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Chapter 1 - A Wily Fox

I sit in my garden, savoring the crisp air and greenery around me. 

Through the rose bushes and cherry trees, I see Preeti, laughing freely as she spins the merry-go-round where our daughter, Diya is sitting on. Three year old Diya lets out a gurgle of delight. Preeti pushes a strand of straight brown hair behind her ear. She looks extremely young and carefree. 

Preeti has been my partner for about 15 years now. There was a time in my life when I had to choose between her and another person. The choice I made changed my life. In spite of my aching youth at the time of critical choice, good sense prevailed. And I am ineffably thankful about that. 

Diya, which literally means “a lamp” in Hindi, lit up our home two years ago. Preeti and I came across the emaciated child when the NGO we worked in had sent us to promote literacy and awareness in certain parts of Africa. Baby Diya’s parents had died of Ebola. She was, at that point, being looked after by an impoverished neighbor, who hadn’t yet turned her over to an orphanage. 

One look at those beautiful clear eyes, and Preeti and I knew that Diya belonged to us and that we belonged to her. After completing a complicated web of paperwork, we were finally able to bring our baby home, which is in Wimbledon in south west London. Today Diya is a healthy, happy toddler of three. Preeti and I have looked way ahead into the future and made ambitious plans for our child. 

As I take another sip of my tea, I think about myself and the extent to which my life has changed. I am Susanna, a fair, curvaceous woman

of thirty two, with long black hair that falls in loose waves across my shoulders. I enjoy cooking, gardening and of course, rock music. I work for a UK based NGO called “Sparkle”, which works for the eradication of ignorance and superstition, and promotes literacy and awareness in developing countries. I find my job a meaningful one and derive much satisfaction from it. Helping others and knowing that I am making a difference gives me a tremendous high. 

I lie back on my hammock and reflect on how far I’ve come. Life for me wasn’t always “Sparkle”. It was also once in “Somerset High”. 

And the events that transpired in Somerset High changed the topography of my life. It was not in some trifling philosophical way either. The series of minor occurrences that snowballed into a large-scale event drastically changed the course of my life including my identity. 

Grandmas narrate fantastic folklores and legends about incidents that never ever occurred. Writers create utopias and dystopias, which are mere concoctions of the imagination. It sometimes feels good to read fiction. However, I prefer reality and truth. For truth is sometimes stranger than fiction. The events that transpired in 2002, and my whole life is testimony to the events. 

It all began when I joined Somerset High. Somerset High was an elite highly westernized school in Bangalore, full of children of mostly the rich, powerful and the influential. However, the school offered scholarships to meritorious students hailing from poor or middle-class backgrounds. That is how I, 18 year old Sandeep Kataria, originally hailing from Alwar in Rajasthan, was able to secure admission into the twelfth grade of the school situated in Bangalore. 

For a boy hailing from a small town, Bangalore provided a bit of a shock. It was full of MNCs, pizzerias and glittering shopping complexes, and was suffused to all over with Western culture--

something that I hadn’t been much exposed to at that time. I was astonished to see how modern and techno-savvy everyone was. For a no-frills boy brought up with good values, my classmates provided the biggest shock ever. I was flabbergasted to see how spoilt they

were: how much lacking in morals and manners, the ability to work hard and respect for other people. Most of them, I discovered, had little or no merit, but were in Somerset High just because a parent or a relative happened to be a big shot. The students of Somerset High were shallow superficial brats, whose only mission in life, it seemed, was to run others down. 

The aforementioned covered Richa Luthra, the queen bee of the school. Richa was very pretty and well-aware of the fact. She turned up to school wearing short sexy dresses, high heels and make up (Somerset High, modeled after American schools, didn’t have a uniform). Richa’s hair was always impeccably styled; her hands neatly manicured. She hung out with another snob called Carlotta Lobo and a quiet girl called Preeti Singh. 

The girls weren’t the best of personas, but it was the boys who took the cake. Especially bad was a big boor called Siddharth “Sid” Arora. 

Sid was the only son of Ramsingh Arora, who was the Cabinet Minister for Railways at that time. Sid had all of his father’s metaphorical weight, but not his scruples. Of course, dazzling good-looks and some amount of natural talent made Sid the most popular boy in Somerset High. Exercise and good nutrition had given him a tall body, which Sid built to perfection by working out for two hours at the school gym every day. He had soft brown hair, finely chiseled features and looked like a young Greek God. A gift of the gab had made Sid win the previous academic year’s elections, as a result of which he was currently the leader of the student body. Sid’s fairly good reverse-sweeps had made him a fairly sought-after batsman. 

He could carry a tune and strum a chord, so he was lead singer cum guitarist school boy band “Dark Death”. 

Needless to say, all the girls in Somerset High had a crush on Sid. 

They predicted that he and Richa, the prettiest, most popular girl in school would hook up, but somehow that didn’t happen. For reasons unbeknownst to all, Sid and Richa hated each other’s guts. They were always engaging in one-upmanship, trying to put the other down. 

A few months after having joined Somerset High, my popularity started escalating. I was the “perfect” height, had smooth milky-white skin and “soulful” brown eyes: features that were adjudged as being easy on the eye. Although I wasn’t as beefed-up as Sid, my slender body was considered quite “hot”. I was diligent and earned the admiration of teachers and respect of peers. I had played much gully-cricket as a child; my scoops, slogs and square-drives soon made me replace Sid as the best batsman in Somerset High. I was fairly articulate, so Sid feared that I’d win the school elections that were a month away. 

It was then that the ragging and bullying started. Sid and his two sidekicks named Virat Sharma and Eric Dhawan would waylay everywhere: when on my way to the library, the table tennis hall or the boys’ restroom alone. Then they would incessantly insult me—

about my small town back ground, the vernacular accent with which I spoke English, the un-branded clothes I wore and also my looks that they interpreted as feminine. Even though I don’t like to admit that I looked like a girl, I have to confess that I wasn’t as masculine-looking as other boys in their late teens. My face, which sprouted very little facial hair, appeared as smooth as a peach after I shaved. My arms, legs and chest weren’t very hairy, which led the boors to mock (they had seen me swathed in only a towel in the boys’ room, where we showered after cricket practice) that I waxed them. Also, my voice, a pure crystal clear tenor, wasn’t as low and gruff as theirs, leading them to categorize it as “girly”. The way in which I looked, spoke and walked (with a slight sway of the hips,  apparently) led the deadly trio to call me a  hijra, a pansy and “a boy with a pussy”. I found the last especially derogatory. I, however, decided to ignore their bullying and name-calling, as they weren’t causing any concrete harm to me. 

However, soon Sid and his friends started taking their “pranks” to higher, unacceptable limits. They’d sneak into my hostel room and leave mice that would rip up and destroy the essay paper I had stayed up all night to write. The day before an important cricket match, the scoundrels tied a thin string across the stair case as I was traipsing down. In my zeal and enthusiasm, I barely noticed it, and

came crashing down like a ton of bricks. The school authorities summoned a doctor, who told me I was lucky not to have broken my neck. I had, nevertheless, sprained my ankle and couldn’t participate in the next day’s match. In my absence, Sid was asked to lead the team and even bagged the Man of the Match award. 

Naturally, I was sore. However, since complaining about fellow-students to the school authorities was seen as “sissy”, I decided to tackle Sid’s harassment on my own. Nevertheless, tried hard as I did, I just couldn’t come up with a suitable plan of action to counteract Sid’s persecution. I hoped that time—the best healer—

would cure Sid of his depraved, mendacious ways and make him stop haranguing me. 

For a few days it did. I thought Sid had finally grown up. 

After a geography lesson one day, our class-teacher, Mr. Edwards had something to say: “Sid” he said addressing my rival “I think you have been the lead singer and guitarist of Dark Death for a long time now. How about giving the other boys a chance?” 

“Sir!” said Sid in an outraged tone of voice “I had been selected, last year, by popular vote! How could anyone possibly replace me?!” 

“I know, Sid” said Mr. Edwards in a placating tone “and I appreciate it. This academic session too, we will conduct auditions and leave the decision to popular vote. The students will decide who they want as the lead singer and guitarist. If they still like you, you’ll be selected again!” 

“Okay, Sir” said Sid grudgingly. I could sense that he didn’t like Mr. 

Edward’s idea at all. 

“Good” continued Mr. Edwards “I’ve decided to have the audition day after tomorrow evening. Those of you, who want to audition, please raise your hands. I need to write down your names straight away”. 

Four male hands rose up in the air. I threw mine up too. Even though I was from a small town and wasn’t fluent in English, I was deeply interested in rock music. One of my cousins, who worked as a cook in a hotel in America, would get me cassettes and CDs of many a rock star every time he visited Alwar. Therefore, I had grown up on Jimi Hendrix, Led Zeppelin, Nirvana and of course, Elvis Presley. 

The aforementioned relative had also been kind enough to buy me a guitar; hence I knew all my strings, diads and chords. 

Sid looked at me in a disparaging way as if to say “you stupid little rustic, don’t tell me you know about rock music?!” I ignored him, knowing that belittling me was just Sid’s way of displaying his insecurity. Deep inside, he knew I’d perform well and that I’d get the better of him. 

After school, I walked up to my hostel. I crossed Sid and his cronies at the staircase, but didn’t pay any attention to them. I sauntered into my room and picked up my guitar. I started humming a song from rock band “Deep Purple”, trying to recall the chords. 

“Smoke on the Water?” a voice from the door said. I had been so ensconced in my endeavor that I hadn’t noticed that someone had walked up to my door. I lifted my head up to see Eric Dhawan, one of Sid’s friends. 

“Yes” I said tersely, not wanting to get into a conversation with one of my archrival’s chums. 

“Sandeep, I can see that you’re angry” said Eric looking apologetic

“and I really don’t blame you”. 

I remained silent and continued strumming my guitar. 

“Listen, I’m sorry for all the trouble I’ve caused you” said Eric looking truly remorseful “It’s Sid; he brainwashes us into doing wrong things. 

I am sick and tired of his ways now. I want to start afresh, as a good person”. 

I looked up at him, but didn’t say anything. Eric’s dark eyes seemed honest. 

“That’s a good decision” I said and continued playing my guitar. 

“Thank you” said Eric gratefully “I hope we can be friends”. 

“That might take awhile” I said shrugging. 

“Fine” laughed Eric “Meanwhile, would you take a piece of advice from me?” 

“Sure” I said. 

“Smoke on the Water is too common” said Eric “many people are likely to play it. In fact, I think Sid is going to perform the same piece of music at the audition. If Mr. Edwards finds that both of you are playing the same song, he’s going to disqualify one of you—the one who auditions later. Why don’t you play something else?” 

“I haven’t practiced anything else!” I said in horror. 

“Don’t panic” replied Eric “Here’s a sheet containing the chords of Bryan Adams’s song “Run to you”. All you have to do is alternate between the A, E and B chords in F#M. There is the D chord also, of course, but that comes later”. 

“Thank you, pal” I said gratefully, taking Eric’s hand in mine and shaking them “I owe you one”. 

“Oh not at all” said Eric grinning, as he let himself out of the room and shut the door after him. 

I spent the next two days alternating the A, E and B chords in F#M. 

After the first few lines, I alternated between the D and E chord. 

Since I was a little rusty, it was difficult at first, but I practiced very hard. It had always been my dream to perform in a rock band; an opportunity to make it come true had finally presented itself to me. 

On the day of the audition, I picked up my guitar as soon as I came back from school. The time was 3: 45 pm. After having practiced for half an hour, I realized I had to use the bathroom. When inside the toilet, I got the impression that someone had sneaked in. However, when I came out, I realized that there was no one inside. “Just a draft of air perhaps” I told myself. I continued practicing the guitar for all I was worth. I exercised my vocal chords too, by singing the song I was playing. All the time, I kept an eye on the ticking clock. The auditions were to be held at 7: 30 pm sharp at the school auditorium, which was a ten minute walk away from the boys’ hostel. I decided to practice up to 7:15pm, before leaving for the auditorium. 

At 7:15, I set out towards the auditorium. As I entered, a boy named Troy was screaming Aerosmith’s “I don’t want to miss a thing” into the microphone. I was surprised to note that the auditions had already begun! Mr. Edwards sat in a corner, listening intently. I noticed Sid, flanked by Virat and Eric, standing in a corner. A few girls had also come to listen to the boys’ audition. I noticed Richa and her friends among them. 

Mr. Edwards gesticulated me to take center stage next. “What are you singing?” he asked. 

“Run to You by Brian Adams” I said. 

“Sorry Sandeep, but that has already been sung by Sid” said Mr. 

Edwards “please pick another one”. 

I was astounded by what I had just heard. I cast a glance at Sid and Co. Eric’s gloating expression told me what I needed to know. He had deliberately misguided me, so that I got disqualified at the auditions. 

However, I was determined not to be disqualified. I had another triumph card up my sleeve: Smoke on the Water. 

I told Mr. Edwards I’d perform that number. 

“Bad luck, Sandeep” said Mr. Edwards “Eric’s performed that”. 

“Has he had his turn already?!” I exclaimed flabbergasted “it’s only about 7: 30 pm yet!”. 

“It’s nearly  8 O’clock” replied Mr. Edwards “the auditions began half an hour ago. I’m sorry to say, but your clock has slowed down. 

Please do get it checked”. 

Since I hadn’t practiced any more songs, I couldn’t perform at the auditions. Sid was, once more, selected as the lead singer cum guitarist of Dark Death. Everyone was ordered to go back to their rooms. As we were parting, Sid deliberately brushed against me and said “better luck, next time, pansy. And yeah,  do get that clock checked”. 

A memory stirred in my mind. That of a “draft of air”. It might easily have been Sid who had sneaked it and set the clock back by about half-an-hour. As I caught sight of his retreating form, brazenly guffawing and horsing with his friends, fury simmered inside me. 

He had played a trick again—the snake. This time Sid had gone too far….. 

Chapter 2 - “Susanna” is born As I was walking back to my hostel room devastated, I heard a few pairs of feminine footfalls. “Sandeep!” a girl’s voice called, as she struggled to catch up with me “wait up!”. The voice seemed vaguely familiar. I stopped and turned to see Richa in her trademark short dress, high heels and heavy makeup. Richa’s loyal friends had accompanied her. Carlotta was tomboyish in a pair of oversized jeans and a jersey, and Preeti looked demure in a pink and yellow Salwaar-Kameez.  I was to later learn that Preeti, like me, was a scholarship student and hailed from the city of Agra. 

“Richa?” I said wondering what she possibly wants from me “what’s up?” 

“I know Sid well enough to know that what happened to you was a conspiracy, not a bad luck” Richa said and paused. She was now standing so close to me, that I could smell her distinctive odor—that of sweat mingled with Charlie perfume. Richa coquettishly batted her eyelashes at me. The top of her smooth creamy breasts stared up at me from above her low-necked dress. 

I knew this girl to be a shallow, spoiled person. Yet, at this moment I realized that Richa had what they call “sex appeal”. It would be a lie to say I wasn’t drawn to her—momentarily though it might have been. 

“You’re quite right” I replied tersely, not wanting to confide in her “but there’s no use delving into the issue. The damage has already been done”. 

“And further damage will be done, if you desist from taking further action” said Richa portentously “Sid is a wily fox, Sandeep. He’ll never stop his mischief. You’ve got to fix him. You’ve got to teach him a lesson!” 

“How do I?!” I asked frustrated “How do I ever teach that snake a lesson?! I couldn’t possibly stoop to the same levels as he, could I?” 

“I wasn’t suggesting you pay him back with the same coin” Richa said “but we could think of an alternative way of beat him”. 

“I, Sandeep Kataria, admit defeat!” I said passionately “I am not going to have anything to do with that venomous viper! I am sick and tired of Somerset High! I’m going to call the railways right now and book a ticket straight to Rajasthan”. 

“Maybe Sandeep Kataria has admitted defeat” said Richa looking at me enigmatically “but Susanna Marino hasn’t”. 

“What might be” I asked confused “the meaning of your cryptic words?” 

“Listen to me carefully, Sandeep” Richa’s voice dropped to a confidential whisper “it may be difficult for you to beat Sid as

“Sandeep”. However, you could try your luck afresh by pretending to be a new person. By creating an alter ego—say “Susanna Marino”, an Italian student who is in Somerset High for a year on a student exchange program”. 

“My alter ego, a girl?!” I scoffed. Then, I wondered why Richa had chosen an Italian Nationality for my so-called alter ego? During my summer holidays a few years back, I had taken a basic Italian language course through correspondence. I vaguely speculated if Richa knew the fact. 

“Why not?” asked Richa “A girl’s disguise is the most apt for disarming a male enemy. Besides, you can also speak a little Italian-

-’’ Richa bit her tongue sheepishly and said “well, that’s what your resume says. I happened to be in Mr. Edwards’ room the other day and couldn’t resist having a sneak peek at it…..” 

Much to my own surprise, I found myself laughing indulgently at the mischief Richa had engaged in. Also, I found the gesture of her

biting her tongue charming, to say the very least. 

“Okay” I said wanting to indulge Richa a little bit “how do you propose I go about trying to be Susanna Marino?” 

“Oh, it’s easy” Richa said “You just come to my room and sit at my boudoir. Carlotta, Preeti and I will transform you into Susanna in a matter of minutes!” 

“Walk into my parlor” said the spider to the fly?” I said humorously. 

“Something like that” Richa gave me a naughty smile. 

“Okay, let’s do it!” I said giving her a high five. If not anything, I wanted an excuse to hang out with the pretty girl for a while longer. 

Any bloke would have given a tooth and nail to do it. Dressing in drag was but a small thing to do. 

“Tomorrow, at 5 am—Room No. 4” Richa blew me a kiss and slipped away with her friends into the shadows. 

I woke up at 4:30 am (the treacherous clock had been set right) the next morning, brushed my teeth, had a shower, dressed and then made a dash for the girls’ hostel. I chugged up a flight of stairs, walked down a well-lit corridor before stealthily knocking on Room No. 4. Richa, dressed in a lacy pink pajama-suit, opened it. I noticed that she wore furry bunny-faced flip flops on her feet. 

“Hey Sandy boy!” Richa smiled revealing a perfect set of teeth “the girls and I have been waiting for you”. She moved a little to allow me to edge past her. Sure enough, her friends were present too. 

Carlotta, in an all white pajama-suit, leaned against the wall; while, wearing a pastel lilac nightgown, Preeti sat on the bed. For the first time, I was struck by her fragile, rather listless beauty. 

I forced my mind back to the present. Richa’s room was, I noticed, painted a very delicate pink and adorned with posters of the Spice Girls, Britney Spears and other sugary female singers of that time. 

The boudoir was a candy-pink and unapologetically girly one. Richa declared that it had been shifted all the way from her home in New Delhi. Richa asked me to sit on the small stool in front of it, as she started foraging in her cupboard for suitable garments and accessories a young girl straight from Italy would wear. 

“Take off your jeans and that hideous checked shirt” Richa ordered. I obliged, feeling extremely shy about undressing in front of females. I had been brought up in a traditional set up, which espoused that taking one’s clothes off in front of young women was disrespectful. 

“Oh hurry up; don’t be coy!” Richa burst out exasperated “Remember you aren’t in your conservative Alwar, but the uber-cool city of Bangalore!”. 

I hurried up after this remark. Practicality and vendetta were the call of the hour, not modesty. My immediate priority was annihilating the wily fox that had got the better of me, by guile, for the past four months. We had eight more months in the academic year, which was ample time to prove who the winner was. I intended doing all that I could to surpass Sid. 

“I’ve been to Italy a  million times. Girls there like wearing form-fitting colorful pants” said Richa retrieving a bright orange specimen from her wardrobe and urging me to step into them. As she pulled the pants up, fastened the top button and pulled the zipper up, we discovered that the pants were slightly tight at the waist and hung loose over the hip, thigh and buttock region. They also ended right at the calves, instead of extending all the way to my ankles. This was but natural because they had been tailored for a full-figured girl of average height; not a slender boy like me. 

Richa persuaded me wear a sleeveless white cotton t-shirt on the inside. She instructed that I stretch my arms out backwards and slipped in a faun-colored trench coat into them, which she proceeded to button up in front. “The Italian look” was complete with a colorful scarf, a delicate necklace and a Judith Leiber bag, “brought all the

way from Hungary”. Noting that at 5’8, I was rather tall for a girl already, Richa thought flats more appropriate for my feet than heels. 

“He’ll have to be given a wig. Also, a bit of makeup would help” said Carlotta “Sandeep is on his way to becoming Susanna, but is not quite there yet”. 

A wig of soft brown waves; a headpiece that Richa had evidently bought a year ago to mask a new haircut had turned out to be a

“colossal fashion disaster”, solved the problem. In order to make me look like a typical Italian  ragazza (girl), Richa evened out my complexion with foundation and concealer, added a dot of peach blush to my cheeks and painted my lips a rich orange brown. In order to make my original collagen-bereft lips fuller, Richa artistically painted the color a little beyond my lip-line. An illusion of longer and curlier eyelashes was created with a slathers of mascara. Finally, with a pair of falsies tucked securely in my chest region, and a pair of oversized Ray-Ban sunglasses gracing my oval face, Richa and party concluded that I looked every bit like “The  Principessa Susanna Marino of Monte Isola” whose role I was supposed to play until I beat my rival Sid in every conceivable manner. 

“Let’s go out for an early morning walk around the campus” Richa, who was suffused with enthusiasm, suggested “it’s a perfect way of testing if your little identity change will work or not!” 

“Right now?” I cried appalled “wouldn’t people wonder why I am all dressed up at 6:15 am in the morning?!” 

“Ha! Sandy boy, you’re so naïve” said Richa “remember, you’re not you, but a foreign student,  Principessa Susanna Marino. Remember, you’ve arrived from the airport only this morning, alright?” 

“Alright” I said a little dubiously. I was suddenly nervous as to the workability of our little plan. 

“Is a morning walk okay with you, girls?” Richa asked Preeti and Carlotta. 

“Yes, Richa” the girls said in mechanical unison, rather like walkie-talkie dolls. 

We descended down the steps of the girls’ hostel and walked out into fresh air. The campus of Somerset High was a sprawling one and it opened up to the field in which a few boys were playing cricket. The girls, on the other side of the sports ground, played throw ball. “Got to go” said Carlotta and joined the throw ball players. 

As Richa, Preeti and I walked on; we drew interested gazes from the cricketers. One of the fielders, a boy I recognized as Pavan, who was standing at the periphery of the ground, stared at me rather lecherously, as if I was a piece of meat. Extremely embarrassed to be ogled at by a member of my own gender, I felt my face flush under the foundation. Also, I felt tremendously abashed of my garish orange pants that hugged every contour of my sinuous body and the cone-shaped falsies that conspicuously jut out in front of my chest. I started wishing the fake breasts were a bit smaller than the ones I had been given. Another factor added to my woes. The falsies had been stuffed in rather carelessly into my loose vest, which was definitely not as foolproof as a bra. I feared that I might have a fall, leading the falsies to pop out of my top. This morbid obsessive fear attracted an associated one: that of my soft brown wig coming free, revealing a scalp full of black, closely-cropped hair. God, how awful that would be! I dreaded to think of the entire range of mishaps that could occur! I would become the laughing stock of Somerset High, and probably even be rusticated! Needless to say, I was beginning to have second thoughts about having agreed to pull off this little hoax. 

I should have quit Somerset High, forgotten all about the devious Sid and gone back to Alwar. 

“Not bad” Richa remarked, nudging me in a teasing manner

“Someone seems to be getting a lot of attention”. I threw my hands up in the air at rolled my eyes. “God have mercy!” I beseeched the one above. My extravagant gesture and expression made Richa and Preeti let out a gurgle of laughter. 

As we passed the throw ball team, I could sense that the girls were observing me covertly. It was hardly 6:30 am, they were in their shorts and t-shirts, getting all slushy and dirty when playing sports, and here I was, dressed-up-to-the-nines like some visiting royalty (that I was, of course, supposed to be). The girls no doubt assumed I was a new student, and appraised me with curiosity. In a moment not bereft of pride, I realized that I had overshadowed queen bee Richa where fashion was concerned, even if it was only for the morning. While she was still in her pajamas and flip flops, I was already dressed to kill! 

“Let’s go to the cafeteria and grab our morning cuppa” suggested Richa after we had moved past the sports ground. We entered the school building, which had a cafeteria to the right. We got our mugs of steaming coffee and sat down at the table. The guy at the counter, whom I’d seen every single day since joining school, didn’t recognize me. 

As we were sipping our beverage, a short stout guy, with a characteristic stoop and an irksome spring in his step, walked in. Eric Dhawan. My still raw psychological wound seared at the memory of his previous day’s treachery and guile. As Richa and Preeti walked to the counter to order breakfast, the insufferable bastard walked up to me. He indicated the empty chair beside me, and asked, “May I sit down?” 

“Mia dispiace (I’m sorry),  signor,  but my friends are going to join me” 

I said in what I thought was the best possible imitation of an Italian accent. Also, I made sure that I raised my fruity, mellifluous voice a pitch or two higher to make sure I sounded like a girl. 

“Who are your friends?” Eric asked rather authoritatively. 

“They” I said, indicating Richa and Preeti. 

“Oh, okay” said Eric with an expression of barely concealed disdain on his face. I remembered that Sid and Co. and Richa and the girls

couldn’t stand one another. Disregarding what I had said, Eric sat down on the empty chair. Peering intently at my face, he asked:

“So, you’re new here, eh?” 

“Yes” I said “I’m Susanna Marino, from Italy. Here on a student exchange program. I got here from the airport only this morning”. 

“No wonder you’re so beautifully turned out!” exclaimed Eric, appreciatively evaluating me from head to toe. 

“Susanna is from a royal family” announced Richa, who had just ambled down towards the table holding her breakfast tray “she’s the princess of Monte Isola. So make sure you play the gentleman when you talk to her, loser!”. 

“You don’t have to talk about manners, tramp” Eric retaliated rudely. 

He, currently, got up and took my hand in his own sweaty ape-like ones. “Nice to meet you, Princess Susanna” he said in a most charming fashion. My hand looked so frail and delicate in Eric’s large hirsute ones. Suddenly, a strange, inexplicable feeling came over me. I felt I was what I had been made to dress up as: a girl. Contact with a man’s hand sent shivers of excitement down my spine. I wondered what was going on inside of me. 

Eric released my hand. Presently, he left. 

“He bought it! He totally bought our hoax!!” Richa’s shrill triumphant voice jerked me back to reality. It was true. Eric, who had seen me at close quarters barely two days ago, hadn’t recognized me as Sandeep Kataria. He had, totally and completely, been ready to believe that I was Susanna Marino, the princess of a town in Italy. 

“Don’t rejoice too soon” Preeti chipped in “males are less discerning than females: they are less likely to notice if something is… different. 

Only when a girl looks at Sandeep at close quarters and fails to recognize him does it mean that we have succeeded”. 

“Good point” acknowledged Richa. At that moment, a girl called Natasha, who sat on a bench adjacent to mine in class, walked into the cafeteria. 

“Natasha” Richa called out “I want you to meet  Principessa Susanna Marino, from Italy. She is here on a student exchange program”. My

“background” was elaborated on and introductions were made. 

Natasha extended a warm welcome, chatted with me for a while, before moving away. 

“There!” said Richa, her beady eyes gleaming with satisfaction

“Susanna’s even passed the “female” test” 

“That’s really something” Preeti and I agreed in unison. 

“However, I’m not too thrilled, Sandeep” said Richa, with a pensive look on her face “your falsies could pop out anytime. We need to do something permanent,  yet temporary to make your body look like a female’s—naturally”. 

“What do you mean?” I asked suspiciously. From the abstracted expression on her face, I knew Richa had something up her sleeve. 

Something, which I suspected was, rather ambitious. 

“Sandeep, are you aware of estrogen, the female hormone?” said Richa “they sell it in the form of tablets at the chemists’. It is taken by women to regularize irregular menses. Sometimes, doctors prescribe it to post-menopausal women.” 

I listened intently. I didn’t know what Richa was driving at. But I was uneasy all the same. 

“You could take those pills for about three months so that your body gets feminized, you know” said Richa excitedly “once your mission is complete, you could stop taking them. Your body will go back to being male, and you could resume your original identity!”. 

“No way!” I cried aghast “there’s no way I’m tampering with my body!” 

“Sandeep” said Richa, her voice placid “don’t you want to get back at Sid for the way he treated you? Are you just going to turn your back and run away like a loser?” 

“Well, no….” I said reluctantly. 

The term “loser” had done it. I didn’t want to be labeled one. I told Richa I was ready to take female hormones for three months until my mission was accomplished. 

Chapter 3 - Kissing the Hottest Guy Procuring estrogen in the form of tablets was no trouble to Richa. 

She was on especially congenial terms with a young chemist just outside the school campus; one dazzling white smile from Richa and the callow youth was ready to lay down his life down for her, if need be. Richa, presently, talked to him and the chemist said that the estrogen tablets could be arranged for by the afternoon. 

After the chemist’s visit, Richa turned to me and said “Okay, Susanna Marino, it’s time for us to leave for class in one hour”. I could feel my stomach tying itself in knots at the prospect of going to class. Having a walk around campus dressed as a girl was one thing, going to class quite another! “Mr. Edwards will have questions for me” I said morbidly “I don’t know if I’ll be able to handle them without giving myself away”. What if the principal, Mr. Lawrence Hastings decides to put in an appearance? He’ll not lose a moment in kicking me out of school. I’ll have to return to my hometown, bearing upon myself the ignominious stigma of rustication! My parents will not be able to bear the humiliation of it all and will hang themselves!” 

“Take a chill pill, babe, and stop panicking” said Richa giving me a whitish pill and a bottle of water “I’ll handle  everything”.  I noticed that she had given me a Valium, an anti-anxiety medication. I marveled as to how this chit of a girl (Richa may not have been more than 18

or 19 at that time), could have access to such a drug! 

While Richa and Carlotta touched up my makeup, Preeti was dispatched to my room to get my school books and other belongings. 

Preeti returned after a few minutes. She said no one had accosted her on her way to and back from my room, thereby sparing her the trouble of explanations. Richa left on an “urgent errand”, leaving the three of us to change the labels on my books from “Sandeep Kataria” to “Susanna Marino”. 

“What if someone recognizes my handwriting and our hoax is exposed?” I said anxiously. 

“God Lord, no one looks  so  carefully” said Carlotta impatiently “stop fretting, Sandy boy!”. 

“Don’t worry” said Preeti a little more kindly than Carlotta “even if anyone notices a resemblance, they’ll dismiss it as a coincidence”. 

Her words had an infinitely soothing effect on me. I wondered what a nice, sensible girl like Preeti was doing with a couple of airheaded snobs like Richa and Carlotta. But then, she must have had her reasons. After all, I, who had dubbed myself a “quiet, sensible boy” 

was also hanging out with the same “airheads”. 

Richa returned after a few minutes looking like a cat that had licked the cream. “All set, Sandy boy” she said complacently “You shall have no trouble whatsoever. Walk in there as  Principessa  Susanna Marino, and take on Somerset High!” 

Her words sounded like a bugle trilled before the war. It gave me a confidence that was unrivalled. I went into the school premises and was introduced to everyone. “Buon  giorno” I said pleasantly “come stai?” (Good morning, how’re you?). The response I got as Prinipessa Susanna Marino was warm, welcoming and extremely reverential, something I had never received as Sandeep Kataria, “a mere scholarship student”. My popularity as Sandeep had only come later, after I had proven myself a formidable force in academics, sports and other activities. I noticed that Sid, the person all this was being staged for, was nowhere in the vicinity. He came in late, after I had already taken my seat in class. 

My worries began when Mr. Edwards walked into the class and ferreted out the attendance register from his drawer. As he started calling out names of students one by one, my heart palpitated like a wild horse on the run. However, my worries were proven unnecessary. Mr. Edwards eventually reached the names of students that began with an “S”. “Susanna Marino” he called out in his loud, 

clear voice. Mr. Edwards’ voice betrayed no suspicion. It was obvious that Richa had sneaked into the classroom when we were changing labels up in her room, and added the name of my Italian alter ego in the attendance register. 

“Present, Sir” I answered currently. 

“Are you new here?” asked Mr. Edwards looking only a little perplexed. 

“Yes, Sir” Richa answered on my behalf “Susanna is an Italian, who is here on a student exchange program. A student from here--

Sandeep Kataria--has been sent to Italy”. 

The moment Richa announced this; I sneaked a peek at Sid from the corner of my eye. His face had gone red at hearing that Sandeep had been sent to Italy. I feared he was going to explode and burst into flashing green flames of jealousy! 

“Strange” murmured Mr. Edwards screwing his eyes up abstractedly

“I don’t remember Mr. Hastings having made a mention”. 

“He must have forgotten, Sir” Richa simpered “Mr. Hastings is a busy man”. 

“That he is” Mr. Edwards agreed, before saying “welcome to Somerset High, Susanna. If you need anything, feel free to ask me. 

Of course, I’m sure your classmates will be happy to assist you. I can see you’ve already made a friend in Richa”. 

“I will, Sir, thank you” I said and smiled to myself. Our little ruse was working. Richa and I were pulling it off beautifully. 

The estrogen arrived that afternoon. The chemist advised me to take it three times a day at certain intervals. After lunch with Richa and the girls that afternoon, I was made to swallow my first tablet by Richa, with a mouthful of frappe. “Three cheers to feminization!” 

Richa said in a voice loud enough for just the three of us to hear. 

“Three cheers!” said the three of us and raised our glasses to touch Richa’s. I didn’t share the immense trepidation I felt deep inside with the girls. After all, one had to take a few risks for sweet vendetta. 

---

Susanna Marino became a huge hit at Somerset High. Fellow students were enthralled by my colorful skin-tight pants, trench coats and scarves (which had become my trademarks), my soft, melodic Italian accent and of course, my title. Soon, my mission of sweet vendetta started reaching fruition. I started off by winning the elocution contest, in which Sid was a strong contender. The topic I was asked to speak on was “Equality”. Dressing as a girl reminded me of the transgendered, hence I spoke about equality irrespective of caste, creed, class, nationality and gender, addressing the issue of transsexuals as I spoke about the last. In 2002, Indians, including the crème da la crème such as those who attended Somerset High, didn’t generally recognize genders beyond the two basic binaries of male and female. Hence, the judges were impressed and I was declared the winner. 

This was roughly the time my breasts began “budding”. One morning as I woke up (in the room I shared with Richa); I felt a slight pain in the nipples. I walked to the bathroom, stood in front of the full-length mirror and stripped down to my waist. It was then I noticed: two cone-like projections on either side of my chest. The areolas seemed much darker than before and the nipples decidedly distended. 

Suspecting that this was the handiwork of the estrogen tablets, I ushered Richa inside the bathroom. She examined my breasts in a clinical manner as a gynecologist would, before exclaiming:

“Congrats Sandy boy, now you  really and truly  are on your way to becoming Susanna!” 

I blushed to the roots of my fast-growing raven black hair (it was early in the morning; I wasn’t wearing my brown wig). Richa noticed my reaction and pinched my cheeks teasingly. “Lo!” she then said in an amazed tone “I could swear your skin has become more velvety! 

Must say this estrogen stuff is  pure magic!”. 

The elections were to be held in a month and Richa insisted that I had  to contest against Sid who was the only other contender. On being asked as to why she herself, the queen bee of the school, didn’t contest, Richa scrunched her face up and said, “All that oratory, running around to represent the student body—not my thing, babe. It’s too much work”. The girl, who was all about fashion and cheap popularity, obviously didn’t fancy lifting a finger to do anything constructive in the long haul. Richa was basically a lazy chick. 

However, it would be incorrect to say that she didn’t help me at all. 

Richa and party immersed themselves up to the ears in the election campaign. They made “Vote for Susanna” posters and stuck them all over Somerset High, baked “Pick Susanna” cupcakes and fed the entire school with them. The delectable campaigning combined with the magic spell “Susanna’s” personality had cast on Somerset High made me win, and by a substantial margin! Sweet O sweet bliss, I had beaten that nasty viper, Sid at something really big! After flashing a winning smile and graciously thanking all those who had voted for me in the elections, I cast a surreptitious glance at Sid. I expected him to have gone red in the face with wrath and tearing his glorious hair out in frustration. 

I was surprised by what I saw. Sid had a dreamy, beatific smile on his chiseled face. It seemed like the very man who had resented being beaten by me as a guy, didn’t mind being defeated by my female alter ego. 

Time flew by in the uncanny way it always does. My breasts had burgeoned to the size of an average young woman’s and were in dire need of a brassiere. Richa and Co. and I went to Commercial Street to shop for them. Apart from bras, Richa also picked a few fitted t-shirts, tops and dresses for me to wear. “Now that you have assets to show off—well developed breasts and a developing derriere—there is no need to wear a trench coat. Be like a free bird and wear these tops with your figure-hugging multi-colored pants!” 

“I couldn’t possibly do that” I said extremely disconcerted “it would be immodest to say the least!” 

“God, you and your small town ideas!” Richa threw her hands up in exasperation. 

That did it—the use of the words “small town”. In a bid to prove that I didn’t have the mentality of a small town rustic, I started attending classes without wearing a trench coat. In my native place in Rajasthan, women always cover their heads and upper front of their bodies with a veil to shield themselves from the sun and also for the sake of modesty; appearing in public without wearing a veil or a coat mortified me, to say the very least. However, my shapely body that dramatically swelled at the bosom before gently tapering down at the waist, brazenly contoured by the newly-purchased figure-hugging tops and t-shirts, won many admirers in school. All the girls wanted to look like me and the guys wanted to sleep with me. 

As I progressed with the hormone therapy, I noticed an extremely strange phenomenon. While my physical attraction to Richa remained intact, I also realized that I was getting drawn towards men--especially tall, well-built, athletic ones. In what could only be called an ironic twist of fate, I started feeling powerfully attracted to my sworn enemy, Sid. I would spend many a sleepless night, thinking about his floppy locks that fell across his smooth forehead, his wonderfully chiseled features and shapely mouth. I would toss and turn, dreaming about Sid’s sturdy neck, brawny powerful arms, strong abdominal muscles and lean hard thighs. I’d often catch myself day dreaming about what it might be like to kiss Sid, to be crushed in a fierce embrace against his strong manly chest, to have those huge cricket-bat-wielding paws squeeze my newly developed breasts or to have his fingers gently sidle up my thighs. I wasn’t a virgin, one or two incidents at Alwar (with older prostitutes) had rendered me otherwise, and now I was filled to the brim with the yearning to discover what sex felt like for a woman! 

Since Sid had rendered me many a mean turn, I felt guilty about having amorous thoughts about him instead of vengeful ones. I, however, lay the entire blame of the flagrant treachery on the female hormones that I had been taking. The episodes I had been

experiencing off-late had proven beyond doubt that hormones were more powerful than will, and that the body was stronger than the mind! 

To counteract these perfidious feelings, I told Mr. Edwards that I wanted to join the cricket team, hoping that returning to the sport that was basically masculine would cure me of my aberrant feelings. “But Somerset High has only a boys’ cricket team” said Mr. Edwards “the girls here seem to be interested only in throw ball and soccer”. 

“Then I request you, Sir” I said “to let me join the boys’ team. Believe me, you won’t be disappointed”. 

“That’s a very unusual request” remarked Mr. Edwards “besides, I didn’t know Italians played cricket. I thought you guys were more into soccer”. 

It was a wise observation. I warned myself to tread carefully, lest Mr. 

Edwards antennae went up. I couldn’t have him becoming suspicious at this stage. 

“It’s a personal predilection, Sir” I said smoothly “my father also loves happens to love the sport”. 

“I see” said Mr. Edwards “What’s your USP? Is it batting, bowling or fielding?” 

“I fancy I’m a good batsman…I mean, good batswoman, Sir” I said. 

“Okay” said Mr. Edwards leading me towards the sports ground “let’s see what you’ve got to offer”. 

While Mr. Edwards bowled, I displayed a few batting strokes. In spite of the increased localized accumulation of fat in my body post feminization, I did a fairly good job. However, I found myself fervently wishing that I could go back to having a flat chest and slender hips. 

Breasts and rounded hips slowed one’s speed down a bit. 

Thankfully, Mr. Edwards didn’t notice that I was slow. Or he probably thought it natural as I was, after all, a woman. 

“Good show” he said “there’s a state tournament coming up soon and we need a batsman (or woman). If you are in form, perhaps you could play” 

“Thank you, Sir” I said and took my leave. 

However, as I started practicing with the boys (which also included Sid), I noticed my attention veering off cricket and moving towards Richa and a bunch of other girls who were practicing cheerleading. 

Ever since I had started taking the female hormone, I had noticed another highly embarrassing change in myself. I was drawn, strongly and unapologetically, towards activities that are dubbed as “typically feminine”: painting, sewing, embroidery and ballet, for instance. It indubitably seemed as I preferred holding pom-poms and doing cartwheels, instead of sweating it out with the boys on field! 

Noticing me staring at them intently, Richa read my mind. “Why don’t you join us, Susanna?” she said giving me a knowing smile “I’m sure you will find cheerleading infinitely more interesting than cricket!”. 

“No no, of course not!” I protested flustered “I don’t really like girly things, you know (even though I’m a girl). I prefer getting all muddy, grimy and sun-burnt, playing cricket with the guys in the scorching hot sun!” 

“Oh come on, join us” urged Richa “why would you want to ruin your delicate peach-like complexion by sweating it out in the tropical sun?!” 

“Who cares about complexion?!” I shrugged, trying to sound casual

“I’m all for technique, which is involved in the game of cricket”. 

“So you think cheerleading is sans technique?” asked Richa in mock outrage “try performing it, then you’ll know”. Her beady eyes held an open challenge. 

I had no way out. I was a trapped creature at bay. Richa seemed intent on embarrassing me to the utmost, by making me do unbearably feminine things. 

I reluctantly joined the cheerleading team. Richa made me take off my full-length pants and relatively modest top and had me change into the cheerleader’s uniform, which comprised of a revealing cropped top which showed off a substantial expanse of the belly, and the teeniest denim shorts that I had ever seen in my life. Also, I wasn’t allowed to leave my hair (which was now shoulder-length) loose or braid it, as it was mandatory for all cheerleaders to tie them in two juvenile little pig tails like little girls. 

“Please don’t make me wear  that” I furiously hissed in Richa’s ear while we sauntered towards the changing room. However, Richa chose to be selectively deaf. She handed me the itsy-bitsy clothes, pushed me in to the changing room, and purposefully bolted the door shut. I emerged five minutes later, wearing the cropped top that seemed to end right beneath my breasts, and shorts that seemed to be fastened just above the pubic region. The vast expanse of belly exposed to public view really discomposed me. Also, having my hair tied in two childish pig-tails didn’t exactly behoove someone who still prided himself on being a man, and intended reclaiming his masculine gender identity soon! In the erotic-Lolita avatar that Richa had forced on me, I felt I was going farther and farther away from being Sandeep Kataria, and turning into…. Heavens-knew-whom! 

Richa was, it seems, seriously out to prove that cheerleading was about technique. She made me and the girls run a few miles, lift weights and stretch before we did our tumbling, stunts and jumps. 

Soon, Richa was synchronizing our cheering with the laurels earned by the school sporting team. Every time someone scored 4 runs, we did a cartwheel. When a player hit a six, we did a front tuck. When Sid scored half a century, Richa advised us to “jump”. Holding our backs straight and arms and legs tight, the girls and I shot high in the air, waving our pom-poms all the way. I saw Sid take off his helmet

and lift his bat high in the air, in glorious triumph. His eyes seemed riveted on me. 

The cricket team split for a half an hour break and so did our cheerleading troupe. Sid walked up to me. My heart did curious flip-flops as he approached. 

“Buon pomeriggio, bellezza (Good afternoon, beautiful)” he said and smiled dazzlingly at me “you sure seem pooped”. I was amazed that this guy knew a smattering of Italian. I had dubbed him for a moron, who only knows English and a few Indian languages. 

“Ciao” I said “yes, I am rather tired—and hot”. 

“How about having an iced-coffee with me?” he asked “would that help?” 

It was on the tip of my tongue to refuse my enemy’s offer. However, I found myself simpering and saying “Yes please, that would  indeed be welcome”. I bit my tongue for being so treacherous. 

“Great” said Sid “there is a café Coffee Day outside the campus, right after the thicket”. 

Sid and I sauntered out and started walking into the thicket. I was surprised to find that I was actually conversing with him! Laughing and joking, the two of us fell on the soft grass. Sid hopped on top of me and started straddling my waist. He pinned both my arms behind my back and started kissing my neck, before I could protest! It felt extremely weird to be lying trapped under another boy, that too an archrival against whom I was seeking vendetta! 

I made a move to get up; but Sid’s pushed me deeper into the grass. 

His kisses made a slow trail up my jaw line. Much against my wishes, I felt my breathing get heavier. I also noticed that I was fiercely biting my lip. Sid made his way up the side of my jaw line and kissed me in the most erotic manner ever. 

His hands fumbled for the button of my shorts. I knew what exactly he was looking for and panicked! If Sid found a penis inside my panties, in lieu of what he had expected to find, I’d be in real hot soup! It was possible that I’d be recognized as Sandeep Kataria, be reported by Sid and get rusticated from Somerset High! 

In order to distract him, I made a dash for his belt buckle. Sid was surprised, but lay back as I opened his belt, unzipped his trousers, and got his already erect shaft out. I enclosed my lips around it and drew him in, until his fast burgeoning staff was completely sheathed within my mouth. Then, I started licking and sucking it, until a loud grunt of masculine satisfaction escaped from Sid. 

Just then, we heard voices. It was obvious that people, probably students of Somerset High on their way to Coffee Day, were passing through the thicket. “Drat!” said Sid sitting up and zipping his trousers. He looked tremendously frustrated. I too straightened my clothes and stood up. Sid and I linked arms and started moving towards school. I pretended to be disappointed, when, in actuality, I was profusely thanking my lucky stars that my gender identity hadn’t been discovered that afternoon. 

Chapter 4 - My True Love

The events which occurred over the next few weeks were to change the very dynamics of my relationship with my friends. Richa decided to include me in her pop band called “Popsicles”. I, advanced rate of my feminization notwithstanding, considered pop as too simple, girly and confined for my tastes. The beats and melodies were elementary, instrumental accompaniment limited and the lyrics restricted mostly to mushy themes like love, heartbreak and suchlike. 

I was also highly abashed about being associated with a pop-group with a name like “Popsicles”, which somehow seemed to suggest a gross sexual objectification of the members of the band. Perhaps some girls enjoyed being objectified thusly, but I didn’t. Besides, I wasn’t even a girl. I was a guy on the estrogen hormone, looking for an opportunity to tell the queen bee that he wanted to drop the

“Susanna Marino” act and get back to being the sane, no-nonsense Sandeep Kataria as soon as possible. However, Richa never seemed to give me a chance to open my mouth to express the above sentiments. If anything, she seemed to be intent on pulling me deeper and deeper into the sugary quagmire of feminization. God, it was distressing! 

In spite of having a mediocre voice, Richa had declared herself the lead singer of “Popsicles”. She positioned herself right in front of the stage and enjoyed being the cynosure of all eyes. Thrown in Richa’s shadows, Preeti played the soulful violin, Carlotta beat away at the drums and I strummed the guitar. Richa was an awful singer, but I was glad she was in the limelight instead of me. Being a member of the girl band meant being seen in a singularly disconcerting getup: short strappy dresses in candy-pink, six inch high heels and being slathered in garish over-the-top makeup. Therefore, it was indisputably better for me if someone else was at the center of what I thought of as atrocious tomfoolery. 

Perhaps I had spoken too fast. And assumed too much. For every time I arrived on stage, the crowd went into a tizzy. When the pluck

in my hand made contact with the guitar strings, they were ready to swoon with delight. During one instance, when I played a particularly sensual haunting melody, a guy rushed up to the first floor of the auditorium and showered me with rose petals (from a bouquet he’d apparently bought for his girlfriend). My chords, melodies and diads were met with thunderous applause. Every time “Popsicles” 

performed on stage, the audience demanded more from

“Principessa Susanna Marino!”. Needless to say, this made the egomaniacal, attention-seeking queen bee, Richa, turn a dangerous shade of green. It was all very well when I was winning elections and elocution competitions, but now I was on  her turf! And the queen bee would stop at nothing to get rivals off her turf. I had gone from being a friend to a rival, overnight. 

However, Richa bore it very well--overtly. She was unfailingly sweet to me, and never let the mask of civility slip. For quite of few weeks, I was none the wiser about her true feelings about me. We–Richa, her girls and I--still continued living in each other’s pockets. One day, when Richa was painting my toenails a lovely brick-red, she asked with seeming nonchalance:

“You have taken revenge against Sid in every conceivable manner. 

We’ve even proven that “Popsicles” is more popular than “Dark Death”. Don’t you think it is time for you to go back to being Sandeep again?” 

“Why not?” I said blowing my wet finger-nails “Since when do you think I should resume?” 

“Tomorrow?” suggested Richa, not meeting my eye. 

“Tomorrow is too early!” I protested “even if I stop taking the estrogen pills today, it’ll take a few weeks for my feminized body to come back to normal….!” 

“Then disappear for a few weeks” persuaded Richa “go underground and then emerge as Sandeep—freshly returned from Italy. I’ll make the necessary arrangements”. 

“That’s very kind of you” I said “but I just can’t afford to miss school for so long. I’ve always prided myself on being a good student”. 

“A few weeks will make no difference” Richa was nearly pleading now “come on… Carlotta, Preeti and I will help you catch up with studies….” 

“No, Richa!” I said decisively “I can’t go underground. I just won’t do that”. 

“Okay” said Richa, her mouth set in a grim line “then become a bona fide girl by undergoing Sex Reassignment Surgery. I’ll have it arranged. We can’t have “a girl” with a dick hanging out with us anymore”. 

“A gender-change surgery?!” I shrieked “You’re demented! There’s no way that’s going to happen!” 

Carlotta and Preeti looked as taken aback as I by Richa’s sudden proposal. Their mouths fell open in shock. 

“It  is going to happen” said Richa. The sides of her scheming mouth curved into a crooked half-smile “otherwise, I’ll tell Mr. Lawrence Hastings  everything!... That you are actually Sandeep Kataria pretending to be Susanna. I’ll also tell him that you sexually assaulted me when we shared the same room”. 

“But that’s a blatant lie!” I cried. 

“It sure is” smirked Richa “but I’ll make Mr. Hastings believe me”. 

“Richa, that’s a cheap, underhanded trick!” Preeti had spoken in my defense. 

“Back off, you stupid little villager!” Richa snapped at Preeti viciously

“that is  exactly what I am going to tell Mr. Hastings. Since you’re nearly 19 years old, Sandeep, you will be tried as an adult and

perhaps even sent to prison. At the very least, you’ll be rusticated from school for sure!” 

“Richa” I begged “please don’t do this to me!” 

“Then listen to me Susanna” said Richa, her voice turning menacingly low “get an SRS done. I’ll arrange for it as promised. My old man is loaded. He wouldn’t question me if I asked him for a bigger allowance than I get to pay for it”. 

Richa was as good as her word. Over the weekend, she arranged for me to be taken to a private hospital in Bangalore where SRS was conducted on me under general anesthesia. Immediately afterwards, a second surgery followed, apparently to enhance the cosmetic appeal of my newly instated organ. During the post op period that followed I was miserable. I took a few weeks off from school, stating that I was undergoing treatment for health problems. After HRT, I had at least retained the ability to ejaculate and masturbate. Now, I had lost every dreg of masculinity. I was near suicidal. 

Preeti was a real support during this period. She distracted me from my depression with her hilarious vernacular jokes. It was during this period that I learnt that Preeti, too, was from a background similar to mine. I had known that she was a scholarship student and from Agra, but couldn’t even guess the troubles Preeti had faced in life. 

She had lost her mother early in life and was brought up, single-handedly, by her father, a humble tourist guide. He had given Preeti everything he could possibly afford, and she had made him proud by studying hard and performing well in academics. Preeti recalled how thrilled her father had been when she told him she had won a scholarship to Somerset High. However, after Preeti had landed in the school, she found it hard to adjust with the rich, spoilt brats with whom the place was teeming with. Preeti confessed that even though she didn’t approve of everything Richa did, she hung-out with her to “fit in”. Preeti, however, had had enough of Richa now. The two of us decided to stay away from Richa. I even shifted into Preeti’s room to enable this. However, Carlotta still stuck with Richa, 

like a loyal dog with its master. The barrier was unmistakable. From that point on, it was Preeti and I vs. Richa and Carlotta. 

During this time, another peculiar emotion started bubbling within me. I had started noting and memorizing every detail of Preeti’s physical appearance and demeanor. At 5’6, she was just two inches shorter than me, but much smaller and less voluptuously built. Her hair was brown and straight, eyes like a doe’s, with long beautiful eyelashes, and lips small and perpetually quivering with a secret emotion unknown to the rest of us. Her tanned arms and legs, it seems, were delicately chiseled out of some rare brown wood. The heart-shaped mark on her right cheekbone, the gurgle of gleeful laughter that emanated from deep within her soul, and the slow, gentle manner in which she spoke, started growing on me. I would recall these details of her appearance and demeanor from the folds of my memory, at leisure, and savor them with unparalleled delight. 

The inner beauty of this exquisite woman, who, it seems, had stepped out of a painting of the Pre-Raphaelite era, had also been impressed upon me in the most unshakeable manner. Perhaps it was the way in which she had defended me when Richa had suggested SRS; perhaps it was the tenderness with which she had nursed me back to normalcy post my operation. I really don’t know. 

All I can say is that I had started seeing in this lovely tender girl, a kindred soul. 

The fond way in which Preeti gazed at me from beneath those long lashes, the tenderness with which she held my hand and the silent pauses, pregnant with meaning, between our conversations, led me to believe that Preeti felt the same way about me. However, both of us remained silent about our feelings. To touch, to vocalize and to label our feelings, we both tacitly felt, would be destruction, leading to the untimely demise of the delicate something that had begun developing between us. 

In spite of the delicate something that was brewing between Preeti and me, I continued dating Sid in a vague preoccupied manner. The dates between us were marked just by general talk, superficial

flirting, and stolen kisses and caresses. Since I now had a vagina and there was no potential danger of being exposed as a male, I could, hypothetically speaking, have sex with him without any fear. 

However, Sid and I stopped short of going the whole way. We would kiss, fondle and would generally engage in some pretty hot necking, but by the time we got close to the evolutionary in-and-out routine, I bailed out. With the old hatchets having been buried on my part, I was still physically attracted to Sid, but something in me just didn’t accede to surrendering my virginity to this guy. I felt that if I had to have sex for the first time as a woman, it had to be with the right person, at the right place and at the right time. 

I didn’t bother analyzing my sexual-orientation. On hindsight, I might have been a bisexual transgender female at that time. I wasn’t sure as to how I’d have categorized Preeti’s orientation. But is it mandatory to throw love in water-tight compartments? Preeti was probably one of those sexually fluid, spiritual, cosmic women who didn’t care if they loved a male, female or transsexual. Clearly, it was the concept of love and spiritual bonding that mattered to her, not so much the gender. 

The academic year was coming to a close. Our exams were due in about two months, but the school announced the senior prom before that. School leaving dances are usually never held in India, but since Somerset High (in spite of its extremely British sounding name) was modeled to a great extent after American schools, they held a prom every year. It was evidently customary for students of Somerset High to bring dates to the prom, but off late, the school had relaxed its rules a bit and had permitted students to turn up alone if they so wished. Preeti, who had attended the junior prom the previous year, told me that the prom was an event in which the boys wore tuxedos and girls turned up in their best gowns and jewelry. The girls also wore corsages—a bunch of flowers presented by their dates—on their wrists and the boys wore boutonnieres or a single flower on their lapels on the big day. If corsages became too cumbersome or cramped a girl’s style, she would, instead, turn up holding a bouquet of flowers in her hand. Preeti told me that this is what she had done

the previous year, when she had taken a boy called Raj as her date. 

Somerset High customarily held the prom at the capacious ballroom of a local hotel called The Lighthouse. If the student’s family was based in the city, he or she got to take the family car out and keep it until after dark. But since most of the students at Somerset High were boarders, the school arranged for transport. 

Preeti told me that Somerset High awarded honorary titles like “The Prom King” and “The Prom Queen” to students during the prom, based on level of their popularity and participation in sports and a wide range of extra-curricular activities. Members of the “Prom Court” were generally given a crown and a sash to wear. They also presided the dance. 

“You’re going to win be the Prom Queen—your participation and success in events has been mindboggling!” Preeti predicted, but I casually dismissed her remarks. As a result of the incredible series of experiences I had been through during the past few months, my mind had matured enough to realize that life went beyond prizes, titles and honorifics. Healthy competition was certainly fine and winning did feel good, but recognition was not the be-all and end-all of life. Certain other things like amity, companionship and….love were indubitably more important than narrow concerns of bagging a particular prize or winning a specific medal. This was a point in life when I had become very philosophical. And in between these profound philosophical ruminations, sometime, I had abstractedly acceded to be Sid’s date on prom night. He was dead sure of being crowned the Prom King and was already celebrating the fact. 

Something—a woman’s intuition perhaps—told me that Sid expected more than just a dance from me on Prom night. And I was certain—

most certain—that I wouldn’t pander to his lusty fantasies. 

Preeti and I selected our prom dresses with enthusiasm. She bought a sleeveless sea green floor-length gown, embellished with lace, while I let displayed my “Italian” cleavage to best advantage in a long silver sequined prom dress with a daringly low V neck. Preeti suggested that I pile my shoulder-length black wavy hair on top of

my head in a loose stylishly-messy knot and I took her suggestion. 

She herself left her straight long hair loose. I accessorized with dainty silver jewelry, while Preeti clasped an ornate golden brooch on her dress—an invaluable piece that had belonged to her deceased mother. With a touch of makeup on, both of us were ready to go and wait in the van belonging to Somerset High that would drive us to The Lighthouse. 

Just as we were leaving our hostel room, my cell phone rang “Drat, it’s Sid!” I thought in my mind and picked it up. 

“Hello, babe” whispered the gruff slimy voice on the other end “which color are you wearing tonight?” 

“Silver, why?” I asked. 

“Oh, I was just picking my bow-tie and a thought struck me…” Sid replied “I thought of coordinating it with the color of the gown you’re wearing tonight. In addition” he said in a grandiose manner “I have the onus of picking a suitable corsage for you”. 

“Thank you” I said feeling somewhat unsettled “but you don’t have to do all this. I don’t really expect anything”. 

“Perhaps you don’t, but I do” said Sid with a suggestive note in his voice “and do save your “thank yous” for after the prom”. 

“The bastard” I muttered unintelligibly. Preeti noticed me gnashing my teeth. 

“What’s the matter?” sweet concern was written all over her face. 

“Sid wants to get laid tonight—with me” I said disconcerted. 

“I don’t mean any offence” said Preeti “but that’s so typical of a guy like him!” 

“Trust me, he’s not getting it” I whispered more to myself than to Preeti “trust me”. 

---

The ballroom of The Lighthouse was a pretty sight. The walls were varnished a classy mother-of-pearl tinge. Exquisite chandeliers hung from the ceiling. There was a stage on one corner of the hall. A bar stood opposite it. Somerset High didn’t espouse drinking, but had probably relaxed its ban on alcohol consumption on the night of the prom. The hall was full of boys in tuxedoes, mostly in black or white, and girls in the loveliest evening gowns imaginable. The staff was present too, dressed in their Sunday’s best. 

At one corner of the room, I saw Mr. Lawrence Hastings, our principal, talking to one of the trustees, Ms. Indrani Kidwai. Mr. 

Hastings was a squat bald gentleman in his late 50s, who always had a pince-nez perched on his nose. It is extremely rude to say so, but he reminded me rather of an eagle—a bald eagle. With a feeling of pleasurable guilt, I confided my irreverent thoughts in Preeti. She flushed a deep red and giggled. 

Mr. Hastings, incidentally, was an Anglo-Indian who had grown up in the Cantonment area of Bangalore. It was common knowledge that his current, very enviable position was the consequence of his much younger sister having made a very profitable marriage. Mr. 

Hastings’s brother-in-law, an influential big shot, made sure that Hastings moved up the career ladder rapidly, ascending from the position of a humble English teacher to the principal of one of the most prestigious schools in the country. 

Ms. Indrani Kidwai was a tall, ostrich-like woman in her late 40s. She had been a mathematics teacher for a very long time, before she was voted as one of the trustees of Somerset High. 

Our classmates greeted Preeti and me warmly. I noticed Sid perched on a bar stool, sloshing down one tequila shot after another. 

He spotted and tottered towards me. Obviously, he was drunk. “Hey babe, you look good enough to eat!” he said in an inebriated slur. 

This, I thought, was a tasteless way of paying someone a

compliment. I told Sid that. “I think you’ve had one too many” I added. 

“And why shouldn’t I?” demanded Sid “after all, I’m going to be crowned the Prom King” 

“You’re quite presumptuous, I must say” I said “how are you sure they’re going to crown  you?” 

“Oh, these things have a way of getting around” Sid waved a careless hand “and do you know who’s going to be the prom queen?” 

“Who?” I asked curious. 

“Richa!” exclaimed Sid “the complacent look on her face says it all. 

She looks like a cat that has lapped up the cream!” 

I followed the direction of Sid’s eyes. Sure enough, Richa was dancing away with Virat Sharma, with a look of uncontested triumph on her face. Our eyes met for a second, and Richa gave me a gloating look. 

Going by the expression on her face, it seemed like Sid was right. I sighed a bit sadly. It wasn’t as if I was crazy about recognition, but being bypassed at the prom hurt. Someone placed a reassuring hand on my shoulder. I turned back to see that it was Preeti. I placed my hand on top of hers and smiled. 

“Your attention, students” Mr. Edward’s voice sounded through the microphone. He was standing on stage, dressed in a classy off-white tuxedo. Students stopped doing whatever they were engrossed in—

laughing, chatting or dancing—and looked up at our class teacher. 

“On the basis of their participation and excellence in school activities” Mr. Edwards continued “Somerset High has picked a Prom King and a Prom Queen as has been our tradition ever since the inception of the school in 1996. However, before I announce the

name of those in the Prom Court, I’d like to emphasize that as far as Mr. Hastings and I are concerned, all of you are royalty. If I could have my way, I would give all of you a crown, a scepter and a mace”. 

Mr. Edwards paused for a moment. The students laughed good-naturedly. Though they were all well-mannered enough, it was obvious that they were impatient to hear the names of those in the prom court. 

“Okay now let me come to the point, without dilly-dallying and shilly-shallying too much” said Mr. Edwards. And the Prom King is—the super-cool Siddharth Arora!” 

The hall broke into raucous cheers. Sid went up to stage and was crowned by Mr. Hastings. After a brief slightly slurred speech, a tipsy Sid got off the stage. 

“Many congratulations to Siddharth!” said Mr. Edwards “okay now let me announce the Prom Queen’s name. She is--”. He paused for effect. 

Everyone waited with bated breath. A gloating and triumphant Richa poised herself, waiting to walk up on stage. 

“Susanna Marino!” Mr. Edwards voice reverberated through the hall. 

His announcement was met by a thunderous applause. Preeti, who was standing next to me, enclosed me in a warm, loving hug. I was vaguely aware of a shocked Richa stomping out of the hall, her elaborate gown trailing after her. 

I walked up on stage like one in a dream. Ms. Kidwai crowned and congratulated me. So did Mr. Hastings and Mr. Edwards. Mr. 

Edwards thrust his microphone at me. I went on a thanking spree, expressing my gratitude towards everyone I could think of. 

“Okay, now let the dances begin” announced Mr. Edwards. 

Mr. Hastings and Ms. Kidwai started doing a slow waltz around the ballroom. The students sought their partners and followed their example. I still stood on stage, unable to believe what had just happened. Sid stood at the center of the room, waiting to claim me, his date, for the dance. 

I walked towards him in a daze. Sid spread out his arms towards me. 

Astonishment was writ large on his face as I floated past him, into the waiting arms of another. I danced away the night with the love of my life, Preeti. 

Sid was the second person I had cheesed off that night. Little did I know I’d have to pay a heavy price for upsetting him and Richa. 

Chapter 5 - Expect the Unexpected The next day, as soon as I walked into the school building, the peon informed me that Mr. Hastings wanted to see me ASAP. Still intoxicated by my victory of the previous night, I assumed that Mr. 

Hastings wished to congratulate me in private. I strutted down the corridor with all the confidence my stylish fuschia-pink jeans, fitted top and scarves could give me. When at the door of the principal’s office, I knocked. 

“Come in” said a rigid, peremptory voice. 

As I walked in, my mouth fell open. Mr. Hastings was not alone. 

Beside him, sat Ms. Kidwai regarding her blue-varnished nails with the closest attention. And worst of all, Richa Luthra and Siddharth Arora flanked Mr. Hastings on either side, like foot soldiers around the king on a chess board. They were looking daggers at me. 

“Please come in “Susanna Marino”” Mr. Hastings tone was sarcastic

“Or should I say, Sandeep Kataria?” 

Chills went down my spine. Beads of perspiration started forming on my forehead. It was obvious that Richa Luthra had snitched on me. 

From Siddharth’s knowing look, I concluded that Richa had made him a privy to the secret too. It is incredible how even archrivals can come together if it is to achieve a common, selfish end. 

“I don’t know what you mean, Sir” I said to Mr. Hastings in my best fake Italian accent. 

“I hope these refresh your memory” said Mr. Hastings flashing my identity card in front of my face “Could you please tell me, “Ms. 

Susanna Marino” as to how Sandeep Kataria’s ID card came to be in your possession?” 

“I…Actually Sandeep left it with me before he flew to Italy” I stammered. Even as I uttered these words, I knew my case was

hopeless. Mr. Hastings would be the first person to know that Sandeep Kataria had never flown to Italy, and that there hadn’t ever been student exchange program. In the brash confidence of youth, I had assumed that I’d never ever be detected. But then, I had never foreseen the possibility of Richa (who was principally responsible for the creation of Susanna Marino) finking on me. 

“I see” said Mr. Hastings “and how come I didn’t have an inkling of his departure? Or, Honorable  Principessa, of your arrival? Of the entire “student exchange program” for that matter?” 

I remained silent. Nothing I said could improve the situation. 

“When Mr. Edwards mentioned your name to me, it didn’t ring a bell” 

went on Mr. Hastings “but then I’m a busy man. I’m preoccupied with a zillion things. I thought, that maybe I had forgotten that I had admitted a student named Susanna Marino into Somerset High…” 

he paused and looked intently at me. 

I was quivering like a mass of melting jelly. 

“When Indrani…er Ms. Kidwai crowned you the Prom Queen, I was quite sure I hadn’t admitted you” persisted Mr. Hastings “yet in a strange way, you seemed  very familiar”. 

I remained silent. I had forgotten about Mr. Hastings purported habit of closely appraising girl students. 

“Then when Richa told me, it all made sense!” Mr. Hastings exclaimed with relish “I knew immediately that you were none other than Sandeep Kataria, who came to school dressed as a girl…who, in fact, had gone to the uttermost extent of getting his gender changed  whilst  studying in Somerset High!” 

It was at the tip of my tongue to tell him that the whole thing had been Richa’s idea. That she had not only aided and abetted, but had planned the entire affair! However, remembering her erstwhile threat that she would falsely accuse me of sexual assault in case I did

something that didn’t go down well with her. It wouldn’t have been wise, at that point of time, to tell on the wily girl. 

“You have gone too far, Mr. Sandeep Kataria” the ostrich-like Ms. 

Kidwai had spoken “this kind of publicity is not good for the reputation of Somerset High”. 

“I…I’m sorry, Ma’am” I stuttered “I never thought it would blow up into something this big”. 

“Well it has, Sandeep Kataria” said Mr. Hastings his malicious eyes gleaming behind his pince-nez “and you’ll have to pay the price for it!” 

I waited for the verdict. Sure enough, it came. “Mr. Kataria” Mr. 

Hastings said with deep sadistic enjoyment “you’re rusticated from Somerset High. Please pack your belongings and leave the school premises ASAP” 

---

I ran out of the chamber in tears. Huge salty drops tricked down my eyes, dampening my Vanilla white top. I ran past the school auditorium, the classrooms and the cafeteria into the open air. It was 10 am in the morning, yet the air was damp and chilly against my face. 

“Susanna!” somebody called out “Susanna, wait up!” 

I turned to see it was Preeti. For a moment, I wondered why she wasn’t in class. Then I remembered that we had a coffee break at 10

am. 

“Susanna, what’s the matter?” Preeti asked, concerned “I was in the cafeteria, when I saw you running out. You are obviously much upset. What happened? Why are you crying?” 

I told Preeti, from beginning to end, the story of Richa’s jealousy, betrayal and deceit. “I’ll have to go back to Alwar now” I said despondently “Oh God, my parents will die of shame! They might accept my gender-change, but will never withstand the disgrace of my rustication. Mine is a family that places academics above everything else….” 

“Don’t lose heart” said Preeti in a placating tone “I am sure something can be worked out”. 

“Nothing can be worked out now” I said “it’s all over. Finished. I better book a ticket to Alwar, as soon as I can, and await my fate”. 

“I don’t think you should return to your hometown so soon” said Preeti “there might be a chance—however slim—that you be reinstated” 

“Okay, let’s give your hope the benefit of doubt” I said “and assume there is a chance of my being taken back into Somerset High. But the process could take weeks, even months! Where do I stay during that period? Mr. Hastings has asked me to pack my belongings and vacate the hostel room ASAP!”. 

“Let’s get you a room to stay outside the school campus” said Preeti

“I have some money that could be of use. Just hang around near Coffee Day, the café until 4pm, and then we’ll scout for a room together”. 

Despondent though I was, I agreed to give Preeti’s plan a shot. I hung around Coffee Day for a few hours. At 4:00 pm sharp I saw Preeti emerge from the thicket with a look of determination on her face. We went searching for a suitable single room house. Preeti’s optimism was rewarded as we found a house for rent. It comprised of a small room with a bed, a little compartment to cook, a small toilet and shower cubicle at one corner. The landlady quoted Rs. 

1,500 as rent and Preeti made down payment. 

Days went by slowly. Preeti visited at least twice a day and helped out in every possible manner. She brought me food from the school cafeteria and fresh fruit from the market. Since I didn’t want to become a financial burden on her, I worked as a maidservant in a few houses and earned some money. In the evenings Preeti and I talked about what had transpired in our respective worlds, narrated in great detail every little snippet of conversation of people around us and about our new found hobbies and passions. I told Preeti that ever since I had started working as a maid, I had discovered that doing household chores was a great stress-buster. “It’s a hobby I never knew I was interested in!” I said half-sincerely, partly in zest. 

“Good for you” Preeti laughed “It’s good to have “a personal sun to bask in” as Sir Thomas Hardy would have put it. Speaking of

“personal suns” I have discovered one of my own”. 

“You’ve got a new hobby?” I asked excited “what is it?” 

“Photography” replied Preeti with a dreamy faraway look in her eyes

“it temporarily takes my mind off the crushing pressure of schoolwork. I carry my Nikon S2900 camera wherever I go, so that I can take a picture of an interesting bird or an unusual butterfly I spot in the thicket on my way here”. 

---

Preeti insisted that even though I had been rusticated, I should continue preparing for the annual exams that were less than two months away. She would bring me notes, reiterate what had been taught in class and help me catch up with lessons that I had missed. 

We would sit on the bed for hours at a stretch studying. 

Late one evening, when we were studying physics, Preeti leaned over and kissed me. It was such a simple and natural act that I actually believe it was predestined. I opened my mouth and accepted her tongue inside me, like a waiting ocean would a restless stream. Before I knew it my legs were spread open. Preeti’s slim

hips were grinding hard into my own luscious ones while still kissing me. 

Then she stopped to peer into my face. “Sweet Susanna” she whispered “I adore you. I always have. And I always will”. Preeti bent down once again and began kissing the side of my neck. She came up as if for air, and breathlessly said, “You know what, Susanna….I find studying a real turn on!”. Both of us laughed gaily at this little piece of humor. 

Then untaught, unescorted, my hand moved down to my virginal female organ. I started rubbing my hand against it vigorously and discovered the resultant sensation to be indescribably pleasurable. 

Meanwhile, Preeti had moved further southwards of my body. A low moan was wrenched out of me, as her mouth explored the valley between my breasts. Preeti’s kisses tasted the delicate flesh of my breasts, lingering over the swollen nipples. My breasts were on fire. 

Preeti moved upwards, tilted her head slightly and gently bit the side of my neck. I let out a moan of sheer unadulterated ecstasy! 

Some primal instinct made me grab her hand and slide it under my panties on top of my own. Preeti gasped as she felt how wet I was. 

“Susanna, darling” she whispered “I never knew you desired me so much!”. “I do, Preeti, believe me, I do” I managed to murmur. Preeti slowly pulled my hand out and slowly started massaging me with her own. She trailed her nimble fingertips over the lips of my organ, titillating and teasing me. My moans grew more ecstatic as her massaging grew more vigorous. I suddenly grew extremely taut and tense. 

Preeti sensed that I needed release. In a ravenous animalistic gesture, she ripped my panties off from underneath my night gown. 

She forced my legs to part and inserted her tongue into my slit. God, it felt heavenly! Preeti started licking every inch of me until I was delirious with ecstasy. After eating me out hard, she started rubbing my clitoris with her fingers. The pleasure inside me was building to the point of explosion and I started bucking against my sweetheart, grinding my rounded hips against her fingers. My back inadvertently

arched and I exploded into a series of orgasms. I bit my tongue to suppress any future moans, as I was suddenly terrified that they would bring the landlady, who lived a stone’s throw away, to my room. 

I lay back on the bed, motionless. Preeti greedily licked my juices. 

With every expert stoke of her tongue, my body juddered with ecstasy. I realized just how truly and deeply I was in love with this woman. 

Cupping her lovable face in mine, I kissed her passionately. It now was Preeti’s turn to go out of breath. “Susanna” she gasped in between inhalations “Do you….do you feel the same way about me?” 

“Yes, Preeti dearest” I said looking deep into her eyes “I love you more than I can say”. I was sincere about every word I muttered. 

Preeti moaned and snuggled against me. 

---

I think we’d dozed off for a while. A cry uttered by Preeti jerked me awake. “It’s already 10:15 pm!” she said pulling her jeans on “I’ve got to run!” 

“The hostel gates close only at 11 pm, sweetheart” I said watching her button her cream colored shirt “you’re getting worked up quite unnecessarily”. 

“Perhaps I am” Preeti laughed “but you know I don’t like cutting it too close!” 

“A sensible habit” I remarked, before adding “Don’t forget to take your Nikon S2900 along. You might leave it here”. 

“Thank you” said Preeti taking her camera from me “though it would have made no difference had I left it here. I can’t imagine any inspiring sighs presenting themselves to me at this hour!” 

“You never know” I shrugged “you might spot a night owl or something” 

“Ha ha, right” Preeti laughed gaily. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek before rushing outdoors. As I saw her slim retreating figure, I thought “She’s so wonderful. I shall miss her until she visits next…..” 

I had no opportunity to miss her, for Preeti was knocking at my door barely ten minutes later. Her knocks sounded peremptory and urgent. She rushed into my room, looking all flushed and excited. 

“I might not have spotted a night owl, Susanna” she said excitedly

“but I definitely did see the bald eagle and the ostrich. And guess what, they had swapped roles!” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked in bewildered confusion “could you be a bit more lucid please”. 

“Certainly” said Preeti. She got her Nikon S2900 out of her bag and showed me a few pictures which seemed to have been freshly captured. They showed a tall rather ostrich-like gentleman in a tuxedo and what clearly appeared to be a fake moustache, arm-in-arm, with a short, squat woman in a dress. The woman was wearing a pince-nez. There was something decidedly strange and vaguely familiar about the couple, but I couldn’t put my finger on what exactly it was. 

“Who are these people, darling?” I asked Preeti uncomprehendingly. 

“Look properly!” Preeti prompted. 

I turned my attention to the pictures, once more. Suddenly, I saw the resemblances! I must have been blind not to have seen it the first time around! The disguise (if it had meant to be a disguise at all) was a singularly poor one. The couple in the picture was none other than Mr. Hastings and Ms. Kidwai who, it seems, had swapped gender roles for the night! 

“Good Heavens!” I muttered out aloud “where did you see them?” 

“On the road” Preeti answered eagerly “the duo was on their way to Sterling Cinemas. They stopped me and asked me for directions. 

Little did they suspect that I had recognized them! Or perhaps they didn’t recognize  me as a student of Somerset High!” 

“Wow!” I said and let out a low whistle. 

“It is apparent they weren’t dressed this way for a costume party or anything” went on Preeti “gender swapping seems to be a lifestyle with these two. If they lead this kind of a life themselves, Mr. 

Hastings and Ms. Kidwai had no business taking the holier-than-thou stance with you. It is hypocrisy of the highest order! If they could rusticate a student for choosing her gender, by the same logic, they ought to be fired from the management/board-of-trustees as well!” 

Preeti’s tone was righteous and indignant. 

“That’s true” I said “it seems the world is ruled by double standards”. 

“But we aren’t going to tolerate it” said Preeti firmly “we must teach these people that they have erred and make them reconsider their decision. I’ll see to it that they make amends in your case…”. She made a movement to go out. 

“Preeti” I said stopping her “what do you have up your sleeve?” 

“You’ll come to know by tomorrow, darling” said Preeti grinning “any news I bring will be good news!”. 

---

The clock on the mantelpiece struck 11 am the next day. I saw Preeti from the window, making her way through the meandering path of the thicket. She looked, I thought, rather pleased with herself. I went to the door and opened it. 

“Put on some glad rags, darling” she said frenziedly “Mr. Hastings wants to see you. He asked me to fetch you immediately”. 

“What’s going on?” I asked pulling up a pair of brick-red pants that I intended to team with a lacy cream-colored top and comfortable black pump shoes. 

“It would be infinitely better” said Preeti running a comb through my wavy hair and pulling it back with a butterfly clip “if you discovered for yourself”. She helped me put on a spot of makeup, and we made our way through the thicket into the campus of Somerset High. As the lovely brick building of the school came into view, I realized how much I had missed it. Somerset High meant much more to me than a mere school: it stood for a benchmark, a goal, umpteen dreams…. 

I walked through the familiar corridors towards Mr. Hastings’s room. 

Catastrophe had befallen me the last time I had walked down the path. Owing to the distressing last experience my heart palpitated wildly. Preeti sensed my apprehension and reassured me that this time around the trip down the corridor was going to end very pleasantly for me. I reached Mr. Hastings’s door. And knocked hesitantly. 

“Come in, Sandeep….er Susanna” Mr. Hastings’s voice sounded sheepish. 

I walked inside. Preeti barged inside too. 

“Er..Susanna” Mr. Hastings said in a supremely embarrassed manner “I would like to say I would like to rescind your rustication and reinstate you. Er….Ms. Kidwai and the other trustees share my views. From today, you are, once more, a student of Somerset High. 

And er…you could dress anyway, you like”. 

“Thank you, Sir!” I said unable to believe my ears “thank you very much indeed!”. I don’t know what spell Preeti had cast on Mr. 

Hastings, but it had worked. It had worked admirably! 

“Not at all, not at all” said Mr. Hastings “you could leave now…and join your classmates”. 

As I turned to go Preeti stopped me. I noticed that she hadn’t budged from the spot. “Is that all, dear Sir?” she asked Mr. Hastings in a saccharine sweet tone “aren’t you going to address the assembly as you had promised?” 

“Of course, of course” said Mr. Hastings smiling ingratiatingly “please ask all the students to assemble in the auditorium. I’ll be down there in a minute”. 

We did as we had been instructed to. All our classmates and students from the junior grade assembled in the school auditorium. 

The instruction to assemble was a sudden one—the hall was filled with murmurings and speculations on the part of the students. A hush fell over it as Mr. Hastings walked in, climbed the stage and adjusted the microphone in front of him. 

“Dear Students” he began “about a month back, a particular trustee and I had made the mistake of rusticating a student just because she chose to live as a member of the opposite gender”. 

The students listened intently. No one as much as coughed. 

“Today, we realize how wrong that was” Mr. Hastings continued

“everyone has the right to express their gender identity and follow the lifestyle they choose. They oughtn’t to be penalized for living the way they want to. Therefore, in keeping with our newly formed principles, we are reinstating that particular student in Somerset High” he looked at me, smiled warmly and said “we’re happy to have you back, Susanna Marino. I sincerely hope you continue performing as well as you used to—in studies, sports and all other activities”. 

With the aforesaid words, Mr. Hastings left the hall. The students all around me broke into a loud cheers of “Yo, Susanna!” and “Welcome back, Susanna!”. It truly felt amazing to be welcomed back thusly. I cast a glance at Richa and Sid. They looked shamefaced and

perhaps a tad apologetic. The two soon left for class with the rest of the students. Only Preeti and I remained in the empty auditorium. 

“Black magic woman” I said putting my arms around Preeti’s neck

“which wand did you wave?” 

“The wand of blackmail, shall we say?” said Preeti grinning wickedly

“there’s nothing as potent as that”. 

“And Mr. Hastings came around?” I asked incredulous. 

“You bet” replied Preeti encircling my waist with her arm “and so did Ms. Kidwai. She was also present when I went to see Mr. Hastings this morning. 

“Incredible, that’s incredible!” I said ‘Thanks, Preeti” 

“The pleasure is totally mine” said Preeti looking deep into my eyes and smiling. 

“Ti amo, Preeti Singh, the beautiful belle from Agra…!” I whispered into Preeti’s ear, pushing back a loose strand of her soft brown hair from her face. 

“I love you too, Susanna Marino, the lovely  principessa  of Monte Isola!” Preeti replied beaming and tightening her grip on my slender waist. 

 The End

Introduction and Character Profile A Slippery Slope in a School

In the year of 2002, small-town boy, Sandeep Kataria joins Somerset High, an elite school that caters only to the offspring of the rich and the powerful. Since Sandeep is a scholarship student belonging to an ordinary family, his uppity classmates initially treat him with contempt. However, as his talents become known, Sandeep’s popularity soars, leaving school heart throb Sid fuming. Sid resorts to mean, underhanded tricks to pull Sandeep down. 

After Sid plays an especially dirty trick on Sandeep, school queen bee Richa (who also happens to hate Sid’s guts) offers to help Sandeep defeat Sid. For this Sandeep must assume a new identity

—that of a female Italian student of royal lineage, “Principessa Susanna Marino of Monte Isola”. As the charm of “Susanna” casts a spell over the students of Somerset High, Sid’s popularity takes a beating. However, Sid doesn’t mind being beaten by the lovely exotic

“princess”. 

As weeks fly by, Sandeep finds himself getting sucked, deeper and deeper, into the quagmire of femininity. As his body is progressively feminized, Sandeep finds that he is physically attracted to none other than his sworn enemy Sid! However, he also experiences a soul-to-soul connection with the noble Preeti Singh, who, like himself, is a scholarship student of humble origins. 

Will Susanna choose Sid or Preeti? Will love win over primeval lust? 

Characters:

Sandeep Kataria/Susanna Marino: 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. 

Richa Luthra: is the 19 year old queen bee of the school. Richa is the daughter of a wealthy industrialist and is a lazy, spoilt, pampered and manipulative girl. She is very pretty to look at though, and dresses stylishly in short dresses, high heels and makeup. For some reason, she harbors an intense dislike for Sid. 

In order to defeat Sid, Richa helps Sandeep transform into female Italian student, Susanna. Richa soon starts using the power she has on Susanna to manipulate and control her body and gender identity. 

Siddharth “Sid” Arora: is the 19 year old rival of the protagonist. 

Sid is blessed with dazzling Greek God like looks: he’s tall, has soft brown hair and finely chiseled features. His good looks and oratory help him win peer popularity. However, when Sid discovers that Sandeep is better-liked than he is, he starts resorting to mean, underhanded tricks to pull Sandeep down. 

In a strange irony of fate, Sid falls head-over-heels in love with Susanna, the feminized version of Sandeep. Both of them even date for a while. 

Preeti Singh: is an 18 year old scholarship student from Agra. She is tall, slender and is extremely pretty, with smooth brown limbs and eyes like a doe’s. Preeti doesn’t approve of Richa’s manipulative ways, but hangs out with her in order to “fit in”. However, when Richa crosses a line with Susanna, Preeti jumps to the latter’s defense and breaks away from Richa. 

Preeti becomes Susanna’s best friend and support system and the two eventually fall in love. 

Carlotta Lobo: is an 18 year old sidekick of Richa’s. Carlotta is a big-built girl, who dresses in a tomboyish manner and is extremely interested in sports. She is as snobbish as Richa and sticks with her even when Richa is morally in the wrong. 

Eric Dhawan: is a 19 year old sidekick of Sid’s. Eric is short, squat and is ape-like to look at. He is recognizable through his characteristic slouch. Eric misleads Sandeep into believing that he is on his side, but later betrays him. 

When Sandeep is dressed as “Susanna”, Eric doesn’t recognize him. 

He is enchanted by the beautiful princess and goes out of his way to impress her. 

Virat Sharma: is another of Sid’s cronies who harasses Sandeep. 

Mr. Edwards: is Sandeep’s class teacher. Mr. Edwards is a morally sound, impartial teacher, who sides only what is right. He metes out the same treatment to all students, irrespective of whether they are from a wealthy or an ordinary background. Mr. Edwards is deceived by Sandeep’s female avatar Susanna, and doesn’t, for once, suspect there’s anything fishy about her. 

Mr. Lawrence Hastings: is the short, squat, bald principal of Somerset High. Mr. Hastings is an Anglo-Indian and is in his late 50s. He is a hypocrite of the highest order. When Mr. Hastings finds out that “Susanna” is the feminized avatar of Sandeep, he rusticates her. However, his own unconventional habits catch up with Mr. 

Hastings and he is forced to reinstate Susanna. 

Ms. Indrani Kidwai: is a tall, ostrich-like woman who is one of the trustees of Somerset High. Ms. Kidwai is in her late 40s and is in an unusual sort of a relationship with Mr. Hastings. She, along with Hastings, rusticates Susanna, but is later forced to reinstate her for the same reasons as Mr. Hastings. 

Diya: is the beautiful, clear-eyed African infant adopted by Susanna and Preeti, whilst living in the UK. 

The Chemist: is a callow youth who is sweet on Richa. He gets her estrogen in the form of tablets. 

--------

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

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

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



Trapped in Circus 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. 

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

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their

circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

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

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



Unusual Romance at a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as

‘Arianna’ to customers who call. ‘Arianna’s’ life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear a saree on the ethnic day held in the office. 



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her. They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a

few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

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



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome

man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Medusa Locks: Feminized in Misery 

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



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask

falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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

understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 





DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH 

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

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

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. 

Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

The two men get into interesting conversation. The yumori takes Suzuki deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where Suzuki finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. 

The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect – rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 





Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk

into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 



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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. 

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. 

Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called

‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The

Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? 

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 



Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

55 year old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21 year old Queen Lysandra. Does all that follows actually transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. 

But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 

 

Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston as gorgeous 19 year old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Will she succeed in her designs? 



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion

with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His bet was that his company will grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape: An Escape to the Other Gender 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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





The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa



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

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