’s friends, she is also unpredictable. On the office ethnic day, Joy is also one of the few people who complains about Ajay’s casual attire to the boss and insists that he must be ordered to wear ethnic clothes. 

Mamta/Mindy: is a 45 year old colleague of Ajay’s. Mindy is a victim of dowry harassment by her conjugal family. She works in Ursa Major to ‘pay’ her husband and in-laws. Mindy eventually becomes sadistic and starts taking pleasure in the pain of others. On the office ethnic day, she helps drape a sari around Ajay. 

Manpreet: A tall well-endowed friend of Ajay’s who coaxes him to dress up like a girl and participate in the  gidda or the Punjabi ladies’

dance. 

Zahid: A tall, fair well-dressed youth who worked as the voice and accent trainer in Ursa Major. 

-----------

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

Visit Yu's website at http://tg-books.com/  for trial reading. 

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. 

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. 

Obsessed by Noble 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. 

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and

husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

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? 

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 School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventually takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

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 Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. 

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

(Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. 

Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

Catching the two boys talking, Ruiz and the owner, Mendoza anesthetize the two, throw them at the back of the circus truck and drive away towards Spain. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, 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. 

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series 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. 

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. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine

goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A 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. 

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer ? 

a temple prostitute. 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of

“Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he will be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time “he”) was born with wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” 

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

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. 

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? 

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: 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? 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His bet was that his company will grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

The son of a famous movie star is abducted by a mafia group for ransom. The father makes a series of mistakes in the "negotiation" of the mafia group, and as the result, the son is forcibly feminized. 

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" 

him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

The Animal in Me

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is a SciFi story of a future society where technology and biological engineering has reshaped the human life. The Earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. 

Transhumans are not pure humans, but with genetically or technologically modified people and they are treated as second-class citizens. On the other hand pure human people belong to the Purity Party which has the majority in the current government. The leader of the Purity Party is President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and

assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is born "intersexed". His genitals look more like male than female, so is raised by his prostitute mother as a boy. However, he felt comfortable in a saree and walks his way through becoming a proud woman. 

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" 

community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some

tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)-

-soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 

 This e-book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent publisher. 
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