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Chapter 1 - Whisked Off! 

Life took a dramatic turn when I was whisked off. ‘That’s him, the podgy bastard: Grab him’ were the only words I heard before I was gagged and pulled into a moving vehicle. Apart from the hideous-looking rotten- toothed fellow who had grabbed me, there were four other men in the car. They smirked viperously at me. 

‘Phone his film-star bastard of a dad’, the scar-faced thug goaded the one who had dognapped me. Yes, you’ve heard them right. My old man is a film star. Sagar Kapoor is his name. He is a real top dog in Bollywood, the Hindi film industry. Gets paid 40 crore per flick, plus a share of the film’s profits. He also likes making public appearances and dancing at weddings. Rakes in a mean bit of moolah (money) from the above. He also gets many an ad commercial. At 45, he was the highest paid Bollywood star. 

‘Now, we’re putting a call across to rich daddy-O, Sanju baba’, the one with the pierced lip told me in a saccharine sweet voice. Goose-bumps rose on my prepubescent arm. These fellows knew my name--Sanjay. Sanjay Kapoor. Sanju. Sanju baba. A pampered 12

year old star kid who went to the most expensive school in Mumbai. 

And lived in a large bungalow in Juhu. A little guy who attended Filmfare, IIFA, National Screen and Stardust—in short, every glitzy glam award, with his dad and mom. The celeb kid who traveled every two months to exotic locations. And got to splurge quite a bit. 

This wasn’t a random kidnapping. They hadn’t just picked me off the street. Thorough home- work had obviously been done. 

‘I can’t possibly call from the cell phone,  yaar’ the one that grabbed me bristled irritably. ‘The bastard police- waalas will sniff us out in a jiffy’. I held my breath as they drove me through the dingiest lanes of Mumbai. It made a sophisticated boy like me want to throw up a bit. 

‘Hold your juices in, Sanju baba’ the goon with pockmarked, reptilian skin told me kindly. The kindness had unmistakable undercurrents of the ominous beneath it. l shot a glance at his burly powerful-looking arms. They looked like they could crush an iron pole with effortless ease. Garroting my flabby neck would have been child’s play to him. 

I held my bile in with effort. 

Presently, the rotten toothed one got off the vehicle. I noticed that he has got off at a PCO or one of those public telephone booths. ‘It’s out of order’ he returned looking dejected and kicked an empty cola can lying on the road. ‘We’ll have to go with the cell phone’. ‘Use mine’ a new voice chipped in. It emanated from the fellow driving the vehicle. It’s funny I hadn’t noticed him before. It could be because he had a rather quiet air about him. Appearance-wise, he doesn’t look too lethal. He still seemed to be in his teens and has a lot of tell-tale acne as if to prove this point. His voice also didn’t sound too dangerous. However, his arms said it all. Like Pock-mark’s, they seemed capable of wringing my neck as easily as a young chicken’s. 

Currently, the rotten toothed one dialed a number. I cast a surreptitious eye and found that he was dialing my father’s mobile. 

‘ Saale ne switch off karke rakha hai’ he turned to tell his comrades

‘the bastard has switched his goddamn phone off!’. He then dialed the landline number. It was uncanny how these people knew all our numbers. It was obvious that they had done their home-work very well. 

I heard the land line ring. Someone picked it up. I recognized the voice as Vinod Uncle’s. Vinod Mehta happened to be my father’s main manager cum secretary (a big guy like my dad has umpteen secretaries) Vinod is a bespectacled, gangling guy round who was probably about 50 years old at that time. His hair is thick (thicker than my dad’s who routinely gets hair treatments done) and graying

at the temples. He had got a daughter of 16 whom I used to give the glad eye from time to time. 

‘Yes, please’ he’s right here, I heard Vinod Uncle say. 

My father, with his acclaimed deep theatrical voice, came on line. I could almost see him from where I was sitting: his right leg crossed over the left and his free hand running through his recently woven hair. He is quite an eye candy, my dad: with his ‘perfect’ height and physique, and conventionally handsome features. His gazelle’s eyes, shapely aquiline nose and cupid-bow lips have the whole country swooning over them. Many people from outside the country like him too. People said I looked like my dad, except I was still to lose my puppy-fat. It wasn’t as if I was fat or anything, just presently plump. 

‘Hello, Sagar Kapoor here’ dad presently said in a baritone. 

‘Hey, Sagar-bhai’, Mr. Rotten tooth spoke to him in a voice so matter-of-fact, that it was scary ‘We have got your son here—in the Red Street area. Drop 40 crores (about US$6.3 million) near the 1st big banyan and he’s all yours. Else we’ll slice him alive and parcel you his bits and pieces’. 

I could visualize my dad. Beads of sweat had probably started accumulating on his smooth forehead. ‘Please don’t harm Sanju, I beg you. I promise to arrange for the money’ he said before saying

‘but may we come down a wee bit, you know what I mean?’

‘For God’s sake, dad!’ I silently screamed. My father had his heart in the right place, but he was too much of a business-man for my liking (and safety). 

Mr. Rotten Tooth echoed my sentiments. ‘Your son’s life is at stake and you are negotiating?’ he exclaimed, incredulous. ‘He gets paid 40 crores per film and dilly-dallies to pay the same when his own son is in danger’ scoffed Mr. Pierced Lip ‘Stingy bastards—these film-waalas!’. 

‘Okay, okay….I’ll arrange for the money’ I heard my father say. ‘But don’t harm my son,  please’. 

‘Okay-dokey’ Mr. Rotten Tooth said in a chilling sing-song voice. He then hung up. 

‘Daddy dear to your rescue eh, honey?’ Mr. Pockmark caressed my upper-lip. Instinctively, I bit his hand and he hit me hard, very hard, across the face. ‘You son-of-a-bitch!’ he muttered under his breath. 

‘Behaves like a short-fused cur!’ one of his associates observed. 

‘Hey, be soft on him’ Mr. Rotten Tooth tried to placate his chums ‘His old man will hand over the money only if sonny-boy’s in tip-top condition’. 

I was treated like a king for the next forty minutes or so. Then all hell broke loose. 

‘His motherfucker of father has informed the police as well as alerted the media!’ Mr. Pockmark spat. ‘And the police are already trying to trace our call’. I wondered how the hoodlums had come to know. 

They had been able to detect the deceit. I also realized that they were mindful of the slightest movement of my dad and the police. My guess was that they had installed a tracker app inside my house landline as well as dad’s cell phone. And inside the police station too

. The only way they could have managed to do this would have been to get one of their men to pose as a police officer. Alternately, they might have bribed someone at the police station and my house to install the app. ‘This is most likely’ I thought in my mind. An inside job. A wolf in sheep’s clothing. But who? Prem, Preetam, Vinod Uncle? 

‘The phone network operator is zeroing in on us’ Scarface informed the rest. It’s time for us to scoot. The next three hours were a spin around the city to lead the police a merry dance. The police obviously failed to reach the nifty scoundrels. ‘We’re safe’ Pieced Lip finally heaved a sigh of relief. ‘However, Sagar Kapoor has done a 180 degree turn. By promising to bring the money and then

outwitting us by informing the police’ Pockmark said before swearing-- ‘We’ll pay him back with his own coin’. There was no mistaking the menace in his voice. 

They came back to the Red Street. Now, I must tell you that Red Street is a notorious red light area in Mumbai milling with gangs, pimps and prostitutes. Normally, children of big cheese never know about this area, but I did because a scene of one of my dad’s movies was shot here and I had accompanied him on that particular shoot. 

‘Sagar, this is no place to bring a child!’ the director of the film, who also happened to be my dad’s best friend, had chided him. ‘He was free and insisted on coming with me’, my father had grinned sheepishly ‘What would I do?’

Presently, I was yanked by the arm and dragged into one of the dilapidated buildings. Prostitutes—many not much older than me—

stood and stared with their mouths open. They obviously didn’t have a clue as to what’s going on. Even if they did, they wouldn’t have dared to utter a word. The pimps would have gang-raped them and beaten them to pulp. 

The hooligans took me to a cubbyhole of a room on the first floor. 

The walls were damp (probably the benediction of leakage from one of the bathrooms on the second floor) and covered with mucky green moss. Men’s sweaty clothing was clumsily piled on a rack. Beside it, lay a ramshackle mat. A battered TV set sat on a side shelf. The cubicle was reeking with the unbearable stench of urine emanating from the attached toilet. From a corner of the wall, a lizard went

‘Cluck cluck cluck’ as if in dour disapproval of the nasty odor. 

Rotten Teeth handcuffed me and tied me to a post. Pierced Lip yanked my pants down and pinches my genitals hard. He cackled as I cried out aloud. ‘Hurts doesn’t it, Sanju baba’ he gloated sadistically. 

Pockmark advanced with a razor sharp knife in hand. ‘Your father did a U-turn’ he said in an baneful voice ‘Now it’s our turn to do the same’. He made two 2 cms scars on one of my scrota with surgical

precision. Then he chopped off my left testicle. I was yelping like a slaughtered pig by now. 

Scarface procured a cardboard box from somewhere. He padded the inside with multi-coloured sponge. He placed my severed testicle on it almost lovingly, and decorated it with a beautiful red rose. Candy, confetti and chocolate were placed all around in a ghastly simulation of ornamentation. Scarface then proceeded to gift wrap the box with glitzy red paper and tied a pink ribbon around it daintily. ‘A little valentine day gift for daddy’ he said coyly. 

I had forgotten. Today was February 14th, the day on which the entire world celebrated love. Ironically, on this day, I had become a victim of the agents of hate. 

‘Your father didn’t take us seriously’ Pockmark said in an ill-boding voice ‘He assumed we were some amateurs putting across a prank call’. 

‘However, we are aces in the field’ young pimples took over ‘An organized criminal mafia—with a head honcho. No one can outwit us. Not the police. Not your sisterfucker of a dad’. 

To give the devils their due, they cleaned my wound with spirit, applied an antiseptic ointment on it and dressed it with cotton and tape. 


***

I was woken up the next morning by journalistic cacophony blaring from the television set. A noisy reporter was conducting a panel discussion on ‘Children of Big Shots Kidnapped for Ransom’. The trigger for the discussion was, of course, my abduction that had transpired only the previous day. The irony of the situation was that it had become a subject of erudite arm chair theorizing even before I had been found. ‘These motherfuckers are into words rather than action’, I thought angrily ‘No wonder this goddamn country is still so backward’. 

The news channels also flashed footages of my dad. I didn’t recognize him at first—there were prominent dark circles under his eyes. His hair, bereft of its daily application of dye, had quite a few greys. My father seemed to have aged by 10 years in a span of less than 24 hours. I had never seen him like this in public. His publicist usually took good care to see that superstar Sagar Kapoor appeared to his best advantage during his public appearances. After all, the box office collections depended on a superstar’s image. 

I soon found out the reason behind my dad appearing old and haggard. The camera close-ups feasted on a certain box with horrified fascination. The red gift-wrap paper and the pink ribbon lay crumpled in a corner. The camera delved deep inside the box and displayed the contents stuffed in it for the benefit of the viewers. 

Soon they came in sight: the multi-coloured sponge, confetti, candy and last but not the least, my poor severed testicle. So, my father’s

‘Valentine’s Day Gift’ had reached him. 

‘How are you feeling, Sir?’, one of the irksome correspondents held a microphone in front of my dad. My father’s face turned livid. I thought he’d blurt out something like ‘How’d you feel if someone whisked away your only child, chopped off one of his balls and make a present of it to you?’. However, being a public persona, he controlled himself and went out to mouth platitudes that celebrities were supposed to say no matter how grueling the circumstance they were in. ‘I am feeling strong in spite of the ordeal I am going through…one has to have faith in the system, and of course the Almighty….blah blah blah…blah blah blah’ dad droned on and on. It was evident that his publicist had written his lines for him. 

‘And your wife, Mr. Kapoor?’ the annoying mosquito of a reporter persisted. Remnants of color drained from my father’s face. ‘Seema is not doing well. She was agitated enough when she heard about the ransom call yesterday….and today; unfortunately, she was the one who opened the parcel….’ My father broke down at this juncture, 

‘It was obviously more than any mother could take. She fainted on the spot and hasn’t regained consciousness since. The doctor have

put her on drips and are trying her best to revive her….the rest is left to God…’

I couldn’t concentrate on the rest of his monologue. My thoughts lay with my hospitalized mother. ‘Oh God, please have mercy’ I sent a fervent plea across to the one above. 

When I turned my attention to the television again, I heard the state Chief Secretary and the Director General of Police on the panel, vying, it seemed to out-shout another. I couldn’t bear the bedlam anymore. I turned off the television and lay quietly on my mat. 

However, peace evaded me. Muted whisperings of tortured souls was conspicuous somewhere in the vicinity. The fact that I didn’t know where they were coming from caused much uneasiness. I lay absolutely still, trying to decipher the source of the sound. As I slowed down my breathing, I could detect that it was coming from across the east wall of the room. I inched towards it, slow and slimy as the lizard in my room. And gingerly removed the calendar from its hook. Behind its thick pages, I was astonished to find a gaping hole. 

Not big, not small. Just adequate for an eye to peep. And a stultifying truth therein to seek. 

Behind the chasm, my friends, were children. Many--of all shapes and sizes, of varying ages and both genders. Some were as young as seven, the oldest among them seemed about 15 years old. All of them were in chains. And cooped inside the room like sardines in a tin. Their eyes were glazed and they seemed to be in some kind of a stupor—perhaps a consequence of apathy or being drugged for too long. Just when I was taking this ghastly scene in, Scarface barged in. 

‘Ah! Naughty naughty naughty!’ he said in a comedian’s tone that was strangely terrifying. “Haven’t you heard, Sanju baba, that curiosity  kills the cat?’

‘Who are these children? I asked fearlessly ‘And why have you squeezed all of them together in one tiny room? They hardly have

space to breathe’. 

‘To answer your first question, Sanju baba’ said Scarface cattily ‘they are abductees like your esteemed self. To answer your second—‘he continued in the same sarcastic tones ‘They are not VIPs like you’. 

‘Meaning?’ I asked, not comprehending. 

’Meaning, 40 crores don’t ride on them’ he answered simply ‘Their parents are not even capable of shelling down one lakh rupees (about US$1,500) ’. 

‘Why do you kidnap them if not for ransom?’ I asked, in confusion. 

‘Aww baby boy’ Scarface laughed ‘You are naïve, aren’t you?. Why, we absorb the boys in the begging mafia and use the girls for prostitution. Sometimes, we kill all of them and sell their organs. The very puny ones are sent off to Arabia to work as camel jockeys. 

Then, of course’ he cackled ‘there is always cannibalism’. 

‘Cannibalism?!’ my heart beat at an uncontrollable rate. 

‘Don’t tell me you haven’t heard of the Nithari case in Noida?’*(see endnote#1) Scarface said before exclaiming ‘Joking! I don’t think the big boss would go as far as that!’. 

Now that was something of a relief. I certainly didn’t want any of us to land on these crooks’ plate. 

Chapter 2 - Another ‘Surprise’ for Daddy Mr. Rotten Teeth decided it was time to call my father again. ‘How did you like your present, Mr. Kapoor?’ I don’t know what my father said from the other end, but the hoodlum really lost it ‘I am not the motherfucker, you are! Had you silently got us the money, we wouldn’t have touched a hair on your precious boy’s head…Instead you made this into a big police, political and media circus!’

‘I am so-sorry’ my father’s trembling voice was audible this time. The crooks had switched the microphone on. ‘Is there any way I can make amends?’

‘Sure, Sir, we’re not merciless people’ Rotten Teeth spoke in benign tones of a haloed saint ‘You can compensate for your lapse by giving us 80 crores (about US$12.6 million) in return for your boy. Today at 1 am under the same Red Street Banyan tree. And no hocus pocus this time, understand?’

‘Yes’, my father said in clipped tones. I could hear the sharp click as he kept the receiver down. 

My abductors kept close tabs on my father. ‘ Saale ne phir police ko phone kar di!’ Mr. Pockmark cursed, furiously breaking a liquor bottle

‘The bastard has intimated the police again!’

‘Chill, mate’ said Scarface gently caressing his disfigurement ‘Let’s see how the drama unfolds. Then we’ll give him another lovely present for double crossing us’. 

I knew what this meant. Unconsciously, my hand flew to my right scrota and cupped it protectively. I wish my father hadn’t tipped the Mumbai police off again. 40, or even 80 crores wouldn’t have pinched him. After all, he was rolling in Mammon’s lucre. 

Hours went by slowly. The banyan tree was visible from where I was incarcerated. The clock struck midnight with 12 grandiloquent ding

dongs. The thugs ushered a midget from the street. The man, barely three feet tall, came up to the first floor. ‘Chotu’, they addressed him

‘You’ll have to do as directed, okay?’. ‘For how much?’ the man’s eyes glittered greedily. ‘Oh come on now, brother, you know we’ll not shortchange you’ Mr. Pierced Lip said quite genially and thrust a thousand rupee note into the little man’s hand. ‘Ah! Now I am game for anything!’ Chotu said jubilantly. 

The clock struck one. There was still no sign of dad or the money case. My mind started sending frantic prayers for deliverance my second pair of testicles. Who knows, it might also be my life this time. I started praying for dear life like a fanatic. 

Rotten Teeth dialed the landline number. My father came on line. 

‘Where are you,  saale?’ (bastard) Rotten Teeth wanted to know. ‘I am not feeling well’, my father coughed as if to corroborate the fact. 

‘My wife will be getting the money. She’s on her way’. 

‘She wasn’t well, was she?’ Rotten Teeth asked, his eyes narrowing in suspicion. 

‘She is now’ my father hastened to assure him ‘the prospect of her son’s return has made her fit as a fiddle’. 

So, mommy was alright now. I sent a word of thanks to the one above. 

I waited to see mommy’s slim figure walk down the alley. Soon, I’d be in her arms and she’d take me home. My heart beat quickened as I saw a figure at the end of the alley. It drew closer. With light lithe steps. Yes, it certainly was a woman. A woman carrying an attaché case. However, as she drew closer, I could see that the contours of her body were voluptuous. This wasn’t mummy. 

The woman with the attaché case stopped at the designated Banyan tree. 

‘Go, now!’ the hoodlums gave Chotu the green signal. The little man lumbered downstairs with hurried little steps. From where I was poised, I could keep track of his every movement. He slowly walked towards the woman under the tree. She didn’t part with the case immediately. Wind blowing in our direction carried fragments of the words exchanged. ‘Where’s the boy?’ she seemed to demand. 

The next minute, Chotu was blinded by a number of high-intensity beams. Four police vehicles had arrived on the spot and flanked the man. One man in Khaki or the Indian police uniform handcuffed Chotu. They put him in one of the police vehicles and drove away to the station. The lady, obviously a policewoman in plain clothes, went with them. 

‘ Ullu, Saale!’ the thugs in my room were having a merry laugh at the expense of the police ‘Stupid owls, the bastards!’. 

Chotu got back to the cubby hole in about an hour. Except for a black eye, he seemed quite fine. ‘What a quandary you got me into, brothers’ he grumbled mildly. ‘Don’t worry, brother, we’ll compensate’, Pierced Lip made soothing smooching sounds ‘Here keep this’. The extra thousand rupees seemed to make the dwarf quite content. He left the den a happy man. 

The attention of the foursome turned on me (I must tell you that Mr. 

Pimples was just the driver and part-time hench-man). Pockmark, Rotten Teeth, Scarface and Pierced Lip were the key players controlled by a mastermind I was yet to come across. It was clear that they intended turning the full fury of my father’s betrayal on me. 

Feelings of déjà vu assailed me as Scarface pulled my pants down. 

Next the briefs came off. Pockmark openly sharpened his knife on a stone like a local butcher. I was like a lamb in a slaughterhouse, awaiting its fate. 

The knife came down on the right scrota. The right testicle was cut off with a brutality that I can’t express in mere words. My tormentors weren’t merciful with the ‘post-operative’ care either. They took generous swigs of whiskey and took turns squirting it on my raw

wound. Pierced Lip poured it straight out of the bottle-- neat. The effect was searing. My genital area was on fire. I caterwauled like a banshee. 

This time around, my abductors skipped courtesies. They didn’t pack and parcel my severed testicle. It was, instead, put in a no-frills polythene cover. Pockmark scribbled a note that said ‘Sanjay Kapoor’s testicle No.2’ and fastidiously proceeded to staple it to the cover. 

‘Bid goodbye to your manhood, Sanju baba?’ he vituperatively asked before taking away another integral part of my body. I lay on the mat, immobile. My lack of reaction goaded Pierced Lip into schadenfreude. ‘No balls’ he chortled ‘Do you know what that signifies, Sanju baba?’

I lay there mute. 

‘It means you will never make sperm’ my sadist answered his own query ‘You know the stuff that creates babies?. Yeah, you will never be able to get a girl pregnant’. 

At twelve, I cared half a hoot if I got a girl pregnant or not. I told Pierced Lip that. 

My indifference seemed to harangue him. ‘Tough little bugger, aren’t you?’ he castigated ‘Let me also tell you, Your Majesty, that you will never grow up to be a man’. 

This came as a jolt, I admit. ‘What do you mean?’ I asked shaken out of my stupor. 

‘I mean, you’ll never sprout facial hair, have a husky masculine baritone or grow tall and strong. You will remain the podgy little wimp you are!’

The picture Pierced Lip was painting was a petrifying one. I couldn’t bear the possibility of remaining a five foot nothing fatso with no

prospects of shooting up like a tree and sprouting a moustache, beard and grand side burns. What hit me hardest was the forecast of never developing a deep voice like my dad’s. His Elvis Presley-like baritone was his biggest USP, on and off screen. And I had wanted it to be mine as well. 


***

The atmosphere in the den was an electrified one. The head honcho was to arrive from a foreign country and the lackeys were making some very serious preparations. ‘This is a high profile abduction case’ one urgently whispered to the other ‘do you have the details ready?’. They reminded me employees of a company who were due to submit a status report to their boss. In a way, this wasn’t too far-fetched because the criminal organizations call themselves ‘a company’. For example, leading gangster, Dawood Ibrahim calls his crime mafia, D-company. 

Finally, the boss arrived. What I had expected him to look like, I don’t know, but his appearance came as a colossal surprise to me. Simha (meaning ‘Lion’ in Sanskrit) was his name and he was in his mid 40s. 

Indian and some other exotic features that I couldn’t place were juxtaposed on his face. This created a singularly mesmerizing effect. 

His skin tone was rich mocha like an Indian’s, yet he possessed something undeniably and exotically foreign about him .This, I discovered later, was the result of having an Indian father and a Thai mother. Simha was tall, big-boned and broad-shouldered like Indian men; but had a certain finesse about the face which translated itself to fine high-cheek bones, small tip-tilted eyes and straight hair that fell in tassels across his face. A small pink mole just above his lip was a disconcerting, distinguishing mark. 

‘Ha! So, this is the acclaimed star son!’ he exclaimed as soon as he saw me ‘We have many a crore running on your tender head, young mister!’. His tone, like his features, was a strange commingling of indulgence and derision. Simha was a nasty character. Undoubtedly. 

Yet there was something about him. You could love him or despise him, but couldn’t ever ignore him. Lesser beings would have put this

down to good looks. Others probably to brains. However, I think it was personality. Yes, Simha had oodles of charisma within his lethal self. 

‘Come and sit on my lap, son’. It was an order which I didn’t care to follow. Yet I obliged like one in a dream. He stroked me in a way I didn’t like. Yet I found that I couldn’t shirk from Simha’s touch. That was him--dominating, powerful and seductive. 

‘Put a call across to Sagar Kapoor..! and make it 160 crore (US$25.2

million) this time!’ he suddenly barked at his flunkeys ‘Tell him,’

Simha’s long fingers moved down the geography of my visage—

down the forehead, to my aquiline nose, lingering awhile on the philtrum and finally settling on my plump neck ‘that it will be his lovely son’s throat this time..’. His gaze lingered on my throat almost lovingly. I blushed a deep crimson from fear and some other emotion I couldn’t quite label. 

Rotten Teeth did as directed. He repeated Simha’s words verbatim to dad. The destination was changed: this time, it was the first cigarette stall on Red Street. The threat must have had the desired effect on my dad as he desisted from informing the police. In what seemed like a recurring dream, the clock struck one. A bug was installed in the depths of Chotu’s clothing. He was sent down. Simha and his drudges watched from afar with a telescope. Somebody thoughtfully handed me one as well. From the corner of the main street, I beheld a figure walking down with an attaché case in hand. It came closer in my line of vision. There was no mistaking the rakish stride and the angle at which the man held his head. Dad was here. With the price affixed to my life. 

Chotu waddled up to him and stretched his hand. I saw my father withdraw the attaché case. An argument ensued. Finally, Chotu managed to convince dad that I would be returned at 10 am the following day. Dad handed him the attaché case with what I thought was reluctance coupled with suspicion. ‘You should implicitly trust us, Sir’ I heard Chotu say ‘We’ll not abscond with your bucks’. 

I saw my father turn and walk off. Chotu sprinted upstairs with the attaché case. Simha seized it from him with authority. In one fluid movement, he unzipped it. What lay within it had everyone dumbstruck. Cash—pure and liquid—lay inside. Bunched and sealed notes of Rs. 1000 denomination lay piled on top of each other. There were umpteen such bunches. ‘Ah!’ Simha made a sound of sheer pleasure that was near orgasmic ‘I’ve been here and done that: but never ever have seen so much cash at one go!’. He suddenly assumed the manner of an evangelist giving a sermon ‘Remember boys’ he lifted a long preaching finger at Rotten Teeth and Co.; ‘Only two things on earth can make you ‘come’. One of course, is’ he paused delicately ‘You-know-what. The second and equally important thing is—money! I am certain it even makes the heavens go around.’

Then he detected it. The GPS. It lay innocent and inconspicuous at a hidden little corner of the attaché case. My father, probably in connivance with the police, had thought of this ingenious idea. 

‘The devious fox!’ Simha let out a loud, infuriated roar. Then his manner became practical and business-like. ‘There’s no time to lose’, he told his subordinates urgently ‘The police could be here anytime’. He dragged me along to the airport and boarded a flight, leaving his underlings to handle the mess. 

The police raided the den within an hour, I later learnt. Equipped with warrants and hand-guns, they flooded the place. Rotten Teeth and Co., whose names happened to be Raja, Sunil, Akshay, Mukesh and Munna, were arrested. The police found the other children who had been drugged and imprisoned in the den and returned them to their parents. My father was much disappointed to find that the head honcho of the organized criminal gang had fled with me to an undisclosed location. 

Chapter 3 - Bamboozled in Bangkok Bangkok with its tall skyscrapers, pink taxis, glimmering lanes and beautiful women was paradise. Of course, I had come here before with my parents, but it was years ago and I barely remembered it. I vaguely recalled my mother telling my dad that the capital of Thailand ‘may not be a good place to take a growing boy’. Now, it’s no big secret that in Bangkok, tourism and the sex industry are synonyms. Of course, there are a few healthy-minded individuals who come here to visit the glorious Buddhist temples, the gem factory and other sites, but most (especially men) are interested in the night life. 

Simha kept me in a room of one of the lower hotels. He introduced me to the hotel staff as his nephew (from his paternal side) and I was too scared to claim otherwise. ‘All the action must have you pooped’

he said, not unkindly and suggested that I rest for the day. He ordered two plates of ‘Tom Yum’ or the famous Papaya Salad for himself and me. It was so spicy, that even my Indian palate (that is generally accustomed to spices) screamed in protest. Noticing me swallow gallons of water, he went out and got a loaf of brown bread, cheese spread and some durian fruit. I didn’t realize how ravenous I was until I had polished off the entire stock. Then I found myself getting sucked into a deep death-like slumber. 

‘Wake up, sleeping beauty…’ I heard someone whisper in my ear. I started to see Simha sitting next to me. Along with him was a Thai gentleman in white clothes. The stethoscope hung around his neck told me he was a medico. ‘Say hello to Dr. Sarawut, Sanju’ Simha directed me gently. ‘Doctor, this is my nephew’ he said by manner of (fake) introduction and then went on to lie ‘He wants to be a girl’. 

One look at my cowering face, and the doctor seemed uncertain ‘Is he sure?’ he asked my ‘guardian’. 

‘Of course he is, doctor’ said Simha affably lied through his teeth ‘He is just scared of injections’. 

‘Oh, it would hardly be more than an ant bite’ the doctor reassured me ‘You’ll hardly feel it’. 

The doctor seemed like a noble person. He didn’t seem to be in cahoots with Simha. I had a good mind to confide in him and tell him all. However, Simha’s intimidating presence made that an impossible task. 

 ‘I don’t want to be a girl!’ every pore in my body yowled. However, I couldn’t gather enough guts to say it out aloud. 

The doctor got an injection out of his kit ‘This is estrogen, the female hormone’ he explained ‘I am sure you have studied about it in biology’. I gave a semblance of a nod. He injected the contents into my arm. 

He retrieved another injection from his kit. ‘Now I am giving you progestogen’ he expostulated injecting the other alien stuff in my body “It is a female steroid hormone produced naturally in the ovary and placenta of girls. The most important progestogen produced by the human body is called ‘progesterone’” the doctor continued his academic theorizing ‘this is what we use in male-to-female transformation surgery, as in your case’. 

Then Dr. Sarawut placed a wad of cotton on the injected area and asked me to hold it tight until the bleeding ceased. ‘You’ll notice changes in your body within a week’ he told me before leaving. 

I wasn’t kept captive in Bangkok as I had been in Mumbai. This is probably because my abductor saw little possibility of my escaping in a relatively unknown, foreign country. He took me to Indra Market the next day, and splurged many a baht on buying me new glamorous clothes, hair accessories and make-up. Simha and I also shopped on floating markets, i.e. boats that maneuver you through waters and

let you shop at passing or stationary boats selling different items. A week passed. 

At this stage, I started feeling a miniscule, somewhat pleasurable pain in my nipples. It was a like a sweet little pinch; teasing, tantalizing and tormenting at the same time. As I went to take a shower, I notice a small peaking in the chest area. It seemed like I had developed breasts--like a girl! I was so freaked out that I didn’t look down my neck for the next three of four days. 

Finally, curiosity got the better of me. I went and stood in front of the bathroom mirror and had a good look at my breasts. They resembled the Swiss Alps I had visited last year albeit with chocolate sauce lacing the peaks. My nipples and the area around them had darkened from a little boy’s pink to a more sensual brown. 

So, this was the secret the girls in my class hid beneath their slips. 

Silly things that they were, they weren’t even aware of the word

‘breasts’. I’d heard them referring to their developing mounds as

‘chest balls’ or something amateurish like that. This was, of course, when they thought we boys weren’t listening. However, perverted young me used to be all ears when girl- talk was on. 

For the next few months, my life in Bangkok was eventful. It almost made me forget that I had been separated from parents, had had both my testicles chopped off and been administered female hormones. Simha took me to go-go bars, bar-beers, night clubs and massage parlors; all a euphemism for prostitution dens. He asked me to carefully observe how the girls in these places behaved. I especially enjoyed the ‘Alcazar Cabaret’ where people who appeared to me to be the most beautiful women on earth, performed to an eclectic mix of songs in colorful costumes and plumage. I was near blinded by the dazzling glamour of their coiffure, costumes and stilettos. 

‘These women are too gorgeous to be human’, I was impressed enough to tell Simha. 

‘Then, what are they?’ he enquired, screwing up one eye. 

‘Angels who have descended from heaven!’ I said. 

‘Angels, indeed!’ Simha laughed at my ignorance ‘They are lady boys. Locally known as ‘Kothoeye’. Men transformed into women’ he looked at me meaningfully and said ‘Soon you’ll find out—for yourself’. 

Simha’s words were a presage. Soon, I found myself: a boy, metamorphosing into a full-fledged woman (I had dismissed the

‘chocolate sauce covered Swiss Alps’ as a ‘minor thing’). The peaking breasts now grew at an accelerated rate. Soon, I was the possessor of two round mammoth sized breasts with long, distended nipples. I had freaked out when I noticed my chest area peaking; now I was half-dead with fright. My breast-size, at 36D, seemed larger than those of the heroines my father gyrated around with in films. I looked more like the ‘Bunga Bunga’ girls whom I had seen with my father at clandestinely sex parties in Italy (A clarification here: My dad was a loving father and a doting husband; but that didn’t prevent him from grabbing a little gratification for himself). 

The difference was not only conspicuous around my chest area. The hormones encompassed and ensnared the entire continent of my body. Since I was plump, my contours were always a little rounded. 

Now, I looked positively voluptuous. If a Mills and Boons book were to describe my transformation, it would have said something like ‘His (or rather, her) curves looked rich, fertile and luscious’. 

Minor changes were also apparent. My skin which was always baby soft now resembled gossamer. I noticed a web of thin beautiful veins at certain translucent areas of my body such as the neck, clavicle and breast region. These, undoubtedly, accentuated the impression of femininity. A gender-change so dramatic was the biggest 180

degree turn I had experienced. And the irony of the fact is; my own body had done this to me. 

In addition to the above, my sense of smell seemed to be heightened

—I found the musky scent around Simha irresistible. In what seemed to be a typical case of ‘Stockholm Syndrome’, I—the abductee, seemed to have developed some physical and emotional fascination for my captor. And I wasn’t overly proud of the fact. 

I wasn’t deflowered by Simha as you may think. My first customer was a young AIDS afflicted Thai man called Nattapong. Nattapong believed that having sex with a virgin would cure him of his venereal disease. I had been warned about such customers by Simha, and I requested Nattapong to use a condom. Being a polite young man, he obliged. After an hour and half with my curvy young body, he left. 

Nattapong recommended me to several of his friends. I was renamed ‘Sasha’ and used as a ‘Mia Chow’ or rented wife by both Thai men and foreigners (especially Caucasians). A white man named Fraser told me that I owed my popularity to the fact that ‘real men’ liked curves. In my personal opinion, ‘real men’ didn’t make use of 13 year olds to satiate their lusts, but I didn’t point this out to him. 

Simha didn’t approve of my offending customers. 

Thanks to international clients, Simha started making as much as $4000 on me per day. He wanted me to ‘entertain’ an infinite number of males every day and kept me perpetually high to enable this. 

Drugs suppressed my appetite and I didn’t eat more than two slices of bread per day. Sometimes, I made do with just a cup of Cha-yen, the Thai iced-tea. I lost a lot of weight, but retained enough luster to continue attracting clients. 

After ‘work’, I returned to the hotel with Simha. The hotel staff was a little flummoxed to see a girl whose face bore close resemblance to the boy who had been introduced to them a couple of months ago. 

‘Confused, aren’t you? Simha worked his charm on the staff ‘This is Sasha, my nephew Sanjay’s sister. 

At nights, I became Simha’s exclusive concubine. I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know how to feel. No human had ever fascinated and repulsed me at the same time as Simha did. 

Meanwhile, (as I found out later) my father still hadn’t given up his zealous search of me. I was his only child and he did everything humanly possible to trace me. In the absence of a lead, kidnapping cases are typically closed within 2-4 weeks, but owing to my father’s celebrity status mine went on for more than a year. The Mumbai police started a special squad to conduct raids on public places to try to find me. The squad, deployed in various parts of Mumbai, kept a hawkish eye open for a boy who matched my description. 

Months passed and there was still no clue of me. My father announced a reward of 40 crore to whoever gave him information about my whereabouts. There were a couple of people who claimed to have seen me, but dad soon realized these were false leads being given for the sake of the reward money. 

One day, the Mumbai police had a breakthrough. A software they possessed matched the face of a boy who had evidently immigrated to Thailand with his ‘father’. The period during which the ‘father-son’

duo had left India coincided with the time the den had been raided. 

The police did some groundwork and found out that Simha was the head of this particular criminal mafia. As a matter of fact, he already had the honor of being in their records, albeit as a part of more petty schemes. 

The Mumbai police lost no time in notifying the Royal Thai police. 

Simha and I were watching television when men in Royal blue uniforms barged into our room. They recognized Simha instantly. He tried to run, but they shot him in the leg. Subsequently, he was arrested. 

They, however, didn’t know what to make of me. ‘Isn’t the Indian film-star’s kid supposed to be a boy?’ I heard them discuss among themselves ‘but we find a young girl in Simha’s custody’. ‘I am a boy!’ I interjected ‘The boy you’re looking for—Sagar Kapoor’s son, Sanjay Kapoor!’. ‘Come on, my friend!’ the policemen said indulgently ‘Quit joking with us!’. ‘I Swear’ I said vociferously ‘They kidnapped me and gave me hormones to change my gender’. ‘My friend’ one of the policemen said ‘Either you are delusional or have a

very fecund imagination. If it’s the first, we’ll help you. If it’s a case of the second, you could become a writer!’ He laughed at his own joke. 

His colleagues joined in. It was evident that nobody believed me. 

The Thai police finally drew the conclusion that I was a young prostitute of Indian origin. After some deliberation, they sent me to a juvenile correctional facility in Bangkok. Since the young person in their custody was ostensibly not Sanjay Kapoor, they didn’t inform the Indian police about their find. 

Months passed. The values of education, discipline and community service were drilled into me at the correctional facility. One day, an Indian woman called Mira took the warden’s permission to meet me. 

‘I am a private detective hired by your dad’ she told me without prelude ‘I did some inquisition and have reasons to believe that you are Sanjay Kapoor. Is my hunch right?’ I was dumb-struck at the development. All I could do was mutely nod. 

Mira dialed my father’s number. ‘Mr. Kapoor’ she said in crisp, professional tones ‘I have found your son’. 

Chapter 4 - Back to Pavilion My father was to come and fetch me the following day. It was a surreal feeling. I had to pinch myself hard to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Then reality struck me hard across the face. I was myself; yet not myself. I wasn’t the naïve blubbery young boy who had parted from his parents two years ago. Destiny had turned me into a hijra and I was a strange combination of breasts, a woman’s derriere and a penis. Of course, my father was aware that I had lost my testicles and was an impotent boy, but he was completely in the dark about the more recent developments. Also, servicing umpteen customers and being Simha’s whore had robbed me of all remnants of chastity. I felt impure, defiled and unworthy of going home as my parents’ child. 

It was this shame that compelled me to attempt suicide that night. 

The warden happened to come in just when I was about to hang myself with a stole from the ceiling fan. She gently reassured me that all that had happened was not my fault and talked me out of taking the extreme step. 

True, all that had happened to me wasn’t my fault. However, I had to plead guilty to one thing—of having been attracted to Simha when in captivity. This filled me with unbearable sense of shame. When my dad arrived at the faculty the next day, I stood with my head bent. I couldn’t get myself to raise my eyes to meet his. ‘How dirty he must think I am!’ the obsessive thought repeated itself in my mind. 

However, the warmth with which he uttered my name put all my doubts to rest. ‘Sanjay, my child!’ he rushed and enveloped me in a warm, placating hug ‘the warden has told me all, son—you have no cause to worry…I love you no matter what!’

‘I am sorry, dad…’ I stammered and broke into tears. 

‘Never…’ he said his own voice cracking in emotion “Never say

‘sorry’”. In fact, I feel responsible for not having protected you. How

you must have suffered, my poor little boy!’

‘I am not a boy anymore, dad’ I said weeping copiously “They call me ‘Sasha’”. 

‘Pooh! Rubbish!’ my father said dismissively ‘You have been a boy for 12 whole years before they meddled with you. It will not be difficult for you to return to normal. You would have forgotten this brief traumatic episode in no time, I assure you!’ he said heartily. 

I wasn’t so sure. My ‘Sasha’ identity seemed to have overtaken Sanjay’s. I stretched my facial muscles into a smile. 

My father confused this for happiness. ‘Nice to see you recover your spirits, Sanju!’ he thumped me on the back robustly. 


***

Our flight from Suvarnabhoomi airport was an early morning one. My father and I sat in a wordless embrace. ‘How’s mom?’ I finally broke the silence. 

I had never seen wretchedness as marked on a human face as I saw on my dad’s. ‘Sanju’, he said holding his head in his hands ‘She…

she passed away’. 

‘What?!’ I couldn’t trust my ears. The airplane started closing in on me. ‘How…?’ I managed to ask when I could finally breathe. 

My father drew in a deep breath. ‘It was all too much for her to take’

he finally said ‘She was already ill when…when we received your first testicle. The shock of getting the second one killed her’. 

My mom had been dead for close to two years and I didn’t even know. My mom. My loving mom. My poor delicate fragile mom. Now, dead and buried. 

I could smell her love mingled with talcum powder when she bent down to stroke my hair. Her concern when I as much as scraped my

knee. The agitation in her heart even if I got a minor cold or cough. 

Witnessing my severed testicles had been too much for her. 

Sorrow welled up in my heart and burst forth in the form of tears. My father let me cry. Finally, I exhausted all reserves of tears and sat staring dry-eyed at the airplane ceiling. 


***

After a while my father got up to use the rest-room. Since I could do with ‘Powdering-the-nose’ myself, I followed him. From inside the small rest-room, I could hear my father retching violently. ‘Are you okay?’ I asked when he came out. ‘Yeah, sure’ he said lightly ‘was just a wee bit sick’. I went into the rest-room. As I was just about to latch the door, I heard a commotion outside. I came out to find that my dad had fallen headlong down the aisle of the plane. The cabin crew and co-flyers had gathered around him. Soon, all of us helped him into his seat and helped him put the belt on. ‘Just didn’t see where I was going’ my father laughed ‘Took a mighty toss’. In spite of the explanation, I was a bit concerned. My father didn’t seem to be in the best of health. 

We reached our bungalow in Juhu. The security guards opened the gates and saluted my dad. Understandably, they didn’t recognize me. They also didn’t display any unwonted curiosity as to my identity. 

As well-paid security personnel of a top film-star, they were trained to be tactful and discreet. 

As we stepped inside, a strange woman came down the spiral stair-case and kissed my dad on both cheeks. She was young, in her early 20s perhaps, but there was a certain hardness to her face that I hadn’t even seen in older women. She wore a short dress and had bound her hair in a tight ponytail. The severity with which the hair had been pulled back from her face gave her a forbidding air. Her eye-brows, plucked into pencil-thin arches, made her look like an extraterrestrial creature straight out of a horror flick. I disliked her on sight. 

‘Sagar darling, I missed you so much’ she said in a high-pitched girlish voice. Then her freakish gaze fell on me. ‘You must be Sanjay’

she said with an exuberance which obviously seemed put- on, ‘I mean…Sasha’. 

‘He’s still Sanjay, Sheetal’ my father told her firmly. 

‘Okay, Sagar’ the Sheetal person said looking at her watch ‘I am getting late. See you later’. I hadn’t noticed that her feet were encased in clogs. A stylish bag was slung over one svelte shoulder. 

She had obviously been preparing to go out just when we had come in. 

As soon as the young woman hurried out, I looked askance at my father. There was obviously something he had omitted to tell me. 

‘We need to have a heart-to-heart, son’ he said not meeting my eye. 

He took me to his room and offered me a chair. He, on the other hand, paced up and down like a trapped animal. ‘I suppose you had to know sometime or the other’, he said finally. I waited with bated breath for what was obviously a startling revelation. ‘I was heart-broken when your mother died’ he began lightening a cigarette ‘and was going raving mad with worry about your whereabouts…’. He took a puff of the cigarette and continued ‘I found it difficult to concentrate on work. However, with big budget films riding on my shoulders, I couldn’t afford take a break’ he took another drag of the cigarette and exhaled ‘that was when I sought comfort in Sheetal. I came across her on the sets of a movie. She was then an aspiring starlet. The sympathy she offered was invaluable, so I married her’. 

‘I hope she’s being nice to you?’ I asked dad. 

‘Of course’ he said ‘I introduced her to a few movie directors and she now has a movie or two in her kitty. We catch up in between our respective shoots’. 

It wasn’t one to jump to conclusions, but some deep instinct within me said that Sheetal’s ‘sympathy’ for my dad was nothing but ‘plain

old opportunism’. Having been attracted to a much older man (the Indo-Thai Simha) myself, I couldn’t rule out the possibility of Sheetal having fallen in love with my dad who was more than double her age. However, the suspicion that the struggling young actress had used my top-star of a dad to further her career ambitions sprung in my mind. 

However, I kept my (half-baked?) theories to myself. ‘You did a good thing, dad’ was all I said ‘After all, you needed a companion’

‘I knew you’d understand, Sanju’ my dad said. He took me to my room and tucked me to sleep. 


***

The issue we had to confront some time or the other loomed large over our heads. My father couldn’t reconcile with the fact that my gender identity had changed. He, I sometimes felt, didn’t recognize the enormity of what had eventuated and the deep impact it had had on my psyche, choosing instead to see it as a mere passing cloud. 

However, what had happened to me during the past few years had permeated deep and touched my core. It wasn’t just a passing nightmare to forget and get over. 

I suppose it was natural enough for him to suggest mastectomy and androgen therapy to restore me to the gender I was born into. 

However, the suggestion had a profoundly disturbing impact on me. 

‘Do you think I’d tamper with my body again?’ I shrieked hysterically

‘For God’s sake, I am a human-being, not a doll!’

Taken aback by my somewhat strong reaction, my father consulted a psychotherapist. ‘Trauma takes time to heal, Mr. Kapoor.’ said the therapist kindly ‘Please broach the topic after a reasonable interval’. 

True to instructions, my father lay low for a while. Then he brought up the topic, more gently this time. However, this didn’t make any difference to my already fragile psyche. ‘I want to remain a girl!’ I said with savage insistence ‘If you force me, I shall hang myself!’. 

‘Is that any way to speak?’ my father rebuked mildly ‘You have your whole life ahead of you’. 

I looked out of the window and brooded. 

‘Okay, you’ll have to re-join school in a few days time’ dad continued

‘Will you, at least, let me take you to the barber’? 

‘No!’, I replied belligerently, stroking the thick mane of soft brown hair on my head ‘If anyone as much as touches a strand, I’ll throw myself off the terrace’. 

Somewhat shocked by my extreme statements, my father dropped the topic. He wasn’t too thrilled about allowing me to continue being a girl, but he obviously thought it a better prospect than letting me commit suicide. 

We went out that evening: dad, Sheetal and I. To one of these luxury parties milling with socialites. Top industrialists, musicians and film-stars. The crème da la crème of Mumbai. Humans glossed and polished. Manicured and pedicured. Stepping out of their Limousines and Rolls Royces. Men and women who covered their bodies with Dolce Gabbana and titillated their taste buds with caviar. Holidayed in London, Paris and NYC every fortnight. 

These people were rolling in money, yet very cheap when it came to conversation. Mumbai’s elite, I am sure, gossiped more than the rest of the world combined. They presented a very gracious front to me and my father; however their diamond studded tongues started wagging the minute our backs turned. However, I had ears that would give a dog a run for its money. I heard everything they said about me. It was nasty stuff. Derogatory, insulting, sub-human. 

‘Sanjay Khanna’s breasts would give my 20 year old daughter a complex’ a woman with a poodle told her BFF. 

The BFF guffawed. ‘And he has something else that would give  any girl a complex’. 

She was talking about my penis, of course. The media pounces on any little tit-bit of information they find about public personalities and their families and puts them up for public consumption. Some infernal tabloid had obviously made mention of the fact that even though my testicles had been removed and female hormones given, I still retained the penis. This fact had evidently spread all around our social circle and had made me a veritable laughing stock. 

Society, which was ready to worship my father and his family until yesterday, was scoffing at us today. This was yet another 180 degree turn I had to experience in my young life. 

I told my father that I wanted to get my penis removed. He reluctantly gave in and fixed an appointment with a surgeon. However, he drew a line at that. Dad did not allow me get a vaginoplasty and labioplasty done. ‘That would be too much for  me to accept’ he told me firmly. 

After the penis was removed, I became a little more confident (most people, I am sure, would report to the contrary). It had stuck out like a sore thumb in my otherwise feminized body, making me feel like an aberration. I felt somewhat at peace now and forged a good new relationship with my further altered body. It was quite stunning and I saw no point in keeping it hidden away. Some people may have called my genitals ‘mutilated’, but I saw only beauty in it. 

I declared my intention of going to school. It had to be a different one, not because I was ashamed of my gender change, but because it would have been difficult for me to accept friends who had been my batch-mates as my seniors. 

My father got me admitted to another, equally uppity school. Since my abduction had prevented me from completing 7th grade, I had to start all over. My class-mates were 12 years old (as against my 14) and naïve as kids of that age usually are. As far as they were concerned, I was just one of them. 

However, yellow journalism had spread its slimy tentacles over the senior grades. They knew all about my gender change and sexual history. Many a times, in the corridor, I caught them staring and sniggering at me. It was obvious that they cracked jokes at my expense. 

Of my seniors, two were most notorious. One was tall lanky, Milind with the most prominent Adam’s apple I had seen on a male and the other was Kundan, his short, squat, hirsute crony. The hair on Kundan’s face and body was so plenteous that it would have given a mountain bear an inferiority complex. Both the boys were 17 and were studying in the 12th grade. 

Like most teenagers, these two boys had raging hormones ready for some serious ‘action’. However, instead of sublimating their desires into creating artistic work or expending their libidos playing vigorous sports, they spent their hours skimming dirty magazines and watching hardcore porn on the net. The girls ignored them, fear of sexually transmitted diseases kept the duo off brothels and all they could do, given the situation, was masturbate. Pleasuring themselves evidently didn’t give them the desired release. 

For every time our paths crossed, I caught them regarding my curves with lust. During such instances, I’d just walk away with my head bent. Once during an all-school seminar, Milind and my eyes inadvertently met. He milked the opportunity to the optimum by making lewd, smooching gestures at me. Thinking the harassment would stop at this, I didn’t think it necessary to complain to the school authorities. ‘These guys will never cause serious harm’ I told myself. 

I was wrong. 

The intra-school football tournament was on. The whole school was at the sports field: either to play or cheer for their favorite teams. 

Many girls and boys in my class were excellent players, but I preferred to be a spectator. At an exciting point in a match, I realized (with some irritation) that my bladder was full. I made my way across

the sports arena, climbed three floors and made a beeline towards the girls’ facility. From the corner of my eye, I noticed Milind and Kundan standing near the boys’ toilet which was situated just opposite the girls’. I ignored them and disappeared inside the girls’

toilet. 

After I had finished my job, I decided to spend a minute or two combing my hair in front of the mirror which was located just above the washbasin. As I was brushing out the tangles from my long tresses I realized, with some shock, that Milind and Kundan had come inside the girls’ toilet. They were standing just a few feet away from me. Some instinct, an anticipation of danger, made my palms clammy and my heart beat hard against my chest. ‘Get out!’ I cried in panic ‘Don’t come any closer to me!’

They markedly had no intentions of obliging me. Kundan closed the main door of the bathroom shut and latched it on top as well as on the side. Milind came and stood so close to me that I could feel his foul breath on my face. ‘How’s it going, beautiful?’ he whispered, caressing my face. 

Then I was raped. Brutally and mercilessly. Sure, I had taken it in the back before in Bangkok, but the customers had been very particular about handling me carefully. And they didn’t let out a torrent of insults during the act like these two brutes did. 

After about ten minutes, they stopped. Naïve that I was, I assumed they were through with me. I realized the ordeal wasn’t over, when Kundan got a gun-like equipment out of his bag. It took me a whole minute to realize that what he held in his hand was a tattoo machine. 

They commanded me to take my shirt off. Milind unhooked my bra and inscribed something on my back. The process was a slow and painful one. I took a look at the mirror and realized that the words ‘I am a fucking hijra’ had been etched, blaring and indelible, on my skin. 

They took turns to sodomize me again like an animal. Then they left me in the bathroom to probably curl up and die in shame. 

I limped along the corridor after a while, leaving a steady trail of blood from the toilet to the classroom. My batch-mates had returned from the sports arena by now. Our class-teacher, who incidentally didn’t know I was a young transwoman, assumed I was menstruating and gave me a tampon. As for the mortifying tattoo, no one saw it. 

My skirt did a good job of concealing it from the world. 

I was too ashamed to tell anyone, including dad. The heinous crime against me went untold, with the only witnesses to it being the bathroom walls and the silent never-ending white school corridors. 

Chapter 5 - Courted and Hitched Following the assault, I refused to go to school. My father, as you know, wasn’t lacking in resources. He offered to send me to one of the top-most schools abroad. However, I held on to his leg and begged him not to send me away. I couldn’t bear to envisage another possibility of being parted from him. The home-turf wasn’t safe; who knew what manner of demons lurked outside? 

All that had ensued in the past few years had made me into some kind of a nervous wreck. I found it hard to breathe, speak or make eye contact with anyone but my father. (I had rejected Sheetal’s overtures to be friendly with me, and she was only too happy to leave me alone). Also, I worried continuously and incessantly about things that were seemingly trivial. A psychiatrist was ushered; she diagnosed my condition as Generalized Anxiety Disorder coupled with symptoms of Social Phobia. Medicines, psychotherapy and Cognitive Behavioral therapy had limited effect; and I spent the next four or five years withdrawn and cocooned in my shell. 

It was a lonely life, but I found I couldn’t emerge from the bubble I lived in. My father did everything in his power to make sure I had an education. A private tutor was appointed, but I wasn’t comfortable being cooped in a room with another human being. I pleaded with my father to send him away. Thinking I would be more comfortable with a female, my father subtly recommended a lady tutor, but I refused her as well. He, finally, allowed me to study on my own and take online tutorials. 

During this time, art came to my rescue. I found dabbling paint on the canvas to be a very calming and therapeutic exercise. Soon, I was able to give form and meaning to the original mess, and started becoming a budding painter. Along with my amelioration in art, I began regaining my old confidence. I found that I could meet people’s eye, share an elevator with them without breaking into a

sweat and speak without stammering. By the time I reached this stage, I was 19 years old. 

To encourage this trend, my father organized a party in our house. 

He invited almost everyone he knew and our house palatial house could accommodate them all. My young stepmother strutted around in a red gown and golden stilettos, playing the gracious hostess to perfection. I myself wore a sea-green ensemble coupled with strappy silver sandals, and felt very good about myself. ‘Ah! There go my two beautiful butterflies!’ my father announced to no one in particular. 

My amateurish artwork was exhibited and my father showed them off to guests with barely concealed pride. Our guests praised me in a patronizing manner, but they conducted themselves well all in all. 

Nobody said vituperative things about my abduction and anatomy—

not within my earshot, at least. 

‘Hello, Sir’ came a shy, well-modulated voice from the doorway. I turned to take in a pleasant-looking young man in his early twenties. 

His was of average height and build, and dressed in jeans and a simple white shirt (as opposed to the other male guests, who had turned up in tuxedos). Accompanying him were two women: the older one in a plain chiffon saree and the younger in a neatly cut Salwaar Kameez. 

‘Hello, Mohit!’, my father ushered him and the two ladies inside ‘How very nice to see you here!’

‘Mohit’ introduced the two ladies with him as his mother and sister respectively. My father beckoned me and introduced me to them as

‘My daughter, Sasha’. 

‘Mohit is the son of late cinematographer, Mr. Devdutt’s’ my father told me ‘Devdutt-saab was the best cinematographer the Hindi film industry had. He had received many awards, including the National Award, for his works’. 

Mohit laughed politely. I found his simplicity and modesty disarming. 

‘What do you do for a living, son?’ my father asked Mohit. Just when Mohit was about to reply, a guest whisked my father away. I was left standing with Mohit and his mother and sister. A minute of awkward silence followed. Then the ladies and I smiled at each other. 

‘Where were you trained?’ Mohit asked, indicating my paintings. 

‘Actually, I am self-taught’ I confessed. 

‘You’ve used the contrast between light and dark excellently’ he observed ‘makes the images come alive’. 

I was dumbstruck. Of all the guests who had attended the party tonight, Mohit was the only one to offer constructive feedback on my work. 

‘How do you know all this?’ I asked. 

‘I am a student of photography’ he replied ‘Some aspects of it are comparable to art’. 


***

Similar interests drew me to Mohit. We started seeing each other every day and discussed various elements of art, photography and life. Mohit remarked that though my work was brilliant, it possessed a dark disturbing quality to it. ‘May I ask why a beautiful girl like you harbors so much inner angst?’ he questioned. I broke down and told him all (yes, even about my unhealthy attraction to Simha). I don’t know why. Perhaps it was what I perceived as sincerity in his eyes and concern in his voice. I even went to the extent of stripping down to my underwear and showing him what my rapists had inscribed on my back with indelible ink. 

‘Shocking!’ Mohit exclaimed, then went on to passionately say ‘If I ever find those bastards, Sasha, I swear I’ll bury them alive!’ I was deeply touched by the element of empathy Mohit felt for me. And carried away by the way he pronounced my name, his tongue

lovingly caressing every syllable. Subsequently, he took me in my arms and held me for a long time. 

Soon love blossomed between the two of us. We cemented it over long walks along the marine drive. And  bhel puri* (see endnote#2) in Chowpatti. While at Bandra bandstand, transsexuals like me (albeit less privileged ones) came begging. Mohit dropped a Rs. 100 note in each of their palms. I was moved by his generosity. Even though Mohit wasn’t well-to-do, he had a spacious heart. 

He took me to his house. It was a modest-sized two bedroom house in the Pant Nagar area of Ghatkopkar in Mumbai. Now Pant Nagar was supposed to be a colony of proletariat Mumbaikars; the very mention of it had folks from the sophisticated circles I come from wrinkle their noses in disdain. Mohit’s father had been a reputed cinematographer; it was true, but after his untimely demise, the family had found it difficult to make ends meet. They were still struggling to regain their original status. 

In addition to this, another misfortune had befallen the family. Mohit’s sister, Mamta’s husband had passed away in a traffic accident a few years ago. Since her in-laws’ place haunted her with memories of her husband, Mamta had decided to stay with her mother and brother. She was currently seeking a job to help the family but had had no luck so far. 

Mohit’s mother, Mohini, welcomed me with much warmth. She asked me to make myself comfortable and brewed me a relaxing cup of tea. Mamta was also very courteous and admired my dress, jewelry and shoes. I offered to take her shopping the next day. ‘All expenses will be borne by me’ I said in my enthusiasm. Mohini happened to overhear our conversation. ‘Not only are you beautiful, dear, but also very kind!’ she said stroking my hair. 

‘Come along, Sasha’ Mohit said, leading me by the hand ‘I want to show you something’. We got down a few flight of stairs. Underneath was an empty basement. ‘Presenting to you, Madam, my studio!’ he declared in dramatic tones. I was a little confused. A photo-studio

comprised of a little more than a basement, surely? Mohit noticed my baffled expression and laughed. ‘One day it will be, sweetheart’ he said more gravely this time ‘It will have a darkroom, cameras, backdrops, storage space—everything’. 

’One day’, I repeated his words, then asked ‘Why not now?’

‘We have no money, Sasha’ he replied seriously ‘I just graduated from the PhotoShoot College in Pune and haven’t earned a dime yet. 

Mamta promised to help me out once she landed a job’. 

‘I’ll talk to daddy, darling’ I said stroking his face ‘He’ll give you the money’. 

‘Will he?’ Mohit asked, incredulous. 

‘Yes’, I smiled. 


***

My luxurious Juhu home was our next destination. Dad was very pleased to see me and Mohit together. ‘So, how are the two love-birds doing?’ he asked cheerfully. 

‘Very well, Sir’, Mohit answered with deference. 

‘Dad, we wanted a favour…..’. I went on to tell my father about Mohit’s vision of a dream studio in the basement of his house. ‘If you could  help’ I paused meaningfully ‘we’d be very thankful’. 

‘Of course, I’ll finance it, beta!’ my dad said energetically ‘Devdutt-saab was one of the finest cinematographers in India. It would be an honor to help his son follow in his trail!’

‘Thank you, Sir!’ Mohit said taking both my father’s hands in gratitude ‘Thank you so much!’

‘However, you will have to do something for me first’ dad said with a put-on grave demeanor. 

‘Sure Sir, if it is in my capacity’ Mohit answered. 

‘It sure is, young man!’ my father said, his tone bantering ‘Marry my daughter!’

‘With pleasure, Sir’, Mohit replied. 


***

My father wasn’t sure if the law allowed a legal union between a man and a transwoman. Apart from this, he didn’t want the media to trespass and violate our privacy as it had done in the most flagrant manner in the past. It wouldn’t be wrong to say that the marriage between me and Mohit was a hush-hush affair. A handful of family members, along with the priest who sanctified the sacred union, attended it. We took our sacred vows before the fire (symbolically seen as Hindu God Agni) and took seven circumambulations around it. Mohit applied blood red vermillion on my forehead to mark me as his bride. 

So we—the  purush and the  prakriti* (see endnote#3)—were tied in one harmonious union. 

‘She has been through a lot of troubles, son’ my father said bidding a tearful adieu to me after the wedding ‘Please ensure that she stays happy’. 

‘I will, Sir’ replied Mohit solicitously. 

At this time, my father experienced a series of seizures. After we revived him, I noticed that he was struggling to speak and walk. The fear that had gripped me on the flight 5 years ago returned. ‘Dad’ I cried near-hysterically ‘Are you okay?’

‘Of…course, my child…..’ he battled to get the words out ‘It’s just eustress ….owing to the wedding’. 

I remained by his side for a very long time. Finally, I had to leave. My husband and his family were waiting to take me to my new home. I left with a degree of reluctance. I suddenly found that I couldn’t bear to be parted from my beloved dad. 


***

Marital life was good. I don’t know how much money had changed hands between my husband and father, but it seemed sufficient to set up a studio with top-class equipment. Mohit also bought an imported camera for $30,000. He spent long hours at the studio, experimenting with backdrops and different kinds of lighting. He even asked for my suggestions apropos the backdrop and I recommended one depicting ‘Summer of Love’ or the San Francisco Counter culture movement of the 1960s. Sure enough, Mohit got a backdrop portraying people with flowers in their hair sitting on lawns and smoking pot. He added finishing touches to his studio by purchasing a number of accessories and an expensive laptop to crop and frame pictures. 

My mother and sister-in-law were a Godsend. They never as much as let me brew a cup of tea. ‘You dress in silks and jewelry and enjoy your married life’ my mother-in-law told me in (cloying) sweet tones

‘Mamta and I will manage all the household chores’. I thanked my stars. I was indeed very lucky. 

Business eventually picked up. Mohit was a devoted and talented photographer. Apart from this, he was the son of S.Devadutt and son-in-law of Sagar Kapoor. People liked a professional photographer with an impressive lineage and top-notch connections. 

It took no time for Mohit to repay the loan my father had given him. (I must clarify, that my father hadn’t seen it as a loan but as a gift). 

All of a sudden, things changed. Suddenly, I wasn’t beautiful enough to my husband or in-laws. My skin looked ‘too old and wrinkly’. I looked terrible in whatever costume I chose to wear and whichever lipstick I selected to use. Finally, I wasn’t even ‘a real woman’. I was a ‘hijra’. 

This taunt stung hard. I had been completely transparent vis-à-vis my gender identity from the beginning. The fact that I was a member of the third gender was no secret to anyone. Yet, they chose to rub in the fact now, after the ‘loan’ given by my father had been returned. 

Now that their mercenary purpose had been fulfilled, I was redundant. 

My mother-in-law took away all the recherche sarees and jewelry I had got from my parental home and gave them to Mamta. Soon, they managed to get her re-married to a wealthy man. However, Mamta visited frequently enough to make my life hellish in connivance with her mom and brother, my esteemed husband. 

The people who didn’t even let me make tea until a few months ago, piled heavy back-breaking household chores on me. I was expected to serve not only my husband, Mohini and Mamta; but also Mamta’s new husband (who, by the way, was a lecherous guy). My wardrobe now constituted a few sad-looking cotton sarees and worn-out Salwaar Kameezes. I looked more like a maid-servant than the daughter-in-law of the house. 

In addition to the above, I had the onus of warding off salacious advances from my co. brother, Ajit. When Mamta happened to appear on the scene during one such instance, the low-life did a U-turn and accused me of trying to seduce him. ‘These hijras are oversexed!’ my sister-in-law and her mom castigated. They decided to teach me a lesson by beating me black and blue. ‘I have a better solution’ my sadistic co. brother quipped. He asked Mohini and Mamta to hitch my saree up and scalded my delicate thighs with a lit cigarette. Soon, my once beautiful body was scarred by many a cigarette mark. 

Mohit showed overt revulsion at the sight of my body. He no longer wanted to have sex with me. In fact, he didn’t care to have any sort of an association with me. Not only was I a hijra, but a disfigured eyesore as well. This, apparently, further lowered my stock in his eyes. 

I had no intentions of continuing to live like this. I packed up with the intention of returning to my father’s house. 

Chapter 6 - The Calling

Once home, I was shocked to see my stepmother in a compromising position with a man. Emotionally too, they seemed to be on very intimate terms with each other. My father had done all he could to further her career, but no amount of encouragement can help one so grossly lacking in talent. Except for an item number song here and a blink-and-you-will-miss role here, Sheetal’s movie career had nearly frizzled out. Now at 28; she spent all her time shopping, partying and, it seemed, taking on lovers. 

Immersed in the passionate throes of love-making, both the lovers hadn’t noted my presence. 

‘I better leave now’ the man said after a while ‘Your husband has come back’

‘There is no possibility of that, honey’ my stepmom laughed ‘He is in hospital, as usual. No chance of his making it, this time. At least, I hope not’. 

I was shocked to learn that my dad was in hospital. After making enquiries from the domestic staff, I learnt that this is the second time my father had developed a brain tumour. The first one, which had been benign, had developed and been cured with Radiosurgery about five years back. It all came back to me in a flash—my father’s vomiting in the plane restroom and falling headlong down the aisle. 

Nausea and blurry vision were two significant symptoms of having a brain tumor. At that time, I didn’t know. I remembered that my father had made light of the episode. He had not confessed to having been seriously ill. That’s dad—not wanting to worry or trouble anyone. 

The second tumor, a malignant one, had developed a few months back. I recalled my father’s seizures and accompanying symptoms at the time of my wedding. True to his nature, he hadn’t wished to intimate me, choosing instead to quietly opt for surgery. 

Nevertheless, the tumor couldn’t be fully removed and he had recently been forced to go through another round of surgery. 

I learnt that he was recuperating at the Breach Candy Hospital and rushed there. He lay on the hospital bed, defeated and enervated. I noticed that a part of his scalp had been shaven off. The doctors informed me that following Craniotomy, the flap of the scull that had been removed to extract the tumor had been put back and held firmly in place with metal screws. The next step in the procedure was to administer radiotherapy i.e. high intensity beams directed at the area where the surgery was performed, to kill all dregs of the tumour. 

However, my dad hadn’t regained consciousness after the surgery to enable radiotherapy. The medical fraternity was worried and so was I. 

My stepmother, it seems, was oblivious to all our sufferings. She didn’t care to visit my father at hospital anymore and preferred to utilize her time doing ‘constructive things’. She wasn’t too pleased to see me in my father’s house again and made her displeasure quite clear. ‘A woman’s place is in her husband’s house, you know’ she said ‘running to daddy’s house at the slightest chink in the marital armor is no solution’. 

Such old-school sermonizing, coming from a woman who was obviously bereft of morals, sounded misplaced. 

‘It was more than a slight chink’, I said, reacting to her statement

‘The entire marital armor had collapsed’. 

Sheetal got up and poured herself a drink. ‘Whatever’ she said ‘But I think you should go back and adjust with your folks’. 

‘Their treatment of me was inhuman!’ I said more vociferously this time ‘If I remain there, they’ll kill me!’

‘That’s your headache’ the heartless woman shrugged ‘There has already been a scandal thanks to your gender-change. We couldn’t afford to have another’. 

‘Let’s not even talk of scandals’ I muttered under my breath. I was referring to her amorous affairs and other depraved antics which made headlines on Page 3 every other day. The reverse-blaming didn’t go down well with my stepmother. She left the room, fuming with anger. 

She got back at me by taking away my due privileges as the daughter of the house. In the absence of my father, the staff had been trained to obey her: the mistress of the house. She turned me out of my room and relegated me to the servants’ quarters which were situated outside the bungalow. I was prevented from withdrawing money from any of my father’s accounts to buy myself some decent clothes. I had to make do with tatters which would have put even Cinderella to shame. Since I had to check up on dad from time to time, I couldn’t get myself a job. Another dilemma was that I couldn’t possibly attend any interview looking so bedraggled. 

Meanwhile, I continued to visit my father at the hospital. He was in the ICU and had still not regained consciousness. His vitals did not look very good. Sheetal’s sources (oh yes, she had deployed them everywhere) told her he would die. 

This was probably music to her treacherous ears. She really lived it up these days: staging orgies and having binge-drinking parties in our pristine home. My status was reduced to that of a maidservant and I was forced to pander to every longing of the guests. The house staff, my father’s numerous secretaries and managers were aghast at the way in which I was being treated; but they didn’t dare to confront the mistress of the house. After all, she now held the purse-strings which released their salaries at periodic intervals’. Hence, all they did was witness her transgressions in uneasy silence. 

Weeks flew past. One sunny morning, I got a call from Breach Candy Hospital. The doctor in charge of my father’s case informed me that my father had regained consciousness. Elated, I picked up my bag with the intention of going straight to the hospital. However, this wasn’t to be. One of Sheetal’s debauched parties was scheduled for that day and I had to be present. There was no way I could evade

it without landing in serious trouble. I called the doctor on duty and asked him to start the radiotherapy in my absence. 

The party that eventuated that evening for the most debauched one I had ever seen. Sheetal had converted a section of the house into a disco cum strip club. Red and neon disco lights illuminated the pole dancers who gyrated up and down the vertical column suggestively. 

Sheetal had hired umpteen males who initially were dressed as doctors and barristers. They sashayed in an erotic manner to the live music, talking off their clothes and accessories one by one. 

Somewhere along the line, they had stripped down to their underwear and were dancing sensually around my young stepmother. 

I was ushered to serve the guests, staff and strippers drinks. It made a pretty pathetic spectacle; me serving Sheetal, who was dressed up the nines, in a drab tattered cotton saree. The fact that Sheetal, who was a joint account holder with my dad, had splurged a significant portion of my father’s money on this hedonistic party was obvious. 

The irony of the situation was that I-- my father’s only child-- didn’t even have access to a decent set of clothes. The ungodliness of it all had my father’s staff in tears, but there was little they could do. 

‘Hey!’ Sheetal ushered me in between sashaying with a stripper ‘Get me a daiquiri’

Not being very knowledgeable about cocktails, I got her sangria instead. My stepmom took one sip and realized the taste was all wrong. The lapse made her furious. ‘Hey!’ she beckoned me ‘Can’t you do anything without screwing up?’ Then in one fluid movement she splashed the cocktail across my face. 

‘Enough!’ came a voice from the doorway. It was weak, but unmistakably  that baritone. The much acclaimed much adored baritone. I turned around to see dad. He was in a wheel-chair and was escorted by Vinod Uncle and other secretaries. 

‘Sagar!’ Sheetal, who had dismissed my dad as comatose, started. 

‘Actually, I….’ she tried to give some lame explanation. 

‘Stop it, Sheetal!’ my father said in a no-nonsense voice ‘Your true colors have been revealed to me. Don’t try to pull wool over my eyes, okay?’

‘Sasha, my child’ he summoned me to him. I knelt down and held my progenitor in a tight embrace. ‘I am so sorry, dear, for all the troubles you have had to undergo’ he said apologetically, ‘ Vinod told me about Sheetal’s as well as Mohit’s behavior towards you’. 

‘Forget them, dad’ I said dismissively ‘I am happy to have you back’

‘Nevertheless, I’ll never forgive them for what they’ve done—I’ll make them pay’, the determination in dad’s voice was unmistakable. 

He started divorce proceedings against Sheetal and got one in no time. Since she was the guilty party, he didn’t have to pay her alimony. My father gave a press interview about the misdemeanors of Mohit and his family. Soon the atrocities committed by Mohit and my in-laws on me were out in the open. Disgusted by their 180

degree turn post repaying the loan; people, even regular clients, stopped patronizing him. His business suffered and he was soon rendered a pauper. No one could escape God’s retribution for long. 

I devoted the next few weeks to looking after my dad. I made sure he got plenty of rest and helped him keep the incision on his scalp free of infections. Dad wasn’t as steady with his gait as he used to be; I helped him walk and climb stairs. It was a matter of time before he became near-normal. However, he didn’t have the same energy levels he used to. 

I made it my life’s mission to go to schools, colleges and corporate offices to spread awareness about the lives and problems of sexual minorities. I also conducted programs to educate the hoi polloi of the challenges faced by transsexuals and called for their complete assimilation into the mainstream. I quoted my own father as an

example of a supportive parent and requested parents of transsexuals to treat them as lovingly. ‘Disowning your transsexual child is no solution’ I told them ‘Try and imbibe them, instead, into the fabric of the society’. I also encouraged companies to hire transgender people so that they could live a life of pride and dignity without having to depend on begging or sex work for a living. Along with a group of my friends, I put a plea across to the government to implement schemes related to sexual minorities and to reserve jobs for them so that they could lead a life of financial independence. 

One day, I returned home to find Mohit waiting for me. I ignored him and busied myself in preparing fresh fruit juice for my dad. 

‘Sasha’, Mohit’s tone was beseeching ‘Please come home. I know I made a mistake, but now find that I can’t live without you’. 

‘Sorry, Mohit’ I told him without any ill-will ‘I don’t wish to live the life of a householder anymore’. 

After some more futile attempts to convince me, Mohit left. The slight drooping of his shoulders reflected his disappointment. However, my decision was final and I had no intentions of rescinding it. 

When I went to give my father the fruit juice, he broached the subject of my remarrying. 

‘No, dad’ I said firmly ‘I wish to devote my life to loftier purposes’. 

‘What are these purposes, dear?’ dad asked gently. 

‘To serve you and the society I live in’ I said. 

My father wasn’t too happy to hear this. ‘But dear, you’re so young’

he said ‘Why must you spend the rest of your life without a good companion?’

‘I have found the best companion in myself, dad’ I smiled ‘No one can get better than that’

***

My father passed away many years later when I was 42 years old. 

He was very proud of my strength of character and saw me as a worthy heiress. Therefore, he left all his property, amounting to infinite crores, only to me. 


***

Two years have passed since my father’s demise. Streaks of sunlight falling on my hair highlight my few greys—the only testimony to the passage of time. People tell me that I haven’t changed otherwise. In fact, they comment on the incandescent glow that apparently lights up my face nowadays. ‘It’s the glow born of celibacy and renunciation’ I tell them in a joking manner. However, this may not be far from the truth. 

After Mohit, I haven’t been in a relationship with anyone. I also have cut-down on my personal needs, buying only what is absolutely essential. The wealth I inherited from my father is mine; yet not exclusively mine. I couldn’t carry it to my grave, I realized, but could certainly use it to better the world around me. 

I started ‘A Ray of Light’—a rehabilitation center for other transsexuals who aren’t as privileged as me. I give those under my wing education and employ them in our handicrafts wing. Our rehabilitation centre also offers free-health check-ups and free treatment for those afflicted with AIDS and other venereal diseases. 

If a member chooses to have a sex reassignment surgery, ‘A Ray of Light’ bears the expenses. In addition to the above, we conduct seminars in which the importance of equality and freedom of expression for transsexuals is emphasized. 

For more than twenty years now, mine has been a solo journey. 

Maybe I’ll find a like-minded person to walk along side me; maybe I won’t. Either ways, I intend carrying on with my work which, I realize, is my true calling. It is the only thing that gives me unparalleled satisfaction that no one can take away. 

The End

 

Endnote

1. The Nithari Killings at Noida- A gruesome 2006 case in Uttar Pradesh, India, which involved missing children, murder, organ trade and suspected cannibalism. 

2. Bhel Puri- A local snack comprising mainly of puffed rice garnished with chopped tomato, onion, grated carrot, coriander and mustard. 

3.  Purush and Prakriti- Man and nature. 

Character Profile

Sanjay Kapoor/ Sasha is a 12 year old star son who is abducted by a criminal organization for ransom. He is a pleasantly plump boy of average height. Following a volte-face done by his father, the criminals cut off Sanjay’s testicles. Subsequently, he is taken to Bangkok and given female hormones. Sanjay is renamed Sasha and is forced to offer services as a prostitute. ‘180 degree turn’ traces his trials and tribulations post gender-change. 

Sagar Kapoor is the 45 year old father of Sanjay. Sagar is a film-star and is rolling in wealth. He is conventionally handsome (possesses gazelle’s eyes, an aquiline nose and well-formed lips) and has an attractive masculine voice. Sagar is devoted to his wife, Seema, and son, Sanjay. Following Sanjay’s abduction, Sagar does everything in his power to find him. After Sanjay is traced in Bangkok, Sagar gets him back home. His acceptance of his son is total and complete in spite of the latter’s gender change. He tries his best to be supportive of Sanjay, yet can’t protect the latter from suffering inflicted by the ruthless, barbaric society. 

Simha is the 45 year old leader of the criminal mafia that abducts Sanjay. Simha’s Indo-Thai lineage gives him a unique appearance: he is tall, dusky and big-boned like Indian men; but has delicate high-cheek bones, small tip-tilted eyes and straight hair like his Thai mother. He is a nasty character, yet fatally attractive and charismatic. 

He whisks Sanjay off to Bangkok, gets his gender changed and pimps him (her) into flesh trade. Simha uses Sanjay (Sasha) as his exclusive concubine during the nights. 

Seema is Sanjay’s slim, delicate, fragile, loving mother. Unable to withstand receiving her son’s severed testicles; she goes into a shock and eventually dies. 

Sheetal is Sagar Kapoor’s beautiful, hardboiled, 22 year old second wife. She is an aspiring actress who marries Sagar just to further her

ambitions of becoming a film star. After Sagar is hospitalized, she gets to call the shots in the house. By and by, Sheetal becomes a profligate. She squanders away much of Sagar’s money on shopping, organizing debauched parties and hiring male strippers. 

Sheetal’s questionable morals coupled with her ill-treatment of Sasha in Sagar’s absence, compels him to divorce her. 

Mohit is 21 years old and the son of famous (deceased) cinematographer, S.Devadutt. He is of average height and build, and has a deceptively pleasant face. Mohit’s mercenary ambition (of seeking a loan to set up a photo studio) drives him to woo and marry Sasha. After the loan is repaid to Sasha’s father, Mohit’s behavior changes. He starts ill-treating Sasha and calls her a ‘hijra’ prompting her to leave him. 

Mohini is Mohit’s widowed mother. She is initially very warm towards Sasha and treats her like a queen. After her son repays the borrowed loan to Sasha’s father, she too does a U-turn. She treats Sasha like a maidservant and even goes to the extent of causing her physical harm. 

Mamta is Mohit’s 30 year old widowed sister, who (like her mother) is initially very courteous towards Sasha. Her behavior also changes later on and she starts harassing her young sister-in-law. 

Ajit is Mamta’s wealthy second husband. He is a womanizer and takes to harassing Sasha. When his wife catches him misbehaving with Sasha, he does a turn quote and accuses the latter of trying to seduce him. Subsequently, he disfigures Sasha’s young body with a lit cigarette. 

Dr. Sarawut is a 35 year old ethical Thai doctor. Tricked into believing that Sanjay desires a gender change, Dr. Sarawut injects female hormones into his body. Following this, Sanjay’s body slowly transforms into that of a female’s. 

Nattapong is a 22 year old Thai man who happens to be Sasha’s first customer. He suffers from AIDS and believes that having sex

with a virgin will cure him of the disease. He is quite solicitous towards Sasha even though he knows she is a prostitute. Nattapong is pleased with the ‘services’ and recommends Sasha to several of his friends. Hence, Sasha’s clientele grows by word-of-mouth. 

Vinod Mehta is Sagar Kapoor’s main secretary cum manager. He is a tall, thin, bespectacled gentleman of about 50. Sanjay initially suspects Vinod of having installed the tracker app in his father’s cell phone and landline, but later realizes that Vinod is innocent of deceit. 

Sanjay never finds out who has installed the tracker app in his house and at the police station. This is one little mystery which is never resolved through the course of the story. 

Milind is a 17 year old senior of Sasha’s. He is tall, lanky and has a prominent Adam’s apple. Milind is an obnoxious combination of a high sex-drive and contempt for transsexuals. He, along with a friend, commits sodomy on Sasha and inscribes ‘I am a f****** hijra’

on her back, scarring her for life. 

Kundan is Milind’s short, squat, hirsute friend. He is 17 years old, over-sexed, and Milind’s partner in crime in the rape of Sasha. 

‘Rotten Teeth’/ Raja is a gangster in Simha’s mafia. He is the one who grabs Sanjay from the road and pulls him into the car. Rotten Teeth is assigned the task of phoning Sagar Kapoor periodically and demanding ransom. 

‘PockMark’/Mukesh is yet another gangster. He has pockmarks all over his face, reptilian skin and strong arms. He cuts Sanjay’s testicle each time. 

‘Scarface’/Sunil is also an accomplice. He has a deep scar running vertically along the length of his face. Scarface places Sanjay’s left testicle in a cardboard box, pads it with sponge, and ornaments it with candy, confetti and a red rose. He parcels the ‘gift’ with glitzy red paper and ties a ribbon around it. He explains to Sanjay the reason behind keeping the other children as prisoners in the den. 

‘Pierced Lip’/Akshay is also an accomplice who takes upon himself the sadistic task of explaining to Sanjay what losing one’s testicles implies. After Sanjay’s second testicle is chopped off, Pierced Lip pours undiluted whiskey over it. 

‘Munna’/ Pimples is a teenaged member of the gang. He doubles as a driver cum part-time henchman for the gang. 

Chotu is the little man the gang hires to receive the ransom money. 

Mira is the Indian detective hired by Sagar Kapoor who traces Sanjay (Sasha) to Bangkok. 



Transgender Stories by Yu Sakurazawa

A Slippery Slope in a School 

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

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



Dance Like a Woman 

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

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

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring

his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina— with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 



None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly: Magdalene Sorority 

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

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



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being

forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

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



Trapped in Circus 

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

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

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

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

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



Unusual Romance at a Call Center 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series Eighteen year old Ajay Singh is a pretty-faced, effeminate boy living in the town of Patiala. Even though he is born male, Ajay hasn’t attained puberty. His dressing in female clothes and performing a feminine dance on a college stage creates a scandal in the social circles his family moves in. Fearing further stigma, Ajay’s parents ask him to leave Patiala. Ajay travels to Bangalore and joins a BPO/Call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. 

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

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



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a

renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

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



Medusa Locks: Feminized in Misery 

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



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

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



Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”)

also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer –

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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





DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH 

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

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

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves

the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. 

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



Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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





Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

 

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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

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

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



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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



Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

 

Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

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

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



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay

sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

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

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

everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

Hijra, the Third Gender

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is

unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape: An Escape to the Other Gender 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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





The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

[image: Image 2]

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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

Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa



Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing

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

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

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