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Chapter 1 - The Beastly Glamour World 

I stand in front of the mirror and appraise myself. Tall, long legs and shiny well-toned arms. A well-defined jaw-line that runs high along the face. A forehead that is quite wide, allowing me to sport a wide spectrum of hair-styles.  Well-sculpted cheek bones that would look good even when I grow older. My skin is quite clear: the perfect canvas for any make-up artiste. A noble straight-bridged nose that is slightly upturned at the tips runs along the middle of my face. 

My gaze shifts beneath the head. A nice neck veering towards the lengthy, but that’s seen as an asset in the modeling industry. 

Especially, if you want to be on the runway. So is height seen as an advantage. That way, I am quite fortunate to be an enviable 5’8. For a ‘woman’ that is. I look at the breadth of my shoulders and the size of my feet and wonder if anybody will guess that I am an MTF….’No, don’t be silly’ I tell myself ‘It’s all in the mind’. Either way, shoulders a bit broad can carry away a plethora or looks, be it be Eastern or Western, and a huge foot-size could also be an advantage—when encased in high heels, they arch very well and make one’s calf-zone look much longer. And I could very well do with some height in the calf-region because it is ever so slightly shorter than the average aspiring model I am competing with. This is because genetic males have slightly shorter calves than females. ‘What if someone with a keen eye happens to notice it and find out that I am an MTF…?’ the doubt rankles in my mind. I tell myself that such thoughts are silly. It doesn’t matter as long as I feel fully and completely female—from the inside. Confidence. That’s the key. That’s what the doctors and

counselors keep telling me. ‘Believe in yourself’ I give myself the auto-suggestion ‘You are as good as any real girl out there!’

My Smartphone rings. I pick it up to find that it is from my agent Jon. 

‘Sara’ he says in his crisp, confident voice ‘I hope you have your portfolio ready? The agency will be expecting it’. 

The port-folio. Of course. How could I have forgotten the most important thing? I strictly tell myself to focus and to quit concentrating on the wrong things. I fish out the assortment of photos that I had got clicked a few months back. Beautiful shots against different backgrounds. Most of them have been shot in natural light, giving agencies a chance to see what I actually look like. The make-up is minimal or hardly there, accentuating my raw natural beauty. 

‘Jai, the photographer is really good’ I think to myself ‘He’s been able to get all the expressions right. Not a thing is amiss: the anger in the smoldering eyes, the lightness of spirit bursting forth as laughter on the lips and the sensual sulky pout--are all perfect. He has been able to metamorphose me from a light fay-like spirit to an angst-ridden renegade, over the course of just a few pictures. He has been successful in capturing the entire range of emotions present inside a single person.  And his directions were minimal. 

‘Actually, he has forgotten to capture something’ a little nagging voice inside me says ‘the fear that you persistently feel day in and day out—the fear of being exposed as an MTF transgender’. I smother the voice immediately. The world is already a difficult place to live in. Getting paranoid would only make things worse. 

I turn my attention back to the portfolio. Great positioning and posturing.  The balanced healthy diet, loads of fluid and personal grooming has been helping. And so also the regular fitness regimen that comprises a jog at the first blush of morning, followed by yoga, and Pilates; cardio, salsa and belly-dancing in the evening. My body stays in good ectomorphic tall and lean shape, so any clothes that they put on me would look nice. As Jon, my pillar of support, was

telling me once, I’d look great with even a gunny-bag thrown on me. 

In spite of the hormone therapy and other MTF cosmetic surgeries, my breast size remains one cup smaller than that of my mother’s. 

Yet, that seems to be an advantage rather than a disadvantage in the fashion industry, especially the runway, where small breasts seem to be preferred. This is because to showcase the cut, fall and details of a particular garment to its best advantage, you don’t need to have too many details of your own. Also, I have noticed that the models on the ramp don’t sport a bra and wear neat skin colored panties underneath those designer clothes. Ungainly undergarments, like an especially conspicuous bra strap or thick-seamed panties, are a definite taboo. 

The phone rings again and I pick it up with vexation. ‘Yes, Jon?’ I can’t keep the irritable edge out of my voice. I instantly regret it. Jon is one true well-wisher I have and I can’t allow myself to get waspish with him. ‘Sorry to disturb you again, Sara’ comes his soft apologetic voice from the other end ‘but I wanted you to make a note of your measurements’. 

By measurements, Jon means the usual: height, weight, bust, waist, hip, dress and shoe size. ‘Just throw in the hair color, eye color and skin tone, will you?’ Jon suggests. 

‘Such close details?’ I ask teasingly, thanking my lucky stars that there is at least one person on earth with whom I can talk freely ‘Are you getting me to audition for an international agency or what?’

‘No, this one is local’ Jon clarifies ‘but be prepared, honey. You never know when fortune comes knocking at your door’. 

That’s Jon for you. Always encouraging, forever optimistic. However, the agencies haven’t been this way—so far, at least. ‘Don’t take their rejections personal’ I tell myself. Maybe be my kind of looks just don’t fit their list. Yet a disconcerting doubt lingers. Maybe it’s something else….. 

I take a shower and quickly get ready. I don’t pick anything over-dressy: just a neatly cut-pair of blue skinny jeans and a light cotton t-shirt. Except for a hint of kohl, mascara and colorless lip-gloss, my face is free of make-up. I wear my straight black shining waist-length hair loose. I notice with satisfaction that my long bangs have covered my high slightly masculine forehead and the bony ridge right above the eye-brows that they call ‘The brow-crossing’. 

I allow myself a spot of indulgence when it comes to shoes and wriggle my feet inside the most stylish pair of red clogs. A red handbag slung over one shoulder and I am ready to audition. 

Ironically, the audition to the most glamorous industry in the world is being held in a dingy basement. As I descend down the stairs, an unpleasant musty odor assaults my nostrils. It seems like it has been a while since the basement was used. As I come to the bottom of the stair case, a desk comes to view. Three people are seated behind it. 

The first, I recognize as Tara Chandani, who is the head of a reputed modeling agency. She has the distinction of being a highly proficient model hunter and a great task-master—a quality that shows in the hard lines of her square face. The other two people are Cyrus Mistry and Hiren Patel, the famous Indian designer duo. They are supposed to be big cheese in the industry and everybody worships them. However, their outlandish appearance doesn’t impress me much, especially that of the short squat Hiren Patel’s. He is wearing a jacket two sizes too small for him and is bursting through the buttons. It’s an unpleasant sight. 

At the far end of the room, stands a guy in his mid 30s. He is wearing camouflage pants and an olive green t-shirt. He has a languid style about him. A camera is slung around his neck .. I don’t have to see the badge on his t-shirt to recognize him as Gaurav Khanna, the celebrity fashion photographer. 

There are chairs in front of the desk where many girls—my competitors—are seated. I recognize one tall sharp-feature vixen-like minx. Nikki. ‘Oh no, not here!’ I sigh wearily.  Nikki and I share a history. We went to the same school, the same college and our

parents socialized in the same circle. Nikki had the habit of aping whatever I did and concocting various nasty little conspiracies to pull me down. Presently, I am terrified of the possibility of Nikki’s pulling off some unscrupulous trick to sabotage my success. I fervently pray that the devious little minx hasn’t seen me. 

However, she turns. And sort of winks and smirks at the same time. I feel butterflies flutter in my stomach. The sight of Jon standing at the far end of the room calms me down. He catches my eye and waves. 

I wave back. 

--

It took quite some time before my turn arrived. The girls were called to the desk one by one and each strutted her stuff in front of the selectors. Subconsciously, I started evaluating their eyebrows, noses, cheeks and lips and compared them to my own. My eyebrows were as arched, nose as small, cheeks and lips as full. My surgeon and cosmetologist hadn’t done too bad a job. 

My turn finally arrived. The judges looked at my portfolio and exchanged glances of approval among themselves. 

‘What are your stats?’ Tara Chandani asked me. 

’34- 25- 34, Ma’am’ I replied truthfully. The ‘perfect’ model was typically expected to have a ’36-24-36’ figure, but nowadays the modeling industry had relaxed it’s a bit rules and looked at other aspects like individuality, confidence, originality and all that as well. 

Hence, I didn’t feel the need to lie. Any such fib could be detrimental to one’s future in the long run. 

Tara’s face gave away nothing. I didn’t know what she thought of my measurements. With an equally impassive face, Cyrus Mistry asked me to change into one of his creations: a rich purple evening gown. 

When I emerged out of the changing room, I saw the other girls look at me with a kind of admiring envy. Sheer hate was written over Nikki’s face. 

The selectors asked me to stand in the center. Their gazes were professional and impersonal except for Hiren Patel’s. Pure and unadulterated lust was written over his face. His beady little eyes went over the entire continent of my body, lingering over the vitals. It was nauseating. 

I don’t let petty things like the above make me lose my focus. I rolled Patel into a tiny little mental packet and ejected him from my mind. 

Having done this little exercise, I regained my concentration. Now I was a cent percent ready to do as the selectors directed me. 

Khanna asked me to pose in different ways so that he could gauge how I’d appear from different angles. He took a few straight shots, but most of them were profiles. There was a particular, rather challenging one, in which he asked me to keep my eyes open against direct sunlight. It was difficult, but I did it. Meanwhile, I could overhear the others at the desk making some very complimentary remarks. 

‘I like her poise and confidence’. I recognized Mistry’s voice

‘I agree. Her eyes share a great relationship with the camera’. This was Tara. 

Patel didn’t say anything, but continued to ogle at me lasciviously. 

As I was packing up to go, Nikki was called to audition. She was very beautiful, but there was a certain stealthy air around her that stole her charm. The way her restless eyes moved to and fro made her look like a fugitive, forever on the run. I don’t know if the selectors shared my opinion, but Jon certainly did. While she was auditioning he indicated in her direction and gave thumbs down. I giggled. 

Jon soon caught up with me. ‘Many congratulations!’ he patted me on the back. 

‘You mean?’ I said unable to believe my ears. 

‘Mistry and Tara have picked you—I heard with my own ears’ he said

‘of course, it has not been officially announced yet’. 

‘Wow!’ I said ‘A lucky break—finally’. 

‘Good thing comes to those who wait’ Jon said encouragingly. As I was going out of the hall, I saw Nikki and Mistry together. They seemed to be engrossed in a very grave discussion. When my footsteps grew close, they abruptly stopped. Perhaps I was delusional, but I was certain they were speaking about me. 

--

‘What’s up?’ my voice, when I called Jon, was eager. 

The pause at the other end frightened me. Finally, I could hear Jon’s small and dejected voice. ‘I am sorry, Sara. They picked Nikki’. 

‘What….but?’ I felt the room spinning around me. 

‘I seem to have been confused’ Jon said apologetically ‘Yet….’

‘Never mind’ I said trying to hide my disappointment ‘There will be other chances’. 

--

Barely five minutes later, Jon called again. ‘Sara’ he sounded excited

‘Hiren Patel got in touch with me. He wants to meet you’

‘Where is he put up?’ I asked. 

‘Hotel Grandeur’ Jon said before disconnecting the phone. 

--

I hailed a taxi and went straight to Hotel Grandeur. Since I didn’t have the time to change, I went in the same skinny jeans and white cotton top as morning. The guards at the doorstep graciously held

the door open for me. My red clogs made an ominous sound as they traversed the length of the white-tiled corridors. The short, squat and beady-eyed Patel was waiting for me at the end. 

‘Hello, Madam’ he said with cloying sweetness. There was a sarcastic emphasis on ‘Madam’ that I didn’t like very much. Yet I chose to ignore it and came straight to the point. 

‘I believe you wanted to see me, Sir’. 

‘That’s right’ he said in mock bright tones ‘However, the matter is confidential. I’d like to talk in the privacy of the hotel room. 

I followed him like a lamb to slaughter. Once inside the posh high-ceilinged hotel room, Patel closed the door. I heard him latch it with a sharp click. ‘Sit down, won’t you?’ he said. 

I obliged. My heard was palpitating. What was possibly up? 

Patel came straight to the point. ‘Nikki told me everything’ he said. 

The expression on his ugly toad-like face was gloating. 

‘I don’t understand’ I said my mouth growing dry. 

‘You sure do’ Patel sniggered ‘Well, I admire your guts. Otherwise, which hijra (transgender person) would aspire to be a model?’

‘I am not a hijra!’ I retaliated ‘but as real a woman as anybody else. 

And what do you mean, Sir, by taking under-the-belt digs?’

‘Madam’ he said with the sarcastic emphasis on Madam again

‘You’ve misunderstood me’. He salaciously looked at my body from top to bottom and said ‘As you may noticed at the audition, I admire you. I like girls and transwomen who have a small pelvis. I truly feel you deserve the job that went to Nikki’. 

Okay, so the job had gone to Nikki. ‘Thank you’ I said briefly. 

‘Actually, Tara and Mistry were very much for you’ he said ‘but I deliberately swung the decision in Nikki’s favor. However, I could reverse it’. 

I didn’t know what to make of this man’s babbling. I just gaped. 

‘However, I expect something in return’ his prurient gaze went up and down my body the way it had at the audition. 

‘Mr. Patel, I have to go’ I picked my handbag and started to leave. 

‘Hey, stay awhile’ said Patel pinning me on the bed and unzipping my trousers ‘I promise to get you that particular job. In a flash, he’d yanked the jeans off my long legs. The top was also off and the lingerie came off next. Before I knew it, I was sitting buck naked in front of Patel. 

He had also divested himself of his clothes. Patel was sweaty, had graying chest hair and skinny arms. Beneath his horrid protuberant below, I could see his organ, growing bigger and more erect by the minute. 

Without much prelude, he thrust it into me. He was huge, and my cosmetically constructed vagina was narrow in spite of frequent dilations. As he savagely went in and out, I was convinced I was going to be torn into two. The pain was so excruciating that I screamed. My screams only seemed to arouse him further. Patel increased the speed and intensity of his trusts. Finally, when he was done, he put his lips to my ear and said ‘Now you know why I like girls and transwomen with small pelvises’. 

I dressed myself and slowly limped down the corridor. Noting my strained gait the guard came to help me. ‘Are you alright, Madam?’

he sounded concerned. 

‘Yes’ I forced my lips into a smile ‘Just sprained my leg in the bathroom’

The little trickle of blood that ran down my thigh was soaked by the denim, so thankfully no one noticed. The humiliating episode remained between me, Patel and the hotel room. 

And nothing had changed. Patel hadn’t ‘reversed’ any situation. Nikki still had the job. Patel had made use of my body in exchange for nothing. 





Chapter 2 - Please Call Me ‘Sara’ 

I was fifteen when I finally mustered the courage to tell my mother that I wanted to be a girl. Her reaction was one of flippancy. ‘Come on, Vikram’ she said, not unkindly ‘Quit joking now’. She continued what she was doing; painting a long nail with crimson varnish. 

Unconsciously, I picked up the bottle and read the label on it. ‘Blush’, it said. 

Really, I thought ‘after all these years of waiting, gender dysphoria and trying to conform to all the rules, is this what I get--flippancy?’ I had dubbed my mother as being more understanding. 

‘If that was my intention, I would have chosen a better topic’ I told her. 

Mom was looking at me now. Appraising my above average height (even for a boy my age), a hint of a moustache and an Adam’s apple still in the nascent stage. I felt a bit embarrassed. 

‘Really, do you have to stare?’ I asked self-consciously. 

‘If you’re serious’ my mom said looking at me from top to bottom ‘I might as well.’ ‘Yeah, you’re pretty tall, but haven’t quite hit puberty yet’ she continued ‘Your voice is still squeaky and you’re not sprouting hair all over the place yet’. 

‘My desire may not have much to do with the body’ I told her

‘Perhaps it’s psychological. I always wanted to be a girl’. 

‘Yet I didn’t see this coming’ she said looking reflectively into a distance. 

‘I tried to be “the good son”’ I said feeling a lump rise in my throat

‘and worked hard to conform. But it’s not possible anymore, mom. It would kill me to continue like this’. 

‘Perhaps it will pass’ she said looking out of the window again. My cousins, my masculine rambunctious cousins of about the same age as me, were kicking a football outside. They laughed and bonded like boys often did when engaged in sport or rough-and-tumble play. 

I’d never liked sports, I had always been rather sloppy at it, and liked doing artistic stuff. Like painting my face with my mother’s make-up when no one was around. I had also tried getting into her bras, corsets and blouses and felt rather euphoric on those occasions. 

‘Or perhaps not’ I said ‘Consider this, mom’ I continued, glad that I could talk to her like a friend ‘I haven’t felt the need to play with the other boys or ask a girl out. In fact, I myself drool over the guys my girl pals like. And in the privacy of my room, I like dressing like a girl’. 

‘That’s unusual’ she admitted. 

‘What next?’ I wanted to know. 

‘I’ll talk to your dad’ she said. 

--

I went to school as usual. I saw Nikki staring at me as usual. She had been my class-mate for ages and now seemed to have developed some sort of a crush on me. She looked at me a great deal, followed me around wherever I went, and once had even tried to kiss me. Of course, I had to reject her advances. Not that I had anything personal against her—but how could I possibly reciprocate? 

Nikki had been much offended after that and behaved strangely--as if she’d turned into my rival or something. Her psychology was even harder to figure out than mine. 

I finished the ordeal of behaving like ‘Vikram Roy, a boy’ and got home. As I reached the front door, I overheard conversation. My mother was discussing my gender dysphoria with my dad. 

‘He wasn’t born intersexed, was he?’ my dad asked my mom. 

‘For God’s sake, R!’ my mother cried exasperated. 

‘Kidding!’ my father tried to mollify her ‘what I meant was—Vikram’s genitals aren’t malformed, are they?’

‘Not as far as I know’ my mother replied, then picked up another train of thought, she said ‘R, remember how concerned I was when I saw him playing with a Barbie doll when he was 6?’

‘Maybe he was just looking at her breasts’ my father laughed ‘kids can be curious’. 

‘Maybe’ my mother said ‘but I was wondering if that was an early sign.’

‘There is another possibility’ my father said ‘he may be gay, but not necessarily a transgender’

‘Only a doctor can tell us that’ my mother said. 

--

The doctor, a psychiatrist cum surgeon, was a sweet, likeable dame with a big motherly bosom. ‘Do you feel this way all the time?’ she asked. 

‘24x7, 365 days a year’ I replied. 

‘Hmm…’ she pondered for a while, then turned to my parents ‘It’s better not to jump to conclusions too soon’ she said ‘I’ll put him on

“blockers”. That will stall his puberty for a while. Of course, his shoulders are already pretty broad, but he’ll have to live with that’. 

My parents nodded. I could see all this was becoming too much for them. 

The doctor addressed me again ‘If six months after being on blockers you still wish to be a girl, we’ll start your estrogen hormone therapy. You could have a sex reassignment too, if you like’. 

‘Yes, Ma’am’ I said. 

After six months of being on blockers, I still wanted to be a girl. Dr. 

Wilma gave me a new vagina and labia. It was a relief to be finally rid of that hideous penis. I’d never really felt it belonged to me and had often wanted to cut it off.  Dr. Wilma subjected my newly constructed part to frequent dilations.  ‘So that you can eventually accommodate a penis’ she explained, then winked at me. I blushed. 

And felt acutely, intensely feminine. 

If this was the cake, the icing was the hormones. Estrogen was administered in the form of injections. My breasts started budding, and then acquired womanly voluptuousness in about six months. 

When my nipples hurt pleasurably one week after having been given estrogen, I was on cloud nine. I had fantasized about this for quite long, very long. Now it was actually happening. 

At this point, I told my parents ‘I’d like to be addressed by the “she” 

pronoun please. And please call me “Sara”. They weren’t overly pleased, but obliged. 

My maternal aunt visited us during the course of the treatment

‘Really Sheba’; she said to my mother ‘You shouldn’t have given in to the young kid’s passing caprice’. 

‘It was much more than a caprice’ I heard my mother say ‘and at nearly sixteen, you could no longer call Vikram or rather, Sara a young kid’. 

‘You—you and R—are going face much stigma’ my aunt warned

‘Socially, you know. People will avoid you like plague. 

‘So be it’ said my mother calmly ‘My child’s happiness is more important to me than anything else’. 

--

I was admitted to a new school under a new name and gender identity. I definitely preferred the little pleated skirt to those horrendous boys’ trousers that I had been forced to wear year after year….Anyway, it was all in the past now. I turned my attention to the present. How cute my naked thighs looked underneath that teensy little skirt! I saw some boys looking at my newly developed breasts and felt flattered. 

Just when I was basking in the afterglow of flattery, I saw her. Nikki. 

In a distance. Lurking stealthy and vixen-like in a distance. She too had changed her school and had stalked me here. 

Soon, Nikki had told everyone in school that I was a transgender. 

They called me cruel words like ‘hijra’ and ‘chakka’. The very boys, who had looked at me admiringly, now sneered with contempt. ‘That chick we were checking out, once had a cock’ they said to one other. 

This didn’t exactly feel good. Nor did it do anything for my self-esteem. I changed school. Nikki followed. I joined yet another. Nikki was my shadow there as well. And every time, she ruined my reputation. 

Finally, I joined another school—St. David’s. Sure enough, Nikki followed in my trail. This time she didn’t ruin my reputation. She jeopardized my life in other ways. I was dating a boy called Dev. She stole him from me. I auditioned for and got a singing part for a play. 

Nikki manipulated things in such a way, that the part was awarded to her. This girl wanted the exact thing that I had and stole it from me each time. Life, which had been promising because of the brand-new body, became hell because of Nikki. 

A year later, I joined JNU, a prominent university in Delhi and enrolled in the Italian language course. What I’d anticipated happened. Nikki joined the same course. Whether or not she was interested in Italian was totally inconsequential. She just wanted to be at my heels. 

At this point, I fell in love. Really and truly in love with a boy called Michael. He was handsome, well-read and sensitive. The best part was that he was really and truly into me as a woman and as a person. History repeated itself. Nikki took him away. At this point I started suspecting her of dabbling in black magic and all kinds of things. What else would explain the fact that strong, mature boys, with their heads ostensible screwed in the right place, were so easily drawn away to an airhead like her from me? 

I was sick and depressed and dropped out of college after a year. I spent the next two years sitting around at home, mopping. During this time, I developed a desire to be a fashion model. 

Things weren’t smooth on the home front too. My father couldn’t cope with the social pressures of having a transgender child and had started drinking heavily and frequently. He and my mom had frequent brawls. Once, I remember her mentioning if he went out with that ‘characterless woman’ once again, she’d divorce him. 

Things were not looking good. And in all probability, they had turned this way because of my sex change. 

My parents were dear to me and I couldn’t afford to cause them any more pain. In the dead of the night, I left home, vowing never to return. True to my vow, I never did. 

I had helped myself to a lakh (Rupees 100,000) in cash and a part of it helped me pay the deposit for the apartment. Soon, I started working in a supermarket along with working on my goals to become a model. 





Chapter 3 - A Brief Spark, then Darkness Jon suggested that I attend a modeling convention, so that I meet new people. I was skeptical initially as I had attended many such events in the past and they had been nothing more than a colossal waste of time. Besides, they charged humongous fees. It was difficult for me to manage in an expensive city like New Delhi as it is without having to shell out for such superfluous expenses. The groceries weren’t cheap and the rentals on my modest apartment touched the sky. Modest is an understatement. The place I paid several thousand rupees was just a decrepit looking cubby hole. The paint was chipping off the walls, the rooms were so tiny that they caused claustrophobia and there was just one shower cubicle. The worst part is I didn’t have it all to myself. In order to be able to afford the rentals, I shared the apartment with three girls and we split the costs. It was unpleasant; being cooped together like sardines in a tin. 

Besides, the other three were office-goers who had to leave for work as early as I did. We often had arguments regarding who should use the shower and toilet first. All this had to be borne if one was living on a limited budget as I was. 

Besides, an aspiring model had her own additional expenses that office-goers don’t. In order to maintain a healthy appearance, I had to spend a significant amount on good food which wasn’t exactly cheap. The facials, hair-styling, manicures, pedicures, clothes, make-up and accessories cost a ton. Jon was sweet enough not to expect any money until he got me a gig, but there was the physical trainer to pay. Peter was a nice chap, but he had his own livelihood to earn. Anyway, expecting people to work for free would be a asking for a little too much….. 

So, attending the convention would mean a deduction of a few thousands from my pocket. I reluctantly agreed. I dressed with especial care and chose a short sporty red and white dress which revealed my figure to its best advantage. The tapering cut made my waist look smaller than it actually was. The length of the dress made

my bronze legs look endless and the lack of sleeves made my arms look longer than they usually are. My arms, like my calves, have always been a cause of some worry because genetic males are supposed to have shorter upper arms than females. This is a ‘flaw’

that no cosmetic surgery can possibly correct. I worry that this aspect may give away the fact that I was born a male to the world and cut down my chances of making it big in the modeling industry further, but I strictly tell myself that my fears are exaggerated. This is a very small point and nobody is really likely to notice. 

I resist my impulse to leave my hair loose and instead tie it in a tight high pony-tail. I am happy to note that the style accentuates my well-sculpted features. A pair of white high-heels and a matching handbag and I am ready to go. ‘Hey wait!’ I tell myself and spray perfumes all over myself ‘You can influence people through fragrance—it’s scientifically proven!’

Conventions are usually held in up-market locales, and this one is no exception. The nightclub which is the venue is a swanky one with flashy neon lights, trance music, a happening discotheque and a well-equipped bar. I look around and see no familiar faces like Tara Chandani’s, Cyrus Misty’s or the odious rapist-pig Hiren Patel’s. I move towards the bar, perch myself elegantly on one of the high stools and give the bartender one of my sexy smiles. 

‘One Bloody Mary, please’ I said. 

‘Coming up right away, Ma’am’ the obviously flattered callow youth said. 

The Bloody Mary came up and I stirred it with the spoon. A vaguely familiar voice behind me said-

‘Hey Sara. How’re you doing?’

I turned around to take in Gaurav Khanna. He didn’t have a camera slung around his neck this time but had the same languid grace. 

‘Oh Mr. Khanna, I am doing just fine, Sir’. I immediately stood up and shook  his hand. 

‘Call me Gaurav’ he said nonchalantly, then continued ‘Sara, at the auditions the last time, I thought you were the perfect ramp model material.  Your postures and expressions were excellent. Tara and Cyrus thought so too, but I don’t know what happened….’

I only knew too well but I didn’t let on. ‘It’s okay, Gaurav’ I said humbly ‘No problem’. 

‘Very lofty of you to say that’ Gaurav said ‘However, I didn’t feel too good about that. I would like to make it up to you’ her grave voice took a a lighter turn and he impishly asked ‘How would selling wine suit you?’

‘I don’t comprehend’ I said totally flummoxed. 

‘One of my friends runs a company called ‘Serab’ that sells wines’

Gaurav’s manner became serious ‘and he’s looking for attractive models with an approachable personality to interact directly with his customer base and help him sell the product. I feel you are run-away material, but unfortunately don’t have enough influence to put you on the ramp straight away. If I did, I would have done so right after the audition. However, this is not too bad to begin with. Would you consider the offer?’ he asked. 

‘Of course, Gaurav!’ I said my heart brimming with gratitude ‘Thanks a million for considering me!’

‘Oh it’s the least I could do’ Gaurav brushed off the profusion of thankfulness ‘after standing there and helplessly watch that ramp-model offer go to someone else’. 

--

The next day, I met the CEO of Serab, a Mr. Rajput. Since I had been recommended by Gaurav Khanna, Rajput was very warm and

inviting. 

‘Gaurav had many a good thing to say about you, Sara’ he said effusively ‘Thank you so much for agreeing to represent and promote Serab’

‘It’s my pleasure, Sir’ I said actually meaning it. 

‘Sarah, along with you, we will are having a male model to endorse our product’ Mr. Rajput said ‘his name is Wilfred. I want you to be on good terms with him. The camaraderie and chemistry between you two is crucial to win over the customer base and sell our product well. Would you like to meet Wilfred right now?’

‘Why not?’ I said. 

Mr. Rajput put a call across. ‘Send Wilfred’ he told his secretary tersely. 

Wilfred walked into the door. My heart sort of turned upside down in my bosom. Wilfred didn’t seem like a human man at all, but a Greek God reincarnate. He was about 6’1 or so and had the body type that’s generally mandatory for male models to have: broad shoulders, slender waist and hips. His impeccably toned biceps, pectoral and abdominal muscles were outlined against the form-fitting black t-shirt he wore. His thick brown hair was gelled and slicked backwards in the typical mafia look. The broad forehead blended into an interesting ridge on which sat straight well-shaped eye-brows. The eyes beneath, that scrutinized one, were an interesting dark-brown. Wilfred’s nose was prominent but straight and the lips beneath them rather well-shaped for a man. 

Mr. Rajput did the expected introductions. ‘I’ll leave you two to get to know each other better’ Mr. Rajput said exiting and closing the door behind him. Wilfred and I were the only two people left in the office. 

‘So, you’re Sara?’ the deep voice, laced with a sexy nasal twang, made me melt. 

‘Absolutely’ I said trying not to betray my feelings ‘Or rather, Sara-Finally-Got-Lucky’. 

‘Huh?’ said Wilfred, not comprehending ‘Enlighten me’. 

‘Well, I had been trying to get work for the past two years’ I told him frankly ‘and I finally got lucky’. 

‘So also me’ Wilfred replied ‘after attended umpteen model searches, open calls and modeling competitions, I finally got a break’. 

I started warming up towards Wilfred. So he wasn’t one of those lucky bastards who had landed this job thanks to contacts, but had worked his way through the fiercely competitive modeling industry just like me. 

‘In that case, I respect you’ my words were sincere ‘You have been a struggler just like me’

‘You can say that again’ Wilfred said “And I have also been duped by a dubious ‘modeling agency’ called TP which took 5 lakhs from me, promising to get me an endorsement. The next time I contacted them, they had disappeared.  A supermarket had been established in its place. The security-guard at the entrance told me that a modeling agency by the name TP didn’t exist at all!’

‘Sorry to hear that’ I said ‘Yes, one has to be wary of scams’. 

At this time, Mr. Rajput came in. One of our biggest clients are here. 

We’d like you two to demonstrate our product to them please. I’ll give you a brochure. Kindly read it carefully and come and tell them about our wine’. 

‘Sure, Sir’ we said taking a brochure each from him and going through it. ‘Serab’ was a reputed wine and the tips for demonstrating it were clearly-written and easy to follow. 

‘smile as you speak’ Mr. Rajput instructed us ‘and don’t forget to make eye contact. You’ll be establishing a direct rapport with the clients which in turn will translate itself into great sales of the product’. He went out, closing the door behind him. Wilfred and I spent the next ten minutes rehearsing our lines. 

We came to meet our international clients who comprised of two gentlemen and a lady. They were seated on chairs in front of tables on which different varieties of Serab had been displayed. 

‘Brought to you from the finest vineyards’ I started. 

‘And made from the best quality grapes’ continued Wilfred

‘We bring to you the finest series of wine in the world—Serab’ I finished the sentence. As Wilfred and I proceeded to explain the merits of Serab like good corking, pleasant aroma and so on, I could see our clients exchange impressed looks. This was great. Our demonstrations had obviously worked. Wilfred and I exchanged gratified glances. 

After we were done, Mr. Rajput came up to us and said ‘The clients have ordered two million bottles of Serab white wine. Well done, you two. Keep up the chemistry!’

Wilfred nodded politely at our employer. ‘Thank you, Sir’ I murmured a little embarrassedly.  Mr. Rajput had mentioned ‘the chemistry’

between me and Wilfred in front of Wilfred! It made me blush. 

Nevertheless, I was pleased. 

Wilfred said something. Caught in my reverie, I didn’t hear him. 

‘Huh?’ I said, snapping out of my dream world. 

‘Coffee?’ Wilfred asked smiling. His dark brown eyes met my own dark ones with intensity. I felt a delicious shiver go down my spine. 

‘Yes, please’ I said, hoping that my voice didn’t quiver very much. 

Perhaps it was the nippy late evening air of Delhi in winter. Or the relaxing ambience of the open café we sat in. It was a magical evening. And perhaps the coffee itself acted as an aphrodisiac. 

Wilfred put his hand on mine and looked intensely at me. His eyes were ablaze with an unmistakable emotion—lust. 

‘Your apartment or mine?’ he asked me point blank ‘Clichéd expression, but works all the time’. 

--

Wilfred was the greater kisser I had ever known. As his perfectly formed lips touched my own estrogen enhanced ones, electricity shot through my body. At first, his pace was moderate—not too slow, not too fast—but the pressure of his lips eventually increased. He had managed to part my somewhat shy, yet pliant lips and get right inside. Soon his tongue pushed its way inside my mouth, gently making contact with my own. I met it tenderly, timidly. As the pressure of his tongue on my own increased, I mustered the pluck to respond with pressure of my own. Soon, we were involved in a sort of erotic tongue-fight contest. All the while, Wilfred’s hands moved along the posterior length of my body and finally settled on my buttocks. He squeezed them tight and said ‘Must say you’re firm!’

‘You are not too bad yourself’ I said patting his tight rear. The compliment seemed to have pleased Wilfred for he kissed me again, on my neck this time. ‘God, did it feel divine!’. As he moved further south, my heart beat rapidly. Wilfred unhooked my bra, put his hand down the front of my dress and cupped my right mound of flesh. A low moan was wrenched through my mouth as his fingers gripped the erect nipple. ‘Yes, O, yes!’ I cried in ecstasy, digging my fingers deep into his thick brown hair. 

Wilfred undressed me slowly, sensually. Soon, I was standing in front of him as naked as the day I was born. ‘Female form divine!’ Wilfred exclaimed, obviously pleased ‘No wonder you decided to be a model!’. My gratification knew no bounds. First of all, it was great being given a compliment about being a female. To be adjudged as a

beautiful one was a childhood fantasy come true. People who are born women may take it for granted, but for a young transwoman like me, it meant the world. 

Soon, Wilfred’s fingers and mouth were all over my ‘female form divine’. As he feasted on my body, he said the strangest thing ‘You taste like apricots’. I didn’t know what to think, but since I liked apricots, I took his words as another compliment. 

‘Thank you’ I breathed, kissing him ‘and you taste like the best quality wine’

‘Ah!’ Wilfred said ‘Like Serab?’

‘Totally’ I said. We both laughed. 

After stimulating my clit with his tongue for a while, Wilfred decided it was time. A sudden doubt seemed to cross his mind as he asked

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes’ I screamed out aloud ‘I want you in me!’. As a transwoman, I had a slight advantage over the ovulating ladies. I didn’t have to worry about getting pregnant. The fact that Wilfred didn’t have to use a condom was great since I didn’t want a rubbery intruder between the two of us. 

Wilfred teased me for a while with his organ before penetrating. He was big enough to give me pleasure, but not bloated enough to hurt me. His speed and momentum were perfect: rhythmic, harmonious and in tune with the cosmos. In a welcome coincidence, both of us had a simultaneous orgasm. After the act, Wilfred rolled off me and reached out for his stack of wet wipes. 

‘Want one?’ he asked. 

‘No, thanks’ I said and make a head-way for the shower. As I gave myself a fine wash, liberally helping myself to Wifred’s soap, I

thought ‘Mr. Rajput would be very happy. Wilfred and I have indeed got to know each other well!’. 

--

For once, my life went smoothly. Though it wasn’t my ultimate ambition, I thoroughly enjoyed my job as a promotional model. 

Wilfred and I made a great team; we were appealing enough to attract customers and to compel them to buy our product in bulk. The fact that the product I was endorsing sold well meant that I, personally, was liked. The fact pointed at acceptance and meant much to me, a transgender who had been rejected and jeered at by outsiders since adolescence. Of course, the buyers’ acceptance of me had much to do with the fact that they didn’t know I was a ‘hijra’, but at that point in time, I had decided to ignore the fact. 

My personal life blossomed too. Since we were in the same field, I found that Wilfred and I had much to converse about. He was approachable, friendly and easy to work with and made great company in the evenings. We’d go down to India Gate, visit the Garden of Five Senses or just sit at the café we had first met at. Our sex life was going great too. 

All through the times I dressed up and reported at work and went out with my boyfriend, someone had been watching. Nikki. And as usual, she was scheming, conniving and manipulating to grab exactly what I had. I don’t know when she poisoned Mr. Rajput’s ear, but the sum and substance of his conversation with me was as follows. And the worst part was that it unfurled in the presence of Wilfred and was to profoundly affect my relationship with him. 

‘Sara, I am sorry but we can no longer have us with you in Serab’

Rajput said. 

‘Mr. Rajput’ I was so stunned that getting the words out of my mouth was impossible ‘what did I do wrong?’

‘You should have been honest with me about your gender identity’

he said not mincing his words ‘we didn’t have to hear about it from your friend Nikki’. 

I was acutely conscious of Wilfred’s jaw having fallen to the ground. 

Presently, he was gaping at me. 

‘But Sir’ I said holding on to my dignity ‘there has been an increase in the sales of Serab since I started endorsing your products, isn’t it?’

‘That’s true’ said Mr. Rajput ‘but that’s probably because the customers don’t know….please understand, Sara, that having a hijra as our chief promotional model could be detrimental to the image of our company. It could taint it to such an extent that we may never be able to hold our heads up high again’. 

So, that was that. I was given marching orders by Mr. Rajput. Also, nobody had referred to me as a ‘hijra’ since my tryst with that rapist-pig, Hiren Patel. And that too had been because of Nikki.  However, I didn’t get furious with her. Author Alexander Pope said that ‘anger was like punishing yourself for the faults of others’ and I didn’t want to do it to myself. Besides, I still had the most important thing in life—

love—with me. I affectionately turned towards Wilfred and extended my hand towards his for support. However, Wilfred didn’t take it. He had turned away from me as if it would hurt him even to look at me. 

His jaw was set with anger and indignation. 

‘Wilfred’ I started to say ‘whatever, I may or may not be, one thing is true—my love for you’. 

‘Love?’ Wilfred turned a frozen profile “do you call what transpired between us ‘love?’” 

‘Yes’ I said softly and realized I meant every word. 

‘Well, I’d call it sex’ Wilfred said rather savagely ‘mingled with a lot of treachery’. 

‘There was no treachery’ I tried to reassure him ‘I just thought you liked me as a person…and believe me, Wilfred’, I said vociferously ‘I am more of a woman than anyone born female. And besides, I have had all my surgeries. Did you ever guess even once….? Did I give you any cause for complaint during sex?’

‘It not the actual thing, but the principle of the thing’ Wilfred said, his jaw set ‘You lied to me’. 

‘Okay, let’s say I did—I am sorry. Really and truly sorry’ I said ‘would you take me back now?’

‘Sorry, Sara’ said Wilfred walking off ‘I just can’t get dating a transgender person around my head. As it is, I feel bad about having slept with you’. 

He was dumping me—just because I wasn’t born a female. I couldn’t believe it. I sunk down on one of the company sofas and sat in one attitude for a very long time. I only moved when the security-guard came up to me and said ‘Madam, please don’t linger around here. 

Mr. Rajput wants you out of here as fast as possible’. 

‘Yes, of course’ I said and went straight to my apartment. Rajput had forgotten to hand my last pay check over and I had forgotten to ask. I had reached home so early that none of the other girls had come back from work. I heated some left-overs remaining in the fridge, but found that I couldn’t eat a morsel. I went to bed and cried myself to sleep. 

--

I woke up at 11 am the next morning and found that I had a massive headache. I wanted some common aspirin and walked to the nearby chemists to buy it. ‘You’ll find it at ‘Medicate Store’ the chemist informed me.  ‘Medicate Store’ was situated just opposite the main office of Serab. With a great degree of reluctance, I walked down the alley, took a left turn followed by a right turn and reached the pharmacists. I purchased the aspirin and turned around to come

back. It had been just a day since I was sacked, but I remembered Serab with a feeling of nostalgia. I looked across in the opposite direction at the main gate and thought ‘The office would have closed by now. Until yesterday, Wilfred and I emerged out of the gate, hand in hand, and went down to ‘The South’ was lunch. ‘The South’ was a restaurant that offered multi-cuisine menu. It was situated down the same lane as Serab. 

As I was recalling the recently unfolded past, I had a sense of déjà vu. I saw Wilfred coming out of the entrance gate with a girl who was as tall as me. But obviously, she wasn’t me. The two drew closer. I recognized the girl’s angular face and sharp vixen-like features. It was Nikki. 

A thousand knives stabbed my bosom as I saw them disappear down the lane and enter ‘The South’. Nikki’s competition has reached its acme this time. She had not only stolen my job but also my boyfriend. Both at the same time. 

The nature of reality had become too ugly for me to handle. I wandered on and on until I reached the narrow dingy little alley in one of the notorious areas in Delhi. Cigarette stubs were amalgamated into the road tar and the walls of cheap little buildings were rendered more unsightly with obscene posters of yet to be released A-films stuck on them. Loud music with songs that were replete with double entendres blared from cheap little liquor and cigarette outlets. The lane had a lot of movement of vehicles that used adulterated petrol, hence the air that hung in the alley was thick, greasy and polluted. 

I made my way through the motorized vehicles, and went to a small seedy store concealed among many selling alcohol and flashy lingerie. It was ostensibly one that sold beedis or the cheap local cigarette, but an old experience told me that it was the hub of something else also. During the early days of struggle in the city, I had come here with another disillusioned aspiring model that had wanted to purchase that particular substance from here and had tagged me along. ‘What had her name been?’, I tried hard to

recollect. It had been Sheetal, I remembered. As I reached the shop, I vaguely wondered what Sheetal was doing these days. 

‘Yes, Madam?’ the mightily disreputable-looking guy at the counter asked. The bloke’s skin was rough and pockmarked his lips rough and excessively darkened, probably from excessive smoking. I noticed a huge carcinogenic-looking mole on his right cheek bone. 

He was presently smoking a cigarette. 

‘The stuff’ I said using the same code word Sheetal had about two years ago. The guy understood. 

‘Weed?’ he asked looking at me meaningfully. 

‘No something stronger’ I said. 

He gave me cocaine. 

I cut the cocaine into bumps or extremely thin particles, put it in a ten rupee note and snorted it along the line of the nose. It took a while, but the exhilaration I felt after a while was unbeatable. I felt more ecstatic than ever before and felt like I ruled the world. Every day irritations and insults were extraneous and made no difference to me anymore. I was on an all-time euphoric high that lasted at least half an hour at a stretch and didn’t need to attend to distracting biological needs such as food. I also metamorphosed into some sort of a night bird at this stage and didn’t ever feel the need for a shut-eye. Soon, Serab, Wilfred and his new arm-candy, Nikki, were farthest away from my mind. The fact that I was a ‘hijra’ or ‘chakka’; a person mocked, tyrannized insulted and deprived of the opportunities and love that other people procured so effortlessly, was also forgotten. All that mattered was coke. And the subsequent bliss that followed. 

Early on, I used to snort it in the apartment, in the privacy of the shower cubicle, but as time passed I started finding this a singularly lonely exercise. I longed for companions who shared a similar high. 

In a bid to look for them, I went to ‘Evanescence’, a night club not very far away from home. I sat there alone for some time, smoking

the coke this time to get an instant high. It didn’t last very long though and before I knew it I was smoking it again. 

‘Hi’ a young man approached me. He seemed to be in his early twenties and was emaciated to a hilt ‘You new to Evanescence’? 

‘Sort of’ I said carelessly taking another drag of the coke. 

‘I am Thomas, but you can call me Tom’ he said ‘and I am in final year BE at a local college here. 

Oh a college kid. I estimated him to be about two years younger than me and the difference was enough to give me an enhanced feeling of superiority. ‘Shouldn’t you be studying for your exams?’ I asked in an I am-much-older-than-you tone. 

Tom sighed. ‘That’s a long story’ he said. 

‘Wanna talk about it’ I asked. 

‘Sure…may I ?’ Tom indicated the space beside the leather couch I was sitting on and plopped on it. He told me all about himself: the study pressures, killing deadlines, the strict college dress code, and a fun-deficient syllabus. Finally, he came to the point and said that the actual reason that was bothering him rose from the fact that he was gay. Tom was very much out of the closet, had been for two years or so, but his parents never understood. His college-mates were flagrantly homophobic and bullied and picked on him frequently just because of his orientation. What touched me the most was that Tom went as far as to confide in me, an extremely personal incident that had transpired in his life when he was in the 1st year of college. 

The depraved seniors who’d realized that Tom ‘played for the same team’ had resorted to some very damaging ragging. ‘The bastards even made me kneel down and suck their big fat cocks’ Tom said recollecting ‘It was so humiliating for a 17 year old that at first I contemplated suicide. Then I found a better way of escape. Coke’. 

‘It is a real savior, isn’t it?’ I said. 

Tom looked at me with curiosity. ‘Okay, what’s your story?’ he asked. 

I told him everything from start to finish. Tom didn’t react like other people did. He didn’t evaluate or judge me probably because, like me, he was also used to being victimized. 

‘You know, I have three other friends’ he said ‘who are pretty much at the periphery of society as the two of us are. They too have borne their crosses. Life and people give a few of us a lot of sh*t. So, all snort or smoke coke together. Maybe we should get together sometime?’

‘I don’t see why not?’ I shrugged. 

I met the other three worthies. They were as different from each other as chalk from cheese. The first, Sylvia, was a portly woman of about 35 whose alcoholic husband had deserted her, leaving her alone to bring up two young daughters. Sylvia’s relatives, who had initially warned that her husband was the ‘bad sort’, avoided her right now. The second was a small-town girl called Sasha whom a young man had once declared his love for. Sasha had reciprocated his affections and the two had decided to elope to Delhi. Sasha had got the shock of her life when, instead of marrying her as he had promised, her lover sold her to a brothel. She was rescued a year later, but Sasha’s parents had refused to take her back. So, she had continued to live in Delhi, doing odd jobs to sustain herself. The third in our group was a 40 year old conscientious government official called James who was fed up with nepotism and bribery in the system. In a bid to be upright, James had tried to expose the financial fraud made by a senior. This had backfired on James himself and he had been sacked. When the rest of us expressed our ire at the unfair manner in which he had been treated, James said he was fortunate to be alive. ‘Whistleblowers have often had to pay with their lives’, he said. 

The five of us were diametrically opposed, yet there was a common thread connecting us—coke. With it for company none of us ever needed to feel down any more. 

Meeting at ‘Evanescence’ was becoming an expensive experience, so we started meeting in an old ramshackle house, surrounded by creepers and knee-length grasses. We called our secret meeting place ‘The Alcove’. In the privacy of the hidden nook, we’d first put the cocaine rock, and then heat the base of the old soda cans which we’d punctured with many holes. With the increasing heat, the rock would melt and its vapor would rise high up in the air. We, the five at the ‘margins of society’, would inhale the fumes greedily as if this was our life depended on it. Coke was the manna of our life, bodies and souls and there was no way we could cope without it. 

I was snorting Coke when alone in my apartment, when Jon came in. 

‘Sara’ his tone sounded excited ‘there’s an open call at Connaught Place today. If you make it, you could be on the ramp showcasing designer Wilson Elbridge’s clothes!’

‘I care two hoots’ I replied carelessly and busied myself rolling up another note. 

Jon’s eyes followed the direction of my hands as it inserted the drug up my nasal passage. The implication of what I was doing finally hit him. ‘Sara’ he said incredulous ‘this could break you!’

‘Or, make you—it’s just a matter of perspective’ I said ‘Snorting is unbelievable, I tell you. Would you like to try?’ I said offering Jon a joint. At that importunate moment, I probably overdosed. My nose bled in torrents. 

‘Look at you’ Jon said his eyes sad ‘You are such a mess’. 

‘I am fine’ I said trying to halt the bleeding with a handkerchief that proved grossly inadequate for the purpose. Jon delved into his pockets and retrieved a tissue. ‘This is very harmful you know’ he said gently holding the tissue to my nose ‘you could have a heart attack or even a stroke’. 

‘That’s cool’ I said chortling ‘Nobody would miss me’. 

‘I would’ said Jon. Dear Jon. Always so caring, humane and considerate. A real solace in a world teeming with indifferent people. 

And it wasn’t as if Jon nurtured ambitions of humping me or anything. As I said, I was lucky to have a friend like him. 

‘What would I have done without you?’ I said with genuine feeling. 

‘Oh you’re a strong one’ he said earnestly ‘you would have plodded on’. 

‘But Jon’ I said suddenly bursting into sobs. I guessed the high of the previous line that I had snorted was beginning to recede ‘I seem to have hit the cul de sac’

‘Oh, not at all!’ said Jon benignly stroking my hair ‘It’s never too late to get your sh*t together!’

‘You think so?’ I asked with eyes gleaming with tears. 

Jon benevolently nodded. 





Chapter 4 - The Flavor of the Continent! 

With Jon’s support, I started taking rehabilitative treatment for my drug habit. They started by making me sit in a sauna to flush out cocaine ensconced deep within my fatty tissues, put me on a highly nutritive diet and pumped in a number of vitamin supplements into my body. My exercise schedule with my physical trainer Peter that had come to a halt during my drug addiction phase was dutifully resumed. In addition to this, Jon also insisted that I go on an early morning jog with him to rebuild stamina and self-confidence. 

There were times when the craving became intense. Like the times I crossed ‘The Alcove’ and talked to either of my drug-addict friends. 

Jon realized that a contact with the places and people whom I had, in my mind, associated with drug addiction brought out these cravings. He made sure that I took a detour while jogging and never ever crossed deserted house that had been the hub of our addictive activity. One has to be particularly discreet to tell someone not to see the friends they had been close with for the last few months anymore, but being the tactful guy he was, Jon managed. ‘A change will do you good, Sarah’ was how he put it ‘certain people may bring back memories of cocaine…and you can’t possibly risk a relapse. 

From then on, I never saw Tom, Sylvia, James and Sasha again. I have a reason to believe that Jon saw them once or twice and tried to talk them into rehab as well. 

It wasn’t as if avoiding ‘The Alcove’ and my friends eliminated my needs to take coke entirely. Once, irritability, a side effect became so intense that I chopped off my long tresses in a haphazard manner. 

Jon came in to find the profusion of hair on the floor and lamented

‘Oh no, honey, not the hair!’

‘Why not?!’ I bristled edgily ‘It’s just a dead tissue!’

‘Nevertheless, I thought it was your best feature’ he said. He rushed me to the saloon with the emergency of one taking a patient to the

intensive care unit. ‘Look at what she’s done!’ he told my hair-stylist

‘Do something—make her presentable, please!’. ‘Don’t worry, Jon!’

replied the hair-stylist unperturbed ‘Sammy will take care’. Sammy’s skilled fingers soon converted my apparently rat-bitten hair into a neat stylish short-hair do. For a touch of extra panache, he even added blonde highlights to it. I could almost hear Jon heave a sigh of relief. 

‘Wow, babe!’ he said as he escorted me through the door ‘You sure can carry off any look! Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?’ he added flatteringly. 

‘Sure’ I laughed, in spite of the grueling time I was going through ‘or you could to Halle Berry in Catwoman!’

‘You are back, babe!’ Jon said guffawing happily “And it’s time to go out there and give the world some ‘brown sugar!’” 

--

It seems like the expression ‘brown sugar’ was quite apt for the moment for during one of those ceaseless modeling conventions I came across Giovanni Costa, the owner and CEO of an Italian modeling agency called Catwalk. I had seen him from the periphery of my eye and liked what I saw. Giovanni was the Caucasian male approximately in his early 40s. He was of average height, i.e. 6’1 or 6’2 and had an average build that was encased in a jazzy blue Dolce

& Gabbana suit. The neon blue sun glasses he sported hid his eyes, but I liked his long straight nose and square jaw covered by a spiky black and white 5 O’clock shadow. I vaguely wondered in Costa dyed his beard white because his hair was jet black. This was a freaky thought, but one could put nothing past people in the fashion industry. 

In spite of being drawn to him, I pretended to be busy stirring my margarita. In a flash, Costa was on my side. ‘Ciao’ his voice was a low pleasant murmur. Like that of a brook by the mountain. I

surprised myself by my own parallel for I was no poet, but I suppose Costa’s appearance would bring the poet out in anybody. 

‘Ciao’ I airily said as if I had become sentient of his presence for the first time. Deep inside, though, I was turning in to jelly. In one suave movement, Costa had taken off his shades. I noticed that his eyebrows spread over his brow-crossing in an unusual squarish arc. 

The eyes that glittered beneath them were a piercing sea-green. 

‘Bellisima!’ he looking at my well-cut white dress, shoes and chic hairdo ‘Beautiful!’. 

‘Grazie’ I said using the little Italian I had learnt at JNU. Then keeping in mind his status and what it could do for me I thought it better to say ‘Grazie mille’. This literally means ‘Thanks a million’. 

Costa seemed to be getting carried away by my exotic good-looks. 

‘Sei talmante bella!’ he exclaimed ‘You are so beautiful!’

‘You are very kind, senor’. This--I said in English. 

Emboldened by my approachability, Costa proceeded to say ‘Sei molto sexy’. This rather self-explanatory expression means ‘You’re extremely sexy’. 

I thanked Costa once again wondering where all this would lead to, both from the short-term and long-term perspective. 

From the short-term perspective, it landed me in his apartment that he had rented for a few months. ‘I am going to whip-up something special said Costa disappearing inside the kitchen ‘Meanwhile work up a good appetite, okay?’ 

As I sat on his tasteful apartment bed, flipping through some fashion magazines, the aroma of eggs, tomato and olive oil filled the air. A minute later, Costa emerged out of the kitchen holding a saucepan full of something smelling like heaven. ‘What is this?’ I asked taking a deep, sensual breath. 

‘Strapatsada’ Costa answered ‘By the way, it’s a Greek dish, not an Italian one’

‘A dish holding a dish’ I said rolling my eyes flirtatiously ‘one seldom comes across such yummy coincidences’. 

‘Ah! But you’ve got a naughty tongue’ Costa said his face inches away from mine ‘wonder how it tastes’. 

‘I wouldn’t want to keep you in suspense’ I said coquettishly. 

‘Hmm… a little pungent, a little bitter, a little sour, a little spicy’ said Costa kissing me ‘but mostly very very sweet!’

‘Well, I hope you are into desserts then’ I said looking into his eyes. 

‘Sure, I am’ he said peeling my white dress off me ‘Especially those made of brown sugar’

‘Hey, that’s racist!’ I protested lightly. 

‘Then I plead guilty’ Costa said kissing my naked shoulders. ‘Your nipples are so brown’ Costa said looking down ‘like chocolate sauce poured over the Alps….or rather, the Himalayas’. ‘Ha!’ I interjected

‘What an allusion!’. Yet I liked it. 

Costa stripped himself off his suit, vest, socks, and finally, his underwear. My! Was he a big boy! I found myself getting super wet. 

Costa noticed and devoted a significant portion of his time to licking me off. I moaned and held him tight. I held on to his back and was aware that I was digging my long paint-varnished finger-nails into his flesh. Costa evidently did not mind because he didn’t ask me to ease the pressure. 

He lifted his head off my love tunnel and turned his attention to my lips. Then suddenly without warning, he thrust himself deep and hard inside me. Each rise and ebb was a slice of utopia. Finally, Costa

pulled out of me and peered into my face, plopping himself on one elbow. 

‘The dessert was good’ he said pensively. 

‘Good enough for what?’ I prodded. 

‘Good enough to be the face of my modeling agency, Catwalk’ Costa said. 

“I must say ‘brown sugar’ has agreed with you” I said flippantly. Deep inside though, I was bursting with sheer grave joy. I couldn’t believe the dollop of good luck that had come my way. 

‘You are a very special woman’ said Costa gazing down at me dreamily. 

‘And not even a born one’ I said in a moment of over-confidence ‘I am a male-to-female transgender’. 

‘You do have a sense of humor, senorita’ said Costa laughing. 

‘I am dead serious’ I said. Something in the tone of my voice made him look down at me sharply. 

‘Listen Sara, I don’t care either ways’ he said ‘but it is better we keep this fact from the public. Sure, transwomen have been successful in the American glamour industry. However, I am not sure how the Italians will react’

‘Sure’ I said ‘let’s keep our lips sealed’. 

‘By the way, what’s your surname?’ he asked. 

‘Roy’ I replied reluctantly ‘but I hardly ever use it’. 

‘Let’s call you something else’ he said pondering deep and hard

‘something that’s glamorous and that the locals there will be able to relate to…How about Ricci…no that’s too insipid….De’ Ricci?’

‘Sara De’ Ricci’ I said the name out aloud and decided it sounded great ‘Costa, you are a star!’

‘Grazie’ said Costa, before naughtily adding ‘And if someone asks you, say that your father is Italian’. 

‘Agreed’ I beamed. 

--

There was something about Italy that brought out the best in you. 

Attribute it to the sensual nature of their language in which they rolled their ‘Rs’ and lingered on their Ts, the delicious melt-in-your-mouth gelato, the temperate Mediterranean climate (though the North, I hear, got some pretty violent snow-storms) and the fact that even the average Italian on the road dressed with care and a lot of swagger. The art and architecture of the city had an inspiring effect, bringing out the best in me, and this wasn’t surprising considering the fact that Italy had been the starting point of renaissance. 

And I was all over it. The bill-boards of Milan and Paris. On the catwalk showcasing the clothes of many a big name. All over the front bottom of the dailies and all the tabloids in the continent. I was on every other channel of the television and soon became a household name. ‘The Flavor of the Continent’, that’s how the media referred to me. 

Either by the influence of Giovanni Costa, my ‘exotic’ mocha brown skin or the generous blessings of lady luck, I was soon swimming in contracts. And rolling in money. I had enough to purchase a villa in one of the most up-market areas of Milan and buy myself a sprawling capacious limousine and a Mercedes Benz. Suddenly, the yellow journalists of the print and electronic media were all over me. 

Everyone wanted to know where I had come from, how I had spent my early life, what my hobbies were, who my favorite designers were, what I’d wear for a party, how I’d dress on a casual day out, what I’d do on a bad hair day: any little detail they could extract. After they had repeated the interview numerous times and exhausted all

their questions they had previously asked, the press thought of new ones such as what my favorite cuisine was, who my favorite authors were and so on. Soon, everyone knew even the most trifle detail about me, true and little fake ones, but the most crucial one remained hidden. No one ever guess that I, the queen of the modeling world, the ‘Flavor of the Continent’ was in fact a male-to-female transgender. 

During my stint as a ramp model in Milan and Paris, I considered myself immensely exalted to do a show for a designer known as Andrea Greco. Andrea was doing a show themed the ‘Mystical East’

in which he showcased his experience of the solved and unraveled mysteries of the Eastern world through his garments. I had always been a great aficionado of Andrea and especially admired the cut, fall and detailing in his garments. For the upcoming show, I was fortunate enough to rub shoulders with the biggest names in the modeling world from China, Japan, Philippines, Thailand, Seychelles and Sri Lanka. While Andrea made them carry off his unique vision of the garment particular to their country, he remarked that when he saw me, he remembered torrid summers, caparisoned elephants, snake-charmers, maharajas and fakirs. ‘Call this stereotypical thinking’ Andrea said to me “but this is what ‘India’ by association evokes’. 

‘You may not be much off the mark’ I replied truthfully. Even though India had corporate houses, malls, MNCs and so on, the elements that Andrea had listed also co-existed with the new developments. 

In keeping with his perception of royalty, Andrea used rich, intricate gold and silver Zardozi embroidery on the Saree that I was to wear for the show. In an interesting blend of Eastern and Western fashion, the Saree and ethnic jewelry was to be combined with a black high-necked pullover and leather boots on for the show. 

On the D-day, as I among the other models, glissaded down the ramp in front of fashion big-wigs all over the world, the hall thundered with applause. It was a greater high than cocaine had

been; standing under the arc lights and hearing the roaring resonance of success. 

After the show, VIPs sent bouquets and personally came to congratulate me backstage. I accepted their wishes graciously and thanked Andrea for having given me the opportunity to work with him. I put across a call to Jon and informed him about my success. 

‘That’s real good news’ I could hear my loyal best friend’s voice from the other end of the line ‘I keep reading about you in the papers. 

Keep it up, hon. I’ve always had faith in you’

‘Thank you’ I said tearing a little at the memories of Jon having stood beside me during my days of struggle as an upcoming model and then as a drug-addict ‘I owe you one, pal’. We talked for a few more seconds before hanging up. 

I gave Costa who was standing right next to me a big squeeze and said ‘It’s all because of you, baby’ and tried to take his hand. Much to my surprise, Costa recoiled and withdrew from me. ‘What’s the matter?’ I asked concerned ‘Is everything alright?’ After our steamy lovemaking session last night and the intimate cuddling afterwards, his reaction baffled me. ‘Yes, of course’ Costa answered a little stiffly. 

‘It’s just that PDA’s not my thing you know’. ‘Okay, I understand’ I smiled politely, but was a little hurt. If Costa and I loved and cared about each other, what could possibly the problem in letting the world know?’ I had many admirers and well-wishers and I am sure they would have been very happy to know about the relationship between Costa and I. I didn’t understand nor appreciate his desire for secrecy. Costa seemed to realize that an explanation for his behavior was expected, for he unconvincingly said ‘You have a massive fan following among the males, Sara. I wouldn’t want the other men to be jealous of me’. It sounded pretty lame, but just for that moment, I bought it. 

Just then, a very pale platinum blonde gentleman came backstage

‘Hello, Ms. De’ Ricci’ he said ‘I am Craig Vedder’ from the ‘Dots and Dash’ agency in Los Angeles. ‘Would you consider posing for the Playboy magazine, Ma’am?’

The Playboy. The ultimate men’s art and entertainment magazine. 

Many a major Hollywood diva had graced its covers. It had made people. Or conversely, it featured people who had first made themselves. However, the contract I’d made with Catwalk forbade me to work for anyone else but the designers, photographers and production houses on their list. 

‘I’d love to, Mr. Vedder’ I said ‘but can’t as I have signed a five year contract with another agency’. I suppose my disappointment showed on my face. However, I’d lived long enough to realize that one could not have one’s cake and eat it too. 

‘That’s a real shame’ Vedder said handing me his card ‘but just in case you wish to contact me at a later date, feel free to’. 

‘I sure shall, Sir’ I smiled. I saw Craig Vedder get off the stage and disappear among the crowds. 

--

Costa’s behavior became stranger by the day. He’d sneak around when he was with me as if he was a burglar or some other sort of a criminal. His sudden unexplained absences for days at a stretch left me feeling worried and lonely. Nights during these instances seemed indefinitely long and my body craved Costa as intensely as it had cocaine a few years back. I’d try to ring him, but his phone would be switched off. A call to his secretary was of no use either—he claimed ignorance as to Costa’s whereabouts and abruptly disconnect the phone. I’d go ahead with work as if nothing had happened, but deep inside I’d feel a void that I felt nothing would fill. I almost felt like doing drugs again, but something, my beloved friend Jon’s faith in me perhaps, kept me off them. 

Then suddenly, a fortnight later, I’d find Costa in my bed again, kissing and caressing me as if there hadn’t been a moment’s time lapse between us. He would carelessly evade the questions I asked him with a ‘Oh, it was urgent business trip, bambina. I had to leave immediately. You know what it is like in our world’. ‘Si’ I’d overtly

agree but would be inundated by doubts within. Sure, I was also in the modeling business and knew that it wasn’t a 9 to 5 job. The working hours were unpredictable and there was the possibility of having to travel at a little more than a moment’s notice. However, that didn’t explain everything about Costa’s behavior. Was it very difficult to leave me a message saying he’d be away? Why was his phone switched off all the time? Why was his secretary so brusque with me? Or for that matter, why did Costa behave so secretively when his phone rang in my presence and surreptitiously go upstairs to answer it? 

Once, I’d gone as far as to follow him and eavesdrop on his phone conversation. ‘Viola’ he was addressing the party at the other end

‘please trust me. My relationship with her is only professional’. I could hear the woman at the other end screaming and letting out a volley of curses at Costa. I had been in Italy for a year now and had learnt quite a bit of Italian, but it was difficult for me to actually hear what she was saying. However, I picked up two words she said

‘Picolo’ meaning small and ‘bambinas’ which translates itself to ‘little girls’. I wondered what was going on. 

Sleep evaded me that night. Costa was sleeping soundly by my side like a man with the clearest conscience. ‘Maybe I am being paranoid’

I tried telling myself ‘the woman on the other end could have been anyone: a jealous ex-girlfriend, a disgruntled model or even his sister. The words ‘Picolo’ could have been used to indicate anything. 

A puppy for instance. Or one’s latest wrist-watch. And bambinas could have been anybody. 

Then I remembered Costa’s reply ‘Please trust me. My relationship with her is only professional’. That didn’t fit in. I spent the rest of the night trying to figure out what he could have meant. 

Costa actually told me where he was going the next day. ‘To Verona’

he said ‘I have a client to meet there’. Maybe I did an unethical thing, but I followed him in my car at a discreet distance. We covered several miles before we reached Verona, but much to my surprise, Costa didn’t get off there. He kept driving further East. I kept up the

chase wondering where his destination would be. Costa finally stopped his car at Venice. 

It was nightfall now, but the bright lights illuminated the waters. I saw Costa get off the car and meet a woman. She was about forty, had dark brown hair and was dressed in a stylish green shift clinched in the middle by a sleek belt. There were two little girls with her who had jet black hair. ‘Daddy!’ they delightedly shrieked before putting their little arms around Costa ‘How we’ve missed you!’. 

‘So also I, bambinas’ Costa said fondly hugging them. The woman looked down at all of them fondly. ‘Giovanni’ she said in the manner of one who had been an intimate companion for years ‘How good it is to see you!’. There was no day light and Costa and Co. were far away, but there was no mistaking the resemblance. The little girls had taken after their father. 

--

I did my groundwork and found that it was true. Costa was married to a woman named Viola Marino and had fathered two little girls with her. Since Viola was very fond of Venice, she lived there with her daughters. This explained everything: Costa’s reluctance to publicly show affection, his sneaking around when the phone rang and his mysterious absences. Costa had just used me for physical pleasure, but his loyalty remained with his family. I was no more than a sex toy to him; Costa’s heart belonged to Viola. This was the second time I suffered an unbearable heartbreak since Wilfred had split with me and hooked up with Nikki. But this time I didn’t inflict self-destruction by taking to drugs. I sued Costa for cheating and breach of trust. 

Since there was no official betrothal or a financial agreement regarding division of assets, I could not claim damages. However, I did manage to create quite a storm. Every newspaper and tabloid worth its name carried news about Costa’s affair with me and the fact that he had concealed his marital status. Viola had already been suspicious of Costa; she now went berserk at having her fears

confirmed. She separated from him, shifted to Paris and took the couple’s two young daughters along with her. 

This drove Costa crazy and he did a U-turn on me. He cancelled my contract with Catwalk. In addition, he told the press that I wasn’t a real woman but a male-to-female transgender. He corroborated his assertion with evidence: the photos he had stolen from my memoir collection. It showed a young 14 year old me, with a developing Adam’s apple and a hint of a sprouting moustache, posing with my parents in hi-fi family club ‘Movers and Shakers’. I couldn’t help noticing that Nikki, who I remember had tagged along with her parents, lurked in the background and had managed to get in the frame. There was another snap of me as a school boy waiting for his bus. My resemblance to my mother was as marked as my likeness to the young boy. The press did its ground work and discovered that Costa’s claims were true. 

Soon, a scandal erupted. The news hit front pages. ‘Continent’s Flavor is a Male-to-Female Transgender’ one said while the other went ‘Italian Supermodel Sara De’ Ricci: a Phoenix Arising from the Ashes of Vikram Roy’. What added to my ignominy and disgrace was the fact that I had lied about having an Italian father—something that I had done at Costa’s behest. However, no one cared about who spurred me on. All they saw was me. And in their eyes, I was a fibbing, cheating sham. 

The fall was precipitous. I was on the streets in no time. 





Chapter 5 - Beauty is as Beauty Does

‘I am sure you’ve heard’ I told Vedder over the phone “would you consider a ‘fallen’ model for the Playboy photo-shoot?” 

‘Why not?’ Vedder said spiritedly “An angel is an angel, ‘fallen’ or otherwise” 

‘However, I have one request’ I said, my tone serious ‘I don’t wish to hide my gender identity any more—from the public, I mean’

‘We don’t need to’ said Vedder confidently ‘MTF people have done quite well in the glamour world over here. In fact, we could market that as your USP.’ 

I flew down to LA for the shoot. The photo-shoot required me to pose nude and I was a little apprehensive at first. But the cast and crew put me at my ease. ‘I know it’s not easy’ said Vedder getting me a daiquiri ‘but relax. Throw your inhibitions to the winds.’ 

I relaxed on the peacock blue couch and let myself go. The photographer took a number of shots: of me preening, pouting, sipping daiquiri and throwing my hands up in the air while arching my back. The last made it to the cover. It created an overnight sensation. 

‘You’ve sent the whole country in a tizzy’ Vedder came up and told me excitedly ‘people have never seen such a beautiful MTF

transgender as you’. 

‘I am glad’ I said wondering where I’d go next. Would it be to back to India? Tried as I did, I found it impossible to envisage myself there again. 

I didn’t have to, for ten minutes later, Vedder approached me again. 

‘Sara’ he asked “Hayes, the producer of a television soap had

phoned. Would you be interested in playing a role in his upcoming television series ‘The Unauthentic Woman’?” 

‘Sure’ I said ‘may I know what it is about?’

‘Actually, it’s the story of the life of a transwoman. Hayes thinks you fit the bill.’

‘Don’t I need to audition?’ I asked disbelieving. 

‘The part is yours’ Vedder grinned. 

‘Is Mr. Hayes aware that I have no acting experience?’ I asked. 

‘He does’ Vedder confirmed ‘but he’s confident you’ll learn on the job’. 

I put my heart and soul into the making of ‘The Unauthentic Woman’. 

Since I was familiar with the feelings and experiences that the protagonist had undergone, I could pull off a convincing performance. To improve my histrionic skills, I took acting lessons by the side. The show, and apparently my performance in particular, managed to touch a chord in the heart of the audiences. In six months, I was an established television star. I also had a secretary to help me manage my busy schedule. It was a matter of time before I was offered movies. 

Living in Beverly Hills was an experience. I prayed in its churches, dined in the restaurants and shopped in its top-class boutiques. After work, I liked relaxing on its plush lawns. The mansion I owned cost one million. From the cramped New Delhi apartment I shared with three other girls, I had come a long way. 

Finally, I was a success. I was deluged with so many modeling and movie offers that I could hardly breathe. All my time was spent either in the make-up room slathering on layers of make-up or slaving under the blinding arch-lights. When alone at night, I often found myself crying. ‘Sara’ I’d say to myself during such occasions ‘You’re

a star—everyone loves you. You have no reason to be sad!’. But a contradictory, obstinate voice deep within me would say ‘It’s your runway and on-screen image that they love. No one knows you: the real Sara’. Was that true? Did any one know me? Was I doomed to be loved only on the ramp and on the screen? Was I never to have a real life fairy-tale with my own Prince Charming? 

After a topsy-turvy journey, I had finally settled down. However, one or two questions consistently plagued me. Had I come home? Did I even have a home? 

--

One day, a news item on the left-hand side column of Los Angeles Times caught my eye. It read ‘Catwalk Modeling Agency Head in Soup’. Costa had got himself into trouble again. Emboldened by my action perhaps, several other models had brought out charges against him. The nature of the charges, though, was slightly different from my own. The ladies, mostly Italian, accused Costa of luring them into his office on the pretext of auditioning them and had allegedly assaulted them sexually. The youngest person to claim rape was barely fifteen. 

A trial ensued. Costa claimed that the sex had been consensual and that the youngest model had lied about her age. The verdict was eventually in the plaintiffs’ favor. Costa was given a long jail sentence. With his reputation ruined, he saw no future for Catwalk and put it up for sale. I bid 20 million dollars for it. This made news. It was splashed across the front page of newspapers all over the world. 

I flew down to Italy. As I was making my way out of the airport, I grabbed a newspaper from the stands. A rather macabre news item caught my eye. It said “Indian Multimillionaire’s Wife Murdered by Dubious Agent in Milan. The news story went on to report that one, Mrs. Gera, the wife of a Mr. Gera, Owner of Business Empire Skylark Ltd., had also made a bid for Catwalk. From whatever little Mr. Gera knew, the police understood that Mrs. Gera had got in touch with an

Italian named Cuppola, who claimed he could swing the deal in her favor. Convinced that he could, Mrs. Gera had transferred a million Euros to him. On the 25th of the month, Mrs. Gera had apparently come down to Italy to meet him in person. The next day, the mangled body of Mrs. Gera was found in a seedy nook of Milan. She had brutally been murdered. The man who had identified himself as Cuppola had turned out to be dubious. He wasn’t an agent as he had claimed, but a local scamster who had many shady little schemes up his sleeve. This was the first time Cuppola had pulled off such a big con. The police suspected he had murdered Mrs. Gera. They were on the lookout for a man matching his description. 

The news item was a grim one. But something else sent chills down my spine. The news report carried a mug shot of Mrs. Gera. It was none other than my archrival, Nikki. 

My head was spinning. I sat down at the airport café and ordered a coffee. Then I speculated as to what could have happened from the bits and pieces I knew. After I first left for Milan, Nikki had probably succeeded in catching a rich husband in Gera. Ensconced in marital bliss, she had probably forgotten about me after a while. However, the much publicized news of my having bid for Catwalk had evidently rekindled an old obsession. Nikki had decided she too wanted Catwalk. And got herself killed in the process. 

I sighed. Nikki indeed had to pay a heavy price for her petty competition and rivalry. 

--

I succeeded in purchasing Catwalk The humiliation in Costa’s eyes as he signed the dotted line selling his company away to me was worth a million dollars. 

It wasn’t over. I had a few more ghosts to lay to rest, one angel in particular to thank. I flew down to India. The very people who had called me a ‘hijra’, and had tried to take away my opportunities and personal power, now unrolled the red carpet for me to walk on. I

walked into Serab to collect the check I had forgotten to take on the day I was fired. Rajput fell all our himself to apologize to me. After I had left, the sales of Serab had dipped considerably and the company was now on the verge of bankruptcy. Rajput begged and pleaded me to come back, but how could I possibly? I had a promising Hollywood career and a modeling agency to manage. 

As I retraced my steps along the familiar corridors, I caught sight of Wilfred. I had moved on, conquered two other worlds, but Wilfred was still stuck here doing the same petty job as a promotional model. 

He caught sight of me and bowed his head in shame. I vaguely wondered what he’d do when Serab closed down. 

Most of my scores in India were settled. But I wasn’t going to Los Angeles. No, not yet. I had to pay one last call. 

‘Good God, Sara, what a surprise!’ my dear friend Jon exclaimed and ensconced me in a bear hug. 

‘How have you been?’ I asked patting his curly locks. 

‘Getting on’ he shrugged modestly. 

‘Dear boy’ I asked my long-lost friend ‘could I make you an offer?’

‘I’d be honored, Ma’am!’ Jon replied spiritedly. 

‘My current secretary is pregnant and will be leaving next month’ I said ‘would you like to replace her?’

‘With pleasure!’ Jon replied. 

‘And would you fancy helping me run Catwalk?’

‘Of course!’ Jon replied and then softly said ‘Really Sara, you have a heart of gold. This--in addition to all that beauty’. 

‘The two aren’t mutually exclusive’ I said in jest “that’s why they probably say ‘beauty is as beauty does!” 

--

Jon moved to an apartment close to mine in Beverly Hills. He received and forwarded calls, made ones on my behalf, canceled and rescheduled appointments and even fetched my early morning coffee. 

‘You don’t have to do that’ I told him in my sleep-groggy voice ‘It’s not on your list of duties’

‘It may not be my duty’ Jon smiled with his eyes ‘but it definitely is my pleasure. 

Eventually, Jon and I started hanging out. Mine was a hectic life-style and leisure was hard to come by; but when it did, I didn’t mind sharing it with Jon. He was my warmth and solace in an otherwise cold, competitive world—a warmth that I felt I could bask in throughout my life. 

Jon was my soul-mate. The realization dawned on me one day. He was that missing jigsaw piece that made my life complete. And I had reasons to believe that he loved me too. Why hadn’t this dawned on me before? Was I so busy chasing success that I overlooked this very conspicuous fact? 

However, I’d slowed down now. I still worked, but cast an eye towards my personal life as well. By the end of the year, Jon and I were married in an elaborate ceremony. As Jon held me in his broad protective arms that night, the questions that had been haranguing me for the past few months were finally laid to rest. I had found my Prince Charming. And, finally reached home. 



 The End

Character Profile 

Sara De’ Ricci/ Vikram Roy: is the unbelievably beautiful (shiny black hair, coal black eyes, high cheek bones and a fit body) protagonist of the story. She is in her 20s. Aspiring to be a fashion model, Sara, an MTF transgender leaves her parents’ New Delhi home and shifts to a new apartment in the same city. She struggles to get a foothold in the tremendously competitive glamour industry, while fighting personal fears of her gender identity being exposed. 

Sara is at the receiving end of much trouble in India as her rival, Nikki, sabotages her career at every step. Sara enjoys stupendous success as a ramp model in Milan, before a scandal ends her career there as well. Sara then moves to Los Angeles and becomes a famous model and actor there. She returns to Italy and India to settle some scores. 

Jon: is Sara’s curly-haired agent and her true friend. Jon, who is aware of Sara’s gender identity, supports her at every step. When she becomes addicted to cocaine, Jon helps her overcome the habit. 

At the end of the story, a super-successful Sara rewards Jon by making him her secretary and taking his help to run her newly purchased modeling agency. 

Wilfred: is an ultra-handsome Adonis-like male model (tall, broad-shoulders, slender hips, toned body, dark-brown eyes). Wilfred is appointed as a promotional model along with Sara by a company called ‘Serab’. He gets into a relationship with Sara but breaks up with her later. The narrow-minded Wilfred is unable to accept the fact that he had been dating a transgender. Soon after, he begins an affair with Sara’s rival, Nikki. Wilfred’s career doesn’t take off at all and he continues working in Serab while Sara has conquered two other fashion worlds. 

Nikki: is the sharp-featured, minx-like archrival of Sara. When Sara is still male, a lustful Nikki tries to kiss her. When Sara rebuff’s her advances, Nikki is so offended that she starts hating Sara. She joins

every school Sara does and tells everyone Sara is a transgender. 

Nikki also conspires and steals whatever Sara has earned, be it be a part in a play, a job or a boyfriend. Nikki manages to get Sara disqualified at an audition. She also makes sure that Sara is ousted out of her job as a promotional model and starts dating Sara’s boyfriend, Wilfred. 

Giovanni Costa: is a handsome Italian in his early 40s (jet black hair, long straight nose, square jaw, unusual brows and sea-green eyes). He is the owner and CEO of Catwalk, a major modeling agency in Milan. Much attracted by Sara, Costa begins an affair with her in spite of being a happily married man. Costa makes Sara the face of his modeling agency, but desists from telling the public about Sara’s gender identity. When Sara finds out Costa is married, she raises a storm. Costa’s wife, who comes to know about his affair with Sara, separates from him and takes their two little daughters along with her. An enraged Costa reveals Sara’s gender identity to the press, disrupting her career. He also cancels her contract with Catwalk. Later on, Costa is adjudged guilty in a case that involves sexual assault against many of his models. He is given a long prison sentence. Costa feels that Catwalk has no future and puts it up for sale. He is much humiliated when Sara flies down from LA and buys it. 

Viola Marino Costa: is the dark hair wife of Costa. She’s also in her early 40s. Viola suspects Costa of having an affair with Sara, a fact that is confirmed later on. Infuriated, Viola separates from him and leaves for France with the couples’ two young daughters. 

Andrea Greco: is a renowned Italian fashion designer. He plans a fashion show called the ‘Mythical East’ and chooses Sara as one of his models. He gives her a unique look, which is a fusion of the east and the west. Greco’s show gives Sara great exposure and helps her build contacts. 

Craig Vedder: is a pale, platinum blonde American who runs an agency called ‘Dots and Dash’ in LA. He approaches Sara after Greco’s show and asks her if she’d do a photo-shoot for the Playboy

magazine. When Sara tells him that she’s under a 5 year contract with Catwalk agency which prohibits her from taking on projects not approved by it, Vedder gives her his card and tells her to approach him when she is free. When Costa voids the Catwalk contract with Sara, she contacts Vedder. He asks her to fly down to LA and arranges for her photo-shoot with Playboy. 

Tom: is a troubled young emaciated student in his early 20s, studying BE in New Delhi. Tom befriends Sara in a nightclub called

‘Evanescence’ and confides his troubles in her. Owing to his being openly gay, Tom has had to suffer much. To cope with his ordeals, Tom has taken to drugs. Tom introduces Sara to three other people and the five of them do drugs in the privacy of a deserted house. 

Sylvia: is one of Sara’s friends who is addicted to cocaine. She is about 35 years old and has taken to doing drugs after her alcoholic husband deserted her, leaving her alone to raise two young children. 

Sasha: is another of Sara’s cocaine-addicted friends. Sasha gets into the habit after an unfortunate incident in life. She elopes with a man who claims to be in love with her. Her boyfriend sells her to a brothel where she’s forced to spend a year of her life. After she’s rescued, her parents refuse to take her back. A heart-broken Sasha takes to cocaine to feel better. 

James: also belongs to the group of Sara’s drug addict friends. He is an upright government employee in his late 30s who gets fired after he reports a senior who has been misappropriated funds reserved for a specific scheme. A disillusioned James, starts taking drugs. 

Tara Chandani:  is an influential model hunter. Tara has the reputation of being a martinet—a quality that shows in the hard lines of her square face. Tara approves of Sara and has nearly finalized her as the winner of the ramp model hunt, before a crafty co-judge Patel reverses the decision in favor of Nikki. 

Cyrus Mistry: is a famous fashion designer who is also judging the models who turn up to audition for the ramp model hunt. He too

thinks Sara has talent, but lets his decision get swayed in Nikki’s favor. 

Hiren Patel: is a short, stout, beady eyed fashion designer who is also a judge at the audition. He is a lascivious guy and eyes Sara lustfully at the audition. When Nikki divulges Sara’s gender identity to Patel, the latter influences the other judges to choose Nikki instead of Sara. Patel then asks Sara to meet him at a hotel and tells her that he’ll give her the job if she sleeps with him. He half-forces himself on Sara, but doesn’t give her the promised job. 

Gaurav Khanna: is a stylish fashion photographer in his late 30s. He is present at the audition. Gaurav feels bad that the opportunity which should have been Sara’s has gone to an undeserving Nikki. 

He is glad to meet Sara again at a modeling convention and recommends her for the job of a promotional model at a friend’s wine-manufacturing/selling company called ‘Serab’. 

Sheba: is Vikram’s beautiful, understanding mother. She’s more like Vikram’s friend than mother. She is the first person Vikram confides his gender dysphoria in. Sheba discusses her son’s issue with her husband and the couple take him to a doctor. Sheba is ready to face social stigma for the sake of her child’s happiness. 

R. Roy: is Vikram’s father. He reluctantly agrees to his son’s gender change. However, later on, he is unable to bear the social stigma attached to having a transgender child and starts drinking heavily. 

R.Roy also starts having an extramarital affair; a development that disrupts peace at home. The inability of her father to cope with the situation, leads Sara to eventually leave home. 

Dr. Wilma: is a sweet, understanding psychiatrist cum surgeon Vikram’s parents take him to. Dr.Wilma initially puts Vikram on blockers to stall puberty until he is cent percent sure he wants to be female. When Vikram is sure, she performs gender reassignment surgery on him and also puts him on estrogen hormones. Dr.Wilma performs frequent dilations on Sara in order to maintain the elasticity of the newly constructed vagina. 

Dev/ Michael:  are boys who date Sara before they start going out with Nikki. 

Rajput: is a friend of Gaurav Khanna’s and the owner of a liquor company called ‘Serab’. On Khanna’s recommendation, Rajput hires Sara as one of his promotional models to endorse his range of wines. When Nikki divulges Sara’s gender identity to him, Rajput sacks Sara fearing that her identity would taint the image of his company. He hires Nikki in Sara’s place. Nikki is a debauch and not as hardworking as Sara. She brings Serab to the verge of bankruptcy in two years. Rajput apologizes to Sara and begs her to re-join Serab, but she refuses. 

Hayes: is a Hollywood television series producer. He sees Sara on the cover of Playboy and gives her the role of the protagonist in his show ‘The Unauthentic Woman’ which is about the trials and tribulations of a transwoman. 

-----

Books by Yu Sakurazawa

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

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. 

Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community

A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man. 

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. 

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of

the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

Obsessed by Noble Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

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

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

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

Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

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

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

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. 

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series

Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

Dance Like a Woman

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

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

Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery: where none of the nuns may

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

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

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

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

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

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

Trapped in Circus

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

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

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

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

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

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. 

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Muse and Vampiress

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

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

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series The protagonist is a pretty-faced boy living in a rural town. He was forced into a situation to perform a feminine dance on a college stage. It creates a scandal in the social circles. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Barbara asks him to identify himself as Arianna to customers who call. His life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes in the office. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

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

a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

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

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

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

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a

leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

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

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

Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a

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

a temple prostitute. 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

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

Diamond in the Rough

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

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

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a

PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series A retired businessman visits a hotspring in the high mountains of Japan and meets a young hotspring keeper. The two men get into interesting conversation. The hotspring keeper takes him deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where he finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect - rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

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

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

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

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

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

A Secret Brew of Rejuvenation: Dreams Don't Die

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars

obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

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

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

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

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

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

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed

anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

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

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

Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was

deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

Dancers of the Third Gender

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cell performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with

a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cell on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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

Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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





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

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

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