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Chapter 1 - An Attractive Cougar

“Carlton” my girlfriend Gina Brooks pouted “we never get to see much of each other, do we?”. 

With her baby blue eyes, perfectly bobbed red hair and an above-the-knee A-line shift, Gina looked invitingly pretty. I had been dating this intoxicating flight attendant for five years now, and life was heaven. But the hectic, inflexible nature of Gina’s job left us with little time for each other. 

“Yes, baby” I agreed, languidly flipping through my law books “It’s a real pity”. I was studying law, and was currently in the 5th semester, but studying the Civil Procedure Code held no interest for me whatsoever. I craved to be with Gina 24x7, 365 days in a year. However, I had no remote idea as to how to manage this. 

“Well, what do you propose we do about it?” Gina indignantly put her arms on her tiny waist. 

This gesture made my girlfriend look younger than her 25 years. I often teased Gina about how young she looked. And Gina often teased me back. There was truth in what Gina said: I looked closer to 20 than 25. 

“Oh, I don’t know” I carelessly said, trying to get my head around procedural law “why don’t you get a job near our apartment? Perhaps you could be a receptionist or something?”. Gina and I shared a 30x30 flat in the Eurasian Cantonment Area of Bangalore. The flat was a pretty modest one, with two bedrooms, a living hall, a kitchen and a bathroom, but pretty much served the needs of a young couple like us. 

Gina seized a textbook from my hand and thwacked me on the head. “Oww…what was that for?” I asked shocked. 

“For being such a male chauvinist pig!” said Gina thwacking me again “didn’t it occur to you to get a job in my airline? You could complete your law course via correspondence”. My girlfriend worked with Zephyr Airways, which was the fourth largest in India, size-wise and in terms of the number of passengers it carried. 

“I could” I said “but how would an administrative job help?” 

“I was thinking on lines of a flight attendant, silly!” said Gina impatiently “’a steward’ as they used to say in the good old days. There is an open session going on, so there’s no need to apply. 

You could just walk into Room No. 9 at the farthest end of the airport and attend the interview in the coming week”. 

“Do you think I’d qualify?” I asked taking an objective look in the mirror “the job demands a good personality”. I liked what I saw in the mirror. At 5’6, I wasn’t the tallest male on earth, but was definitely one of the cutest (even if I say so myself). With a pair of china blue eyes, a small pert nose and wavy brown hair, I looked rather like Scottish actor James McAvoy. My body wasn’t overly muscular, but was in shape. “Weight in proportion to height” - that’s what all airlines advertised, right? Well, I had that. 

“You know you’ve got it, pretty boy” Gina teased “don’t fish for compliments now!” 

“But I wonder if I have the customer care skills…” I said seeking further reassurance. 

“Oh, you do” Gina assured me “when it comes to mollycoddling children and pampering grandmas, you can give a trained nanny a run for her money!” 

“Then I am mighty glad” I drawled. I flipped Gina over on her back and tickled her neck and dimpled chin. She laughed until tears ran down her eyes and begged me to stop. Oh, the juvenile-erotic games of sweet youth! 


***

On the D-day, I dressed in a double breasted tan suit, with a dark brown tie picked by my girlfriend. The crisp white shirt I wore didn’t have a single crease and its collar was held stiff by a pair of silver collar-stiffeners Gina had borrowed from her dad for the occasion. A pair of classic pearl double cuff-links and roasted coffee bean colored loafers completed my ensemble. 

My face glowed with health and vitality. My wavy brown hair glimmered so brilliantly that it would have put men in shampoo ads to shame. I surveyed my teeth: they dazzled like diamonds. 

With a few last minute tips and reading of sample in-flight announcements, I was ready to take on the world. Gina and I drove to the airport in her vanilla white Maruti 800 car. Since Gina had already handed over my resume to the HR department of Zephyr Airways, I didn’t have to take the trouble of carrying it along. 

The airport was the most overwhelming, yet exciting place on earth. It was spread over 400

acres, had a capacious runway and aircrafts with behemoth wingspans. My loafers made contact with PVC flooring that was perfect and the high ceiling curved ahead of me in an exciting tunnel. 

People of different nationalities, cultures and professions pulled their trolleys along or patiently waited in the passenger areas. The staff areas comprised of some perfectly dressed people. The attractively lit retail outlets and restaurants beckoned me invitingly. 

Resisting the urge to have a Coke, I walked to room number 9. At the entrance of the interview room, Gina gave me an encouraging peck on the cheek and disappeared. I was left to handle the interview on my own. Suppressing the nervousness that threatened to debilitate me, I strode in. 

That was the first time I saw her. 

45 year old Rosaline Wells, an experienced In-flight Service Manager, was seated beside two non-descript men in identical navy blue suits and two neatly dressed young females. The

perfectly tailored light olive-green shirt that Rosaline wore flattered her ripe perfectly spherical breasts and brought out the color of her twinkling green eyes perfectly. She had a long slightly gaunt face with high-cheek bones, a feature that added to her attractiveness. As she stood up, I noticed that Rosaline was wearing a figure-hugging skirt that flattered her voluptuous figure and nude high heeled pumps that made her look three or four inches taller than her already towering 5 feet 9 inches. 

“Hello” I said “I am Carlton Hart”. 

“Welcome Mr. Hart” said one of the two guys in identical suits “we received your resume and are quite happy with the way you’ve presented yourself. Now if you’ll excuse us, we have other work to attend to. Ms. Wells here will be your sole interviewer”. The men shook my slightly sweaty hands and departed. The two girls (who had obviously been freshly interviewed) thanked Rosaline Wells, gave me a friendly parting smile and left the room. Even though I was nervous, I returned their smiles. 

I was left alone with Rosaline Hart. I noticed that though she wasn’t a classic beauty, Rosaline was a very attractive woman. 

“Have a seat, Mr. Hart” she said in warm, but professional tones “you don’t have to be nervous”. 

She pushed back a strand of golden hair and gave me a humorous, slightly skewed smile. 

“This is the first time I have applied for the post of a flight assistant” I said frankly. It was a gawky, stupid, bumbling thing to say, but Rosaline took no notice of it. “It doesn’t matter” she said soothingly “as long as you have the interest and aptitude, it’s alright. Besides, we’ll put you through an 8 week period of intensive training before you actually start working on aircrafts”. 

Rosaline started off with the expected question. “Why do you want to be a flight assistant?” she asked. 

“I would like to be a flight attendant for Zephyr Airways as I believe I have excellent customer service skills and the talent of interacting with diverse customers, both at a personal and professional level. I also understand the importance of team spirit, and would work with my colleagues to create the most comfortable flying experience ever for passengers. I also understand the importance of customer safety, and would be perfectly suited to the exciting, bustling fast paced environment of the aviation industry” I rattled out the notes that I had mugged. Frankly speaking, I sounded rather like a parrot. Throughout the time during which I answered, I was aware of Rosaline’s twinkling green eyes appraising the shape of my forehead, the angle of my nose and the curve of my lips. Simultaneously I had an overwhelming urge, to reach out and touch Rosaline’s shoulder-length thick golden blonde hair. I clenched my arms at my sides and forced myself to smile. 

Rosaline smiled too—her funny little lopsided smile. “Your answer is technically perfect” she said kindly, “but I urge you to cast protocol aside and speak from the heart. See me as a friend, not as an interviewer. Why do you think you have exceptional customer service skills?” 

“Well” I answered “it’s because I love looking after people. As my girlfriend says I love

‘mollycoddling children and pampering elderly ladies’. There is something about care-giving

that gives me the deepest satisfaction. I often feel bad that I’m not able to assist people on a day-to-day basis”. 

Rosaline nodded, as if affirming some inner thought. Then she gave me the widest, most brilliant smile ever. It reminded me of water in the sunshine. 

“I believe I just got a glimpse into your soul” she said, looking at me in a way that made the small hairs on my body rise “thank you for trusting me enough to….”. 

Rosaline went on to ask me further questions vis-à-vis diplomacy, customer safety and professional interactions. In between taking notes, her sparkling green eyes kept returning to my tiny, delicate hands. I was acutely aware of the delicate nape of Rosalind’s neck, the haphazard rhythm of her breathing, the perfect spheres of her breasts and a thin film of perspiration on her upper lip. She proceeded to ask me to read a sample in-flight announcement. I read it as crisply and clearly as I could. 

At the end of the interview, Rosaline looked elated. “Congratulations, Carlton” she said “You’ve done tremendously well. I liked the way you answered the questions and the affable manner in which you interacted with your peers. After all, they are your future classmates and coworkers. I am happy to announce that you’re eligible for our 8 week training program. However, after gauging your personality, I’m convinced that you’d be more eligible to be a female flight attendant rather than a male”. 

“What?!” I said unable to believe my ears. 

“You heard me right, Carlton” said Rosaline “I think you are better suited to be an air-hostess, rather than a steward”. 

Chapter 2 - Becoming Clarissa

I doubled up with laughter. Rosaline sure had a crooked sense of humor to go along with her funny, lopsided smile. My belly laugh persisted until my stomach ached. Tears of merriment sprung from my eyes and rolled down my cheeks. Somewhere midway between a chortle and a cough did I realize that Rosaline Wells was serious. She was looking at me kindly, almost sympathetically. 

“Ms. Wells, you’re not joking” I abruptly stopped laughing and remarked. 

“No, I am not” Rosaline’s crooked smile was a bit sad. 

“Well, then why do you think I…” I said “why did you say what you just said?” 

“It’s written all over you” said Rosaline “that you have a girl (let’s call her Clarissa) trapped on the inside. Clarissa’s knocking hard against the door of your body, desperately seeking expression”. 

“If the ‘writing’ is so conspicuous” I said, congratulating myself on my clever word-play ‘how come I can’t read it?”. 

“Perhaps you’re not familiar with the alphabet of your own subconscious” Rosaline said gravely

“but one day—not too far from now—you’ll be able to read it”. 

I was outraged by Rosaline’s words. “For someone who barely knows me, Madam” I said “you take too many liberties. Do you think you’re some kind of an oracle?” 

“When one is as old as I am, Carlton” said Rosaline “you don’t have to have clairvoyant abilities. Life experience is enough”. 

“What you say should be backed by concrete examples” I said challengingly “where in me is Clarissa ‘trapped’?” 

“If examples are what you seek, I can provide you with many” replied Rosaline “I see Clarissa in the sway of your hips, the silky tone of your voice, your effeminate brow and the dainty gestures of your hands. Clarissa is trapped in your soul and sneaks a peek through your body”. 

“Madam, you’ve lost your mind!” I cried appalled, covering my ears with my hands. The stuff Rosaline was mouthing was unfit for aural consumption. I had come to Room No. 9 hoping to be interviewed, but had an encounter with a raving madwoman instead. 

“I haven’t, and please call me ‘Rosaline’” said Rosaline Wells tenderly “I know how disturbing it could be when someone first holds up a mirror to your sub-conscious. It…I know through vicarious experience how much damage GID can do if not spotted early enough. My intention is to help you, not to cause you distress. I am sorry if I have upset you”. A look of pain had replaced the twinkle of Rosaline’s green eyes. She seemed to go far back in time and relive some

immensely painful memory. I suddenly felt very sorry for the woman, and decided to humor her. 

“Okay, if you say so, ‘Clarissa’ must be in me” I said “but since you brought her up so suddenly, I guess I freaked out”. 

“You must not” Rosaline said benevolently “I’m sure you’ve felt Clarissa’s presence earlier. 

Perhaps when you were too young to view these impulses as ‘wrong’?” Rosaline had moved from her table and sauntered down to the chair I was sitting on. Once again, I became acutely aware of her Vanilla Sugar scent, of the maternal moist warmth of her body and her sheer silky femininity. Rosaline then placed her elegant blood-red varnished fingers on my shoulders. I was bombarded with a plethora of contradictory feelings and emotions all at once. I wanted to penetrate this woman’s body; I wanted to feel her in my blood. Yet a part of me wished to be away from the cougar and return to the reassuring company of my naïve young girlfriend. 

I tried to get my mind to focus on what Rosaline had asked. Had I felt Clarissa’s presence earlier? Not that I was aware of. I told Rosaline that. 

“Oh come on” Rosaline persuaded “didn’t you recognize Clarissa, when, as a child you wanted to play with dolls instead of trucks?” 

“I don’t remember” I replied truthfully. 

“Try to regress back in time and recall….” the crazy woman persisted “didn’t you realize Clarissa was trapped in you, when, as a little child, you preferred watching your mommy get all dolled-up for a party, rather than engage in rough-and-tumble play with your father?” 

I sincerely tried to recall, but drew a blank. “Sorry, I’ve got nothing” I said. 

“Repression!...repression…that’s what has happened with you” said Rosaline. A gleam of understanding had come into her expressive green eyes. They seemed to travel back in time and Rosaline said “that’s what had happened to…..oh never mind! Let’s concentrate on you!” 

“What do you want me to do?” I asked cagily. Though I thought Rosaline was beautiful and considerate, I had some doubts about the state of her mind. If I was any judge, the woman was seriously off her rocker. 

“Come with me into the ladies room” she said “I have a few supplies there. I’ll help you say your initial ‘Hello” to Clarissa”. Rosaline again smiled her warm ‘water in sunshine’ smile. 

I followed Rosaline along the smooth passenger areas, retail outlets and restaurants to a room marked “Ladies”. As I didn’t know what to expect, I was extremely intimidated. My heart was thudding at 90 beats per minute. I felt high curved ceiling of the airport closing in on me. 

All through our little sojourn to the ladies’ restroom, I cast surreptitious glances around. The passengers were immersed in their own personal business of waiting, flipping through reading material and assembling luggage. Gina was nowhere to be seen. 

Rosaline guided me inside the ladies room and shut the door firmly behind us. “The public is

allowed to use this restroom only during emergencies” she assured me “so; you don’t have to worry about anyone barging in on us”. Rosaline’s words had a reassuring effect on me. My heart rate came back to something close to normal. 

The restroom was squeaky clean. A huge mirror covered one wall, in front of which stood rows of washbasins. The first cubicles had western style commodes, the others were fitted with showers. I noticed that only a thin pane of pink-tinted glass separated the shower area from the corridor. I was appalled to note that a leading airline like Zephyr had taken bather privacy lightly. 

“Now, step in” said Rosaline gesturing towards one of the shower cubicles “personal hygiene is the most important part of being a flight attendant. I ought to know; I was a flight attendant for numerous years before becoming the ISM”. 

“You want me to take a shower?!” I asked aghast. 

“Yes” said Rosaline tersely. 

I took off my loafers and socks and stepped into the cubicle gingerly. The marble tiles were cool against my bare feet. I closed the door and stripped off my clothes one by one. Since there weren’t enough hangers in the cubicle to hang all my clothes, I handed them to Rosaline from over the pink-tinted pane. Somewhat self-conscious of my naked form being silhouetted against the translucent glass pane, I took a shower—my second for the day. From outside, I was aware of Rosaline singing some happy personal melody to herself. She seemed busy retrieving something from a packet. 

After I turned the water faucet off, Rosaline handed me something from over the tinted glass. It was classy, expensive lingerie: female lingerie. Cursing myself for what I’d let myself into, I wore the brassiere, which seemed to be a special one, customized to hold custom-full inserts. The panties had been tailored in such a way that they held and flattened me, so the bulge of my manhood wasn’t visible. 

“Now come out” said Rosaline in her soft, benign voice. 

I stepped out feeling extremely disconcerted. Ever since I attained adolescence, I hadn’t appeared in my underwear in front of my mother or any other female I didn’t have sex with. Appearing in front of a prospective boss clad in female lingerie extremely seemed weird, to say the least. 

Whatever it was that I had expected when I left home in the morning, it certainly wasn’t this. 

“Sweet” Rosaline muttered as if to herself “Ronnie, you look sweet….”. 

 Ronnie?  Was the woman confusing me for someone else? Or was she just, as I had supposed earlier, a raving lunatic? 

Either ways, it didn’t matter. I was just here to humor her. And land a job to be close to Gina. I didn’t really care if I had to dress in drag to gain it. 

Rosaline gestured towards a high stool that stood in front of the mirror. I promptly sat on it. The well-cut tan lingerie fit me like second skin. Rosaline’s elegant hand abstractedly caressed my rib, and then withdrew to salvage something from a bag. It was a shimmering off-white, finely-tailored silk-shirt with a bunch of lace at the collar. Two ornamental vertical pleats ran down either side of the shirt, and single pearl cuff-links adorned either side of each sleeve. I felt the luxurious caress of silk against my skin as Rosaline inserted each sleeve into my arm and buttoned the Zephyr Airways female flight attendants’ shirt up my chest. 

A vintage wine pencil skirt with deep slits was slipped over my head and arms next. Rosaline asked me to stand up so that she could tug the skirt down. As she clasped the back button and pulled the zipper up, I noticed how trim my belly looked in the figure-hugging skirt. The delicate bronzed belt clinched at the waist, made its circumference look smaller. 

I had to admit that I didn’t look bad. Since I had very fine fair hair on my legs, they looked smooth as if they had been waxed. I noticed that my legs were rather shapely like that film stars’

who graced the celluloid. To be more specific, they looked like that of female film stars’ that I’d seen on silver screen. 

Rosaline encased my soft white feet in classic high heeled pumps that were another ode to the 1960s. She reached out for my ears and clasped a simple pearl earring on each earlobe. Going with the vintage “comb hair while wet” motto, Rosaline ran a brush through my freshly washed longish hair and blow dried it. She used some sort of a holding product, a hair spray or something, to hold my brown locks in place. 

Rosaline put her palm beneath my chin and slightly tilted my head up. She looked deep into my china blue eyes with her own mysterious green ones. An involuntary judder passed through my body. What did the ISM intend doing? Did Rosaline intend kissing me? 

However, it seemed like Rosaline was just studying the structure of my face. Apparently satisfied with what she saw, Rosaline daubed pale translucent skin powder on my face. The next thing I was aware of was of my eyelashes being curled and being decorated with heavy mascara. 

Rosaline emphasized the crease of my eye with white eyeliner and finished off with a false lash. 

With a little red hat perched on one side of my head, I looked like any other female flight attendant with Zephyr Airways. As the silky smoothness of the shirt fondled my skin and the stretchable fabric of my skirt embraced my waist, I really felt as if the Clarissa in me had broken free. 


***

“Rosaline didn’t actually make you do that?!” cried Gina incredulous. We were snuggled up on the moveable, deflate-able bed of our cozy two bedroom apartment. The steaming mugs of coffee in our hands were meant to clear the last dregs of sleep from our eyes. With her hands around the coffee mug and legs folded beneath her, Gina looked young, fresh and very…

desirable. 

“Oh well she did” I tried to sound casual “Gave me some crap about my having GID too. 

Apparently, there is a trapped ‘Clarissa’ in me who craves release”. 

“Wow, that’s dense” Gina’s baby blue eyes opened wide “I feel a tad envious that I didn’t unleash the Clarissa in you”. 

“Oh don’t bother about Clarissa”, I said pulling Gina’s night gown up and caressing her hip bone tenderly “you’ve sure unleashed the horniness in Carlton. And that’s more than enough for starters”. 


***

Eight weeks of training passed by in a jiffy. During the period, I was expected to dress as Clarissa would: in turtle neck tops, pencil skirts, blouses in pastel colors, and solid colored jackets in navy blue, onion pink and burnt sienna. I sometimes wore dresses printed with tiny, elegant roses. The makeup and hair was the same as Rosaline had introduced me to, but I veered away from the classic red lipstick and experimented with pink, brown and coral shades. My esteemed ISM was more than happy to bear the expenses of all of the above. 

Dressed as Clarissa, I learnt about airlines in general and Zephyr Airways in particular, industry and aircraft, identifying different kinds of aircraft (I could spot B7575, B737S and A320s even before the course), typical cabin crew functions like announcement and demonstration of safety and emergency procedures, customer iterations and other duties. I noticed that in a batch of twenty, I was the only genetic male. The women trainees realized that I was a man dressed in drag, nudged each other and giggled and even teased me a bit initially, but soon began to accept me for who and what I was. To them I was Clarissa, a girl like any one of them and I was treated no differently. No one actually stopped to ruminate on the history, biology and psychology that went into the making of Clarissa. If there is one thing that I find is assuaging about people my own age, it is lack of time and the inclination to analyze issues in depth. They are happy to take things at face value and forget about superfluous things. 

I was so good at theory and handling simulated situations that I topped the flight attendants’

course. However, when it came to being an actual, bona-fide flight attendant, my problems began. Wearing the feminine silk off-white uniform shirt in cramped, artificially pressurized cabins was a singularly uncomfortable experience. Having to manage and maneuver food and beverage trolleys through cramped spaces wearing the uniform pencil skirt, which restricted leg movement, was a nightmare. So also was running around, to check on supplies and assist passengers to enter or disembark, wearing three inch high heels. Since I found walking in high heels tricky, I often lost my balance and tripped. On one inopportune occasion, when walking down the aisle bearing a tray containing beverages, I tripped over a passenger sitting in the first seat of the economy class. When I got to my feet, I noticed that his originally immaculate white shirt was besmirched with orange, purple and dark brown stains. The infuriated passenger glared at me and asked to speak to the ISM. Rosaline had to be summoned and she launched into a series of profuse apologies on my behalf. She gave the enraged passenger a complementary shirt and even upgraded him to business class to placate him. The passenger calmed down only after having taken a dig at my “weird-looking breasts” and thighs that looked like “parallel lines”. 

Since I considered the passenger’s anger to have been incited by my own clumsy action, I tried to ignore his insulting remarks and refrained from reporting them to Rosaline. 

On another occasion, I passed a child of about six watching a recent movie called “The Danish

Girl”, which is the real life story of landscape artist Einar Wegner, who realizes that he is a woman trapped in a man’s body after his portrait-artist wife asks him to pose in a female ballet dancer’s costume in order to complete her painting. As the little girl (who shouldn’t have been allowed to watch an “A” movie in the first place) followed the gradual on-screen progression of Einar Wegner’s into Lili Elbe, something about my looks, movements and mannerisms caught her attention. The little girl’s wide-eyed gaze flit back and forth between the actor depicting Einar and me. Her curiosity transformed into a loud, eerie, high-pitched childish tone as she nudged her mother, pointed towards me and asked, “Mom is that flight attendant like Lili? Is she a man who dresses like a woman”? The well-mannered mother asked her daughter to keep her volume down, but the damage had already been done. About fifty pairs of eyes turned in my direction, and scrutinized every portion of my anatomy, brazenly trying to ascertain if there was some truth in what the little girl had said. One or two adults, who should have known better, even passed distasteful comments about my “peculiar” shoulder to hip ratio, hairline that started a little backwards than the average woman’s and my Adam’s apple that had decided to jut out from above the bunch of lace at the top of my shirt. 

I try to carry out my duties as if nothing was amiss, but felt my face flush a deep shade of crimson. My hands went cold and ears burned with shame. I disappeared into the flight attendant’s area and held my head in my hands. The moment was a tense one; I battled the urge to light up a cigarette and take a quick smoke. At that moment, I wished Gina was there for me. I yearned for the warm touch of my girlfriend’s hand and imagined her pretty voice say “It’s all going to be okay, Carl. You’re going to get through this. Sorry.  We’re going to get through this

—together. However, Gina didn’t come. To come to think of it, she had always had the uncanny knack of disappearing when I needed her the most. I noticed that Gina liked me only when I was bright and cheerful and avoided me when I was sad or moody. She often said that seeing me moody often made her feel despondent. 

As I was reflecting on Gina’s nature, the whiff of a familiar perfume reached my nostrils. Vanilla Sugar. I lifted my heavy crestfallen head to find the glamorous Rosaline standing in front of me. 

Her voluptuous figure was dressed in a similar white silk shirt and wine-colored pencil skirt as me and the rest of the flight attendants, but Rosaline wore a prominent badge to indicate her status as the In-flight Service Manager. Rosaline’s eyes dripped empathy and her funny lopsided little smile was sad. 

“Sorry, you had to go through that” she said sitting next to me. Rosaline was so close that I could smell the fruity fragrance of her breath. She was breathing unevenly. I was painfully aware of the rise and fall of her gigantic bosom, the musky smell of her hair and her overwhelming, intoxicating femininity. 

Rosaline placed an elegant red-varnished hand on my shoulder. “Clarissa…” she said in a voice choked with a plethora of emotions “I am so sorry…but these are the travails you must endure, my dear, en route your journey to womanhood….”. 

“It’s not easy” I said tears pricking the back of my eyelids and threatening to spill forth. I could feel my lower lip tremble with emotion. Rosaline’s wide mouth trembled too, mirroring my sentiments. At the moment, I felt so ineffably close to her that the two of us might as well have been one person. Rosaline’s fruity breath had a cooling effect on my flushed skin. Her generous

lips were inches away from mine. I closed my eyes, preparing myself for the inevitable. I felt Rosaline’s lips brush against mine. 

Then caught in some inner conflict, she abruptly withdrew. She stood up, murmured “I should leave” and ran down the aisle. A whole minute passed. Nothing remained but the tantalizing scent of Rosaline’s sweet perfume and the yearning she had left behind in my heart thanks to our unconsummated kiss. 


***

Even though the cabin crew was quite polite towards me, the male pilots were often uncouth. 

When a situation arose when I was forced to go into the cockpit, the pilots would often make snide comments about my appearance, voice (that hadn’t reached the honeyed-dulcet tones of Clarissa yet) and mannerisms. They would take great pleasure in imitating my gestures and mannerisms, and a few even tried to grope me. In spite of my uncompromisingly female moniker, these boors knew or had guessed that I was a man dressed in a female flight attendants’

uniform. They assumed that allegations of sexual harassment made by a guy wouldn’t carry any weight in the Indian court of law. 

During these times, an upright young pilot named Eddie Williams invariably came to my rescue. 

Eddie would reprimand his colleagues for their improper conduct and would quietly request them to leave me alone. I liked Eddie’s spiky blonde hair, his freckled face and boyish smile, but was never attracted to him. I don’t think he was sexually enamored of me either, but we liked to laugh, chat and share a drink when we were free. Our platonic friendship became the subject of some malicious gossip among the pilots and the worse members of the cabin crew. Among other things, Eddie and I were called faggots. The gossip was foul, but didn’t bother me much as Gina didn’t pay any heed to it. 

However, an incident that occurred when I happened to be onboard IC801 as it headed from Mumbai to Delhi made me lose control. A senior flight crew supervisor (second in seniority to Rosaline Wells) named Richard Smith, a sour faced perpetually frowning man in his forties, became the reason for my uncharacteristically aggressive behavior. Just as I parted the curtain of the business class section and entered the economy class bearing a trolley of food, Eddie Williams passed me. He flashed me an affable smile before disappearing into the cockpit. I returned it, happy to see my cheerful buddy in the soporific afternoon hour. Richard Smith noticed our friendly interaction and sniggered nastily. 

I decided to ignore him and walked on with the trolley. “Good afternoon,  Clarissa” drawled Richard, placing an undue emphasis on my moniker “how did you sleep last night?” 

I thought Richard’s question was an odd one, but answered it anyway. “Very well, thank you, Richard” I said.  Why should he be asking about last night when the day has turned into afternoon already? I wondered baffled. 

“Why, that’s a wonder!” said Richard feigning surprise. His tone was harsh and sarcastic. 

Richard’s unusually high tone had reached the passengers for they turned around in their seats to stare at him and me. 

“What do you mean?” I asked quietly, trying to ignore the prying eyes of the passengers. 

“One would have thought you were up all night pleasuring Eddie” quipped Richard. 

Richard had made the remark within the earshot of passengers. If they stared before, they gaped with their jaws hanging open now. My ears tingled in acute humiliation. 

“Keep a civil tongue in your mouth, Richard” I warned quietly “you have crossed a line”. 

“The ones who have been crossing the line are you and your faggot of a boyfriend!” insinuated Richard “yes, I mean what I say. Don’t look so surprised. Eddie Williams is a faggot because he fucks a woman like you: a woman whom I’m sure has a penis!”. 

It was then that I punched Richard Smith hard. My anger had built up to such behemoth proportions, that I punched the bastard again. I was vaguely sentient that he was bleeding. 

Richard had made the fatal mistake of overlooking one crucial fact. Even though I had the feminine mannerisms of Clarissa, I still had the strength of Carlton. 

I was aware of the passengers’ gasps. Unable to muster the courage to face them, I ran towards the flight attendants’ area. I sat there for many minutes, blankly staring into the darkness. About thirty minutes later, sweet cascades of a familiar perfume reached me in the darkness. 

I didn’t need light to know who it was. I was sure Rosaline wasn’t here to comfort me this time. 

She was in the flight attendants’ area to reprimand me. 

“You forgot to serve the passengers’ lunch” Rosaline’s voice reached me in silky waves in the darkness. 

Drat. I had been so upset that I had forgotten all about the passengers’ midday meal. Not only had I punched a cabin crew member, but had kept about a hundred people starving. 

If I had expected Rosaline to reprimand me before, I was sure she would fire me now. I waited, expecting her to deliver the marching orders. 

Rosaline’s words came as a surprise to me. “Don’t worry” she said in a mollifying tone “Gina and another flight assistant have served the lunch”. 

There was a momentary silence. Rosaline and I gazed at the immobile clouds suspended in the air, visible through an open shutter. 

“Rosaline” my voice was a fervent plea “I didn’t mean to hit Richard”. 

“I know, honey” said Rosaline “but some people can be provocative. You need to shut their mouths by trying to look more like Clarissa. I don’t believe you can entirely get in touch with her until you have a woman’s body”. 

“What are the implications of your words?” I asked puzzled. 

“I suggest you take female hormones for a couple of months” Rosaline suggested “a feminized

body will make you more comfortable in your skin and with your job. It will also stop these blabber-mouths from saying the first thing that comes to their minds. Public memory is short. 

People like Richard will soon forget you were born in a man’s body”. 

“But Rosaline!” I cried appalled “I couldn’t possibly tamper with my body to shut a few boorish mouths!”. 

“I am sorry, but otherwise you’ll have to leave Zephyr Airways” said Rosaline with a ring of finality in her voice. “And that would be a pity. Because Gina told me you joined just to be close to her. Would you jeopardize your relationship just because of some petty ego issues?” 

Chapter 3 - Unanticipated Twists and Turns Since I couldn’t bear the prospect of being parted from Gina, I decided to try the estrogen hormone pills that Rosaline suggested I take. Gina and I initially thought of the whole idea as fun, and felt hopeful that with the changing of my body, she and I would be able to take sex to a wholly new unexplored plane. Gina and I monitored the changes in my body like expecting parents who monitored the growth of a developing embryo. Changes were apparent about ten days from the date on which I had started taking my estrogen pills. Gina and I first noticed conical protrusions on either side of my chest area. The areolas in the region had grown larger and my nipples looked turgid, puffy and distended. “Look at you!” Gina cried in excitement as she evaluated the new development “You’re budding: just like I did when I hit puberty!” 

“I’m sure you hooters weren’t half as ugly” I said sulkily. The new development had left me feeling confused, moody and sulky. I didn’t know what was happening to me, but I felt like crying most of the time. 

“Oh they were ‘uglier’ I assure you” said Gina “and besides my skin had broken out in ugly pimples during that phase! Your skin, on the contrary, is getting velvety smooth!” 

“I guess that’s the best part of the entire feminization deal” I said fondling my silky, feminine skin with my fingers “I do admit I like my new skin better than my previous rough course one. 

Also, I notice that I am not as hairy as I used to be. Besides, I could swear my.. ahem….organ has shrunk”. 

“I didn’t…ahem…notice any difference” said my girlfriend “last night was as satisfactory as any other”. 

“Whew…that’s a relief” I said “but you do realize don’t you that the size of my penis is likely to decrease?” 

“Let’s cross the mountains when we come to them” said my girlfriend kissing me lightly on the lips “for now let us savor what your divine adolescence has to offer”. 

My ‘divine adolescence’ had much to offer. Within a matter of months, my inbuilt falsies had to be thrown away as my breasts had burgeoned to the 34 B size. Though I’d heard that it takes about 2-4 years for the body to acquire the fat distribution pattern resembling that of females, I could swear my hips and buttocks already appeared much more rounded than before. Thanks to the tracheal shave Rosaline Wells had paid for, I no longer had to endure taunts about my Adam’s apple. Also, my voice retraining lessons had really paid off because I actually spoke in sweet honeyed tones of a female now. I noticed a decreased interest in sex, yet engaged in it to keep my young, energetic girlfriend happy. During this time I noticed another change in my personality: I hated applying my mind to pleading, penology and procedural law or anything I dubbed as dull and masculine. All I wanted to do was sit around the house during my off days and spend my time cooking, cleaning and doing day-to-day household chores. In an unexpected twist that I had been too embarrassed to mention to anybody, I actually had started peeing sitting down. It somehow seemed like the natural thing to do. 

The dynamics of my relationship with Gina changed during these times. She somehow transmuted from a girlfriend to my best female friend. We discussed nail paints and glossies, shopped for clothes and talked about the men we commonly knew (Eddie Williams, in particular). Apart from the 1960s style clothes that Rosaline had bought for me, Gina purchased overalls, cute little contemporary tops, sexy three-fourth length Capri pants and dresses of various lengths. While I was comfortable maintaining sisterly interactions with Gina, I had to readjust my sexual patterns with her. Gina was impatient at first, but soon started enjoying the process of exploring my new body. 

It was during this time that the weirdest things happened to me once or twice. When I kissed Gina’s invitingly pretty face, Rosaline’s gaunt attractive visage flashed in front of my mind. 

When I made love to Gina’s hard, tight body, I visualized myself grabbing hold of Rosaline’s luscious curves. Often, in my imagination, Gina’s perky breasts were replaced by Rosaline’s ripe mature ones. 

“Get out of my mind, you predatory cougar!” I would murmur in exasperation “go get yourself someone else, you hideous siren!”. During the process of many of these nocturnal mumblings, Gina would often wake up and enquire as to why I was talking to myself. 


***

Now that I had an authentic feminine body, I started working with more confidence than before. 

My confidence shone through in the upbeat sway of my walk, my crisp professional tone and the open dazzling smile that I flashed at passengers after answering their queries apropos flights, weather, travel routes et al. The off-white silk top no longer irritated me, and the pencil skirt was convenient to walk in. I found myself able to help passengers alight and disembark from the aircraft, and push trolleys through the aisle without stumbling once because of my high heels. 

Life became such a breeze that I secretly started thanking Rosaline for giving me estrogen hormones. 

The success of the HRT had got Rosaline and me closer. We easily chatted about dresses, books, music and generally about everything under the sun. Rosaline told me that she enjoyed gardening and had planted a number of green and vegetable saplings in the balcony of her apartment in Whitefield. Rosaline told me that she enjoyed living in the lap of nature and reveled in the idea of growing her own food. From our frequent interactions, I also learnt that Rosaline liked pets and that she kept two guinea pigs in her house. 

Rosaline’s sweet musky scent still tantalized me. Months had passed since I had first met her, yet I was forced to clench my fists at my sides to keep my overwhelming desire to reach out and touch Rosaline’s shiny golden blonde hair in check. 

Gina noticed the growing proximity between me and Rosaline and wasn’t in the least pleased. 

During our lovemaking sessions, she asked me innumerable questions about what Rosaline and I conversed about and why we liked spending so much time together. I reassured Gina that I talked to Rosaline just like I did with any other member of the cabin crew, and that she wasn’t special to me in any way. Gina bought my explanation, but didn’t seem too convinced by it. I was pained to see suspicion in Gina’s eyes when Rosaline and I had done nothing to warrant it. 

***

During an inbound flight from Chennai to Mumbai, I served red wine to a passenger whose long Celtic face, romantic melancholy eyes and brooding pout of a mouth seemed vaguely familiar. 

The upward movement of his arm, as he raised it to reach out for the wine glass, revealed the colored tattoo of two blue and pink overlapping triangles. I recognized the tattoo as a symbol of bisexuality. 

I recognized the person because of the tattoo. It was none other than the famous gender fluid pop star, Joe Meyers Perry, also known as Twiggy Meteor. The trailblazing singer who was also an activist for LGBT rights was one of the best selling music artistes in the world and had won numerous awards. I had spent my teenage years listening to his catchy angst-ridden music on the replay. Twiggy Meteor’s song “Revolution” had reached the number one on the charts and stayed there for quite a few weeks. Even though Revolution had realized ten years ago, I still listened to it many times a day. 

I loved Twiggy Meteor’s music. That’s an understatement: I think I was the biggest Twiggy Meteor fan who ever walked the sinful earth! 

“I don’t believe this” I said to him in dazed tones “I must be dreaming”. 

“I assure you, my lovely, that you’re very much awake” answered Twiggy Meteor amused. In spite of being star-struck (or rather, Meteor-struck), I was perceptive enough to notice that Twiggy Meteor was fascinated by the dramatic curve of my raven black brow, the enviable shape of my lips and the elegant shape of my fingers. 

“The 1960s look suits you especially well” Twiggy Meteor sincerely “you carry the bouffant, the classic red lipstick and the classic high heeled pumps with especial panache”. 

“Not only have I seen Twiggy Meteor, but have received a compliment from him” I said out aloud “pinch me to reassure that I am not seeing you in my sleep”. 

Twiggy Meteor obliged and quite promptly. 

“Ouch, Mr. Perry!” I said rubbing my bruised forearm “that will do!”. 

“Did that hurt?” asked Twiggy Meteor concerned “I am so sorry”. 

“Sorry will not suffice” I said with mock anger. 

“Then how do I compensate you, my dear lady?” enquired Twiggy Meteor. 

“Maybe by singing a few lines of Revolution on the plane address system?” I said rubbing my hands together in excitement. 

“Isn’t that against the airline rules?” Twiggy Meteor raised one pierced eyebrow. 

“I don’t think a few moments are going to matter” I said with conviction. 

“Alright, Ma’am, your wish is my command” said Twiggy Meteor standing up and following me to the intercom situated between the curtain that separated the business and the economy class. 

“Ladies and gentleman, may I have your attention please?” I said over the intercom “we have a celebrity passenger on the flight today. It’s none other than the phenomenal Twiggy Meteor! 

Currently, on my request, he’s going to croon a few lines of his 2005 hit ‘Revolution’”. 

The passengers erupted into a series of raucous cries. I could hear sounds of muted whistles and catcalls. As Twiggy Meteor screamed the bitter-sweet anti-establishment lyrics of “Revolution” 

into the intercom, passengers went berserk with joy. As Twiggy Meteor progressed with the lyrics, I could sense the passengers tapping their feet, jiving in their seats and generally enjoying Meteor’s music as much as I was. However, as I later realized, a few spoilt-sport passengers had freaked out and sneaked off to complain to a higher authority. 

“Clarissa Hart!” presently bellowed a boorish male voice behind me “what do you think you are doing?!” Twiggy Meteor stopped singing abruptly and appeared stultified. I myself jumped out of my skin. I turned in shock to see Richard Smith’s sour, perpetually frowning face glaring down at me. Richard’s face was red with rage and a bluish-green vein throbbed at the side of his graying left temple. 

“I ju-just requested Mr. Perry to sing on the intercom for a few minutes” I stammered, frightened out of my wits. 

“Aren’t you familiar with airline safety rules, you airhead?!” Richard yelled at me in front of everyone “you are, under no circumstances, supposed to allow a passenger to take over the plane address system!”. 

“I don’t us-usually, Richard” I stuttered pathetically “this was a special case. I just wanted Mr. 

Perry to entertain jaded passengers, that’s all”. 

“Well, he’s ended up annoying a few of them” said Richard point-blank “they came over and complained to me that the plane address system was being misused”. 

“I am sorry, Richard” I said humbly “I take full responsibility for this. Please excuse me this one time”. 

“Actually, this was my fault Twiggy Meteor” chipped in “the young lady here is relatively inexperienced and clueless. As an older person, I should have put my foot down and refused to sing on the intercom”. 

“Please don’t try to bail Ms. Hart out, Sir” Richard replied with cold civility “she is a prime trouble-maker if there ever was one”. 

I was hurt by the unfairness of Richard Smith’s insinuation. Throughout my tenure as a flight attendant in Zephyr Airways, I had worked hard, tried to maintain passenger comfort and safety. 

I hadn’t ever gone out of my way to create trouble the way the vengeful Richard was insinuating. 

“The Director General of Civil Aviation is going to take a grave view of this” Richard addressed

me in an ominous voice “I’ll see to it that he thoroughly investigates the incident and asks Zephyr Airline to suspend you”. 

Richard’s baneful words reverberated in my mind. Dismissal from Zephyr Airways would mean being away from my darling Gina. And there was no way I could afford to create a physical distance between myself and her. 

Tears started stinging the back of my eyes. Before I realized it, real heartbreaking sobs emerged from inside me and racked my entire body. I found myself crying and trembling in a way I had never done before. Embarrassed about breaking down in public, I rushed to the flight attendants’

area to shed tears of humiliation in private. 

Twiggy Meteor had come running after me. His sea-green eyes searched for and found me sitting at the farthermost end of the room. Becoming conscious of his presence, I quickly wiped away my tears and tried to smile. Meteor sat down beside me and offered me a tissue. 

“Thanks” I murmured “you’re very kind. And sorry about what happened at the intercom. You didn’t deserve that”. 

“Oh not at all” said Twiggy Meteor looking intently at my shapely lips “the supervisor was unnecessarily harsh on you. You didn’t deserve that”. I noticed that Meteor had moved an inch closer to me. Before I knew what was happening, Meteor had taken my face between his palms. 

He planted a few light kisses by the side of my mouth. 

Seeing that I didn’t resist, Twiggy Meteor’s lips moved to mine. He planted a few more tender, tantalizing kisses as light as a butterfly’s movement. Meteor’s hungry hands moved up and down my back. Before I could respond, the pressure of Meteor’s mouth against mine increased. Meteor didn’t exactly ask for permission as he forced his tongue into my mouth, exploring its insides and finally making contact with my own tongue. 

As this moment, I wanted Twiggy Meteor to stop. Sure, I still loved the pop star I had worshipped as a teenager, but didn’t exactly enjoy kissing him. Everything about the moment—

the ravaging force of Meteor’s tongue, the garlicky taste of his saliva and the rancid odor emanating from his hair--repelled me. Besides, I had a steady girlfriend I didn’t want to cheat on. 

With the above thoughts in mind, I tried to pull away. But it was too late. Gina, who had come into the cabin, had seen Meteor and me in action. She rushed out of the cabin and presumably down the aisle, but not before I had seen the tears of hurt in her eyes. 


***

That night Gina lay on our moveable, deflate-able bed with her petite back towards me. I tried to tickle her naked shoulder with a lock of my now long brown wavy hair, but received no response. I pressed my lips to her flaming red hair and tried to rouse her, but Gina lay as frigid as a stone. I reached out and gently caressed her cheek. I realized that they were wet with tears. 

“I am really sorry, Gina” I murmured into my girlfriends’ fiery hair “I don’t care for anyone, but you. I really and truly love you”. 

“Liar!” Gina spat in the darkness. 

“Gina, you’ve got to believe me” I said desperately in the darkness “that kiss between Meteor and me just happened because I was vulnerable. I had just received an earful from Richard within the earshot of passengers of both economy and business classes! I sat there feeling miserable, Twiggy Meteor tried to console me, and before I knew it…we were making out…it’s not as if I initiated the kiss or anything”. 

“I’ve been with you for six long years, Carlton” said Gina “and know when you’re turned on. 

You certainly were  enjoying that kiss!”. 

“That’s not true, Gina” I try to reassure her “I swear”. 

“I have little faith in those who say ‘I swear’” said Gina with cold fury “I find that they are often lying through their teeth”. 


***

The following day, Gina and I were on duty on a flight bound to Calcutta from Bangalore. I anticipated that the DGCA would have succeeded in conducting an investigation into the previous day’s incident and would have directed Zephyr Airways to suspend me. I was certain that Rosaline would walk up to me and deliver the disappointing news herself. Rosaline had been extremely kind over my punching Richard Smith and forgetting to give passengers their lunch; I doubted if she would continue to be as considerate. After all, all the kindness notwithstanding, Rosaline was also human and had her saturation point. This time, I was sure; I had inadvertently crossed a very definite line. 

Throughout the flight, I unconsciously kept an eye open for a glimpse of that ripe voluptuous body, a flash of that gaunt unusual face and the shimmer of rich golden hair. However, I didn’t catch sight of Rosaline that day. In the meantime, I caught more than a glimpse of my red-headed girlfriend engaged in profound conversation with a young man. Or rather, the young man talked, while Gina seemed to be listening to every word he uttered with rapt attention. A miraculous change had come over my girlfriend, transferring her from an ordinarily pretty girl to a young woman whose eyes shone with zealous passion. Gina’s physical features remained the same, yet the aura around her had undergone the most dramatic metamorphosis. I moved closer to catch a clearer glimpse of the duo. The man’s tall, well-built body was clothed in a humble khadi kurta (Indian shirt made of a material called khadi), pajamas and simple sandals. As he happened to turn to a side, I caught a glimpse of the young man’s dusky well-formed features beneath a mass of thick long black hair. 

At first, I got the impression that he was a simple tribal rustic who probably spoke in one of the Indian vernacular languages. However, as I moved close, I was astonished to discover that he was speaking in flawless Queen’s English. Really, appearances could indeed be very deceptive. I strained to hear what the guy was saying to hypnotize my girlfriend in this fantastic manner, but couldn’t catch his words. At the moment, Gina snapped out of her reverie and glanced in my direction. I abruptly turned away. I didn’t want to infuriate Gina further by giving the impression that I was eavesdropping on her conversation with the young man. 

The rest of my flight to Calcutta was uneventful. On the flight back to Bangalore, I didn’t see Gina. I assumed she had been put on duty on one of the other flights returning to Bangalore. Just as the plane was landing in Bangalore Airport, one of the other flight attendants, a petite mousy-haired girl called Lucy James, who was a great friend of Gina’s, handed me a letter tightly sealed in an envelope. I stuffed it in my skirt pocket and concentrated on making in-flight announcements before the passengers disembarked. 

I forgot all about the letter on my cab drive back to my apartment. Gina, I assumed, had taken one of the earlier flights and had already reached home. I visualized her freshly bathed and curled up on the bean bag, with a mug of hot chocolate in hand. I wondered if her anger against me had abetted. 

I reached home to discover that Gina hadn’t arrived. As I stripped before stepping into the shower cubicle, the carefully sealed envelope Lucy had handed me popped out of my skirt pocket. I ripped it open to find the following in Gina’s elegant scrawl: Carlton, (she had written)

Today I met the most amazing man (yes, the one you saw me talking to. Don’t say you weren’t trying to overhear us talking). His name is Ashish Dutta and he hails from an affluent family from west Bengal. As a child, Ashish got everything he wanted and grew up in the lap of luxury. 

His educated, well-off parents made sure that he got the best quality education, among other things. Ashish made good use of it and excelled in academics. After having graduated from one of the best medical colleges in India, Ashish flew off to Dallas to specialize in pediatrics. He then returned to India and set up practice in a remote, rural region of west Bengal inhabited mostly by impoverished tribals. 

It was then that Ashish got in touch with a faction of naxalites. Naxalites, FYI, are members of communist guerilla groups in India. They are supporters of the poor, fight for improved land rights and creating more jobs for neglected agricultural laborers and the poor tribals. These people are hostile to liberal democracy and denounce any compromise with capitalism. 

Typically, naxalites are associated with Communist Party of India (Maoist). 

Inspired by their ideals and cause, Ashish recently became a naxalite too. He gave up a ‘self-serving life of luxury and comfort’ (his words, not mine) to support the poor and the downtrodden peasants. During his three year stint as a naxalite, Ashish has witnessed and experienced agonies that I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy. 

Since the state views naxalites as a threat to internal security, they arrest many of them. The torture and atrocities afflicted by the government on the arrested naxals are worse than anything people like you and I can ever imagine. Yet, they bravely move on with their fight for the sake of ideology. Ashish is no different. He’d even give his life for the cause he believes in. 

For a long time, Carlton, I was under the illusion that I was happy. However, my bliss was that of a cocooned child’s, who didn’t know much about the world outside of her own small one. 

Two incidents that transpired over the past two days made me grow up overnight. One was

catching you kissing a person other than me. The other was meeting this wonderful man, Ashish Dutta….. 

Ashish opened up my heart to so many truths, umpteen possibilities. Most importantly, he gave my meaningless life a new purpose: that of fighting for the rights of the poor. Yes, I am going to join Ashish and become a naxalite myself—don’t be too shocked. It isn’t the naxalites who are causing trouble to the government, but vice-versa. These people are innocent sons and daughters of the soil who are murdered, ruthlessly and vengefully, by the state. 

Please forgive my step as I excused your indiscretion. 

Peace, 

Gina



My world had come crashing down. I couldn’t move for a whole moment. Then when I did, I realized that I couldn’t stop pacing up and down the room. While every muscle of my extremities tingled, I felt as if my mouth was stuffed with cotton wool. 

Gina had left me and run off with some naxalite guy who had brainwashed her into becoming one herself. I felt extreme anger welling inside me. People like Ashish (and now, Gina) believed that armed militancy was correct since it was for a good cause. Gina had just stated that the naxalites were subjected to unthinkable torture and atrocities by the state, but had failed to mention that naxalities killed people too. There were innumerable newspaper reports of naxals launching attacks on innocent security personnel and security guards, routinely murdering them. 

This was the other side of the grass…

I lay dry-eyed all night staring at the ceiling. My girlfriend had left me to run away with a man who evidently had a greater purpose in life than I did. Moreover, I also had this Twiggy Meteor issue to clear up. I couldn’t endure the reality that was staring me in the face: that of losing my girlfriend and the prospect of losing my job at the same time…. 


***

The next day saw me at Rosaline Wells’ office. I was wearing a tan turtle neck top, a pleated green skirt and high heeled black boots that Rosaline had gifted me when I had freshly joined Zephyr Airways. In keeping with the gravity of my situation, I’d kept my makeup subtle. 

However, I couldn’t resist decorating my eyelashes with heavy mascara. My waist length wavy brown hair was parted in the middle, in simulation of the 1960s counterculture look. 

Rosaline came in looking good enough to eat. She wore a pastel pink blouse with a skirt printed with tiny tea roses. She had traded her usual high heels for simple flat nude sandals. Like me, Rosaline had been subtle with her makeup too. Everything about Rosaline was understated except her elaborate bouffant that was piled on top of her head like a very desirable beehive. 

I expected her to glare at me. However, Rosaline gave me one of her humorous lopsided smiles. I

expected Rosaline to hurl well-deserved expletives at me; however, all she did was enquire after my welfare. 

I was flabbergasted. Didn’t this woman reach a boiling point ever? I had done everything that could drive a perfectly sane person out of their mind, yet Rosaline kept her cool. 

“Did the DGCA get in touch with you?” I asked, apprehension welling in my chest. 

“Yes, he did” answered Rosaline noncommittally. 

“What did he say?” I asked in an urgent whisper. 

“He asked me to suspend you” replied Rosaline examining her nails that were painted a bright, desirable shade of coral. 

“Are you going to?” I asked, my mouth going dry. 

“That depends” Rosaline replied in cryptic tones. 

“On what?” I asked puzzled. 

“On whether you agree to undergo sex reassignment surgery to  completely become Clarissa: a mature, responsible female flight attendant” said Rosaline serenely “I have a feeling that right now your dick is ruling your head. Hence you’re making mistakes”. 

“SRS to keep a mere job?” I said “sorry Rosaline, but I am not interested”. 

“The job meant the world to you until recently” Rosaline observed. 

“Yes, but circumstances have changed…” I said my voice cracking with emotion “Gina…Gina left me”. 

Enlightenment dawned on Rosaline’s unusual face. She retrieved the tip of her tongue from her mouth and softly bit her lower lip. What I liked best about Rosaline was that she didn’t look complacent. 

“I am sorry to hear that” she said sincerely. 

“So you see, I have no reason to undergo SRS” I said “with Gina gone, I don’t care if I stay with Zephyr Airways or not”. 

“But I do care” said Rosaline, walking over behind my seat and touching my shoulders with her exquisite feminine hands. Like on the first day, I felt a delectable jolt of electricity pass through my body. I was suddenly seized by an overwhelming desire to be held by this woman, kissed and made love to by her. 

“You do?” I whispered in throes of passion. 

“Yes Clarissa, I have wanted you from the day I first saw you” Rosaline gently whispered in my

ear “after a brief suspension of a week, you can return to Zephyr Airways. Meanwhile, I would like you to shift in with me. Please consider my request. 

I could feel Rosaline’s heady perfume engulf my being. She moved in close and placed a stray kiss on my jaw. The feeling that arouse within me at the merest contact was intense. I moaned. 

Encouraged by the response, Rosaline traced an array of the lightest butterfly kisses along my jaw line. I felt my nipples go erect underneath my blouse. Rosaline’s hand reached out for one of my breasts and gently held a distended nipple. I sighed longingly as Rosaline traced the line of my lower lip with her tongue. Then she gently held my bottom lip between her teeth and nibbled lightly on it. 

Our lips finally locked. Rosaline kissed me tenderly at first, with crushing passion the next moment. Her hands had moved down my breasts to my belly. Rosaline gently lifted my top and caressed my flat abdomen. 

“Beautiful. You’re really beautiful” she whispered in my ear. 

The pressure of her lips caused my own to part. Rosaline’s tongue tentatively explored the sides of my mouth. When it finally made contact with my own waiting one, the moment was pure magic. Rosaline didn’t relax but kept exploring my mouth with light, darting motions. I cried out aloud with sheer pleasure. Rosaline’s strokes grew deeper, bolder and harder. 

Both of us had reached the pinnacle of our desire. “What are we going to do next?” I wondered

“rip each others’ bodices and make love right here?” 

A knock on the door put an end to my speculations. A member of the cabin crew briefly interrupted us to give Rosaline a message. 

After the flight attendant left, both Rosaline and I fought to bring our breathing back to normal. 

Once I had caught enough air to breathe, I said “Yes Rosaline, I’ll shift in with you”. 

Chapter 4 - Yearning in Three Hearts In contradiction to her old-fashioned nature that preferred independent cottages, Rosaline lived in a flat in Whitefield, a Eurasian colony situated in the east of Bangalore. She claimed that living in an apartment had its conveniences: access to 24x7 security, for instance. I finally got to see the much discussed utilitarian balcony garden and the cherished guinea pigs; the latter were perfectly cared for and the former blossomed and yielded fresh vegetables and greens. “Other USPs of living in an apartment are cooperative close-at-hand neighbors and an obliging security guard who don’t mind watering your plants and feeding your guinea pigs” Rosaline chucked as she showed me around the house. Exhausted of all dregs of feeling, my body felt painfully numb; there was a gaping hole in the place of where my heart should have been. I felt absolutely vacuous. I was still painfully aware that Gina had left me, but my awareness was so distorted that I felt as if the stultifying desertion had happened to a different version of me in a bygone era. In the strangest paradox, I felt tremendously close to my pain, yet eons away from it. Most of all I felt strangely blank. An all-consuming emptiness, which threatened to destroy me, had taken possession of my body. I was a hollow shell, sans blood, flesh or life, desperately looking for something or someone to fill the vacuous husk of my soul. 

Rosaline was available and I selfishly clutched to her. I didn’t particularly care for Rosaline’

apartment, feelings or opinions, but at that point of time, I lived off her. Rosaline’s incessant prattle filled up my near-fatal emptiness and I found myself becoming a flesh and blood human again. Except I didn’t have a soul. 

That still belonged to Gina. 

Rosaline’s flat was a brilliant amalgamation of the vintage and the modern. The walls were painted a practical off-white, while the furniture was vintage. A huge chair settee upholstered in overwhelming floral patterns graced the living hall; its arms, legs and back were painted with a dramatic turquoise lacquer that was as unique and powerfully charismatic as its owner. While the ceilings were high and vaulted, the flooring comprised run-of-the-mill modern white tiles. The master bedroom (a place where Rosaline and I, incidentally, spent much time in) was a capacious one with a huge twin poster bed, with a carved mahogany table by the side that housed a vintage lamp and an ornate antique ashtray filled to the brim with condoms! 

Rosaline and I enjoyed each other’s company in spite of the difference in our ages. The fact that there was nearly two decades between us enriched our relationship, making it more meaningful rather than drive us apart. I enjoyed listening to stories of the world Rosaline had grown up in; a world that ostensibly lacked the luxuries, amenities and gadgets of the era I had grown up in, yet was meaningful in a way contemporary world was not. Yet Rosaline didn’t romanticize the past or downgrade the world that I had grown up in. She listened to nuggets of my formative years as avidly as I listened to accounts of her past. Rosaline and my relationship entailed much give and take; Rosaline accepted Green Day and Linkin’ Park that I had grown up listening to as graciously as I borrowed Rush and Rolling Stones i.e. bands that had revolutionized the world of music in the 1980s when Rosaline was growing up. 

Sometime, in another bid to fill my hollowness and metamorphose into a totally different entity, 

I had gone through sex reassignment surgery. Changing my gender entirely wasn’t as easy as walking in through a door as boyish Carlton and sauntering out through another as demure, coy Clarissa. It had been a step-by-step process, which had entailed getting accustomed to clothes diametrically opposite to the kind I was used to wearing, maintaining my balance while wearing high heels and training my voice until it matched the silken dulcet tones of a woman. It had entailed going through the gawky “adolescence stage”, during which different parts of the body grew at varying awkward rates, the limbs refused to coordinate with the brain and during which my body and mannerisms didn’t adhere to the dictates of the woman within. It had involved taking hormones which made me prone to mood swings, unwarranted bouts of crying and dramatic changes in the body which were quite distressing at first. Sex reassignment surgery, the final step in my physical transmutation to Clarissa, had been the most difficult part. Shredding the last vestiges of what remained of my manhood was especially tough; I was petrified at the thought of not being able to masturbate or ejaculate anymore. Also, I found it extremely difficult to get my head around the fact that I wouldn’t be able to have sex as a man anymore i.e. plunge my shaft into a woman’s inviting buttery warmth. 

However, I went through the surgery which entailed using my manhood as a raw material to create my vagina. My testicles were removed, and the skin of the penis was inverted to form a wondrously sensitive vagina. The head of my penis was transmuted into a clitoris and parts of the scrota were used to create the labia minora and labia majora. In my mind, the process was akin to God procuring a rib of Adam’s and creating Eve out of it. Devout Christians may have considered my parallel blasphemous; however, this was the most apt comparison that I could come up with. 

I knew my relationship with Rosaline was of the kind in which I would eventually have to have sex with her; I started preparing for it by exploring my new body. I would spend many a pleasurable hour visualizing Gina and the completely feminized version of me copulating in a secluded green forest amidst the rustling of leaves, on the icy surface of blinding white snow and on deserted hilltops with a lone eagle flying overhead as a witness to our endless amour. The outcome of the vision of my body intertwining with that of my red-headed girlfriends’ was invariably the same: that of leaving my panties dripping wet with unconsummated desire. Then I would proceed to rub my hand vigorously against my womb, eliciting, what I hoped, was a sensation similar to the one genetic women experience when they orgasm. I thrust my lithe fingers into my desire-swollen vulva, exploring its intricacies and nuances and discovered exceptional pleasure in stimulating my clitoris. In my mind’s eye, I would see Gina’s ravenous hot mouth suck on my clit and would find myself seized by a series of uncontrollable, shuddering convulsions. 

Contrary to such imaginations it happened in the bedroom. It was the most delectable no-frills flesh-on-flesh experience. Rosaline slowly unbuttoned my red checked shirt-dress, reveling in and admiring every newly exposed piece of flesh. She kissed my elbows as if they were made of priceless gold, cursorily caressed my breasts before softly blowing in my ear. I giggled out aloud. 

A needy purr escaped my lips, as Rosaline’s generous mouth explored the delicate flesh of my neck, inner thighs and underarms. Her elegant ultra-feminine hands, meanwhile, reached out for and massaged my newly rounded derriere. Rosaline drew back for a second and looked deep into my china blue eyes with her twinkling green ones. Her merry eyes held an intensity, which made

me flush a deep pink, my snow-white cheeks blossoming with warmth. Without breaking our enticing eye-lock, Rosaline reached out for my hand. She lifted it and, in a gesture that was extremely touching, pressed it against her cheek. “I love you, my beloved” Rosaline said gently kissing each finger “I will love you until my last breath, my darling Clarissa”. 

I was moved by Rosaline’s words. I wanted to reciprocate and tell her that I loved her too. 

However, when I tried to speak, words got wedged in my throat. No, I couldn’t possibly love Rosaline. I had found my soul mate for life in Gina. 

My girlfriend’s girlish, petite form rose in front of my eyes. Her flaming red hair and baby blue eyes beckoned me. I ran to tenderly hold her. But she evaded my grasp. 

Nevertheless, Gina and I belonged. Nothing could change the fact. 

Rosaline had obviously expected reciprocation of love, and let out a long wistful sigh when it didn’t come. “I am sorry, Rosaline” I said reaching out and cupping her long face in my palms “I know I am a disappointment”. 

“I understand, my darling” said Rosaline caressing the brown waves of my hair “first love dies hard. I stand corrected. First love never dies”. 

“Have you had a lover like that?” I asked. 

“Yes” Rosaline nodded “but I shall tell you about her some other time. This is our moment. It’s reserved exclusively for us”. 

With the above words, Rosaline got down to brass tacks. I found one of her hands come down on one of my swollen bounties. Rosaline lustily squeezed each breast before giving my nipples a light, but definite tug. I opened my mouth to say how good that felt, instead ended up spewing forth a series of barely coherent whimpers. 

Rosaline kissed me fully on the mouth as she had on that memorable day at her office. Another tug on my turgid, distended nipple and I broke into a frenzy of simultaneous explosions. 

Judging me to be relaxed enough to remain aroused without further foreplay, Rosaline took her hands off my breasts and moved to straddle me. She used her elegant, coral-varnished hands to guide my hips into a position suitable for her, and tugged my lacy panties down in a primal, animalistic movement. Underneath her I writhed like a wild thing, but my mind was too far ensnared by Rosaline to be sentient of anything but the submissive bliss I found myself entangled in. Rosaline parted my legs to admire the pink moistness between it. She then abstractedly inserted a finger into my warm, pulsating core. Rosaline twirled and teased the damp entrance to my femininity until I melted into an incoherently babbling mass of pleasure. 

My breathing had become so jagged and uneven, that I barely recognized it as human, leave alone my own. Even as I presumed that my state couldn’t get any more helpless, Rosaline proved me wrong. She plunged two elegant fingers into my damp, moist, needy place. 

My body arched and withered under the sensual torment. Rosaline briefly withdrew from me, and returned with a double dildo strapped to her curvaceous body. She slowly guided herself

inside, until she had totally immersed herself in both my orifices. All barriers gone, our bodies had joined. Rosaline plunged into my inner moistness, until I was ready to cry out with ecstasy. 

Then she abruptly pulled back, leaving me with the gaping desolateness that I had become only too familiar with in the recent times. I begged Rosaline to fill me up again, so as to get blank out all thoughts of solitariness from my mind. She obliged and grinded her mature hips into my nubile, blossoming ones. As Rosaline enveloped herself in me again, I arched my body towards her. I threw up my legs and wrapped my knees around Rosaline, accommodating her entire curvaceous body between my legs. 

And then began the primal rhythm of life, maintaining a regular pulsating cadence. At this juncture, my mind played a vile trick on me, so that instead of Rosaline’s voluptuous body, I was holding Gina’s wraith-like one; instead of Rosaline’s fruity breath I inhaled my red-headed girlfriend’s minty one. So, as Rosaline delved deeper and deeper, and I clenched and shuddered, eventually breaking into a series of staccato spasms, the name I cried out was Gina’s. 


***

Post-coitus, Rosaline held me to her tightly for an incredibly long time. Her golden hair entangled with the curls of my own brown hair shimmered in the beam of moonlight emanating from a festooned window. Rosaline was gazing up at the blood red moon that had climbed high in the sky. Her face looked brooding, pensive and beautiful. As a cool draft of air blew towards us, Rosaline trembled. She instinctively reached out for me and held me tighter. 

“Ronnie was my husband” she said suddenly out of the blue “we met when both of us were achingly young, perhaps 17 or so”. Her wide mouth stretched into a distant nostalgic smile. 

“Was he the first love you were talking about?” I asked softly. 

Rosaline nodded. “Yes” she said “but our love transcended mere physical attraction. It was more a like a union of souls—or so I thought at that time”. 

I sensed that Rosaline had much more to say. I waited patiently. 

“Ronnie was a dancer, a ballet dancer” went on Rosaline talking fragmentally “I first saw him in plain white leotards, performing the Romantic Ballet: something that usually females specialized in. Ronnie was flitting to and fro the stage, playing the sylph who ensnared the hearts of mortal men”. 

Rosaline spoke as if from far away. Her talk sounded delirious and disjointed. I gently touched her forehead to ascertain if she had fever. However, Rosaline’s smooth forehead was as cool as marble. 

“I went up to Ronnie after the performance and told him how beautiful his performance was” 

said Rosaline smiling her typical lopsided smile. “And you know what he said” the sides of Rosaline’s eyes creased in bitter-sweet remembrance “he said ‘Missy, you have taste. Most people of our ages don’t get ballet”. 

I listened enticed. Rosaline’s story was taking me to a different, surreal plane. But then, that’s

what her personality did to me. It took me away from the boring mundane world and transported me to a magic kingdom where elves and goblins lived. 

“It’s true, most youngsters at that time didn’t get ballet” continued Rosaline “they liked break-dance, swore by Michael Jackson’s Moonwalk, but didn’t understand something as classical as ballet. The common, unusual interest drew us together. Ronnie and I stayed up together and talked all night--” 

“Just like we do” I interrupted. 

“Yes, my sweet” said Rosaline “but Ronnie and I mostly spoke about ballet. The theme of our conversation was often Swan Lake, The Nutcracker or Sleeping Beauty. Soon we were choreographing our own wedding. We got betrothed at 18 and married by 19”. 

“That’s rather too young to make a commitment” I said. 

“Perhaps, my sweet” replied Rosaline “but it felt so right at that time. A year later, Ronnie and I had a baby boy. We named him Leo. Had he lived--” Rosaline’s voice cracked with emotion

“Leo would have been about your age”. 

“I am sorry” I said and found myself unable to say anything more. I also did want to seem too inquisitive and pry about how Leo had passed away. 

“I had a home, a husband and a baby” continued Rosaline “I wasn’t an ambitious girl; this was all I had ever dreamed of. All my fantasies had comes true. For a short blissful while, I thought I was living in a fairytale” 

She paused. I caressed a lock of Rosaline’s exquisite hair. 

“But fairytales often crumble to ash dust” Rosaline said smiling her humorous-ironic lopsided smile “soon chaos reigned. Ronnie was undergoing some kind of a private mental anguish that he wouldn’t share with me. He stayed locked in the theatre for long hours, practicing ballet. He didn’t let anyone, including the pianist, in during the rehearsals. He danced all alone to taped music. Ronnie had stopped talking to everyone including me. Eventually, he even stopped coming home, preferring to spend his nights at the theatre. I was puzzled by his behavior. Having a small child to care for didn’t make things any easy. I wondered if Ronnie was having an affair”. 

“Did you ask him if he was?” I said. 

“Yes, but Ronnie denied it and became more reclusive than ever. He instructed me never ever to come to the theatre during his rehearsals. ‘If you do Rosaline’ Ronnie said gravely ‘I shall give up my life” said Rosaline. 

“Wow, that sounds serious” I said “did you take Ronnie to see a doctor?” 

Rosaline shook her head. “No, unfortunately” she said “that was an oversight I still blame myself for sometimes. Psychiatrists existed during that time, but we never rushed to them the moment

something went wrong—the way people do nowadays. So, it didn’t occur to me to recommend Ronnie to one. Young and self-absorbed that I was, all I could wonder was if Ronnie was cheating on me. And so I did the forbidden thing. I betrayed the tacit trust between Ronnie and me. I broke a rule—of propriety. I barged into a theatre during one of his rehearsal and--” 

“Found him with a woman?” I ventured. 

“No, I found him  as a woman” replied Rosaline “the private hell Ronnie was going through had been GID. Since I was naïve and ignorant, I didn’t know what to make of my husband’s cross-dressing. I squabbled with and humiliated Ronnie in the typical way quarrelsome wives do. 

Ronnie came home with me that night. I was still young enough to believe in magic. I thought everything would be alright the next morning and that Ronnie would go back to being my sweet caring husband”. 

“However, that didn’t happen” Rosaline’s tone dropped low “instead doom fell upon me. I found Ronnie hanging by the ceiling fan of our living room. He had done as he had threatened—taken his life”. 

“Oh no!” I cried in distress “It must have been terrible for you”. 

“It was a nightmare” Rosaline agreed “I blamed myself for not recognizing the signs. I wished I had been more patient and understanding. I wished I had helped Ronnie get in touch with the inner woman in him”. 

“Just when I was immersed in blaming myself, cataclysm struck again” continued Rosaline “Leo fell ill with pneumonia. I tried my best to get him cured. Nothing worked. He died ten days after his father”. 

“Rosaline” I said taking my lover’s hand “I never knew you had been through so much”. 

“I put my life together and became a flight attendant in Zephyr” continued Rosaline “after many years of being an air hostess, I was made the ISM. I was busy with my job and never dated anyone for a very long time. And then I met you--” Rosaline’s green eyes twinkled. 

“You reminded me of Ronnie” she said “not your face, but your aura. Then I knew instantly. 

That there was a woman in you, knocking on the shell of your masculine body and begging to be let out. And I knew one thing: though I couldn’t save Ronnie, I  had to save you”. 

“I can’t ever thank you enough Rosaline” I said gratefully “for putting me in touch with Clarissa. 

For helping me transform into who I was on the inside”. 

“You’re welcome, my pet” said Rosaline “in a weird perverse way, you also remind me of Leo. 

As I said, he would have grown up to be about your age had he lived. People say maternal and sexual feelings are exclusive, but I don’t believe it. I could love a person both ways”. Rosaline paused and licked her dry lips. 

“Listen, Clarissa” she said poignantly “this being of mine has seen much more than you have. It has loved a man, and lost him. It has borne a child, and lost him too. But at last, I have found a

soul mate: in you. Promise never ever to let me go”. 

“I promise” I said wondering if I really meant what I said. 

Chapter 5 - The Love of my Life

In spite of the insincere promise that I had made to Rosaline, Gina continued to dominate my sleeping and waking moments. Five years had passed since she had left me for the naxalites’

cause, yet I remembered her as freshly as on the day I had first met her. It had been at an ice-cream shop, in which Gina was licking a chocolate ice-cream cone the way a child would, her face and little paws sticky with the gooey dribbling mess. Then she had surreptitiously spied on me from over her cone, licked her fingers and grinned a tad sheepishly. The baby blue eyes and the sheepish little grin had charmed me. However, it was the shrug that had followed that had been the clincher. After grinning, Gina had thrown her shoulders up in a “What do I do? I am a messy and sloppy chick” shrug. I found that I couldn’t get her out of my mind after that. 

Considering Gina was as good at licking my then vital organ as she was the ice-cream, I didn’t want to. 

However, it wasn’t just the sex. It was the smooth unlined face of her youth, the fiery vitality of her auburn hair and the devilish mischievousness of Gina’s deceptively blue eyes that had made me her slave for life. They had ensnared and bewitched me, so I couldn’t forget her even five years after having parted ways with her. 

I waited for her. I knew fate, in another fantastic trickery, would bring us together again. 

One day, when I was waiting for a flight that was delayed due to technical reasons, the petite, and mousy-haired Lucy James approached me. Though Lucy and I worked for the same airlines, I seldom saw much of her due to differences in our respective flight schedules. Coming across Lucy after an eternity brought back both good and painful memories of Gina. The intensity with which the memories sprang up made me wince. 

“How’ve you been, Clarissa?” asked Lucy with barely concealed sympathy in her eyes. 

“Holding up, I guess” I said and tried to smile “However, I’ve just been half a woman since Gina left me”. 

“I can imagine what you went through” said Lucy biting her lip. It was apparent that she had much to tell me, but hesitated because she didn’t know where to begin. 

“Do you ever hear from Gina?” I asked. From nearly thirty-one years of life experience, I had discovered that the direct approach worked best. 

“Actually” said Lucy, his face remorseful with barely concealed guilt “I have been in touch with her for the past four years”. 

“For the past four years?!” I cried aghast “yet you didn’t think it was necessary to tell me about her!” 

“The circumstances were such, Clarissa” said Lucy “that I just couldn’t tell you. You would have been hurt, and both Gina and I didn’t want that”. 

“What prompts you to speak to me now?” I asked the girl “Have the circumstances changed any?” 

“In a way, yes” replied Lucy “but let me start at the beginning” 

“Please” I urged “this is something I have been aching to hear for years”. 

“After Gina left you, she lived in the naxalite-affected Bhampura area” Lucy started “for a while; Gina threw herself into the movement. All she and Ashish did was fight for the poor and down trodden of the region. Such was Gina’s commitment to the Maoist ideology, that she didn’t mind the concept of assassinating those categorized as “class enemies”, which included rich landlords, businessmen and other people--” 

“What?!” I cried aghast “did Gina actually kill people?” 

“I don’t know if she actually did in practice” admitted Lucy “but she sure believed in it in theory. 

Her unremitting loyalty to the cause continued until Biswas, a new local commander who advocated ruthless violence against the state and its machinery to achieve ends of naxalites, assumed power. As this point, Gina started having doubts about the naxalite movement and wished to break free. But Ashish, whom she was in a relationship with, remained steadfast. 

Gina’s pleas to help her returned to Bangalore fell on deaf ears. So, Gina was forced to stay on and assist in insurgency operations”. 

“Gina wanted to return to Bangalore and that zealot wouldn’t let her?” I cried incredulous. 

Lucy nodded. “During that time, the naxalites, headed by Biswas, abducted an upright IAS

officer who came inside the forests to carry out dialogue with the tribals. They killed the officer’s aids and held the District Magistrate as hostage. They threatened the state that they would decapitate him if their demands were not met. Among other demands, Biswas urged the state authorities to release the extremists lodged in state jails”. 

I listened intently. The escapades of Gina didn’t seem to fit into the world in which I belonged. 

Yet she was a person I had been closest to for six long years of my life. It’s incredible how different the paths of people who shared the same soul could take. 

“When Gina was travelling in a Tata Sumo through the Bhampura district with Biswas, Ashish and a few other naxalites” continued Lucy “they noticed security personnel lying in wait. As the security personnel tried to stop their vehicle, the naxalites opened fire. The security personnel retaliated by opening fire. Biswas, Ashish and all naxalities in the Sumo except Gina were killed” 

“God, it’s hard to imagine Gina was caught in a situation like that!” I remarked. 

“Gina drove the Tata Sumo all the way to Calcutta, with the security personnel chasing after her” 

continued Lucy “she succeeding in throwing them off the trail many times, but couldn’t shake them off completely. She sought refuge in the house of a wealthy Anglo-Indian hotelier named Ellis Lawson. Since the police were still looking for “one escaped naxalite, Gina couldn’t leave Ellis’s house for weeks”. 

“Why did Gina have to get entangled in all this?” I said rhetorically “why couldn’t she just stay with me and live happily?” 

“Ellis fell for the beautiful young woman who had sought refuge in his house” continued Lucy, ignoring my rhetoric “He was a single man of about 50, and longed for a wife. He proposed to Gina and she accepted”. Lucy paused delicately “Gina got in touch with me at this point. She even invited me to her wedding”. 

“Is Gina married?” I couldn’t keep the dismay out of my voice. It seemed tremendously paradoxical to me that the once socialistic Gina had married a man who had obviously made his money by exploiting the poor and that she now lived a life of comfort and luxury. But that was Gina, a bundle of paradoxes. I couldn’t but love her for her naiveté, instead of begrudging her for her turn-coat behavior. 

“Yes, and she was quite content to live an opulent life for a while” replied Lucy “but after that…

well, you better read the rest yourself” said Lucy handing me a pink scented envelope “Gina has sent this across for you”. Lucy left after handing me the envelope. 

I lost no time in ripping the envelope open and salvaging the letter inside. The elegant scrawl of my beloved girlfriend met my eyes”. 



“Darling, (it read)

I am probably the last person you want to hear from now. If you despise me, I deserve every bit of your condescension. From the day you saw me slobbering over that ice-cream, all your beautiful eyes held for me was love. There was no contempt, no judgment: just pure unadulterated love. And through the entire course of our six year relationship, the quality and quantum of it only increased. 

I too loved you in my own self-seeking way. As difficult as it was for me to be as generous and giving as you, I tried. Yes, my love, you must give me credit for that. I did the best an egocentric person like me possibly could. 

But then I suffered ennui. I got jaded. I wanted to break free of all shackles and explore a new world. Your proximity to Rosaline and kiss with Twiggy Meteor was just a spark, meeting Ashish Dutta was the trigger. I eloped with him hoping to break free, but soon found myself trapped in a world that I really didn’t fit in…. 

And then destiny took its course. Ellis came into my life. He gave me all the luxury a girl could dream of. For a long time, I have remained faithful to him, but I can’t anymore. I live in a palatial mansion, am swathed in silk and have servants to wait on me hand and foot. Yet I find that I am unhappy. 

I yearn for you, my precious darling. All I can think of is your mouth on mine and the your torrid kisses burning my body. I find I can’t eat, nor sleep. I just stare out of the window starry-eyed and dream of the love that once used to be mine…I’m a woman caught in a surreal daze, craving

desperately to be jerked back to reality. 

My foolish fawning husband thinks I am sick. He thinks a good vacation to South India would do me a world of good. Little does he know what my malaise is…. 

Anyway, we are currently in Bangalore and will be leaving for Chennai on the same flight Lucy told me you’ll be on. I hope to meet you on it…and perhaps get back together... I don’t think I am expecting too much, but just claiming what is rightfully mine. 

I am a sinner; I am a useless whore. Yet I hope to God that you find the compassion to forgive me. And accept this flighty little woman who is after all yours…

All my Love, 

Gina



I was trembling uncontrollably. I found it difficult to believe what I’d just read. Were my eyes, which had been yearning for my beloved for years, playing strange tricks on me? Was all this some kind of a practical joke played on me by Lucy James for kicks? Was my mind going so insane that it had started manufacturing illusions? 

The Chennai bound plane would take off in 15 minutes. I entered it like a woman in a daze. I found that my colleague Mindy had already helped half the passengers (incidentally, there happened to be only ten) board the flight. “Where the hell were you, Clarissa?” she reprimanded

“you ought to have been on the plane a good fifteen minutes back! Okay now that you’re here, help the rest of the passengers embark the plane”. I walked on in a daze ignoring Mindy’s instructions. I was gravitated towards a familiar pair of hands, placing carry-on luggage in the overhead storage area. 

Gina turned towards me. Our eyes met. We gazed at each other at the longest time. I noticed Gina’s eyelids flutter with evident emotion. Not a word was spoken, yet much was communicated. 

She had filled out a bit, but otherwise remained the same. Gina’s evidently expensive green gown flattered every curve and dip of her newly acquired voluptuous figure. I noticed that she had piled her hair on top of her head in a stylish chignon and had made up her face in a sophisticated manner. Every inch of her, the diamond jewelry glittering on her body, the branded bag that she carried, reflected wealth. 

I wondered what Gina thought of me. Did she think I looked the same? Did she think I had changed? If it was the second, did she think I had changed for the better or the worse? Rosaline had recently reassured me that I was the prettiest thing that had walked the earth. But then Rosaline’s words could hardly be relied upon. She loved me a little too much to speak objectively. 

I cast a glance at Rosaline who had also come on board. She was busy issuing instructions to

Mindy, and hadn’t noticed Gina. I appraised Rosaline with cold, distant accuracy. At fifty, she was still a very attractive woman. Rosaline’s shimmering blonde hair was touched with the slightest grey and her body was still as desirable. However, age had bestowed crow feet by the sides of her twinkling eyes. I couldn’t help contrast Rosaline’s pallid skin to Gina’s lush blooming face. 

My gaze shifted to Gina. I noticed a kindly-faced, fiftyish man sitting next to her. I presumed he was Ellis Walker. Ellis obviously seemed devoted to Gina and seemed to ensure her every comfort. 

Too bad his heart would have to break. And Rosaline’s too. For at the end of the flight, Gina and I were going to elope. I glanced at Gina and could see tacit consent in her baby blue eyes. 

Hours passed. As I did the mandatory walk around the aisle, I caught sight of Gina’s pretty face numerous times. A sheltered indoor life had deprived her of her previous rosy flush, leaving smooth white marble-like skin in its place. As I served Gina a beverage, our fingers touched. 

Surprisingly, I felt nothing but numbness. I attributed this to having suppressed my feelings for too long. 

The brush of my fingers had an incredible effect on Gina. A warm crimson blush crept up her porcelain skin, diffusing waves of heat all around. Gina retrieved her stole from her hand baggage and gently wiped off the thin film of perspiration that had formed on her forehead. She subsequently raised her baby blue eyes to me. “How long?” her pleading gaze seemed to ask “for how long do we have to endure this sweet agony before we’re united again?” 

“Just a couple of minutes, my love” I thought, hoping that Gina’s brain would pick up the signals mine were sending “just a couple of hours and we’ll be together”. 

I switched on my flight app. Apart from details like the departure airport, destination airport, altitude, speed, plane type, number of engines and more, it told me we were flying over a place called Yelagiri in Tamil Nadu. I checked my watch. If everything went okay, the plane would land in Chennai International Airport in about an hour. And then Gina and I…. I trembled in anticipatory delight. 

However, the flight app showed a slight deviation in route. The plane wasn’t going straight towards Chennai, but was veering more towards Pondicherry! My heart palpitated wildly. 

Something was really wrong. 

At that moment, Eddie Williams emerged from the cockpit. His still youthful freckled face was contorted with worry. “Clarissa” he said taking me aside “one of the engines of the plane suddenly stopped working. If we don’t act immediately, the plane will crash. Pilot Shaw and I will have to make an emergency landing. Please make the announcement on the intercom and prepare the passengers for the landing”. 

An emergency landing in water. It took a whole minute for the implications of Eddie’s words to sink in. I had done belly flip flops in a swimming pool. I now imagined doing the same at 400

miles per hour. Even if the impact on water was not as much as landing on land, I remembered that petrol fires could burn in spite of being in water. Survivors, if any, were likely to be injured. 

In the tropical Indian summer, the ocean temperatures weren’t likely to be too low, so thankfully there wasn’t a risk of anyone dying of hypothermia. Still, an emergency landing wasn’t good news. I wondered if there were any sharks in the Bay of Bengal. 

“Why don’t you fly straight to Chennai?” I asked Eddie. 

“We can’t” said Eddie tensely “because of low visibility due to the fog. The controllers asked us to land on the Pondicherry coast. So, that way at least we’re safe. The coast guards will be able to reach us fairly soon. Meanwhile, you and Mindy will have do all you can to help passengers”. 

“I’ll do my best” I said tersely and rushed to the Plane Address System “Ladies and gentlemen; may I have your attention please?” I said “due to an emergency, the plane is going to land in the Bay of Bengal in a couple of minutes. I urge you to stay calm and put on your emergency vests. 

Please take off your shoes and any extra clothing, which may add to your bulk. Then, fasten your seat belt tightly. Please don’t inflate your safety vests right now. Inflate them when we hit the water. Otherwise, you’ll fly towards the plane ceiling as we land, making rescue difficult. When the plane crashes, please make sure to stay near the site of the crash so that rescue teams are quick to spot you. Thank you”. 

The passengers panicked. There was much hissing, swearing and general pandemonium. I threw my own safety vest on and then hurried to assist passengers with theirs. I asked the passengers to rest their heads directly against the seats in front of them and lace their fingers behind their head, and helped them tuck their upper arms against the sides of their heads to cradle it. It was a fairly simple instruction to follow, but the panic among passengers was such that they failed to follow even elementary rules. 

From the periphery of my vision, I noticed Rosaline and Mindy doing their utmost to help passengers too. It was an especially challenging job because four out of ten passengers were rather elderly. I noticed that they were still having a tough time accepting that we were going to be plunged into deep, unknown waters. 

I looked at my flight app. We were going to crash in about two minutes or so. I wondered if the plane would land whole or split apart due to the impact of the ocean. Thankfully, my colleagues and I had helped all the passengers for the emergency. Rather, that was the impression I was harboring under. 

“Carlton!” called a familiar girlish voice from the left side of the aisle “Please help me…Oh God, Carl, I’m going to drown”. 

I turned to the source of the voice. Gina was still sitting on her seat without having assumed the position I had instructed all passengers to take. My heart palpitated in panic as I realized Gina didn’t have her safety vest on! Besides, she still had her shoes and heavy stole on. 

“Goodness, Gina!” I cried rushing towards her and helping her shed excess clothing “where’s your safety vest?” 

“I don’t know” the confused girl cried “I really don’t know, Carl”. 

This was crazy. Rosaline, Mindy and I had made sure that everyone had their safety vests on. Yet there had been an omission. Had we forgotten to keep a vest underneath Gina’s seat? Or had Gina cast it aside in uncontrolled panic? If it was the first, ours was an unforgivable oversight. If my second surmise was true, there was no time to look for Gina’s safety vest. 

The next few moments were a blur. I remember taking off my safety vest and giving it to Gina. 

Rosaline gave me hers. “Don’t worry, my pet” Rosaline assured me “I am an excellent swimmer”. The next thing I was aware of was a mighty crash. The plane had hit the surface of the ocean and was slowly sinking beneath it. I lost no time in blowing air into my safety vest to inflate it. 

I vaguely remember seeing Ellis Lawson floating near the ceiling of the plane. It was clear that he had inflated the safety vest before the plane had crashed. Drat! Why didn’t some people carefully listen to your instructions?! 

I saw passengers clinging on to objects to keep them afloat. I was happy to see that Gina was safe. From what I could perceive, all passengers and crew members were doing their best to keep themselves afloat. If they maintained this, all would be alive until the coast guards arrived. 

However, Ellis still remained suspended in air. I worried that he might not be rescued as easily as the other passengers… I cast a glance around and registered all the other familiar faces. Gina, Eddie, Mindy….I expected to see the long familiar face that I had lived with for a good six years next. Rosaline. 

Rosaline who claimed that she was an excellent swimmer. Rosaline had given me her safety jacket. 

She was nowhere to be seen. 

At this moment, I noticed that one of the doors of the aircraft was open. I realized what could have happened. Rosaline was thrown off the plane from the impact of landing and was probably doing all that she could to keep herself afloat: in an ocean full of sharks. 

Sweet Jesus. 

Without another thought, I dived into the ocean. Since this was summer in a tropical region, the water wasn’t as cold as it might otherwise have been. I swam a few meters, keeping my eyes open for anything akin to a human form. Nothing except empty, blue seas stretched out in front. I felt despondency settle over me. Rosaline: my friend, lover, philosopher, guide, mentor….the love of my life was dead. It now dawned, as crystal clear as the waters around me, that Rosaline was the love of my life. She had always been. Only, I had been too infatuated with the selfish, fickle-minded Gina to see it. Rosaline was my real and true love. I had been too short-sighted to realize that, until now. And she had sacrificed her life trying to save a worthless, ingrate like me. 

I felt as helpless as a young child who had lost her mother. Or alternately, lost her God. I had no reason to live now. I wanted to die. 

Just when I was about to surrender to the waters, I caught sight of something moving about 100

meters away. A golden human head was bobbing up and down. A pair of hands thrashed in the

water, frantically trying to attract attention. It was Rosaline! She had probably exhausted all her energy trying to keep herself afloat (that too without a life vest) and was now drowning. I could imagine bubbles escape her mouth as she desperately tried to reach out for oxygen. 

I mustered all the energy I had in my body and started swimming towards my love. All I was aware of was my strong legs kicking back the waves and arms pushing the water behind to propel my body forward. The sun that seeped through the waters scorched my neck and saline ocean waters stung my eyes, yet I kept on swimming….farther and farther until I reached Rosaline. Once I reached her, I clung on to my dear love. Thanks to the inflated safety vest Rosaline had given me, both us managed to stay afloat until rescue boats reached us.After both of us had been put on the rescue boats by the coast guards, I had put my ears against Rosaline’s mouth. Faint air emanating from her nostrils had cooled my cheek. I observed her chest intently and noticed a slight, barely perceptible heave. I caught hold of Rosaline’s wrist and could discern a faint pulse. 

I put both hands at the center of her chest and pressed down about two inches. I compressed Rosaline’s chest firmly and performed about 39 compressions. Rosaline’s chest heaved with each compression. After the fortieth one, her eyelids had fluttered open. 

“My beloved!” Rosaline had whispered upon regaining consciousness “thank you so much for saving me!”. And then she had fallen into a long deep exhaustion-induced sleep. 


***

I am sitting beside Rosaline on her vintage bed, waiting for her to awaken after her nap. I was eager to talk to her for hours, for a life-time, and I wanted to start by expressing my feelings for her. 

Currently, there was a knock on the door. I opened it. Gina stood outside, looking like a wraith in her pale lilac dress. Her face was wan due to the recent ordeal, but she looked quite healthy otherwise. Gina flung her arms around me and embraced me with all her might. 

“Oh Carlton!” she murmured in my ear “thank you so much for saving my life!”. 

“It was my duty” I said, then enquired “how’s Ellis doing?” 

“He’s in pretty bad shape, but is going to make it” replied Gina still holding me tight “the doctors are optimistic about his recovery”. 

“I am glad” I said “look after him well, Gina. Ellis seems to be a good man”. 

“Carlton” whispered Gina drawing away from me in shock “what could you possibly mean?” 

“I mean what I say, Gina” I said firmly “go back to your husband. He saved you from the security personnel and gave you a good life. Please stay true to him”. 

“But what about  us!” cried Gina. 

“There was never ‘us’, Gina” I replied frankly “I was on my own egocentric trip and so were you. It was fun because we were young, but it was never genuine”. 

“How can you say that!” burst out Gina in shock “we cared for each other!”. 

“Not in the way some other people have cared for us” I replied “they have been ready to put their own selves at risk in order to give us a new lease of life”. 

“Do you mean Rosaline….?” Gina muttered incredulous. 

“Yes” I said and nodded “though for a long time I didn’t realize her worth. Even though I was with Rosaline, I still fantasized about ‘us’. But this incident has been a real eye-opener. ‘Us’ was just an illusion: you and I were never really together, Gina. It has been Rosaline and me all along. She led to my rebirth as Clarissa and gave me a new lease of life yesterday. She cared for me more deeply than anyone ever has. Rosaline is everything to me: a father, mother, friend, mentor, guide….she’s is the true love of my life!” 

“So it’s over between us then?” Gina asked, trying to fight back tears. 

“There never was anything” I said. I knew my words were harsh, but I had reached a point in life where I had to speak the truth. Gina’s baby blue eyes opened wide and her white hand flew to her mouth in shock. She turned away from me with a stifled sob and ran down the path she had come. I sincerely hope she went back to Ellis. 

“Clarissa…” said a feeble, silky voice from the deep abyss of the house. Rosaline was awake at last and was calling out to me. I hurried to her and sat by the side of her bed. Rosaline looked tired, but incredibly beautiful. 

“Beloved, Clarissa!” she cried, taking hold of my hand “Promise never to let me go”. 

“My darling Rosaline” I said lifting her hand and pressing it to my lips “I promise”. 

This time I truly meant what I said. 

 The End

Character Profile

Slippery Slope in an Airline



Introduction:

In order to be closer to his girlfriend Flight Pursuer Gina Brooks, 25 year old law student Carlton Hart applies for the position of a steward in Zephyr Airlines. One of the recruiters, the older ultra-attractive In-flight Service Manager Rosaline Wells, agrees to select Carlton albeit only as a female flight attendant. Rosaline claims to see a woman (whom she calls “Clarissa”) trapped inside Carlton, and makes it her mission to set Clarissa free. Carlton thinks Rosaline is a raving lunatic, but agrees to dress in an air hostess’s uniform and identify himself as Clarissa Hart. 

As Carlton starts his job, he discovers that he is careless and clumsy. A series of events including a mid-air kiss Carlton shares with bisexual pop singer Twiggy Meteor, Gina’s affair and elopement with charismatic naxalite Ashish Dutta and, later, her marriage to wealthy hotelier Ellis Lawson, push Carlton deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization and into Rosaline’s sensual arms. 

However, Carlton (now Clarissa) still dreams of getting back with Gina. Will the two young lovers ever reunite? Or are they permanently pushed aside by hostile circumstances? 



Characters:

Carlton/Clarissa Hart: is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a small pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wells who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina. 

Under Rosaline’s instructions, he calls himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female. Carlton all along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wells. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

Gina Brooks: is Carlton’s 25 year old girlfriend. Gina is 5’5, has baby blue eyes and bobbed red hair. She has a slim girlish body and a tiny waist. Gina Brooks works as a flight attendant with Zephyr Airlines and persuades Carlton to apply for the position so that they can spend more time together. Gina enjoys Carlton’s initial feminization process and the girlish things that get to do together, but eventually begins to get jealous of his proximity to Rosaline. Gina’s suspicion and envy reach the boiling point when she catches Carlton kissing celebrity passenger, Twiggy Meteor. This leads her to elope with charismatic doctor-cum- naxalite, Ashish Dutta and become

a naxalite herself. Gina later marries a wealthy older man called Ellis Lawson, but soon grows bored of the marriage. She starts yearning for Carlton and wishes to get back with him. 

Rosaline Wells: is a 45 year old In-flight Service Manager with Zephyr Airlines who recruits Carlton. Rosaline is 5’9, has a gaunt long face, high cheekbones, twinkling green eyes, golden blonde hair, a wide generous mouth and a voluptuous body. Rosaline recognizes that trapped inside Carlton is a hidden woman (whom she calls ‘Clarissa’), whom Rosaline vows to release. 

Rosaline allows Carlton to undergo training and serve as a flight attendant only if he dresses in an air hostesses’ uniform and identifies himself as “Clarissa Hart”. In spite of many gaffes that Carlton commits, Rosaline desists from firing him and leads him, deeper and deeper, into the web of feminization. Rosaline is deeply in love with Clarissa and would even sacrifice her life for her. 

Twiggy Meteor/Joe Meyers Perry: is a 42 year old gender-fluid bisexual pop star. Meteor has a white Celtic face, romantic melancholy eyes and a brooding pouty mouth. When travelling on a flight, Meteor is smitten by Clarissa and ready obliges when she asks him to sing one of his songs on the Plane Address System. He feels sorry when Clarissa is reprimanded for allowing him to sing and follows her into the flight attendants’ area in order to console her. One thing leads to another, and Meteor and Clarissa end up kissing. Gina catches Clarissa kissing Meteor and is very upset. 

Ashish Dutta: is a 32 year old doctor-cum-naxalite. He is tall, well-built, dusky and handsome. 

He dresses in a  khadi kurta (Indian shirt made of a material called Khadi) and simple sandals. 

Ashish is from a well-to-do family, but joins the naxalite movement after he starts practice in a remote tribal area in west Bengal. Ashish is so charismatic, persuasive and devoted to his cause, that he ends up drawing Gina into it. Ashish is later killed by security personnel. 

Ellis Lawson: is a 50 year old hotelier whom Gina marries. Ellis is a heavy-set, kindly faced man who gives Gina shelter when she is being chased by the security personnel. He falls in love with the young naxalite and proposes to Gina. Gina marries him and lives a life of luxury. 

Lucy James: is a 32 year old colleague of Carlton and Gina’s. The petite, pretty Lucy serves as an emissary between Gina and Carlton when the two are not in touch. Lucy delivers two crucial messages from Gina to Carlton which changes the geography of Carlton’s life. 

Eddie Williams: is a 31 year old pilot with Zephyr Airlines. Eddie has spiky blonde hair, a freckled face and a boyish smile. In an airline full of pilots who harass Carlton, Eddie is the only one who is pleasant to him. Eddie and Carlton become good friends and spend a lot of time together. Though their friendship is platonic, it becomes the subject of much malicious gossip among the pilots and cabin crew. 

Richard Smith: is the 44 year old senior flight supervisor. He is second in command only to Rosaline. Richard is a sour-faced, perpetually frowning unpleasant man. He suspects Clarissa’s true gender identity and keeps bringing it up to harass Clarissa. Richard talks in a derogatory manner about the relationship between Eddie and Clarissa within the earshot of the passengers which leads the latter to punch him. When Clarissa allows Twiggy Meteor to sing on the Plane Address System, Richard castigates her and threatens that the DGCA will definitely order

Zephyr Airlines to suspend her. 

Ronnie: is Rosaline’s husband. Ronnie is a ballet dancer who starts suffering from serious GID. 

He is unable to deal with this issue, hence commits suicide. 

Leo: Ronnie and Rosaline’s infant who passes away due to pneumonia. 

Biswas: is a newly ordained naxalite commander who advocates ruthless violence against the state and its machinery to achieve the end of the naxalites. 

Mindy: An airhostess on the plane which is forced to do an emergency landing. 

Captain Shaw: Eddie’s co-pilot who is forced to land the aircraft in sea. 

----------

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa Visit Yu's website at http://hekireki.net/en/  to see the latest publications and samples (about the first 10% content of the book). 

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance

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

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. 

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

Mudered Queen Bee of a High School

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

How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

The first episode of "Hannah Brown, Transgendered Sleuth" series. 

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. 

As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. 

The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep

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

Dance Like a Woman

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

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

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

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. (Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal

of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. 

He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. 

Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. (Capt) Sophie. 

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

Trapped in Circus

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Alfred Batista and Ethan Faria are 18 year old boys living in Goa. Alfred is very “pretty” and is often teased by other boys “as one with a pussy”. However, it is Ethan who nurtures a secret desire to be a girl. The boys’ life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called ‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show, the circus’s owner and manager realize that the star attraction of their circus: a talking parrot is missing. Alfred is tricked into wearing girls’

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

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

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

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

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffic accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. 

Aarush, who has been his best friend, doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did to Sachet. 

This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 

Muse and Vampiress

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

A Sloppery Slope in 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? 

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

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

This is not an erotica. 

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 to the Other Gender

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

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of

"hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, 
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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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