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A Slippery Slope in Military Academy

Subtitle: A Frail Cadet

Series: Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform

 

 “Quartered in Snow, silent to remain When the bugle calls, they

 shall rise and march again” --Anon)

  

  

Chapter 1 - The Ultimatum on My Life in OG

The air was crisp. The bugle had blown. All of us: army cadets of Everest Private Training Academy marched in tandem to the beating of the drums. We boys were dressed in leaf-green pants, an olive green shirt and a smart cravat in striped red and white. Our feet were encased in black gleaming loafers worn over white socks. The girls, at the other side of the parade ground, were dressed in pretty much the same uniform. The only difference was that instead of the obnoxious creased pants that we were forced to wear, they were attired in neat pleated leaf green skirts that flattered the contours of their hips and lovingly flapped against the shapeliness of their calves. I may be wrong, but the girls’ shirts seemed to have puff sleeves unlike our drab ones. 

I caught myself looking their way longingly, and then forced my brain back to the present. I had come to the training academy, a 3 year

precursor to the NDA, before being inducted into the Indian army, for a purpose. The purpose was to forget my shameful secret inclinations. The secret inclinations constituted an overwhelming desire to mingle with girls. To dress, to talk and behave the way they did. To have the same smoothness of skin, swell of bosom, flaring of the hips and lusciousness of the derriere. To have my hands decked in henna and be married off to some valiant, virile and muscular male. 

I could hardly do that considering I came from a family which boasted of great soldiers. My father, Colonel General Jai Prakash Bhatia, who had sacrificed his life at the Kargil war in 1999, had been granted the Paramvir Chakra. It was the highest honor that could be bestowed on any soldier for exemplary bravery. My cousin, Capt. Vikas Bhatia, the recipient of the best NCC cadet awards in two zones during training, had martyred himself while trying to flush out terrorists from the Taj Mahal Hotel in Mumbai during the 26/11

terrorist attacks. My elder sister had married a major in the Indian army. So perhaps it comes as no surprise that everyone in the family expected me to grow up to be a brave, virile, disciplined army officer with a stiff upper lip. 

It was a difficult because I was a man trapped in a women’s body. 

Furthermore, I wasn’t cut out for hardships even as much as the other girls in our training center were. At 5’4, I was as petite as any one of them, with a pigeon chest and a pretty face. The expanse of my chest was way below the medical standards of the Everest Academy, but rules had been relaxed for me because I had earned admission through the sports quota. Even though I was a girlish sort of a boy, I had one ‘macho’ interest: Shooting. My being a state level High Power Rifle Shooting champion had made me eligible to get into the Everest Academy even though I had failed to meet the required medical standards. 

I was an aberration in yet another way. The levels of body fat male cadets between aged 18 and 22 were supposed to possess was 20%, but mine constituted an embarrassing 30%--a figure that fell

into the female cadets’ category. Yet the academy had been forced to recruit me. A million thanks to my brilliant marksmanship! 

‘Cadet Bhatia!’ the stentorian voice of Major Saxena struck me like a whip. Major Saxena was a strict, ruthless disciplinarian with an extremely short-temper. -. And most of the time, he was on the hazardous brink of losing it on me. 

‘You’re marching haphazardly’ he presently barked ‘please try and concentrate’. I tried to discipline my footsteps to follow a more regular pattern than before. It was in my best interests to do what the other cadets in the academy were doing. After all, I was here to deflect attention from myself and become a part of the camouflage. 

In spite of my hardest attempts, I hadn’t deflected Major Saxena’s attention off me. His piercing black eyes were watching me like a hawk. He exchanged a cryptic glance with his college Major Chopra and asked me to step aside. 

The two gentlemen escorted me to an area that had a bar where we did pull ups. 

‘Let’s see how many you can do’ said Major Saxena said in an intimidating voice. 

I approached the bar with trembling hands. I gripped it with my palms facing away from me, and tried to pull my chin up to it, with my hands spaced wide apart. However, as diligently as I tried, I failed miserably. 

‘Oh come on, let him try “negatives”’ said Major Chopra, a milder, less belligerent army man than Major Saxena. “Negatives” were half-pushups. As Major Chopra held my rotund limbs, Major Saxena prompted me to bring my chin over the bar. In spite of Major Chopra’s help, I struggled. Finally, when I had managed to bring my chin to bar level, Major Saxena instructed his colleague to release my feet. 

‘Hang on to the bar and let your feet dangle for 10 seconds’ Major Saxena ordered me. I felt the weight of each second taking a toll on my dainty body. One second ticked by, then two and then three….by the time even five whole seconds had passed by, my exhausted hands had released the pull up bar. I came crashing down on the ground, clutching my tiny chest and breathing frantically. 

‘Look at him, Major’ Major Saxena said to his colleague with disgust

‘Already sweating like a pig. The girls perform much better’. 

‘Let’s not be too quick to judge him’ said the more lenient Major Chopra .Then turning to me, he asked: ‘Would you be interested in running?’

‘Of course, Sir’ I said with feigned enthusiasm, when in truth I detested running. I’d rather have been dead than trying to torture my heart muscles in this crazy manner. 

Major Chopra set my running target as one and a half miles in 9

minutes, 20 seconds. He split it up in a manner that had scientifically proven viable for sustained running. 

‘Okay, here goes’ said Major Chopra rubbing his hands vigorously

‘One and a half kilometers would be 1500 meters, right? So let’s divide the run into three installments. You do 500 meters in 4

minutes, another 500 meters in the next three and the last 500 in 2

minutes 20 seconds. Agreed?’. 

‘Yes, Sir’ I said standing at attention and raising my hand in a smart salute as military personnel were trained to do. 

‘Right, you may start’ said Major Chopra running alongside me with a watch in hand. While he was running alongside me, I was acutely conscious of Major Chopra; the musky sweat of his youth, the gleaming virility of his abs straining through his thin t-shirt and the hot masculine blood gushing to his veins. Thoroughly fascinated by a vein throbbing on his left temple, I lost track of time. At the end of the assigned time, all I was aware of was Major Chopra’s exasperated

look as he said: ‘You’ve just completed 400 meters and have already become a tortoise!’. I was forced to snap out of my reverie. As Major Chopra had pointed out, though I was ostensibly supposed to be running, my speed had decreased to cipher and my meaty rounded body had come to a near halt. All the while, sweat poured down my forehead in torrents, which I suspected had more to do with having a hot-blooded young male running alongside me, rather than actual physical exertion. 

With a disappointed heavy tread, Major Chopra and I walked back to the starting point, where Major Saxena was waiting for us with a hungry look on his face. 

Like a hawk waiting to pounce on its prey. 

‘Well?’ he raised a quizzical eyebrow at his colleague. 

‘He couldn’t do it’ Major Chopra reported with due objectivity. 

‘Didn’t I tell you?’ said Major Saxena with a kind of sadistic satisfaction ‘that the boy is a pansy, a Nelly, a pussy?. 

‘Maybe running just isn’t his thing’ shrugged Major Chopra ‘Perhaps he is better in water’. 

‘Ha!’ snorted Major Saxena sarcastically ‘I can just visualize him as a merman. The chap is so incompetent; he’s worse than the girls’. 

‘Please Major’ said Major Chopra looking quite weary ‘give the boy a break. And, FYI, the girls are great swimmers. Stop being such a misogynist. 

Major Saxena sniggered nastily. The three of us made our way to the left of the parade ground which housed an indoor stadium consisting of an indoor gym and a swimming pool. The two men, two dashing figures in black trousers and thin OG t-shirts, waited patiently as I changed into my swimming trunks. 

Since I wasn’t adept enough to take a dive, I lowered myself into the pool gingerly, painfully conscious of the two attractive men staring at me. The awareness that I was alone with two fairly young, uber-attractive males made my heart flutter like a young girl’s. The thought that they could seize, touch and have their way with me without the knowledge Brigadier Mehta (the principal of Everest Private Academy), sent fearful yet pleasurable shivers down my spine. It was a bizarre thought. Why would my two trainers even think of raping  me, a podgy young boy, unless they were homosexuals? 

With sinful thoughts abounding in my head, I tread into the pool, held my breath and started swimming with gusto. On second thoughts, I regretted not having started off with lighter movements because I found it extremely difficult to balance myself in the water. Instead of balancing out inhalations and exhalations, I panicked and started hyperventilating, swallowing a great deal of water in the process. As I choked and gasped for breath, my capped head temporarily bobbed on surface of the water. I disappeared under the surface of the water again and tried to begin afresh. However, my technique was so wrong that I was drooping and enervated before I had swum even a meter. 

To my consternation, Major Chopra looked like a man who had been drubbed. He had pinned a degree of hope on me and I had failed him. Miserably. Major Saxena stood beside him, gloating with triumph. I had, with my incompetence, not only managed to embarrass myself, but had also shamed Major Chopra. 

At this moment, I knew I had to do something. Desperately. To restore the honor of the kindly Major Chopra. 

‘Sir’ I said addressing Major Saxena as boldly as my silky voice would permit ‘I request to be taken to the parade ground again’

‘The parade ground? What for?’ asked Major Saxena taken aback. 

The two gentlemen looked equally bewildered. A cadet issuing

orders to his trainers was not a common phenomenon in Everest Academy. 

‘You didn’t test my shooting skills’ I pointed out. 

‘It’s likely to be as pathetic as your other talents!’ said Major Saxena in a disparaging voice. We, nevertheless, walked out from the indoor stadium into fresh air again. 

Major Chopra lowered the height of the rifle stand so that it was in level with my eye. He tore away and discarded the target that had already been punctured with holes by a previous cadet, and replaced it with a fresh new one. He adjusted the target length, so that it was at a distance of about 30 feet from me. Then he handed me an ISSF

10 meter air rifle. 

I pressed the butt of the rifle to my cheekbone. Then proceeded to relax my right shoulder. The butt plate of the rifle sat in firm contact near the joint of my upper arm. I spread my right leg out and pulled in the right knee. I relaxed my neck, so that my eye could precisely see through the rear sight aperture. I thrust my womanly hips towards the target and angled my shoulders in its direction. Finally when I could see the target from the middle of my rear sight aperture, I pulled the trigger. 

There was silence for a split second. No one breathed. The bullet, released from the mouth of the rifle, hit the center of the target. I had hit bulls’ eye. 

It was nearly 2 pm by the time my trainers had finished testing me and I headed straight to the army canteen for lunch. I realized that I had been so engrossed in proving myself that I had missed out on my 1 pm working tea. My stomach was growling with hunger, but since the canteen was full of cadets, I served myself small, lady-like portions. Gorging oneself in public was embarrassing. 

As I was nibbling away like a dainty bird, Sumeet Singh, one of my classmates passed me. He was a young man of tremendously rustic

origins and sensibilities. I noticed that his plate was heaped with food. ‘Had a good time with the trainers, girlie-girlie?’ he asked. 

‘Girlie-girlie’ was a moniker bestowed on me by the guys in my squadron. Soon, it had spread throughout the hostel and slowly permeated the entire academy. Even the girls were aware of the nickname and sometimes addressed me by it. To tell the truth, being addressed by the moniker touched a secret pleasurable chord in my heart and made me go dizzy with excitement. However, I pretend to abhor the sobriquet. After all, I had come to Everest Academy to make a man out of myself. Sissy pet names wouldn’t serve me. 

I had a good look at Sumeet Singh. Even though he was unsophisticated and definitely not my type, I could help feeling magnetized towards his square pockmarked face, the matted dark chest hair visible through his gaping buttonholes and the intensely masculine sweaty smell emanating from his muscular body. 

Sumeet’s eyes roved suggestively over my doughy body the way it did over the females’. I was aroused and repulsed at the same time. 

‘You’re acting as if I romped with them’ I couldn’t help rolling my eyes flirtatiously. 

‘Wouldn’t put it passed you, girlie-girlie’ Sumeet teased sweeping a deliberate glance at my soft body ‘with your complexion, with your perfect figure….Oh! You could make a stone orgasm!’

‘Hush, flatterer!’ I exclaimed shocked. A slow blush had crept up to my face and my velvety skin was tingling pleasurably. 

I would have continued my coquettish tete-a-tete with Sumeet had we not been interrupted by the academy peon who informed me that I had been summoned by Brigadier Mehta. On receiving the information, my skin started tingling in a diametrically different fashion. My nerves were overwrought with fear and my heart was caught in my mouth. 

Brigadier Mehta, the principal of Everest Academy, was the only male in the campus who inspired fear instead of desire in me. At 80, he was still sturdy, straight of back and had all his wits about him. 

His tonsured head, deep purplish pouches beneath the eyes and artificially darkened tooth-brush mustache had the cumulative effect of reducing me to a quivering, gelatinous mess. In his heyday, Brigadier Mehta was apparently a soldier par excellence who had shown exemplary courage in the J&K operations and Indo-China conflict. Years had passed, yet the fire in him hadn’t quelled. 

I passed over from the canteen to the main building, running all sorts of nightmarish scenes in my head. I passed our well-furnished classroom, the hospital section and walked the entire length of the long, frighteningly ill-lit corridor at the end of which the brigadier’s chamber was located. Lifting one trembling hand, I knocked. 

‘Come in’ ushered a deep, gruff voice from the cavernous interiors of the chamber. 

I walked in with trepidation. The brigadier was standing at his table. 

He was a tall man, who at 6’1, towered over me. Brigadier Mehta looked clearly displeased. 

‘Cadet Batra’ he rasped ‘Major Saxena and Chopra told me about your shameful performance at the endurance test today’. 

‘Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir’ I meekly said, waiting to be thrashed with words. 

‘You know very well cadet’ continued the esteemed Brigadier ‘that had it not been for the sports quota, you would never have made it to this academy’. 

‘Yes, Sir’. 

‘You also know that I admitted you because of the respect I have your late father Major General Jai Prakash Batra. He was a great soldier’. 

‘Yes, Sir’. 

‘However cadet, your recent flagrantly poor scores in physical endurance tests (except rifle shooting) have made me have a rethink about your worthiness to continue in this academy. Even our girl cadets, whose assessment criteria are a little different from that of you guys have been performing much better than you. Many of the staff members have been insisting I rusticate you. However, I’d like to lay down two options in front of you’

‘Yes, Sir?’

‘The first one is rustication from the academy’ said Brigadier Mehta. 

‘And the second option?’

‘Is that you continue, albeit as a female cadet’. 





Chapter 2 - Literally ‘Girlie-Girlie’

I was instructed to get up at 10 minutes to 5 am the next morning and shift to the girls’ wing before the morning’s physical training drill. 

I did so tensely, particular not to wake up my snoring roommate, Akshay Thakur. I had my own private reasons for not wanting to wake up Akshay Thakur. The rumor-mills claimed that the wiry, hollow-eyed grizzly-chinned youth had been admitted to the academy after having spent a good three years at a juvenile detention center. Akshay may have been sent there for having committed relatively minor crimes like pick-pocketing, arson, acts of vandalism etc, but my over-imaginative mind couldn’t help linking him to the especially brutal gang-rape of a young woman in New Delhi a few years back, one of the accused of which had been a minor at the time of the crime. 

The girls’ hostel was a sturdy brick structure located opposite that of the boys’. Both were situated to the right of the parade ground, just before the shooting range. I quietly made my way up the stairs, cautious not to wake anyone up before the common alarm rung. I, however, was surprised to see a girl cadet I recognized as Preeti Tiwari at the landing. Preeti was a slim, fair, nymphet-like girl who, like me, was a misfit in the Everest Academy. Though I hadn’t had a chance to strike up a conversation with her, I knew Preeti to be a dreamy, giggly slip of a girl. Presently, Preeti approached me with a broad grin, indicated the suitcases I was carrying and said:

‘Carrying both must be taxing on you. Give me one’. 

Wow. Someone had actually been chivalrous enough to offer to carry my luggage. Each aorta of my heart was alight with a warm sparkly glow. I felt especially frail, helpless and feminine. In a deliberate suspension of reality, I had managed to overlook the fact that Preeti was a female as sweet, delicate and finespun as I was. 

Before giving me a chance to answer, Preeti snatched the suitcase from my left hand and traipsed up the stairs. I followed, marveling at how strong she was in spite of her apparent fragility. Perhaps what Brigadier Mehta and the trainers said had more than a practical of truth in it: even the female cadets at Everest Academy possessed more physical strength and stamina than me. 

As I went up the stairs, Preeti led me to our room. Thrills went down my spine as I noted that the walls had been painted a pale pink; a soothing contrast to the hideous turquoise blue of the rooms of the boys’ hostel. The beds, I noticed, were of a soft ivory white wood, unlike the rough ebony beds I was accustomed to sleeping on in boys’ wing. My dreamy room-mate had added her own magical touch to the room by brightening it with posters of movie and rock stars, and strewing her bed with soft toys and Archie comics. The study table that stood at her side of the room was equipped with the most charming table lamp. I noticed that Preeti had managed to transfer from her house, the most fascinating boudoir, which had the

most heavenly cosmetics arranged on it. The array of fragrances emanating from it made my inner feminine self drool. 

Preeti noticed me salivating for she laughed. A meaningful laugh. A knowing laugh. 

Since I didn’t want to give my secret away, I quickly averted my eyes from the dressing table. Assuming a business-like tone, I asked her:

‘My dear, I expected to see Indian flags, posters of martyrs and the emblems of the Indian army here. Instead, I feel I have stepped into an aspiring starlet’s room. Are you sure we’re in the Everest Academy?’

‘Sure, we are’ laughed Preeti, and then said ‘Listen Deepak, I have great respect for the nation, but being in the army is not my dream. 

I’d much rather be, as you pointed out, a starlet. I only came here to escape the arranged marriage my parents had in mind for me…’

‘Why’ I asked aghast ‘don’t you want to get married?’

‘Of course I do’ replied Preeti ‘but only to the guy I choose—not any stranger my parents throw my way’. She sighed, clasped her hands, rolled her eyes up dreamily and said ‘I shall choose my own prince’. 

‘So will I’ I blurted out, carried away by the magic of the moment. 

‘What?’ Preeti looked at me sharply. 

‘I mean find my own  princess’ I quickly corrected myself. However, it was too late. I was blushing to the roots of my silky brown hair. 

‘Brigadier Mehta told us why you were sent here’ Preeti’s smoky eyes bore into mine ‘he said it was because you were too delicate to meet the parameters set for male cadets. However, going by the way you react, another line of thought has suggested itself to me. Are you, by any chance, like either one of us girls? On the inside, I mean?’

‘Nonsense’ I quickly dismissed Preeti ‘you read too many MTF

stories. I am as rugged a man as any other. Over a period of time, I’d have worked on my strength and stamina and will return to the boys’

hostel’. 

‘That, my sweet, is never going to happen’ Preeti smirked in a way that made me ineffably nervous. 

‘What do you mean?’ I asked my heart pounding wildly against my narrow ribcage. 

‘The brigadier has made sure that you remain a female cadet’ Preeti said in a sing-song voice. 

‘How?’ I asked mystified. 

‘By having a girl cadets’ uniform and shoes sent over here for you!’

burst out Preeti excitedly. 

For a minute, I lost control over my senses. My head was spinning uncontrollably and the ground beneath my feet quaking precariously. 

My ears stopped registering the minute sounds that interrupt silence. 

My nostrils suddenly blocked out the overpowering feminine fragrance of the room. My eyesight seemed to blur to such an extent that the objects around me appeared remote and hazy. Preeti became a mere speck and vamoosed into thin air. I gripped the ivory headboard of my bed, steadied myself and managed to croak:

‘That can’t be true’. 

‘Oh, come to the common bathroom’ said Preeti chirpily ‘you could see it with your own pretty brown eyes!’. 

She led me down a narrow corridor to a common bathroom or

‘Ladies Room’ as it was marked. As I stepped on its cool marble tiles, I felt painfully self-conscious. Never had I, as a grown male, stepped into the ladies room (I might have, as a little boy, accompanied my mother inside one). The feeling was one of acute

embarrassment commingled with frisson. Oh to be with girls! To do as they do! 

My little train of thought was interrupted by a hefty, well-built girl, who was brushing her teeth at an adjoining washbasin. ‘Hi’ she managed to mumble through her foamy mouth ‘I am Cadet Cecilia Sharma. 

Brigadier Mehta told us you’re the new “girl” in our wing’. 

‘Pleased to meet you Cecilia. I am Deepak Bhatia’ I said, and then putting as much sarcasm in my voice as I possibly could, I said ‘FYI, a bona fide male’. 

‘Ha! I swear you have a pussy!’ Cecilia Sharma mocked. 

The girls were getting so close to my real gender identity that I felt the need to retaliate with prurient aggressiveness. ‘Mind your tongue, miss’ I said ‘I could flash my substantial penis at you if you wish!’. 

‘Please spare us!’ the sharp, no-nonsense order had come from a girl looking into the mirror poised on top of the washbasin opposite. 

She was adjusting her headscarf. I recognized the girl as Amrin Saba, a serious person and one of the most competent cadets in Everest Academy. Once, at the canteen, I had overheard her say:

‘Many Indians tend to see Indian Muslims as anti-national. As the supporters of Pakistan. After training at the Everest Academy and passing out of NDA, I am going to serve and fight for my motherland. 

At least, that way people will be convinced of loyalty of Indian Muslims towards India’. 

Amrin Saba was fire. There was no playing around this girl. ‘Sorry’ I said in a meek silky voice. A rather long awkward silence followed. 

‘Hey don’t you want to see your uniform?’ Preeti chipped in to ease the situation ‘I am sure you’ll look like a doll in it’. 

‘Ha! “Doll” is such an inapt word’ I pretended to scoff. Nevertheless, my excitement at wanting to see the uniform, which I had ached thirsted and yearned to wear during the entire period my two month stay at the academy, was uncontainable. A fine film of perspiration had collected on top of my clean-shaven upper lip. I wrung my hands, hoping to subdue any tell tale signs of my state that was one of near-arousal. 

As Preeti unpacked the brown paper parcel labeled ‘Deepak Bhatia’, I feasted my eyes on the beautiful olive green shirt with puffed sleeves, the glorious leaf-green pleated skirt that I had coveted for so long and the black feminine shoes with ankle straps to keep dainty feminine feet in place. 

‘Pretty, aren’t they?’ Preeti smiled up at me. 

I desisted from commenting. ‘Where are the socks?’ I asked instead. 

‘The brigadier said you could wear the ones you already have’

replied Preeti. 

‘They’re in the suitcase in my room’ I said. 

‘Which suitcase?’ asked Preeti wanting to help? 

‘The red one’

Preeti wafted out to get my socks, leaving me all alone to face the hostile stares coming from Cecilia Sharma and Amrin Saba. It was obvious that they weren’t as comfortable with the idea of having a male in the ladies’ room as Preeti was. I could empathize with their feelings. I too had felt acutely uncomfortable occupying the boys’

hostel for a good two months. 

Thankfully, Preeti arrived with the pair of socks soon. She made me sit on a tall bathroom stool, kneeled down and put the socks on my feet, one after another, like a mother would. The other two girls let their guard down and giggled. I too joined in. It felt glorious to be in a

ladies room, spending time with those of my own gender. Oops. The gender I identified with. 

Preeti gently helped me off my pajama top and bottoms. I felt extremely embarrassed standing there in front of three young ladies, clad only in an inadequate vest and underwear. I could sense Cecelia and Amrin tensing up again. However, my semi-nakedness didn’t seem to have any effect on Preeti. She said she had grown up in a house teeming with brothers. This probably explained her comfort levels with my quasi-nudity. 

As tenderly as she had unclad me, Preeti slipped the puff-sleeved shirt into my waiting satiny arms. As the soft fabric, obviously specially designed for the fairer sex, came in contact with my honey-hued skin, I nearly moaned with pleasure. As Preeti buttoned the fabric in front of my chest, my breathing became halting and irregular. I became intensely aware of a padded bra that had been stitched inside the shirt to spare the female cadets the trouble of fishing for a bra when they were in a tearing hurry. As the soft foam of the padding material brushed against my flat nipples, I nearly had an orgasm. From where I was sitting, perched high on the bathroom stool, I could see my entire self in the mirror above a washbasin. 

The otherwise unromantic olive green brought out the silky honeyed-hue of my complexion admirably and the padded bra enhanced the charm of my already rounded contours. 

Real bona fide boobs were all I lacked. 

The next thing I was aware of was of Preeti slipping the divine flared skirt down from over my head. Its small circumference slipped quite easily over my breast-less chest and settled itself comfortably around my small waist. At this point, Preeti made me stand up. As she fastened the waist button and pulled up the zip underneath, I felt myself breaking into a paroxysm of pleasure. I had to bite my rather full upper lip to keep myself from mewling out aloud. I couldn’t, at any point, afford to draw attention to my true gender orientation. My mother and sister would die of shame. 

Preeti salvaged a pair of shoes, sheathed in a polythene wrapper. As she slipped one lissome black shoe after another into my long, well-formed feet and strapped them at the ankles, I felt my hypothetical cervix clench in sheer ecstasy. Cecilia and Amrin were quick to notice. They nudged each other and sniggered, causing me intense humiliation. I wished the blessed mother earth would open up and swallow me alive. Else, I wished the good God above would come parasailing and swoop my feminine self off into the divine heavens above. Whew! 

In spite of the unbearable embarrassment, I couldn’t help glancing at myself in the mirror. A celestial maiden stared back at me. The skirt had lovingly encased itself around my undulating hips and sat neatly, just coming up to above my knee. My hairless legs that were visible beneath it, were, I was elated to note, shapelier than that of all the three girls I currently shared space with. The rough yet strangely feminine ribbed white socks and the pretty buckled shoe made my feet look quite elfin. I could see the girls regarding me carefully. 

Maybe it was my imagination, but I saw something bordering on envy in their eyes. It was natural. I looked prettier than any one of them. 

Even my hairstyle, soft silky brown locks cut in the style of a woman’s wedge cut, complemented my feminine look. I congratulated myself on not having given in to my mother’s whim and have my hair cut in that obnoxious army-style crew cut. For once, I had had my way and got it snipped in to a wedge-cut. Since it was a good two months since I had last had my hair cut, my hair was growing out beautifully, with wispy tendrils caressing the side of my face. 

I cast a glance at the other girls. They were braiding their hair tightly, as per academy dictates, and rolling and pinning it on top of their heads, so that cascading locks wouldn’t become a diversion during the drill that was scheduled next. Even though I was happy with my hairstyle, I fervently wished that my hair was as long as the girls’ and lent itself to braiding. 

I cast an eye towards my wrist watch. The time was 5:45 am. There were 15 minutes to go before the drill commenced. 

‘Shall we go down?’ I asked Preeti. 

‘Not yet, darling, there are  twenty  minutes more to go!’ she protested. 

‘Well, it will take a while to get down the stairs and reach the parade ground’ I said ‘my father, a Major General, used to say that in the army, you’re late if you’re on time! A real soldier reports five minutes early!’

‘I care two hoots for your military poppycock!’ retorted Preeti ‘now come with me like a good child and sit in front of my dressing table’

The invitation was too tempting to pass on. I walked into our room and sat in front of my boudoir: ‘Listen’ said Preeti rakishly ‘that Saxena chap is going to get all worked up if cadets dare to wear makeup. So we’ll keep it real subtle, okay?’

I nodded, laughing inwardly. The casual disrespect with which my friend referred to the formidable Major Saxena amused me. 

I felt delectable shivers go down my spine as Preeti daubed the powder compact on my face, lined my eyelids with black eyeliner and ran a strawberry flavored chap stick over my mouth. 

Feeling as glamorized as I possibly could in a military academy, I ambled down the stairs and sauntered into the parade grounds all alone, leaving Preeti alone to deck up her own face. Cecelia and Amrin were nowhere to be seen. 

At five minutes to 6 am, the morning air was fresh and nippy with dew. The early sun had filtered into the parade ground and dappled on the fresh earth. From the periphery of the grounds, I could see a group of male cadets loitering in the parade ground. They hadn’t yet assembled into a line, but were sitting under a tree, laughing and

chatting. I recognized three of them as the boys from my hostel: Sumeet Singh, Akshay Thakur, the handsome Alvin D’Cruz and a decent upright boy called Tariq Ahmed. 

They were quite a distance away, but I could see them appraising my approaching figure with interest. The wind, blowing in my direction, brought their disembodied, far away voices within earshot. 

‘Man, check out that sexy piece!’ I heard the hirsute Sumeet say. 

‘She’s hot’ Akshay agreed in his languid, laconic style. 

‘I wonder if she is a fresh recruit?’ one couldn’t miss the element of awe in Alvin D’cruz’s voice. 

‘Even if she is’ said Tariq Ahmed in a censorious tone ‘you oughtn’t to regard her as a piece of meat. Women should to be treated with respect’. 

‘And thus proclaims the fakir’ said Sumeet Singh frivolously. 

As I came closer, probably something about the way I moved rang a bell in my roommate’s head. 

‘Hey guys’ Akshay Thakur said ‘Call me insane, but isn’t that Deepak Bhatia?’

‘How can it be, you crazy ass?’ said Sumeet whacking Akshay on the head and continuing to gawk at me ‘Being in the detention center has fucked up your head…but wait a minute, you are right! That’s no chick, but our very own ‘girlie-girlie’ Deepak Bhatia!’

Alvin and Tariq eyed me with disbelief. After carefully scrutinizing my face and movements, they too agreed with the other two guys. Tariq looked towards the heavens, lifted his palms as if in prayer and said:

‘Dear God, what manner of tricks you play on your children!’

The girls and the rest of the male cadets came down to the parade ground. So did our trainers, Major Saxena and Major Chopra. A male in female cadet’s uniform was obviously a novelty in Everest Academy. Major Saxena and Chopra, who were obviously privy to this decision taken by Major Mehta, didn’t display much any amazement at my altered uniform. However, the male cadets simply gawked. I could almost see their eyes pop out of their sockets and their jaws touch the ground. The female cadets, I was surprised to note, constituted just a few other girls apart from Preeti, Cecelia, Amrin and….me. Since they’d been briefed about my changed avatar the previous night, the girls too didn’t express too much astonishment. However, I would catch their eyes roving and moving over my body every now and then. I didn’t blame them. Theirs was a natural reaction in what was obviously an aberrant situation. 

The majors segregated the male and female cadets into different divisions. It was a different experience altogether, being placed in horizontal and vertical rows in between divinely fragrant creatures who had soft skin, firm mounds and luscious buttocks. This was such a foil to the revolting experience of standing amidst rough young male animals reeking of sweat, wet dreams and previous night’s alcohol, stealthily smuggled inside the academy and consumed by the liter, hoodwinking the censorious academy staff. 

Owing to my being of average height among the female cadets, I was positioned somewhere in the middle of a vertical row, and flanked by two girls of the same height. Even though I was wearing briefs that came right up to the thigh, marching in a skirt made me feel nearly naked. I suppose the feeling had something to do with the early morning frost kissing my bare legs, which had, for a good nineteen years, been used to being imprisoned in trousers. I was also tremendously apprehensive that a naughty gust of wind would blow in my direction and raise my skirts up in the manner of Marilyn Monroe and Jacqueline Kennedy’s. As we marched around the parade ground, stopping to salute when the national tricolor came into view, I became aware of a pair of masculine eyes gazing at me adoringly. The infatuated eyes were those of the handsome Alvin

D’Cruz’s whose cocoa brown color, thick bushy eyebrows and charming friendly smile had me somewhat smitten. I checked carefully to see if he was looking at the girl beside me. No, it was me and no one else who was the object of his adoration. Apart from a natural sense of flattery that all girls feel when they are being looked at by a boy, came a feeling of profound mortification at being the object of lust of a member who was, technically, of the same gender as I was. With mixed feeling brimming in my chest, I marched on, until the drill came to a halt at 7 am sharp. 

I went through the rest of the day’s training, which comprised of rifle training, grenade training, and live fire exercises; foot marching, more marching, parading and rope climbing with zero prowess. As it is I was not a cadet of particularly high caliber; the inconvenience posed by the skirt, a garment I was unaccustomed to, added to my inefficiency. As usual, I found that I was running out of breath while doing pushups, pull ups, running, swimming and other activities. 

Major Saxena, however, was a bit lenient towards me, now that I was categorized among the “lowly” woman cadets. 

After working tea at 1 am, all of us assembled at the canteen for lunch. As I joined the girls I was familiar with, I found that all of them, the good-natured Preeti included, moved away. Upon seeing me, her nymphet-like head turned away abruptly, cutting me off totally. Preeti sailed off to the opposite end of the room and started chatting up Cecelia, Amrin and two other girls whose names I didn’t know. They started talking among themselves in hushed whispers, casting a covert glance in my direction from time to time. Perhaps I was being paranoid, but I was convinced that I was the topic of their discussion. 

After lunch, the theory classes began. Since Everest Academy rules dictated that the boys and girls were to be seated separately, I was in a fix. Where would I fit in? Since I was wearing a skirt, I obviously could sit beside the male cadets. Since I had male genitals, I didn’t know if the teacher would approve of my sitting beside the girls. 

Finally, after much deliberation, I took a seat beside Cecelia. Since the bench meant for two was a small one, my thigh accidentally

grazed Cecelia’s as I sat down beside her. Cecelia shirked like a woman touched by fire. It was obvious that she was offended by the accidental brush. 

Fumes of fury emanated from her hefty body. I tried hard to concentrate on what the teacher was saying. She was droning on about code breaking. I tried to take down notes sincerely. At this point, a rather unfortunate thing happened. My pen wrenched itself free off my fingers and fell on the floor. In a hasty attempt to retrieve it, I bent down, accidentally brushing my fingers against Cecelia’s shin this time. I could tell she was infuriated as hell. 

After our martial arts class a few hours later, I was summoned by Brigadier Mehta. My throat constricted with fear at the mere mention of his name. I had acquired a kind of situational anxiety, in which the very mention of the daunting brigadier’s name triggered panic attacks. With one hand on my aching chest and a twitch in the right eye, I tottered down to his chamber. 

Brigadier Mehta was seated, looking as mountainous as ever. 

‘Apparently you misbehaved with one of the female cadets’ his deep voice boomed. 

‘No Sir, it was an accident, please believe me’ I said earnestly. 

‘Granted’ said Brigadier Mehta ‘she may have misunderstood your accidental touch, but still, you can’t continue staying in the girls’

hostel. You’ll have to go back to the boys’. 

‘But Sir’ I said petrified by the prospect ‘I shall not harm the girls in any way. Besides, they were quite comfortable with me this morning. 

They even helped me dress’. 

‘I am not saying you will harm them’ said the brigadier ‘nevertheless, the girls are suddenly frightened. Please understand that they are a vulnerable gender--Likely to feel threatened if a male sleeps in their wing. So, kindly adjust with us’. 

The “adjustment” entailed my packing and shifting back to the garish blue painted, testosterone charged boys’ hostel. Having seen me in a skirt all day long tickled a funny bone in the guys. They called me a

‘pansy’ and teased me endlessly, until I had tears flowing down my cheeks. Crying had the most detrimental effect. It brought out the sadist in my fellow cadets who ragged me some more. 

One of the boys jumped over the balcony to the staff quarters, stole one of the staff member’s beige-colored bras and even forced me to wear it. To make up for the lack of mounds, owing to which the bra cups sagged miserably, the boys stuffed cotton wads into the cups and had a merry laugh at my expense. The clamor of their loud guffaws and the sight of their strong, muscular bodies produced in me a sheer female fright. I tossed and turned the whole night, harangued by the terrible fear that one of the boys would come into my room and force himself on me. Having a former delinquent as a roommate didn’t help my cause. 

I was glad when the morning arrived. I was unharmed and trembling with relief. I thanked God for my deliverance. However, immediately after PT, I mustered up the courage to walk into Brigadier Mehta’s room and report the boys’ uncouth behavior. 

Instead of summoning the boys and warning them stringently, the venerable brigadier decided that in order to gain acceptance among the girls, concrete steps had to be taken to feminize me. 

‘I’ll ask Dr. (Capt) Sophie to start HRT on you tomorrow’ he said in his gruff voice ‘when your female parts enlarge and penis shrinks to the size of a bullet, I don’t see how any girl could be frightened of you’. 





Chapter 3 - A Kindred Soul

I adjudged Capt. Sophie’s age to be around 29. For someone who had been in the military for a considerable period of time, she looked quite mellow. She was around the same height as me, with a slight figure, gentle slopping shoulders and a thin pale face. The features on her face were childish and doll-like, creating the illusion of a very young girl. However, the tiny crowfeet around Capt. Sophie’s large lamb-like eyes, petal-like mouth and long sarus-crane-like neck gave her a prematurely aged when seen at close quarters. These I reasoned couldn’t be the benediction of work stress alone; there was no doubt some personal factors at play that gnawed away at the young woman. 

Nature-wise, Capt. Sophie was very soft and had a maternal air about her. I had been to her once before, to get a minor wound dressed, and she had spoken to me in a soothing motherly way while dressing the wound. When around Capt. Sophie, I had felt more at home than I did at my own house or, for that matter, in my body. 

Had I been a bona-fide male and a heterosexual, I would have fallen in love with a woman like Capt. Sophie. 

Currently, Capt. Sophie was engrossed in peering inside the cavernous interiors of a cadet’s mouth. ‘Just a sore throat’ she currently told him in her benign homely manner ‘nothing to worry about’ before dismissing him. Presently, she walked towards me, parting her rose-petal like lips into a welcoming smile. As she came close to me, I noted that Capt. Sophie and I stood ear to ear—we were of exactly the same height. `She wore a uniform that was similar to mine, except that she wore a badge on top of the gentle swelling of her small chest to indicate her status as captain. Three stars adorned both sides of her shoulder--also an army captain’s insignia. I observed that Capt. Sophie’s shoes were a little more refined than my own school-girlish ones. 

‘Hi’ said Capt. Sophie in a congenial manner ‘please have a seat’. As she indicated me towards the patients’ reclining chair, her slender fingers brushed the back of my neck. I wasn’t attracted to women, 

but was very much aware of the captain’s touch. I wondered if it had been as innocent as it seemed to be. 

I found the experience of sitting in the reclining chair an uncomfortable one. It left me in what I call a ‘fifty-fifty’ state; neither sitting nor sleeping. It was comparable to my own state right now, which was neither that of a male nor female’s. Capt. Sophie sensed my discomfiture and indicated that I sit on the patients’ high bed, instead of the reclining chair. God! She was so perceptive! 

I climbed on it, trembling with apprehension and embarrassment. 

What would Capt. Sophie do to transform me into a woman? What were her thoughts apropos me at this point of time? Did she consider me a laughing stock? Was she giggling away, inwardly, at my expense? 

‘These feelings are natural’ said Capt. Sophie tenderly, as if she had read my mind. Wait a minute. What feelings was she talking about? I was ostensibly here based on the feminization orders given by Brigadier Mehta. How had Capt. Sophie get a whiff of my most clandestine, innermost feelings? Had I made them that conspicuous? 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about, Captain’ I said in a put-on stringent tone. Deep inside the small body of mine, though, I was quaking like jelly. Had Capt. Sophie unmasked me? Had she recognized me for what I was? 

‘Don’t you want to be a girl?’ Capt. Sophie asked point blank, while preparing a rather dangerous looking syringe. 

‘I don’t  want to be’ I said belligerently ‘but I  have to be if I wish to continue in Everest Academy as a cadet’. 

‘I’m sorry, I got the facts wrong’ said the captain injecting what I presumed was estrogen into my fleshy arm ‘So, is being a soldier that important to you?  So  important that you’ve agreed to change your gender?’

‘Yes’ I said aggressively ‘being a soldier is important to me; continuing as a cadet of the prestigious Everest Academy paramount. I’d even cut of a thumb if need be to remain an Everest Academy cadet. A gender change is a relatively  minor thing’. 

‘I see’ was all Capt. Sophie said. May be I was reading too much into it, but I detected a very definite skepticism behind that very gentle ‘I see’. However, Capt. Sophie let the topic drop. For now, at least. 

Following the commencement of my HRT, the girls somewhat reluctantly allowed me to cohabit with them. Preeti had started talking to me once more, but in a measured, restrained way. I sorely missed the chirpy young friend whom I had stood waiting at me at the landing and had assimilated me into the group with open arms. 

My mind throbbed and ached for the day on which Preeti had gently divested me of my stripped dull blue pajama bottom and tops and had helped me dress in the girl cadets’ uniform. Oh it had been such a divine moment! I made an attempt to re-evoke the magical feeling produced by the pale pink walls, the white beds made of soft wood and the ultra-feminine boudoir, but failed miserably. 

The other girls were just as cagey. After my paw had inadvertently touched her body twice, Cecilia had started avoiding me like plague. 

She behaved as if I was this animalistic male monster who would spring on her and maul her whenever the urge came over me. This I thought was uncalled for. First of all, I, a homosexual transgendered individual, felt no desire, whatsoever, for women. Secondly, I was a good 5 inches shorter than this maypole of a girl and many a pound lighter, making the hypothetical prospect of overpowering and forcing my way into her, an absolute impossibility! Lastly, even if I was this testosterone-spewing, salacious, lusty male brute that Cecelia had dubbed me for, I would  never ever  have been attracted to her. 

Cecelia was too big and coarse and vulgar for my tastes! (Or to be any genuine male’s fantasy object, I guess). As I said, if I was ever attracted to a woman, it would be to someone like Capt. Sophie. 

Amrin Saba, a girl of principal, acknowledged me with either a nod or a cursory ‘Hello’, but made no further attempt to engage with me. 

She, as I had already noted, was a no-nonsense business-like girl who didn’t feel the need to unnecessarily interact with anyone. The object of her being at Everest Academy was to hone herself to become a good candidate eligible for admission into the NDA, not aimless social interaction or dalliances. 

Loneliness got its tentacles into my vulnerable honey-colored flesh. 

The nights were deep dark and cold, replete with the imaginary clamor of shelling and the hypothetical reek of gunpowder which was to be my future. I spent them tossing and turning, loathing the prospect of facing the next day’s dawn. Was I doomed to spend my entire life dressed in this terribly drab OG uniform (even if the female version was a significant improvement over the male), wake up at an unearthly hour and let weeks, months and years flit by in a hotchpotch of long-distance running, pushups, pull-ups, pull ups, marching, parading and commanding squadrons? Was I never to channelize the female energies of beauty, creativity and innovation brimming in the depths of my soul? Was I never to be immersed in the musky, sweaty, irregular erotic panting of lovemaking, have my legs, arms,--and soul — intertwined with that of another’s with whom I’d eventually become one flesh? If this was how it would continue to be, life was a colossal waste. 

I continued visiting Capt. Sophie’s clinic every two weeks for a fresh shot of Estradiol. Maybe it was my delusion, but the chemistry between the army doctor and me had changed considerably since the first time we met. When I spoke, Capt. Sophie showed an exaggerated startle reaction, as if she was rudely jerked awake from a particularly pleasurable day dream. If I happened to wish her

‘Good morning’, she’d return my greeting quickly and abruptly. She would keep her eyes lowered and address the ground when she wanted to convey something. Something hung heavy, unspoken and unresolved in the air. I was aware of Capt. Sophie being tremendously tense, like a tightly coiled spring, poised it seems to react to any imminent danger, real or imaginary, instantly. 

It was in the same high-strung fashion did the young doctor ask me to take of my shirt off after about two weeks of having started HRT. ‘I want to see if your breasts are developing’ she said a slow flush creeping up her long lined sarus crane-like neck ‘it is routine medical procedure’. With the obsequious of a young slave, I unbuttoned the buttons and took my shirt off for the benefit of the esteemed doctor. 

A thin white vest acted as a barrier between my bare skin and the captain’s stethoscope. ‘You’ll need to take that off too’ said Capt. 

Sophie indicating my vest. Her breathing was sharp, irregular—

funny. Her lamb-like black eyes were bright and feverish. Her delicate thin face was flushed a rosy pink. 

I did as the good doctor ordered. As my breasts--two plump honey-colored buds-- came into view, Capt. Sophie’s complexion darkened from a rosy pink to a furious crimson. The bright, feverish eyes that feasted on my tender pulsating throat, the deep hollow at its base, and finally on my turgid brown nipples and dark areolas of generous diameter, turned into intoxicated pools of dark wine. Pretending medical nonchalance, Capt. Sophie stretched out her slender hand and held one engorged nipple between her silver-varnished index finger and thumb. I was aware of her heartbeat pulsating at her fingertips. A thin film of sweat had accumulated over her delicate upper lip. Capt. Sophie traced her tongue over her doll-like lips, collected herself together and said ‘You’re developing normally. 

There is nothing to worry about’ in what was meant to be a professional tone. However, Capt. Sophie didn’t succeed completely in her endeavor, for a soft feminine quiver in her velvety voice gave her away. 

‘You may put your clothes on, cadet’ she said avoiding my eye. As I put the vest on and restored my modesty with the puff-sleeved shirt, Capt. Sophie salvaged the BP machine from the lower drawer of the medicine chest. She strapped it on to my arm, pumped the inflatable balloon attached to it and recorded my blood pressure. 

‘It’s normal, cadet’ she said without looking up ‘neither high, nor low’. 

However, I was convinced that after having had a look at my ripening

young body,  Capt. Sophie’s blood pressure had shot up to a degree her pretty prematurely aged head would never ever envisage. 

Months passed by and my bosom had burgeoned into two honey-colored, achingly swollen mounds. The diameter of the areole had increased and my nipples had grown darker and more distended. 

Innocent of any support my breasts bounced, danced and jiggled as I went through the PETs. It was ineffably embarrassing to have the eyes of the male trainers (including the decent Major Chopra’s) and that of the cadets on my enormous mounds. Even though the female cadets tried to look away, I was aware of even their being considerably distracted by the bodacious development of my chest, which had until a few months ago had been as flat as a washboard. 

It became acutely uncomfortable to go about my punishing schedule with the distracting weight of the apices on the upper front of my slender frame. The weighty mounds of femininity took a toll on my health by giving me incapacitating back aches. I confided my agony in Preeti who told me that it was because they were bereft of support. 

‘You need a bra’ she said in a matter-of-fact tone ‘why don’t you try mine?’. With the dexterity of a ballet dancer, Preeti delved into her lower drawer and fished out a lacy, skimpy bra. I hesitated to strip myself off my vest in front of her. 

‘Oh come on, don’t be shy with me’ Preeti said in a cool voice ‘after all, even I am a woman like yourself’. 

‘Woman’. Preeti (and no doubt the others) had started regarding me a ‘woman’. The word was music to my ears; the realization that I was being considered female ambrosia to my soul. 

‘Wow! You’re a pretty impressive size!’ Preeti’s dark eyes shone in amazement as my brazenly exposed peaks came into view. She pushed the skimpy bra towards me and goaded me to try it on. I tried my utmost to squeeze my surging flesh into the tiny inadequate cups. Preeti poised herself on her knees behind me, and managed

to fasten the hook. Even though the bra fit my slender frame, the cups proved too small. The undersides of my breasts spilled out from underneath it in an obscene fashion. 

‘No…!’ Preeti let out a little sigh of disappointment ‘your twins are way bigger than mine. We’ll have to make other arrangements’. 

‘Wait’ I said remembering the beige-colored brassiere that the male cadets had stolen from the faculty wing ‘I think I’ve got something we could use’. I opened my red suitcase and ferreted out the anonymous teachers’ inner-garment. I slipped it on and fastened the hook. It was a size or two too small for me, but was indubitably a better fit than Preeti’s teensy bra. 

‘Well, that takes care of today’s worries’ Preeti beamed. 

‘Yeah, but what do I wear tomorrow?’ I wondered out loud. 

‘We could filch one of Cecelia’s bras’ Preeti said with a mischievous glint in her smoky eyes. 

Both of us fell over each other and giggled until tears ran down our cheeks. 

I was in the midst of military history class when I was ushered into to Brigadier Mehta’s chamber. I experienced the usual symptoms of panic attack—shortness of breath, swimming of the head and an unbearable pain in my chest—at the mere mention of his name. 

I walked into to his chamber, for what I supposed was the hundredth time this year. Surprisingly, the old fiend seemed to be in a mellow enough mood. 

‘Capt. Sophie says you have been very cooperative’ the lips under Brigadier Mehta’s tooth-brush mustache actually curved into a smile

‘She claims the HRT has been a roaring success’. 

I acknowledged this to be true. 

‘Even your trainers have not come up with complaints recently’ the old tyrant continued benevolently ‘So, I suppose you have improved’. 

I merely nodded. There was a chance that a slow transformation into the gender I identified with had increased my performance marginally. Or perhaps, Major Saxena, who was in charge of training the women cadets had come up with favorable reports of me just because I was now a girl. Major Saxena, a male chauvinist pig to the hilt, considered the female gender much inferior to the male. He did not expect too much from us by way of performance. Hence, he was content with the girls as long as they scraped through the PET

training and theory. It was the male cadets Major Saxena pinned his sexist hopes on and, consequently, put more pressure on to train like oxen. 

Brigadier Mehta put a hand on his lips as if he was immersed in the act of pondering. Then he paused delicately and asked: ‘It must be an uncomfortable situation for you, right, being neither here nor there?’

‘I am very much a legitimate part of the Cheetah Squadron, Sir’ I said not understanding the implication of his words. 

‘No, I didn’t mean that’ said the brigadier subtly ‘I meant, it must be terrible for you to have breasts, but no authentic female organ, isn’t it?’

‘Yes Sir, it makes me feel like a freak’ I admitted. 

‘Well, I don’t think partial feminization is fair on you’ said the Brigadier, the flinty marbles of his eyes beneath the purplish pouches growing softer ‘If you agree, we could arrange for a sex reassignment surgery’. 

‘Will Capt. Sophie be performing it?’ I asked curious. 

‘No, we’ll need an experienced surgeon for SRS’ said the brigadier

‘You’ll be excused from training for a few weeks, during which you

will be shifted to a hospital outside the academy. After SRS, you will be admitted to the academy under a female name. Also, we will make provisions to change your gender from ‘M’ to ‘F’ in all the forms. All costs of SRS will be borne by the academy’. 

‘That’s very kind of you, Sir’ I said earnestly. 

‘Oh not at all’ the brigadier brushed off my gratitude ‘this is the least I can do for the child of the revered Major General Jai Prakash Bhatia’. 

The SRS was conducted in a private nursing home a few kilometers away from the academy. Dr. Sophie had accompanied me, silent and pensive throughout our drive to the hospital. When I was wheeled into the OT, I caught a glimpse of her sweet pale face. It was as concerned as a mother’s whose child was going to be operated on. 

The peculiar tension that had persisted between us for the last few weeks had miraculously vanished. Once again, I reaffirmed the fact that if had I been a heterosexual male, Capt. Sophie would have been the girl I would have fallen in love with. 

The SRS was a success. I felt ineffably happier, having a body that was in harmony with my inner self. Having a female organ was markedly less gross than trailing around a snake-like projection around one’s groin region. It is another matter that prolonged HRT

had reduced my penis to a miniscule, non-existent size (“the size of a bullet” as the brigadier had put it), but I was glad to be rid of even traces of it. I finally knew what it felt like for a girl, in every conceivable way. 

My name was changed from ‘Deepak Bhatia’ to ‘Diana Bhatia’. I identified with ‘Diana’, the cool, lovely, virginal moon goddess and decided to call myself by her name. My gender was duly changed from ‘M’ to ‘F’. 

Shopping for female underwear was fun, but I felt uncomfortable wearing them because they didn’t come up to the thighs the way my briefs did. To resolve this predicament, Preeti suggested that I wear

cycling shorts over my panties. ‘All of us do’ she confessed ‘It makes one feel more protected while rucking, rope-climbing and trekking –

activities that require you to climb to a height’. 

Months passed by, and we were nearing the fag end first year of training at Everest Academy. Unfortunately, in spite of the favorable reports Major Saxena had given Brigadier Mehta, I still was struggling with PET, especially rope-climbing. While my roommate Preeti and the other cadets had passed even the advanced techniques of rope-climbing, I was still straining to get my literal foothold over the basics. As I was a “weak cadet”, Major Saxena scheduled a nightly rope climbing tutorial exclusively for me. 

With a premonitory feeling of dread that I invariably felt before rope-climbing, I caught the suspended rope with my fragile hands, trapped them between my boots, and tried to haul myself up. However, much to my distress, I found that the slithery rope wouldn’t stay in between my feet, making me slip to the ground every other second. 

‘Quit this basic technique’ Major Saxena yelled from a few feet away

‘Go in for the break and squat’. 

‘Break and squat technique 1 or 2?’ I asked, struggling to breathe. 

‘Break and squat 1’ the …fiend bellowed from beneath. 

With a lot of difficulty, I managed to haul myself up, allowed the rope fall between my thighs, let the rope pass over one boot so as to enable applying a break on it whenever necessary, and tried to climb. Much to my disappointment, I found that I couldn’t squat at all whilst applying this technique. My uncooperative feet refused to work in tandem and apply breaks when necessary. As I’d experienced with the basic ‘Gym Class’ technique, I plunged down miserably. The results this time where a million times more disastrous. As I had climbed to a greater height than I had before, the fall was more precipitous. I fell from above 7 feet and landed on the ground in a mountainous heap, twisting my ankle as I did so. 

The sharp pain that pierced my ankle coincided with a female cry. I was surprised to note that it had emanated from lips other than my own. Not moving from my prone position, I craned my neck to behold a beauteous lady in a glamorous red gown. A fake white fur was thrown around her neck. As I was helped to my feet by the lady in red, the delectable fragrance of jasmine emanating from her soft body reached my nostrils. It took a whole minute for me to recognize my knight in shining armor as Capt. Sophie. Apparently she was returning from one of those compulsory office parties, hence was dressed in civilian clothes. 

‘Really Major, you should have known better than to suggest break and squat technique 1’ she severely admonished her colleague

‘break and squat 2 would have been easier for Diana. All she would have to do was leap, catch hold of the rope and step over it, pressing one foot after another on it and climbed as easily as she would a staircase!’. 

‘I am sorry, Captain’ said Major Saxena, obviously apologizing for the sake of formality. 

‘Sorry doesn’t make a dead man alive, major’ rebuked Capt. Sophie as she supported me with her arm and lead me towards her clinic

‘nor does it make a sprained ankle heal!’

Major Saxena looked duly apologetic. 

Once inside the warm interiors of the clinic, Capt. Sophie opened the refrigerator, retrieved a few boulders of ice from the crate and pressed them to my quickly swelling ankle. 

‘I am sorry about what you had to go through, cadet’ she said bandaging my ankle ‘these male officers can sometimes be quite rough and heartless. In fact,  all males could be rough and heartless’. 

She paused and turned towards the window. I could see her slopping strapless shoulders trembling. With a feeling of horror, I realized she was crying. 

‘Oh God Captain, my ankle’s not  that bad!’ I burst out and hobbled towards her. I put an arm on her shoulder and tried to console her. ‘I am quite okay’ I smiled at her reassuringly. 

‘I am really glad, cadet, for I am not’ Capt. Sophie continued the silent sobbing. 

‘Trouble at home?’ I enquired. 

‘Oh Diana’ said Capt. Sophie turning around and cupping my face with her slender hands ‘you’re so perceptive and…’ she struggled to find a word ‘and sensitive. I realized this the day I met you. You are loving and gentle in a way no man could be!’. 

I didn’t know what to say. I remained silent. 

‘My husband’s a terrible man’ Capt. Sophie sobbed ‘he was nice enough when I married him, but later transformed to a booze hound. 

All he does is smoke, booze and gamble off all the money I work so hard to make. His business is going bogged down, yet he doesn’t care. And he…and he sleeps with other women….prostitutes, you know. Oh, I am so disillusioned, I feel like killing myself!’

‘Don’t!’ the word was passionately wrenched out of my mouth ‘don’t ever entertain such thoughts, dear Capt. Sophie! You’re a competent doctor and a wonderful person. If you contemplate harm to yourself, the world be at a loss!’. 

‘You really think so, Diana’ asked Capt. Sophie dreamily looking deep into my honey-brown eyes. 

‘Yes Capt. Sophie’ I admitted getting carried away ‘A gorgeous woman like you ought to be cherished. She ought to be worshipped! 

If it was in my capacity, I would have loved you to distraction!’

Captain Sophie’s hands abandoned my face and slipped down to my thighs. She lifted a palm, softly caressed my cheek and tenderly said

‘My sweet darling Diana, how lovely you are, how achingly

young…..’. She restored the raised palm to my thigh. With her hands poised there, she moved closer to me. Her face was just a few inches away from mine. I could feel her hot salty breath on my face. 

Before I knew what was happening, Capt. Sophie pressed her moist lips on mine. I tried my best to resist, but her lips forced mine to part, barging inside with a strength I hadn’t expected a woman to possess. The pressure of her hands on my thighs increased. Her tongue pierced mine like a sword. 

Then she sensed that I wasn’t responding. She abruptly pulled away from me, peering searchingly at my eyes. She withdrew her hands from my thighs. 

‘You…you’re not into this, are you?’ she stammered in mortification ‘I am sorry I misunderstood your meaning’. 

‘That’s fine’ I said equally embarrassed ‘I guess I didn’t make myself clear’. 

‘Nevertheless, I’ve made a fool of myself’ Capt. Sophie lamented, literally wringing her slender hands ‘oh…but cadet, you can hardly guess how much I love you. From the moment you walked into my clinic, I have known. That I desire you. That I  want you. However, I never thought I was bold enough to act on them….my feelings. It’s most inappropriate. If the Brigadier comes to know I made a pass at a cadet, he would fire me!’. 

‘Capt. Sophie’ I said in an even, placating tone ‘this will remain a secret between us’. 

‘Thank you, Diana’ said Capt. Sophie sincerely ‘thank you for understanding. I don’t want you to think I am a wanton woman. I am really quite respectable. It’s just that I slipped this one time….it’s because I am in love with you…Oh, please forgive me!’

‘I know, Capt. Sophie, and definitely do not view you negatively’ I said with feeling ‘I still have the highest regard for you’. 

‘I am glad’ she whispered and said ‘but do you  love me?’

‘Had I been a heterosexual male’ I said sincerely ‘you are the girl I would have liked to marry. But unfortunately, as you had guessed before, I have always been female on the inside. Like most girls, I am attracted to men, not women’. 

‘Oh, it’s a shame!’ cried Capt. Sophie plopping down on the reclining chair. The worry lines on her face and neck were more marked than before. ‘A real, real shame!’ she repeated. 

‘Capt. Sophie’ I asked curious ‘may I ask a personal question?’

‘Go ahead’. 

‘Were you always a les…were you always interested in girls?’

‘No’ said Sophie listlessly ‘I guess it’s a fairly recent development. I haven’t like any girl but you. I guess a bad marriage makes a lesbian of a woman’. 

‘I have another question’ I said boldly ‘would you ever consider becoming a man? That way we could be a couple. I could quit the academy, so the brigadier can’t fire you’. 

‘No cadet’ said Capt. Sophie in the same monotonous, zombie-like voice ‘I don’t wish to be a man. I am happy being a woman. I wanted us to be a lesbian couple’. 

‘I guess we can’t have the cake and eat it too’ I shrugged. 

‘True’ Capt. Sophie agreed with a sad smile. 





Chapter 4 - My Prince Charming! 

Fresh shooting tests were on. Since this was a long distance shooting, where bigger rifles and genuine bullets were being used, the brigadier had prohibited it from being held in the parade ground where we usually practiced. The tests were being conducted in the shooting range, an area right behind the hostel buildings, spread over many acres and consisting of huge boulders and dense foliage. 

A few cadets had given their test before me. Even though many were good enough to achieve “bunching” or consistently shooting a series of bullets to one side (I had observed it was the right) of the target, none of them had managed to hit the center. 

‘This is a rather good, batch’ I heard Major Saxena report to Brigadier Mehta who had dropped in unexpected for a brief survey

‘however; there isn’t much to be said about their marksmanship’. The brigadier nodded gravely and went away to attend to his duties. 

My turn arrived. I smoothened my skirt, adjusted the collar of my shirt and stepped forward, chin set in determination. Major Saxena lowered the height of the rifle stand so that it was in level with my eye. He tore away and discarded the target that had already been punctured with holes by a previous cadet, and replaced it with a fresh new one. He adjusted the target, so that it was at a distance of about 40 feet from me. Then he handed me a Pindad SS2. 

I pressed the butt of the rifle to my cheekbone. Then I proceeded to relax my right shoulder so that the butt plate of the rifle sat in firm contact near the joint of my upper arm. I spread my right leg out and pulled in the right knee. Then I relaxed my neck, so that my eye could see precisely through the rear sight aperture. I thrust my womanly hips towards the target, angled my shoulders towards it and finally when I could see the target from the middle of my rear sight aperture, I pulled the trigger. 

There was silence for a split second. No one—faculty or cadets—

breathed. The bullet went whizzing in the air and hit the center of the target. This happened not once, but all six times. Hitting the bull’s-eye, six times in succession was unheard of in Everest Training

Academy. Even though the brigadier didn’t approve of melodramatic exhibitionism, the cadets applauded thunderously. Even the cynical Major Saxena put his hands together for me. 

I moved towards the benches and sat down next to Preeti who had already finished her test. Just then, I felt someone pat me on the soldier.. I turned around to see the most handsome man this sinful earth had probably produced. He was tall, had strikingly fair skin and a thick curly black head of hair. His sleek streamlined body that had a certain feline grace about it was dressed in the OG camouflage uniform. ‘Bravo!’ the young God applauded in a soft yet deep voice

‘Your performance at the shooting range was marvelous. I have been in the army for a good 9 years, but am yet to see a more impressive display’. With another encouraging thump on my back, the divine entity disappeared into faculty hostel with the sleek masculine grace of a black panther. He left behind him the sexiest scent imaginable, a delectable men’s musk combined with something that was uniquely and particularly—him. 

‘Who  is he?’ I gasped as soon as I could breathe. I could barely feel the ground beneath my feet. My legs had turned into a gooey gelatinous mass and the rest of my body had followed suit. 

‘Capt. Eric Saldana’ Preeti reported ‘alumnus of National Defense Academy batch 2005. Captain of the Oscar Squadron, battalion number 4. And currently under deputation to teach us Military History!’

‘Wow, are we fortunate enough to be actually taught by him?!’ I couldn’t believe the dollop of luck that had come my way. 

‘You bet’ replied Preeti grinning for ear to ear. 

I spent the next few hours of combat training with my head in the clouds. Whichever object I focused on took on the form of his chiseled white face. Any light footfall I heard made me turn around, hoping it was  him.  Anything that touched me: the bough of a branch, the caress of a leaf, the feel of raw earth beneath my feet, carried

the pressure and intensity of his encouraging pat on my shoulder. 

Tall trees took on his graceful silhouette. Everything I inhaled took on the delectable musky odor of his deodorant, combined with something that was uniquely and specifically him—my young God. 

The unexpected had happened. I was in love. 

It is true that I had had a crush on Major Chopra and many other males in the vicinity, but this was different. It was more tangible. It was unsettling yet centered. It was true love. 

My young heart was shattered by midday. Whilst we were in the canteen, my prince charming walked in arm-in-arm with the gorgeous, prematurely-aged Capt. Sophie. The familiarity with which they shared personal space and moved about each other told me that they had been acquainted for longer than half a day. Our last meeting was evidently fresh in Capt. Sophie’s mind, for she covertly cast one melancholy glace at me with her pathetic lamb-like eyes. 

Then she went out of her way to exaggeratedly throw her head back and double up with laughter in response to everything the young captain said. This machination, employed by Capt. Sophie in what no doubt a desperate attempt to make me jealous, didn’t bother me. 

Capt. Sophie had come to despise men so much that I couldn’t, for a moment, believe that she was actually interested in Capt. Saldana, a

‘rough and heartless’ man like any other. 

However, the root of my envy lay in the manner in which Capt. 

Saldana responded to Capt. Sophie. He had turned towards her, pointing his face, body and even toes in her direction. As he made a steeple of his hands and took the chair opposite hers on the table, Capt. Saldana’s beautiful green eyes flit in an interested triangle over Capt. Sophie’s pretty fragile face. Every sinew of his body was focused on entertaining Capt. Sophie and trying his utmost to make her go into a paroxysm of laughter. His entire attention was polarized towards her and he paid rapt attention to every word she said as if they were precious pearls that he had to make haste to collect. I could even see his elfin ears pointed towards her. 

If books on body language were anything to go by, Saldana liked Sophie. He liked her very much indeed. 

Preeti, who hadn’t gauged the intensity of feeling I had harnessed for Capt. Saldana over a period of barely five hours blurted: ‘They know each other quite well. I believe they were in the same batch in NDA. 

Even had a brief fling for a while before parting ways. Evidently, they can still be together. If the academy grapevine is to be believed, Capt. Sophie’s marriage is in troubled waters’. 

I nodded like one in a dream. My numbness was pierced by a shrill shard of laughter that emanated from Capt. Sophie. 

‘Hmm…charming’ murmured Preeti drinking in the sight of the two faculty members ‘don’t they make a cute couple?’

‘Yes…’ I heard myself mumble like an automaton. I had lost my appetite. Just when I got up with the intention of discarding my untouched paper plate into the garbage bin, someone accosted me. 

It was the handsome Cadet Alvin D’cruz looking uncharacteristically perturbed. ‘Hey Diana’ he said ‘May I have a word with you?’ My numb mind registered that Alvin too was carrying a plate in his hand. 

Like mine, it was untouched. ‘What might be the cause of  your troubles, pal?’ I wondered inwardly ‘Is your heart broken as mine is?’. 

However, the subsequent sentences Alvin uttered made me realize that the cause of Alvin’s loss of appetite wasn’t heart ache, but having had his heart stolen. 

‘Diana’ said the cocoa colored young man simpering nervously ‘I have a confession to make’. 

‘Go on’ I listlessly said, my eyes ferreting out Saldana and Sophie in the crowd and settling on them. 

‘I am not sure you’re aware’ I heard Alvin’s voice droning in the background ‘but since the first time I saw you in a female’s uniform, I have been smitten…’

‘Umm hum’ I made encouraging sounds. Capt. Saldana had moved to the canteen counter. 

‘The shimmer of your hair, the shapeliness of your calves and the subtle grace of your movements has me charmed’ Alvin’s bushy eyebrows were moving up and down in emotion. 

‘I am honored’ I said mechanically. Capt. Sophie had stretched out a pale lily-like hand to grasp the glass Capt. Saldana had handed her. 

‘It’s not just physical attraction, you know’ Alvin was saying ‘I admire your guts too. It takes great courage to reveal who you really are’. 

‘Oh, I didn’t take the initiative’ I said distractedly ‘the brigadier gave me an ultimatum: quit, else continue as a girl cadet’. 

‘Well, I still admire you’ Alvin persisted like a nagging fly ‘the way you carry off this gender transformation is admirable. Not many people can do that. You remind me of a cousin of mine who felt she was a man born in a female’s body. It took many years for her to come out of the closet, and when she actually did…’

A whole lot of unnecessary, protracted verbiage! So, typical of love-sick boys in my age group! I wish Alvin would come to the point quickly, else leave me alone. 

Alvin seemed to read my mind and chose the former: ‘Diana’ he said

‘would you consider going out with me?’

‘You mean be your girlfriend?’ I said distractedly. Capt. Saldana was whispering something in Capt. Sophie’s ear. Really, did he bend  so close…! 

‘I would very much like that--eventually’ said Alvin blushing a deep shade of purple ‘you could start by going to the Valentine’s Day dance with me’. 

‘Oh when is that?’ I asked hazily. 

‘Tomorrow, dear’ said Alvin indulgently. 

‘Certainly’ I said without giving the issue much thought. On hindsight, I should have, for I was to later realize that Alvin’s jealousy was as potent as his attraction towards me. It ruined my life. But it also gave me the lease of a new one. 

I was super-excited about my first valentine’s day as a woman. 

Preeti and I took a few hours off and went shopping for evening gowns. She chose a pale lilac dress that enhanced the surreal nymphet-like quality about her. I chose a lethal blood red close-fitting low-necked dress with deep slits at the sides. Preeti remarked that it complemented my honey-colored complexion and made my ‘boobs look good’. 

I dressed with especial care the next evening. After a fresh shower, I put on the dress which clung lovingly to every contour of my body. 

The top of my breasts surged dramatically above the V of my gown and the high slits offered a generous peek into my gorgeous tanned legs when I moved. I brushed my luxuriant silky brown hair until it glowed like woven gold and fell in lush feminine waves across my shoulders. A coat of eyeliner over those stunning brown eyes, lashes curled and darkened to perfection, lips painted a rich crimson and I was ready to move. The three inch golden stilettos I had chosen for the occasion matched with my own hand bag perfectly. 

My nubile nymphet-like bestie was ready too. She had teamed her lilac dress with frosty silver sandals and had used light make-up on her little face. Arm-in-arm, we walked to the party hall which was situated diametrically opposite our classrooms. As we walked in, strains of soft waltzing music filled our ears. The walls, which appeared a stark white in the vulgarity of daylight, were a hazy ivory

by soft, romantic candlelight, emanating from candles placed in every corner of the hall on lovely silver-painted candelabras. Red heart-shaped balloons decked every nook of the hall, which were adorned in all four directions by ribbons in orange, purple, blue and white. Even though alcohol was strictly prohibited in the academy, the brigadier had made an exception for the day and had arranged a mini-bar in one corner of the hall, where a bartender mixed drinks for both cadets and faculty. 

It was a lovely experience to see people whom I usually saw attire in the uniform in glamorous clothes. Brigadier Mehta stood at the bar looking quite dashing in a double breasted dark brown suit and a smart black beret. Major Chopra and the insufferable Major Saxena dressed in suits as well and were presently urging the brigadier to try a pint of Patiala whisky. 

My eyes scoured the room for the object of my affections. He was nowhere to be seen. Neither was there any sign of Capt. Sophie. 

When I was spinning my head in all conceivable directions hoping to catch a glimpse of my romantic interest and his girlfriend, somebody tapped me on the back. 

‘Looking for me?’ Alvin asked beaming. His expressive eyes took in every detail of my coiffure and couture. He appraised me with frank wonderment and softly whistled: ‘Wow’ he said ‘you look like a goddess’. 

‘Thank you’ I said momentarily distracted from my mission ‘you don’t look bad yourself’. I meant what I said. In his two piece black suit, impeccable white shirt and moustache bow-tie, Alvin cut a handsome figure. 

However, he paled in comparison to Capt. Saldana who had just walked in. He was dressed to the nines in a frosted aqua two-piece suit, his thick wavy hair gelled and slicked back in imitation of the mafia look. Capt. Sophie clung to his arm, looking pretty, even if slightly weak, in a pale pink dress and matching platform heels. A

light grey stole was thrown over her sloping shoulders in an apparent bid to keep the chilly night air out. 

The music for a new dance began. Alvin grabbed me and spun me round and round the room in circles. I noticed that Capt. Saldana and his partner had started dancing too. I mechanically followed Alvin’s lead, keeping my eyes riveted on Saldana and Sophie. In the strangest irony, Capt. Sophie’s lamb-like eyes searched for and settled on me while I sought her partner. I could see pathos in her eyes. She clearly wasn’t enjoying being with a male. 

My partner, meanwhile, irked me with a continuous stream of non-stop conversation. In the ten minutes that we danced, Alvin had assailed me with every conceivable detail of his life: his hobbies, habits, butch of a cousin, mom, dad, his cat. I listened with growing exasperation. I could see that Sophie had excused herself and rushed outdoors. 

Saldana sprinted after her. He looked dead serious. Something was not quite right. 

Curiosity got the better of me. I abandoned my irksome partner right there and ambled after Capt. Saldana, following him at a safe distance. I was ineffably annoyed to note that Alvin had taken upon himself the task of trailing close at my heels. I ignored him and traipsed after Saldana, light and pussy-footed. 

He passed the classrooms and exited the main building. He crossed the parade ground with quick long strides, passed the brick structured hostel buildings and followed Sophie to the shooting range, hidden amidst dense foliage. After reaching a certain distance, I thought it prudent not to go any further. 

I could see Saldana and Sophie through the mesh created by the brambles. They seemed to be involved in some kind of a verbal argument. The words ‘I can’t do this anymore. I am a lesbian’

wrenched out of an agonized Sophie reached my ears. Suppressing a sob, she sprinted towards the women’s wing of the faculty building. 

Capt. Saldana sat down on a boulder and held his head in his hands. 

He looked worn-out and distraught. 

She had broken up with him. 

I would be lying if I said I wasn’t jubilant. Saldana was only momentarily hurt, and would get over Sophie eventually. Then, if fortune smiled at me, perhaps he could be mine. 

I turned to face Alvin. It was apparent he had read my thoughts or, at least, guessed their gist. The pain in his eyes was unmistakable. 

We were all assembled at the shooting range. Backpacks, filled with dumb bells sheathed in towels, weighing as much as 30-40

kilograms, were heavy on our backs. All of us were dressed in fatigues, a helmet and equipped with guns and ammunition. We stood to attention listening to our handsome escort of the day: Capt. 

Saldana. 

‘Today we’re going rucking’ said Saldana in his stirring soft yet deep voice ‘we’d be moving from here i.e. the Everest Academy shooting range to Himani’s point that is 13 kms away’. 

‘Ha! 13 kms!’ sniggered Alvin D’Cruz ‘Sir, we’ve run more than 20!’

‘Running is a different matter, cadet’ said Capt. Saldana smoothly

‘you’re exercising your feet on smooth ground. You aren’t carrying any weight. There isn’t much exertion. Try traipsing your way through rocky grounds and foliage with a 40 kg rucksack on back with the hot sun scorching your back and you’ll know the difference’. 

‘Ha!’ Alvin was still skeptical. Capt. Saldana ignored him. He cast a sweeping glance at all of us and asked:

‘Ready?’

‘Aye, aye, Captain!’ all of us chorused. 

Rucking was no easy task. We had to traipse our way through dense foliage, cutting through the shrubbery with our army knives, bear high and low undulations of the uncompromisingly rough terrain. In addition, we had to vie with difficult water crossings that treacherously decided to erupt where we least expected it and bear the onslaught of the barbaric tropical sun that bore down ruthlessly, burning our exposed backs and faces. 

Yet we marched on. In spite, of adversities. Like true soldiers. 

Every once in a while Capt. Saldana yelled instructions at us. ‘Heads up, scan the ground, look up 20 feet ahead!’

Alternately he instructed: ‘Now lower your eyes to the ground. Note the immediate barriers!’. 

The virile voice emanating from Saldana’s clandestine depths sent pleasurable thrills down my spine. It was as if his voice had reached out and touched my honey-colored skin. Slowly and tantalizingly. 

Alternately, with a primal animal-like urgency. 

We, a mixed group of 10 cadets, strode on, with short fast steps, remembering to straighten the knee and relax our leg muscles every now and then. When sauntering up the slopes, we remembered to zigzag and relax our leg muscles at regular intervals. In adherence to the typical image of the military fraternity, we kept our backs absolutely straight and our will iron-strong. To avoid injuries while ambling a downhill path, we walked straight and bent our knees as instructed by our attractive trainer. 

The hooting of the owls beckoned twilight. I observed the crepuscular sky turn a deadly inky dark. It was 7 pm and we still had 6.5 kilometers to go before we reached Everest Academy. 

My robust fellow cadets walked on. A drooping enervated me lagged many meters behind. Little particles of sand that had surreptitiously sneaked into my shoes and rubbed incessantly had given me

blisters. I earnestly wished I had remembered to wear the mandatory polyester socks beneath my regular ones. 

Each step was excruciatingly painful. My limbs protested and the blisters screamed. Capt. Saldana turned back and noticed that I had fallen many a meters behind the group. He retraced his steps and walked towards me. Alvin and Preeti followed him. Concern was writ large on all three comely faces. 

‘Cadet, are you alright?’ Capt. Saldana asked with tender manliness. 

I nodded and inadvertently swayed. Ever so slightly. Soon, I felt the pressure of Capt. Saldana’s wiry body against mine, supporting my fainting self. He retrieved a water bottle from his rucksack and hydrated my parted lips. I felt slightly rejuvenated, but still found that I was too weak to stand without support. I leaned in on Capt. 

Saldana, grateful the support of his solid body. Fumes of his musky odor, mingled with the distinct scent of  him bombarded my nostrils. I closed my eyes in near swooning ecstasy. 

‘You please carry on, Sir’ I heard Alvin say ‘I could help Diana’. 

‘So could I’ offered my nymphet-like roommate. 

However, the captain laconically said: ‘It’s getting dark. The brigadier and the staff are bound to be worried. You guys carry on. I’ll get her’. 

With one last reluctant look in my direction, Alvin walked on. Preeti too followed suit. It was apparent that they wished to stay behind and assist me. I was lucky to have such sweet friends. 

Through fagged eyes, I noted their forms merging with the group. 

They soon turned into little specks and disappeared among the trees. The last of the cadets’ footfall peaked and then died out. 

‘Okay, let’s try our best to go on’ Saldana said to me in an upbeat encouraging voice. I was conscious of every sinew of his sleek panther-like body as he divested me of my backpack and took the

load upon himself. I realized how powerful he was when he supported my body with one shoulder. We walked on for about one kilometer in comfortable silence. 

‘If we maintain this pace, we should reach the academy in about 2

hours’ said Capt. Saldana. 

I tried my best to oblige him. However, another ripple of dizziness washed over me. The captain must have perceived it, for he kindly said:

‘Cadet, you’re nearly collapsing. I can’t risk straining you further. 

Let’s call it a day, shall we?’

I was vaguely sentient of Saldana leading me towards a tree. He made a bed of dried leaves, a pillow of my rucksack and settled my overtaxed body in a supine position. As soon as my head hit the rucksack “pillow”, I could feel sleep overtaking me. 

A piercing ray of the sun woke me up the next morning. For a moment, I wondered where I was. Then I recalled and sat up straight. Capt. Saldana was sitting a few feet away, patiently waiting for me to awaken. 

The early rays of the sun made his hair shimmer like black gold. His face was chiseled marble. It presently arranged itself into an expression of concern and asked:

‘Are you okay? 

The concern in his voice was so genuine that I could have hugged him. I nodded. After a night’s rest, I felt normal. Like old practiced companions, Capt. Saldana and I made our way back through the rough terrain, pausing once in a while to remark on the freshness of the air, the beauty of the scenery or a particularly unusual bird cry. 

The shooting range eventually came in sight. But wait, there were people assembled there! We saw the erect, mountainous figure of

Brigadier Mehta at the center of the group. The staff, cadets and even the peons surrounded him. 

‘It seems like they are waiting for us’ said Capt. Saldana ‘they must have been worried’. 

We walked towards the group smiling. However, none of them returned our smiles. The brigadier was practically glowering. 

Over the next few moments I was to realize the lethalness of a love gone green. 





Chapter 5 - The Army Wife

‘Welcome Capt. Saldana’ said the Brigadier in an ominous voice ‘we have been waiting for you’, he cast a baneful glance towards me and said ‘In fact, for both of you’

‘What’s the matter, Brigadier?’ Saldana asked concerned ‘Is everything alright?’

‘Ha! I ought to ask you that!’ the irony behind the brigadier’s tone was hard to miss. 

‘I don’t understand your meaning, Sir’ said Capt. Saldana baffled. I too was as puzzled as the Saldana was. I didn’t know where the brigadier was heading with this line of attack (it was obvious that it was an attack). 

‘All this while I have been open-minded’ roared the Brigadier ‘chosen not to believe what Cadet Alvin has been telling me. But now I am convinced: a man doesn’t stay out all night with a woman for no reason’. 

I was totally confused. What was the brigadier insinuating against Capt. Saldana? And where did Alvin fit in the scheme of things? My bafflement was reflected in Capt. Saldana’s face. 

‘Sir, we were forced to’ he said humbly ‘Cadet Diana was collapsing. 

She was in no state to walk last night’. 

‘And she’s as right as rain all of a sudden?’ the brigadier raised a cynical eyebrow. 

‘A night’s rest seemed to have done her good’ replied Capt. Saldana. 

‘A night’s rest’ repeated the brigadier ‘and no doubt your amorous attentions too?’

I was shocked by the allegation. Capt. Saldana looked even more taken aback than I did. 

‘I don’t understand what you mean, Sir’ he said appearing increasingly flustered. 

‘Cadet Alvin had once reported to me that the two of you are having an affair. Since he had nothing to corroborate his claim, I dismissed him. Now, the two of you provided a testimony to your sins. Doesn’t a fairly mature army man like you, Capt. Saldana’ the brigadier said aiming a fiery glance at Saldana ‘know that having an affair with a cadet is inappropriate? That engaging in such an act goes against Everest Academy rules?’

‘Cadet Alvin has been engaging in slander and I don’t know why’

replied Capt. Saldana in a slow, dazed tone ‘however, I would like to assure you, Sir, that Cadet Diana and I have done nothing improper. 

The two of us are innocent’. 

‘Save your lies, captain’ growled the brigadier ‘I am no fool’. 

‘Brigadier’ Capt. Saldana was now on the brink of tearing his hair from the roots ‘Please believe me. Cadet Diana was in no state to

walk and--’

‘Stop!’ bellowed the Brigadier with all the roaring force of a mighty typhoon ‘I have no patience with your untruths. Let me come straight to the point. You, Capt. Saldana are fired from Everest Academy!’. 

Capt. Saldana slumped to the ground in a dazed heap. He held his head between his hands. I stood, steady and unapologetic, by his side. 

‘And you, my shameless young lady’ said the brigadier piercing me with his gaze ‘are rusticated!’. He turned a sweeping glance over us and said ‘I give you both to an hour to pack and leave the academy. 

If you have even a smidgen of shame left in your unethical selves, don’t dare to look in this direction again!’ the brigadier’s deep gruff voice carried within it the ring of finality. 

Capt. Saldana hauled himself off the ground and walked towards the faculty hostel like a man in a nightmare. I picked my rucksack up, entered the brick building of my hostel and traipsed up the stairs in agony. A tirade of guilt and self-blame washed over me. Had I had been fitter physically, none of this would have happened. In the neurotic state I was in, I somehow even managed to convince myself that my secret attraction for Capt. Saldana was responsible for this mess. 

I went straight to my room and started packing. Preeti was at her table, ostensibly immersed in study. I took a good thirty minutes to pack and get ready, and she didn’t glance in my direction once. 

I dressed in casual civilian clothes. As I buckled the straps of my sandals, I glanced towards Preeti and said: ‘Okay dear, goodbye. 

Thank you for all that you’ve done for me’. 

‘Get out, you whore!’ Preeti turned a furious tear-streaked face to me

‘and don’t you dare speak to me again!’. She turned to her table with a sob. 

‘Preeti!’ I cried aghast ‘what’s the matter?’

‘You slept with him, right?’ Preeti’s swollen; red-rimmed eyes looked at me accusingly. 

‘I didn’t!’ I burst out incredulous ‘and why would you care if I did?’

Preeti’s stubborn silence gave her away. 

‘Don’t tell me you too--?’ I stopped, astonished. 

‘Yes, I too fancy him’. 

‘Since when?’ I said unable to believe my ears. 

‘Ever since he broke up with Capt. Sophie’ said Preeti in a tormented way before turning back to the study table. 

I walked away astonished. The realization that one really couldn’t peep into the psyche of even those closest to us, struck me like a leash. For all her gaiety and frivolousness, my nymphet-like roommate had been in love with the same man as I, all along. Who would ever have guessed? 

I got down the steps of the hostel slowly. Each tread carried with it memories: a mixed bag of good and bad. I remembered all the times since my initiation into the army: the stentorian voice of the instructors, the brigadier’s ultimatum, my feminization and the sweet, tender moments I shared with Capt. Sophie. 

With nostalgia lacing each footstep, I walked in the direction of Capt. 

Sophie’s hostel room. Wanting to bid a final adieu to her, I knocked. 

She didn’t answer. There were only two possibilities. Either she had returned to her room and fallen asleep. Or she didn’t want to meet me. 

In either case, I had to leave. The brigadier had given me and Capt. 

Saldana only an hour to pack and leave the premises. That left me with just ten minutes. I picked up my suitcases and ran out of the

premises. I nearly dashed into Capt. Saldana at the main gate. It was an awkward moment. 

‘Listen’ said Capt. Saldana looking at me apologetically ‘I sort of feel responsible for all this. I am returning to the Badamibag cantonment in Srinagar. If you ever need any help, don’t hesitate to contact me’. 

He handed me a chit that had his phone number scrawled on it. 

Reluctantly, we parted ways. I climbed a bus to Delhi and reached my Greater Kailash home. I walked into the house wanting nothing more than to cocoon myself snugly in the warm arms of my mother. I had had enough of the big, bad world. 

Mommy opened the door. A strand or two of her hair had gone grey and she had put on a bit of weight. Nevertheless, she was the same mommy--with a big, generous heart filled with unconditional love. Or was she? 

‘Yes’ my mother asked looking at me blankly. 

‘Mom, don’t you recognized me?’ I asked throwing my arms around her. 

My mother shook her head. ‘Young lady, I think you are mistaken’

she said in a distant voice ‘I am no relation of yours’. 

‘Oh, I understand’ I said realizing that my gender change was the reason for her confusion. Then, with complete belief in the much endorsed maternal love, I told her. Everything from beginning to end. 

Without omitting a single detail. 

My mother was looking at me strangely. What was the matter? 

‘Mommy, mommy’ I grasped her arms and gently shook her. 

‘Don’t call me that, you brazen slut!’ my mother spluttered angrily, before banging the door on my face ‘you have brought shame upon

the family. I am glad your father didn’t live to see this day. Get lost and don’t ever show your face again!’

‘Mom’ I banged the door. One time. Several times. There was no response. I waited on the front door step for one hour. Which eventually turned into several. My mother didn’t open the door. Her anger didn’t abate. Finally, when hunger made my stomach growl and chilblains numbed my ungloved hands, I picked up my mobile. I dialed Capt. Saldana’s number. I explained my situation to him. He sent me an e-train ticket to Srinagar in Kashmir. 

When the train rumbled before coming to an abrupt halt at the Srinagar railway station, I saw Capt. Eric Saldana standing at the platform. He was dressed, from head to toe, in a neatly ironed OG

uniform. I was pleasantly surprised to notice that the badge below his left breast pocket was imprinted with the symbol of the three-headed lion. Eric Saldana had been promoted to the status of major. 

He wasn’t alone. A battalion of soldiers were assembled in a neat line behind him. The moment I alighted, feeling rather drab in my pink slacks and plain green t-shirt, Major Saldana moved towards me like a graceful sleek black panther. His battalion of soldiers followed him and stood a respectful distance away. 

‘Hello sweetheart’ Major Saldana said to me, grinning from ear to ear

‘you look amazing’. As I rearranged my hair in a self-conscious gesture, Major Saldana surprised me by planting a quick peck on my cheek. The battalion of soldiers looked on with an expression of benevolent approval. 

What in the world was going on? 

‘This is Diana Bhatia’ the major introduced me to his battalion ‘my fiancée’

Fiancée. Meaning the person one is engaged to. A soul-mate. Wife-to-be. A partner to spend rest of one’s life with. Had Major Saldana

actually introduced me to the  jawans (soldiers) as his wife-to-be? Or had I misheard? 

Of course, I had misheard. Why would a delectable young male like Major Saldana want to marry a transgender like me? 

As Saldana led me through the crowd to the waiting army jeep, a new line of doubt started gnawing at me. Did Major Saldana know that I was a transgendered person? Or did he think I was a female cadet like any other? 

Major Saldana didn’t stop in front of army quarters as I had anticipated. He stopped in front of a structure that looked like a temple. An open vestibule supported by intricately carved pillars came into view. A pyre of flames was lit at the center of the vestibule. 

A grandly priest, who had obviously been appointed for some special ceremony, stood in front of the pyre. 

‘Since I can’t have a stranger living with me’ Major Saldana said looking deep into my eyes ‘it’s best we get married according to Hindu rites’. 

I gaped at him in disbelief. Was Major Saldana proposing that we got married right there and then? 

I realized I had frozen when Major Saldana kindly said: ‘The priest has been waiting for quite some time. It’s best we hurry up’. 

I gathered my wits and asked the question that had been haranguing me. ‘Sir, I asked frankly ‘Do you know I am an MTF transgender?’. 

‘Yes’ Major Saldana nodded ‘Sophie told me’ he said. 

As the army jeep swerved inside the main gate of the cantonment, the entire unit was waiting to receive Major Saldana and his ‘new bride’. As we alighted from the jeep, all the officers congratulated us one after another. The other army wives received me cordially, remarking on how ‘beautiful’ I was. They gently teased me and Major

Saldana and urged that we hold hands. As my new husband took my hand in his, I felt an ineffably pleasurable warmth flood my body. 

We passed the club house, the theatre, walked by the parade ground and the command hospital to reach the quarters. Once we reached our spacious well-furnished flat, the unit members and their wives left after wishing us luck. 

I sat on the bed, my heart palpitating. It was nearly 10 am and time to go to bed. However, I didn’t hear my new husband’s tread in the bedroom. Nor did I feel his much anticipated lips on mine. I tiptoed to the entrance to find out where he was. I saw him sprawled out on the sofa of the living room. 

My heart sank. Major Saldana had, after all, married me out of a sense of social duty and responsibility. Everything was a façade, nothing real. 

Our marriage remained unconsummated that night. And for the next 365 days. 

I tried my best to be the perfect army wife. I dismissed all the servants and cooked, cleaned and tended to the gardens on my own. I wore the invitingly pretty, if not prohibitively expensive sarees my husband purchased for my use with as much grace and élan as I could. I mingled with the other army wives and added a definite zing to our social life. All of us would go off to see a movie, shopping or have little barbeque parties to break the monotony of being cut off from the rest of the world. I was appreciated for my tasteful dress sense, lady-like manners and a perpetually readiness to help others. 

I took utmost care to make my husband comfortable. I organized my activities in a methodical fashion, so my husband didn’t have to wait a second extra than he needed to for his meals. After he returned from a particularly tiring regimen, the dinner would be piping hot and ready for his consumption. Before he could even wonder where his uniform was, it would be laid ironed and neatly creased on his bed. 

Even before he thought of a hot shower, the geyser would be

switched on, and relaxing lukewarm water waited for him. Major Saldana soon discovered that with a magic genie like me for a wife, all he had to do was think and his wish would manifest into reality. 

One day, when I was arranging gladiolas on the front room table, my husband walked over to me. He took my slender honey-brown hand in his and pressed it to his cheek. Wordlessly, he turned me towards him. The musky deodorant combined with a scent that was exclusively  his reached my nostrils. The intoxicating nature of it was such that my senses reeled. 

I could feel his smoky breath on my cheek. With finesse comparable to a cheetah’s, he made his moves. Those fine well-shaped lips of his pressed themselves on my soft cushioned ones. His sinewy arms encircled my waist and pulled me towards him. They slid further down and felt the lusciousness of my posterior. 

His lips abandoned my mouth and settled on the hollow of my throat. 

He thrust his tongue out and explored it. A silent spasm juddered through my body. Encouraged by it, his caresses grew fiercer. One large hand cupped a fleshy mould; the other pinched a dusky crest. 

Soon, before I knew it; he had hitched the intricate layers of my saree and petticoats up and was gliding into me, inch by inch. Once firmly sheathed in my safe interiors, he began the primal rhythm that was as old as evolution. Finally, the rhythm reached a crescendo and he came with a harsh groan of masculine satisfaction. Trapped beneath him, I erupted into a series of dazzling undulations. 

It finally happened. I was now Major Saldana’s wife in the true sense. 

Six years passed by in the batting of an eyelid. My husband was now posted in Assam, a lovely state in Northeastern India full of hills, lush green forests and the famous one-horned rhinoceros. The army cantonment was bigger and better than the one in Kashmir. The rows of dress shops and school present inside the cantonment was its USP. 

Since Lolita had turned all of five today, her father and I had permitted her to skip school. Watching her romp about in the garden, skipping and frolicking, gave me unsurpassed joy as it would any mother. Lolita was so pretty and growing up so soon! It seems like yesterday when my husband had brought a baby girl whose parents had been killed in an accidental bomb explosion in Baramullah district and had given her to me to hold. Since then, I had never let go. For all intents and purposes, Lolita was our biological child. 

My husband, now Lieutenant Colonel Saldana, gave me a habitual peck on the cheek and left for work. Shortly after he had gone, a visitor was announced. 

A petite lady in a rich peacock blue saree walked into the living room. She had a little boy of about seven with her. At first, recognition didn’t dawn. Then something about the gentle maternal grace, large lamb-like eyes and long sarus-crane like neck rang a bell in the deep abyss of memory. 

‘Capt. Sophie Mistry!’ I exclaimed. 

‘Lieutenant Colonel Sophie Mistry’ Sophie gently corrected ‘and this is my son Neil’. With his large innocent eyes and tender petal-like lips, the boy was a replica of his mother’s. 

‘Of course’ I said moving towards her and taking her slender hands in mine ‘time has passed’. Then peering intently into her lamp-lile eyes, I asked: ‘How have you been, Lieutenant Colonel?’

Sophie gazed at me wistfully and said:

‘Fine, I guess I have been fine. My husband and I decided to give our marriage another shot by having a baby. Neil was born a few months after. Eight years on and we’re still going on’. 

‘I am glad’ I said genuinely meaning what I said ‘I am glad it worked for you, Lieutenant Colonel’. 

‘I heard all about you and Eric through a mutual friend. He also told me about Lolita’ Sophie said ‘I am so happy you’re settled’. 

‘Thank you’ I said ‘Had you been here five minutes earlier, you would have caught him. He left for office  just now!’

‘I am not here to meet him, Diana’ said Sophie softly ‘I am here to see  you’. 

There was a pregnant pause. Beneath the veneer of platitudes, a plethora of raw unresolved feelings. 

It all came back to me afresh in flashes. My first meeting with Sophie; my fondness for her. The short bout of tension between us. 

Sophie’s guiding me towards womanhood, step by step. The film of sweat on her upper lip as she had examined my budding breasts. 

The feel of her lips on mine. The intensity of her feelings when she had professed her love for me…. 

‘We did have something’ Sophie currently whispered. 

‘Yes, we did’ I agreed ‘Even if it was not tangible enough to work on’. 

As I said those words, we noticed that Neil, unbeknownst to both his mother and me, had sneaked out to the garden and had started playing with Lolita. As we looked at the sunny, happy children laughing and cavorting around on the lawn, I was sentient of Sophie looking at them through the kaleidoscope of the future as I was. 

‘Perhaps our kids will have something tangible to work on when they grow up…’ said Sophie dreamily. 

‘Amen to that’ I said, meaning every word. 



The End

Introduction and Character Profile Title: Slippery Slope in Military Academy

Subtitle: A Frail Cadet

Series: Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform

 

Introduction:  

In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion gay 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? 

 

Characters:

Deepak/Diana Bhatia: is the protagonist of the story. He is 5’4, has a pretty face and a rounded body. His complexion is a beautiful honey brown and his hair silky brown. 

When Deepak joins Everest Military Academy in a desperate attempt to overcome his GID, he finds that he is unable to cope with the strain of life as an army cadet. After failing in all physical endurance tests, Deepak is given an ultimatum. He is to either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. With a guilty pleasure, Deepak opts for the latter. 

Deepak feels extremely good inside when he is forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform. He, however, is humiliated by the way his batch mates react to his wearing a skirt. The girl cadets don’t want to have Deepak in their wing as he still retains the male organ. Deepak is apprehensive to live in the boys’ hostel as he fears sexual assault. 

HRT and SRS are ordered to feminize him fully. They are conducted and supervised by a lesbian doctor Capt. Sophie. With Sophie’s guidance, Deepak transforms into the lovely, voluptuous Diana. 

While Capt. Sophie professes her feelings for Diana, the protagonist is busy falling in love with the handsome Capt. Saldana. 

Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry: is an army doctor appointed by Everest Military Academy. She is 5’4, has a slender lovely face, large lamb-like eyes and soft petal-like lips. Capt. Sophie is trapped in a bad marriage as a consequence of which she faces tremendous stress. 

Her woes are alleviated when she conducts and supervises the feminization of the sensitive Cadet Deepak. In the process, Capt. 

Sophie falls in love with the feminized version of him, thus putting herself in the lesbian category. Sophie is heartbroken to discover that Diana doesn’t reciprocate her love. She starts flirting with and dating Capt. Saldana just in order to make Diana jealous, but is unable to maintain the façade of being a heterosexual for long. 

Retd. Brigadier Mehta: is the principal of Everest Academy. At 80, Brigadier Mehta is still sturdy and straight of back. He has a tonsured head, a tooth-brush moustache and deep purplish pouches under his eyes. His deep gruff voice is the stuff cadets’ nightmares are made of. 

Brigadier Mehta is a strict disciplinarian. He gives Cadet Deepak two options: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. After Deepak chooses the second option, the Brigadier sends the female cadets’ uniform for him to wear. Brigadier Mehta eventually orders HRT and SRS on Cadet Deepak, so that comfortably co-habit with the girls at their hostel. 

Slander and a series of misunderstandings lead Brigadier Mehta to falsely conclude that Capt. Saldana and Cadet Diana are in a sexual relationship. Acting on this notion, he fires the former and rusticates the latter out of the military academy as academy rules clearly state that the staff and cadets shouldn’t date each other. 

Capt. Eric Saldana: is the protagonist’s Military History teacher who eventually goes on to become her husband. Capt. Saldana is tall and sinewy and moves with the feline grace of a panther. His milk-white skin contrasts strikingly with his jet black hair. Eric Saldana is highly principled and thinks it inappropriate to date cadets. He, instead, dates Capt. Sophie Mistry, a colleague. However, a series of circumstances, including malicious slander by a particular army cadet, leads the brigadier to falsely believe that Capt. Saldana is having an affair with Diana, leading to his being fired from the academy. Since he holds himself responsible for Diana’s ruined reputation, Capt. Saldana tries to redeem her in everyone’s eyes by marrying her. 

Preeti Tiwari: is the slight nymphet-like giggly roommate of Diana’s. 

Preeti has joined the academy to escape an unsuitable marriage arranged by her parents. Preeti is also Diana’s best friend. She makes the latter comfortable in the girls’ hostel and helps her dress in the female cadets’ uniform. Preeti and Diana have many good

times together. However, they part bitterly since they are in love with the same man-- Capt. Saldana. 

Alvin D’Cruz: is a classmate of Diana’s. He is handsome with cocoa brown skin, thick bushy eyebrows and an affable charming smile. He develops an obsessive attraction towards Diana and eventually asks her out on Valentine’s Day. However, when he discovers that Diana is in love with Capt. Saldana, Cadet Alvin hatches a conspiracy and slanders the two, leading to Capt. Saldana being fired from his job and Diana being rusticated from the academy. 

Sumeet Singh: is an attractive classmate of Diana’s. He has a square pockmarked face, is muscular, hirsute and virile. He feels drawn towards Deepak, owing to the latter’s pretty appearance and effeminate mannerisms. He nicknames Deepak ‘girlie-girlie’ and teases him often. 

Cecelia Sharma: is a tall, heftily-built classmate of Deepak’s. Right from the outset, when Deepak is forced to dress in the female cadets’ uniform, Cecelia’s attitude towards him is contemptuous. 

Later on, Cecelia misunderstands the accidental brush of Deepak’s fingers against the thighs and labels it as ‘sexual harassment’. She complains to Brigadier Mehta about it and demands that Deepak be removed from the girls’ hostel. 

Akshay Thakur: is the roommate of Deepak’s. Akshay is wiry, hollow-eyed and has grizzled chin. Rumors-mills claim that he is a reformed delinquent, apparently accused in a gang-rape case at the national capital. Thus, when the protagonist is feminized, she feels mortally afraid of sleeping in the same room as Akshay. 

Tariq Ahmed: is a decent, upright classmate of Diana’s who discourages the other guys from making derogatory comments about her. 

Amrin Saba: is a sincere, upright girl in Diana’s hostel. 

Major Saxena: is a strict trainer of Deepak’s. 

Major Chopra: is a lenient trainer of Deepak’s. 

Lolita: is the adoptive daughter of the Saldanas. 

Neil: is Sophie’s son. 

--------------

Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



Unusual Romance at a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social

circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

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

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



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her. They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series

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



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Medusa Locks: Feminized in Misery 

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



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent

man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer –

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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





DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH 

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

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t

have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. 

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

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



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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





Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 



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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

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

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



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon

drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 



Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

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

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



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have

been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and

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

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape: An Escape to the Other Gender 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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





The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

[image: Image 2]



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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