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Chapter 1 - I, too, am a Woman Life is good at the moment. I am sitting on the verandah of my Bangalore home sipping tea, savoring every sip of the brew and life. 

My husband and daughter sit on the swing on the porch--the latter, all of three, releases a volley of giggles as her dad lifts her high up in the air and brings her down with a zooming sound like an aero plane. 

My little airplane is brought close to me and then flown off, but not before I plant a kiss on that adorable soft forehead. 

Early morning rays caress the two loved faces, accentuating the difference between them. My husband Paolo; an Italian, is tall, fair-complexioned like all Caucasians and has brown hair, and the nicest blue eyes (in my humble opinion, at least). My daughter, on the other hand, looks like a delicate little doll; she has the smoothest marble-like skin, the straightest hair on earth, and small sweet tip-tilted black eyes. I haven’t given birth to this apple of my eye. I can’t have children--no, never ever. Sia was adopted from an orphanage in Manipur, which is a state in the North Eastern part of India. As we visited the place, my heart went out to all those children who had lost their parents or had been abandoned by them. They flocked around us all curiously, wanting to have a peek into the baskets we’d brought along with us and we didn’t disappoint them. Smiles lit their little faces as we distributed fruits and sweets we’d brought in the carrier. All along, I didn’t forget that we’d come here for a purpose: to give an orphaned child a loving home and also fill the void within me that existed owing to being childless. From the corner of my eye, I took in a toddler standing a few meters away, sucking on her thumb and surveying me and Paolo with great care. It was as if she was literally saying, ‘I am checking out if you are good enough to be my mom and dad!’. As I gazed at the little beauty, the emptiness that I had carried with me for the past few years got filled magically--and infused it was with motherly love for this child that wasn’t biologically mine, yet in a curious miraculous way belonged to me. I cast a glance at my husband and could see that he felt the same spiritual connection with her that I did. We didn’t lose a moment now, but

rushed towards Sia: our child. We stooped to her height and held her in our arms. It seems that other children, the ‘house mother’, and trustees of the orphanage felt the magic of the family embrace for they started clapping and cheering joyously for us. They were obviously elated that we’d found our daughter. It was clear from the beginning to one and all that we--Paolo, Sia and I belonged together. 

People--friends, acquaintances and strangers--show incredulousness at the sight of my inter-racial family, but I tell them, 

‘doesn’t Hinduism espouse the philosophy of  Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam; the theory that the entire world is one single family unit?’. All we have to do is to search for kindred souls in the world; the ones on the same mental or spiritual wavelength become your family and friends. However, people being as they are i.e. visual and focused on physical appearances, often can’t desist from remarking, 

‘Sia doesn’t look one bit like you!’

At this juncture, you may be curious about what I look like. I am tall, dusky and have emerald green eyes that I have inherited from my father. I have long shapely hands and legs, and people tell me that I have a certain bewitching feminine grace about me which is probably owing to the fact that I am a professional dancer. My shoulders are squarer than the average woman’s and I don’t protrude in front the way they do--I have no breasts. Also, I never attained menarche, hence never have had menstrual periods. In some ways that’s convenient; I never go through PMS or worry about getting my clothes stained when I have a dance rehearsal or performance. In most ways though it’s tragic, the likes of me can never ever give life to another human being. 

I sprout facial hair once in a while; I wax them or pluck them out with tweezers--it is painful, yes, but I refrain from shaving as I fear that my skin will become rough and coarse like a man’s. Removing hair from the roots ensures that my face retains the lovely velvety texture of a peach; skin that could give any beauty contest winner a run for her money (yes, I admit I am vain, but is taking pride in oneself a sin? I don’t think so). My voice is a little too husky for my liking, but

the doctors say all this is going to change eventually as my body starts responding to hormone therapy. I’ve already undergone sex-change surgery and have female genitals now, but they say the secondary sex characteristics will take some time to appear. I dream of the day when I have a full voluptuous bosom, stop sprouting facial hair and speak in the dulcet sweet tones of a woman--all the estrogen they are pumping in will eventually lead to that, they say. 

The wait is trying, but I console myself saying that I already am a woman on the inside--I have always been one--there will certainly come a day when my exterior corresponds completely with the female person inside. ‘I too am a woman’, I repeat the magical affirmation several times and feel completely and powerfully female. 

Presently, my mother comes in and takes Sia from Paolo’s arms. 

She makes the little one sit on her lap and regales her with stories of Gods and demons. The one she’s narrating now is the story of churning of the ocean. Incidentally, this story also happens to be my personal favorite as it revolves around Hindu God Vishnu taking the form of a beauteous, alluring woman to seduce the demons and retrieve the pot of nectar that they had stolen from the Gods. I especially enjoy stories that I can relate to. 

It gives me great pleasure to see my mother bonding with Sia. We never shared this sort of closeness when I was a child, but I am not one to dwell too much on the past. I have forgiven my mom and everyone else who had tried to take away my personal power. I love and respect mom; she is really trying her best to learn and evolve; this is commendable considering the kind of background she comes from and the life she has lead. I behold her for a while. Except for a marginal increase in weight and a few grays gracing the temples, she remains unchanged. She probably feels my gaze on her for she looks up enquiringly and asks ‘What is it?’ ‘Nothing’ I smile at her and shake my head. She smiles in return--a smile that warms the cockles of my heart. 

Scenes from the past start flooding my mind--the hot sweltering heat of Sivakasi, the small town I grew up in,…. the damp dingy  paan,  the

betel leaves stained walls of the brothel that was my home,….the loud ugly cat fights, bawdy under-the-belt jokes, obscenities and expletives hurled around perpetually,…the memory of my mother draped in garish shimmering sarees, worn clearly with the intention of revealing rather than covering the body as the demure garment is meant to do….her numerous “boyfriends” entering and leaving her chamber….My mom suggestively poised at the doorway, flirting with men, her gaudy layers of makeup mingling with sweat and pouring down her face….then there is another memory; a repressed one that refuses to be evoked right now….I coerce my brain into recalling it, but it stubbornly refuses….wait a minute the door bell is trilling. My students are probably here. 

When in a reverie, I always lose track of time. Now I must hurry up and get dressed. I wear my splendorous yellow and red Bharatnatyam costume; an attire that is a slight modification of the saree. It accentuates the best features of my body and gives my hips a rounded contour that it otherwise still lacks. I fish the rich royal temple jewelry out of the old chest and wear it around my neck, waist, arms and head. The traditional anklet, with little tinkling metal bells attached to a strip of leather, adds a touch of finality to my couture. I feel regal; like a queen and walk majestically to the main hall of the house where my students are waiting. 

As I enter the hall, the students touch my feet as a mark of respect for me, their  guru,  or teacher, as is the Indian Hindu custom. I, who was heckled, mocked, tyrannized, marginalized and alienated by the rest of the human species, am the object of reverence today. It is both, an honour and a humbling experience. This status of mine has been attained thanks to Mr.I.Sadasivan, my own late dance  guru who imparted the knowledge of the dance to me. I look up at the skies and silently send a word of gratitude to him. 

My student group comprises of mostly girls, and two boys. Thrice a week, I go to the rehabilitation centre I run to teach  Bharatnatyam to others who are still transgenders for free. It gives me great pleasure to impart this knowledge and carry on the tradition. 

The class culminates and the students leave one by one. I go through the day cheerfully, carrying on my duties as a householder--

the role a woman is traditionally supposed to perform in India. I cook, dress my child for school, pack lunch for my husband and then start my dance rehearsal for the show I am to perform this evening. Time flit past and I become absorbed in the  rasas (a Sanskrit word meaning sentiments),  bhavas (emotions),  sringara (beauty) and kriyas (actions) of  Bharatnatyam, the style of traditional Indian dance known for its grace, purity, tenderness, expression and sculpturesque poses, in which I am specialized. I try to portray the beauty and radiance of the universe through graceful body movements. I feel I have metamorphosed into one of  apsaras,  the celestial maidens sculpted on the walls of the temples in Madhurai which is another town in Tamil Nadu that I have seen as a child. My ever dependable performance partner, Ganesan, beats away at the Mridangam,  the Indian drums, enthusiastically. Finally, we pause for a sip of water and find that five hours have passed. However, we don’t experience a single sign of fatigue. Such is our love for our respective arts. If anything, the session has made us feel revitalized. 

I realize it’s afternoon and rush to serve my mother a lunch. I have a bite as well, and then head to the rehabilitation centre to check if everything is under control. It’s time for Sia’s school to end; I pick her up on the way and we return home hand in hand. In the evening, I perform to the best of my ability and get a standing ovation from the audience. Once upon a time, one was derided by and jeered at by the very same human race and now…..anyway, let bygones be bygones. I suppress the gloomy thoughts that threaten to take control of my mind and smile brightly as the curtains come down. 

As we are about to retire for the day, Paolo asks me if I am feeling well. He is a perspicacious guy and sniffs out if something is wrong faster than a blood hound. ‘You haven’t been yourself all morning, Roopi. Something on your mind?’ ‘I am fine, honey’, I hasten to assure him. Personal demons are something I need to deal with on my own--they are unspeakable, and unshareable--with everyone, including one’s partner. Paolo doesn’t grill me. The best thing about

this guy is that he gives you space--unlike a certain other man in the past that didn’t. Paolo also respects me; the other man I mentioned treated me like his personal slave and expected me to do his every bidding. 

Paolo snoozes off in a jiffy. I put Sia to sleep and come and lie down beside Paolo. Sleep evades me as the past forces itself on my mind brutally, in full force. I am unable to deal with this torture all by myself and start recording everything in a note book. Sometime, I’ll compile all that I’ve written down into a book. Please don’t forget to read it if you find the time. 



Chapter 2 - Inception

Any genesis of life begins with the mother creature, so I’ll start with the story of my mother, Selvi. My mother barely spoke to me and all that I am going to tell you was recounted to me by her friend Bhavani, to whom my mother often spoke to about her past. Selvi was born a family of the lower economic strata in Madras, the former name of Chennai--her father was a daily wage laborer and her mother a domestic help. They were a large family; her mother spawned one child after another, leading to umpteen mouths to feed. 

The family found it difficult to make ends meet; they depended on humble gruel for survival. My mother was the first-born, hence had a plethora of responsibilities which included rearing her younger siblings when her parents had gone out to work. When the second sibling in line was old enough to take over the nanny’s role, Selvi was sent off to various houses to work as a maidservant. She worked hard and incessantly, for a pittance. When eighteen, she missed a period and begun throwing up violently in the mornings. 

Yes, you’ve guessed right--she was pregnant with me. Pre-marital sex is generally considered a taboo in conservative Indian society and an unwed mother is condemned and ostracized by society, in addition to a plethora of other woes that she has to go through. In case this happens, parents of the girl zero in on the man responsible for her ‘condition’ and either beg or coerce him into marrying their daughter and ‘making an honest woman of her’ so that she can still

‘hold her head high in society’. Selvi’s folk, to whom her condition was apparent right at the outset, apparently beat her black and blue for bringing ignominy on the family. They, I believe, demanded to know who the father of the child is. ‘I can’t name him’, Selvi refused obstinately. ‘No’, she said to herself, ‘I can never tell him about the child, whatever I may have to endure!’. They grilled and prodded her for a few days, before throwing their hands up in defeat. ‘First you bring shame upon us, then you refuse to name the scoundrel--your partner in crime!’ her father spat. ‘What sin have I committed that I had to witness all this….’, Selvi’s mother beat her breast in loud lament. ‘It’s what she has brought upon herself, the bitch on heat!’

her father said crudely before adding ‘the consequence is hers to bear--we’ll have nothing to do with her’. So that was that. My mother, three weeks pregnant, was conclusively disowned and summarily thrown out of their little house. 

Dazed and confused, she aimlessly wandered the streets of Chennai and the next thing she was cognizant of was being grasped by muscular hairy arms and being pulled into a moving car. Apart from Mani, the man who had forced her into the car, there were three other uncouth looking guys in the vehicle. Frightened out of her wits, my mother tried to scream and claw at their faces, but a filthy rag was tossed into her mouth before she had the chance. Stronger arms pinned her slender rebellious ones down. And then they did it, at knife point, the most heinous atrocity men commit on women, sapping my poor mother of the last drop of energy that was already depleting owing to her not having eaten a morsel for many hours. 

‘That should tame the wild cat, ha!’ one of the monsters gloated as she lay exhausted and semi conscious. 

She woke up and found herself in a hideous stifling little cubby hole. 

She looked out of the window to realize that the place she had been brought to wasn’t her beloved Madras; she was later to realize that it was a town called Sivakasi. Crowding around her were women of assorted ages, shapes and sizes, united only by the vulgar revealing clothes that they were wearing and the cakes of cheap make up that covered their faces. My mother was stifled by the overpowering reek of cheap perfume that the women had doused themselves with and the general aura of grossness and impurity that tainted the air of the place. She tried to flee, but the girls, commanded by a middle-aged woman (My mother was later to realize that she was  Olirpirai, the madam of the brothel), curtailed her. She could read empathy in some of the girls’ helpless faces, jaded indifference in the others. Yet they weren’t unkind, these women--they were only doing as directed by their superior. There were sounds of raucous male voices from the ground floor and Mani and the other pimps who had assaulted Selvi the previous night barged into the room on the first floor where she was being held prisoner. ‘No need to be overly nice to her’, they

growled at the other girls ‘She is a defiant piece of goods’. The girls, obviously terrified, nodded. 

For the first few months of her pregnancy, Selvi was compelled to offer her services to clients. Later on, when she started swelling to what seemed to be near bursting point, they permitted her to stop and ‘take rest’. My mother was apparently ravenous at this time and consumed a lot of food. All the time, Olirpirai cursed her for not being in a position to earn her keep and being a burden on the brothel resources and provisions. 

Selvi gave birth to me in the sweltering summer of 1982. The pregnancy was a difficult one and she was apparently in labor for 12

long hours before I actually arrived. The midwife who attended on her inspected my genitals carefully and was thrown in a state of perplexity. She ushered other women in the brothel to show what was clearly an unusual, aberrant phenomenon--an atypical male organ with some features of the female. I was born a hermaphrodite-

-like a fish, slug or snail. But unlike these creatures that possessed the miraculous ability to reproduce without mating, I couldn’t reproduce at all. I was impotent until my sex change operation, barren later. 

Had the midwife and sex workers been an educated lot, they would have known that my condition had been caused due to possessing both XX and XY chromosomes. But not being so knowledgeable, sophisticated or sensitive, they spoke about me in the most basal of terms, beneath their breath. ‘Ayyo Shiva, the child is a  Pottai!’

Olirpirai coarsely interjected (‘Pottai’ is the derogatory term for hijra or a transgender). ‘It’s an inauspicious omen--we’ll all lose our fertility’ said another curvy woman. ‘So much the better’ sniggered a lanky girl, Bhavani (who incidentally, was my mother’s best friend and the one from whom I learnt all this) ‘we wouldn’t have to use the glove when we make love’. Naive as she was, she didn’t consider the possibility of venereal diseases being transmitted thanks to unprotected sex. The others, who were just as ignorant, considered this. ‘Nature’s birth control’, they thought, ‘that could indeed be

liberating for sex workers’. ‘Actually, hijras are known to enhance fertility’, a slightly enlightened sex worker chipped in ‘that’s why they’re invited at weddings--to bless the newlywed couple with fertility and good reproductive health’. ‘Oh never mind all that, Pushpa’, said the others dismissively, ‘Let’s now show Selvi her baby. She’d be eager to see it’. 

As I’ve stated before, in spite of being victims of the most odious of circumstances, these girls had their hearts in the right place. They lovingly wrapped me in a light blanket and took me to my mother. For starters, I believe my mother was ecstatic to see me and nearly snatched me from the arms of one of her colleagues. ‘Easy, easy, Selvi’ they laughed indulgently ‘the child is yours for life’. Selvi held me in her arms for a minute, before she started foraging through the blankets like a hungry animal. ‘Boy or girl?’ she asked, without lifting her head. The girls paused awkwardly, obviously hesitating to tell my mom the truth about me. However, the malicious Olirpirai didn’t have any issues expressing herself. ‘It’s an intersexed child’, she said with malignant relish, ‘You’ve given birth to a bloody  hijra.’ ‘It can’t be true.’ cried my mother, her eyes filling with tears, ‘After all I’ve been through, this child was my only hope!’. ‘Oh, please don’t be dejected’

her friends tried to console her ‘It was God’s will… be grateful that the child is alive and healthy’. ‘It would be better had it died!’ my mother replied wildly ‘that way it could have spared me this profound shame!’. ‘The mid wife said the child’s anatomically close to a boy. 

You could bring it up as one’, Bhavani tried to placate my flustered young mother. ‘There’s no need to think of him as different as any other boy’. But my mother refused to react. She continued lying on the bed in a melancholy stupor. ‘Oh cheer up now’ said the curvy woman ‘It’s a beautiful baby- such nice green eyes he has, look!’. My mom didn’t budge. ‘Okay, at least think of a name for him’ coaxed Bhavani. ‘Raja’ my mother muttered mechanically, looking out of the window in a zombie-like fashion. 

My poor mother, who was already demoralized as the result of having been ejected from her house, and subsequently abducted and raped before being forced into the most degrading of trades, 

became severely depressed now. Giving birth to an intersexed child was more than she could handle--that way I had clearly failed her and I still blame myself sometimes for causing her unhappiness. She became more and more passive and spent all her time distractedly looking out of the window, obstinately refusing to eat, sleep or feed me. ‘The child is going to die of hunger!’ the kindly girls at the brothel fretted ‘We have to make other arrangements….’. They pleaded with Olirpiral to allow them to buy an extra liter of cow’s milk everyday; a request she at first refused saying it wasn’t her duty to provide for the intersexed illegitimate child of a prostitute. After much beseeching, she assented. ‘Okay, but you’ll have to shell down three-fourths of the money from your pockets’. So the girls scrimped and saved to buy extra cow’s milk and tried feeding me through a bottle. Since I was a new born, my system initially resisted being fed the milk of a mammal of another species and I used routinely to throw up. However, as time passed, my digestive system accepted and assimilated the alien juice and I survived. 

Growing up in Sivakasi was a singular experience in itself. The weather was always dry and the water scarce, so the only crop that grew was millets, among a few others. The town is famous (or for that matter, infamous) in India for its umpteen firecracker and matches factories that employ child labour. It has a few temples that are really glorious. The geography is rather plain; there are no rich mineral deposits or anything. To come to think of it, my hometown is rather barren, just like me. 

As a child, I loved working hard and helping those around me. By the age of seven, I was cooking, cleaning, scrubbing and doing all the clothes and the vessel washing for the inmates of the brothel. I prepared the choicest delicacies for my mother and washed her clothes with especial care, but she didn’t seem to notice my efforts at all. To come to think of it, she barely spoke to me expect to reprimand. With age I’ve become analytical--probably the craving for maternal love left an echoing void inside me; rejection on her part left deep scars. 

The women in the brothel who had raised me--all of whom I, incidentally, addressed as ‘Aunty’--were charitable enough, but shirked away from me, as if I had a contagious disease they dreaded getting infected with. They gently chided me when I asked for frocks and dolls, and said I ought to continue wearing shirts and shorts, and go out and play cricket or something. They also wouldn’t let me grow my hair long and luxuriant like them, but had the local barber chop it into an unprepossessing crew-cut. ‘You are a  boy’, they would emphasize, ‘You ought to dress and behave like one’. When around me, they were jumpy and uneasy--as if they were hiding some secret of mammoth proportions in their bosoms. 

I desperately tried to identify with boys. However, they would heckle and taunt me and call me names like  Pottai, khoja, hijra, aravani etc. 

I had no clue what they meant (or for that matter how the fact that I was a transgender had got around). ‘That means you are neither a boy nor girl’, they said rudely. ‘But I am a boy’, I would repeat what I’d been taught though on the inside I felt like a girl. ‘Okay’ they challenged me ‘Does your wee-wee look like ours?’ They pulled their pants down and I knew what they were talking about. I wasn’t a boy. 

Nor a girl--like I felt on the inside. I was different--abnormal--a nature’s freak. Neither a boy. Nor a girl. The truth was too jarring for me to take and I ran towards home, my eyes welling with tears. 

The girls in my neighborhood were more benevolent. They let me play ‘Home-home’ and ‘Hide and seek’ with them. However, after a while their mothers turned me out--probably because I was a hijra and my mom a prostitute. 

Meanwhile, my mother was immersed in her own debauched world of men and liquor. She had acclimatized herself quite well to the surroundings and trade, and no longer seemed to resent it. However, she still resented  me, it was clear, for she never lost an opportunity to admonish me, even over trifles. Once, I sneaked out to play with the little girls in the neighbourhood. Thankfully, their parents weren’t around, otherwise they would have shooed me out outright as if I was a mangy street dog. The girls were reading from a book and

scribbling on a slate with a chalk. ‘What are you doing?’ I asked with interest. ‘Homework’ they replied ‘We come home and practice what we were taught in school’. Yes, I had observed them wearing blue and white uniforms and leaving in the morning for school. Reading and writing seemed to be very interesting skills. That night, I wheedled some money from one of my ‘aunts’ and purchased a book of alphabets, a notebook and a blue pencil. I sat up all night skimming through it. I must have dozed off sometime after, for when I opened my eyes the first thing I took in was the sight of my mom burning the books in the kitchen fire. In front of my very eyes, she flung the cherished pencil far away from the window. ‘Amma’ I cried aghast, ‘What have you done?’. ‘Shut your mouth!’ she bellowed, kicking me hard in the stomach ‘How dare you do all this? Reading and writing is not for the likes of us!’. I don’t hold any ill-will against mother for what she did that day. Life had dealt her a tough set of cards and had colored her life-view with cynicism and suspicion. She was bitter enough to think that nothing on earth could better our lot, not even education. 

When they didn’t have to entertain clients, my ‘aunts’ watched television. Olirpirai was getting old, deaf and less intimidating, and slowly starting to lose hegemony over her bawdy house kingdom. 

Therefore, my home was abuzz with sounds of movie dialogs, and songs, folk songs, and Hindi movie songs and occasionally classical or western music. I enjoyed watching Hindi film actress Madhuri Dixit sensually sway to the song ‘ Dhak Dhak Karane Laga’ (Dhak dhak the heart started beating) and the south Indian dance genius Prabhu Deva dance in a lithe manner to the ‘ Mukalla, mukabila, Laila’

(Competition, competition, O Laila) number. While I was unaware, the music cast a magic spell on my body which started swaying, gyrating, shimmying and twirling to different kinds of beats and rhythms. The grace and elegance of my movements were not lost on my ‘aunts’. ‘Your boy here dances so well, Selvi…he could give any heroine worth her salt a run for her money!’ they said, not unkindly. 

My mother glowered at them. It was obvious that she doesn’t share their appreciation. ‘Enough of these monkey antics!’ she ticked me off brusquely, but to give her credit, never actively prevented me

from dancing. I’d like to think she was a secret fan of my jiving talent and instinctively knew I had a future in the field. 

Soon came the sweet spring of my 13th year. As I beheld my image in the mirror, I couldn’t help feeling pleased. I had grown tall and statuesque, my dusky skin glowed with the healthy pallor of youth and my emerald green eyes (my most attractive feature) glittered like two beautiful stars. My luxuriant hair, which I had insisted on growing long--my ‘aunts’ had given in after much ado--was rich raven black. 

My eyelashes were thick and eyebrows arched like some exotic bird’s wing. Yes, I was growing up to be quite stunning. I felt, brimming within me, new unfamiliar feelings and desires that I later learnt that girls and transwomen go through, the jolt of excitement within when one beholds a handsome young male, feeling shy and even more feminine/ effeminate in the presence of one, overwhelming tender passions that sometimes take over during the day, sweet emotional frission that keeps one awake in the dark of nights….wanting to look at ‘dirty’ magazines and watch romantic scenes in movies….feeling unbearably jealous when your silver screen heart-throb kisses the female lead and not you. Yes, I was extremely girly, so what if I didn’t bleed every month. 

I must add that my voice hadn’t yet cracked, so I still sounded like an achingly sweet young girl. My face hadn’t started sprouting facial hair, just one or two stray ones I started getting about six months later. It was smooth and velvety like a rose petal. 

Soon it became over-powering, the desire to express my femininity more powerfully and in a comprehensive manner. One day, when my mother had gone to watch a movie with my ‘aunts’, I gingerly stepped into her room. Then, with a sense of pleasurable guilt, I opened her cupboard and started getting her clothes out one by one. 

I started with the multi-hued, sequin- embellished sarees, most of which were made of synthetic and ran my hands on them, caressing every inch of the garment lovingly. Then I proceed to another section of the cupboard, and got all those low-necked, tasseled blouses out and inspected them with curiosity. Finally, with an excitement

approaching near fright, I opened the lingerie drawer and got my mother’s undergarments out. There were so many brassieres and panties made of lace, satin and silk. My mother’s wardrobe was so much more exquisite than mine. I slowly slipped into a pair of silk panties and tried one of the bras. Subsequently, I wore a blouse and laced the dainty tassels at the back. Then I draped a bright pink embroidered sari around my gangling body. Next, I turned my attention to the ornaments and wore my mother’s  jhumkas,  a type of Indian earring shaped like a bell, necklaces, bangles, armlets, anklets and  bindi, the bright round usually red dot that Indian Hindu ladies adorn their foreheads with. It looked enchanting, much like the center of an archer’s target. My next game was the make-up kit. I opened it and lavishly applied layers of foundation on my face. Then I proceeded to outline my eyes with  kajal and apply the darkest lipstick I could find on my mouth. Blush applied on the cheeks completed my dressing for the day. 

I switched on the radio. It was playing one of my favorite songs called ‘ Chinna china asai’ (Wee little desires). As if on some cryptic cue, my being started swaying and promenading to the melody and the rhythm. I covered the  pallu (the part of the saree that covers the front of the upper body, goes over one shoulder and flows at the back like a veil) over my head like I’d seen new brides in movies doing and surrendered myself--mind, body and soul--to music. For all I knew, I might have been whirling there for an epoch, but in reality only a few minutes had passed. I swayed on and on, like a frenzied dervish. All of a sudden I heard a sound--a sort of a thud--

behind meand stopped abruptly. 

I turned back to see that it was only Murugan Uncle, one of my mother’s regular clients and favorite paramours. Murugan Uncle owned and drove an autorickshaw, a local vehicle, for a living. He’d often take my mother for a spin among the cotton and chilly fields in town, and she’d come back acting all coy and complacent. He’d gratify her with cheap flashy synthetic sarees and gold-plated earrings. Not surprisingly, he was her blue-eyed boy. Now, don’t be misled by the ‘boy’ sobriquet for Murugan was a middle-aged and

pot-bellied man approaching mid 40s. It was common knowledge that he was married and had two grown-up children, yet that didn’t deter him from going out with women like my mother. 

‘Ah, my chit!’, he said presently-‘dressed like a girl, are you?’. ‘Fancy dress, uncle’, I said sheepishly, ‘Just for fun’. ‘Well, you look prettier that my daughter, that’s for sure!’ he guffawed loudly. ‘She’s swarthy, got skin as rough as a man’s!’. Now, I didn’t know how to respond to this remark (which, in my opinion, bordered on the profane), so I just remained silent. ‘Come and sit on my lap’, he coaxed gesticulating towards his stout thighs, ‘Let me feel that lovely skin of yours’. Now I was somewhat uneasy with the prospect, but still obliged. Indian culture teaches you to respect elders and obey them always and at any cost. Soon his podgy fingers were caressing my face. Before I could take another breath, they had moved down my neck, the upper body, and fondling forbidden areas. My mind was in a tizzy--what was I supposed to do? I sat still without breathing. 

‘Raja!’, came a furious booming voice from the door. I nearly died of sheer fright. My mother stood at the doorway, hyperventilating, her eyes ablaze and lips pulled back from her teeth, baring them in a dangerous manner. Like an animal getting jealous that its territory had been encroached upon. This was ironical, considering it was  me her boyfriend had tried to violate. The full force of my mother’s rage was directed at me, not at my molester. She took a step forward and slapped me hard across the face, the impact of which sent me flying to the other end of the room. I lay on the floor for a whole minute, too stunned to move. ‘Pick yourself up, you filthy moron!’ she then snarled, ‘And get out of my clothes….dressed like a slut and seducing men. Shame on you!’. ‘I didn’t do anything….’, I tried to protest weakly ‘Murugan Uncle…he…’. Seeing that the scene was going out of control, the esteemed Murugan Uncle had sneaked out and made himself scarce. I was left alone to face my enraged mother. ‘Don’t tell lies, you  pottai’ she spat on my face ‘I know what the likes of you are up to!’

I lay dry eyed all night. I was no stranger to receiving a tongue-lashing from my mother, but this was the first time she’d called me a pottai or intersexed person. She, my own mother, had touched the zenith of insults.  ‘I know what the likes of you are always up to’, the words that she had spat echoed in my mind. Why was I or ‘the likes of me’, as she had put it, always branded as filthy and bad, and forced to bear the brunt of misdeeds of others on our shoulders? 

Instead of being angry with Murugan for trying to molest her teenaged child, my mom had blamed  me for seducing  him and had gone ahead and shamed me in front of the scoundrel. I loved my mother to distraction, and had taken good care of her all these years. 

Also, I had on numerous occasions in the past, overlooked her ill-treatment of me. I had reached the saturation point now and I couldn’t take it anymore, the humiliation and unfairness of it all. It was too much to bear. If I continued living here, I’d either have a nervous breakdown or die. 

I got up and packed my Spartan belongings. In the wee hours of the morning, I left home. 



Chapter 3 - Rebirth

I sat down under a tree to rest when a tall, swarthy person of about 50, dressed in female clothes, approached me. Everything about her was exaggerated--her garments, jewelry, gestures and mannerisms. 

A coterie of similarly dressed persons stood a little distance away, brazenly flirting with men and clapping their hands in an unbecoming fashion at periodic intervals. She beckoned them after a while; all of them came bustling and stood around her. It was clear that she was in a position of authority and was some sort of a leader or a guru. 

‘Feeling tired,  kanna?’ She called me  kanna, which means 'darling' in a saccharine sweet voice. Something about this individual scared me, but I was too exhausted to try to run. I nodded. ‘Get him some water’ she directed one of her protégées. She appraised me from head to toe as I gulped down the water. ‘Aren’t you Selvi’s child?’

she asked suddenly; without prelude. ‘Do you know my mother?’ I asked surprised. ‘Only by sight’ she said dismissively. ‘I know about you. The dai ma (mid wife) who had delivered you was a friend of ours’. She knew my secret, my cheeks started burning in embarrassment. She must have noticed the sudden rush of blood to my face for she laughed and said ‘There’s no need to be ashamed, kanna. We’re all like you. I am Porkodi, the guru of the hijra or aravani  jamaat (group) and these are my chelas. The disciples who she referred to as chelas smiled at me in a friendly manner. ‘Come along us and have something to eat’ Porkodi continued, ‘you must be famished’. 

As I gobbled down rice and curd, Porkodi persisted talking to me. ‘So you want to be a girl, eh?’ she asked. ‘Yes!’ I exclaimed in disbelief. 

Really, this person seemed to be omniscient. She seemed to know everything. “Then we must hasten to perform the ‘ Nirvanum’ on you. 

It’s not right to lose time. “, she said authoritatively. 

 Nirvanum, I understood, was a ceremony that all hijras were supposed to undergo. Physically, it entailed removal of the penis and

testicles, and psychologically and socially it was supposed to make you a legitimate hijra. Spiritually, it was supposed to be a transcendental experience, transporting you from the mundane, unenlightened plane to a higher level of consciousness. A person, after being emasculated, is said to enter the world of the  sanyasis or ascetics, ostensibly giving up all sensual desires and thereby renouncing the world. There is much of a dichotomy here, I realized later because most of us continued to have voracious sexual appetites and depended on prostitution for survival. 

Nirvanum was said to be imperative for initiation into the hijra cult. It was only after this that the powerful female Goddess Bahuchara Mata bestowed you with supernatural powers that empowered you to perform at weddings and childbirths. After the liminal period and the actual Nirvanum, one was sanctioned to bless a newly married couple with fertility and a child with prosperity, especially if it was a male. Most of the money that hijras collected as alms had to be given to the guru. This probably explains why Porkodi was in such an unholy hurry to have my Nirvanum performed. I had to be a bona fide hijra to be eligible for slaving away and giving most of my earnings to her. 

When Porkodi brought up the topic of Nirvanum a second time, barely few days after I had joined the jamaat, I told her I wasn’t ready. ‘Didn’t the Mata appear in your dreams and urge you to go through it?’ she asked, staring at me in an intimidating fashion. By

‘Mata’, she meant Bahuchara Mata, the deity hijras in the North and parts other than the South of India, worship. She is depicted as a beautiful lady, who incidentally perches on a bird and uses the creature as a mode of conveyance. The divine Mata was way ahead of the Wright brothers who invented the airplane! ‘Maybe’, I muttered vaguely. The thing is I never remember my dreams. ‘Then how can you say you aren’t ready?’ Porkodi challenged me, ‘If you don’t obey the Mata, she’ll curse you--you’ll be born impotent for the next seven births!’ Now, who cared about the next seven lives when the sad fate had befallen one in this birth itself? Anyway, there was no point

arguing with Porkodi. She was way too elderly and domineering to put up a fight against. 

Later, I was to realize that the Nirvanum is a hush-hush affair, performed in the wee hours of the morning. As it entails severe mutilation that could be potentially life-threatening, it is a punishable criminal offence under the India Penal Code. ‘I am getting a dai ma or midwife (who, I learn later, are as dubious as quacks!) named Radharani and her assistant Shanti from Gujarat to perform your Nirvanum’, Porkodi told me, ‘I have fixed it on the 21st of next month. 

Until then; you should not go out, look into a mirror or consume spicy food’. This was probably because spicy foods act as stimulants and prevent one from attaining a pure, serene mental state that is the prerequisite of Nirvanum. My esteemed guru didn’t bother to tell me that I shouldn’t have sex during this period. She probably knew I hadn’t started yet. During this period of sequestration, I was asked to reject everything that was ‘male within me’. 

After what seemed like an endless wait, the D-day arrived. I was expected to wake up at the crack of dawn as this time is considered auspicious for all ceremonies in India. While I was half-awake, I could hear two people bustling around the room. I concluded that it was probably the dai ma and her assistant Shanti offering Pujas or prayers to Bahuchara Mata, to make the knife as rapacious as a shark’s teeth. Shanti shook me awake, and the dai ma asked me to take my clothes off. ‘All?’ I asked hesitantly. ‘Yeah’, she breathed impatiently. Shanti helped me strip until I stood buck naked in front of both. 

‘Now, look at the picture of Mata and tell me’ said the dai ma ‘is she smiling or angry?’. Now I had never been an ace at reading anyone’s expressions--human or divine--so I had absolutely no clue. However, I preferred to be optimistic and replied ‘She’s smiling’. ‘Good!’ the dai ma said obviously pleased, ‘that means the operation is going to be a success’. ‘Success’ in this sense meant that I’d be able to live. I shrugged--I didn’t care either ways--I was as ready to embrace death as life. Next, the venerable dai ma thrust a coconut into my hands. I

was supposed to hurl it on the floor with force. This, as a matter of fact, is done on all favorable occasions by the Indian Hindus. I did as directed. The coconut broke into two perfectly equal halves. ‘Great!’

the dai ma exclaimed ‘Had it broken unevenly, we would have had to postpone your Nirvan ceremony. We now can fearlessly go ahead’. 

Shanti fetched a stool for me to sit on and then thrust my glorious long mane between my teeth. ‘Bite hard’ the dai ma instructed ‘it’ll help you bear the pain’. My penis and scortum were tied tightly with a string. ‘This is to enable a clean cut’, the dai ma explained. ‘Now concentrate on the picture of the Mata and chant her name repeatedly’. As I uttered the Goddess’s name again and again, a sort of a hypnotic stupor overtook me. My eyelids grew droopy and shut tightly against my will. Then, all of a sudden, I felt a sharp pain just beneath my abdomen region. God! It was so excruciatingly, the agony! Over the years, I have heard other hijras say that they barely felt any pain during the Nirvanum ceremony. I think that’s a delusion born out of the tendency of humans to romanticize all aspects of life, including unbearably terrible ones. My closed eyelids fluttered open and I saw my organs lying severed on the floor. I felt bile rise in my throat--I kept myself from vomiting with great effort. Then a small stick was thrust into my urethra to keep it open. My blood rushed out in a deluge and nothing was done to curb the flow. ‘That’ll drain your masculinity out’ elucidated the dai ma. Well, draining one’s masculinity out turned out to be one hazardous feat! 

Over the next one hour, I become the victim of some very active sibling rivalry between Bahuchara Mata and her forbidding elder sister, Chamundeshwari, with the former pulling me towards life, and the latter tugging me into the deep dark bottomless abyss of death. 

Bahuchara Mata ultimately won and I survived the ordeal. 

Meanwhile, the dai ma and Shanti had taken away my severed genitals to bury under a tree or some such thing. It felt terrible, losing a part or two of one’s body like that. And the whole ceremony was so very weird, to say the least. 

Over the next 40 days, I was kept in quarantine. Some sort of oil was applied on my wound to heal it. I wasn’t allowed to eat for the first two days, and there were many food related restrictions later on too. 

I also wasn’t supposed to look into the mirror and all that same old pony. On the 3rd, 20th, 30th and 40th day,  Kesari (saffron) was applied to my face and I was given long, relaxing baths by Shanti. 

The intermediate period, during which I hovered between old and new identities, finally came to an end on the 40th day. The dai ma visited again and instructed Porkodi to make arrangements for the Mehndi ceremony. ‘We south Indians don’t need to have Mehndi and all’, Porkodi tried to cut corners. ‘Now that you’ve had me come all the way from Ahmedabad, do it my way’ said the dai ma authoritatively. It was true--South Indian hijras had slightly different rituals from the North and West Indian ones, and Porkodi had opted to do my Nirvan the Guajarati way. Her mouth twitched in anger; she wasn’t used to taking orders, but she desisted from saying anything. 

It would not do to quarrel with Radharani, the dai ma. She had proven herself to be an asset to Porkodi, hence she was keen on keeping the relations between them cordial. 

The dai ma wasn’t someone who lost time. She immediately had me wrapped in a towel and daintily applied turmeric over my face, hands and legs to make the body as smooth as a princess’s. Henna dye that gives out a reddish hue, was applied on my hands and feet. My luxuriant hair was given a thorough combing, parted in the middle and decorated with blood red  sindhoor (vermillion). I was draped in a rich crimson bridal saree and given some rather grand jewelry. ‘You look beautiful’ said the dai ma admiringly and performed a ritual to remove  nazar (ward) off the evil eye. 

Late at night, I was taken to a nearby lake.  Pujas ( prayers) were performed to propitiate the Mata and oblations were offered to Her. I was bathed in milk like Cleopatra apparently did. Now, my status was elevated to that of a full-fledged hijra’s and I was allowed to perform dances at marriages and child births, and also sell my body in exchange for money--just the way my mother had done. 

 

Chapter 4 - Life in Jamaat

I was no longer ‘Raja’. Having gone through the nirvarum successfully, my identity was now that of a bona fide verified hijra’s. 

To begin life anew, I had to have a new name, just like a newly married Indian bride. My friend Prabha chose the name ‘Roopini’ for me. “It literally means ‘One bestowed with beauty’, which is true of you”, she smiled benignly. I smiled; elated and gratified. Being told one is gorgeous is often the most thrilling of compliments for teenagers. 

I was very fortunate to have found a friend in Prabha. Now, let me tell you a bit about my new friend. Prabha was about 25 years old and her manner was mild, gentle, sweet, and rather maternal. Of all the members of the Jamaat, she was the one who treated me with maximum affection, as if I was her younger sibling or something. 

This sort of love served as protection against the harsh rays of Porkodi’s censure (which I, incidentally, seemed to evoke all the time! The reason, I knew not.)

At this stage of life, I was apparently permeated with supernatural powers--the sanction to bless with fertility or prosperity; conversely curse with infertility or death. I went along with the other hijras to dance at marriages and child-births, and got a  badhai,  a tip for my efforts. My dancing skills had begun to be recognized, and I was much sought after for them. My grace and youthful good looks helped me attract more clients, and I made quite a lot of money from prostitution. The trade felt demeaning at first, it made my once chaste body feel impure, but I eventually got used to it. Soon I began getting hooked to the feeling of being wanted, if only in lust, wanted, nevertheless. We hijras feel desire only for men, and hence I slept only with them. However, for me it was no more than just a means of earning, and I never formed any emotional attachment with any of the men. That sentiment I reserved only for Prabha. 

Prabha taught to me insist that the men I had sex with use a condom. ‘Why?’ I asked, ‘We hijras can’t get pregnant, can we?’. 

‘You little dolt’, she laughed indulgently ‘a condom is not only to used to prevent pregnancies, but also to keep sexually transmitted diseases at bay’. I was happy to learn that Prabha cared about my wellbeing. Prabha also provided alleviation to feelings of anxiety and confusion that cropped up in my mind occasionally. Once when we were at a wedding, one of the most aggressive hijras in our entourage got enraged over not having been tipped adequately. As a reaction, or an overreaction, she hitched her saree up and flashed her mutilated genitals at the guests, much to their horror. I was rather upset myself; noting the extent to which my ilk could debase itself. Of course, hijras are stereotypically known to do this, but I had never imagined anyone in our jamaat capable of stooping to such levels. 

Prabha sensed I was in shock, and rubbed my back in a relaxing way. ‘Don’t think about it’, she murmured softly. I was somewhat pacified. 

Prabha and I did everything together, sip our morning coffee, have breakfast and share chores in the house. The rare evenings we had to ourselves were spent together. We’d buy an icy candy from the street vendor and savour its flavor in shared comfortable silence. Or just sit by the window watching the rain. A nice park has been built in the vicinity. Sometimes we’d go for a leisurely stroll there, humming soothing melodies under our breaths. If we had an extra moment, we’d sit on the swing tied to one of the sturdy trees, and enjoy the two and fro oscillation. The best thing about Prabha was that she never quizzed me about my past. Likewise, I didn’t ask her about hers. All that mattered was living in the present and we made the most of it when we were together. 

Porkodi wasn’t too thrilled with our friendship. As a rule, she discouraged any close bonds of amity or amour between her chelas. 

She was probably apprehensive that we would get together in a mutiny and protest against her tyranny. Yes, a mass uprising was what she feared, a revolt of 1857 of sorts during which the Indian soldiers had got together to protest against the use of cow and pig

grease on cartridges. Yes, ‘tyranny’ was the apt word for Porkodi’s regime--a dictatorship, like Hitler, Mussolini or Idi Amin’s--and we had no chance to put any of her decisions to popular vote. Her words were the dogma, her rules the law. All the jamaat hijras resented having to give 75% of whatever they earned to her, but there was nothing they could do. 

Life went on in its usual fashion. We were all preparing for the Koovagam festival, an 18 day extravaganza held in spring at a town in the Villupuram district of Tamil Nadu. The festival is conducted in the honour of Aravan, the young virgin son of Arjuna, the mythological king of the Pandava dynasty. The noble Pandavas were to fight a battle against their unscrupulous cousins, the Kauravas. To ensure victory in the same, they offered prayers to the occult Goddess Kali. Kali promised them victory in return for a human sacrifice by way of fee. Aravan volunteered to sacrifice himself, but he had only one wish--to die as a married man. Since no woman wanted to marry a man who’d die the very next day of the wedding, Hindu God Krishna assumed the form of an ethereally beautiful woman, and married Prince Aravan. After consummating the marriage, Aravan surrendered his life to the Goddess. Thanks to this selfless act of the young prince, the Pandavas won the battle as Goddess Kali had promised. 

We, hijras of Tamil Nadu consider ourselves to be brides of Aravan, hence are called Aravanis. In a way, I suppose we are trying to illustrate that we identify with God Krishna in his female form or avatar. 

The Koovagam festival finally arrived, and we, dressed in glad rags and elaborate jewelry, went in a mass procession to the village. I noticed that Porkodi has appropriated the finest garments for herself. 

Now, it was impossible for me to envisage our fat, ageing, swarthy hijra guru as the nubile bride of the comely legendary young prince. I mentioned this comic dilemma of mine to Prabha, and she giggled loudly. Porkodi heard her and froze us with a stare. ‘Hush, girls!’ she warned ominously ‘Else I’ll throw you out of the  Jamaat!’. 

We reached Koovagam. I had never imagined that the Koovagam festival would be celebrated with so much pomp and show. 

Decorated tents were put up all around the temple of Koothanandavar, inside which intersexed people from all around the world had gathered. Keen on making friends from new cultures, I approached two individuals whose dresses and facial features clearly showed that they were foreigners. ‘Hello’ I said cheerfully. 

‘Hi’, they replied congenially. ‘Where are you from?’ I managed to put together the few English words I was familiar with and asked. ‘I am from Singapore’, one of them answered, ‘and she’ she said indicating her partner ‘is from Malaysia’. ‘Are you a local?’ the transwoman from Malaysia asked. I nodded. My command over English wasn’t good at that time, so our conversation didn’t proceed any further. However, we amiably smiled at each other and warmly shook hands before parting and joining the procession. 

We sang and danced with transwomen from all over the world. After that, we were beckoned by Porkodi to assemble in a line. She made us wear colorful green bangles. Soon we were ‘married’ one by one to Prince Aravan. The head priest, standing in token representation of the prince, tied  mangalasutra, the sacred necklace tied around the bride’s neck by the groom during marriage, around our hijra ones and decked the parting of our hair with  sindoor (vermillion). The aftermath after our marriage were 15th shameless nights of debauchery during which we smoked, drank, romped, rollicked and slept with numerous men, each seen as a symbolic representation of our husband, Prince Aravan. On the 16th day of the festival, we had to pretend that Aravan had died and mourn his demise. We played along very convincingly, wailing, beating our breasts aggrievedly, breaking our green bangles and violently rubbing the  sindoor off our foreheads like Hindu widows of yore did and those in conservative regions still do. 

We returned to Sivakasi as the ‘widows’ of Aravan. What transpired in the next few months was to dramatically change the geography of this particular phase of my life. My hijra sisters began to grow exasperated with the oppressive Porkodi regime. Porkdodi was

adept at organization and getting things done, but were these the only hallmarks of a great guru? The ideal guru had to be understanding and empathetic, not just bark orders at her chelas. 

She had to polarize everyone’s attention towards her through a deeply entrenched benevolence, not hegemony. Over the last many years, Porkodi had brainwashed the Jamaat sisters into early emasculation, and into giving a significant portion of their wages to her, among other injustices. She had also conditioned them to believe that they couldn’t survive outside the framework of the Jamaat. So, my hijra sisters, though tortured and ill-treated in the Jamaat, could never muster enough confidence to run away and strike it out on their own. There exists an old proverb that says

‘When the snow falls, and the wild winds blow, the pack survives and the lone wolf dies’. Clearly, my hijra sisters believed in the essence of the proverb, irrespective of whether they had heard it or not. Thus, they never ever left the pack. 

As time flew, I became more and more sought-after in the Jamaat. 

My jamaat sisters claimed that though quite young; I was very mature, compassionate and helpful. They said they felt a calm, positive aura around me and were at ease discussing their woes. 

Now, I don’t believe in unnecessarily interrupting when people are getting things off their chest, hence may have come across as someone with a sympathetic ear. I also didn’t mind lending my things and this quality perhaps made me their favorite sister. As a lone child in a brothel full of adults, I barely had the chance to share, hence welcomed any situation that gave me an opportunity to reverse the past. 

The dai ma, Radharani, who had performed the Nirvanum operation on me, came to visit in autumn as was her custom. She was our guest for a few days, during which time I served her, and she seemed gladdened with the way I was turning out. ‘Such a sweet face and heart. May Bahuchara Mata’s blessings always be with you, my child’, she was moved enough to articulate. I bowed my head and folded my hand in a Namaste, the traditional Indian greeting that also doubles as a gesture of respect. Her next words

left me stunned. ‘May you become the leader of the Jamaat one day’

she said, not heeding the fact that the power-addicted Porkodi was standing right next to her. All the Jamaat sisters were looking at me by now. I wasn’t sure how to react. It is considered impolite to ignore an elder’s remark; hence I bent down and touched the dai ma’s feet. 

All this while, I was acutely and painfully conscious of Porkodi’s presence and cast a surreptitious glance or two in her direction. I had no inkling of what she was thinking or feeling. Her face was a stony mask. 

One serene Saturday morning, as I was washing clothes at a bore well close by, Prabha came galloping at top speed. Beads of perspiration were accumulated on her neck and forehead, and she was breathing heavily. It was obvious that she had been running without a pause. Alarm bell started going off in my head--something was terribly wrong. ‘All okay?’, I enquired after giving Prabha a drink of water from the bore well. ‘Run, Roopini, run’ she said, her voice a breathless whisper, ‘They are coming after you’. ‘Who?’ I asked, befuddled. ‘ Supari  killers hired by Porkodi. These thugs are very dangerous, Roopi, they’d kill for a pittance’ I gaped at Prabha in disbelief and wondered if she was hallucinating or something. 

However, some instinct told me that she was very much in her senses. ‘But why?’ I asked, still incredulous. ‘She was getting jealous of your popularity and feared you’d replace her as the Jamaat guru’

Prabha replied. ‘I overheard her talking to the killers. Please make haste’, she said thrusting a few hundred rupees in my hand. ‘They could be here any time’. As if on cue, a few rough-hewn men appeared at the corner of the alley. I took to my heels immediately. 

They spotted me and started chasing me through the crossroads, little brick houses and narrow alleys. I was younger and lighter, hence I out-ran them. However, they didn’t give up on their chase and pursued me determinedly. Much to their frustration (and my good luck), a huge bus that was passing that way blocked their view of me. I made use of this opportunity and jumped on last step of the moving vehicle. I made my way into its depths and peeked outside the window. The goons were looking for me in the opposite direction. 

I heaved a sigh of relief. 

The bus stopped in Chennai. 



Chapter 5 - Sadasivan’s Daughter If Sivakasi had been sweltering, Chennai was a veritable furnace. It, being the capital of Tamil Nadu, was sprawled over a greater area than Sivakasi, and was teeming with people, vehicles and offices. At first, I felt rather lost and disoriented in the huge city. As days passed, and I became more familiar with the new surroundings, I began to regain my old confidence. After all, it’s not difficult when you are only sixteen and bursting with the youthful energy. The money that my beloved friend Prabha had given me was running out and I had to think of a way to sustain myself. 

I had seen a few hijras hanging out at Marina beach, but I didn’t want to be a part of a Jamaat anymore. It had landed me in much of a treacle already from which I had freshly extricated myself. If that meant I had to be the proverbial lone wolf, so be it. Nobody could avert the course your destiny is to take. I gained a firm foothold over myself and started dancing on any and every square meter of land that I could find. Soon, I was all over Chennai; its streets, footpaths, traffic signals et al, shimmying away for all I was worth. People--even white-collared workers--commuting either on foot, two-wheelers or cars, paused to watch my imaginative little gigs. Clearly, they were mesmerized. Then, abruptly, they’d come to their senses and hurry away, but not before dropping some coins or rupee notes in my palm. 

One Sunday evening, I decide to perform on the road just outside Marina beach. On this day of Sabbath, I expected a sizeable crowd turn out which would, most of the time; translate to good earnings for me. However, a slight drizzle which took no time to metamorphose into a torrential downpour started. As a consequence, people stayed indoors instead of venturing out with family and friends. Naturally, I was a bit disappointed. The rain evoked feelings of nostalgia in me, the way it sometimes does. My mind took a journey backwards and I went back to my childhood days spent in ‘a house of ill-repute’. 

Miserable I might have felt at having been rejected by my mom, yet I

thought of my early years with fondness. Picture perfect it might have not been, yet my childhood belonged exclusively to me and I’d never disown it--no, not even for a million rupees. Next, my mind moved to Prabha and dwelled on her with a kind of pleasurable poetic melancholy. Lyrical thoughts and accompanying emotions propelled me to get up and start dancing. The rain was less intense now, but hadn’t stopped completely. ‘ Mera Naina Sawan Bhadon’, I sang the old vintage Hindi film song I’d heard on a radio in the brothel. ‘ Phir Bhi Mera Mann Pyaasa’. ‘My eyes are pouring like the rains in monsoon’ is the closest translation I can come up with, ‘Yet my soul remains thirsty….’. I choreographed my body movements to match the slow brooding romance of the classic and much enjoyed the creative high it gave me. The imagery of going far back in time and allusion to ‘ Saavan ke jhule’ or the swings of monsoons in the song were apt descriptions of my memories and sentiments. Prabha and I used to sit on swings, I recall. 

So engrossed was I in my secret world, that I hadn’t noticed a big white Ambassador car that had stopped barely a few meters away. 

After a few minutes, I looked up to notice that a gentleman had stepped out of the car: he was about 45, and dressed in an immaculate white  Kurta-pajama, the long shirt with side slits worn by Indian men and women, coupled with pajamas. The stranger paused in contemplation for a moment, absently nodded as if giving approval to some private idea, and then started walking towards me. His height was of an average Indian male’s, frame slender, posture straight and movements graceful--a wee bit effeminate for a man, if you want to know the truth. 

‘Have you learnt how to dance?’ his tone as he spoke to me was suave and well-modulated. He clearly was a person who belonged to high echelons of society. ‘No, Sir’, I shook my head while I secretly appraised him further. He was good-looking, with a long kind avuncular face, milk-white complexion and emerald green eyes. 

There was a disconcerting familiarity about this person; I was certain I had seen him before, but couldn’t recall where. Then suddenly it came in a flash, the visual memory of his posters glued to the walls

of certain places in the city, including the Kalakshetra, a local dance academy started by Rukmini Devi Arundale, the first doyen of the Bharatnatyam dance form. ‘I.Sadasivan’, the renowned Bharatnatyam exponent, that’s who the man who stood in front of me was! Sadasivan, I knew, was a Brahmin by birth, that he belonged to the upper-most caste in the time-honoured hierarchy, but since he didn’t believe in divisions in the name of caste, creed and other superficial concerns, he didn’t use his caste name ‘Iyer’, preferring instead to abbreviate it to the initial ‘I’ which he affixed before his name. I had overheard many a Chennaite discussing him: he had the reputation of being a liberated, broad-minded person. 

‘That’s right, I am Sadasivan’ he said by way of answer, snapping me out of my reverie. This was when I realized I had uttered his name out aloud. ‘And your name is….?’. ‘Roopini, Sir’, I answered. 

‘Listen, Roopini, I think you are a very gifted’, Sadasivan told me, 

‘Someone with your talents deserves to be on stage, not on streets’. 

‘But, Sir’, I said sadly, ‘that’s rather unimaginable--I have nothing; not even a home. 

‘You have one now’ replied Sadasivan generously. 

Sadasivan’s residence was my home for the next seven years. It was one of these huge old traditional Madras homes with a sprawling front courtyard, pillared verandas and artful fathomless interiors. A towering statue of  Nataraja (Hindu God Shiva in his typical  tandava or destruction pose, stomping on and crushing the rakshasa or demon, denotative of evil that exists in the outside world and within the human heart), stood in one corner of the drawing room. Another nook had a huge impressive classical swing with a wooden seat and decorative gold-plated hand-grips. The front hall was followed by the dining area, which was furnished with an antique ebony table and chairs made of ivory. The first floor where I was given a room was of equally exquisite architecture and furnishing. 

Everything about this house spoke of great lineage and deep learning that had been passed on for many generations. Sadasivan didn’t belong to the class of nouveau riche i.e. people who had newly

amassed wealth but were bereft of knowledge or sophistication. His was old money, its class and substance passed on by erudite cultured ancestors. 

Sadasivan seemed to be a bachelor. He lived alone albeit for the driver, a watchman and an elderly maid, Lakshmi who were lodged within the premises of the grand old house. From that day on, I became an adored addition to the family. I suppose Mr.Sadasivan knew I was a transgender, but he always treated me like a girl. 

The morning after I’d arrived, Lakshmi got fresh filter coffee to my room. After a while, I was ushered downstairs by Mr.Sadasivan. 

‘How did you sleep?’ he enquired politely to which I replied, ‘Very well, Sir’. ‘Excellent, now come with me’, he escorted me to the courtyard where several young girls and boys were assembled. 

‘These are my students’, he said by way of introduction, ‘Now, Sit beside me and observe them’. As the protégées performed what I later learnt was  natyam or the action part of dance, the guru calculated the  thalam (rhythm) using his hands and fingers. He also mouthed syllables like ‘Sa’ ‘Pa’ et al to which the young dancers were seemingly supposed to coordinate their movements. The dance class commenced and I was led to the dining area. Over piping hot  idlis (a south Indian dish prepared from fermented rice flour and lentil) and  saambar (an Indian side dish, comparable to sauce), we chatted away. ‘Did you like the class?’ he asked. ‘Very much’, I replied truthfully. ‘Then we’ll make you a trained Bharatnatyam dancer!’ he said robustly, before adding ‘Deal?’. 

‘Deal’, I smiled gratefully. 

My first class was scheduled at 5 am the next morning. The guru started off with a simple prayer and then taught me the different types of  namaskaras obeisance and their respective significance. 

‘First we offer respects to mother earth, a way of thanking her for standing solid beneath one’s feet’ he began earnestly before mischievously adding ‘and offering an apology of sorts for stomping all over her’. ‘Then, he continued ‘We offer it to the guru, the audience and our parents’. At this juncture, I thought of my mother

and got a little teary. The guru noticed and said, ‘I suppose you are getting emotional because your parents aren’t here’. I nodded. ‘Don’t fret child’, he then said heartily, ‘I, your guru, will double up as your parent too. From today, you will be known as Sadasivan’s daughter’. 

Life as Sadasivan’s daughter was a learning, continually evolving experience. Apart from Bharatnatyam, he also taught me how to read and write. A firm believer in comprehensive education, Mr. 

Sadasasivan taught me ways and means to improve my general knowledge and awareness. Under his inspiring tutelage, I absorbed knowledge like a ready sponge. Before I knew it, I was reading major and English books and dailies fluently and could comprehend complex concepts and issues with ease. The rich art and musical culture of the city also contributed to improving the quality of my mind. My horizons began to expand and I began to delight in the knowledge that the universe and by association everything in it was infinite. There were no limits to anything including what a human being could achieve. 

Now, I am not saying that the going was always great. There were bad days during which certain old memories would grasp and brutally try to garrote the life out of me. During such times, I would riotously struggle to breathe and live. And I invariably triumphed and emerged alive. 

As my dancing lessons progressed, I learnt that Bharatnatyam was not just about dance movements, and rhythm, but also music and expressions. My guru urged me to use my material corporeal body to celebrate the divinity within. One evening, he wanted to know if I knew what ‘ Ardhanareeshwara’ was. Yes, I replied, ‘It’s an avatar of Lord Shiva that’s half female’. ‘That’s right’ said my guru ‘It’s the coming together of two opposite forces i.e. the male and the female in one harmonious union’. ‘Is this a bad thing?’ I asked. I couldn’t help noticing that my voice was quivering. ‘Not at all’ said my guru comfortingly, almost as if he’d sensed my most intimate worry. ‘What could be better than the yin and yang merging into one form?’

I instantly felt better. ‘If Hindu mythology and a pious dance teacher lauded and worshipped God Shiva in his Ardhanareeshwara form, I inwardly reasoned, ‘then being intersexed may not be all that bad as it’s made out to be’. People who had ill-treated me in the past were uneducated; they may not have known that the third gender is an acknowledged one in sacred Hindu texts. 

One thing though has left me wondering to this day: Was my guru’s broaching the topic of Ardhanareeshwara a coincidence? Or was it a calculated move to make me feel better about my gender identity? I’ll never know. 

My guru never forced me to talk about my past. Neither did he discuss his. However, once--only once--had he made a mention of a girl he had started a relationship with, who had mysteriously disappeared. Incidentally, he didn’t divulge her name. ‘I tried to trace her, but in vain’, he’d said looking sad and defeated. 

The prism of seasons took many turns. I, at 23, had become quite a reputed dancer in Chennai. Critics showered accolades and the audiences nearly swooned in devotional frenzy when I performed. It was said that I was a perfect danseuse, both technically and spiritually. No one cared if I was a man or a woman. Or so I had thought in a moment of over-optimism. 

At the ‘Chennai Sangamam’ where I performed, I met a young man, Anandan. He was in his mid-twenties, came from a political family and was clearly interested in me. I was under the impression that he knew I was a transgender. ‘Ah! Finally the blight’s broken’, I said to myself, relieved. The recognition I’d earned had clearly made people overlook my gender, and treat me as a person who deserved to be loved and respected. 

Anandan seemed suitable enough, even if his attitude was still entrenched in patriarchy. It was obvious that he didn’t believe in the equality of the sexes. At times, I found him to be a little too domineering, but accepted him in spite of what I then thought were minor flaws. 

Our courtship proceeded at lightning speed. However, like many Indian couples we didn’t wish to get intimate before being married. 

Anandan and I got engaged with the blessings of my guru. The engagement ceremony, at which we exchanged rings, was celebrated with great pomp and splendor. Everything was going well, but Anandan seemed restless. His bosom buddy, Prashanth, whom I’d incidentally not met, hadn’t showed up. 

‘We can’t possibly wrap the function before he arrives’, Anandan said. He put a frantic call across to Prashanth. ‘He’s on his way’, he reported after he had finished speaking, ‘Has got stuck in highway traffic’

It was midnight by the time Prashanth turned up. He thumped Anandan on the back in rough camaraderie before loudly enquiring

‘Where’s the girl,  macha (mate)--your fiancée?’. ‘Roopini’, Anandan called out and said ‘Meet Prashanth’. I smiled and stretched my hand out in a cordial manner. However, Prashanth didn’t take it. He was staring at me and frowning. ‘What’s the matter, macha?’

Anandan asked in a teasing manner. ‘ Still nervous to talk to girls?’

Prashant took Anandan aside and whispered something in his ear. 

For the next fifteen minutes, they were engaged in what seemed to be a singularly grave conversation. Then Anandan came back to me; I noticed his face had turned a deathly ashen pallor. ‘How dare you!’

he roared accusingly. ‘Anandan, what happened?’ I cried in alarm. 

‘Prashanth told me….about you…he has seen you swaying away at the traffic signal…It was many years back, but he’s dead certain it was you….’. ‘I thought you knew all about me and my past’, I replied

‘It was in the papers’. I was referring to local newspaper reports which often covered my life in a comprehensive manner. There was a silence. Anandan clearly didn’t read the papers. ‘You…you cheated me’, he spluttered in anger, ‘by concealing who you are’. 

‘You know who I am--a good person who loves you’ I tried to placate him. My remark didn’t have the intended effect--if anything, it engaged Anandan further. ‘No!’ he spat. ‘You’re a f*****g hijra!’. He

flung his engagement ring on the ground and stomped off, never to return. 

I was a terrible mess. A transgender never seemed to stand a chance. I was to be humiliated and rejected however hard I worked. 

The fame I’d earned as a successful dancer hadn’t shielded me from the derogatory ‘hijra’ expletive. As I invariably do when my heart breaks, I left the city. My guru tried to stop me, but I couldn’t get myself to stay in Chennai any longer. I kissed him on the forehead, and promised to phone every day. It was then that I re-located to Bangalore for good. 



Chapter 6 - Quest for Meaning Bangalore was a glorious place with pleasant climate and people. 

Numerous literary, music and dance fests were held in the city; I got plenty of opportunities to exhibit my talents. Being an established dancer (and Sadasivan’s daughter), I had no problems getting a foothold in the new city. 

The urbane North Bangalore where I moved to had many popular pubs, discotheques and multi-cuisine restaurants. These hubs attracted people who were the epitome of fashion. They sported trendy tattoos, had pierced eye-brows, lips and navels and long hair that had obviously undergone numerous expensive treatments. In modern cosmopolitan India, making a fashion statement was not about smoking, binge-drinking or doing drugs; it was fighting for causes one truly believed in. Hence, you’d often catch these swanky people fighting for preservation of environment or wildlife, or some such thing. Much to my interest, LGBT activism had also got its hooks into Bangaloreans. 

As time went by, and my dance engagements grew, I hired a manager to look after my affairs. She, a girl named Priya, taught me many things, including how to operate computers and use the internet. I attended an LGBT party where apart from transgenders like myself, I also met lesbians, gays and bisexuals. Before I knew it, I had become an LGBT activist fighting for transgender rights, the right to equality, education, health and social security. From time to time, I’d meet activists from Chennai who’d often come to Bangalore to take part in pride marches. 

The westernized aura of the Bangalore prompted me to experiment with attire--I tried jeans, tops and dresses and found that I liked them as much as the saree. In fact, they were more convenient as daily wear than our national dress which restricts leg movement slightly. I also expanded my activity range and started pub-hopping. It was in on one such evening that I met Paolo. We hit it off immediately and

chatted incessantly--about ourselves and the world. Paolo, I learnt, was an Italian. He had fallen in love with India as a boy, and was currently here on a long-term teaching assignment. Since I couldn’t risk another heart-break, I revealed my gender identity to him right at the outset, and in no uncertain terms. He was comfortable with it. 

‘Are you sure?’ I’d asked, hesitantly. ‘Absolutely’, his voice was steady ‘It doesn’t change you as a person. 

I kept in touch with my guru as I had promised before leaving Chennai. We talked over the phone every day. He was proud to learn about the activist dimension to me. ‘I knew you had fire in you, girl!’ he said stoutly before a violent coughing fit seized him. My heart started palpitating wildly; it was as if my instincts were telling me something was amiss. ‘Are you okay?’ I asked. The inner perturbation must have shown in my voice for he gently scolded

‘Don’t be neurotic, Roopini….everything is  perfect!’ I reluctantly let the matter drop. ‘I  must go to Chennai next week ’, I told myself ‘and check up on him’. Since my schedule for the week was packed, and the organizers would protest if I cancelled any of the programmes, I couldn’t leave immediately. I felt dreadfully uneasy and couldn’t sleep the entire night. 

The phone rang ominously at 3 am next morning. I picked it up with trepidation. Lakshmi was on the other end of the line. It was obvious she had been crying. ‘Amma, the guru is no more’, she said in between sobs. My guru had been detected with pulmonary carcinoma, commonly known as lung cancer, in its advanced stages, and had succumbed to it. I couldn’t believe an integral part of my life had been snatched away so cruelly by fate and I cried as the world had come to an end. I got the organizers to cancel all my shows and took a flight to Chennai. After the beloved body was cremated, I returned to Bangalore. 

A week later, I got a call from his lawyer who told me about my guru’s will. He had left all his property to me. 

I brooded over my loss for quite a few days. Then I realized that my guru would never have approved of my wasting time. I started

performing again. Using a part of the fortune he’d left me, I opened a dance academy and named it after him. I also started a rehabilitation center for other transgenders- where protection from abuse, legal readdresses and health care for those affected by STDs was offered. 

My intention was to give transgenders a safer, more modern and egalitarian community than the conventional Jamaat. 

A few days later, the most astonishing event transpired in my life. 

The door bell trilled. I opened it. A lady in a sober synthetic saree stood with her back to me. There was a hint of familiarity about her the angle at which she held her neck. She turned. I stood face to face with my mother. 

My mother, in her 40s now, didn’t get as much ‘work’ as she used to. 

That had given her more time to watch the television and that’s how she’d heard that I was now a famous Bharatnatyam dancer and LGBT activist. She’d also learnt about my guru’s death and the fact that I had been his student and adopted daughter. 

‘Sadasivan was your biological father’, she told me, without prelude. 

I was silent for a long time......So that explained my emerald green eyes. And my talented for dance. Both were inherited. From my guru. My adoptive father. My biological father. 

‘Did he know?’ I asked her. She shook her head. 

It was unbelievable, the miraculous coincidence. Destiny and dance had brought father and offspring together. And neither my guru nor I had had any inkling of our close blood kinship. 

‘Why did you run away from him?’ I asked her, when the disbelief had toned down a little. 

‘I didn’t think I was good enough for him’, she said weeping silently; ‘I feared that if I told him I was pregnant with his child, he’d want to marry me. This, I was sure, would cause him social embarrassment

because I was of a much lower-socio economic background--I worked as a domestic help in his house’

‘He never believed in discriminating’ I cried in defense of my guru, 

‘He would have elevated your position as he did mine’. 

‘Maybe’ my mother said ‘but I was young and frightened then and lost my head. I wish I had stayed behind and married him--he would have given you a good life. 

‘Surprisingly, he did give me a good life!’ I said smiling now ‘even if he didn’t know I was his child!’

‘I am glad, truly glad’ said my mother, ‘but kanna, could you ever forgive me for the way I treated you in the past? I am so sorry.’

‘Please don’t be’, I said enfolding my mother in a loving embrace

‘And thank you ever so much for giving me life’. 

‘I believe he was in love with you’, I told my mom the next day. 

‘Was he?’ my mother asked, touched. 

‘Yes’ I nodded earnestly ‘He looked for you like a crazy man after you disappeared.’

I underwent genital reconstruction surgery. Following this; my mutilated genitals were given the female identity. At the Nirvan, my penis and scrota had been severed, and a gaping hole had been left in its place. My genitals now had an exterior, thanks to vaginoplasty and labiaplasty. After surgery, I was given directions for post operative maintenance to prevent complications from arising. During the recovery period, both Paolo and my mother were of great support. 

Newspapers reported that many brothels in the Sivakasi area had been raided and shut down by authorities upholding the law. This included the one my mother had worked in. The pimps and madams

were arrested, and the sex workers rehabilitated. The newspapers carried mug shots of Mani and the three other pimps who had abducted and molested my mother, before forcing her into flesh trade. Reports said they’d be given a strict jail sentence. ‘The mills of the God grind slowly, but they grind exceedingly fine’, I quoted Friedrich Von Lagau. ‘True’, my mom agreed ‘No one can escape Godly retribution, however long it may take’. Knowing that there is justice in the world made my mom change her attitude towards life. 

And she changed it for the better. 

Paolo and I were married according to the Hindu custom. 

Karthikeyan Uncle, my late father’s distant cousin and his wife, Neeraja acted as token parents and performed the ‘ Kanyadaan’

(literally meaning ‘Donating the daughter’!) ceremony where I was

‘given’ in marriage to Paolo. Initially, I wanted to know if my mother could give me away, but the priest insisted that only a couple was eligible to do the Kanyadaan. The priest’s dictate upset me a little, but my mom urged me to take his advice. After the ceremony, Paolo and I touched my mother’s feet and sought her blessings. She was very happy to see us married. 

At this point, you may be curious to know how my sex life post genital reconstruction was--please don’t worry; I won’t think you are prurient. Lovemaking improved considerably, probably because I felt more fully and completely female. Having a warm, caring partner like Paolo made me feel more comfortable with my body than before and I generally felt better about myself. 

However, I wasn’t totally content with the aesthetic aspect of my physicality as I felt a fuller figure and a sweeter voice would make me feel more feminine. Hence, I considered hormone replacement therapy which I didn’t start until much later. Incidentally, the beginning of my therapy coincided with the arrival of Sia in my life. 

Life has improved, but it’s not always rosy. Sometimes the demons of the past and loneliness crush me even if I am surrounded by the best of people or the most favorable of circumstances. Besides, where the rights of sexual minorities are concerned, India still has a

long way to go. I mean, the world has entered the 50th year of LGBT

activism. Even Ireland, a strict Catholic country, has recently legalized gay marriages. However, practicing homosexuality is still a crime in India

But I deal with it. In my own way….. 

I cry. 

I win. 

I move on. 

Forever, continue my quest for meaning. 

A publishing house that was collecting stories of famous people from the LGBT community approached me and asked me to write a story about myself. I edited and polished my diary entries and submitted it to them. They said it was really good, considering I had learnt reading and writing late in life. ‘All credit goes to my teacher’ was all I had to say. I understand the story has been printed now as a part of a collection or anthology. They publishers also told me it’s selling very well and being appreciated by people all over the world. I am sure many readers are skimming pages of the book right now. If you are one of them, I hope you’ve enjoyed reading about me, my sojourn and my umpteen identities: a hijra, a dancer, a student, a mentor, a wife, a daughter, a mother, and last but not the least, an LGBT activist and writer. 



END
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Character Profile

Roopini/Raja- Roopini, a hijra or transgender, is the protagonist of the story. She is tall (around 5’7’ ), has a smooth dusky complexion and lovely emerald green eyes. ‘A Truth About Roopini’ traces her life’s sojourn of enormous hardships and heart-breaks, and her ultimate triumph over them. 

Selvi- She’s the mother of Roopini who is of average height (about 5’2’’), has black eyes and a dark complexion. Selvi has had a traumatic past, hence is extremely severe on Roopini causing a great deal of agony in the latter. However, she redeems herself in the end by apologizing to Roopini and assists in bringing up her adoptive daughter, Sia. 

I.Sadasivan- He’s a renowned Bharatnatyam dancer and Roopini’s adoptive father. When Roopini first meets him, he’s about 45 years old. He comes from a cultured, educated background. Physically, he’s quite attractive—with a fair complexion and emerald green eyes. He transforms Roopini’s life by teaching her how to read and write and training her in the Bharatnatyam art form. In his will, he leaves his entire property to Roopini. 

Paolo- He’s an Italian in his mid 30s and Roopini’s husband. He’s tall (about 6’2’’), has brown hair and blue eyes. Unlike a former fiancé’s, Paolo’s love for Roopini is true. Roopini’s gender identity is inconsequential to Paolo as he feels it doesn’t change the wonderful person she is. 

Sia- She is the little adoptive daughter of Roopini and Paolo’s. Sia has smooth marmoreal skin, straight hair and small tip-tilted eyes. 

She serves to fulfill Roopini’s desire for motherhood, who being a transwoman can’t bear children. 

Olirpirai- She’s a middle-aged woman who runs the brothel Selvi is forced to work in. Olirpirai is tall and imposing, and has a cruel heart. 

She foils Selvi’s attempts to escape from the brothel, thereby sealing her fate and that of her unborn child’s. 

Mani- A rough-hewn pimp who, along with three other men, abducts Roopini and forces her into flesh trade. 

Bhavani- A tall lanky girl in her 20s who becomes Selvi’s best friend in the brothel. She is also quite friendly with Roopini, and recounts her mother’s past to her. 

Murugan- A lecherous auto-rickshaw driver in his mid 40s. He is one of Selvi’s regular clients at the brothel. Murugan is swarthy and obscenely overweight. He tries to take advantage of a teenaged Roopini--an attempt for which, ironically, she is blamed (Victim blaming, in such cases, is a common phenomenon in India). 

Subsequently, the hurt and humiliated Roopini runs away from the brothel. 

Porkodi- Porkodi, a tall masculine-looking hijra aged about 50, is the guru or leader of the Jamaat or group Roopini belongs to. She is mean, lethal, tyrannical, domineering, avaricious and power-hungry. 

Porkodi talks Roopini into an early Nirvan or emasculation so that she can start earning for her, Porkodi, soon. Fearing Roopini is going to replace her as the Jamaat guru, Porkodi hires paid killers to murder her, leading Roopini’s life to change dramatically in the subsequent chapters. 

Radharani- She’s the Jamaat dai ma or midwife hailing from Gujarat. She’s about 55 years old and has an authoritative albeit benevolent nature. She performs the Nirvan or emasculation on Roopini and also conducts the Mehndi ceremony on her 40 days later. Radharani is fond of Roopini and feels that she possesses all the hallmarks a good Jamaat guru ought to have. 

Shanti- Radharani’s assistant, a young hijra in her 20s. She helps in the Nirvan or emasculation of Roopini. 

Prabha- A sweet, gentle, maternal hijra aged about 25 who is one of Roopini’s Jamaat sisters. Prabha eventually becomes Roopini’s best friend, sounding board and support system. She cares about Roopini’s wellbeing and teaches her the concept of protected sex to avoid getting sexually transmitted diseases when Roopini begins life as a sex worker. Prabha overhears a conversation between Porkodi and the killers hired to murder Roopini and manages to warn her in the nick of time. The money Prabha gives Roopini helps the latter survive in a new city until she figures out a way to earn. 

Anandan- A young man ( in his mid 20s) hailing from a political family to whom Roopini is first engaged to. He possesses a patriarchal mind-set which upholds the view that men are superior to women who are expected to be submissive to the former. He is so narrow-minded that he doesn’t acknowledge hijras as human-beings. 

Upon learning that Roopini is one, he is so scandalized that he loses no time in breaking off the betrothal. This action of his breaks Roopini’s heart, leading her to leave Chennai and begin her life anew in Bangalore. 

Prashanth- Anandan’s equally intolerant best friend who divulges the fact that Roopini is a transwoman to Anandan, leading the latter to break Roopini’s heart and his engagement to her. 

Lakshmi- The elderly devoted domestic help who works in I.Sadasivan’s house. She breaks the news of Sadasivan’s demise to Roopini. 

Kartikeyan- Sadasivan’s distant cousin, a middle-aged person, who gives Roopini away in marriage. 

Neeraja- Kartikeyan’s wife who also takes part in the ‘Kanyadaan’ or giving away of the bride (Roopini, in this case) in marriage. 

Priya- Roopini’s manager and close friend. She imparts the knowledge of computer-operation to Roopini and teaches her how to use the internet. 
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A Slippery Slope in an Amish Community 

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

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

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spel  of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 



Obsessed by Noble Resemblance 

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

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

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



A Slippery Slope in an Airline 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a smal  pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wel s who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina, his girl friend. Under Rosaline’s instructions, he cal s himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton al

along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wel s. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventual y transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 



The Murder of a Yoga Guru 

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

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



Murdered Queen Bee of a High School 

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

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

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

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



The Murdered Heiress 

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

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a Hospital 

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series

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

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



A Slippery Slope in a School 

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

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



Dance Like a Woman 

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

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh fal s in love with Kalki

and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 



A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency 

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



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

dress improperly 

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

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



A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet 

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

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

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventual y, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by dol -

faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventual y transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

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



Trapped in Circus 

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

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

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

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

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

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



Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization 

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



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

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



Muse and Vampiress 

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

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



A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center 

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

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



Transposed on the Pyrenees 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

have been able to walk and the terminal y il  have been cured. 

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



A Slippery Slope in a Bank 

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



Everland: Beyond Gender & Species 

"Transgender Mystery" series

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

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



Trapped in Lunatic Femininity 

A hard suspense MTF transgender story. 

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

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



Feminized in the History: Relived Love & Justice 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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

a temple prostitute. 



Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries 

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

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

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



Lilies for Ms.Tracy 

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



Diamond in the Rough 

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

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very

impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or il egal activity. 

Driven by the fear of becoming “the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfil  his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and final y as a thirty year old ful y grown up woman. 



A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring: Yumori of Kasuga Hotspring 

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

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

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



Kyle's Feminine Roots 

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

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

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



How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers 

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

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



Supermodel: MTF Autobiography 

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

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

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



The Triumphants and The Infradigs 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

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

 

Dreams Don't Die 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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

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

Or wil  his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 



Queen Lysandra 

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

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



Sam O'Yeah: FTM Transgender Story 

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



Ghosts Alive: Transgender Fantasy 

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are wil ing to sacrifice al  their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their wil power and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventual y he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 



Eve of the Arcane Waters 

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

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



A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His

bet was that his company wil  grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 



The Birth of Delilah 

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, wel -

built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his smal  business has a specific profile: he sel s and instal s surveil ance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financial y stable, he stil  lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hel  -

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



Abducted into the Third Gender: 180 Degrees Turn 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

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



Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



The Animal in Me 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Conspired into the 3rd Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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



Dancers of the Third Gender 

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

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

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



Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

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



The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers 

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

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

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



Enchanted into the Third Gender: A Truth about Lala 

"Hijra, the Third Gender" series

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actual y fal s in love with a tal  beautiful dancer cal ed Sangita. He is total y enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. The story is

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

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

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