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                       Chapter 1 - The Comely Amos


                      I feel like I am in a dream. The weather is partly cloudy, but sunshine spears its way through a cloud. Lancaster County in Pennsylvania, where I currently am, is so different from India: the country I am from. Before I go any further, let me introduce myself: I am Laila Sethi, a 27 year old woman pursuing her PhD from the renowned JNU University in New Delhi. Since my dissertation is on the Amish way of life, I am here in Lancaster Country where most from the Amish usually reside. I am here to study their system of beliefs, their way of life and the general workings of their society. From the plenteous things that I have learnt so far, the devout Amish people staunchly adhere to the Biblical command of detachment from the world. To do so, they segregate themselves from the rest of the world, avoid using technology and dress in certain types of clothes only.


                      At the moment, my eyes are riveted on a young man wielding a harrow. It is fascinating to watch the continual rhythmic motion of breaking up and smoothening of the surface of the soil. I, personally, am equally bewitched by the young man as I am by the agriculture. His name is Amos Fisher and he is 24 years old. Amos has marble white skin, flaming red hair and the expression of a saint. In the manner of most Amish men, he is wearing a pistachio colored shirt, dark brown suit, straight black coat without lapels, and trousers that are flared at the bottom. Amos’s shoes are black and so are his socks. His large straw-brimmed hat protects him from the scorching sun.


                      Like the women of the Old Order Amish, I am wearing a long navy blue dress with full-sleeves which covers me from head to toe. My attire is covered with a cape and apron which are fastened with straight pins. The norm usually says that Amish women never cut their hair, but from my childhood, I have sported hair cropped short like a boy’s. According to the Amish ethos, single women are supposed to cover their heads with a black cap and this is what I have done.


                      As I gaze at Amos Fisher, a strange thought crosses my mind. I question my sanity. I imagine the young man in my feminine navy blue dress and, conversely, myself in his shirt, coat, trousers and suspenders. And what’s most zapping is that the gender swap doesn’t seem, in any way, strange at all.


                      Yes, Amos Fisher is what I would call a feminine man.


                      Since today is Sunday, the whole of the Amish community has gone to the church to attend the mass. The Amish are a community largely dependent on religion; they believe that all men are born sinners and that the only way to attain personal salvation is through unremitting obedience to God. Since I am not religious in any sense of the term (I am not even a practicing Hindu: the religion of my birth), I decide to sit indoors and enjoy a rarely found privacy for a while. The Amish way of life places a great deal of emphasis on community living. While I think this is an ideal way of living, I am yet to get used to it completely. In spite of the acceptance I find here, I find myself desperately craving for some “Me Time”.


                      ***


                      I went into a typical two-storied unadorned Amish house which was painted blue: a color symbolic of the sky. The houses all around were painted green, white and brown or other colors which are symbolic of nature. Everything in the house was simple and functional. Curtains, shades and quilts contain typical motifs which tend to involve depictions of nature such as doves, roses and trees. The Amish houses are marked by the absence of modern gadgets and other signs of technology. Instead, the refrigerators and stoves were powered by natural propane, bottled gas or kerosene.


                      My mouth craved a cup of strong tea. Since people in Lancaster County were basically coffee drinkers, the tea served there was rather weak. Kicking myself for not getting a packet of Masala Chai (Tea laced with cinnamon, cardamom, cloves etc which is considered a specialty in India) from Delhi, I made my way into the kitchen. Finally, I was alone! A minute or two later, I became sentient of the presence of another entity in my room. Years of meditation has made me sensitive to aura: I was 100% certain that the person in the room was a female. The sensual organic scent of her skin, the faint herbal fragrance of her hair and the unseen shock of menstrual blood that was no doubt discarded from her vital outlet every month, pointed to an entity who was unremittingly, irrevocably feminine. As an instinctive reaction to the presence of a female, seemingly in estrus, in the room, I started sweating with excitement. Before I could make sense of what was happening inside my body, I felt my heart rate shoot up and my hypothetical penis stand erect!


                      What in the world was happening to me?? I was a woman, not a man! I was a lean, dusky, sinuous, dark-haired woman with breasts! As far as I knew, I was a heterosexual. The one or two physical relationships I had previously had had been with men. So, where in the world did the hypothetical penis come from? And why in the world was I getting aroused by sensing the presence of a female ostensibly in estrus?


                      Heavens knows. It was all very confusing and disturbing.


                      The fact that made my heart stop midway was the fact that the so-called ovulating female I was instinctively getting prepared to “enter” was 24 year old Amos Fisher. He was dunking cobs of corn in vinegar, and was planning, I surmised, to ferment it for a few days to make it into pickle. I was struck by the unconventionality of two aspects here. For one, while I was familiar with cucumbers being pickled, this was the first time I had actually seen anyone pickling corn cobs. Secondly, in the Amish community which thrived on the strict demarcation of roles, the men were assigned farming, building houses etc, while the women were supposed to devote themselves to domestic roles like cooking, cleaning and maintaining the house. Given such a situation, it surprised me greatly to see Amos embroiled in a task which was uncompromisingly the forte of the female.


                      But then, why was I so flabbergasted? There had always been something undeniably girlish about Amos. My mind went into the retrospective mode and recalled all the mannerisms Amos engaged in. Amos often went into a helpless spasm of giggles whenever one of the men cracked a joke. Then there were other things that were a definite indication of his femininity. For instance, Amos titled his pretty head to a side when he talked. He sipped his drink daintily with a straw. Amos’s hand flit like slender restless butterflies when he communicated. He was particularly obsessed about personal hygiene, kept himself impeccably groomed and walked with unrivalled grace in every step. All this struck me only in retrospect.


                      “Aren’t you supposed to be pickling cucumbers instead of corncobs?” I asked a politically correct question rather than the one that was on my mind.


                      “According to convention, yes” replied Amos placidly “but I believe in doing whatever floats my boat”. The reply was made unselfconsciously enough, but I couldn’t help noticing the subliminal meaning beneath the sentence. Amos’s tip-tilted eyes bore into my soul, as if they had realized that I had read the meaning underlying his words. I felt a shiver pass down my body, which had, for some reason, often been described as feline and predatory.


                      “Hmmm…” I said, wondering how to express my thoughts without offending Amos “I think you are rather too different for a man….”.


                      “Different? How?” Amos asked genuinely stupefied.


                      “Well” I began trying to find a way of putting my point across without offending him “You’re gentle…and sensitive”.


                      “Gracias” said Amos smiling an angelic smile that made the fine hairs on my body rise. Then sensing that I probably had more to say to him, he said “I surmise you have much more to say to me, Laila”.


                      “You sensed that I wanted to say something” I said “So I guess that makes you intuitive….”.


                      “And?” Amos’s sinuous body was poised towards me in attention. The saintly smile on his pale pink lips made me melt. It was proven beyond doubt that I was attracted to Amos. Yet there was something offbeat about the way in which I was drawn to him. It wasn’t the usual, cliché attraction a woman feels towards a man. My fascination for Amos transcended that. However, at this point, I found it difficult to put a finger on how my attraction to him was different.


                      “And compassionate, sympathetic, tender, understanding, warm, yielding, soft, nurturing and graceful” I said all in one breath. Without being wholly aware of what I was doing, I had inched so close to Amos that our noses literally touched. As the rosy fragrance of Amos’s skin reached my nostrils, I shivered.


                      Amos was trembling too. “Look at you” he whispered from in between his coral, kissable lips “you’re as tall as me: a man. I like that quality in you. I must confess, though, that I wish I was a little shorter than 5’9”.


                      “My height!” I said in mock exasperation “is that all you could think of to laud? Don’t I possess any other qualities worthy of admiration?”


                      Amos hesitated a bit. “Well, I’d say you’re strong….very strong” he said.


                      “Pray, continue” I goaded, probably grinning in the impish way my friends said I always did.


                      “You’re courageous, assertive, independent and outspoken” said Amos with an iota of hesitation “I’d also say you’re competitive, ambitious and…dominant”. Amos’s tip-tilted green eyes dropped as he made the following statement. His thick eyelashes fluttered.


                      “Do you mean to say I am bossy?!” I nearly yelled.


                      “No, no, of course not” Amos hastened to correct himself “I meant what I said in a positive way. You are the stuff…..homebuilders are made of”.


                      I smiled. “And you are the stuff homemakers are made of” I said.


                      A pensive frown passed Amos’s face. “Laila, do you I am trapped in the wrong body?”.


                      “There is just one way to find out” I said.

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               
                 
                   
                     
                       Chapter 2 - Caught!: On the Wrong Foot!


                      My heart was pounding in my ears. The act that I was about to carry out threatened to bring out not only Amos’s subconscious desires to surface, but also mine. With trembling hands, I led Amos into a large hall, painted a pristine white.


                      The walls were stark. According to Amish rules, hanging pictures and photographs on them is prohibited. This rule is apparently to preserve the religious value of the Amish community and for preventing the breeding of pride and vanity. The use of electronic gadgets is also strictly prohibited, but I had asked for special permission to bring in my lap top, camera, tape recorder etc into the room. Since I was a foreigner pursuing her PhD, the Amish elders had granted me permission to bring electronic gadgets into their community. However, they had stringently warned me against taking photographs of any of them. This is because the Amish community believes that being photographed makes the subject narcissistic. Curtains, shades and quilts, though patterned with motifs of nature, were the epitome of simplicity. Since the use of electricity is prohibited, a huge skylight on the top was witness to the solecism Amos and I was going to commit.


                      No, we weren’t going to have sex.


                      The Amish community encouraged sex, courtship and procreation, so engaging in coitus would have been a lesser sin compared to what I had in mind for Amos. And probably for me.


                      However, we chose to go down another path: a different path to get in touch with our forbidden desires.


                      I retrieved the elaborately embroidered peacock blue and golden ghagra-choli that my BFF back in India had insisted I wear on the special occasion of her wedding. A ghagra is a full-length skirt like garment which is typically worn beneath the navel by Indian women in the Northern, Western and Central India. A choli is a tight fitting blouse with short sleeves and a low neck. A dupatta or a veil is tucked at the waist and used to cover the upper part of the body (and also sometimes the head) for the sake of modesty. The ghagra-choli I had brought for my BFF’s wedding was made of georgette i.e. sheer, lightweight, dull-finished crepe. It was embroidered with shiny little mirrors fastened with kutch work (a kind of embroidery).


                      Amos’s mouth fell wide open as he set eyes on the beautiful ultra-feminine clothes. “Dear God!” he said in a wonderstruck whisper “these seem to be garbs fit for the Gods!”


                      “People in India are fortunate enough to wear them” I said, then with a slight smirk added “women people”.


                      Amos swallowed. He seemed to be trying so hard to desist being tempted by the exquisite costume that the atmosphere created in the pristine white room was almost akin to one of sexual tension. His noble green eyes settled on the gorgeous attire briefly before hastily flitting away in the direction of a gigantic crucifix that hung in the living room.


                      “Well, it’s too rich for use” Amos said trying hard to conceal his desires “people couldn’t possibly wear this sort of clothes on an everyday basis”.


                      “They certainly could on special occasions” I said boring into Amos’s soul with my charcoal eyes which are often described as “black magic”.


                      “On special occasions” Amos mechanically repeated like a child learning his lessons by rote.


                      I looked at Amos’s sparkling green eyes, his bobbing Adam’s apple and then at his eyes again. I held his inner green orbs with my “black magic” Asian eyes and huskily asked “would you like to try it?”


                      “I am a man, Laila” Amos replied swallowing “you can’t be serious”.


                      “I’ve never been more serious in my life” I earnestly said.


                      “Well, I’ll wear it if you agree to carry out your part of the dare” a mischievous inflection had come into Amos’s soft voice.


                      “What is it?” I asked huskily. I couldn’t wait to hear what Amos would ask me to do. Metaphorical butterflies did a restive jig in my stomach.


                      “You have to dress in the clothes I am wearing now” Amos said with a cryptic look in his eyes.


                      “Ha! That’s no big deal!” I said trying to sound nonchalant “No one would raise an eyebrow at a ‘Tom Boy’!”.


                      “I am not talking about external reactions” said my glittering-eyed tormentor “would you be able to handle being pushed to the brink of intimate levels of truth?” Amos Fisher’s eyes held an open challenge.


                      Under the frank onslaught of Amos’s myrtle green eyes, my own orbs fluttered. I forced myself to steady my gaze and replied “Yes, I don’t mind a tryst with ‘truth’ as you put it”.


                      “Very well then” said the pretty Amos talking off his black coat “You’ve got yourself a deal, Laila”.


                      He proceeded to take off his chocolate brown suit and pistachio colored shirt, giving me a generous glimpse of his lovely body. I had been to Italy before visiting Lancaster County; Amos’s well-sculpted body reminded me of Michelangelo’s sculpture of David in Florence. However, I couldn’t help noticing that Amos’s shoulders were smaller than the average males’ and that his hips were broader. His skin was the delectable texture of plums.


                      “This body would lend itself better to curves rather than angles” I found myself wistfully thinking “Really, God’s judgment has been most erroneous”.


                      Amos stripped off his undergarments and stood in front of me wearing nothing but his black wide-brimmed hat. I had seen only two men naked before him (We Indians are a conservative lot: two lovers made me a “slut”), and rated Amos’s penis as being average-sized. I, however, thought that his groin region would look infinitely better without external genitalia as there was something modest and demure in the way in which he stood. Most men I knew stood with their legs spread wide, but it was almost as if Amos was trying his utmost to protect his vulnerable inner genitalia.


                      Amos walked towards me with his hat on and spread out his hands as if in surrender. “I am all yours” he said.


                      As I fit and fastened the hook of the golden choli around him, I imagined hypothetical breasts on Amos’s flat chest. I salvaged the elaborate lehnga from its cover and fastened it just below Amos’s pretty little navel. The fall and flair of the Indian skirt was perfect on Amos’s slender body. I proceeded to pleat the dupatta and hung it over Amos’s left shoulder in a fashionable manner. With kundan jewelry fastened around that sea-nymphet like ears and bangles and necklaces adorned around that dainty wrists and neck, Amos’s look was nearly complete.


                      He was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.


                      Wait a minute! Am I out of my mind or what?! Amos was the most beautiful person I had seen.


                      Just a touch of color on that daisy-fresh face was what was required to complete the look. As I salvaged the make-up kit (that I seldom used, but had been forced by my BFF to buy) from my bag, a look of sheer horror crossed Amos’s winsome face.


                      “No Laila!” he shrieked “no cosmetics please!”


                      “Why?” I asked “Is it the sin of it? (Amish rules prohibit its women from using make up).


                      “That I’ve already committed by using jewelry” Amos replied “Amish rules forbid men and women from using any form of it. I just….” Amos flushed a deep pink “I just don’t want to look like a Parisian whore”.


                      “Oh come on!” I said and cackled “a little bit of makeup would hardly make you look like a ‘Parisian whore’ as you put it!”


                      “If you say so” Amos hesitantly agreed.


                      He gingerly offered me his long noble face. I dabbed it with a bit of white foundation, lined his eyes with kohl and added a hint of blush on his rather prominent cheekbones. In a bid to highlight the eyes, I used a coat of mascara and outlined Amos’s sweet lips with a subdued nude shade. Amos’s curly hair was still too short to be as long as an average woman’s; I caught hold of the loose end of the dupatta and covered his hair with it to get around the issue. When I finally retrieved my compact and handed it to Amos, he seemed rather pleased to behold his reflection in the mirror.


                      Suddenly, a look of undiluted guilt crossed Amos’s face.


                      “What’s the matter?” I asked concerned.


                      “Looking into a mirror is forbidden according to dictates of the Amish community” replied Amos in a guilt-laden whisper “it apparently fosters ego and vanity”.


                      “For Goodness’s sake!” I exclaimed slapping my forehead with my palm in exasperation “forget about Amish rules for a while, will you?”


                      “Fine” replied Amos closing the compact mirror and giving it back to me “it’s time for you to keep your end of the bargain”.


                      “No big deal” I said shrugging “I am not a fuss pot like you”.


                      “Let’s see if you live up to your claims” replied Amos with a slightly gloating smile on his chiseled face.


                      I stripped right down to my underwear. I then threw on Amos’s pistachio colored shirt with spirit. Since I had impressive broad shoulders for a woman, it was a perfect fit. I wore Amos’s chocolate-colored suit, his black coat and trousers. They were also a faultless fit. The black socks and shoes seemed customized to the size of my feet. Finally, with the customary Amish hat perched on my head, my ensemble was complete.


                      As offhanded as I had felt when I had agreed to Amos’s dare, I felt my whole personal world undergo a dramatic change when dressed in typical male attire. It’s true that like most girls from all parts of the world, I was accustomed to wearing jeans, but those were ones especially tailored for women. The attire I had on currently was authentically and uncompromisingly masculine. I was suddenly flooded with a deluge of sensations I never knew lay dormant within me. Primeval energies flooded me; I felt strong and virile. I felt an intense insane desire to grow a beard like a married Amish man and shelter the feminine creature standing in front of me in the canopy of my arms. I wished to physically toil all my days away and keep this woman in the lap of luxury for the rest of her life. My breasts suddenly became a liability and I was seized with an overwhelming desire to cut them off and cast them away. I dreamt of a bulging penis in my pubis region instead of a vagina. Amos looked so lovely and dainty in the ghagra-choli, that I was seized by an overwhelming desire to pin, penetrate and impregnate her! The mere change in attire had brought about such a behemoth change in me that I desired to become a creature only of intellect and sexual appetite, sans any emotion.


                      Only Amos flushed to the roots of his flaming red hair, did I realize that I had been eyeing him ravenously. In all probability, my lecherous thoughts were written all over my face. Yet the realization didn’t make me squirm. I was saturated to the brim with a kind of masculine pride I had never experienced before.


                      I retained the eye contact. Amos demurely lifted his magical green eyes to meet mine. Time stopped. Both of us were sentient of nothing but each other’s existence. It was as if the two of us—Laila and Amos—were the only humans alive on earth.


                      So immersed were the two of us in our own worlds, that we didn’t hear the sound of approaching horse drawn buggies. So lost were we to our surroundings that we didn’t anticipate that this was the time the entire Amish community was to return from the Pentecost feast that Amos and I had missed. Before we knew it, the hall was teeming with women in modest full-sleeved dresses in solid hues and men in dark colored suits and hats. The stern-looking Isaac Fisher’s, Amos’s father’s, enraged voice jerked me back to reality rather ruthlessly.


                      “Amos!” Isaac Fisher bellowed “what is the meaning of this tomfoolery?!”


                      So apparently petrified was Amos that he shook from head to toe like a willowy leaf. Noting Amos’s sad inability to articulate his thoughts given such forbidding stimuli as his father, the protector in me rose to his defense.


                      “It’s not really Amos’s fault, Mr. Fisher” I said “I persuaded him to dress…the way he is”.


                      Isaac Fisher ignored me and addressed his son again “Are you so susceptible to suggestion, Amos, that you’d listen to a woman….that too a foreigner?”


                      “The woman is a succubus” Martha Fisher, Amos’s mother interjected “pure evil. I believe she is potent enough to seduce a man and make him gyrate to her will”. I had never been Martha Fisher’s favorite or the darling of anyone else in the Amish community of Lancaster County. My daring dressing style, outspoken personality and ambitious nature made me singularly unpopular with the community who believed that men and women had to be humble and conduct themselves in a sober manner.


                      “Laila is not to be blamed, mother” Amos finally found his voice “when I dressed in female attire, I was only following my heart”.


                      “Meaning?” a puzzled frown had come over Martha Fisher’s sweet face.


                      “Meaning” Amos said softly yet boldly “I am a woman trapped in a man’s body. I have always felt I am female on the inside”.


                      “Shut your mouth!” Isaac Fisher bellowed “have you gone insane?”


                      “On the contrary” Amos said “I think I have come to my senses only now”.


                      “Would you please care to elucidate?” Mr. Fisher’s voice was fury commingled with sarcasm.


                      “If you don’t mind, father” Amos requested humbly “I’d like to live as a woman today onwards”.


                      “I am afraid I can’t permit that” Mr. Fisher voice was obstinate.


                      “If I don’t want to continue living in the Amish community as a male, what other alternative do I have?” Amos asked humbly.


                      “Excommunication” Isaac Fisher had spoken.


                       

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               
                 
                   
                     
                       Chapter 3 - Chalk and Cheese


                      As much as we tried, Mr. Fisher wasn’t to be dissuaded. His word was Amos’s command: he was rendered an outcaste for non-conformity. No sooner than he had been ousted from the Amish community, Amos and I found each other on the streets of Lancaster County. After wandering them for a while, the two of us checked into the first way-side inn we could find. I am the only pampered daughter of a well-heeled gem trader, so I never experienced a dearth of money. However, living in the Amish community for close to a year had made me renounce my laptop and iPad, inhibiting my immediate access to cash. Therefore, I really couldn’t complain at the soot-smeared walls, rickety stairs and coffee-stained bed sheets the hotel provided. Nor could I grumble at the prospect of having to share a room with Amos.


                      The previous day seemed like a dream. Had it not been for Amos’s albatross like burden on my neck, I would scarcely have believed that all that happened actually transpired. What manner of a demon could possibly possess me that I had persuaded Amos to dress in my lehnga-choli of all things?! I must have been out of my mind. Besides, only a person on the brink of raving lunacy would have dressed like a man and felt the way I did: Heavens, my feelings at that time were too embarrassing to even recall later. Granted I am go-getting, independent and ambitious, but I certainly did’t want to possess a penis! It sickened me to recall that I even contemplated having one! What would my dear father, who had invested all his hopes and dreams in his only child, have to say if he discovered the nature of my thoughts of the previous day? And to think I had actually fantasized about grabbing hold of and penetrating an effeminate person who was actually a biological male! Nauseating was the word. Really, I ought to consider consulting a psychiatrist.


                      “What do I do Laila?” asked Amos in his sweet dulcet tones “I am a nobody now”.


                      “What do you mean you’re ‘a nobody’?” I snapped with more aggression than the situation demanded “You are 24 years old, for Christ’s Sake! It’s high-time you broke the apron-strings and learnt to stand on your own two feet!”.


                      “That’s impossible even to contemplate” said the pretty Amos rather lugubriously “those who are brought up in an Amish community are obsolete in bigger world”.


                      After two years of PhD on the community, I knew what Amos was talking about. Amish children were sent to schools only up to the eight grades and were trained in the Amish way of life after that. Except for an occasional exception that they made for tourists, they believed in cutting themselves off from the rest of the world. So, Amos Fisher had grown up without ever having switched on a radio, television or computer. Since the Amish forbade the use of automobiles, the boy, in all probability didn’t even know how to drive a motorcycle or a car. Farming was the only thing that Amos knew, and he had now been deprived even of his couple of acres of land.


                      At the moment, Amos sat on our double bed with his legs crisscrossed. In a sad act of omission, he had left his pajamas back at the community, hence had been forced to wear my white tulip-printed nightgown. Amos’s skin looked like glistening rose petals and his fiery auburn hair contrasted deliciously with the whiteness of his skin. Amos appeared so clueless and vulnerable that a sudden desire to hold him and run my fingers through his lush red hair seized me. I clenched my hands at my sides to prevent myself from giving in to my desires.


                      “You know, you could come with me” I said looking deep into Amos’s bewitching green eyes.


                      “How?” asked Amos perplexed “a tourist visa couldn’t accommodate me all that long”.


                      “I was thinking in terms of a student visa” I said “multiple entry student visas are given to genuine students to pursue regular studies at recognized institutes in India. You could join JNU, the government funded university I am pursuing my PhD from”.


                      “What course could I possibly do?” wondered Amos aloud “I have been nothing but a farmer for the past ten years”. His lean sylph-like hands rested like pretty white lilies on his lap. I was tempted to seize and press them to my lips. Amos’s moist coral lips evoked an insatiable thirst in me. I licked my parched brownish lips and replied:


                      “Well, the language courses in JNU are pretty popular” I said “Spanish, German, Chinese….you name it and JNU offers it”.


                      “Japanese!” replied Amos animatedly before I could utter another word. The two heightened spots of color on his high cheekbones reflected his enthusiasm to learn the language. I visualized Amos as a lovely geisha with long silky hair and thick-lashed intoxicating eyes, wearing a red kimono with cherry blossoms embroidered on it. She….sorry, he looked so beautiful that I smiled at the vision. The fire in my loins was growing so intense that I am quite sure I emitted fumes of my desire.


                      My pretty boy and I lived at the run down inn at Lancaster County until Amos’s visa arrived. Both of us then flew to New Delhi, the land in which I was born and bred.


                      ***


                      Within the next twenty hours, I walked hand in hand with my new welcome liability in to the JNU campus. A soothing feeling of affection welled in my heart as the solid brick structure of the university came into sight. JNU….my home, my educational institution, my pride….JNU happens to be a public centre university in New Delhi. It has a well-stocked library located separately, but within the campus. Its art facility, to which I belong, is equipped with columns and arches.


                      The specialty of the students of JNU is that politics is our life blood. It is a spicy addiction without which we cannot survive. All of us thrive on fiery debates held in the campus, both formally and informally. Our ideology is leftist and we staunchly support causes like feminism, minority rights, social and economic rights. Of course, the other political parties like to brand us as an “unruly bastion of Marxist revolution”. They have branded us as psychos who consume liters of alcohol, smoke chains of cigarettes and have sex like nympho/satyr maniacs. However, all these are malicious lies spread to shut down our beloved university: the hub of free thinking. JNU is the breeding ground of future leaders. I’d like to clarify that our debates are issue-based, and actions constructive.


                      I walked hand in hand with Amos towards the hostel building located on the left of the university campus. The men’s wing is located on the ground floor and the women’s on the first. I found the then student leader, Poonam Sinha, seated at a desk at the entrance of the building. Poonam was a small, skinny, unprepossessing-looking girl in her late 20s. If she walked on a street, the passers-by would probably not turn around to give her a second glance. However, once Poonam presided over a debate, everyone remained riveted. Such was the eloquence of Poonam’s tongue and the power of her personality.


                      “Laila!” exclaimed Poonam clasping me in a hug amazingly powerful for so small a person “You’re finally back! How did the Amish community treat you?!”.


                      “Oh I was treated like royalty” I said smiling ruefully “the community members were so pleased that they even decided to honor me with a gift”. I cast a meaningful glance towards Amos.


                      “Pleased to meet you” said Poonam taking Amos’s proffered hand “Are you really from the Amish community?” she asked wide-eyed.


                      “I believe I am” Amos said in a shy, but congenial manner. Amos’s reaction came to me as a breath of fresh air. I had initially been worried about to how Amos would adjust to the “real” world, but now felt confident that he would be able to cope quite well.


                      “Welcome to JNU” said Poonam warmly enough to Amos “I hope you are comfortable being one of us…oh” Poonam suddenly said slapping her forehead “but I forgot to mention one thing! The men’s wing is completely occupied today! We had a new unexpected admission yesterday, so I am afraid there’s no room for you, Amos. You will have to make other arrangements. Cheap accommodation is available right outside the campus; I’ll help you look for one”.


                      “But that’s unfair!” I protested “the student union had promised to book a room for Amos!”


                      “Oops, student union goof-ups…!” replied Poonam biting her tongue “it’s my fault… I own it up”.


                      “Hey, apologizing isn’t enough!” I protested “you will have to make amends!”.


                      “Hmm…if Amos doesn’t mind” ventured Poonam dubiously “we have an empty room in the women’s wing of the hostel….”.


                      “No way!” replied Amos nearly jumping out of his skin “I am not going to have to do anything with female clothing or quarters again! I’ve already paid for it by getting thrown out of my community!”.


                      “Oh Dear God, have you?” said Poonam looking bewildering “I am sorry to hear that”.


                      A desire crawled into me again: a naughty, slightly wicked desire. It was the desire to see Amos dressed in drag again. An inner demonic urge made me work on it.


                      “Then what do you intend to do?!” I turned to Amos and said with feigned fury “Starve out there in some rented room? The food here in JNU is subsidized. Besides, I have already paid for it. Don’t let my money go waste please: cash doesn’t grow on trees!”


                      “Laila, you don’t mean that I…you know” the trepidation in Amos’s voice was unmistakable. The womanish tremulousness in his voice turned me on in a way I had never expected. Chills passed down my spine and my nipples turned pebble hard.


                      “….Oh, just for a few days” I said in my persuasive best voice “there is a chance that the new student in the male’s wing may drop out”


                      “Incidents of drop outs are quite common” Poonam confirmed “many don’t adjust to the politically charged atmosphere here in JNU”.


                      “Well, then…” said Amos on his way to getting swayed “if it’s for a few days…are you saying that I will have to pass myself off as a female student?” Amos sounded like a trapped creature at bay.


                      “It shouldn’t be difficult to pass you off as one” replied Poonam in a matter-of-fact tone, reaching out and running her tiny fingers through Amos’s thick red hair “you’re a rather pretty, boy. Isn’t he, Laila?” Poonam turned to me for approval.


                      “Yes, I’d say he is a pretty hot chick” I gave Amos what I thought was a leering smile. Poonam burst into a volley of giggles.


                      “You girls are pulling my leg” said Amos flushing to the roots of his hair.


                      “Okay, guys…there’s no time to waste” said Poonam her practical, authoritative manner returning “we’ll get you dressed in a salwar kameez, Amos. I hope you know what a salwar kameez is. It’s a North Indian traditional female garment comprising of a long top, loose roomy trousers and a veil to worn for the sake of modesty. Since Laila will take some time to unpack, I suggest you come over to my room for your make over right away”.


                      Poonam’s personality was so powerful that Amos and I followed like hypnotized sheep. After appraising him from head to toe, Poonam said “Amos is at least six inches taller than me. I don’t think any of my clothes would fit him. Laila, do you happen to have a salwar kameez?”


                      “You know I prefer wearing jeans” I said giving Poonam the ‘you-should-have-known-by-now’ look.


                      “Right” said Poonam “Hey…wait a minute! My cousin who had visited me last month left a couple of clothes here. I believe she had grown tired of them. Physically, my cousin is the complete opposite of me; she’s tall and gangling. I guess her clothes will be a perfect fit for Amos. However, we will need some sort of innerwear for him. Laila, could you please unpack and get one of your bras?”


                      “Gladly” I said and went up to my room. I picked up three or four with the intention of giving them away to Amos. I personally detested having the uncomfortable habiliment curtail my breasts 24x7. To come to think of it, I loathed having breasts.


                      I was sure they’d look great on Amos though. Sigh! If wishes were horses…..


                      When I arrived at Poonam’s room, my mouth fell open. Amos stood there looking like a dream. He was dressed in a rose pink salvaar kameez with silver stars imprinted on them. Amos’s eyes had darkened to a seductive emerald and his hair rose like a glorious proud flame over his noble forehead. I noticed traces of kohl around his expressive eyes and a touch of plum-colored lip-stick on his lovely mouth. A lone anklet encircled Amos’s dainty left ankle.


                      Poonam had indeed been quick with the makeover.


                      “Hmm…it is difficult to call ‘her’ Amos anymore, isn’t it?” I said to Poonam.


                      “’Annie’ would be more apt” agreed Poonam.


                      “Alright” I said in a voice that sounded surreal even to my ears “we baptize you Annie today”.


                      “Annie” tried to open her plum-color painted mouth to protest. However, she changed her mind and decided to blush instead. I am sure no newly ordained MTF transsexual woman had ever looked lovelier.


                      ***


                      Life for Annie was trying on many accounts. Along with having to grapple with the modern way of life she faced the additional ordeal of trying to adjust to a new culture as well. Also, in spite of having effeminate proclivities, I noticed Annie was uncomfortable with dressing in female clothes day-in-and-day-out in public. She’d miserably grapple with the falsies that we both had purchased for her and look positively distressed at having to stuff them in front of her chest every single day. The brassieres that she had to wear obviously restricted Annie’s breathing and she seemed to ache to break free. The unaccustomed straps bit into her delicate flesh causing angry red welts on her shoulders and chest region. My plight during this phase of Annie’s adjustment was even more pathetic than hers: while a part of me deeply empathized with the ordeal through which Annie was passing, another was actually turned on by the sight of mutilation of her effeminate flesh by the bra straps. It was almost as if there was a predator crouching within me, ready to pounce on and attack at the slightest trace of blood on my prey.


                      If life for a female in New Delhi was hard, that for a transsexual was nightmarish. Even if Annie looked extremely feminine, there was something—a jarring discordant note—that made people realize that she wasn’t a genetic woman. Whenever I took Annie out of the campus, I was sentient of the hoi polloi of Delhi gaping at her openly. Annie became the victim of prying, inquisitive stares of some of the commonplace men, women and children of Delhi. Raucous, rowdy boys outside the campus would often whistle and leer at Annie, brazenly asking if the “sexy hijra lady” would consider spending a night with them. When Annie and I boarded a bus to Mehrauli one night, we were mercilessly teased and harassed by the bus conductor. “When two lovelies are out all by themselves at an unearthly hour” leered the boor “they are clearly asking for trouble”. When he brazenly tried to outrage Annie’s modesty, I tried to defend my beloved’s honor with a sharp karate kick aimed right at the boor’s ugly jaw. However, I turned out to be weaker than the scoundrel: much to my distress and Annie’s fright, the conductor had soon my arms pinned behind my back. He openly and unashamedly expressed his intention to assault us both, starting with “the sexy hijra”. Just as he had stripped Annie of her veil and flung it out of the window (while firmly keeping my arms pinned behind my back with one hand), the traffic lights changed to red. The bus was forced to come to a screeching halt. An alert cop rapped his cane at the door of the bus and asked: “Everything okay?”


                      The evil conductor abruptly let go of my arms. I lost no time in taking Annie by the hand and disembarking the bus. The cop asked us if everything was alright. Just as I was going to report the conductor’s criminal behavior, I felt Annie’s inhibitive hand on my shoulder. “Yes Sir” I heard her reply in her soft dulcet tones “we’re fine. Thanks for your concern”.


                      “Why did you let the bastard go?” I asked Annie when we were out of the cop’s earshot “we could have told the policeman everything”.


                      “That wouldn’t have been wise” muttered Annie “low lives like the conductor are likely to harbor rancor against people who complain against them. The female has the onus of remembering that she is the weaker gender”.


                      Wow. The internalization of acquired gender was so complete in Annie’s case that she spoke as if she was a genetic female in spite of having a penis! The thing that disturbed me the most about the South Delhi incident wasn’t just the fact that the lowlife of a conductor had threatened us with sexual violence. It was the trauma of having to see my sweetheart’s modesty outraged: I recalled the helplessness I had felt when the conductor had divested Annie of her veil and flung it out of the window. The revulsion and horror I had experienced at the sight of the scoundrel ogling at my sweetheart’s dainty exposed neck and clavicle ineffable. The fact that I could do nothing while the conductor threatened to assault Annie had made me feel so low that I could have died.


                      How I wish I was in a position to protect my sweetheart. I wish my musculature was so impressive and stamina so great that I could have debilitated that scoundrel with one blow of my hand. How I wish I had the build and strength of a man. How I wish I had a….never mind. Such thoughts don’t behoove “a lady”.


                      ***


                      The men in JNU treated Annie with respect albeit some reserve. The only man who spoke to her freely was Vishal Singh Matodia: the vice-president of the Student’s Union of JNU. Like Poonam, Vishal was extroverted, fiery and eloquent. He was of average height and of a rather squat build, but in all fairness was rather attractive in his own way. Vishal’s brows were square and thick, nose a bit porcine and lips rather too full for a man. He had a rather stern expression on his face that could melt into rather nice smile sometimes. Even though Vishal was an okay enough guy, I couldn’t understand why the entire gaggle of girls in college had to be so besotted by him. Anyways, since Vishal treated my girlfriend with respect, I didn’t think it was fair on my part to nitpick on Vishal’s physical appearance and popularity quotient.


                      During this period, Poonam became seriously ill. She was diagnosed to be severely anemic as a result of which her once lush hair started falling out in clumps. The anemia also left deep dark circles under her eyes, caused difficulty in breathing and chronic fatigue. As a result of not being able to cope with her studies and discharge her duties as the president of the student union effectively, Poonam handed over the political baton to Vishal, who by default became the president of the JNU’s Student Union. However, a vice-president was still to be decided upon and the university decided to leave the decision to popular vote. This particular election wasn’t a run-of-the mill one when a willing candidate opted to stand for the elections. In this offbeat scheme of affairs, all students of the university were considered potential candidates and became each other’s rivals. We were all obliged to be political candidates whether we liked it or not. According to hearsay, students who were especially distinguished in academics or other areas like sports etc had higher chances of winning than the others. Excitement was replete in the air as the students of the university cast their vote one nail-biting Friday. The results were out by Monday: I had won.


                      Victory was a real aphrodisiac. The sound of triumph was loud and strong in my eardrums and the new status victory conferred was new lifeblood in my veins. I felt bolder, more assertive and individualistic than ever before. I had definitely heard of the expression “top of the world”; I now knew for sure what it felt like.


                      My biggest personal victory came to me the day the Indian government upheld Article 377 established during the imperial British rule. Article 377 was a statute that criminalized practicing homosexuality and, thereby, deprived sexual minorities the chance to express their gender and orientation. A whole bunch of JNU students led by me and Vishal Singh lead fiery protest marches through the revolution-charged streets of New Delhi, challenging the government’s order and persuading it to “Love and let Love” through banners and flashcards. We reasoned with the government to stop seeing love as a sin, irrespective of the form it had taken.


                      When I was recovering under a huge shady tree after the tiring protest march (which, incidentally, used up much of my lung power), Annie coyly approached me and launched into a monologue:


                      “Initially Laila, my innermost desires for feminization notwithstanding, I wanted to cling on to my male identity. There was a certain obsessive fear in me about being castrated and becoming a bona fide female. Thankfully, (Annie bowed her head with demure delicateness) my body is now ready to move in sync with desires that I once considered forbidden--” Annie stopped abruptly, evidently too bashful to continue. Her downcast eyes were as bewitching as ever and her moist coral lips were sexy enough to unleash the beast in any creature with a bit of testosterone in it.


                      “And pray, what has brought about this change?” I asked. My heart was palpitating wildly because I could sense my D-day had come. Annie was going to profess her love for me. Sure enough, she did.


                      “It is finding my true soul mate” said Annie slowly and sweetly.


                      Annie’s words were manna to my ears. Since then, started the feminization process of Annie. I took her to a renowned gynecologist in North Delhi by name Dr. Gracie Holmes (before that, Annie and I had a brief stop at a commercial sperm bank and retrieved multiple specimen of Annie’s sperm that were frozen for later use). Dr. Gracie Holmes was a tall, statuesque Englishwoman with blonde hair who had settled in India due to her self-proclaimed love for the country. She spoke to me with her magnificent grey eyes and congratulated me (in her deep husky voice) on being a perfect, supportive friend to Annie. Even though I thought Dr. Gracie’s comments were a bit patronizing, I decided to take her remark at face value and humbly thanked her for her “kind words”.


                      As per her directions, I continued taking Annie to her once in every two weeks. A few weeks after Annie had first visited Dr. Gracie Holmes, she apparently noticed a plethora of changes that she unreservedly shared with me. At first, Annie apparently didn’t even connect the changes with the estrogen injections Dr. Gracie had been giving her. However, with time, the academic in me started seeing the connection. My Annie was converting into a total and complete woman. Wondrous!


                      Apparently, Annie used to have a pretty high sex drive when in the Amish community and used to routinely have sex with a girl named Sarah. However, about a month of having started to visit Dr. Gracie, she evidently failed to have an erection when she masturbated. She was a pretty boy, but did have some hair on her face and body in which she apparently noticed significant reduction.


                      Besides this, apparently another factor weighted on Annie’s mind. She admitted with some embarrassment, that she had experienced vivid erotic day dreams ever since she entered adolescence. They apparently continued, unremittingly, through most of her teens and had been vivid enough to make her ejaculate. However, the wet dreams which had been the source of much secret solace and pleasure in her life apparently put in a very rare appearance now. Even when they did, they had apparently lost their ability to arouse Annie and make her ejaculate.


                      Thanks to the estrogen and voice training, Annie’s voice had become sweeter than before. When Annie spoke to me, I often assumed it was a genetic woman addressing me, when the sound, in fact, had emanated from Annie voice box. Annie also reported to me that she didn’t think of Sarah anymore nor feel like having sex. I felt gratified upon hearing this since I didn’t want to share Annie with any voluptuous Sarah, Mary or any other lass from her past.


                      Another disconcerting thing that Annie evidently felt around this time was a stinging, persistent pain in her nipples. She had, up to the point, apparently dismissed nipples as just a superfluous part of the body that had no utility value. They were just funny looking projections plugged to her chest, and she hadn’t cared to acknowledge their presence even. Since they served no ostensible purpose in men, Annie had even wondered why she had them. However, all this had changed in recent times. The niggling pain around this area was so persistent that they became the centre point of Annie’s consciousness. She was acutely aware of them and thought about them 24x7.


                      Poor Annie also became victims of hormones. She apparently suffered from mastalgia and mood-swings all the time, but being the lady that she was, Annie bore it all stoically, without temper tantrums.


                      Over the next two weeks, I noticed two conical projections on either side of Annie’s chest that soon started gaining mass. Also, I could swear her areolas had become larger than before (She’d let me see her undress and bathe: Annie wasn’t reserved that way). I was extremely aroused to notice tiny bumps on Annie’s areolas, which made her chest look as realistic as any female’s. In addition, the nipples that had been the cause of some agony over the past few weeks had started developing. They appeared embarrassingly long, swollen and distended to grace the chest of anyone who had once been “Amos”. Needless to say, I was ineffably aroused.


                      Other associated changes also became apparent over a period of time. The muscle mass in Annie’s body decreased and the fat content increased, just like in females. Nature had bestowed this sort of a fat distribution on females so that they could, hypothetically, carry a baby to term and deliver it with relative ease. What function could such a pattern of fat redistribution serve in a man? I was at a loss to understand. Anyhow, since Annie became lovelier and more desirable than before, luscious hips and a rounded derriere were changes that I oughtn’t to think I should complain about.


                      Another change that Annie didn’t mind quite as much as the others was that her skin became smoother and more velvety than before. I was certain my sweetheart could give any beauty contest winner a run for her money! There was just one practical concern left to be addressed now: The instating of a vagina.


                      Not long afterward, Dr. Gracie Holmes fixed Annie’s appointment with Dr. Anil Sharma, the most reputed surgeon in New Delhi. Dr. Anil Sharma was a tall, pleasant-looking man of about 50. His flawless physique proved that he must have a great fetish for exercise. Albeit for a slightly receding hairline and a touch of grey at the temples, Dr. Sharma looked as youthful as ever.


                      As the esteemed doctor adjudged me to have a sharper, more academic bent of mind mind than his patient, he explained to me the procedure that was to be carried out on Annie in considerable detail. The penis that I knew Annie had begun to detest became the raw material from which her new genitals were created. The shaft of the penis was inverted and became the lining of her vaginal canal. The head of the penis became the clitoris. The scrotum was transformed into lovely-looking labia majora and the excesses of urethra was utilized to create the labia minora.


                      Ah! As Dr. Sharma described even the physical procedure for the creation of my beauteous partner’s genitals, I felt a kind of heat building up in my loins. My heart was pounding in my ears and I longed to yank down Annie’s panties (which we, incidentally, had shopped for together). In my mind’s eye, I longed to reach out and insert one, then two fingers into her brand new pulsating core. After fingering her for a while, I’d gently withdraw my fingers and shove my penis inside her…..


                      What in the world was I talking about? I didn’t have a penis! I had a vagina just like the one Annie was soon to have. I had the same set of accessories as my darling man-girl. It wasn’t biologically possible for me to enter Annie unless I used a dildo or something, but a dildo wouldn’t be a part of my flesh. It would just be an elongated piece simulating a penis which, for me, would be more show than sensation.


                      Since Annie was physically, mentally and emotionally prepared for vaginoplasty, she coped with the procedure admirably well. Dr. Sharma had warned me that the post-operative period could be a frightening one for Annie; one that demanded constant care and frequent dilations and I made sure that the post-operative period was as pleasant as possible for Annie.


                      Thanks to my voyeuristic tendencies, I realized that Annie was discovering umpteen pleasures thanks to her newly inducted genitals. Her vagina, even when it was still healing, was the most beautiful sight in the world. Just the sight of the naïve-looking triangle covered sparsely with red public hair, the neat little slit and the pretty little labia inside sent my inner temperatures soaring. Since all nerve connections remain intact after a “bottom surgery”, I knew Annie’s vagina and vulva were sensitive in ineffably delectable ways. When she thought no one was watching, Annie would surreptitiously pull her panties down, insert an elegant finger or two into her slit and pleasure herself away to wild moan accompanied orgasms. As the sound of her orgasmic moans reached my ears, the heat in my groins would become so unbearable that I would rush to the bathroom and administer the same treatment on my genitals that Annie did to hers. And as I peaked and rode the waves of unrivalled ecstasy, I imagined my fingers servicing Annie’s love tunnel instead of the dilation kit which in my opinion was superfluous when there was a willing human volunteer around to dispatch the same duty.


                       

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               
                 
                   
                     
                       Chapter 4 - Serendipity 


                      One day, about a month after Annie’s “bottom surgery”, I got a phone call. It was from the gynecologist, Dr. Gracie Holmes. Ever since Annie had got a vagina instated, she went to see her GYN doctor all by herself. I was perturbed by Dr. Gracie’s call. Had some complication arisen in Annie that Dr. Gracie couldn’t discuss with her? Was there something seriously wrong with my sweetheart that I didn’t know about?


                      When I reached Dr. Gracie’s clinic, her calm demeanor put to rest my niggling doubts. Gracie was sitting on her consultation table, one butter-scotch limb crossed elegantly over another, flipping through a magazine. For the first time, I became acutely aware of the immensely feminine scent of her golden hair, the perfect globules of her breasts and the musky sexy scent that emanated from her. I had previously perceived Gracie only as a doctor; I now saw her as a woman and an incredibly attractive one at that.


                      “Laila” said Dr. Gracie in her low seductive drawl “please have a seat”.


                      “Doctor” I said candidly “I am too apprehensive to sit down. Perhaps you could tell me what the matter is first?”


                      “Oh, it’s nothing serious” said Dr. Gracie. She uncrossed her never-ending legs, got to her feet and walked sinuously towards me. She placed her lithe rings-decorated fingers on my shoulders and sighed. “Muscles….” she noted “Are you an athlete, Laila?”


                      “I am not” I said wondering where Dr. Gracie was going with this question “but I love working out”.


                      “How many times a week do you work out?” whispered Dr. Gracie in my ears “such musculature is uncommon among ladies”.


                      “Nearly every day” I admitted “….whenever I get the time”.


                      “That’s incredibly hot” replied Dr. Gracie continuing to stroke my sinewy arms “you know what else I like about you, Laila: your nature. You’re strong and assertive”.


                      I nodded.


                      “Bold and courageous”


                      I nodded yet again.


                      “Dominant and decisive”


                      “If you say so” I interrupted.


                      “Forceful and dominant”


                      “Excuse me, Dr. Gracie” I said “but how do you know all this?”


                      “I have my sources” said Dr. Gracie. Her large grey eyes were mischievous and seductive at the same time.


                      “And what do you wish to establish by asking me all these questions?” I asked.


                      “I wish steer you in a new direction….the direction I see you veering towards”.


                      “What do you mean?” I said confused by Dr. Gracie’s cryptic words.


                      “Meaning you suffer from the same problem as your friend” said Dr. Gracie gently.


                      “Could you please be less cryptic, Dr. Gracie?” I asked. I was beginning to get quite annoyed by the woman’s long-winded, tortuous style of speaking. It was like walking inside a confusing, circuitous labyrinth.


                      “GID” was all Dr. Gracie said.


                      ***


                      “No!” I bellowed out aloud, shutting my ears with my palms “this can’t be true!”. It seemed as if I had been dragged out into the open, stripped and left exposed to the scorching rays of the sun.


                      “Laila” said Dr. Gracie, touching my cheek gently “Denial is going to get you nowhere. Accept who you are: on the inside. It will make life easier”.


                      “It is easy enough for me, thank you” I said shaking Gracie’s hand off “I don’t understand why you’re so hell bent on complicating it”.


                      “I am not” replied Dr. Gracie sighing “I just want you to be comfortable in your body”.


                      “I am comfortable in my body!” I protested “what makes you think otherwise?”


                      “Your body language for one” pointed out Dr. Gracie “your gestures are so typically masculine. You stand with your legs wide apart, whereas females typically try to subconsciously protect their vulnerable genital area. You’ve been here with Annie so many times, never once have I noticed you sitting like a lady”.


                      “No, lady-like sitting for me, thank you” I said defensively “I’d rather live as per my rules. Sitting with my legs spread wide doesn’t make me any less of a woman than the others”.


                      “That’s true” admitted Dr. Gracie “but tell me candidly, didn’t you play with trucks and tinker with cars when you were growing up?”


                      “I did” I admitted with some reluctance.


                      “Don’t these” Dr. Gracie indicated my tiny mango-shaped breasts “ever feel like a burden to you?”


                      “Yes” I admitted warily “I hate having breasts. I wear a tight sports bra to suppress them. Sometimes I tie them tightly with bales of cloth”.


                      “You see my point” said Dr. Gracie “and, if you don’t mind my getting personal, do you not wish you had a penis?”


                      Dr. Gracie’s question caught me unawares. I was thrown off balance and felt I was being pushed deeper and deeper into unknown murky waters. Tried as I did, I couldn’t come up with a pat lie to combat Dr. Gracie’s questions. My mind flit back to the time in Lancaster County when I had first seen Annie dressed in my peacock-blue ghagra-choli. Primal urges had flooded in, goading me to catch hold of the effeminate creature, pin her down to the bed and enter her. And penetrating someone was only possible if one had a penis.


                      The truth was apparent. I had wished I had a penis. And the feeling may not have been a passing one either.


                      The truth was revealed to me as clear as daylight. I was a man trapped in a woman’s body.


                      ***


                      And so it started: my transition. Injection of male hormones into my body felt weird at first but I eventually got used to it. There is one thing that I didn’t dwell on too much before and, therefore, didn’t previously mention: I used to “Pack”. This means that I used to buy condoms from medical shops, fill them with water and tucked them into my briefs (yes, I wear briefs, not panties) to create a protruding male like projection in front of my trousers. The bulge used to draw a bit of attention, yes, but people usually don’t like to stare at a female’s groin region for the fear of being mistaken for perverts. Therefore, I’d say I got through life with much more ease than Annie: an MTF transsexual.


                      I’d always dressed like “a tomboy”, but people had found it “cute”. A common double standard seems to unite all societies of the world: while girls who dress and behave like males are usually treated with affection and some indulgence, effeminate men are heckled, tyrannized and persecuted. Being a male is considered great, that’s probably why I wanted to be one in the first place.


                      When mom was pregnant with me, dad apparently wanted a son. He was evidently disappointed when I was born a girl. Soon, he accepted the fact and brought me up as a he would a boy. He gave me the same kind of freedom and liberties as he would to a son. But the fact that he had been chagrined because I was born a female hurt me throughout my life. How much had I wished I could change my anatomy to make dad totally and completely proud of me. Here you are, dad, I am transitioning now. This one’s for you.


                      “Leander”: that’s the name suggested for me by Dr. Gracie apparently because she is a fan of the legendary Indian tennis player, Leander Paes. Also because my eyes apparently remind her of Leander Paes’s. Leander doesn’t sit down to pee anymore. He uses a stand-to-pee device gifted to him by Dr. Gracie.


                      “The stand-to-pee device could also be used for penetrative sex” says Dr. Gracie suggestively. She crosses and uncrosses her shapely, butter-scotch skinned legs. Her golden hair glimmers. Her skin burnishes: with health and desire–desire for me.


                      Dr. Gracie is a very attractive woman. I don’t deny that I have the hots for her. But I don’t feel a spiritual connection with Dr. Gracie the way I do with Annie. In other words, I don’t love Dr. Gracie.


                      Lust is not love.


                      My body is changing. I have developed more muscle in the upper body and hair on the face and body. The latter development initially made me feel like a bear, but I am okay with it now. My voice is not mine anymore: it is the low growl of a beast. In other words, it’s the voice of a human male.


                      Dr. Gracie says I sound like Elvis Presley, the famous retro rock singer. She says I look a bit like Elvis also (how could one look like both Leander Paes and Elvis Presley, two men who look as different as chalk from cheese, I wonder?). Do I look like Elvis? Man, I take that as a huge compliment. With my increased confidence, aggression and libido, I want to pin Dr. Gracie against the wall, lift her skirt and make love to her right now. I am certain the statuesque piece of goods will enjoy it. Gracie wants me as much as I want her.


                      However, I resist the blonde temptation. I can never make love to another woman as long as Annie is alive. Dear sweet sexy Annie: the love of my life…. She is rather ambiguous these days. I am not sure how she feels about my transformation.


                      The others in the university are not so ambiguous. They express shock at the fact that a woman could actually get her breasts removed. And undergo chest recounturing and aureole reshaping to make the aforementioned resemble those of a male’s. But breasts on my chest have always been an embarrassment for me. Why don’t they get that? And revel in the fact that I am finally happy? Is that too much to ask?


                      A few are curious. They want to know if I have got a penis instated. The answer is “No”. I did a bit of research and found out that a penis would cost me $ 70, 000. Convert that to rupees and you’ll have a massive heart attack!


                      So, I’ll have to be content with packing. For now, at least.


                      Thankfully, I ceased to menstruate five months after having started androgen therapy. Dr. Gracie says that I might begin to menstruate and ovulate again if I stop taking male hormones for a considerable period of time. After all, I haven’t got a hysterectomy done. Even though Dr. Gracie is miffed with me for rejecting her advances, she metes professional advice out stoically.


                      ***


                      Annie and I were walking hand in hand in the beautiful Garden of Five Senses. Passersby turned to admire us like they would any beautiful young couple: it was obvious that no one realized that Annie and I were “different” and that ours was one of the most interesting real life tales of gender swap. I was dressed in a black t-shirt and beige baggy trousers, while my sweetheart looked like a dream in her pink strapless number that accentuated her long elegant neck and well-sculpted collarbones. Annie had got a hair perm, so her tresses puffed like a huge red cloud around her noble face. She was true to the Amish way of life and wore no jewelry or makeup. The only accessory that Annie had around her graceful neck was a Nikon D610 Camera. Members of the Amish community weren’t permitted to own a camera or take pictures as photographs were believed to encourage vanity. Even though reluctant to be photographed, Annie loved taking photographs of anything and everything that caught her fancy.


                      Right now, I turn out to be her subject of interest. Annie switches on the camera and brings me into focus. “You make a beautiful man, Lee” she says, smiling “you were born to sport the goatee and toothbrush moustache”.


                      “Considering I was born not to sport them, I take that as a compliment” I can’t help beaming at her. Annie is such a darling.


                      “Now I’ll presume you are a multi-millionaire and will shoot you accordingly” says Annie “In the next shot, I’ll pretend that you’re an artist”.


                      “My face will remain the same no matter what” I say amused “what does your pretension have to do with anything?”


                      “Wait and watch” says Annie and takes two shots of mine one after another. I am zapped by how different I look in each one of them. In the first, I look suave, debonair and in control. In the next, I look dreamy, vague and well….artistic.


                      “How did you manage that?” I ask astonished.


                      “Well, there is this new theory that says that the subject of a photograph is affected by how the photographer perceives them” says Annie in her honeyed voice. Then she grins mischievously and says: “there seems to be some truth in the theory, isn’t it?”


                      I am deeply affected…. By the way Annie articulates her thoughts….by the sharp shard of her clavicle that cuts through her skin….by fullness of her ripe breasts….by the juiciness of her full, coral lips.


                      I wonder what they taste like.


                      As if acting in accordance with my thoughts, my lips make their move. They touch Annie’s lightly and draw back. She doesn’t react. I press my lips against hers again. Annie whimpers. Emboldened by her reaction, I thrust my tongue in. Gingerly, with the slow deliberation of a dancer, my tongue explores the sides of Annie’s mouth. She tastes of milk and honey, foods that she primarily subsists on. I extend my tongue and touch the tip of hers with it. Sparks literally fly.


                      At this juncture, Annie jerkily withdraws. She pulls her dress, which has slid an inch down, up resolutely and murmurs: “No Lee, I…I can’t do this”.


                      “What’s the matter?” I ask chucking Annie under the chin.


                      Annie keeps her eyelids downcast. She refuses to meet my eye.


                      Perturbation rises within me like a turbulent wave. “Have I done something wrong?” I say “Oh God, I am so sorry….perhaps I should have taken it slower....”


                      “This has nothing to do with you!” Annie shrieks in near hysteria “stop thinking you’re the center of the universe, for Christ’s sake!”


                      Annie is trembling with some very strong emotion now. I am taken aback by the intensity in her green eyes, the loudness of her voice and the choice of her words. They pierce my heart like a ruthless dagger.


                      “So, is that what you think of me” I say hurt “Do you think I am an egomaniac?”


                      “No, no Lee” says Annie on the brink of tears now “that was an unfair thing to say. I am so sorry”. She is crying quite openly now.


                      “Darling” I say softening “could you please tell me what’s wrong?”


                      “There’s nothing wrong” says Annie “It’s just that I am seeing another man”.


                      Annie’s words hit me like a leash. I nearly lose my balance at their impact.


                      “Another man?” I repeat foolishly.


                      “Yes” says Annie “I am dating Vishal Singh Matodia”.


                      My body, mind and soul freeze. I am unable to find my voice. It’s as if a cat has got my tongue. After a long while, I finally find it. It works to ask just one question.


                      “Did you sleep with him, Annie?”


                      Annie turns immobile. Then in a monotone she says “Yes, I slept with him”.


                       

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  
     
       
         
           
             
               
                 
                   
                     
                       Chapter 5 - Return to Innocence


                      


                      Annie had slept with him. Annie had slept with Vishal Singh Matodia. I couldn’t get the thought out of my head. Through the course of the entire night, I was tormented by visions of his square face pressed against my darling’s high cheek bones. I picked up a pillow next to me and crushed it against my face hoping to blot the disturbing visions out of my mind. However, my attempts were in vain. As much as I tried to block them, I had repeated visions of Vishal’s full rubbery lips close in on Annie’s naïve luscious ones. I could see Annie’s perfect round breasts make contact with and slide up and down Vishal’s broad hairy chest. I could see Vishal’s short grubby fingers grip Annie’s fiery hair and then slide down her back, proceeding to explore every inch of her lovely divine body. I could visualize Annie’s legs wrapped against Vishal’s squat gorilla-like frame; her white heels digging into his tanned back. Then, much to my intense agony, her newly inducted organ would swallow the entire length of his shaft. Then the inevitable primal gyration, which is the secret to the spinning of the cosmos and the perpetuation of species, would begin, shooting me to the acme of torture. Annie’s pelvic muscles would clench around Vishal like a tight glove. His groin muscles would retract from the effort of curtailing his seed within him. Annie, with a vast ocean’s tireless generosity, would invite him to shoot inside. In my mind’s eye, I could see Vishal’s seed-enriched fluid travel down the expanse of his rod and shoot straight inside my sweetheart’s womb. Her womb slathered with his life-giving fluid, Annie would mewl weakly. I could see her noble features change and progressively transmute into Vishal’s sensual even if coarse face.


                      So, aren’t dilations are superfluous, Annie, now that you’re “getting it”? Your beautiful flowery genitals that I have worshipped since the day of their induction couldn’t ever close now, eh? Annie: my sweetheart. Annie: a hateful creature. Annie: a Goddess. Annie: a Slut.


                      Why did you do this to me, Annie?


                      Am I losing my mind?


                      Annie. Annie Fisher. You are meant to be with me: Leander. Leander Sethi. Annie Fisher and Vishal Singh Matodia sound so wrong. Like eating Italian pasta with Indian chutney. Eew!


                      I wander into the campus feeling forlorn. The familiarity of the brick structure fails to cheer me up today. Nothing does. Nothing can any more. Politics used to impassion me once, but not now. It is the common thread that binds me to that bastard. Bound by a common woman, bound by a common cause—uncanny, eh? I don’t care to be that Matodia bastard’s soul-brother. Nor do I want that common whore--Annie. They are welcome to each other, the two characterless people.


                      I, presently, see Annie standing in the shade of a neem tree in the campus. She is conservatively dressed as she always is when she attends college: in a sea-green cotton salwar kameez and black pumps. Long earrings made of terracotta dangle from Annie’s delicate ears and a jhola (cloth bag) which happens to be the trademark of JNU hangs from her well-sculpted shoulders. She is rather Indianized isn’t she, the little bitch? It must be the influence of her ugly, porcine boyfriend.


                      I hate her. Yet why does it hurt me when I badmouth her? Oh Annie, why do I love you so? You shall forever remain my pristine celestial Goddess irrespective of the number of men you sleep with.


                      She is looking at me from the corner of her fantastic green eyes. I look back and sear her with the enraged glare of my charcoal eyes. Annie flinches a little, but meets my gaze. It is meek, apologetic, placatory. What is the little vixen up to? Is she trying to pacify me, to douse water over the fire of my fury? Is Annie trying to extend the proverbial olive branch? If so, I shall not take it.


                      I am a firm believer of the “all or none” law. I either want the whole of Annie or none of her at all. I can’t bear the prospect of sharing her with anyone: especially that hideous, hirsute, perpetually-grinning ape. Nope, I don’t believe in compromises.


                      I walk on resolutely ignoring Annie. She follows a distance behind, like some sort of a stalker. Whenever our glances meet, she gives me a small smile. I don’t return it.


                      We walk on a couple of meters. Wait a minute, there’s a scoundrel standing with his pusillanimous face turned to the wall. His trousers have slipped down a little and one end of his belt is hanging by the side of his waist. It is obvious the uncivilized being is engaged in an unforgivable act: urinating on our sacred campus. His filthy action makes my blood boil. Students are expected to keep their campus neat and clean. Is that too much to ask for? Is that too much to ask of this faceless twerp’s thick skull?


                      “Hey!” my loud bellow reverberates through the JNU campus “Go find yourself a toilet!”


                      “What the fuc--” Vishal Singh’s flustered porcine face turns to face me. Recognition dawns in his beady pig-like eyes and he says “Mind your own bloody business, Leander!”


                      “That’s precisely what am doing” I say “The preservation of JNU is my business and, as the president of the Student Union of JNU, it ought to be yours too!”


                      “Don’t lecture me on my duties” Vishal hastily pulls and zips his trousers up and growls at me “for that matter, you aren’t the epitome of a model vice-president yourself!”.


                      “Why not?” I challenge him “I don’t go around urinating around the campus”.


                      “That’s because you can’t” Vishal’s tone is gloating.


                      “What do you mean?” I ask incensed “what on heaven and earth do you mean?”


                      “I mean, you don’t have the necessary plumbing to stand up and pee” Vishal spits disparagingly “even if you’ve got rid of your tits, have grown a beard and a moustache and called yourself ‘Leander’”.


                      That’s a lowly, degrading below-the-belt remark. I can’t believe the president of JNU can stoop down to such low levels of sexism. I tell him so. “Do only external genitalia make a man?” I ask Vishal “Is a woman only about having a vagina?. If you feel that way, then I am sorry to say I pity you”.


                      I also tell Vishal that I thank my lucky stars that I lack the “necessary plumbing” which enables him to expose my private parts in public and urinate. I tell him that and leave in a huff, vaguely sentient of Annie’s slender form standing on and beholding the scene.


                      ***


                      I am a mess. After the bitter spat with the president of JNU, I stepped down as vice-president. My well-wishers pointed out that this wasn’t fair since I had been secured my place as VP by winning the university elections, whereas Vishal had merely taken the baton over from Poonam.


                      “That may be so” I said “but remember that Vishal too had stood for the elections for the post of vice-president last year. And he also had been voted by popular choice. So, I guess, he secured his place fairly too. Poonam voluntarily passed on her position to him. It isn’t as if Vishal ousted her by a coup or anything”.


                      “Very magnanimous of you to say so, Leander” said my fellow students “However, we’ve learnt to distinguish between wheat and the chaff. And you, definitely, are the wheat”.


                      Their compliments were music to my ears. Yet I couldn’t get over the distastefulness of the incident over which Vishal and I had disagreed upon. The two of us had agreed on and spoken up on various issues. Vishal and I had expressed outrage over several instances of human right violations all over the country, the assault of Kashmiri women by the CRPF personnel, had fought for justice for young under trials and had struggled to end caste-based discrimination in educational institutions. Yet fate was so perverse that the two of us had fought over a trivial, unsavory issue. Life had indeed got us down with a trickle of urine. Disgusting!


                      Since I still retained my female parts and was still registered as a female in all my official documents, I had been allowed to stay in the women’s hostel wing. However, after having stepped down as the vice-president of JNU, living in the same surroundings felt demoralizing. Though I was still pursuing PhD from the same university, I rented and lived in an inexpensive room outside the campus, a stone’s throw away from JNU.


                      I was sitting in my cubbyhole of a room, working on my long-neglected PhD, when I heard a knock on the door. I raised my head to notice my beloved Annie’s form silhouetted against the door. Dressed in a neat emerald green shift and nude stilettos, Annie looked like a dream. Her brilliant red hair was carelessly piled on top of her head, giving her a rakishly sexy look. Annie’s face was devoid of makeup and she looked even younger than usual. Her white skin gleamed in the dim light of the room.


                      “You should get a bulb of higher voltage” she said in sweet dulcet tones “reading in dim light will spoil your eyesight”. The light in the room was inadequate for me to see the expression on Annie’s face, but her voice radiated benevolence. I was melting on the inside, but didn’t want to make my feelings obvious to Annie.


                      “As if you care” I replied feigning sulkiness “even if I went as blind as a bat, it wouldn’t make an iota of difference to you”.


                      Annie slowly walked towards me and sat down beside me on the bed. “You are still angry with me” she gently observed. Her eyes settled with such tenderness on my bearded face that my heart turned into butter. What I yearned to do at the moment was kneel in front of this divine goddess and kiss her sacred feet.


                      Instead, I kept my eyes averted. And said nothing.


                      “Working very hard on your thesis, I can see” Annie said indicating the array of reference books and writing sheets that were laid down in front of me.


                      “Yes” I replied trying to keep my voice expressionless “It will be complete in about six months if I work on it steadily”.


                      “I complete my Japanese course at round about the same time” Annie said. Then she smiled and added “It’s as if God intended us to complete our pursuits at the same time”.


                      “For what reason, I wonder?” I almost demanded “what cryptic design could God have in making the two of us complete our academic pursuits at the same time?”


                      “He probably wants us to be together” Annie spoke simply and fearlessly.


                      “But…” I asked hesitantly “what about you…and Vishal?”


                      “That’s over” replied Annie without any sign of regret “in fact, it was over the very day Vishal defiled the campus”.


                      “Oh” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say.


                      “You’re too much of a gentleman to ask why Vishal and I parted ways” continued Laila “but I shall tell you, nevertheless. I was beginning to realize that Vishal was just a speaker, not a doer. My theory was consolidated the day you caught him urinating on the campus. Vishal’s act itself was shameful; his attack on your personal situation was unforgivable. That was the day I realized that I was in a relationship with a man with no ethics. If Vishal disrespects you for being a trans man, I was sure he secretly held the same contempt for me: an MTF transsexual. The protest march Vishal held for the LGBT community was obviously only to gain popularity. He probably wanted me only for sex. Needless to say, I lost no time in breaking up with him”.


                      “And if I hear you right” I said “do you now want to be in a relationship with me?”.


                      Annie meditated on my words for a while. “I guess you and I have always been in a relationship, Lee. It started on the day I first saw you at our farm in Lancaster County. There was definitely something different about you, something magnetic—I was fascinated. However, I took some time to sort out my GID and get in touch with my real gender. There were so many things to cope with all at once: a changed gender, a new culture, a changed way of life. I was disoriented. I was then exposed to Vishal’s fiery oration at the parade protesting the upholding of Article 377 by the Supreme Court. I was naïve enough to think the man actually believed what he said. I was vulnerable. I thought I was in love with him. However, I realized that it was all an illusion the day Vishal misbehaved with you in the campus. That put things in perspective”.


                      Annie stopped in her narrative and gently took my hand. I didn’t resist. In a slow, benign movement, she raised it to her lips and kissed it. “Things are in perspective now, Leander” she whispered “I love you”.


                      Annie’s words were manna to my ears. I could scarcely believe she was saying them. I had loved the girl so deeply and had fantasized about being with her for so long that it took a while to believe when it was actually happening. The touch of Annie’s lips on mine brought me back to reality. As I tasted the very palpable milk and honey flavors of her mouth, I was convinced that this was happening. My soul-mate and I were actually making out.


                      I could feel Annie’s lithe fingers fumbling with the button of my denim trousers. She yanked it down with my panties, revealing my female parts and long clitoris that was a side effect of androgen therapy. Annie rummaged inside her jhola (bag) and ferreted out the most realistic looking dildo I had ever seen in my life. She drew my white vest up a bit and strapped the dildo around my waist.


                      “There!” said Annie satisfied by the sight of simulated manhood strapped on me “You are now sexier by far than any genetic man”.


                      Her words weren’t intended to arouse, but I found myself incredibly excited. I could feel a slow, steady warmth build in and spread through my loin region. I recalled the feelings that had swept over me the day I first saw Annie dressed in female attire. I had wanted this sexy feminine creature with all of my heart. Today, the same sentiments washed over me. I wanted to take Annie in my arms, impale her, and make her mine.


                      Annie took complete charge. She had me slip out of my denim trousers and white vest, one at a time. Her soft honeyed lips caressed my jaw and traced a line of kisses down my chest right down to my navel. A low animal-like grunt escaped my lips.


                      Annie withdrew from me and stood up. She gyrated sexily and began to languidly take her clothes off with the expertise of a striptease artiste. I was rather impressed by her coquettish act and marveled at the fact that a former member of the simple Amish community had picked up all this.


                      Annie unzipped her shift and let it slide to the floor. She stepped out of the dress and left it lying in a careless pool on the ground. I discovered that the naughty seductress had on a sheer purple brassiere and matching panties inside.


                      When Annie reached out for the hook of her brassiere, my heart pounded in anticipation. The large white pink-tipped globules that came into view didn’t disappoint me. Annie’s elegant fingers slid down to the sheer panties that were already soaked in the sweet juices of her femininity. Her pretty, perfect genitals were a sight worthy of beholding. I couldn’t take my eyes off Annie. I devoured her with my eyes.


                      Annie walked over seductively and sat down on my lap. In a curious primal gesture, she rubbed her neck against my cheek and moaned as my rough stubble grazed her delicate skin. Her utterly feminine moan increased the heat in my loins. I wanted this beautiful transsexual woman and intensely.


                      Almost as if by their own volition, my fingers glided over to her slick womanly parts. They parted her nether lips easily enough and slid inside. I could feel Annie’s breath getting erratic as my fingers probed deeper. I stopped when I reached Annie’s clit. She stopped breathing. I gingerly twirled my fingers around her clitoris. Annie’s raucous, barely human cries reverberated through the small room.


                      “Take me, Lee!” she shrieked ecstatically “Penetrate me. Make me all yours!”.


                      Annie’s primeval cry spurred me into action. I gripped her lovely shoulders and made her lie supine on my narrow cot. Without wasting a second, I impaled her dripping womanhood with the dildo. The dildo wasn’t a part of my own flesh, yet I could feel it tightly sheathed within Annie.


                      Now was the time to start. After I was fully sheathed inside her, I rammed the dildo up and down Annie in a slow rhythmic motion. It was as if I was acting out of instinct, not out of intellect. Annie wrapped her shapely legs around me. Her heels dug harder into me with every progressive thrust. Annie’s long fingernails mauled my back. She was whimpering gently. Her cry reached a crescendo when both of us had simultaneous orgasms and fell into each other’s arms with a cry of deliverance.


                      “You know, Annie” I said to my sweetheart the next morning “I am not at peace”.


                      Annie looked up quizzically at my coarse grizzled face. She was lying across my chest, naked, but for a bed sheet held up to her throat. Her glance was tender, affectionate and nearly maternal.


                      “I don’t like the way things work here: in the conventional world” I continued “the noise, traffic, pollution….the incessant competition, the superficiality. It makes me feel less centered. I feel too much modern living could mess up with one’s chakras”.


                      “That’s what the Amish believe” Annie said and smiled tenderly.


                      “Tell me one thing honestly, darling” I said caressing a tendril of Annie’s red hair that had come loose “do you miss being a part of the Amish Community?”


                      My beloved sighed deeply. A wistful, nostalgic expression came over her noble face. “Does it make a difference?” she finally said “after all, I have been excommunicated”.


                      “Would you like to go back if given a choice?” I asked pushing the tendril of hair behind her delicate ear.


                      Annie was silent for a while. “Yes” she affirmed a moment later.


                      ***


                      Seven years have flown past. I come home dressed in a dark black suit and a wide brimmed hat after a hectic day at the farm. Growing corn, hay, wheat and soya bean with the assistance of just horse-drawn equipment is no joke, but I enjoy the hard work. Our home is a single storied one painted forest green to symbolize environment conservation: a cause Annie and I are extremely devoted to. My eyes light up as I see two little girls of five in identical clothes swinging on the front porch.


                      “Daddy!” they delightedly shriek as soon as they see me. I pick and perch each up on either arm and give them each a kiss on the cheek. Ruth and Miriam return the kiss. They love their daddy as much as they love their mommy. Both have inherited my dark coloring, but have their mother’s exquisite features. I sometimes find myself wishing that the children had Annie’s red hair and green eyes, but these things are not of our choosing. It all depends on the will of God.


                      Annie and I decided to have a family once we got married and were well settled in our new Amish community in Ohio. The community members were warm and friendly, so Ohio seemed like an ideal place to raise a family. Since sterilization is not a requirement to undergo a valid sex change in the US, I have a male identity, yet retain my female reproductive organs. When Annie and I wanted a family, I stopped taking testosterone for a while. When I started ovulating again, I was impregnated artificially by Annie’s cryogenic sperm frozen way back nine years ago in New Delhi. Nine months later I gave birth to a pair of healthy twin baby girls. People were wonderstruck at the fact that a macho man with a beard had given birth, but these things are common enough in our world: mine and Annie’s. Gender swap and male pregnancies are as natural to us as the air we breathe.


                      I resumed androgen therapy shortly afterwards. Persistent androgen therapy gave me a thick, long penis like clitoris, so I could have sexual intercourse with my wife without using a dildo. Except for the fact that I gave birth to our children, Annie and I are like any heterosexual couple. I am planning to have a hysterectomy and “bottom surgery” done in the next few months since Annie and I don’t want any more children. I fervently hope a bona fide penis makes me feel manlier than I do now. More importantly, I want Annie to feel even more womanly than she does now. She deserves it: she’s been the best wife—ever.


                      Presently, I walk into the kitchen with Ruth and Miriam. Annie is preparing the family dinner. She is dressed in a modest pink dress with long sleeves and a full skirt. The dress is covered with a cape and an apron and is fastened with straight pins. Annie’s long flaming red hair is tied back in a bun behind her head. She covers her hair with a white cap just like all married women in the Amish community are expected to. Annie looks as young and pretty as on the first time I saw her. I gaze at her glowing skin lovingly, unaware that I might be staring. How lovely this woman is, how sweet and how benign…. A woman like Annie is an asset by herself and possessing her makes me the luckiest man on earth.


                      Annie feels my gaze on her face and looks up. She gives me an angelic smile and tenderly asks:


                      “What’s it, my darling? You seem immersed in thought”.


                      “Nothing at all, love” I say “nothing at all”. I then lean in to plant a tender kiss on that lovely, blessed cheek.


                       


                      The End



                    

                  

                


                
                   
                     

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

    

  


  Introduction and Character Profile


  A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community


  Subtitle: Forbidden Desires


  


  
     
       
          The heartwarming love story of a dashing FTM man and a lovely MTF woman hailing from the Amish Community: 


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



        Laila takes a now homeless Amos to New Delhi and gets him enrolled into JNU University as a student of the Japanese language. Shortage of accommodation in the male wing of the hostel forces Amos to dress and pose as a woman and call himself “Annie”. While Laila is complacent in the illusion that she owns Annie’s affections, the latter is strongly attracted to Vishal Singh Matodia, the fiery, dynamic president of the Student’s Union of JNU University. As Annie undergoes estrogen therapy and progressively transforms into a bona fide woman, her gynecologist Dr. Gracie Holmes draws Laila’s attention to Laila’s inner FTM desires. Eventually, the masculinized version of Laila (Leander) discovers that it is hard to resist the sensual Dr. Gracie’s repeated sexual advances.


        Will Annie and Leander’s love triumph over obstacles and intrusions? Or is it doomed to wilt away like a flower exposed to tropical sun?


        Characters:


        Amos/Annie Fisher: is the 24 year old protagonist of the story. Amos is a pretty, effeminate young farmer belonging to the Amish community. He 5’9 inches tall, is lean, has a long noble face, bewitching green eyes and flaming red hair. Following excommunication for non-conformity, Amos is forced to go to India with Laila on a student visa. He joins the JNU University as a student of the Japanese language. Amos gradually undergoes estrogen therapy and Sex Reassignment Surgery to transform into “Annie”, a beautiful, radiant young MTF transsexual. Life is complicated for Annie as she has to cope with cultural shock and a dramatically changed lifestyle. In addition, she is torn between her lust for student union leader, Vishal and her loyalty for Leander. The man and the way of life Annie ultimately chooses forms the crux of the plot.


        Laila/Leander Sethi: is the 27 year old narrator of the story. Laila is a research scholar affiliated to the JNU University who is writing a thesis on the Amish Community based in the US. Laila is tall, dusky, muscular for a woman, has straight jet black hair and intense coal black eyes. She falls in love with Amos at first sight and can’t resist the urge to persuade him to dress in female clothes. As a result of dressing in drag, Amos is excommunicated from the community. Laila now considers Amos her responsibility and takes him to New Delhi on a student visa. She helps Amos enroll into a foreign language course in JNU University and helps him transform into a woman, gradually. During the course of Amos’s treatment, Laila meets Dr. Gracie Holmes who tells Laila that Laila herself suffers from GID. As Laila gets transformed into the masculine Leander, she has to resist Dr. Gracie’s advances in order to remain loyal to Amos.


        Vishal Singh Matodia: is the 29 year old president of the student’s union of JNU University. Vishal is a squat individual of average height (5’7) with a square face. He is hirsute, has good features, but sometimes looks quite porcine (especially to Leander). Vishal’s fiery dynamic nature, able oratory and ostensible defending of the underdog leads Annie to fall in love with him. The two are in a relationship until Annie realizes that Vishal doesn’t practice what he preaches. Annie considers Vishal a major hypocrite after one revelatory episode involving Vishal and Leander.


        Dr. Gracie Holmes: is the 41 year old gynecologist who starts the estrogen therapy on Amos. Dr. Gracie, an Englishwoman, is a tall statuesque blonde with exquisite butterscotch-colored skin. During the course of Amos’s treatment, Dr. Gracie closely observes Laila and realizes that the latter possesses latent FTM desires. Gracie coaxes Laila to transform into a male. Dr. Gracie is attracted to Laila/Leander’s strong, independent personality and tries to seduce him more than once.


        Poonam Sinha: is the 29 year old former student union president of JNU who hands over the baton to Vishal when she develops severe anemia. Poonam is a small, petite woman who is blessed with great eloquence and impressive leadership skills. When Laila and Amos return from Pennsylvania to the to the New Delhi Univerity, Poonam tells Amos that since the male wing of the student’s hostel is occupied, he will have to look for cheap accommodation outside the campus. Poonam gives Amos the alternative of occupying a room in the women’s wing, if he agrees to dress as a girl. Subsequently, Poonam helps Amos dress in a salwaar kameez ( an Indian female dress) that her cousin had left behind in her room. Poonam succeeds in making Amos look like a pretty girl student of JNU University.


        Ruth and Miriam: are twin girls born to Leander and Annie. They have inherited their father’s dark coloring, but Annie’s fine noble features. The girls are brought up in an Amish community at Ohio, strictly in accordance to Amish rules.


        Isaac Fisher: is Amos’s stern-looking father who catches him dressed in drag and subsequently excommunicates Amos from the community for non-conformity. Isaac also blames Laila for being “an evil influence” on his son.


        Martha Fisher: Amos’s mother who dislikes Laila’s masculine ways and regards her “a succubus”. She is also of the opinion that her innocent son has been spoiled by the “evil witch”, Laila.


        Dr. Anil Sharma: is the surgeon who performs the gender realignment surgery on Amos. Dr. Anil Sharma is a tall, pleasant-looking man of about 50. His flawless physique proves that he has a great fetish for exercise. Albeit for a slightly receding hairline and a touch of grey at the temples, Dr. Sharma looks as youthful as ever. Since Dr. Sharma considers Laila more academically inclined than Amos, he explains Amos’s SRS procedure and postoperative care to her in detail. The instructions given by Dr. Sharma help Laila take good care of Amos post his “bottom surgery”.
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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?
  


  
 

  


  
 Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

  


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


  
 

  


  
 The Murdered Heiress

  


  
    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 assubstantial 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, Japan. The story is really engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump".
        


        


        

      

    

  





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