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Chapter 1.  Glory and Anger

The music ended at a high note with a soft chorus. Pin drop silence followed. Hundreds of eyes were looking at me, judging me silently. I could hear every breath I took in and my heartbeat echoed. A split second later thunderous applause filled the traditional auditorium where the Kathak dance competition is being held. 

Is this really happening? Or am I just daydreaming on the terrace of my tiny flat? I slowly opened my eyes and looked at the packed auditorium, clapping and cheering for me. Yes, it was all for me. I was the happiest person here tonight. I was overwhelmed with all the emotions in my mind, triumph especially. 

The stage curtain hit the floor just before a single tear touched my cheek. I slowly walked backwards. My family and friends were waiting for me in the backstage. As Daya touched my face, and Meera pulled me to a crushing hug, I was free to cry, weep till my heart burst. I was passed from hand to hand hugging and congratulating me. Many hands pat my back. I knew with every falling tear, I could not thank them enough for all the sacrifices they had made for me. I knew I owed them all the hardships and sleepless nights. 

When all eyes were empty and all hands tired, one of the backstage helper girls approached and congratulated me. "You were really great out there. Not many are that confident and graceful when they have a chance to perform in front of judges like them. Especially someone like you." She took one sweeping look cringing at me from top to bottom and left for somewhere. Before I could even take in what she had just said, a hand pulled me inside the door to Pratibha. 

As she pulled me to a crushing hug, squealing about how great my performance was, I stood there thinking about what the girl had mentioned, what she meant when she said "  someone like you". The rage that I had bottled deep inside started seeping out and my blood started to boil. 

"Someone like me? Who does she think she is?" I said. 

Pratibha released me and looked at me. "Someone said something again?" She waited for me to answer, but when she realized I wouldn’t say anything, she pulled me by my shoulder facing herself. 

"Look, we are here, we made it. You were so good, no one can beat you and that's why everyone is so jealous. Just calm down. You have everything you ever wanted. Spit out the anger. C'mon." 

Pratibha was right, but what the girl mentioned had pierced my heart like a poison dart and sucked out all the euphoria. All the memories, thoughts, insults, feeling of hopelessness and despair rushed back in my heart. 

"And that's exactly how you will finish a perfect show." It was Chhaya ji in a golden saree, my mentor and my teacher, who just came in. I rushed to touch her feet but she caught me halfway and held me in front of her. "You are my star. Did you hear the crowd out there? 

That’s all for you my dear. You are the star tonight. Now endure a little and you are going to be a legend." 

"Please wait, Chhaya ji. Didn't you tell them that I am a hijra?" I looked at Pratibha and Chhaya ji. "I thought we decided to end it here. I am not going back as someone else. I want to be me when I take that award. I want them to know who I am." I kept looking at Pratibha to Chhaya ji desperately. 

Pratibha looked at me and said, "Honey, we know you are not happy with this but we never agreed to that decision. We just needed you to perform here first. Moreover, see how much they love you. Why do you need to break their hopes? If you reveal your identity as a hijra at this point, you'd be disqualified. You cannot destroy everything now for your identity." 

I couldn’t believe Pratibha had said that. Pratibha, the only person who had accepted me for who I am just said '  hijra' . I walked out of the room without replying anything. I saw the curtain still drawn and heard the audience being entertained by the stand-up comedian. I

knew that it was now or never. Either I tell them my true identity, or live the rest of my life regretting that I couldn’t do it. The hundreds of fights with my father, mother, sister, myself, the hundreds of nights I had cried myself to sleep, the pain, the humiliation, the happiness. I wanted to tell the audience that I am Nirupa Bahadur Rai. The question was not how I tell them, but if I should dare tell them I am a hijra. 

Chapter 2.  Born Again

I was born on the 17th of October, 1988 at 5:00 a.m. in the B.N. 

Thakur hospital which was approximately 12 km from the small town of Sarai, Bihar. I am the second born child after my sister. Being the younger one and being the son of the house was like a boon I was born with. In a country obsessed with having at least one son it was the happiest day for my family. Apparently, they celebrated my birth for months that followed, as my sister told me later. Being the 'son of the house', I always had everything I needed or wanted at my disposal. Everything I asked for was never reconsidered, an advantage my elder sister did not enjoy. My relatives and parents were proud of the tantrums I threw and my stubbornness which showed that I would grow up to be a hard-headed bull, as my aunt said. Belonging to an elite upper-middle class family, we had all the access to knowledge and technology, which made sure we siblings were always exposed to everything. 

Even after being pampered to death, the only good thing in my entire life would always be my sister. She was four years elder to me and my only sister. I spent half my time throwing tantrums and the other half following her everywhere and idolizing her. For me she would always be the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life after my mother. She had learnt to dance Kathak, a traditional style of northern Indian dance since she could walk. My parents and relatives would double up in laughter whenever I would promptly join her from behind when she danced, with my tiny unstable legs, stumbling to mirror her dance steps. Everyone just laughed and joked around whenever I would steal my sister's sandals and my mother's scarf, dance and run around the house. No one ever raised any questions. After all, I was just a funny baby. 

When I was four, I told my mother I wanted to be a dancer just like my sister because she looked like an angel in her pretty dress and with dupatta which is an Indian scarf for women. Someday I would look prettier than my sister. 

The next day my mother dressed me up in one of my sister's dresses and took a lot of pictures of me looking like a doll. My father walked inbetween and made her stop the 'madness'. They had a big fight that evening. The raised voices, the banging door, I knew he was angry at me for dressing up so prettily. That was the first time I realized I wasn’t supposed to touch my sister's clothes or dress up like her. All my toys and clothes were bought only by my father since that day. I had to hide the old dolly my sister gave me, so my father wouldn’t take it away from me. Suddenly I saw myself surrounded by fighter planes, cars and figurines of animals but no dolls. Even if I was the apple of my Dad's eye, I was always scared to get him angry. I couldn’t accept the way he shouted at me, my mother or my sister. 

My mother took care of me and my sister. We were both the same for her. If my sister accepted my tantrums, she also made sure she fulfilled all my sister's silent wishes. I had never seen my sister stand up and look at my father in the eye. She would not even walk into the room where my father was working. I knew she was an obedient and sincere daughter and always wanted to stay that way. 

I started school in Sarai. I never cried when my mother left me in the school. I was eager to learn something new. A few months later we had to pack up and leave Sarai, as my father got transferred from Sarai to Bhopal. The change in environment was not uncomfortable, but I hated the changes. I knew my father had no other choice. 

I was not afraid of making new friends at school. I was a lively person then, eager to meet new people and make people laugh. I wasn’t afraid of people laughing at me. I would mimic my teachers and friends and everybody would be laughing heartily. I was observant and good at concentrating on my studies. My teachers loved me. Participating in drama and dance, I was always active in extracurricular activities. I was the brightest and my teachers never had any complaints. 

Since my father was always busy, he never concentrated on my extracurricular activities. At parent-teacher conferences, he would

look at me proudly as my teachers would praise me for my virtues. 

They would say I am an all rounder and that my parents had raised a talented little angel. I loved how my father beamed at me. Everything was happy and complete. 

I started following my sister to the dance class around that time. I would go to her hall, sit in a corner and observe the graceful actions and twirls of Kathak keenly. I would make my hands look like my sister's when she made the gestures and soft expressions on her face for the steps the teacher showed. The word Kathak is derived from a Hindi word Katha which means a 'story'. A Kathak dance portrays tales in Mahabarata, Ramayana, other myths and legends. I adored my sister demonstrating such tales with her precise footwork, graceful carriage of the upper body, hand placements and facial expressions. 

My sister's friends loved me because I was a cute kid and I had the chance of learning something that I knew my father would never let me learn. When my final exams ended, the summer vacation was a dull business. Except for going to see my sister dancing, I had nothing else to do during the vacation. My friends would ask me to play with them but I wasn’t good at games like football and cricket. I wanted to dance. I would spend half the day waiting for my sister's dance class to start, and rest of the day imitating the steps my sister's teacher taught her when no one was looking at me. 

My sister was so good, she was offered a chance in one of the performances of a cultural event. My father was proud and happy. 

My mother spent all the time trying to find the perfect dress and jewelry for the costume. When she came out all dressed, she looked like a queen. That was the day I decided I wanted to learn Kathak, I wanted to look that beautiful and graceful. I wanted to look like my sister. As she twirled and swayed on the stage, I imagined myself up there, looking as pretty as her and as graceful as she looked. 

The next day, when my mother was working in the kitchen, I plucked up courage and decided to tell her that I wanted to learn Kathak, just like my sister. She looked at me, washed and wiped her hands in her

dupatta while I stood inside the kitchen behind her, holding my breath. She came down to me, took my face in her hands and said, 

"You know your father doesn’t want you to dance. Especially not like you sister. She's a girl. You're a boy." 

I was not sure what she meant by that difference, but I knew that my father was dead against it. I couldn’t answer anything to what she said. She took one look at my face and asked if I was really that interested in dancing. She had already attended a few cultural activities in my school, keeping it a secret from my father. I looked at her and said, "I knew what I said and I don’t want papa to know about it." She sighed and told me to go to my room. 

As I waited for my mother to come, anticipating for the unanswered question, the thoughts running around in my mind ran chills to my spine. What if papa caught me, what if papa caught my mama? I didn’t know when I fell asleep. when I woke up, my mother bustled around me saying, "Are you still sleeping when your sister had already left for her class?" Then she handed me a pair of kurta pajama and said, "I thought you were eager to learn Kathak." I got dressed up in a hurry, excited about the class. The kurta pajama is for both boys and girls. Everybody in the dance class is a girl and is dressed in kurta pajama, so I must wear the same. 

I had never seen a boy learning Kathak there, but I wasn’t worried about it. After all, I was only six years old. No one is bothered about such things when you're that young. 

When we reached the dance class, I cowered behind my mother. 

This was the first time I was excited but scared to death at the same time. I knew my sister was much better than me. I was scared if I was not good enough they would throw me out, but I was eager to prove myself. Each step I took towards the hall with the classical beats ringing inside my head made me feel sick with excitement. The wait for ten minutes while my mother took care of the official work with the principal of the government dance school seemed like years to me. 

When she came out with a teacher, she was beaming at me. The teacher called onto an elder student and sent me to a spot where a bunch of kids, as young as me to as old as my sister, were learning beginner steps. I was overwhelmed with the fact that I was actually going somewhere of my interest. I didn’t have to just watch my sister anymore. I can gladly say that I was born again that day. 

Chapter 3.  My Choice

Dancing set me free. Dancing was my escape from all the drama in school. The few government holidays when the dance school was shut down, I got anxious. Me or my sister, we never talked about our dance classes at home. My mother would tell papa that she was taking me just to accompany my sister and it kept going on for months. The lies, the acting, we were scared to get caught by papa but it was all worth it. I knew it was wrong. Papa had taught me never to lie, but I wasn’t hurting anyone. A lie that hurt anyone was a black lie which we should try to keep away from, as my English teacher from school had taught us. 

My report sheet from school was something that always saved me. 

Papa was strict about my studies but never took a glance at my sister's. It made me feel jealous, made me feel as if he was bent on making my life miserable. Little did I know my sister was miserable because papa never asked about her studies. It kept getting hard when exams demanded my constant concentration on studies. My mother started spending more time on my studies than the dance practice. It made me wonder if she was actually trying to get me out of my dance. I had no other choice than to put in my everything into both. 

After spending four years in Bhopal my father got promoted and was sent back to Patna. I had just turned nine, passing my fourth standard. I had just gotten comfortable with the place and my friends in the dance class as well as in the school. The change was something none of us in the family appreciated. What worried me was if I would be able to get along with a new school and a new atmosphere. A bigger headache was if I would be accepted in a dance class like I was in Bhopal. 

We packed up and arrived in Patna. All my relatives lived nearby which helped us set up the house and settle down. However, it meant my house was almost always streamed with them, judging us

for every single thing me and my sister did. Everytime we switched on the TV or gossiped about the new trends, we were scrutinized by their x-ray view. There were comments about everything we did, everything we said and everywhere we went. We were advised on our sitting style, talking style and our behavior. We were compared with all our elders and were expected to be good lessons for our younger cousins. 

Under such circumstances it became a big challenge to get out of the house and join the dance class. The increase in frustrations affected my studies. I got distracted by each comment made by them. Most of the comments were pointed at the way I walked and the way I talked, which honestly came as a shock to me. I had always followed my sister, so that I may look as graceful and sweet as I could. Was I wrong? Was there something wrong in the way I behaved? 

The fear that my father might find out about my dancing always kept me on my toes. I never dared practice, what if my relatives walked in on me, or my cousins or worse, papa himself. With increasing frustration my attention span took a deep plunge with marks on my progress report. I found myself distracted from almost everything and my patience faltered. My confidence was almost dead and I spent most of my time hiding in my bed sheet fort I made in the terrace. No one was ever allowed in there but it was too small to practice dancing. I would lie down on the cushions I laid there after school and imagine myself on the stage dancing at an upbeat rhythm much better than what I had already learnt, with my hands around me swaying like a bird. I would be an expert in Kathak. My sister and me would be the best dancers in the world. It would become impossible if I stopped dancing here and lost my practice. 

Soon after, my sister found a government dance class where they gave a diploma for dance. I was young but they said they would audition me and decide if they would let me attend. As delighting the news was, I had no idea how I was supposed to hide my classes from my relatives and cousins? The ones who were my age always

wanted to hang out with me and the younger ones would follow me everywhere. Shaking them off me was harder than I thought would be but it had to be done. 

So a plan was devised in the semi dark kitchen after everyone went to sleep that night. My mother said she would tell everyone that she had to go to a physical therapist because her knees pained and she would get me to accompany her because she couldn’t carry her bag. 

My kurta pajama will be in the bag. My father never refused anything my mother said, especially if she said she was sick. The next day, after my sister left we started for the fake physical therapist and admitted myself at the dance school. My mother would spend one and half hour looking at me and my sister dance and we would all return together saying we waited for her dance class to end. It was foolproof and brilliant. My father even assigned a car driver to pick us all and drop us back, whom my mother bribed to keep quiet. 

My behavior with my relatives started changing. I tried to avoid them as much as I could. In the occasions I could not, I would try to be as silent as possible, hiding at the back of the crowd, from prying eyes. 

Occasional family functions became a burden on me. The more I tried to stay quiet and undisturbed, the more my relatives tried to pull me into conversations. every time I tried to speak or sit or run around with my cousins, they would look at me as if I was infectious, dirty, just the way anyone would look at dry fecal matter lying on the road. 

With time, simple comments like "sit properly", "walk like a guy" and

"don’t giggle like a girl" increased and started to bother me. I was a happy person, proud having been taught by my father not to care about what others think and to trust yourself. However, I was suddenly lost and I didn’t trust myself anymore. 

Even my classmates avoided me, I had started realizing I was different and decided to go solo, but I was only bullied more. Seniors cornered me, locked me inside classrooms and toilets. I was more than once rescued by teachers. I had turned into a loner, not that I missed the crowds, I just felt safer and more comfortable. I didn’t want to blame anyone but I was turning angrier and moodier. 

The closeness between me and my sister had reduced to the point that we talked only in the dance class. I never realized it until now but she was spending most of her time silent as well. She preferred hiding in her room. The more I tried to get involved, the more I was humiliated like a sissy boy, called names like chhakka, adha, point five and hijra. 

When my mother started noticing this change in my behaviour she cornered me in her bedroom. She held me close and said, "Niru, what's going on? Please tell me, I am really scared. You are not yourself, you don’t talk anymore, you don’t even make fun of me with your papa anymore. Honey, I am worried. I heard what Bua's son was calling you, teasing you. You have to fight back, you have to stand up for yourself, baby." 

I looked up at her, saw her eyes tearing up. I wished I had enough courage to tell her that I was different and how much I would rather have a '  dupatta' scarf on my head than a cap. Should I tell her I loved the lipstick my sister has, or the way I stole her makeup whenever she was not around? Should I remove my socks and show her my painted toes which looked like a doll's? Should I tell her how much jealous I was of my sister for looking like a doll? Should I tell her I hated myself? 

I hugged her, pulling her closer, crying in her arms, cradled like a baby. I wondered how my mother would face papa if I tell her I wanted to be a girl. She had already lied to papa so much that I didn’t want to have her carry another burden. Watching me crying my mother broke into tears. We cried in each other's arms, burdened by the rules of society and life. I was just ten years old, but I felt like I was about to die if even a single secret spills. Maybe dying would be easier. But wait. I couldn’t hurt my own mother, the only person who accepted me for who I was. Was it more important to live up to the expectations of the society than being happy? Was it more important to fit into the society than to think about your dreams? Was it more important to think about 'log-kya-kahenge' a Hindi expression about

what will people say, than to think about what you want to do? It was so difficult and I was not at all up for what I was yet to see. 

The lies, the hiding and the pretending continued for the next two years. My mother continued to accompany us to our dance class, where me and my sister continued to learn dancing. For evidence, we had mother's regular orthodontist who was actually my mother's childhood friend to speak for her if my father ever asked. 

It was a holiday and my father decided to drop my sister, me and my mother. After he dropped us at the clinic, we took an auto from the clinic to the dance class like everyday and I changed into the kurta pajama for the dance lessons. As I followed the rhythm trying to catch up with the troupe, I suddenly realized everyone had stopped dancing and were looking somewhere. I followed their gaze to the entrance of the dance hall, where my father stood like a statue with an unreadable expression, silent and stern, staring at me. I looked at my mother, trying to think, in all the panic that was rising like bile in my stomach. Her eyes darted from me to papa waiting for him to say something, at least to shout which I felt he had already done looking at the whole roomful of people staring at him. He must have stared at me for nearly five minutes after which the principal of the dance class came out of her office and told the other dancers to continue with the practice. I looked at my mother as the crowd dispersed into neat rows of five dancers. She had an expression of pure horror in her face. A few seconds later she rushed behind my father and I followed her. 

As I followed her into the parked car, I saw my father bowed on the steering wheel. He looked up at my mother and then at me. Then he said, "You shall not be dancing anymore." 

I looked at him and before I could think I said, "I am not leaving dancing." 

He waited for some time and said, "Then get out. Get out of my house and never come back. I didn’t raise a hijra to see this day. I won't allow someone to taint my reputation. If you think you can ever

be a normal human being, only then come back. Or the doors of my house are closed for you, forever." 

I didn’t need asking twice. I took my bag and left the car as a single tear ran down my cheek. 

Chapter 4.  Another World

I didn’t know what I was looking for, what I was doing out here. I didn’t know where I was supposed to go. I had hardly 60 rupees in my hand and I didn’t even know what I was supposed to do with that money. I was hungry but I was scared of eating anything. My tears didn’t stop, either. One side of me kept asking why I had done it, while the other side of me saying my pride was hurt. Did papa really think I was that bad and was ashamed of me? Didn’t he always say to believe in yourself and not to say yes to something you didn’t like? 

I didn’t remember how I went the railway station. I found a dark spot to hide me from attention near the main gate. I felt like all eyes that turned my way looked at me, asked me what I was doing here, and asked me why I was thrown out of my house. I wished I was invisible. I didn’t know when I fell asleep still crying. When I woke up, I had a stream of sun rays falling on my hand burning it. I picked up my bag and walked inside the station. As I stood in front of the inquiry, everything looked so big, scaring me looking as if I could get stamped on if I wasn’t careful enough. 

I knew I had to get out of here first. I had traveled in trains number of times but I didn’t know how to get a ticket or find the train by myself. 

All I knew was that I had nothing anymore left in this city. All my relatives and my family was ashamed of me. The more I wanted to get out of city, the more I missed my mother and sister. My sister didn’t even know that I had left. Was she missing me? Did she know papa threw me out? Would she want to call me back if she knew, or was she ashamed of me as well? 

I stood there for hours hesitating, changing my mind every second when finally I saw one of my relatives on the entrance of the station. 

I made a run. It was now or never. A train blew its horn and started with a lurch, as I stood there waiting, thinking for one last time if it was all necessary, I was after all a kid. I glanced back to check again and my relative advanced towards me as if rushing to hold me. The

train that had caught my attention wasn’t going to wait forever, I realized. I got into the train just before it picked up speed. I had once heard one of my uncles who worked for the railways complaining about stowaways and beggars travelling in the coach and bathrooms. It dawned to me that I was one of them now, orphaned, lost, and hopeless. I curled up near the door of the coach where a few people were already sitting. It stank but I don’t think I had any choice. I fell asleep in the crowd, still crying. 

I woke up long after night had fallen, this time of hunger. I realized my throat was sore of all the crying. I tried to search for my water bottle in the hand bag I was carrying, hoping there would be food as well but it was empty. The water bottle emptied in two gulps but I needed more water. Sometime later the train jerked to stop and I rushed out to fill water from one of the public taps. When I rushed back into the train, I realized my hand bag was gone. I checked my pockets to see if I had the money I was carrying, I was relieved. I bought some fruits and a bread packet and gulped them down hungrily. When I was done I realized if mother was here and saw what I was doing, she would probably disown me. In fact I was already disowned. All the memories rushed back, the way she used to scold me but then come back and tell me what was wrong. My eyes hurt because of all the crying and I somehow knew I was done crying already. When the train stopped in the evening, it got empty. I realized it must be the last station. I got down and checked around, the post said, Lucknow. 

I had no idea what I was supposed to do in Lucknow. I had never been here. So I picked up my bottle, my half eaten bread and decided to get out before I get robbed again. The huge minarets and bright colours of the railway station building sure intimidated me but I knew I had to find something to do if I had to survive here without begging. The more the day turned unbearably hot, the more I felt helpless. I had no lead to start from anywhere. I was afraid to roam away from the railway station, least I got stray and lost. 

I waited for the next two days waiting for what I don’t even know. All I knew was the bread would be finished soon and I would be hungry and homeless again. The tree under which I slept scared me every night, but I had nowhere else to go until a man in dirty brown came to me. He looked kind enough and offered me something to eat. 

Even if I was starving I had always learnt from my parents to never eat from a stranger. I asked him if he would eat with me. He said yes. He took me to a tea stall and offered me bread and butter. I ate hungrily with him. Then he asked me what I was doing here. He said I looked like I belonging to a good household. I told him I was thrown out of my house because I loved to dance. Maybe I told him a little more than he was supposed to know but the next thing I knew, he said he knew someone who would teach me to dance for stage shows and we were off in his auto. The roads, the streets all looked it would gobble me up but I had no choice than to say yes. As he drove the three-wheeler in the winding streets of Lucknow, he told me all about the city and how he had started his life on the streets after his parents died. After a while, he stopped near a narrow street and told me to follow him. Even if I knew it wasn’t safe, I needed something to survive on, now that I couldn’t go back. 

The man took me to a narrow side street and told me to stand there and he went inside one of the doors. As I tried to peep in, I saw many people dancing to the rhythm of a two headed drum which I knew as 'dholak'. They were singing something I couldn’t make out. 

A few minutes later the man returned with a lady in a saree. She didn’t look like a woman, more like a man in a saree with her makeup on. I was confused, was she like my mother, or someone like me who just wanted to put on makeup and look pretty. I stood silently overhearing the conversation that went on for some time. 

Their accent, different from mine, was hard to make out. I was not sure what they were talking about but I heard the lady say I would be

'good business' for her. I got scared thinking if she was going to sell me. In the end the man convinced her and the lady pulled me inside the door to a room full of people just like her. Paralyzed with fear I didn’t know what I was supposed to do, when I passed the small groups of men clad in sarees staring at me as I passed them. She

pulled me to a corner of the long house, muttering to herself, she stood beside me fumbling with keys to open a door. When the door opened she pulled me inside and locked it from inside. She looked at me and asked something. I was busy looking around checking the dimly lit room when I heard her, this time a little too loud, “Are you dumb?” I shook my head in denial. I waited for her to continue but she kept muttering to herself illegibly. Then she looked at me and said, “Wait here. Don’t make any noise. I‘ll send someone to handle you.” 

She went out locking the room from outside. It was stuffy but I knew better than to bang the door. A few minutes later the door opened and the earlier person told me to come out. When I walked out the rooms were empty and the long corridor which I had passed earlier was lit up brightly with colourful lights. I walked behind her, trying to keep calm but alert enough to run away if something was to attack me. She led me outside the door into the narrow street where the man had dropped me off earlier. I had lost track of time realizing that it was already evening. 

She kept walking for a while into the side street as we had just come out from, then she stopped in front of a bigger house. She entered the building and told me to enter a room and wait there. A person was sitting on a huge sofa talking to someone on the phone. She was wearing a sparkling saree with heavy jewelry. If not for her voice, I would have thought she was a lady. 

She looked up at me and said, “I am Najma and you’ll call me

'Begum ji'. Got it? What’s your name boy? " 

I nodded and stammerd, "Begum ji, my name is Niranjan." 

Chapter 5.  The Change

Najma ji asked me what I wanted. I told her I had nowhere else to go. She said I could live with them if I followed whatever she said. If she felt happy she might also give me a job and a salary. I didn’t know what job she wanted me to do but I said, as long as she doesn’t tell me to kill anyone, I would happily do whatever she wants me to do. She laughed and sent me to a room with a pair of clothes. 

They weren’t men’s clothes. When I looked at her asking if she had men’s clothes, she said that was all they had. I settled down for the kurta pajama for women, a long shirt on pants held by a cloth rope. 

So I was dressed in women's kurta and sat in the room till another person called me for dinner. I hadn’t eaten good food for days, so I gobbled it all in a jiffy. I came back to the room to find a single bed sheet which I laid down and slept on. 



I was awakened out of nowhere when a person I hadn’t seen yet shouted at me saying I was already late and I should hurry. I woke up, rushed down to see many people in the building. Some wearing sarees, others in Punjabi dresses. Some wearing heavy makeup and

'  dholak' drums on the belt, and some wearing anklets and '  ghungroo' 

ankle bells, laughing gaily, gossiping. Was it so easy to be happy in this world? Most of them didn’t look like they were females. Was that actually allowed? I looked down and realized maybe that’s why they didn’t have any men’s clothing. Lost in my thoughts I walked straight into a person in a saree, towering over me. 



“Oye chhore (hey, boy)? Who gave you the permission to loiter around now?” I looked behind me and ran to Najma ji. She looked angry but she had given me a roof at least. She took me to a girl not much older than me, washing clothes behind the building. Najma ji told her something and left. I stood there till the girl told me to sit down and help her. I had never washed my own clothes, but here I was washing a drum load. I asked her name and who everybody was and what this place was. I had a lot of questions, she listened to all of them patiently, paused and then separated a bucket full of

clothes for me. She sat down and said, “These all are yours to wash. 

I am Daya. They told me this morning that you came in yesterday. I am not too old myself, just a few months older. We cannot go out to work, so they let us handle the household chores. If we go out, policemen get hold of us and torture us. This is a 'kinnar samaj', the hijra community. They have a lot of stuff to teach us before they let us go out. You have to know two things. First, always listen to Begum ji, Najma ji, or whatever name you want to address Najma. 

She’s the guru here. Second, never disrespect anyone. We are all the same here and everyone has her own duties.” 



I was sure now, I was in the official group of hijras. Not before long when everybody had started calling me a hijra, I had no idea what that was, so I looked it up on the internet. Wasn’t easy searching for everything but I knew there was a community which supported those men who wanted to dress like women, or transgenders. The place was called 'kinnar samaj' meaning the community of transgenders. 

Every group lives like a family where the elderlies lead the group calling themselves the '  guru' and maintain a balance amongst the working group hijras referred to as the '  chela'. In this group, Najma ji was the guru, the workers were chelas and me and other newbies were like helpers. We didn’t earn anything but we were the laborers who did the odd jobs like cleaning utensils, washing clothes, cutting vegetables and dusting. 



Najma ji works for an NGO helping hijras of our locality. There were rumours that soon after the hijras would attain rights to be members of the parliament, Najma ji would run for elections. No wonder people respected her. 



I was lucky enough I was safe, away from home. The chores list I was handed included cleaning the terrace, clothes and keeping the music instruments away after the hijras came back. I slowly started getting hold of their Lucknow accent and felt happier every day. The measly meals of 'roti' bread with 'achar' pickles were more than enough for me. I had all the freedom to dress the way I wanted, let my hair grow, but had no money in my hand. The clothes, bedding

and other necessary amenities were provided by Najma ji and others. They all called me by my name Niranjan at first, but when they heard Daya call me Niru they started calling me by such a feminine name. 



I would be the center of attention every evening after everyone returned from work and reported their earnings to Najma ji, mimicking and making jokes. After all the work I would have at least an hour before everybody returned, when I could practice my dance and keep myself flexible. It was hard without music but I could imagine and think of the beats and followed my imagination. It was more important not to forget the basic steps than to learn new ones, so I practiced all the basic steps and items every day. 



A year later, at the age of thirteen, I was accustomed to the lifestyle, but I still had no idea about the work my fellow inmates did. I was under an impression that they did almost the same work as my papa, typing things on the computer. I was good at typing and had enough knowledge about Microsoft Office, so one day after all my daily work, I escaped from the building through the back door and decided to hunt for work. I had already seen Daya leave and return later with money which she never reported to Najma ji. I spent almost entire day searching for work, wearing the only decent clothes I had--my kurta pajama from the dance school--but no one would give me work. I asked them why they wouldn’t give me any work and they said, I didn’t have any certificates and I was so young; if they appointed me, they would be penalized for child labour. 



That evening, after I returned from my job search,I was caught. 

Najma ji noticed I was missing and asked Daya where I was. Daya said she didn’t know so they made two hijras wait for me at the back door and two at the front. I was scolded and threatened that I was not allowed to leave the premises without permission because it wasn’t safe for me. 



After being imprisoned in the building, I didn’t have any other way to relieve my frustrations. I found the terrace empty in late hours, so I

started dancing after all my chores of the day finished. 



Two more years went by without any development in my life style or my habits. I was now fifteen years old, 5 feet 5 inches, tall and lean. 

My dance kept me alert and gave me all the exercise I needed for the day. The only way to leave steam after the tiring day was dancing on the terrace while humming an old rhythm while drying the clothes and then following up with my hand movements. A few minutes later, continuing the slow hand and leg movements, I would drown completely in the rhythm and fall into a trance. 



One such evening, I was dancing on the terrace to my imagined music when suddenly I saw Najma ji and a few others watching me from the stairs. I finished my work and went downstairs to find Najma ji with stern and blank expression. Daya stood beside her and it looked as if she had blabbered about me. Before I could ask for forgiveness, Najma ji said, “Why didn’t you tell me you could dance? 

We could have arranged a job for you.” 



I was delighted to hear that I was finally going to be appointed on those jobs the others worked at, dressed up in sarees and with makeup. Only I still had no idea what they actually did. I was under an impression that they worked for a drama company, when breaking my concentration, Najma ji said I had to complete a few formalities before I could go to work. She asked me if I was ready, I said I am in. 



Daya took me to our room, she waited for some time before she said, "Are you sure you want to do this Niru?" 



She looked scared as if she didn’t want me to go on with the plan. I said, "If that means I can get out of this house and start earning, I don't mind. I cannot stay imprisoned in the four walls forever. Also that means I can go out and find somewhere to continue my dance." 



She started telling me about the ‘formalities’. I already knew about the rituals the new members went through, I had heard them

discussing about it. What shocked me was how smoothly I accepted all that. Biologically, we were all born with male genitals but I always felt wrong, as if my soul was stuck in a wrong body. Every time I had to get naked to even take bath, my own body repulsed me. When the new members were accepted in the kinnar samaj, I had heard they went through a few changes to make them at peace with their bodies. I had seen the change, how they always cried with tears of happiness after they returned. They would be weak and we had to nurse them to health but I had been miserable for far too long. I wanted that, too. I wanted to be proud of myself, too. 



Within a week, they cleared me off my work and another stowaway like me was assigned all my work. Daya stayed beside me, supporting me, boosting my confidence that I could do it. I had heard about operations back when I was young, at home. They said, they could fix anything from a tumor to small cuts and you would never know about it because they made you unconscious at first. What I did not know was that, this process included removing the genitals without any anesthesia. 



Najma ji appointed one of the hijras to teach me the rules and regulations for the rituals. It wasn’t hard for me to get them done with, I had to stop eating anything spicy, which included the pickles that I was fond of and I wasn’t supposed to be anywhere near a mirror. For the second condition, they transferred me to the first building I had been delivered at. They took me to the room I was locked in when the hijra told me to wait before taking me to Najma ji. 

I was back at square one. I had never noticed it that day but the room had no mirrors or bright lights. Every day, a hijra in a plain saree would come to my room and we would pray for a few hours in front of a picture of Bahuchara Mata, a female godess. Najma ji said, she was my 'Dai ma' (midwife) and she would be taking care of the formalities. Apart from that, I wasn’t allowed to roam around anywhere. My diet included roti and curd. 



Two weeks later, I was summoned to a room in the building where Najma ji as the 'Dai ma' and a few other hijras stood. Najma ji

explained to me the procedure. I was terrified, but my hatred towards my body overwhelmed my fear. Najma ji said, Bahuchara Mata had come to her dream wearing green bangles and saree and told her that if I could have enough courage and strength, she would help me go through it. I would bleed but that would only be to purify my body off the bad things I had done in all my life. It would pain but I had to endure it to become complete, pure and like the godess herself. 

Then they broke 3 coconuts to see if anyone broke in any way other than a perfect half. I was cleared. I had only one question for her, would I be able to dance freely? She said I would be like a complete girl, graceful and beautiful. I said I was ready. I would go through it, but only because I wanted to be a girl. 

Chapter 6.  Reincarnation

I was told to eat dinner early and sleep, chanting the name of our godess. When I woke up, Najma ji sat beside me as the 'Dai ma', stroking my head slowly telling me to close my eyes and pray to her while she and her chela undressed me. The humiliation of being naked in front of somebody forced me to clamp my eyes and chant Mata on top of my voice. I felt their hands on my inner thighs as they held at my scrotum. I could feel a strong thread restricting the blood flow to my genitals. As I kept chanting Mata, a few seconds later, I felt a sharp pain and I screamed out. Tears streamed out of my eyes and as the pain overwhelmed my senses, I felt like I was passing out. Every thirty seconds I felt myself waning in and out of sense. I knew I was bleeding like crazy because at one point I felt like I was hallucinating things. Thinking and dreaming about my family, my old home in Patna, my sister, and my school. Was I dying, was I dead? I wanted to get up and move but I couldn’t. I wanted to run, dance but I couldn’t even raise my hands. When I finally decided to give up, I heard faint sounds around me chanting, singing, and drums. Was I dead? I tried to open my eyes but that itself took up all my energy. 

As I opened my eyes to slits to see what was happening, I saw Daya standing next to me. She hugged me as soon as she saw me open my eyes and said I was free. I had made it. I passed out again. 



When I woke up this time, I was forced to have water and some kind of soup down my throat. It tasted bitter but I gulped it all down, as I looked around, I was removed from that damp room to a bright room and the windows were open. I tried to get up and someone helped me put up my pillow to an upright position. I looked at the girl who helped me. She was a newbie. No way could she be a boy. She looked so gorgeous with her long eye lashes and a dimple on her cheek. I felt very jealous and wished I was as pretty as her. Daya stood with her back to me folding my new clothes. 



Apparently everybody in the area had gifted me something. Now I had new sarees, a Punjabi dress and a new set of makeup. Daya

looked at me and smiled, which made her eyes twinkle. She asked me how I felt. I smiled and said, "as new as a baby." She laughed. 

She told me I was unconscious for two days straight, falling in and out of consciousness. There was a point when she said I had almost died. She could never have enough courage to go through what I had to. Daya confessed that she ran away when she was suggested to go through the 'formalities' and was told about the process in detail, but she was caught and brought back by the chelas. Najma ji entered the room and asked me if I was good enough to get up. She said I had to eat well and get well soon because we still had

'mehendi' which is a Hindi word meaning henna leaves used as a dye for tattooing and also is the name of the fortieth day ceremony after the operation. I didn’t know what exactly a mehendi ceremony was but I said I would look forward to it. I still couldn’t get up. 



Daya helped me for the business of nature’s calls but I realized that urinating hurt too much and took up too much of my strength. I wasn’t allowed to roam around. I kept resting till I was way too bored to continue sleeping, but the blood had to be replenished. My diet consisted of black tea and sugar. I wasn’t allowed anything solid till the fourth day of the operation, when they washed my hair and gave me a complete bath. I got sick whenever I ate vegetables so they controlled my diet to the roti bread. Every day Najma ji would send one of the hijras with sesame hot seed oil to apply in my genitals to prevent infection and speed up the healing process . I was given a few basic pills of iron and vitamins but I would wait eagerly for the shot of whiskey that one of the hijras brought with her. Alcohol was the actual pain killer. 



Alcohol wasn’t allowed in the community but a few hijras who had boyfriends outside helped them smuggle it inside. I started getting used to the tinge of bitter taste but the high that followed was the true magician. It somehow drove away the throbbing, the burning and the constant stinging. Sometimes it felt like I had made a very bad decision because I was still not able to walk, forget about dancing. I was at peace as I got rid of the ‘thing’ but I was scared of the fact that the scar would be with me for the rest of my life. Alcohol

always brought me at peace and calmed my nerves down. After four more weeks of resting, I was able to walk small distances without fainting, so Najma ji decided to finish the occasion of mehendi. My diet was now complete and every day I walked a bit more. 



On the fortieth day, when I woke up, I was taken to a room where Najma ji waited for me. All the hijras came one by one and applied turmeric all over my body and I was bathed. They said I was a

'  nirvana', reincarnated. I was now a complete new woman, born again. I was dressed in a new saree, adorned with jewels and makeup, blushing because I felt like a bride. My hands were filled with henna and bangles. Under Najma ji’s supervision all the hijras arranged a function of music and dancing. It was the happiest moment of my life. Even though I could never be a real bride, I got to be the most beautiful one for a day at least. 



Around late afternoon, Najma ji came again with some of her chelas. 

Assorted spices and nuts were offered in front of the image of Bahuchara Mata, our goddess. Chanting of the goddess' name resumed and the room was lit up with the lamps of ghee. At the end I had to sit inside a steel tub filled with water and everybody poured milk on me one by one. Although I didn’t understand any of it, I was happy to be the centre of attention. 



After the rituals ended, Najma ji asked me if I wanted to change my name. Since this was my commencement of a new life, I could give myself a new name but I said I didn’t. I wanted my name to be Niru, forever. She smiled and said, "Okay, from now on, you will be called Nirupa. Welcome Nirupa. Now you are free to be whoever you want to be." 



I was free to do whatever I wanted to do. I rushed into the washroom and looked into the half broken mirror. I looked ravishing, just like I had always dreamed of. I had been growing my hair to look more like a girl and when I removed the heavy makeup and jewelry, I was shocked to see that I indeed looked really pretty, almost like a girl, 

like the newbie girl whom I was jealous of. I had almost everything I ever wanted. 

Chapter 7.  The Work of Dancing A day starts at 6:00 a.m. when all the hijras assembled in the hall to worship Bahuchara Mata. After an hour long process of continuous chanting and the sacred flame of 'arti' for which camphor is burnt, we would dress up and start our journey with the southernmost part of the city. Every group was assigned their own part of the city to start with. Some groups had ten to fifteen members while others had barely three. There were almost a hundred hijras in our area and each one was assigned to her duty and area. Everytime a newbie started, she would be accepted in the group as a family but at the same time she becomes a threat to old ones. 



The group I was assigned to had almost seven dancers and two

'dholkis' who are the drummers with dholak, and was led by an elderly called 'Lakshmi'. In Hindi 'Lakshmi' means the goddess. She would give out the list of places, some pre-assigned and some found just because our day was good. I was the youngest in the group which meant that I had almost nothing to do except dance and catch chorus with Lakshmi. The only person who was almost my age was Meera. She started before I started, so she was my senior which meant I had almost nothing in my hand. 



Going through houses, we would be given 'badhai', a small amount of tip for dancing on the tunes of an old song: The streets are lightened by your presence, that’s how auspicious you are; 

 You came into this world, with a silver spoon, that's how lucky you are; 

 You filled your mother's lap with giggles, that’s how happy she is; 

 May god make you one of a kind, bless you with a hundred kids; You cry, you laugh, you meddle with your daddy's brain, but; He became a daddy only for you so live for centuries, the blessings of an adhuna like me;  and so on. 

 

The dance would conclude with Lakshmi inspecting the baby's genitals and blessing him to be successful and have a hundred kids when he grows up. It was so ironic that an impotent like us was sorted out to bless someone's sexuality. I never understood these things, I was still young but I somehow knew how hard it was. 

Walking for hours together without water or proper food, we roamed the city till we found the prospective clients. On some days our earnings would cross five thousand rupees and on others barely a hundred. Sometimes we had to beg for more at places where people shunned us. For me, I had never even thought I would ever beg, I couldn’t do it. I would hide at the back of the group waiting for them to disperse. Many times, people would start abusing and scolding us saying we were scamming them, looting them by asking for more, and if Lakshmi got angry, she would pull up her skirt and show them her genitals saying that she was a pure hijra and no one had any right to torture her. I never understood why till one day, a person was sent to join our group. He called himself Harini. After working with us for a few weeks, he was caught by Devika, one of our dancers, saying Harini was not a true hijra, that he had never gone through castration. They immediately called onto Najma and threw him out. 

That was when Meera explained to me that some men, joined us because at least we earned. The whole point of castration was to attain nirvana, to become impotent and shun the sexual desires. If it was that easy, we would never have supernatural powers to bless the newborns and pray for happiness in their families. That was the difference between us and normal men. 



Meanwhile, Daya continued to work as a house-help, doing odd jobs and cooking for us before we returned. I had gone through the pain because I wasn’t informed properly, or maybe because I could do anything to become a girl, but Daya was not ready. She was scared she would die in the process. I never forced her into the process, but one day, I had come home early because I was sick, when I saw Daya with a man behind the house. He handed her some money and kissed her, pressing himself against her, pressing her buttocks. I had never seen any man so intimate with a hijra. I hadn't even seen any

man with a woman but those five minutes that I watched her with the strange man, I felt a tingling sensation in my stomach, like knots formed inside me and I had to hold onto something. I had never felt it before but it got me hyperventilating. I went inside my bathroom and took a shower thinking what it would feel like if I had a man with me. 

Electricity ran through me as I touched my own body. This was a new sensation but it shocked me beyond comprehension. I spent the next few days dreaming and thinking about the sensation before I decided to confront Daya about the man. As long as I knew, prostitution was against our rules in the community. Najma ji strongly believed that if you cannot suppress your sexual desires you are not a true hijra. It had never been an issue with me till now. It scared me as if I had done something wrong. 



I cornered her the next day in the early morning when she was cooking. She panicked and pleaded me to never tell Najma ji about this 'boyfriend' or she would be thrown out. Then she blushed and told me that she had met him with one of her clients. I told her that I didn't know prostitution was still going on around here. She said, 

"Najma ji has no idea about this. It has been going on for a while, since Rekha had found a client in the city. Do you really think we can survive on the measly salary she gives us? I don't think you are ever going to get more than 500 rupees." She gave me a look of utmost pity. 



"What do you mean clients? How much do you make from a client?" 



" Oh not too much but nearly 500 rupees for an hour. On good nights, you can earn more than 2000. " 



I was shocked. Here I was dancing to the off-key tunes of Lakshmi and these people were making my monthly salary in an hour? Now I realised why no one complained when some of the hijras sneaked out late nights. Beneath the well dressed business of Najma ji, prostitution was being followed. There were strict rules for following the traditional badhai but there were no rules for prostitution. It was a full fledged business in the dark alleys after hours. 

Chapter 8.  Fugitive

I worked for almost eighteen hours a day. The hours in the morning being a hijra and a call girl late at night. Rekha was the leader and the person in charge who arranged for the 'dhanda', the business of prostituion. After I returned, I would pack my bag and keep it ready for the late night show. At the right cue, Rekha whistled and a group of young and pretty hijras would sneak out the back door for the night duty. My first experience was with a policeman who gave me 1000 rupees for two hours out of which I had to give 200 rupees to Rekha as her commission. It became a daily business but we didn’t regret because she kept us safe. There were abusive people, cheap people and a lot of other kinds of people but we had no other choice because it was an occupational hazard. I got to wear jeans and high heels to lure all kinds of men and I was suddenly popular with the clients. It was hard to commence sexual relationships at first but then we learnt about ointments and lotions which made it easier. Being the only literate person in the group, the clients asked for me all the time and I was earning by the hour. 



I was still a minor. If anyone asked, I had to say I was twenty years old. What shocked me was that I was never against all the lies. I was enjoying each moment completely. I loved the attention even if sex was a rebuff. The only thing other than the attention was alcohol. I would drink a lot of scotch before I started any of my business and it just made my dual life easier. I was earning almost 5000 rupees per month, almost ten times more than the salary. The worst part of being a prostitute was that I started to hate myself. So, when Daya proposed me to run away with her to start a new life, I was more than eager. Another person who hated her life as much as me was Meera. Even though she abstained herself from prostitution, she was abused more than me by her elderlies. The salary she earned was less than 300 rupees per month and the money was looted by the group leaders. So we framed a plan to collect the saved money and run away from the building. The main problem was, however, that at each gate a leader of the groups including Rekha was stationed to

stop newbies from running away. Even if she led the prostitution group, she still respected Najma ji and neither could she afford losing any more chelas. And if we ever tried to run away in the day time, the newbies were trained to tattle on us. 



So we framed a plan to get out of the house in the very early hours. 

Najma ji had trained a lot of leaders to get up early at 4:00 in the morning and then to wake up the chelas one by one to get them to use the washrooms and finish the business. After everyone had taken bath and was ready, they had half an hour before the morning

'arti' to take bath, get ready, arrange the musical instruments and make sure all the fine hijras were attending the arti. We decided to break out just before the arti, after showing our faces. Within the one hour of arti we could reach the station and leave the city for good. 



After we returned from the dhanda that night, we collected our bags from Meera who had packed our essentials for a few days and plenty of food, mainly dry roti bread and fruits for the journey making sure not to remove too many of our belongings. Daya had obtained tickets from her boyfriend and I made sure Rekha got drunk. Then we waited for the leaders to wake up. When Rekha woke up, it was just before the arti, when other readers were already in attendance. 

Rekha hurried to freshen herself up. In such confusionthe three young hijras were never noticed collecting their bags from the entrance room and leaving the building. We had successfully left the city by the time we knew they noticed us three gone. We were joined by Kabir, Daya's boyfriend in the train. Exhausted as we were, we fell asleep in no time. We woke up twelve hours later and found ourselves in Bhopal, the city where I had started my journey of dance. 

Chapter 9.  Pain and Solace It had already been eight years since I left Bhopal but I was still nostalgic. Maye it was my destiny, but as I walked into the hustle and bustle of the city I felt like someone calling onto me. There was no way I remembered the area I lived in but I was happy with the start. 

Kabir said he used to come here on his work so he decided to drop us here. He had arranged a single bedroom flat for us to live in and he had a few connections with a few kinnar groups who could take us in. We decided to meet all of them first and then decide. Before we started, Meera warned us not to touch the water or food, if we were offered. She didn’t explain anything but the way she said it, it looked serious, so we decided to keep our distance. 



As we roamed around the city looking for a group, Daya kept insisting that we drop the search and start a new community of our own as Kabir had suggested. There was a hell of a difference between the traditions followed in Lucknow and those here, but the work is almost the same. Some lived solely on prostitution whereas others solely on badhai, then there were groups where you had all freedom to do whatever you liked as long as you give the guru a part of your earnings. As much as they looked great, it wasn’t feasible. To survive in one of the lowest levels of a city, we had to connect to some people or we would either end up lonely or make a lot of enemies. 



The more we moved to the outskirts, the more living looked difficult till we reached a place started by a hijra called Shaira. Her place worked as a pleasure house as well as a dance bar but the choice of work was completely on the employee. Everyone was offered a salary for sustenance but the only problem was, they didn’t provide a place to live in if we didn’t work in the pleasure house. The house we were living in was almost 70 kilometers away from the city which meant we had to travel to and fro everyday by train. Although I had no problem in working at the pleasure house, I still didn’t see why I had to. So decided to change my way of living and get a full time job

at the dance bar. Being young and pretty, we all had our faces at our advantages and we took up the opportunity. The complete next week, whenever I had time was spent in searching for a proper Kathak dance class for me. 



Being in no group, we had many risks. Less than a week after we started a job at the dance bar, one of the customers started misbehaving with Meera. We ignored it for a few days but when he kept getting out of hand we decided to complain. Just as we imagined, however, our complaints were ignored. Shaira looked up to our faces and said, "I am not here to take up your childish shit. If you cannot handle the job just quit. I'd love to see how many of them will take three young hijras under them. All you have to do is dance and shut up. My work is to satisfy the customers and keep them happy, not to get them angry because a few virgins can't take it." 



I had always heard of such careless behavior towards new hijras joining a group but this was my first time watching someone get bullied this bad. The more I tried to accept it, the more the outside world amazed me by its insensitive acts. Our shifts started at noon and stretched till late nights, forcing us to ask the customers for lifts back to the city. As much as it wasn’t all comfortable, I managed to keep the customers happy. After I taught Daya how to make money by using her hands without going through the insertion part, she agreed to me. Money was hard to make but keeping a rapport with the customers was the key. As long as the customers tipped us and recommended us, we had nothing to scare us. Any day we took a leave, our clients always asked for me, which made Shaira anxious. 



A few months later one of the customers asked Daya if she would be interested in giving him a good time for 2000 rupees. She agreed. 

While Meera stayed on the dance floor, me and Daya went upstairs to the pleasure rooms. An hour later when we returned, Daya was nowhere to be found. After searching for hours without any information or help from Shaira or her chelas, we found her unconscious in a dark alleyway not far from the bar, eyes swollen shut and head bleeding. We carried her home without finishing the

shift. When she came around, she said Shaira had sent for her after one of the customers complained about her being a man. After she confessed she had never gone through the operation, she was beaten black and blue and was thrown out. Anger seething through me, I said I would go file a complaint against them, that's when Kabir told me that we don't exist. We never existed for them. We were just like other prostitutes in this country, everyone wants to have fun and enjoy us but no one really wants to help us or acknowledge us. 



Since then, Daya stayed at home while me and Meera went to work. 

Earning decent money was not that difficult but dancing with the fake dancers was. It hurt my pride that I was dancing with a bunch of amateurs who didn’t know anything about dancing except to move their hands with rhythm. Only most of them were bad even at the rhythm. When I didn’t have to work at the bar, I would roam in the city searching for a proper dance class that would take me in. Most of them shut their doors on my face and most others didn’t even let me inside the main gates. They would look at me as if I was contaminated. Mothers kept their children away from me and men stared at me like I shouldn’t be allowed anywhere near them. It had been almost a year since I had settled in Bhopal but the frustration kept increasing. The money we saved from work was more than enough for the fees and clothes if required but finding a place that would take me in was the challenge. 



A week later, Meera met a man whom she talked to about my problem and he brought her a form of a government art college where he had a few contacts. After the form was sent, the fees paid, and other formalities done, I showed up for my classes. When the watchman refused to let me in, I forced myself in and ran inside to a room where a few young girls and boys were practicing. I refused to get caught. Running and escaping for almost fifteen minutes, the watchman finally got tired and gave up, when I walked into a man. 

Towering on me, he was fair and lean and with 'kajal' mascara applied in the bottom of his eyes making him look more masculine. 

His stern look got me thinking that he could throw me out of here. He scared me but a few seconds later, he told me to follow him. I walked

behind him feeling ashamed behind his masculine grace. When he took me inside to the principal's office, I realized he was indeed the principal. He sat down and offered me a seat. He looked at me and said, "Why were you running around destroying the ambience of a sacred place like this?" 



"The watchman wouldn’t let me in. I have paid the fees and everything. I have joined this place." I showed him the bank drafts trying to sound as confident as I could. 



"Fair enough. why do you want to learn Kathak? It would be of no use to you in your little business. Why waste so much money?" 



"Because I love the dance form. I have already learnt it. I want to earn a professional degree in it. I want to be a professional dancer." 



"Then show me." He opened the door to his left giving way to a huge hall filled with dancers of all ages practicing. Some twirling in flowing

'  ghagras' long skirts while some wore kurta pajama like me. I felt nervous standing like a log in front of those dancers. I walked to an empty spot and stood silently while the graceful man switched on a cassette on a music player nearby. The music started with the jingle of  '  ghungroos' ankle bells and continued to a score of powerful

'  tabla' percussion instrument. I stood there with no idea what to do as the hall fell silent, to look at me except the music from the player. 

As I nervously tugged onto my '  dupatta' scarf, the man looked down and said, "I thought so." and turned to leave. I knew I had to show him what I could do and started catching the beats with my clumsy feet. Although I lacked practice, I felt happy my constant practice from Lucknow wasn’t going to go for a loss. I started with a basic stance and '  tathkar', constant feet beats with rhythm, and followed to the '  chakkar', whirling around with rhythm. He turned back judging me with his serious eyes as I kept following the rhythm. When the dance items ended, I stood there waiting for a verdict. He turned around and said, "Go see Deepika ma'am. She'll tell you about the formalities." I had never felt happier. I somehow had a feeling that he smiled at me when he said that. 

Chapter 10.  Rescued from Prostitution Each moment I was free was precious to me. Daya handled most of the work at home and me and Meera roughed it up in our shifts. 

Being the most popular girls had it's own disadvantages. Most of the nights, if we were a few minutes late, our rooms would get allocated to other girls who managed to rush. A few times, regulars would ask Shaira and made sure our rooms were empty when we arrived. It meant that the rivalry reached an unknown level even before we were ready. One of the old girls was Gauri. She was a vivacious and a pretty one with a considerable number of regulars who would do anything she wanted, literally. 

When we returned home one night, our '  chawl', the small cheap single roomed building, had been demolished. Daya sat beside the ruins with tears in her eyes and with our limited rations that she could collect just before the whole thing collapsed. We were now completely homeless. We decided to make a place near the railway station for the night and look for accommodations in the morning. 

And fatefully, it rained heavily that night. With nowhere else to go, we cowered under the wall of a building nearby. As much as we knew we would fall sick, I decided not to ditch my dance classes and let Daya and Meera sleep inside the campus under a tree. After the tiring practice and arts lectures ended, Meera slept peacefully but Daya was shivering. Her temperature soared high and she was unable to walk anywhere. I asked every member of my class including the teachers to help me but none of them came up to me. 

Finally came a woman clad in a saree and a 'tika' decorative dot on the forehead. Her serious face looked me straight in the eye and told me to clear the place as the principal had ordered her to. I told her I couldn’t. Not until my friend has gotten some help. She touched the forehead of Daya and said she had to get to a hospital as soon as possible. She summoned a taxi and the next moment, the four of us were rushing to a hospital nearby. 

I had always thought, if I couldn’t become a dancer, I would become a doctor so I could help the needy. But that day, I lost all hopes from doctors. Not a single doctor or nurse was ready to even touch Daya, let alone examine her. We waited for hours before a kind hearted doctor decided to take matters into his hands and after four hours of suffrage, she was finally admitted in the hospital. As soon as she was laid on the bed in the general ward, the rest of the patients got anxious and decided to get away from us, complaining to the receptionist about 'unsafe' people being treated in the same room as small kids. It didn’t feel fair because I was also a young kid just like them and I was definitely not 'unsafe'. When I got up to tell the guardians that we were just like them, the woman from college who had accompanied us pulled my hand and shook her head. Then she called me outside the hall and said, "Aren't you the one who was running all over the campus a month before?" I nodded but didn’t reply anything. 

She looked at me and continued, "The more you open your mouth, the more it would get messy. Sometimes, you should leave it as it is, and learn to let the circumstances work it's magic. It's illegal to throw anyone sick out of the hospital, you know constitutional rights. So the authorities won't throw you all out but you have to control your rage. 

It will destroy you one day." 

"Are you one of the teachers in the academy?" I asked her. 

"I am the vice-principal of the academy," she answered quietly. 

I straightened up. "I am sorry for that day. I really didn’t mean to run around disturbing everybody that way." 

"I know. I saw you dance for the Principal. You have good practice. 

All you need is technique and you would be ready for stage." 

I looked at her in surprise. "What do you mean by stage?" 

"We are going to have a function next Saturday. If you want, I can train you by then." She handed me a card, and started to leave. 

Then she said, "My name is Chhaya by the way, but you don’t know me in the college. Never talk to me in the college, ever." 

I stood there like a statue, staring the card till Meera poked me on the shoulder with Daya on the tow and we moved out of the hospital. 

With nothing but a little money at hand, we decided to join a  kinnar samaj,  a hijra community like the one we belonged to when we were in Lucknow. We told the guru, I was broke but someone had pity on me and gave me the admission in the college. So, our money we saved from the earlier work was saved for emergencies. My college continued and it looked good to them to have at least one literate person in the group. I joined the badhai groups straight after my college classes and would continue my 'other' job in the nights. 

Meera left the job at the bar completely. I had forgotten all about the program when I met Chhaya ji a week later. She did not look happy. 

She ignored me completely for some time but after her class ended, she called me into the dance hall and asked me what went wrong. 

With her x-ray look, I couldn’t dare lie to her. I found myself telling her everything about my work including the '  night duty' and how I had no time to perform if I had to pay the college fees. 

"Do you want to excel in dance? Are you really passionate, or was that all an act to join this institution. Do you think it's some kind of job that we are doing here? I don’t need your money. I need your true dedication, your sanctity and complete surrender. Can you do that?" 

She paused for some time and then said, "I know you do not have any financial or mental support. If you can give in your everything, I can promise you what you are looking for. I have never seen a hijra like you, so passionate and serious about dance. You look mad sure your profession never influenced your passion and I value that. I can't tolerate your work especially the 'night' one so you have to stop that. You have to make dance your religion and your god. And god does not tolerate such impurity. If you are ready to leave everything and trust me, I will give you all that." 

Without thinking twice I touched her feet and said, "I will do everything. Please, get me out of that life. I am fed up. I cannot go through that anymore. I have been doing that just to live and survive but I cannot take anymore of it. Please." 

I begged her with tears in my eyes. All I knew was if she rescued me out of that life, I could go anywhere else, start a new life. Maybe even see my parents, tell them how much I loved them and missed them, ask for forgiveness from papa. 

Chapter 11.  A New Start

It was the eighteenth of December, 2008 when I decided to leave the group forever. I didn’t know where I would be taken or where Chhaya ji wanted me to go. 



I met Pratibha in the college a week after leaving my job in the bar. 

She worked for an NGO called '  Pehchaan' which means identity. 

Meera decided to quit with me, knowing she was the frail one and wouldn’t survive in an abusive area. Chhaya ji trained me personally and managed to arrange scholarships for us from a few NGOs like SIFE which is short for "Students In Free Enterprise". SIFE could give us scholarships, help us financially and manage our expenses for the diploma in dance and the night school I and Meera had joined for the purpose of getting a matriculation certificate. While I had enough knowledge to continue from the sixth grade, Meera had to start from scratch. I started giving stage performances soon enough on special occasions for the state government. The stipend I got from my dance was not enough to sustain 3 people and we went to sleep empty stomach on many nights, but our life was decent and respectable. Although outside, people still shunned us and shooed us away like animals but at least people who knew us, knew we had left the traditional ways most of the hijras followed and had joined the NGO to help support abused and helpless hijras like us. 



Later in 2009, new hijras started joining us. Pratibha with the help of a few lawyers, arranged to give us training in basic jobs and accounts to manage or even get a job in call centers and the like. 

For others, they were trained in odd jobs like tailoring and handicrafts. It surprised me how so many of them were experts in such traditional arts. It took us more than one and half year to settle down and make a business plan to sell the designed clothes and handicrafts. The result was more than enough to sustain a life and keep them alive with their dignity intact. It was no surprise that people like me who had come from a respectable family were never able to accept a half life in the ways of a traditional hijra but we didn’t

really have much choice. After all in a society which saw us as criminals, it was a situation of do or die. 



The level of my performances and the number of audience who appreciated my dance increased gradually and I started earning in thousands per performance. It still sometimes feels like yesterday that I had to sell my body to earn half of it. Chhaya ji never let me talk to anyone before or after the performance. All I had to do was to come with Chhaya ji with my face hidden in a scarf and go directly inside the green room to get dressed. I felt like my identity was suddenly lost, but my performances won many hearts and that meant enough to survive another week with dignity and pride. 



In April, 2014, the Supreme Court Of India declared transgender people as a socially and economically backward class entitled to reservations in education and job. Meera applied for the degree of bachelor in education and got selected. I knew I had to come out and accept my identity. The passport I had applied for earlier had come and I was given a chance to perform for in the international cultural festival in Ohio. Returning home after the successful performance I talked to Pratibha about my decision to reveal my name and gender when we enroll in the next dance competition; I would apply on my name, my real name, Niranjan Bahadur Rai, not Niru or Nirupa. 

However, they had already enrolled me in the competition and it was too late to change the name anymore, which Pratibha didn't tell me at that time. 

Chapter 12. Finale

As I stood behind the large curtains, I knew I had to decide something fast. I walked onto one side of the stage and waited for the comedian to finish his act when Pratibha pulled me back and showed me the papers which stated clearly that if I got into any dispute at all, not only could I be arrested, I would have to pay them almost twice the amount of the final prize money. Also this was the international platform which meant I wouldn’t be able to perform anywhere else ever. 



Am I ready to take such a chance when more than a dozen hijras waited to see me accept that prize? Maybe I was ready to accept my identity but if that meant risking the life of my family. I don’t think I would ever do that. I was selfish about my name. Now I finally understood the meaning of someone depending on me. I realized the plight of Najma ji and scores of other gurus who risked their own lives to keep hijras like me safe and sound. There were a lot of hijras left to die on the streets because they didn’t have a proper place to stay and I was more than lucky that I had not only survived but even fulfilled my dream of being a professional dancer. Who was I to snatch away that security from the hijras who depended on me? 



The announcement and awarding of prizes ended in a quarter hour and we returned to our room before midnight. As I sat on the bed looking at the hijras dancing to a tuneless traditional song, I felt proud, we had overcome our fears and challenges making us feel no less than who we are. 



Only if the society accepted us as human beings, gave us enough encouragement and support to survive in this cruel world where staying alive was a challenge in itself. Indian culture never said anywhere that we were criminals. Even Indian mythology has characters who had to live as eunuchs like Arjuna from the Mahabharat story who had to survive a year as an eunuch. But we

are banded as criminals, treated like animals, making even living in this country, hell for us. 



END

Character Profile

Niranjan Bahadur Rai: The narrator of the story who was born a male but realized he wants to be a woman. Angered and disowned by his father, Niranjan left home and went on his own. Being passionate about the talent in Kathak (a form of northern Indian dance), Niranjan pursued the dream of becoming a professional dancer. Niranjan had to change the name to Nirupa after castration when she was given a choice to start a new life as a hijra. She grew tall and lean with an athletic but graceful figure. Having beautiful eyes and fair toned skin helps her in hiding her identity and continuing her journey as a professional Kathak dancer. 

Daya: A close friend of Nirupa. Daya was a stowaway at Najma ji's house even before Niranjan turned up. She knew all the rules and regulations already, helping Niranjan and acting as the best friend, accompanying Niranjan/Nirupa through all ups and downs. Although she never went through castration herself, she was still a prostitute when she met Niranjan and soon after had a boyfriend named Kabir. 

Meera: A close friend of Nirupa. She was the youngest of the three (Nirupa, Daya and Meera are close friends). She had to go through castration before Niranjan but she always accompanied Niranjan because they were of the same age. Meera was a thin, tiny looking hijra who was really pretty but was very scared of being in sexual business. 

Pratibha: An NGO worker whom Chhaya ji introduced to Nirupa. A very intelligent, bespectacled girl who was very clever and knew her ways around laws, journalists and paperwork. Working so close to hijras, her main aim was to free the hijras who needed good, respectable life. 

Chhaya ji: Vice principal of the Kala Academy, a powerful and strong, saree clad woman who believed in passion. As soon as she saw Nirupa, she knew how great Nirupa could get if she could only

concentrate on her dance. She trained Nirupa personally and made sure Nirupa was never caught with her real name. Chhaya ji and Pratibha planned it and made Nirupa a successful dancer. 

Najma ji: Even though she scared Niranjan out of his wits because of her huge figure (almost 6 feet tall) and dark complexion, Niranjan always saw her as a mother figure since she had given her a place to survive. Najma remained stern, strong and strict about her rules in the kinnar samaj. 

Navya: Sister to Niranjan, she was always little cared for by his parents which made her more silent. Being beautiful, fair skinned and a graceful, expert dancer Niranjan saw her as his inspiration and always aimed to look as beautiful as her. When niranjan left home, she was only 16 and not too tall. (almost 5 feet 2 inches) Kabir: A teenaged, fair-skinned, tall, muslim boy who loved Daya a lot and helped them devise the plan to get out of the city. Living in Bhopal and everything else was arranged with his help because his father was a supporter of the kinnar samaj. He never left Daya and eventually years later, both of them got married in traditional muslim rituals. 

Books by Yu Sakurazawa
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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, fal s 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 spel  of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 



Obsessed by Noble Resemblance 

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

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed al  necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is wel  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 smal  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 Wel s 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 cal s himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton al

along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wel s. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventual y 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, brutal y 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. Wil 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 al -night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camel ia Davis is pushed to death from a hil . 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and careful y studies al  those who had been on the trek with Camel ia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fel ow, who was routinely taunted by Camel ia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camel ia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camel ia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camel ia’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 wil  Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 



The Murdered Heiress 

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

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutal y 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 al  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. Wil  Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Wil  Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 



A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a School 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Sandeep is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Sandeep is of average height (5’8), is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. 

Sandeep is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Sandeep eventual y takes on the identity of “Susanna Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Sandeep discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Susanna’s charm has the whole school in its thral , and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid fal s for her. 



Dance Like a Woman 

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tal , 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 fal s 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 tal , 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 al  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 powerful y 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 tal , with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and ful -lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stel a Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bul ied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females cal ed 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 al  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. Eventual y, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by dol -

faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventual y 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 wil 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 cal ed

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

clothes and is paraded as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. None of Alfred’s friends recognize him. The pretty ‘girl’ in the menagerie is a

huge success and the owner makes a lot of money. He and the manager are now reluctant to let Alfred go. Alfred is 'tamed' and his spirit is partly broken. Alfred is dressed as an Arabian dancer and is displayed in the menagerie for a second consecutive night. He undergoes the motions of spinning the hula-hoop with distress. At the end of the show, Alfred spots Ethan who has come to the circus the next day too. He narrates the horror of his ordeal to his friend. 

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a col ege stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Cal center of a San Francisco based telecom company cal ed Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. Ajay finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in Ajay and even helps him neutralize his accent. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Since Ajay has a high-pitched, girlish voice, Barbara asks him to identify himself as

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



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and fal s 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, tel s 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 terminal y il  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 col ar bearing details of the registration

around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their col ars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutal y bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets al  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 fol owing day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne.  He moves into the luxurious Venetian Vil a 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 fal s, 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 Vil a, with only one purpose: to fulfil  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 final y 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 wel  assubstantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he wil  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 il egal activity. 

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfil  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 final y as a thirty year old ful y grown up woman. 



A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series A retiree, 60 year old Japanese businessman Mr.Suzuki, visits Kasuga Hot Spring and meets a young yumori (hot spring keeper). 

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

The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect of 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 fol owing 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 Hol ywood. 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. Wil  Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, 

endangering her stupendous success in Hol ywood? Does Sheena find al  answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 



How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers 

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

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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

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

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



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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

 

Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

Or wil  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 al  that fol ows actual y transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is cal ed upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chil ing case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are wil ing to sacrifice al  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 wil power 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. Eventual y he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Mil er, 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. Wil  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 wil  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, wel -

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 smal  business has a specific profile: he sel s and instal s surveil ance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financial y stable, he stil  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 hel  -

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 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-so-manly wishes, but final y, 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 Cel  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 Cel  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 cal ed Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

years ago a virus cal ed PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve cal ed “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 cal  themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders cal  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 actual y fal s in love with a tal  beautiful dancer cal ed Sangita. He is total y 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

real y engaging, but his (her) talking style is something like "Forest Gump". 

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa
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Hel o, 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 al  in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. Al  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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